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Butterfly Sissy




Chapter 1

Now

Chloe gets out of her car, slams the door, and marches up to the front. She slides her key into the lock and opens the door. Other young women come home to find husbands or boyfriends sprawled out on the couch, maybe playing video games or messing around on their phones. Not Chloe.

Instead, there’s a feminine figure on his knees. He wears a tight corset, a short, pleated skirt and high heels. He looks adorable with his hair grown out and little butterfly barrettes clinging to the strands of his dark mane. Of course, his cheeks are smooth, but he looks adorable.

“Hello,” Chloe says.

“Welcome home, Mistress. How was your day?”

This isn’t a man, not anymore. Before they met, perhaps he had a chance. But now, his manhood is safely locked away in a chastity cage, and he knows that there’s only one way for him to get pleasure. While his Mistress has been gone at work, this feminized boy has been hard at work cleaning and making sure that Chloe’s house is presentable.

“Frustrating,” she said.

At once, he gulps. He knows what this might mean.

Chloe lowers her briefcase to the floor. Her purse follows a few seconds later, and then she marches forward without removing her high heels. The feminized boy looks up, following her with his eyes. He swallows again, doing his best to pretend that he’s not scared, but he knows what it means when she has a frustrating day. He is a servant; he is a slave. He is been so thoroughly trained that only one thing can possibly make him happy. Her pleasure. Her satisfaction. If she’s frustrated, then she gets to take it out on him.

That’s what it means to be owned.

All of those thoughts flash behind his eyes as she heads down the hallway.

“Come along,” she says.

He scurries to follow, prancing forward. He used to stride powerfully, but now he walks more like a girl. It’s one more facet to his training.

She goes into her bedroom, opens the door and motions for him to follow.

“What, what would you like to do, Mistress?”

“You know, I was thinking about enjoying a massage, but I think I just want to feel your tongue between my legs before I spank and fuck you.” In court, Chloe would never use that kind of language. But this is her house, and she can talk to this sissified boy however she wants.

“Get over here,” she says. She climbs up on to the mattress, spreads her legs, and she slips her hand beneath her tight, charcoal gray dress. She pulls down her panties and tosses them to the floor.

Like a well-trained servant, the sissy climbs up as well. He slips down onto his chest and elbows, and he crawls closer and closer to her inner thighs.

“Get started,” commands Chloe.

“Yes, Mistress.”

For a second, their eyes meet, and Chloe feels just a shade of the frustration disappear. Yes, being an attorney is difficult, especially with her reputation. The partners always expect miracles, which is fine because she knows that she will win in the end. That said, it’s still a struggle. It still requires countless hours. Fortunately for her, she has this boy here to serve her needs.

The sissy obediently begins to lick, sliding his tongue up and down her crevice. She’s already wet. That happens sometimes when she gets irritated at work, mostly because she knows that she can come home to this. Other wives and girlfriends have to put up with selfish husbands. If they’re lucky, a guy might be able to put down his remote control or phone or tablet just long enough to pretend he is paying attention.

Chloe, on the other hand, can snap her fingers and demand that her sissy slave do whatever she wants. That is just one facet of keeping him trapped like this. He has been so thoroughly trained that he can barely think for himself. Good, she thinks as his tongue slides up and down her pussy.

It feels good, wonderful. Heat ignites within her body, splashing along her skin. Pretty soon, she raises her knees and haunches, making it easier for him to go deeper. His tongue swirls in little patterns, tight circles before shifting to left and then right, then up and down.

“Good. That’s really good. I’m proud of you. You’re so good at serving me. You know exactly what you have to do. I’m so glad I took you,” she says to him.

At this point, he knows better than to try to argue or say anything at all. After all, his mouth and tongue are busy. He can’t stop, not until she gives him permission.

So he licks eagerly, working his tongue along her clitoris. He teases that one special spot, and she puts her hand on the back of his head. She pushes him down a little bit more. Then she grabs his long hair and pulls him back. She shoves him down again a moment later.

The sissy knows that he’s being used like a sex toy, but he can’t help himself. Everything about his life is constraining, making sure that he behaves like a feminized slave. The corset is tight around his waist and chest, making it harder to breathe. His high heels weaken his balance and force him to really think about walking. He can’t take movement for granted anymore. Even his makeup and the barrettes in his hair are reminders of his status now.

He’s not the alpha male he once hoped to be; he’s not the kind of guy who can walk into a bar and try to hit on random girls.

Any girl who sees him now is more interested in where he got his skirt or how he can do his makeup.

With all this in mind, he continues to lick, down and up, hot, quick movements.

For her part, Chloe grins. Then her expression shifts, morphing from aroused to serenity. She starts to pant as her heart kicks in her chest. Yes, this is what she wants. Yes, this is what she expects. She’s worked hard on this boy, breaking him down, feminizing him, training him to obey.

Pretty soon, she won’t have to worry about her slave at all.

He will be so thoroughly broken in that there won’t be any chance of him trying to act like a person ever again. He’ll just be a doll, a helpless sissy.

She starts laughing even as the orgasm builds. Within several seconds, it explodes along her skin, flashing out to every inch of her flesh. She feels it in her fingertips, her toes, the arches of her feet, her palms, legs and arms. It’s everywhere, and it makes her cry out.

She grabs onto his hair again and pulls his head back.

“Did that please you, Mistress?”

“It was a nice appetizer,” she replies.

Some of the color drains away from his cheeks.

The sissy was probably hoping that maybe she would be so tired after her day at work, plus the orgasm, that she would decide to just go to sleep. Or maybe she would realize that she was hungry, so he could scurry off to the kitchen to make her a sandwich or salad for her dinner.

Instead, she raises her head and grins at him. “Fetch me the paddle and strap-on, sissy.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he says dutifully.

Chloe marvels at how quickly he responds. Even though he knows that this is going to be hard on him, he still obeys. He still surrenders. He’s still willing and eager to give her anything she demands. After all, she knows what’s best for him. That was an important part of the enslavement. He didn’t quite realize it was happening. Their relationship brought too many benefits, so he never understood exactly what she craved.

He had been naïve enough to believe he understood women. As far as he had been concerned, girls just wanted dick. He never stopped to talk to them, to really ask, to try to understand. Women were nothing but objects, human sex toys ready to go down on him—or so he had wanted to believe so badly.

Silly boy.

He returns moments later with the strap-on harness, a pink dildo, and the paddle. Almost reverently, he sets them down on the mattress.

“Come up here. Get on the bed.”

He obeys again, assuming a position on his hands and knees. He keeps his head forward, so she leans in, and she kisses him softly.

“Why is this for your own good?”

“Because I serve you, Mistress.”

“And why do you serve me?” Chloe asks.

This probably isn’t necessary. After the full sum of their relationship, he knows his place, but she still enjoys giving him this reinforcement.

“Because you know what’s best for me, Mistress.”

“That’s right, I do.” She grins at him before patting him on the head. Then she slips back around. She pulls off her dress so that she’s wearing nothing but her bra. She pulls on the harness, and then she slides the dildo into place, watching as it dangles between her legs.

She has never actually envied a guy for his cock. As far as she’s concerned, it’s a liability more than anything else. Plus, penises seem to make boys incredibly stupid.

And yet, the active penetration is ridiculously fun.

Chloe doesn’t really know how other women feel about this, but the idea of being able to trust down into a boy, to take control so thoroughly…it’s intoxicating.

She could take him right now, but she instead picks up the paddle.

“I had to deal with this arrogant brat today. He just graduated from law school, but he thought he could talk down to me. Why is it that so many guys automatically assume they know the most?”

“I don’t know, Mistress.”

“Was he foolish?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good,” she says. “If I can’t spank him, I’m going to punish you instead.”

The sissy is just about to say something. He’s probably about to agree. It doesn’t matter. She swings down, whooshing the paddle through the air before it claps against his backside. Like a good sissy, he’s wearing panties because he hasn’t been allowed to wear boxers for a very long time.

His panties are actually very cute, pink with little white hearts all over them.

She smiles for a moment, thinking of how frustrated he had been when he first started wearing girls’ underwear. Back then, he thought that it was demeaning and humiliating. He thought that if he wore female underwear, he would be losing something. He was right.

She strikes several more times, bringing the paddle in quick. Then she pulls down his panties, and she marvels at the smooth, reddened skin. She glances over at his face. Sure enough, his eyes are damp.

“It’s okay if you need to cry. I know you aren’t a real man. You can’t help yourself. You get so emotional.”

He gulps audibly, and it’s clear there’s probably something he wants to say, but he’s smart enough to keep it to himself.

She goes back to spanking him. “Boys are so stupid. I swear, they have no idea what’s going on, but they think that if they’re loud enough, they will look like they know what they’re doing. It’s shameful.” Chloe makes sure to punctuate every comment with another paddling for her sissy boy.

After that, she grabs a small bottle of lubricant, and she quickly pours some onto the palm of her hand. She rubs it a long her dildo. It feels good to feel this solidity right here.

She grabs him and pushes him down.

Her fingers immediately wrap around his wrists, and he gasps, “Would you like me to struggle, Mistress?”

“Is that what you want to do? Do you want to try to fight?”

“Yes, please,” he says in a small voice. Unlike so many other guys, this sissy isn’t good at making requests, not anymore. He no longer carries that instinctive assumption that he should get what he wants just because of who he happens to be.

“Try to struggle,” she says with a giggle. At the same time, she thrusts down, perfectly aiming the tip of her artificial member. She pushes down into him. By this point, he has taken her cock so many times. His body reacts, but he still tries to struggle.

It’s adorable. She loves feeling that resistance, especially because they both know that he can’t possibly win.

He tries to push himself back up onto his hands and knees, but it doesn’t matter. On a physical level, she is in the perfect spot to hold him down. She pushes her weight into the small of his back even as the dildo slides into him. He feels that invasion, and he knows what it means.

He is a sissy, he is a slave, and there’s only one way for him to have sex now. His “boy” part has been safely caged, and she only lets him out for those rare moments when she really wants to mess with him.

The sissy never knows whether or not he should hope for that outcome or not. Is it better to be released and teased or should he just wait for moments like this where she rides him hard, thrusting her hips and pumping into him?

He really doesn’t know.

Then again, it doesn’t matter because he doesn’t get a choice. He’s a slave, a doll, and a toy.

All of those thoughts flash through his mind even as he tries to push himself back up. Gravity fights him, and he’s just not strong enough. The young woman who had once been his girlfriend pushes into him again, penetrating him. He feels the rounded tip, and he starts to pant.

“If you get your panties wet with your sissy cream, it’s going to go very badly for you,” she promises.

