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Blackmail Panties

 

“What is this, blackmail?” Kevin asks as he sits on her couch.

Cindy flashes him a quick smile, calculated but cool. Then she

nods her head and tells them, “Yes. That’s exactly what this is.”

“But, but Cindy?” His eyes bulge as he searches for the

words. He’s staring at her, one of his best friends. They’ve known

each other for years, ever since high school, but she now keeps her

gaze focused on him.

“What?” Cindy asks, sounding unconcerned with the terror

soaking into his voice. All of the humor is gone. This doesn’t sound

like a joke, not anymore. “I know something you don’t want her to

know. That means you’re going to do what I say. You asked if this

was blackmail? Yes, it is. If you don’t do what I want, I will tell her.”

Kevin absorbs the words; he tries not to. He doesn’t really

want to hear them. And yet, with each second, he can feel the

pounding of his heart now. He’s only sitting on a couch, but this is

fight-or-flight. Unfortunately, his body can’t do either.

“What, what do you want?”

“I want to play with you,” Cindy tells him.

The moisture drains away from his mouth because he has an

idea of what she might mean. But then, he swallows back that

excess saliva and tells himself he has to be wrong. He must be

wrong. There’s no way she would want something like that, not from

him anyway.

“Please, we’re friends.”

“Yes, we are. And yet, I think there’s a little problem.”

“What?”

“You had to go out and get yourself a girlfriend,” Cindy says

simply. She shrugs.

“You, you’re jealous?”

“Kevin, you’re one of my best friends. I hate the idea of losing

you.”

“But you haven’t lost me!”

“All you want to do is hang out with her,” Cindy answers. “And

we both know that she gets insecure around me.”

“Do you think this is going to help?” Kevin asks, mumbling the

question. He doesn’t really want her to hear, but Cindy has sharp

ears.

“Actually, yes. This is going to help. So what’s it going to be,

Kevin? Do I tell your cute little girlfriend about those videos? Should I

release all of your dirty little secrets from the last couple of years?”

“No!” He sounds way too dramatic—desperate.

“So you’ll do I want? You’ll do everything I want?”

Kevin pushes his fingertips down into the palms of his hands.

He let the anger and aggression simmer within his body, so he

imagines grabbing her, pulling her away, maybe even slapping her

across the face. But he can’t. For so many reasons, he can’t.

This girl really knows all of his secrets; she understands

almost everything about him. That makes her ridiculously dangerous.

With just a few well chosen words, she could destroy his new

relationship.

Kevin presses his lips together into an angry line as he thinks

of his girlfriend and how much he cares about her. Even now, under

the circumstances, he recalls her face, and there’s this flutter of

excitement deep within his chest. He wants to touch her, to kiss her,

to hear her laugh and hold her hand.

Kaitlyn.

Gorgeous Kaitlyn with her shiny black hair, her pale skin, her

bright brown eyes, and those incredible breasts. Kaitlyn, the girl

who’s way out of his league…If he messes this up, he’s never going

to get someone like her. She’s that perfect blend of fun and

confident, sexy and sweet.

“what do you want?”

“Well, I want you to tell me you’ll obey me.”

His eyes get bigger.

“I know, I know. It sounds so dramatic, but that’s what we’re

going to be doing here. That would be your main rule, Kevin. Moving

forward, you will obey me and do everything I say. If I tell you to wear

panties, you put them on. If I tell you to shave off all of your body

hair, you’ll do that too.”

Panties? Shaving?

He stares at her hard, his throat clenching.

“Why? Why would you want me to do any of that?”

“Let’s just say it’s a little fantasy of mine.”

“How far will this go?”

Cindy barely blinks, “Wouldn’t you like to know?

That doesn’t help him! That’s not a useful answer!

And yet, he doesn’t say anything like that because he knows it

would just entertain her. This girl would love to see him squirm.

But why?

What has happened? How could any of this be happening?

“I thought you were my friend,” he complains.

But then Cindy leans forward. Since she’s a girl and he’s a

boy, they have always been careful about touching one another.

Instinctively, they’ve known there are certain lines which should

never be crossed, except now she cups his cheeks and the palms of

her hands. Her touch is soft and warm but also dangerous. He feels

something deep within his chest, a flicker of nervous anticipation.

It’s almost like Cindy might want to kiss him.

Instead, she starts to smile gently as she explains, “I am your

friend, and I care about you very deeply. But I also want to play with

you.” The second part sounds glib and cruel at the same time.

Again, he wonders what happened, how she could morph like

this, but he has nothing to say.

“How long?”

“What?”

“How long are you going to blackmail me?”

Cindy offers up the obvious answer. With a little giggle, she

tells him, “As long as I want!”

 

Her answer hit him like a punch to the stomach, but then she

hops up onto her feet. “Get on your knees and promise you’ll do

whatever I say.”

When Kevin moves, his body feels automatic and

autonomous, as though he’s not really in control until he slips to the

floor and feels the carpet beneath his knees. “I promise. I’m going to

do whatever you want.” She claps her hands together. “Awesome!”