He gasps, fighting hard to keep himself from climaxing. He can’t help himself. Despite the chastity cage, he can still sometimes orgasm. Worse, his shaft will routinely drip, getting wet and soaking into his panties.

Fighting hard, he tries to keep his body under control even as he shoves upward again. He tries to dislodge her hands, but it’s no use.

With every thrust, his struggles become more intense as the adrenaline flares hot through his body. He may have been trained as a dainty little sissy, but he still fights with everything he has.

It just isn’t anywhere near enough.

She rams harder and harder, going faster and faster. As she does so, the pleasure continues to kindle through her body. One orgasm probably won’t be enough. She loves that little bit of pressure. Mostly, this is about the psychological side of controlling and owning this sissy, especially after what he’d done. Even after all of this time, she still hasn’t forgiven him, not really.

She doesn’t think she ever will.

That’s why he deserves this. That’s why there’ll be no escape for him.

Finally, she pulls back.

She withdraws, her pussy wet. Breathing out slowly, she rolls him over onto his back. She grabs his wrists and pulls them toward the corners of the bed. At this point, he isn’t struggling, nor will he try to break free. She loops restraints around his wrists, securing them. The straps are made from leather, so there’s no chance of him breaking free. The buckles are metal.

Once she’s done with his arms, she straps down his legs. Then she looks down at his skirt.

“What am I going to find when I check your panties?”

His voice trembles. “I, I don’t know.”

“Are you lying to me?”

She stalks forward, crawling along the length of his body.

Underneath all of that feminine clothing, the lace and the satin, he possesses a male form. It doesn’t help him. It can’t grant him any confidence or strength, not when it comes to confronting Chloe.

In this household, she wears the pants and strap-on. When necessary, she will even hold his leash.

She looks down into his eyes. They’re big and frightened. Good. She loves that.

“I’m going to lift up your skirt and check your panties, sissy. What am I going to find?”

He throws his head back, arches his spine and calls out, “They’re going to be wet!”

“I told you not to moisten your panties. And you went ahead and defied me?” She clicks her tongue and shakes her head, like she can’t believe how badly he has behaved.

Of course, she’s just toying with him.

After the ride he gave her, he will obviously be wet. It doesn’t matter. When she gives an order, he has to obey, even when her commands are impossible. That’s just one more benefit of being in charge, she reflects.

She slips down, grabbing the hem of his skirt and peeling it back. She looks at that simple little triangle of pink and white.

Sure enough, there’s a dark spot.

“You leaked into your panties. I guess that means you and I are going to have to have a talk about self-control.”

“No!”

“No?” Chloe repeats. “Did you just say no to me?”

At once, he realizes mistake. Fear shoots through his body, and he tenses up. He pulls hard on the restraints, yanking the leather taut.

Unfortunately for him, she expects more than just fear. She expects obedience. That means he isn’t allowed to say something like “no” to her.

“You and I are going to have a very long talk about self-control,” she says. And just like that, she reaches for her necklace. She pulls the golden chain out, and now the sissy can’t help but stare. His breath catches as he sees the key attached to the end of that chain.

“I’m going to unlock you, sissy. Then you and I are going to have a talk about self-control. Doesn’t that sound instructive and useful?”

The sissy doesn’t say anything. He already knows he’s in trouble. Maybe he can’t risk uttering a word. If he says the wrong thing, his punishment could be two or three times worse. He already knows this.

As his mistress slides her eyes up and down the length of his body, studying him, she considers all the different possibilities. There’s so much she can do. But really, it’s all about patience, about possibility.

Because in the end, there’s nothing cooler than “maybe”.

“I want you to know something, sissy boy. I might let you have an orgasm. I might touch you and squeeze you until you can’t help yourself. You might get to feel that rush of ecstasy. You might. Maybe. Possibly. If I feel like it.”

He gulps, and he’s not sure exactly what to say. In cases like this, he knows that it’s smartest to remain quiet. After all, she’s trained him to be docile and more feminine, which most often means being quiet.

After one final check, she slides the key into the lock, and she opens up the chastity cage. She pulls away the pieces one at a time. There’s the plastic ring that goes around his scrotum, the tube that encases his shaft. She pulls them away, setting them aside. She’ll wash them later, while he’s still strapped down.

“You’re so pretty,” she says, especially as she glances at his smooth skin. As a part of his training, he has been required to remove all of his body hair from his eyebrows down. There isn’t a speck of stubble, nothing.

“Nice and smooth,” she says, “Just the way a sissy should be.” Her fingers brush along his shaft, and he’s nice and hard. After so much time in chastity, even an erection feels like a reward—at least at first.

After her fingers toy with his member, she touches his pubis. Then she goes down to his balls and his inner thighs. She might be checking for stray hairs. Or maybe she just wants him to feel as delicious as possible.

The sissy should know better, but he closes his eyes and relaxes into the sensations. They feel so good! Pleasure cascades through his body, and he starts to wonder what it would be like to have an orgasm, a real orgasm. Like any other sissy, he is usually required to get his pleasure from behind, when he’s down on his stomach or his hands and knees. In those cases, the pretty sissy gets pegged or fingered. He has to take whatever his Mistress gives him.

But right now, this feels exotic and alien and natural all at the same time.

Before he met this girl, he used to be able to touch himself whenever he wanted. In high school, he would get in bed and masturbate. He’d wake up and do it again. But now, his dick belongs to her. She holds the key. Besides, he doesn’t even know if he’d be able to touch himself while dressed up this way. He puts on panties and tights in the morning. He’s bound up under layers and layers of captivity.

That’s just the way she wants it.

Those thoughts flash through his head, and he can’t even think about any of his old fantasies. He no longer imagines girls in bikinis or schoolgirl uniforms. He can’t.

“You like this, don’t you? Yes, I’m sure you do. You love being touched. You love it when I play with your sissy clit.”

He doesn’t want to answer, but he purrs  affirmatively.

“I like playing with you, little sissy. I like knowing that you’re all helpless and laid out before me. In fact, maybe I should let you enjoy something even more special. Would you like that?”

He quickly nods his head down and up, a flash of his chin, quick movements indicating his desperation.

With one hand, she wraps her fingers around his shaft as she moves her palm up and down. That rhythmic movement doesn’t change, not even when she brings her other hand up to her lips. She licks the tip of her finger slowly.

Damn it. This only adds to the arousal pounding through his body to the point where he can’t think. He’s nothing but a horny, eager little sissy. At this point, he would agree to anything.

But this is a punishment.

The sissy tries to hold onto that simple fact. The corset, the panties, and a chastity cage aren’t punishments. Those are just normal, a part of his everyday existence. As he exhales slowly, he tries to maintain some veneer of self-control. Only then her hand goes beneath her skirt, and she starts to touch herself. He can catch glimpses of it. Not only that, excited moans and growls begin to vibrate in her chest. At the same time, she looks down at him.

She might make a mistake, he realizes. As she touches herself, both of her hands move faster. He can feel that rhythmic pulse against his shaft. Even if he is just a sissy, one who has to wear a chastity cage and who cleans her house dresses in the most degrading costumes, he can still get off.

She might mess up; she might make a mistake!

The excitement pounds harder and faster through his body because he thinks he might really be able to get off.

“You like this, don’t you?” She rubs her pussy. And as her fingers go deeper and deeper she enjoys the swell of desire, her hand squeezes just a little bit harder on his shaft.

It’s almost enough to let him get off.

Normally, she teases him mercilessly, meaning that she can touch him for minutes or hours. She keeps him stimulated, right there on the edge of release. She can usually make sure that he doesn’t go over, that he doesn’t climax without her explicit permission.

“Yes, Mistress. I like that it can feel so good!”

“Good,” she says.

She pulls her hand away from his cock.

His eyes widen. The shock is there on his pretty little face.

“Oh what?” Chloe asks with a wicked grin. “Did you think your Mistress was going to make a mistake? Is that what you were hoping for? No. I’m sorry. That’s not how this works,” she tells him.

“No, that’s not what I was thinking,” he tries to explain.

“I think that’s exactly what you were thinking.”

She strains her shoulders back and she raises her chin. Her face clenches, and he watches all of it. She must love that orgasm. It must feel so good for her!

Jealousy wells up inside of his chest, but he doesn’t argue or complain.

After she’s done, she reaches down again and strokes him, bringing him back to that edge.

All of a sudden, he realizes that she’s not going to mess up. She won’t make a mistake and squeeze too hard. Chloe knows exactly what she’s doing, so she can tease him over and over, bringing him right to that point, then stopping. “Please, please I’m sorry. I’m sorry messed up! I’ll be good! I swear! I will be good! I’ll do whatever you want. I’ll obey!”

“Sweetie, you aren’t offering me anything because we both know that I already own you. Isn’t that right, slave?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

“And that means you will do anything I want, right?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

“That’s how you prove your loyalty to me? That’s how you prove your obedience?”

“Yes! Anything. I’ll do anything!” Unspoken is that one little caveat that they both know about. He will do anything, but he really, really wants an orgasm. He will do anything for release.

For a couple of seconds, he makes the mistake of thinking that this is a negotiation. He’s a foolish little sissy that way, because he thinks that he gets to argue or take a position. Most of the time, his silk and satin dresses, his lacy panties, and his ruffled tops remind him of his place. But right now, on his back, with this hot girl’s hand on his cock, he has forgotten.

“Good. Now promise me that you aren’t going to have an orgasm.”

His eyes widen with dismay and shock and he doesn’t know what to do. He starts to stumble, stuttering as he tries to speak coherently. “What? No. You can’t mean that!”

She pulls her hand away, and then she straddles his stomach. With her knees pressed up to the sides of his ribs, she leans forward and looks down into his eyes. His bottom lip trembles, and he wants to plead with her.

His brain turns as he tries to come up with something, some words, something he might say to convince her. And yet, he’s grasping through emptiness. He knows that his owner will do whatever she wants.

“You promised,” she says.

Defeat.

It slams into him, knocking the air from his lungs. He literally looks like he’s deflating as a pathetic sigh passes his lips. “Yes, Mistress,” he finally says. His eyes are wet with disappointment.

A spanking is one thing. A paddling can sting. But this kind of disappointment stabs into him. Although she brushes her fingers along his shaft again, he knows that he won’t get the completion. All of his instincts scream out to him to somehow make it happen, but she is in charge, and she isn’t about to offer him any kind of release or satisfaction.

“If you want, you can beg? Do you want to try that?” Her eyes crinkle with amusement.

Obviously, she won’t change her mind, but that doesn’t stop the sissy. Frantic and uselessly, he pulls against his restraints, desperately pleading with her. “Please, Mistress! I know that I mess up, but I do my best. Please, give me another chance! Please, I can be a better servant for you.”