He stares down at her feet. He studies of the smooth contours

of her sandals and the red along her toes.

“Now, I wasn’t joking about the shaving part or the panties. So

go to the bathroom, take a nice shower, and get rid of all of that

yucky, boy body hair.”

“Fine,” he says. As he stands up and starts to walk, however,

Kevin doesn’t really think he’s going to do this. With every step,

some part of him clings to the hope that she will change her mind.

She’s going to stop him, to giggle, to burst out laughing and say how

scared he looked. But she doesn’t.

He’s been to her apartment before, so he finds the bathroom

and walks in. Set out neatly on the sink, there’s a pink razor, brand-

new. Kevin picks it up even as he starts to pull off his shirt, his pants,

his shoes and his socks.

Soon, he’s down to his boxers. Sure enough, the door opens,

and there’s Cindy. She has her phone out. Kevin immediately brings

his hands up to protect his face, almost as though he thinks he’s

about to be punched. Instead, she starts taking pictures, one after

another.

“I think these can be the Before Pictures,” she announces.

“Can I have some privacy?”

She smirks, the corners of her eyes amused, her mouth

rising. “Really? Don’t you understand what blackmail means?”

“Cindy, I’m serious.”

“What’s wrong? Are you worried I’m going to see your penis

and laugh at you because your small?”

Yes. That’s exactly what he’s worried about. In fact, his chest

tenses as he stands there, worried. Every second injects fresh dread

into his body, but he doesn’t say anything; he doesn’t wish to risk

provoking her.

“Here. Let me help you with that,” she says, slipping her

phone in her snug, jeans pocket. She lunges forward, grabs his

underwear, and yanks down firmly. Suddenly, he’s on display.

“Oh, wow. You are a little! That’s adorable!” She claps her

hands together, laughing at him. She isn’t mean about it, which only

seems to make the embarrassment worse. Heat floods his body, and he tries to retreat back. He tries to cover his cock with both of his

hands, yet it doesn’t do any good.

Cindy already saw him; she knows what he’s been trying to

hide over the course of their relationship.

“And Kaitlyn still wants to have sex with you? That’s

amazing!”

Well, they haven’t actually had sex, but that’s something he

keep to himself. They’ve done other things, but he’s been nervous

about full intercourse, so he’s worked hard to be a good boyfriend.

He goes down on her all the time, giving her everything she wanted.

So far, that seems to have satisfied Kaitlyn. So far.

“Oh, don’t look embarrassed. It’s okay. I’m sure lots of guys

are small as you.” Her lips wrinkle together and she’s fighting hard

not to burst out laughing because they both know she’s lying. “But

anyway, it’s really important for you to do a good job and shave off all

of your body hair. I’m going to inspect you when you’re done, and no

hiding your cute little baby part.”

Baby part. The euphemism should sound silly and

inconsequential. Instead, it feels like a stab right into his rib cage.

He quivers, literally shaking as he tries to get a hold of this

situation, but there’s nothing Kevin can do, and they both know it.

She steps back, all without closing the door.

Moving in a zombie haze, he picks up the razor, steps back

into the shower, and turns on the water. It’s cold at first, shooting an

almost icy spray down along his body. Jumping back, he retreats

away from the water. Within moments, it starts to warm up again, but

Kevin still looks down between his legs.

Another shiver of humiliation runs through his body. He’s

always known that he’s smaller than most men, but now a girl knows

about it.

Not just a girl, Cindy.

She was supposed to be his friend. Why is she doing this?

He bites down on his lower lip, terrified of what might happen

next. But then, he takes up that bar of soap, rubs it between his

hands, and senses the soft bubbles against his skin.

For the next few minutes, Kevin is able to lose himself to the

sensations. He can actually relax and almost enjoy himself as the warm water runs down his naked body. He shaves his chest,

underneath his arms, his legs, and then he looks down toward his

genitals.

Is he really going to shave his pubis?

If he does, he’s going to look and feel like some little kid.

But then he remembers what Cindy said. No, it sexy not what

she said but her tone, the way she said it. His mouth goes dry even

with the steam rising up all around him.

She’d really be willing to destroy his relationship. But why?

What would she have to gain?

This is a game to her, he tells himself. She wants to play with

him, to tease and torment him. Did he pass her off? Did he say or do

something?

Kevin doesn’t have an answer, so he continues his work,

shaving off every errant strand of hair beneath his eyebrows. Pretty

soon, he feels so much smoother.

After he finishes, he turns off the water, grabs the pale pink

towel from the rack and dries himself off. When he’s done, he

brushes his fingertips along his shin, up over his knee, and along his

thigh.

The door opens again; it was never locked.

“Hey there,” she says.

He jerks his hands down, covering his genitals. He should

have used the towel! But it’s already fallen to the floor, so Kevin

doesn’t know what to do.

“Come to my bedroom for your inspection. Oh, and we can

start to get you dressed after that.”

“Get me dressed?” Kevin repeats the words. As he does so,

he feels foolish, like none of this makes any sense.

She reaches out, grabs his hand, and she gets another

glimpse of his penis. She smirks, so he has no problem guessing

what she’s thinking: he’s so small, so cute, sympathetic. Insults

pound against his psyche, but he tries not to think about it even as

he follows her into her bedroom.

Cindy’s bedroom.

He’s been in here a couple of times, so you shouldn’t be

surprised by the small dressers, the desk covered in makeup, or the bed in the corner. Even so, he feels like he’s losing something as he

steps across the threshold.

“Kevin, kneel on the floor.”

“Excuse me?”

She reaches up, puts to fingers at the top of his head, and

nudges him. Although she barely touches him, losing so much

control has made him weak and malleable. She has no problem

manipulating him.

He falls to his knees before her, which only adds to the weight

of her authority. Reluctantly, he looks up along her body. He drinks in

the sight of tight denim around her legs, how her shirt clings to her

waist, and even her lovely hair.

Damn it.

Kevin has always tried to ignore just help gorgeous this girl

really is, but it’s impossible now.

“Oh, that’s cute. Are you getting hard?”

Hot, red blush darts along his cheeks. He tries to look down,

only she touches the underside of his chin and forces him to look up

at her. “It’s okay, Kevin. I don’t mind if you look at me.” He tries to

turn away, but she tightens her grip on his jaw. Cindy is enjoying this,

and she won’t let him stop.

“You’re so small. Even when you get excited, you just have

that little pinky shaft.” To emphasize her point, she holds one hand

up in front of him and wiggles her smallest finger.

“What you want?” Kevin finally manages to get the words out.

“I want you to tell me you’re going to be a good sissy.”

“What?”

Sissy. The word sounds old-fashioned to his ears, like

something he might hear in some old movie. But now, he looks up at

this girl, and she smiles down at him. In fact, she lifts up one foot and

presses her shoe against his shoulder.

“You’re going to be a good sissy for me, which means you will

obey every command I give you.” She almost sings out the words

because she so excited.

“I’m not a sissy.”

“You’re obviously not a real man,” she says, nodding down

toward his exposed genitals. “I’m sorry, Kevin. I’m sure this is going to be hard for you to accept. Yukon for such a long time, pretending

to be a man. But you’re not.” She shakes her head from side to side

as though she knows he needs that extra reinforcement to

comprehend that these ideas. “A real man is big and strong and

powerful and intimidating. That’s not you!”

He works to process all of this; he tries and fails.

“But if you’re not a real man, then what are you? Obviously,

you’re not a girl.” She shakes her head from side to side. “Men and

women are different, that neither side is better than the other. You,

on the other hand, can’t be a woman. I’m sorry.” The smirk on her

face makes it clear that she really isn’t.

“So what does that leave?” She claps her hands together,

straightens her back, and grins down at Kevin. “Sissies! Sissies are

natural born servants, people who were born thinking that they

should be boys, but they really need to be trained. They are already

so close to docile and obedience.”

“This can’t be right,” Kevin insists, but the girl standing over

him just smirks.

In fact, she continues as though he didn’t say anything at all,

“So that’s what going to happen, Kevin. You’re going to be trained as

my little sissy slave. Because if you don’t, I’m going to tell your

girlfriend all about you. I’m going to make sure that she never, ever

wants to see you again.”

“She wouldn’t believe you,” he says, his voice quivering.

“Is that a risk you really want to take?”

His insides clench.

“Besides, you’ve already shaved off all of your man hair. You

might as well just admit that you’re going to be a good little sissy for

me. Girly and cute and demure.”

He hesitates, tries to hold out, and fights as best he can. He

works so hard to maintain some veneer of dignity or self-respect. He

tries to cling to his masculinity.

“I’m going to be a good sissy for you.”

“A good little sissy,” she corrects, adding the missing word.

“I’m going to be a good little sissy for you.”

She strokes the underside of his chin, making him shiver

again. Her touch feels practically electric.

“That’s good. You see, you aren’t strong enough to try to fight

me.”

He opens his mouth, and he wants to say something about

how he can do this, only the words won’t emerge from his lips.

“Now, stand up and check out your new outfit.”

New outfit?

He gets up with a sense of dismay clouding every single

thought. When he stands, he looks down at the outfit in front of him.

No. Oh no.

He sees the knee-high socks, the black flats with silver

buckles, the pink panties, even the white bra and matching top. The

tartan skirt is a combination of black and blue, and it reminds me of

something a schoolgirl might wear.

He turns back, his eyes big. “Please, please, you can’t be

serious! There’s no way I can wear anything like this! I’m not a girl!”

“No,” she says, agreeing with him. “You’re not a girl. What are

you again?”

He might be naked in front of his friend, but Kevin still

manages to get the words out, “You said I’m a sissy.”

“I said it, and I’m about to prove it,” she tells him.

Faster than he can react, Cindy grabs him by the back of his

neck and shoves him across her bed. And forward now, he doesn’t

know what to expect.