“Oh? You mean you haven’t been doing your best all this time?” She grins at him.

“That’s not what I meant,” he says.

Chloe reaches down and touches a finger to his lips. That’s good enough to silence him. “Oh no,” she tells him. “It’s okay. I know that you aren’t very smart. You’re just a silly sissy, and that’s why you look so pretty because you are just cute. You don’t need to be smart or articulate.”

Despite everything he’s gone through and all of the training, he still bristles at those words.

“Tell me that you are dumb but pretty.”

His lips open, and then he closes them. He tries again. This time he succeeds. “I’m dumb but pretty.”

“Good. Now tell me you want me to go get a bowl of ice.”

He quivers in place. Spread out and helpless in his sissy garb, he doesn’t know what to do. He looks up at her again, and he desperately hopes that she might change her mind. But there’s nothing for the sissy to say. There aren’t any arguments he can make.

This isn’t his old life. He can’t just bluster or bully his way to what he wants.

“I want you to go get me a bowl of ice,” he says.

“Say please.”

“Please.”

“Okay. Now, if you can get yourself off before I come back, you can have that orgasm,” she says.

There it is again, that dangled a possibility, the hope.

As she slides off of the bed, she heads back toward her kitchen. For his part, the sissy doesn’t know what to do. He raises his head, fully aware that he only has a minute or two at most. And yet, he sees his erect shaft. He won’t get to enjoy that tumescence for long, not when she comes back with the ice.

He shivers instinctively. His nipples harden underneath his corset.

Of course, this might also be his only chance.

He throws his head back, he exhales again, and he starts to contemplate the different possibilities. An orgasm would be wonderful.

He just needs the right fantasy.

Delving back down into his old desires, he tries to think of himself in a classroom with some other girl, maybe Julia. He hasn’t seen her in more than a year, but she was always so gorgeous with her perfectly shaped face, her big blue eyes, and her straight blonde hair. She had strong hips, big breasts, and a slender waist. Guys were magnetically attracted to her, pulled in by the gravity of her sex appeal.

And now he thinks about her.

He imagines her desperate, on her knees. “Please! I really, really need your help. Please, I’m not smart enough to do homework on my own!”

That does it. Something gets triggered inside of the sissy. In the real world, he might be dressed like a cute little girl. But in his fantasy, he can be strong. He can wear jeans and sneakers and a snug T-shirt to show off his biceps.

“If you really want my help, are you willing to earn it?”

“Yes! I’ll do anything!” Then she grins as she crawls over to him. She reaches up, and she pinches the zipper tab on his jeans. As she pulls it down, she reaches in, and she finds his shaft. She starts to pull it out, only to seem confused for a second.

“What’s wrong?” the boy asks in his fantasy.

“It’s so small. Are you sure you want me to try to suck on it? I mean, I’m worried that you won’t even feel anything.”

Without waiting for an answer, his fantasy version of Julia stands up. Then she looks down at him again. She seems taller now, stronger. “Why would I go down on you anyway? I mean, you’re a girl!”

She stumbles back, looking down at his body. And sure enough, his jeans and T-shirt are gone, replaced by a snug, shimmering pink dress. It looks so girly and feminine, like something a five-year-old might want to wear for her birthday party.

“No. This is what I want to wear!”

“But you look so cute!” Julia grabs him, and she shoves him up against the wall. This is supposed to be a fantasy, and he’s still getting turned on, but he can’t help himself. He can’t force himself to fantasize about the things he should crave—the things he longed for before meeting Chloe.

“How about this, sissy? I bend you over one of those desks and take you from behind. Would you like that? Would you like me to ride your tight ass?”

“Yes,” he says in his fantasy, yet he whispers those words just as the ice comes down in the real world.

Chloe is pinching the pieces, and she rubs them from the base of his shaft all the way up to the curved tip. Cold stabs into him, making him howl. He pulls as hard as he can against the restraints, desperate for escape. But he can’t tear through that leather.

“Oh, was someone fantasizing?” Chloe asks, laughing cruelly. “I bet you were trying to pretend that you were some big strong man capable of taking any girl you wanted. Is that what you are thinking about?”

Hissing through his teeth, the sissy can’t actually answer. His voice abandons him as the cold flashes down, cutting to his core.

“Just remember, you deserve this. This is what you need. You shouldn’t ever consider yourself to be a real man.”

She slides the ice cubes up and down his length, going from side to side. Pretty soon, his member is wet with cold water. Not only that, it starts to shrink back down. Despite all of the denial and teasing, his erection wilts until he looks tiny and flaccid.

Chloe picks up a wipe, and she cleans him off. From there, she takes his shrunken boy part and slides it back into its cage. She locks him into it again, and then she looks right down into his eyes. “What do you say?”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

She grins, savoring one simple fact. She has total power over her sissy.

Then

It wasn’t always like that, of course. Just a few months before this, around half a year, Chloe had barely known that boy. In fact, she had spent most of her time with her law firm, working on the Jorgenson case.

She only became aware of that potential sissy when she heard her sister talk. “Alex and Amy,” said Chloe’s little sister. “We sound perfect together.”

“I wish you wouldn’t do this to yourself, Chloe said.

Her sister was five years younger and a sophomore at Heidegger University.

“It’s hard.”

As they sat in the small café, waiting for their soups and sandwiches, Chloe tried to think of something to say. In court, she always did such a good job. In fact, the Jorgenson case had just cemented her position at the firm. She’d even earned herself an equity position. That kind of reward was unheard of, but then, no one had ever expected her to actually win.

It had taken a year. A year of sleepless nights. A year of stress. A year of research. A year of people being convinced that she didn’t stand a chance. After all, she was a recent graduate. Her firm only took on the case as a favor, so they threw one first year at the problem, assuming that the token effort would be sufficient.

But now she won, and she was exhausted, and her little sister needed help.

“I know it’s hard. I know it hurts.”

“Have you ever felt like this?”

Chloe opened her mouth as she looked at Amy. Obviously, the correct answer was supposed to be, “Yes.” Like anyone else, Chloe had been hurt by romance. There was that one boy in high school, the one who left her crying when he bailed on her senior prom at the last minute. Then there was Derek, the guy she had dated for a couple of weeks in college before he cheated on her.

Although those names and faces floated up, Chloe realized something. Amy and Alex had broken up months ago. Chloe always bounced back so much faster, if only because she had her other tasks and goals. Maybe this was just one more benefit of being a workaholic.

“No, I guess I haven’t,” Chloe admitted.

“Alex and Amy,” her little sister said again. “We just sounded good together. You know? It’s like, whenever we were together, everything seemed to slow down and speed up at the same time. I think that’s what real love is. It’s a game, but it feels serious and fun all at the same time. It’s like you get to lose yourself in this amazing whirlwind.”

“He’s just one guy. There plenty others out there. Billions, in fact.”

“Maybe,” she said. “I’m serious.”

Amy may not have been an attorney, but she had her older sister’s penchant for argumentation. “Yeah, I know. I’ve heard the clichés. I know there are plenty of fish in the sea and trillions of stars in the sky or whatever, but I don’t think the clichés are going to help.”

“But it’s true. There are lots of guys out there, and you’ve only met a tiny fraction of them,” Chloe said, doing her best to use logic to diffuse her sister’s frustrations.

“Yeah, but I’m not going to meet all of them. It’s not like all the men of the world are going to line up in a neat little row and introduce themselves to me. And even if they did, what are the chances that the one who would be perfect for me would actually like me back? For all I know, my perfect guy is gay and married in Paris.”

“If he’s gay, he’s probably not your perfect guy,” Chloe replied, smiling at her sister.

Amy lowered her head to the glass table. At first, her sister thought that this was some kind of joke, a skit or a bit or something. But then, Amy sat up again, and her eyes were wet. Not only that, her bottom lip shook as though it took all of her self-control not to burst out into tears at any moment.

“We were going to be perfect together. Alex and Amy. I mean, we had so much fun, and we just fit together like two puzzle pieces. I miss him. I miss him so much…”

Chloe got up, and she sat down next to her sister. She wrapped her arms around Amy’s shoulders and pulled the girl closer. Within seconds, she could feel the tears soak into her blouse.

“It’s okay,” Chloe said, running her fingers along the top of her little sister’s head. “I know this is hard. I know it hurts. But it’ll be okay.” Just because Amy couldn’t see, Chloe indulged in a cynical smirk. Another cliché was “Love makes time pass, and time makes love pass.” Chloe figured this was true, but it also meant that her little sister would feel better eventually.

“I just want him to like me again.”

“You’re better than him.”

“Am I?” Amy nudged her sister back as she lifted her hands and wiped away some of the tears. “It’s just not fair. I mean, I try to get over him, but then there are these moments where we see each other on campus, and I feel like we could have had something really special. Just the other day, I was studying, and then he came up to me.”

“Why?”

“I mean, we are trying to be friends still,” Amy said.

“Are you sure that’s wise?”

“Yeah, we’re friends. We’re adults. We can still hang out.”

This time, Chloe had to bite back her response. If this had been a trial, deposition, or a hearing, then Chloe could have come out attacking. She could’ve pointed out all of the flaws with that logic. Instead, she had to be more diplomatic.

“But if it hurts you, are you sure you want to be friends?”

“Yes.”

“Please just tell me that you’re only going to hang out, maybe grab some pizza or something.”

When Amy swallowed, Chloe instantly knew the truth. “We miss around sometimes. It’s not a big deal. We’re friends.”

Chloe reached up and rubbed that spot between her eyes. “Unless you can make a clean break, I don’t think you’re going to get over him.”

“Yeah, I will. I can. I know I can,” Amy said, although it wasn’t clear if she was trying to convince her big sister or herself.

“You know, I love you. I want you to be happy, but this just isn’t going to work. You can’t be friends if you still have these kinds of feelings.”

“I can try,” Amy said, insistent and stubborn. It was a streak that both sisters shared. But for the moment, Chloe had to be the mature one. So she swallowed back her frustration, and she did her best to pretend.

“You look pissed off,” Olivia said the next day.

For Chloe, this felt like an alien experience. She hadn’t been around for most of Alex and Amy’s relationship, primarily because she was working on the Jorgenson case. Yesterday, she had gone out with her sister, and now she was catching up with her best friend.

“Frustrated,” Chloe admitted. At work, she never would have admitted to having strong feelings. For an attorney, getting emotional was absolutely a liability. But her case was done, and she had some time off. She could relax.” She wanted to laugh at that idea, especially because normal people relaxed all the time. They could go to work for eight hours, come home, have a beer and maybe watch some TV. For so long, Chloe hadn’t done anything but eat, sleep and work.