SMACK!

He didn’t expect that. Hot pain flashes along his backside.

Read gathers over his ass as he spanked again and again by this

girl. She should be smaller and weaker than him, but she has taken

control. More importantly, she has tapped into something he doesn’t

understand and certainly can’t resist.

“Tell me you’re going to be a good sissy,” she commands.

“I’m going to be a good sissy!” Kevin cries out even as the

barrage continues. She spanks him two, four, six more times. With

every landed blow, he’s jolted forward, pressing down into her bed.

Simultaneously, he absorbs the sight of the schoolgirl uniform spread

out in front of him.

That’s what he’s going to wear. That’ll be on him because he’s

just a sissy and his friend has been able to control him.

She grabs him by his shoulder, pulls him so that he stands

upright.

“Will you be a cute little sissy for me?”

“Yes,” he answers.

“Get dressed,” she orders. “Then I’m going to do your

makeup!”

 

As Kevin starts to move, his thoughts swirl, but they’re all far

too chaotic for him to really understand or comprehend. It’s easier to

move on instinct, to get dressed. He’s naked; he needs to put on

clothing. He’s done this countless times over the course of his life.

He can handle it.

But a small voice niggles at the back of his brain because this

isn’t the same. He’s never worn anything so pretty. He’s never

dressed like a girl.

He pulls on the white socks, and they come almost all the way

up to his knees.

The socks were easy; now comes the hard part. What is he

going to put on next?

Cindy doesn’t offer any help. With a wicked smile on her lips,

she just watches him. She stands off to the side, a guardian. She’ll

make sure that he does it one way or another. She could always

spank him again.

No. He won’t provoke her, he thinks to himself. Instead, he

glances at the door and wonders if maybe he should try to run away.

Yeah, right. That won’t work. It won’t help him if he leaves her place.

She could still blackmail him; she can still tell everyone

everything. She can still cost him Katelyn.

Katelyn.

If he can get back to his girlfriend, then everything will start to

make sense again. He will be able to figure this out and come up

with a real solution.

That’s his only choice, so he instead reaches down. He picks

up the panties and holds them up for just a moment.

“Cute, don’t you think? I think you’re going to look so good in

pink. Oh, and you see those little stars?”

He doesn’t, not at first. But after a few seconds of squinting,

Kevin can make out the embroidered details. The threads shift, the

fabric looks more like embroidery. But he can make them out now,

dozens of little stars that will go over his buttocks, between his legs,

and over his pathetically small shaft.

He shivers before glancing back at her.

“Please, do we have to do this? I swear, I can be your slave or

your servant or whatever you want. Just don’t make me—”

Cindy doesn’t even allow him to finish. “Put on your blackmail

panties, sissy.”

Blackmail panties. They sound like something official.

With a grunt and the futile hope that maybe these won’t fit, he

slips his right leg down into the underwear, then his left. He moves

more slowly now, sliding the underwear up along the length of his

legs until he feels the soft, feminine silk against his scrotum and a

shaft.

“Look at that. You’re getting excited,” she says.

Because he’s so small, the panties fit him pretty well. To make

matters worse, his erection barely bulges out, which means he

doesn’t even look like a boy wearing panties. Instead, he looks like

an actual girl, at least from the waist down.

“Don’t forget the bra,” Cindy says. “Or would you like help with

that?” His cruel friend doesn’t allow him a chance to answer. Instead,

she picks up the bra form, and she carries it right over to him. She

slips it over his head, pulling the padded material right against his

chest. Straps go up and over his shoulders. They connect between

his shoulder blades.

No, no, no he thinks desperately. He’s already wearing

panties. He can’t wear a bra!

Worse, the bra gives him a very feminine outline. Now he has

the curves of breasts over his chest.

She secures the bra, hooking it into place. And when she’s

done, she steps back and marvels at him.

“Come here. Take a look at your reflection.”

Although he gives a quick shake of his head, Cindy isn’t

interested in his reticence. She grabs him by his wrist, dragging him toward the full-length mirror she keeps in the corner of her bedroom.

Eyes downcast, he won’t look up; he doesn’t want to see this.

Distantly, he registers the sound of Cindy giggling. Finally, she

touched the underside of his chin and forces him to look up. “See?

You look so cute!”

When he finally checks his reflection, his insides clench with

unmitigated fear. In the pink panties and matching bra, he doesn’t

look like a man. He doesn’t look like anything but a girl! In fact, he

could probably show up at any sorority house dressed like this, and

people would assume he was actually a girl.

“Please, let me take this stuff off!”

“I wonder,” Cindy says instead. “Should I get you a wig? Or

maybe I should just put some ribbons in your hair? Your hair short,

but there are lots of girls who have short hair.” She shakes her head

from side to side. “I don’t know. Either way, I know we’re going to

have fun experimenting!”

Kevin tries to summon up some courage; he needs to say

something to her. He must figure out a way to get her to stop. But

then, she grabs his wrist again, yanks him across the room, and he

thinks he’s about to be spanked again. Instead, he must simply get

dressed.

“Do you need some more punishment?”

“No!” Kevin squeaks out, his pitch high and girly.

“That was funny. You just sounded like the perfect sissy! I like

it when you are all breathy.”

“Right,” he says, trying to switch his intonation back to

something approaching his usual speech pattern.

“No. Sound like a sissy again.”

“I don’t want to!” But when he cries of those worlds, he can’t

be mistaken for a man. Anyone who heard those words would

automatically assume they came from some young girl. His voice

has always carried a higher pitch than the other males in his classes.

“Very nicely done.” She gets up on the tips of her toes, pats

the top of his head, and squeezes his ass before stepping away

again.

“You can have some more time to get dressed. Just don’t take

too long. I know girls love playing with their clothes, but we have things we need to take care of.”

Things? What things?

Probably because he doesn’t think she would tell him and

also because he doesn’t really want to know, Kevin stays quiet.

He hates to do this, but he obeys her, reaching down and

picking up the skirt next. The fabric is surprisingly course against his

fingertips. But then, it’s just part of the schoolgirl uniform. When he

holds it up, you can tell that he will be able to fit in this pretty easily,

but the length is so short! It doesn’t feel like something an actual girl

could wear. Or if she did, she would obviously get in trouble.

“Can’t I wear something else?” Kevin might know that it’s

futile, but he tries anyway.

With a knowing shake of her head, she says, “Nope. This is

what you’re going to wear. Put it on, sissy.”

Sissy.

The word feels like another punch across his face, his

smooth, feminine face.

Hating himself or giving in, Kevin slides his legs into the

opening, pulls the skirt up along his body, and then he pulls the waist

tight. He hopes it into place and looked down at his tartan skirt. Very

carefully, he makes sure not to glance in the corner. He doesn’t want

to see the mirror again.

At least the blouse will be simpler, he thinks. He pulls it on like

any other jacket, and he starts the button it up.

“Don’t forget your bow,” Cindy reminds him as she holds up

the bright red ribbon.

“I don’t owe to do with it,” he complains.

Rather than make him try to figure it out himself, she slips of

the red ribbon underneath the collar of his shirt. She pulls it tight

before tying the bow in place. When she’s all done, she puts her

hands on his hips and drags him to the corner of the room.

Before, he felt ridiculous. But now, he seems so feminine, so

small and vulnerable. He could walk into an all-girls school and

probably register for classes. No one would question him. Ribbons in

his hair would complete the effect.

“Look at that. You’re so pretty! You’re such a pretty sissy!”

“Please, stop this. Please, just stop it!”

“You could always try to make me,” Cindy goads as she

stares into his eyes.

Instead of getting angry, tears begin to gather, blurring his

vision, but Cindy isn’t sympathetic. “Oh, wow. Are you really going to

cry? Are you going to cry like a little sissy?”

He gives a quick, angry shake of his head, but that’s not good

enough to convince her. “You are! You going to cry just like a girl!”

She laughs, puts her hand on the back of his neck, and shoves him

face down once again. Then she starts spanking him.

He should know this is coming; he should be able to predict it,

but the first burst of pain along his panties still sends a shock rippling

through the rest of his body.

When he tries to push himself away from the bed, she shoves

her other palm down against the back of his neck. His face hits the

mattress again, followed by fresh waves of pain as the best banking

continues. She swings her tan downhearted, again and again, all to

make sure this sissy understands his place.

“Now, are you going to be a good sissy slave for me? Will you

be good?”

Kevin knows there’s only one possible answer. “Yes! Yes, I’ll

be good!”

“Perfect. Because we need to do your makeup!”

She reaches down, grabs him by his blouse, and pulls him

away from the bed. She walks him just a couple of feet over to the

small desk braced near the wall. There’s a big mirror in front of it.

Kevin tries not to catch a glimpse of himself, but he fails. He

sees his reflection. Without the stubble on his cheeks, he doesn’t

look like a real man. Especially with the bow around his neck, he

seems more like a young girl. His mouth goes dry, he wants to

ignore all of this, but he can’t pretend to, not really.

She puts her hands on his shoulders and shoves down into

the seat.

“I’m going to make sure you’re so, so pretty!”

“Why?”

“First, you’re going to do some chores. Like I said before,

think of yourself as a servant. You’ll do whatever I wish.”

“This is wrong,” he tells her.

“Or maybe I’m just fixing something that’s been broken for

longer than you realized,” she tells him, her tone silky and enigmatic.

“This isn’t fair,” he complains.

“No, it’s not, but that’s okay. Face it. If you are strong enough

to stop me, you would have done so already. Just accept it, Kevin.

You’re going to be my slave boy.”

“Katelyn will stop you,” he tells her. Yes, he’s going to rely on

his girlfriend.

“Is that really what you think?” Cindy asks, only to burst out

laughing. “That’s so cute!”

She pats him on the head, picks up one of the compacts, and

she pops open to reveal the powder inside.