This should have been a vacation, yet she kept thinking about her little sister pressed up to her chest, crying right there in the café over some guy.

“It’s Amy,” Chloe said.

“And Alex,” Olivia said.

“You’ve been talking with her?”

“Yeah, she asked me for some advice about a week ago.”

“What did you tell her?”

“Don’t worry. I told her that if she’s with this guy, and he keeps hurting her, she needs to cut him out of her life.”

“Good.”

Just then, the server brought their salads. Chloe looked down at the salmon, and she picked up her fork and stabbed it down into the meat. She heard the crunch of lettuce and it almost made her feel better.

“I just don’t know what to do about her. Seriously, she’s not going to listen, and I know this kind of guy.”

“What do you mean?” Olivia asked.

“Okay, so I don’t know him that well, but I’ve been talking to Amy, and I met him once. This is what my instincts tell me.”

“You’re good at reading people.”

“Alex wants to be some big, bad ass alpha guy. He wants to think of himself as an action hero or something. As far as he’s concerned, he probably deserves to be the big man on campus who can get any girl he wants. But that’s not who he is. He might be funny or whatever, maybe a little bit charismatic, but he got lucky with my sister. She fell in love with him. That’s why he broke up with her.”

“Because he thinks he can do better?”

Chloe hated to admit it, but yes, that was her theory. “I think so. And now he’s on his own, and he’s not doing great out there because other guys are bigger and stronger and frankly more attractive.”

“I like it when you’re brutal with your descriptions,” Olivia said, smirking as she took another bite.

Chloe exhaled, doing her best to not to sigh. “But here’s the problem. Amy is addicted. She’s already messed up because she thinks she’s in love with this guy. Worse, he told her something really, really bad.”

“What?”

“He told her that they might be able to get back together someday.”

“At least it sounds hopeful?”

“It’s vicious,” Chloe said. “If you really want to mess with someone’s head, you tell them that there is still a chance. That way, they never really know when to move on. They never really know when to let go.”

“Yeah, that sounds about right,” Olivia said. “So I guess the better question is, what are you going to do?”

“Is there anything I can do?” Chloe asked. “If this was a work thing, I’m sure I would come up with 100 ideas. I’m good at dealing with professional stuff. But some college guy? I mean, maybe Amy just has to go through this.”

“You could try to introduce her to someone else,” Olivia suggested.

“Maybe.”

With a shake of her head, Olivia dismissed her own idea, “yeah, I don’t think that would work either. If she’s totally into Alex, she’s not going to see any other guy. He could be right in front of her, and he wouldn’t be good enough.”

“Worse, they’re going to be in school together for at least another two years. I hate the idea of my little sister wasting her college career mooning over some guy. But if he keeps messing with her like this, that’s exactly what’s going to happen.”

“It sucks,” Olivia agreed. “But you know, there’s nothing you can do to change her mind.”

“I know.”

Olivia sat up a little bit straighter. “What about him?”

“What?”

“Can you change his mind?”

“What are you thinking?”

“Maybe go talk to him. Tell him what he’s doing. He might be willing to back down. Besides, you can be intimidating when you want. Break out your lawyer voice.”

Chloe arched an eyebrow, not really sure if she thought this was possible. “I don’t think I would work,” she finally decided. “If anything, he would probably just run off to Amy and whine about me trying to scare him.”

“Interesting.”

“What’re you thinking?”

Olivia could be especially devious when the urge struck her. “Maybe you should mess with him. Maybe you should do it in such a way that he can’t admit it or talk about it with Amy. This way, you don’t need to worry about him tattling on you.”

Chloe tilted her head to the side as she considered her friend and that possibility. Could something like that work?

“You’re coming up with something, aren’t you?”

One idea struck Chloe, but it seemed impossible. Nothing like that could possibly work. And yet, if she could pull it off, it would mean that Amy would never look at Alex the same way again.

“I’m going to seduce him,” Chloe said.

“What?”

“It will be perfect. He’s a boy, and he’s desperate, right? That’s going to make him easy to manipulate.”

“But your sister, she would be incredibly hurt.”

“She’s not going to find out,” Chloe said. “You’re right. I’m good at reading people, and I know that he wouldn’t risk messing up. And by the time he figures out what’s going on, it’s going to be way too late.”

“Are you sure about this?” Olivia asked, her voice loaded with uncertainty.

“Actually, it’s going to be very easy.” A wicked glimmer played along her eyes even as she smiled.

Chloe wasn’t going to admit the second part of her plan. The seduction was just to entice him. And yet, this entire timeline began to spread out before her. It was like an argument. When she got up in front of a judge, she usually had her points planned out, but there were moments where she would jump to something else, and she would follow a line of reasoning, letting it lead her to some brilliant point.

That’s how it now felt.

After she and Olivia hugged and said goodbye, Chloe walked back to her car. Adrenaline and excitement simmered just beneath her surface as she got into her car because she knew that he was going to be the perfect target.

For one, he was already deeply attracted to her. The first time they met, Alex had looked back at Amy and asked if her older sister was single. More than that, he tried to talk to her every time they were in the same room. Granted, that happened very rarely, but she could read his interest. At the time, it had been slightly disheartening. If he really loved Amy, Alex shouldn’t have been looking at anyone else.

But he wanted to be impressive. He wanted to get that sexy, older woman. He wanted to prove something to himself and all of his classmates.

She was going to use that against him. It would be easy enough; as a lawyer, she knew how to lie and how to hide beneath the various souvenirs before striking. She was going to take him and feminize him.

Yes, she would turn him into a pathetic, panty-wearing slave. It would take a lot of hard work, but she could do it. Pretty soon, Chloe found herself tapping on her steering wheel as the possibilities unfurled before her.

This was going to be fun.




Chapter 2

Now

She has left him strapped down and frustrated, squirming helplessly. It always feels good, knowing that he’s there, on her bed, utterly trapped and helpless. There’s something about his surrender that always serves as an aphrodisiac. It is such an addictive and powerful sensation, knowing that she is in complete control of another person.

But because it has been a couple of hours, Chloe has decided she wants something else.

She wants to feel his mouth and his tongue. That’s why she goes back into the bedroom. She’s wearing her harness again, only now the dildo stretches out before her, and she grins at her plaything.

“Should I release you?”

“Yes, please, Mistress,” he says fervently.

“Okay,” she says, her eyes glittering. She leans forward and unbuckles the leather restraints. At once, he is freed. Even so, the sissy doesn’t quite know what to do. Good. He should wait for a command.

“Get on your knees. I want you to suck on my dildo.”

The sissy slave looks up at her, his eyes big as he unbuckles the straps around his feet. He knows he is allowed to do this, if only because his Mistress doesn’t want to bother.

Once he’s done, he slips off of the bed and gets down on his hands and knees. As he crawls forward, he looks like a well-trained girl, an obedient slut who will do whatever she’s told.

This is one aspect of the transformation that has always fascinated Chloe. There are so many guys out there who would love to spend some time with her sissy. Between his delicate bone structure, his targeted workout routine, his diet, and his training, he looks incredibly feminine.

They should have a conversation about that once again, she reflects. But for now, she watches as her sissy straightens his back. He opens his mouth, just as his Mistress places her hands on the back of his head. She rams the dildo forward, shoving it into his mouth. Almost immediately, he nearly gags.

“Take it, sissy. Show me that you can be a good little slut.”

His eyes water almost immediately, but he’s trying hard not to gag as the dildo goes deeper and deeper. It pushes against the back of his throat, and yet he still sucks and licks. She isn’t entirely sure, but she believes she can feel little flecks of his tongue.

Obviously, she can’t feel the dildo or his mouth on that artificial phallus. But it doesn’t matter. This about power and authority, not physical sensation. In fact, the control is so much more hedonistic and desirable than base sensations.

“Good girl. You’re doing such a good job. That’s right. Suck. Take it all.”

If the sissy knows that he’s being trained, he doesn’t say anything about it. If he knows that he could be used by a real man at any point, he doesn’t complain or argue. At this point, he has been so thoroughly broken that he must accept all of it.

“Now get back down on your hands and knees. Pull down your panties and show me your sissy hole.”

He complies at once, obeying without question. Once he’s in position, she kneels behind him, and she aims her dildo for his opening. She slides into him, he takes it, one inch after another because he doesn’t have any other options.

When she first started to break him in, he had complained and shouted, practically screaming at the indignity of it all. But now he accepts the fact that he is a sissy, and his Mistress wants to use him this way. If he has an opinion about this, he isn’t allowed to express it. Doing so would be a waste of breath, and it would also risk his owner’s wrath.

So now she savors the moment as she pushes into him, the rounded tip of her dildo pushing between his butt cheeks, going deeper and deeper. As he is filled up once again, he tries to deny the simple fact that this turns him on.

Before she took him, manipulated him, and claimed him, this sissy really thought of himself as a traditional guy, strong, independent, and able to make his own decisions. He thought that he would always be in control of his own life. As such, he never imagined that he could be turned on by rectal stimulation.

She shows him that he’s wrong as she pumps into him. She thrusts her hips, sliding the dildo in and out. With every movement, he feels his shaft as it struggles against its cage. He tries to get hard. Worse, he can feel himself dribble into his panties.

Biting down, the sissy tries so hard to maintain some semblance of dignity or stoicism. It doesn’t work. This girl wants him, and she’s taking him. Once again, she demonstrates the simple fact that she is in charge.

He’s a slave, a servant, a toy to be used.

“Oh, that feels so good, doesn’t it? You like this, don’t you, sissy? You just want to be screwed all the time. Isn’t that right? Tell me I’m right.”

“Yes,” he pants. “Yes, Mistress. You’re right!”

“That’s right, sissy. Be a good girl. Take it. Take every inch. Tell me how you’re grateful. Smile for me. You want to be cheerful for me. You want to be obedient and do as you’re told, but you need to look happy about it,” she calls out, laughing as she mocks him.

So many girls have received those messages, but now it is this sissy’s turn.

“Yes, Mistress.”

She can only see the side of his face, but she smiles anyway. He looks like he’s enjoying it. He probably is.

Despite the fact that he’s caged, the sissy gets closer and closer to an orgasm. She pumps him hard and fast, claiming his ass. She shows him what it means to be penetrated all over again, and then she withdraws. With another gasp of finality, she pulls back.

“Get over here, pretty girl. Lick me.”

Chloe lowers herself back down onto the floor and she spreads her legs.

“May I remove your panties, Mistress?”

“You may,” she says, almost sounding indulgent, like this is somehow for his benefit.

Diligently, he slips forward, bracing his weight on his knuckles for a moment before his fingers go up to the elastic of her panties. He pulls down her underwear and exposes her sex. Sure enough, she is already wet.