From there, Cindy starts to apply his makeup. At first, it’s just

embarrassing, but that impulse is soon accompanied by something

close to boredom. He said there with his back straight. Every time he

starts to slump, she taps on the back of his head and tells him to

cooperate. “Because if you give me a lot of trouble, I guess I’m going

to have to tell Katelyn about how you got blackmailed into wearing

panties.”

“That’s not fair!” Kevin complains.

“Do you need another spanking?” Her eyes are lit at the

prospect. Clearly, she loves the idea.

“No,” he tells her, which is why she returns to applying his

makeup.

With every brush and dab, he sits there with his back straight,

wishing he could find the right words. But the same time, there is

something else, some other sensation that stretches and coils

through his body. He’s next to Cindy, and she’s gorgeous. She

accidentally strides her body up against his at one point as she

stretches forward. Not only that, he can catch the strawberry scent of

her perfume.

Kevin tries to hate this, but with his eyes downcast, it feels

soft and easy, a little bit like getting his hair cut. Maybe this is why

girls love going to salons so much.

Once she finishes with his makeup, she grabs a couple of

berets, slides them into his hair, and buckles them on. It only takes a

couple of seconds, but then she’s ready.

“Look,” she commands.

Kevin knows he should try to argue or fight or resist. At every

step, he should make this more difficult for her. But right now, he

feels drained the, as though getting dressed like a girl has stripped

away some key component of his confidence. That’s why he looks at

his reflection, and he doesn’t know what to think.

He looks like a girl. Between his hair, top, and makeup, he

looks just like a girl.

There’s no other way to describe it. Sure, his hair is short, but

she’s done an amazing job of emphasizing his most feminine

features while downplaying the masculine lines of his face. His

expression seems softer, and he might be a little bit tall for a girl, but

that wouldn’t really matter. People would see him, especially in this

outfit, and know that he was just cute.

“What did you do to me?” Kevin asks.

“I sissified you,” she tells simply. “Now, stand up and curtsy for

me.”

 

“Now, stand up and curtsy for me,” she commands, which

sends a cold blast of worry through his body. His lungs clench to the

point where he’s actually holding his breath. He forms fists at his

sides, although he already knows he doesn’t have of the willpower to

use them.

Instead, he stands up, and then he looks around the room

and down at his feet.

Kevin genuinely doesn’t know what to do.

Springing onto her feet as well, Cindy grins into his face. “Oh,

it’s okay. I know this is embarrassing for you, but it’s not a big deal.

Just understand that you’re a pathetic little sissy who has to do as

he’s told. That’s all. It shouldn’t be this hard to understand.” Just like

that, she implied he wasn’t just feminine, but dumb too.

“I’m not a sissy,” he insists.

Cindy ignores his response and instead tells him, “Hold onto

the corners of your skirt, and one knee down slightly, and bow the

rest of your body about a quarter inch.”

“And if I don’t?”

“Fine,” she says, rolling her eyes.

In a flash of movement, Cindy grabs her phone, step several

pictures, and Kevin stairs on, his eyes big and full of shock. She flips

the phone around to show in the pictures. As she slides her finger

over the screen, he sees a digitized reflection of himself, only he

looks like a girl again.

In his little uniform, he couldn’t be mistaken for a man.

“Now, are you going to do what I want?”

“Yes,” he says, remembering her instructions and taking a

hold of the corners of his skirt. He bends forward slightly, and she

claps her hands together. “Oh, that’s awesome! Just look at you! You

make such a good sissy! Now, I know this is going to be really hard

for you to understand, but I want you on your knees.”

“Excuse me?”

“Sissies obey. They do as they’re told. Think of yourself more

as a slave at this point than a real person. Whenever you walk into

any room, everyone will be bigger and stronger than you.”

He can’t believe this is happening, but she puts one hand on

his shoulder and nudges him down. He falls to his knees, almost as

though he belongs on the floor.

“Good. There’s a good little sissy,” she says, patting his head

and then stroking the back of his neck. “Now, kiss my feet.” She

smiles down at him. “Oh, and be careful not to smudge your

makeup. If I have to do it again, I will be very cross with you.”

His eyes tighten into lines of unconcealed aggression, but she

puts her hand on the back of his head and nudges him down. He

lowers his face toward her feet. She’s wearing a strapless sandals,

so he sees her toes again.

He presses his lips to her right foot, her big toe.

He kisses her, just the way she desires. “Oh, that’s really

good. Yeah, I was right about you. You know, we were talking about

you, and she kept going on and on about how you wouldn’t give in,

but just look at you. You’re so cute!”

We? She?

When Kevin hears those words, he blinks rapidly, confused.

His chest tightens again, but she doesn’t give him the chance to ask

any questions because she reaches for the button on her jeans. She

tugs down the denim, pulling off her pants altogether.

On his knees, he can only watch helplessly.

“What, what are you doing?” Kevin finally manages to ask.

The corners of her eyes crinkle with amused delight. Maybe

it’s his tone. Maybe it’s the panic playing along his cute face. Either

way, she doesn’t answer. Instead, she hooks her thumbs and the

elastic of her panties, and she thinks them down. She’s allowed to

remove her panties; he isn’t allowed to take off his.

Cindy delicately strips, so now she’s naked from the waist

down. Again and again, Kevin tells himself how he isn’t doing

anything wrong. She forced him into this; she blackmailed him!

But then she slides her fingers into his hair and takes a firm

grip on his scalp.

“Kevin, you’re going to lick me. You’re going to use that cute

little mouth of yours to get me off. Because if you don’t, I’m going to

spread those pictures. I’ll upload lots and lots of Before and After

shots for everyone to see. For the rest of your life, everyone will

know what kind of sissy you are.”

If it’s posted online, it can stay there forever, Kevin knows.

Her threat shouldn’t scare him because this is all illegal, but the

damage to his reputation could never be fixed. Or maybe this is all

just an excuse because he’s a weak-willed sissy who can’t stand up

for himself.

Either way, he leans forward as she tugs on his hair, pulling

his face closer and closer to her slit.

She leans against her mattress, spreads her legs, exposing

her slit.

He’s gone down on Katelyn many times before. Now he’s

going to service his best friend. With his girlfriend, he was always

eager to please. Now he’s desperate to make sure Cindy doesn’t

destroy his life.

“I love having you on your knees, Kevin. You look so cute as a

sissy. I don’t think we’re ever going to let you go back to your old

life.”

We? Who’s she talking about?

Kevin braces himself, but he’s run out of time because his

mouth is right there up against her slit. He can already catch the aroma of her arousal as it mixes with the strawberry sweetness of

her perfume.

“Serve me. Show me just how good of a sissy you can be.”

Parting his lips, he slips out his tongue. He begins gently at

first, just barely touching her. He caresses her opening with the flat

of his tongue, just the way she wishes.

All the while, he hopes he’ll be able to figure something out.

But instead, he pushes his tongue in deeper. He feels the walls of

her pussy as he licks her.

“What you’re doing right now demonstrates your inferiority,

Kevin. It proves you need to be owned. You aren’t a real man. I saw

you before. You’re just a silly little sissy. But hey, at least you have

nice people who are willing to own you. You should be grateful for

that. Maybe you’ll say thank you when you’re done.”

His brows crumple with confusion. There’s no way he’s ever

going to say thank you for her blackmailing or humiliating him.

Because even now, he knows she can use all of that material to ruin

his life. If people saw those pictures, they would never taken

seriously.

But he keeps licking, sliding his tongue up and down, up and

down.

Finally, she pushes his face in deeper. She shoves his lips up

against the edges of her pussy as he keeps licking, sliding his

tongue all around. He serves her as best he can. He’s ashamed of it,

but he starts thinking of Katelyn because he’s done this for her so

many times.

“Oh yes, that feels so good. Good sissy. That’s right. Just

acknowledge your place. You know I’m better than you. I’m stronger

than you. I can do whatever I want with you. Yes, I can.”

She pants and keeps talking, only the words become

scattered, strung out as his tongue continues to play along her

opening, sending sparks of aroused heat running through her skin

until she starts pumping his head against her opening. She guides

his tongue and sets the pace just the way she wants.

Soon, she’s crying out as every word morphs into a mountain,

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” Soon, she squeezes her inner thighs against his

cheeks, and then she shoves him back.

The sissy falls onto his skirt and panties.

“That was wonderful. Now get up on the bed.”

“What? Why?”

“Because I’m in charge and I told you to,” she says simply, as

though there couldn’t be any other possible answer.

Reluctantly, he rises to his feet. She puts her hand on the

small of his back and shoves him onto the mattress. But once he’s

there, she rolls him onto his back, and she grins down at him. “Close

your eyes. I’ve got something else I’m going to make you wear.”

“What? What are you doing?”

Even as the nervous questions spring from his mouth, he

closes his eyes just the way she wants. She peels back his skirt,

pulls down his panties, and then he hears one of the drawers open

and close. What is she doing? What is she going to do to him?

Kevin knows he won’t like the answer, and then he tenses

again as he feels something pressed up against the underside of his

scrotum. Something else slides over his penis. Then he hears a

click.

“Okay. Now you can look,” she says.

He lifts his shoulders and presses his chin down into his chest

as he stares along his body to see the plastic now encasing his

member. “What, what is it?” Kevin asks, his voice edged with panic.

“It’s a chastity cage,” she tells him with a wicked grin. “You

see, there’s this little lock, and it keeps your tiny little boy part

trapped said that you can’t make a mess. From now on, I own all of

your orgasms.”

“No, that can’t be right,” Kevin insists. He jerks his hands back

down toward his genitals, and he immediately pulls on the cage, only

to field the smooth, plastic sides pull on his scrotum. Within seconds,

he has to give up.

“Give me the key!”

“No. That’s not how this works. Now, roll over. I want you on

your stomach.”

“Why?”