He bows his head down, snaking forward until his lips are close to her opening.

He can smell her arousal. He knows that she is going to enjoy an orgasm, and he will provide it. Unfortunately, it doesn’t matter how well he does. He could give her the best oral sex anyone has ever experienced, and yet she doesn’t have to reciprocate.

“Start licking,” she commands.

He dips his head down, opens his mouth, and sticks his tongue into her crevice. He’s gentle at first, moving slowly and deliberately, just as he has been trained to.

But moment by moment, he starts to speed up. At the same time, she puts her hand on the back of his head. She barely touches him, yet that little bit of weight is enough to remind the slave of his place. He’s a sissy boy, so he has to do a good job. Because if he doesn’t, she can make him suffer.

This is how it’s supposed to be, she thinks as she loses herself to the ecstasy of his mouth on her pussy.

Then

Chloe grinned at her reflection just as she performed a quick little spin in front of the full-length mirror. She had on a tight, shining silver dress. It hugged her waist and showed off her best contours. They instinctively imagined how would feel to run their fingers along her body, to get lucky enough to touch her. The hem stretched down to her mid-thigh, revealing the toned curves of her legs. Oddly enough, she was in even better shape now than she had been at the beginning of the Jorgensen case. Although she continued to scan through her tablet for different precedents and arguments she might be able to use in court, she had still spent a lot of time on the treadmill in her office building’s gym.

All of her hard work showed.

While she had been working on her case, Chloe never went out. In fact, she had lost contact with several friends. She was grateful that Olivia stuck it out, occasionally bringing her sandwiches or Chinese food for some of those late nights.

But now, Chloe got to use all of her feminine wiles. She picked out that dress, she applied her makeup, and she did her hair. Her soft tresses fell in layers around her face and down toward her shoulders, she grinned at herself as she examined her reflection from different angles.

Chloe never liked to think of herself as the kind of girl who needed to get ahead with her appearance. Throughout her career, she had worked hard to be the smartest person in the room. And when that wasn’t possible, she had redoubled her efforts.

But now she slipped her feet into a pair of strappy, silver sandals that matched her dress, and she drove to The Raven.

After she parked her car, Chloe got out and headed toward the line. There were already several girls waiting.

With a glance, she looked over at the bouncer. Despite the darkness, he had on a pair of shades. He swept his gaze up and down the length of her body. Then he stepped aside, letting her pass.

Once she was inside, she could hear the music as it pounded and pulsated on the air. There were several girls carrying trays with different bottles. Some of the patrons were drinking cheap wine, while others aimed for vodka or whiskey.

For her part, Chloe just enjoyed the ambience. She didn’t want to dance, not yet.

A guy came up to her. “Hey, baby. Can I buy you a drink?”

“You can if you really want to, but I’m waiting for someone else. How does that make you feel?”

The guy shrugged. “Maybe next time,” he said. He bowed his head and headed toward one of the many crowds of college kids.

Pretty much everyone here went to Heidegger University. Despite the fact that she was several years older than the other patrons, Chloe still blended in. With her legs and cleavage on display, she looked like any other college girl out to have a good time. If anything made her seem unusual, it was the fact that she wasn’t encircled by a gaggle of female friends.

Since this was a small town, there weren’t very many clubs for college students. If Chloe was right, she would find her target soon enough.

She went to the bar. The guy serving drinks quickly took her order. He smiled at her, and Chloe enjoyed her Moscow Mule. She took a couple of sips as she scanned the expansive room. There was the dance floor, with different people bobbing up and down to the beats. Then there were the tables along the perimeter. Different groups were shouting at one another, chatting and laughing.

Chloe didn’t know how long she would have to wait, but she was certain he would come here. It was a Saturday night, after all. If he wanted to prove his acumen, he would need to go where the girls were.

The minutes ticked by, guys came up to her, and she kept telling them that she had someone else she was waiting for.

About twenty minutes went by before Chloe spotted him. Then she grinned, thinking that luck had been on her side. After all, there had been no guarantee that he would come to The Raven at all.

Still, she was confident in her ability to read people. She made some good guesses.

Currently, he was sitting at a small, round table with a couple of other guys. For the most part, they were laughing, but it was obvious that they liked to stop and look around. Chloe made eye contact with one of the guys. Clearly, he was intrigued.

Realizing she didn’t have much time, Chloe snagged the bartender’s attention. “Can you send one of these over to the guy in the blue shirt?”

“Sure thing,” said the bartender. He looked confused, though only for a moment since this was the kind of place where a hot girl never needed to buy drinks. Then again, he didn’t understand that the girl in front of him had someone special in mind.

One of the cocktail waitresses scurried between the eddies of people with the drink on a tray. She brought it to the small table and gave it to the guy in the blue shirt.

Adorably, he looked confused, like he couldn’t possibly understand. Then he looked around, and his eyes locked onto Chloe. Even more adorably, his jaw fell open, probably because he never even imagined something like this.

His friends started grinning and laughing. They slapped him on the shoulder, as though he had achieved something great. Or maybe they were mocking him. As the music flew onto the air, she would’ve had a hard time understanding them if they had been a couple of feet away, let alone on the other side of the club.

Still, she didn’t look away. She continued to study him. She leaned slightly against the bar, her silver dress catching the light.

Finally, he huffed out his chest and braced himself. He walked toward her, doing his best to saunter. He wanted to look like he really knew what he was doing, like he was popular at The Raven. Although he may have been a regular denizen here, Chloe really, really doubted that he had ever been successful.

She tried to figure out what was wrong with him. As he approached, he just seemed weak. There was something about him. Her girl instincts would have rejected him immediately. It wasn’t his face. He wasn’t ugly. He wasn’t misshapen in any way, not really. She wondered if there was something more subtle, something with his bone structure. He did have a certain feminine grace, she thought. Maybe that was the problem. Well, it wasn’t going to be an issue for her, not with her plans.

As she studied him, he came right up to her.

“What are you doing in a place like this?” Alex asked.

Alex probably expected the question to sound debonair and mysterious, like he could be relaxed and casual. Somehow, his voice nearly broke, despite the fact that he was close to shouting.

“It’s pretty loud in here,” she called back to him. “Do you want to go for a walk?”

“Oh, uh, sure thing!”

Resisting the urge to smile, she knew that this was going to be one of the very first steps. Already, she was taking control. She put her hand on his shoulder, and she nudged him out toward the door. He didn’t resist. In fact, he glanced over his shoulder and flashed a thumbs up to his friends, all while Chloe pretended not to notice.

Once they were out on the street, they started to walk. Despite her high heels, Chloe moved easily and gracefully. For his part, it looked like Alex didn’t know what to do with his hands. He kept putting them in his pockets, only to pull them out again.

Yeah, he would have been adorable if he wasn’t the bastard who had consistently hurt Chloe’s little sister.

“I was surprised to see you there,” he said. “You don’t go there a lot, do you?”

“Not a lot,” she replied. “A bit more when I was back in school, but to be honest, I spent most of my time studying.”

“A nerd?”

“I can appreciate the geekier things in life,” she said, her voice locked with confidence.

“Cool,” he replied. “That’s cool.”

“So tell me, why did you go out tonight?”

“I want to have some fun with my friends.”

“But you aren’t with your friends now,” Chloe pointed out.

“Maybe I’m hoping to make a new friend,” he said.

They walked along through the dark as the cool air brushed over their exposed arms and faces. At the same time, she glanced around at the different window displays. Most were dark. A few were lit. There was a toy shop with different stuffed animals arranged in little rows along with models and dolls. Next, she found herself intrigued by the clothing boutique. There was one mannequin outfitted with a black vest, white blouse, and a tight skirt. It looked cute and domineering at the same time. She wondered if she should get it.

“Friends are nice,” she said to him.

“I like to think so. I was surprised that you bought me a drink.”

“But you didn’t want it?”

“I thought a conversation would be more fun,” he told her. He was getting a little bit more confident as they continued to walk, except Chloe knew how to study people, so she still heard that little tremble in his voice. He was working hard to hide it, but it remained recognizable nonetheless.

“How are things going with my sister?”

He paused for a second, his feet frozen to the ground. Then he stumbled forward, doing his best to catch up because Chloe didn’t slow down.

He was off balance, both literally and psychologically. Good. “What do you mean?”

“You guys are still friends, right?” This time, it took some effort not to let the derision drip into her voice. Friends? Yeah, right. He just wanted to keep her little sister on the side.

“Yeah, I guess you could say that,” he replied cautiously.

“You think that’s a good idea?”

“Why wouldn’t it be?”

“Well, friendship comes with certain responsibilities. And by definition, responsibilities negate certain possibilities.”

He tilted his head to the side as he glanced over at her profile. His thoughts whirred and hummed like some old-timey machine as he tried to work out a particularly difficult calculation.

Since he didn’t know what to say, Chloe continued to walk forward. At this point, she sped up slightly, and she brought her hands to the small of her back. She swayed her hips, and she knew that he drank in every detail: the shine of her hair from the street lights, the shimmer of her dress, and the smooth contours of her legs. He couldn’t help himself, she knew. Like so many other guys, he would be enticed, attracted, and entranced.

Again, she resisted the urge to laugh. For the last year, she been dealing with high-end attorneys and powerful consultants, the kinds of men who knew how to control themselves. Those were the guys who didn’t allow a beautiful face or sexy dress to throw them off.

But this college sophomore was pathetic.

She glanced over her shoulder. As she did so, she let her lips curve upward into a tantalizing smile.

“Are you okay?”

“Yeah,” he said, clearing his throat. “I’m fine.”

They turned again. Pretty soon, they would come back to The Raven. Already, she could spot of the different clusters of friends waiting outside and hoping to get in.

They had to cross another street now, so she stopped, turned around, and stepped right up to him. It was funny that just by coming closer, she made his lungs lock up. He clearly couldn’t breathe, and she smiled at him seductively. She leaned in, closer and closer.

Alex kept thinking about whether or not she was going to kiss him. Disbelief, excitement, and worry about missing this up all vied for his attention. This girl was so beautiful, after all. The first time he had seen her, something inside of his chest tightened. He wasn’t in love with her or anything; he hadn’t spent enough time with her for that, but this all felt like a fantasy.

Right before she was about to kiss him, she pulled back. The corners of her eyes crinkled delightfully, and she grinned. “This has been a lot of fun. You want to hang out sometime?”

His voice stuttered and shook. “Y-yes!”

“Good,” she replied. She reached up and ran her fingers through his hair, lightly massaging his scalp. “I would like that. But you know, I don’t think it would be a good idea for Amy to hear about this. Are you okay with that?”

He gulped. “Yeah. Sure. I can keep a secret.”

“If you want to do this, you shouldn’t talk to her. Okay?”

“You just want me to cut her out?”

Without answering, Chloe shrugged and walked back toward her car. She moved quickly now, and he wasn’t brave enough to chase after her.

Over the course of the next week, Alex wondered if he was an idiot. Or lucky. Or both. Or maybe he was as awesome as he always wanted to believe. Those thoughts kept swirling through his head.

That night, he went back to his small apartment, and he kept grinning like an idiot. As he sat down on his dingy couch, he looked at the small laptop in front of him. Technically, he had a couple of chores he needed to take care of. He needed to transfer some money to his landlord and pay his utilities bill. Behaving like an adult was still somewhat new for this college kid, but he had done okay so far since moving out of the college dorms.

Even though those tasks needed to be completed, he found himself staring off into space as he thought about that girl.

There was something magical about her, he thought.

Chloe. Her name became an incantation, this special pair of syllables. Every time he thought of her name, he conjured her face in his fantasies. He thought of that silver dress she wore and the musical notes of her voice. She had been incredible, he thought.

Spending time with her felt like a game. He was grateful for every second.

Of course, he had been attracted to her from the very first second. He remembered when he was with Amy. They had been dating at the time, and she asked if they could stop by her sister’s office to drop off some food. “Yeah, she’s working on this huge case or something. I don’t really know the details, but she almost never gets out for a real meal. I think this would just be nice, you know?”

Alex had shrugged noncommittally.

He had done his best not to be impressed as they walked into the lobby of the enormous building. After checking in with the front desk, they rode the elevator up an insane number of floors. Even though the elevator sped through the building, it seemed to take a long time. Alex did his best not to think about what would happen if the elevator mysteriously dropped.

Obviously, they got out safely, and he did his best to pretend that he wasn’t nervous.

They walked between a bunch of different cubicles, and everyone there was dressed to leave an impression of competence and professionalism. Once they were out of the elevator, he found himself getting a little bit bored, especially because all of the females were older.

As far as Alex believed, every guy was entitled to check out every female. Girls were hot, after all. So if you wanted to spend a few seconds staring, it was his right. He didn’t want to be creepy about it or anything, but he didn’t really care if Amy noticed.

Unfortunately, all of the employees at this law firm were old or gross for one reason or another. The boredom grew stronger at least until his girlfriend knocked on one of the office doors.

“Come in.” That was her.

He tensed up, just for a second. Suddenly interested, he didn’t know what it was about her voice, but he thought she sounded like a singer, energetic, feminine, and attractive all at the same time.

He braced himself for some middle-aged hag. He figured she would be stooped over a computer, worried about an Excel spreadsheet or something.

But Amy opened the door, and they walked inside, and Chloe was already up and walking toward them. She was dressed professionally and conservatively, just like all of the other women at the office, only there was something about the shape of her face, the lines of her neck, the curves of her lips, and the bright shade of her eyes.

“Thank you for bringing me some lunch,” Chloe said, addressing her sister.

Standing back, Alex did his best to not to stare now. Even so, time seemed to slow down for him. She was a little bit older, but she had to be in her twenties, he thought. She had on a simple jacket over a white blouse. Even so, he could make out the contours of her breasts.

As his heart thundered faster in his body, he stepped forward and held out his hand. “Hello. My name is Alex.”

“He’s my boyfriend,” Amy said, grabbing his arm and pinching it.

Doing his best to ignore her, Alex smiled and said, “You have a very impressive office here. You’re an attorney?” He straightened his back, perhaps hoping that he might look a little bit taller and more impressive.

“Yes, and I’m working on a pretty hard case right now.”

“Anything you can talk about?”

“No, not really. Let’s just say there’s a lot of money at stake,” Chloe replied.

“I’m sure you’ll do great,” he said.

Amy glanced over at her boyfriend. Then she looked at her sister.

Every detail of that first meeting seemed important, but after they left, Alex had told himself again and again that he needed to focus on the girl he already had. Besides, females got twitchy about this sort of thing. It wasn’t like he could date Amy and then go ask out Chloe. Of course, the idea excited him. He wanted to be the kind of guy who could date one girl, then move on to her older, hotter sister.

But now, maybe that was really going to happen.

As he was sitting in his living room, staring down at his computer screen, his phone buzzed. He quickly snatched at it and hoped that it would be Chloe.

As his eyes took in the other name on the screen, he exhaled with aggravation.

It was Amy.

He read the text message, only it still felt like a waste of time. Apparently, she was going to go to the movies tomorrow, and she wanted to know if he’d like to come. She said she was getting a couple of people together.

“Yeah, right,” he said.

It was kind of fun, having this girl on the side. They weren’t dating, but he could sleep with her pretty much whenever he wanted. She was always so easy, he thought.

And yet, he exited his texting app and tossed his phone aside. The volume was still on, so he’d get the notice once Chloe messaged him.

But she didn’t.

She didn’t send him a message the day after that or the one after that either. He kept thinking about his time at the club, and he wondered if maybe he should try to contact her. He could go online, figure out something she might like, and send it to her.

But no. He didn’t want to look desperate. He didn’t want to seem overly eager because he knew exactly how unattractive that could be.

So he had to wait.

It was infuriating!

Not only that, he bounced between frustration and arousal because just the memory of walking around downtown with her was enough to make him hard. He kept thinking of that silver dress, her cleavage, and the perfect shape of her breasts. He wanted to put his hands over her nipples and squeeze. He wanted to straddle her. He wanted to be on top, to run his fingers along her body.

He couldn’t wait to see her naked.

Yes, Alex was arrogant enough to think that any date would be enough of an opportunity for him to seduce her.

Pretty much every night, he found himself on his back, in his bed with his hand down between his legs. He would feel the contours of his erection as he stroked.

And the fantasy would always be the same.

“I’m going to take you,” he wanted to tell her. “I’m going to do whatever I want with you, and you’re going to be grateful for it.” From there, he would grab her and kiss her. Maybe he would shove her down against the mattress or a wall, but it wouldn’t matter. With his hands around her wrists and his lips on hers, Alex was going to seize control.

In fact, he had this idea that he would get her to indulge one of his favorite desires: he wanted her as a slave girl. She was the smart, beautiful, and powerful lawyer, but he could slide a collar around her neck, strip her naked, and push her down onto her knees. She would look up at him adoringly, grateful for how he owned her.

Perhaps there would be little flickers of resentment or reluctance, but he just needed to show her how to obey, how to do as he wanted.

In his fantasy, he touched her all over, pinching her nipples and making her moan. Then his hand would slide down along her firm body, his fingers passing over her pubis and down toward her slit.

His fingers dipped into her, teasing her, taunting her. All the while, she would grit her teeth as she tried to fight the pleasure.

“It’s no use,” he would tell her. “You know I can do whatever I want with you. You can’t help yourself. You’re going to enjoy every second of it.”

The fantasy version of Chloe shook her head from side to side as he closed his eyes. “I’m not going to let you win,” she’d say to him.

“It’s too late, I can do whatever I want with you,” he would say to her.

His fingers would dart along her crevice, and she would instinctively part her legs for him. “That’s right,” he’d want to growl down at her. “You know you’re mine. You know that you need to belong to me. Why fight it?”

“I’m stronger than you!”

At this point, his hands would snap up, grabbing her breasts. “Are you? Are you really?”

In his fantasy, Chloe would glower at him, her expression tight with frustration. She would try to resist, to somehow push him off. But she wasn’t as strong as him, so it didn’t make the slightest difference.

Then he would lean down, and she would try to turn her head away, but he would kiss her anyway. Soon, the desires would overwhelm her, and Chloe would kiss him back. She would start to moan again. Perhaps that lingering frustration would flash through her body, but she wouldn’t be able to help herself.

In his fantasy, she would press herself up into him, rubbing her breasts against his chest. Oh, he wanted to feel that softness and give so badly. Chloe’s breasts were bigger than Amy’s; they were better than Amy’s.

Even if he hadn’t touched Chloe in the real world, his mouth watered at the prospect, and he yearned for the opportunity.

He was going to have that girl! He was going to take her. He wanted to slide a collar around her neck and tease her until she learned to obey. She was going to submit to his will and authority. He was the man in the relationship, so it was going to happen. That’s what he told himself over and over again.

A week. An entire week went by, and Chloe hardly noticed. For her, she monitored her sister’s progress. Little by little, Amy seemed to get just a little bit better. They hung out, went to the movies, and there were a couple of instances where Chloe might point out some hot guy walking out of the parking lot or along the street.

“What do you think of that guy?”

At first, Amy just shrugged. Clearly, her thoughts were elsewhere. Chloe didn’t need to think hard to figure out where.

But then, after a few more days, Amy glanced up at Chloe. “Want to hear something weird?”

“What?”

“I haven’t heard from Alex. You think he’s okay?”

“I bet he’s fine,” she said. “But hey, I need your help with something.” After that, she talked about a legal argument that had been bothering her. Her sister’s perspective was interesting if naïve and amateurish, but that wasn’t the point. She distracted Amy.

Surprisingly, her little sister didn’t bring up the bastard boyfriend again.

After that week, however, Chloe knew that Alex could slide right back into Amy’s life. If she wanted this plan to continue, then she needed to make a decision. She would have to go forward with it. Fine. She could do it.

She told herself that she was doing it for her sister. But as she typed in his phone number and pressed the screen’s green button, she knew that there was something else. At first, she thought it was curiosity.

At first, it felt more like a tickle, this little reaction. Maybe she felt that when she first sat down with Olivia and started talking about the different options. Or maybe it was the spark of inspiration. It could have been something else. Chloe didn’t really think about it a whole lot, not until she started to listen to the ring tone.

“Hello?”

“Alex, it’s me. Let’s go out tonight.”

“Chloe?”

“Are you free?” A sharp implication hung on the air; if he said no, then she might just hang up.

Back in his apartment, Alex had been playing one of his favorite games. The controller sat next to his lap, and the frozen characters were still displayed on the TV screen. It was a first person perspective; his blaster pointed out, digital and dangerous to his pixelated enemies.

In the game, he was so powerful. In real life, he didn’t know what to do as this girl spoke. He was supposed to go out that night with some of his friends, but he quickly swallowed back those concerns. “Yeah, I’m free.”

“Glad to hear it. I’ll pick you up at seven.”

Before he could check with her to make sure that she knew where he lived, she hung up.

This time, she didn’t put on a silver, sparkling dress. Instead, she wore snug, black pants. They were tight, just like a second skin. She knew that she was showing off her shins, thighs, and ass. He was going to check her out, but she didn’t mind. That was the entire point. She wanted him to pant after her, to do his best to focus, only to fail time and again because his libido would get the best of him. For her top, she selected a pale blue blouse. Over that, she wore a form-fitting vest. Once she was done, she slipped a hair band over the top of her head. It was black and sleek.