She strides back up to him, shoves him by his shoulder onto

his side, and her hand flies down against his backside. She spanks

him again, her hand striking hard and fast. The quick succession sends a storm of pain racing through his body. It’s only eclipsed by

the humiliation of knowing she could do this.

“Any other questions?”

“No,” he whispers even as he assumes the position. Feeling

more like a doll or a puppet, he doesn’t resist when she poses him.

She pulls his hands over his head, near the headboard. She spreads

his legs.

“Close your eyes,” she orders.

With his backside still stinging from the most recent round of

spankings, he obeys, which makes it easy for her to slip the eye

mask over his face. Now he can’t see anything. But he might take it

off at any moment.

Nope.

She takes out a pair of cuffs and locks each of his wrists to

her bed. Now he’s on his stomach, locked in a chastity cage and

dressed like a silly girl.

“Turn toward the door,” she orders.

He tilts his head to the side, following another one of her

commands.

Finally, she slides his panties back into position.

“Good.” She pats him on the head, and then she walks away.

He hears the footsteps. He hears the door open and close.

But he can’t see anything!

She’s probably gone. Or maybe she is just messing with him?

Kevin doesn’t really know one way or another. That’s why he

asks, “Cindy? Cindy, are you still there?”

Silence. All he can pick up on is the beating of his heart and

his own breath as he waits, wondering when she’s going to come

back.

Distantly, he thinks he hears something, maybe pounding like

a knock. Or could be his imagination. If he hears anything, it’s

coming from far away.

But then, Kevin waits. Anxiety and boredom mix together.

There’s nothing he can do. Even when he pulls on the handcuffs,

he’s only rewarded with the metallic clank of chains as he squirms.

He searches for some way out, thinking maybe he could slip his

hands free, but no. These are real handcuffs. They make it impossible for him to escape. Maybe if he had specialized training or

something, he would know how to get out. But he doesn’t, so he

stuck.

Then the door opens again.

“Cindy?”

She doesn’t answer.

Someone rushes soft fingers along his leg. There’s a little

giggle, and it sounds like Cindy’s voice, but he could be wrong.

Then someone peels back his skirt, just as Cindy did before.

“Cindy, this isn’t funny. Let me go. You can’t do this to me!” He

pulls against his cuffs again, but they only emphasize one simple

point: yes, she can.

There’s the rustling of fabric. Something is taken off or put on.

Then someone touches his ass, parting his butt cheeks and sliding

something down into him. A finger? It’s smooth and soft and sleek.

Lubricant!

Instantly, Kevin tries to clench down, to fight this and keep it

from happening, but he doesn’t stand a chance, and they both know

it.

This single finger is only beginning. Now that his opening is

slippery, she climbs up on top of him. He can feel the weight of her

body as she presses down.

No, no, no. This can’t be happening!

Even as those thoughts course through his brain, he feels his

shaft twitch against of the walls of his chastity cage. He can’t get a

real erection, not anymore, not while he’s forced to wear that

humiliating device.

Then he feels it: the rounded tip of the dildo as it slides into

him. She pumps down, thrusting into his opening. She takes him,

showing him just how helpless he can feel. He tries to fight it, to

wiggle and squirm, yet the shackles make it impossible for him to get

away. She’s determined and won’t give up.

She’s going to claim this sissy and make sure he understands

his place. But he hears it, the whispered voice, and he can’t

recognize exactly who’s speaking. “Kevin, you’re just a sissy. This is

why you should be on your stomach, getting taken just like this. Oh

yes, we’ll have so much fun. Take it. Take every inch, sissy slave!”

Just as he tries to say something, she grabs the eye mask,

pulling it away. He can see now!

He jerks his head over to the mirror in the corner. There’s his

reflection, on his stomach as he’s fucked hard. But the girl on his

back isn’t Cindy.

“Katelyn?”

“That’s right, sissy slave! I got sick and tired of having you

around as a boyfriend. So from now on, you’re going to serve me

and Cindy.”

“What?” He can’t manage anything else as she shoves into

him, sliding the dildo up and down. The toy’s connected to her

harness, and it must press against her pelvis in just the right way

because her face was flushed. She’s close to an orgasm, he can tell.

“No! This can’t be happening!”

“Oh yeah,” she says. “I’ve been planning this from the start.

What? Did you really think you could ever get with a girl like me?

You’re just a pathetic sissy, and now you’re going to belong to both

of us. You’ll do everything we say. You’ll cook and clean and serve

us.”

She rams him harder and faster until it’s her turn for her

orgasm. She cries out, “Oh yes, you are mine!”

She pulls back, yanks up his blackmail panties, and then she

smile down into his face. “Say it.”

“I’ll serve you,” he replies.

“Are you a slave?”

“Yes. I’m your slave. I’m your sissy slave,” he tells her,

knowing these two girls won’t let him go, not when they can have so

much fun owning and using him.

When Cindy strolls back into the room, she holds something

up for him to see, a pink collar for him to wear, the next symbol of his

surrender.

 

The End
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