With a nod, she checked herself out in the mirror. For today, she decided to tie her hair back into an elaborate braid. It snaked down her skull and along the back of her neck. She looked good, she thought, maybe a little bit like an action hero. She enjoyed picturing herself holding a laser in one hand, maybe a sword in the other.

She could be a space pirate.

Then with a grin, she shook her head, got into her car, and drove over to his apartment complex. Chloe hadn’t necessarily enjoyed sneaking a peek at her sister’s phone, but she didn’t want to ask for the address; that would have raised too many obvious questions.

But she had the information, and Amy was the kind of girl who didn’t see any reason to lock her phone. She was sweet like that, thought Chloe.

As she walked the halls of the apartment complex, Chloe couldn’t quite help but smile to herself. Even though she had one specific task tonight, she still enjoyed reminiscing. She had never lived in this particular area, but her first apartment had been really similar.

She found his door, knocked, and waited. As she stood there, she had her head tilted slightly to the left. The door opened, and there he was.

He probably thought he appeared professional and daunting in his black slacks and dark gray, button-up shirt. Alex smiled at her before motioning for her to come inside. “Would you like a drink or something?”

He was trying so hard to be a suave gentleman.

“No. Let’s go grab something to eat.” She turned around and walked away.

Chloe never would have behaved this way with anyone else, but it was all part of her strategy. She knew people, and she knew that this boy would follow. Sure enough, he grabbed his keys and his phone and his wallet and scurried after her. She heard the jingling of his door knob as he double checked to make sure the apartment was locked. After that, he had to jog to catch up.

Because she didn’t want him to think that he really had any kind of power or control over this new relationship, she went straight to her car and got into the driver’s seat. “You don’t want me to drive?” Alex asked. He actually sounded confused.

“Nope,” she replied. “Does that bother you?”

Without waiting for an answer, she opened the door, got in, and slipped the key into the ignition. She wasn’t really going to leave without him, but he yanked on the door handle anyway and fell into the passenger seat.

She glanced over at him. “Good boy.”

Chloe didn’t ask him where he wanted to eat. Instead, she drove straight to a small Italian place. She chose it for one reason; Amy hated it. There was no chance of them getting caught here.

Until her project had preceded a little bit further, Chloe knew that her sister wouldn’t understand. Right now, she just looked like a backstabbing traitor.

“You look really good tonight,” he said. “Pretty.”

“Which part?” Chloe didn’t take her eyes off of the road.

“Excuse me?”

“You said I look good. What part do you like best?” Again, she didn’t glance over at him. Not only that, she sounded marginally disinterested, perhaps more like a teacher talking down to a student. She needed more information; he had to improve his comment if he wanted to earn a good grade.

Although she didn’t look at him, Chloe could still imagine his lips moving as he fumbled for an answer. He stuttered a couple of times before finally saying, “I like your hair.”

“I’ll keep that in mind,” she said. This time, she did reward him with a glance. He had on a big, almost drunken smile. She given him a taste of a reward. Now she made things hard for him again. “So tell me, how old are you?”

“Twenty-two,” he said.

“Really?” That seemed unlikely.

“Yeah.”

“Are you lying to me?”

“What? No!”

Chloe wanted to laugh at him. He was like some little dog desperate for attention, so he kept barking, all without realizing that he was in a lot of trouble.

“I think you’re lying.”

“I can prove it.”

“Show me your driver’s license,” she said just as they pulled into the parking lot behind the eatery. Now that she didn’t have to drive, she turned to him. She held out her hand, her palm up.

“I’m not going to show you my driver’s license,” he said.

“Why not? Is it because you’re lying?” As she spoke, Chloe really wished that all of her verbal opponents were this easy. Seriously, this kid had no idea what he was doing. It almost amazed her that he was able to inflict so much harm on her little sister. Maybe he could be more confident when he was dealing with someone his own age. A five-year gap shouldn’t have made much difference, but she started to understand just how much someone could learn over half a decade.

“Because I have a bad picture?” He definitely didn’t know how to live.

“Show me your picture or we’re done.”

This was it. He could have just shrugged, gotten out of the car, and called a ride. It would have been easy enough, but he had been thinking about this girl all week. In fact, the moment he sat down next to her and she started driving, he had gotten harder. Even now, he was grateful for the fact that his shaft pressed up against his pants in such a way that wasn’t noticeable.

“You’re not serious,” he said, doing his best to believe she was bluffing.

“I am,” she said without a twitch of uncertainty. Then she leaned forward slightly, maybe a quarter inch or so. It was enough to speed his pulse. “Alex, I’m interested in you. I think we could have a lot of fun together. But that means you need to learn to do what I want. Because if you can’t, I can go find another guy who will.”

Just like that, she made it very clear how the relationship would work.

At this moment, he could have gotten out. He could have walked away…considering it would have been easy enough to go seduce Amy again, Chloe knew she was risking a lot.

His hand fell to his pocket, and he took out his wallet. A second later, he removed his driver’s license. He handed it to her.

Chloe didn’t check. Instead, she dropped it into her purse.

“What are you doing?”

“Having some fun,” she said. From there, Chloe got out of the car and slammed the door.

Like an eager pet, Alex jumped out of the vehicle and followed after her.

Inside the restaurant, they were seated quickly. Over and over again, Alex kept wondering if he was supposed to ask her about his driver’s license. He didn’t know exactly how she would react once she looked down at the laminated card, so he thought he should bring it up.

Unfortunately, the opportunity didn’t present itself, or he didn’t know how to use the right words.

“Tell me something. How do you feel about dress codes in middle schools and high schools?”

Alex had picked up the menu, and he started to scan across the different possibilities. This was an Italian place, so he expected simple words like “spaghetti” and “lasagna”. Instead, he was confronted by a bunch of foreign words that he didn’t understand. What was zuppa? How about Lesso e pearà?

As his brows knitted through his confusion, he glanced up at Chloe. At ease with her surroundings, she closed the menu and looked at him.

“Well?”

“Dress codes?”

“That’s what I said.”

“I guess they’re fine?”

“You don’t see anything discriminatory or unfair about them?”

“I don’t understand,” he confessed.

She tilted her head to the side again as she put on a condescending smile. Something inside of him tightened. He tried to tell himself that he hated this, especially because he should have been able to take control of the conversation. He had tried when he said that she looked good, but it was impossible to know how this girl would act or what she would say.

But in the end, he was going to have her. Over and over again, that’s what he told himself. If Alex could cling to that possibility, he knew he could win.

“What is a dress code?”

He squinted at her like he didn’t quite understand, but then he answered, “A set of rules.”

“Designed to do what?”

“To make sure that everyone is dressed appropriately?”

“That’s a good start. But why would it be unfair?”

“I don’t know.”

“You used that one word, ‘appropriate’. Who determines what is appropriate?”

He shrugged. “Society, I guess.”

“Does society treat everyone equally?”

“For the most part.”

“If you went out shirtless on the street, would anyone react all that badly?”

“No. In fact, I work out, so I think a lot of the ladies would be grateful.” He smirked at her, doing his best to appear completely confident. His latest attempt to flirt with her failed as he looked into her cold, flinty expression. Her face was set, and she obviously wasn’t amused.

His shoulders fell back, and he slumped down slightly.

“I’m serious. This is an important question.”

“Why?”

“Because dress codes set the tone for how we view people. But more than that, they tell us something. The message might be unspoken, it might be subtle, but it is still there.”

“I think you might be reading too much into it.”

“What would happen if I walked out on the street topless?”

“You would be arrested,” he said.

“Or worse,” she pointed out.

His eyes flickered wider. He hadn’t thought of anything like that. Now the moisture drained away from his mouth, and he could hardly believe that this was what they were talking about on a date.

“What does that have to do with dress codes?”

“It indicates a double standard. And when we talk about dress codes, who do you think is most severely restricted?”

“Girls.” The answer popped out of his mouth before he could stop and think about it. But fortunately for him, Chloe smiled. She flashed her teeth, and she nodded her head, almost as though he had impressed her with his response.

Suddenly, he straightened his back, and some of that confidence returned.

“How so?”

“Well, girls want to put on a lot of outfits that are pretty provocative. I mean, if a female is wearing a really short skirt or something, she’s going to get a lot of attention.”

“That’s true,” Chloe said.

“But then it’s not right. I mean, those girls shouldn’t be getting attention for what they’re wearing.”

“No, they shouldn’t.”

As she agreed with him, it felt like he was winning. This was it. He was going to get to take control of their date, and he would lead her back to his apartment. He would invite her in, hold her hand, and tug her across the threshold. On his small couch, he would lean in and kiss her again, molding her body to his. He would start to touch her, and she would discover just how good it could feel.

As those thoughts spun through his head, she asked another question.

“So the girl gets a lot of attention, who’s responsible?”

“She is,” he blurted out.

“Why? Are you saying that boys can’t control themselves?”

“They can, but—”

“But what?”

Alex blinked. He didn’t know what to say. Since he didn’t fill the silence, Chloe continued, “Guys like to think that they are in control, but then when it comes to what they say or do, they sometimes shirk their own responsibilities.”

“I guess.”

“If you look at me, is it my fault because I put on a tight top or is it your fault because you can’t control yourself?”

Instantly, Alex understood that there was a right answer. If he argued with her, saying that girls wanted it or needed it or were asking for it, he knew exactly how he would sound. He gulped back his trepidation and gave her what she wanted.

“Guys can’t control themselves.”

“So it’s your fault?”

“Yes.” Behind his eyes, he thought he was answering this way in order to get what he wanted from her. That was what he had to focus on.

“That’s impressive,” she told him. “Most boys get incredibly frustrated and fragile. They like to see society in one way, but they can never alter their perspectives.”

“I like to think that I’m flexible.”

“Really?”

“Oh yeah,” he said. He leaned forward slightly and rested his arm on the table. He glanced around the surrounding restaurant. There were other couples seated in the corners. Little candles at the center of each table flickered as people chatted and talked.

“Tell me about it,” she told him, turning those words into a command.

Even if he lost some of his bluster, Alex continued, “Well, let’s just say I’m the kind of guy who is interested in experimentation.” With a smile, he reached down and picked up his glass of water. He started to take a sip.

“So how would you feel if I went to the bathroom and took off my panties?”

Alex nearly choked on his water. He gulped it down quickly, doing his best to not to look like an idiot. He didn’t quite succeed.

Then, without another word, Chloe got up and walked away. She didn’t glance over her shoulder, although she was certain he turned. He must’ve been checking out the way her top clung to her waist, showing off her slender physique. His eyes probably wandered down to her ass.

Good.

She went into the bathroom, pulled off her panties, and came back with them bundled up in the palm of her hand.

“You’re flexible, right?” Chloe asked as she came back to the table.

“Absolutely.”

The hot lawyer leaned down and whispered into his ear, “Then I want you to wear these.” Simultaneously, she took her panties and pressed them down into the palm of his hand. He felt the soft silk against his skin.

Without thinking about it, he took the gift, but then he looked down at them. The color drained away from his cheeks, like he couldn’t really believe it.

Perfectly comfortable, Chloe sat down. She leaned back in her chair and watched him. “You like to brag about how you’re so flexible. Go ahead. Prove it. Go to the bathroom and put those on.”

“What? I can’t!”

“Why not?”

“Because it’s your underwear!” He hissed, although he made sure to keep his voice low so that no one else would hear.

“Are you scared?”

“No, of course I’m not scared!”

“Then prove it. It’s just a garment, Alex. It’s not a big deal,” she told him. Without even trying, she addressed him like a student. Clearly, she knew what was best, so he simply needed to obey.

It worked.

As he looked at this beautiful girl and clutched the panties in his hand, he realized something. This was a huge achievement. Without working at all, he had gotten this girl out of her panties. Of course, there was going to be a price, but when he told his friends about this, he didn’t need to mention her ultimatum.

So he breathed out slowly and made his decision. Without another word, he got up and headed back toward the restrooms. Along the way, he decided that he was going to tell her that they didn’t fit. He tried to put them on, but it wouldn’t work. Then he glanced over his shoulder, and she still had her eyes on him.

It wouldn’t work.

He had to at least try to put them on.

Alone in the bathroom, he made sure to lock the door. He pulled off his pants and his shoes. Next, he dropped his boxers, and then he looked at the underwear. He held it up to his skin. His shaft had remained hard all night, even through the conversation about school uniforms. Now, he looked down at the panties, and he expected his erection to wilt away.

It didn’t.

Instead, he held up her panties, and he examined the texture, the lace, the abstract pattern woven into the front. Damn. These were sexy.

But he couldn’t actually put them on, could he?

No. Of course not. He was a man. He didn’t wear panties like this.

He started to reach down for his boxers, only something struck him, a bolt of curiosity. He told himself that no one else had to know and that this was only a game. Obviously, Chloe wanted to play with him, so the best response would be to show her just how confident he could be.

He spread his legs and put the panties on, pulling them up along his shins, past his knees, and up over his thighs.

The panties were tight, of course, but they did fit him. Not only that, he felt the material along his shaft. It felt good, really good.

He looked down at the panties, and something overwhelmed him. He pushed his fingers down into his hands as he tried to understand what was happening to him.

“They’re just panties,” he said.

Panties.

The word seemed somehow magical. He didn’t know if it was because they had been on Chloe herself or maybe all women’s underwear felt like this. Either way, he grabbed his pants and put them on.

A couple of minutes later, he came back to the table, and Chloe leaned forward. She rested her elbow on the table and her chin on her knuckles. “Are you wearing them?”

“Yes,” he said, his voice straining.

“How do they feel?”

“Weird,” he said.

“You know, it’s okay if you like wearing them. They can feel good.”

“They’re panties,” he hissed. He wanted to sound outraged, only there was something else in his voice. He couldn’t name it.

But Chloe could. He was intrigued. He liked this.

“Want to hear something fun?”

Just then, the server came back. She set some kind of pasta dish in front of Alex. She gave another bowl slowly. “I hope you don’t mind, but I went ahead and ordered for you. You were taking such a long time.” Chloe flashed a condescending grin.

He didn’t really care about the food. Instead, he watched as the server left.

“Can I take them off now?”

Chloe leaned back in her chair and pouted, her lips pressed together into a disappointed line. “I guess you can, if you really want to,” she allowed because he needed to enjoy that illusion of freedom. “But you know, I think it’s really sexy.”

“You do?”

“Absolutely,” she purred. “Are you sure you need to take them off?”

He gulped. There was something about the way she watched him. It was hungry, like some special desire swirled through her body. Because he really didn’t know how to deal with her, he quickly said, “Yeah, okay. I think I can wear them for a little while.”

As they ate, she proceeded to tease him. It was simple enough to slide her foot out of her shoe and pet him with the tips of her toes. She stroked his ankle, the back of his leg, and even his thigh. In fact, she noticed the way he sat forward, sliding up to the edge of his seat. His legs were spread, so she could even poke her toes up against his erection.

Chloe didn’t say anything about it; she didn’t need to. Instead, she let that grin play along her face.

After they ate, she picked up her purse. “You know, I think it’s time for dessert.”

“Yes, please,” he said.

That’s when the server came back with the bill. His eyes lit on the number, and he nearly choked. Chloe easily pulled out her credit card and dropped it on the bill. The server took it away.

“Thank you,” he said. “I can get it next time.”

“Or you can let me pay,” she said. “You are secure enough in your manhood to let a woman pay for you, aren’t you?” Then she leaned in, lowering her voice to a whisper. Even so, he dreaded the possibility that someone else might here. “I mean, you are man enough to wear panties after all. And they’re so girly and feminine. I can’t wait to see you in them.”

“Do you mind if I take them off?”

“Actually, yes, I do.” With her eyes locked on to his face, she continued to palpate his crotch with her toes. Her foot played along the outline of his erection. The sensations became even more intense due to the silk now touching his shaft.

He sat there, doing his best to appear nonchalant, especially when they were surrounded by so many other dining patrons.

And yet, the pleasure coursed through his body.

He nearly climaxed right there in his pants.

“Please, I can’t wear them, not outside.”

“Why not?” Chloe asked. There was something about the glimmer in her eyes. He knew that they were going to go fool around; dessert couldn’t mean anything else. But still, he couldn’t go out in panties! He was a real man, and he couldn’t have some dainty garment wrapped around his manhood.

“Because, it’s embarrassing,” he said, struggling to come up with the right words.

“Careful, Alex. You might hurt my feelings. I’m letting you wear them. You should be grateful.”

“They’re panties,” he hissed. But even as he said the words, he came closer and closer to losing control. She pressed to down with her foot, just enough to get him close to an orgasm.

If she continued to massage him like that, Alex knew that he was going to lose control. He would come in his panties.

No. Reasserting his strength and independence, he told himself that he could do this. He can handle it. It was just a little bit of stimulation. Only that wasn’t true. As he looked across the table, he could feel the excitement rush through his body. Desire overwhelmed him, making it harder and harder to think.

“You’re going to wear those out or I’m going to take you back to her apartment,” she said.

“Fine!”

“No. I want you to have a better attitude than that. Like I said before, you should be grateful. So say thank you.”

“What?” Alex gasped. His voice got a little bit louder. Another couple two tables over glanced in his direction. His face flooded red as he blushed.

“We don’t have to play if you don’t want to,” she said. She had her chin resting against her knuckles again. She brushed her foot from the base of his shaft up to the tip. She pushed down, applying just enough pressure to make him desperate. “I can take you home. I mean, I just want you to wear something. No one has to know. Besides, it’s so sexy.”

“I…don’t…know,” he said, straining every word. It really felt as though he might climax at any moment. He could lose control, and she would be laughing at him.

He didn’t think he would get another chance with Chloe, so he told himself that he was only playing along for her benefit. In time, he would take control—after they were alone and at her place. More than anything, he wanted to claim her. He imagined himself poised on top of her, thrusting down, showing her what a real man could do.

“Fine! I’ll do it!”

“Good boy,” she said.

Since she had already paid, Chloe got up and sauntered toward the exit.

He watched her go for a second before he remembered what he had to do. Then he got up, and he chased after her.

Once again, she walked ahead, taking easy, confident strides. Seconds later, she got into her sedan, and he heard the engine come on. He raced forward, jumping into the passenger seat. He didn’t think she would have left without him, but when he glanced over at her, Chloe didn’t show any signs of sympathy or mercy.

They drove in amicable silence, all while he squirmed in his seat.

When they arrived, she turned her head to him. “I want to have a lot of fun with you, Alex, but there’s one really important thing you should know.”

Before he could ask, she reached out, brushing her fingers along the back of his neck. She took a hold of him and pulled him close. A moment more and he sensed the heat of her breath on the curve of his neck. Obviously, she was in control as she spoke, but something inside of him still clenched deliciously.

“I love having you in panties. I love knowing that you’re wearing my underwear right now. It really, really turns me on.”

With a wicked grin on her face, she popped her door open and got outside. She strolled up the lawn to the front door. Alex looked at the windows, shocked by the home she apparently owned. A small Victorian, it nonetheless dwarfed his tiny apartment. Even in the dark, he could make out the understated colors and manicured lawn. This girl had money, he thought.

For just a second, this little surge of intimidation ran through his body. Then he straightened his spine and told himself that it didn’t matter. Amy was a gorgeous girl, but he managed to wrap her around his little finger. He was going to do the same thing with her older sister. And hell, some day, he might even be able to enjoy a threesome with both sisters. Now that was going to be a lot of fun, he thought to himself.

After he got out, he loped up the lane, running until he jumped up behind Chloe. That’s when she reached out and took his hand. She had a firm grip and she pulled him across the threshold, right into her entryway. She continued to walk, her high heels clicking against of the hardwood floor.

Chloe turned on several lights, and then she sat down.

Just as he was about to join her, Chloe snapped her fingers. “That reminds me. You and I never finished our conversation about your honesty.”

“My what?”

She giggled, like he was just flirting or playing a game. “You remember. You told me you were one age, but I didn’t believe you, so I took your driver’s license. I never had the chance to check, did I?” She still had her purse. It was braced to their owner’s waist.

Some of the moisture drained away from his mouth.

“Does it really matter?” Alex asked with badly feigned indifference.

“Absolutely,” she told him. “I want a man who can be honest with me. Is that you?”

“Okay, a little confession,” he told her.

“No.” She cut him off with one raised finger. “I’m going to check right now. And if I don’t like what I find, there are going to be consequences.” Those words certainly sounded ominous enough, although the smile on her face seemed more flirtatious than menacing.

She reached down into her purse, and Alex could feel the heat run along his skin. He didn’t want to admit it, but he could feel that nervous anticipation grip him.

With two fingers, she pinched his license and pulled it out. Then she looked down at his birth date. “My oh my, I think you lied to me.”

“It wasn’t a very big lie.”

“You’re young,” she said. “In fact, you shouldn’t have been at The Raven at all.”

“They don’t check IDs,” he told her.

“And you think that makes it okay? I’m an attorney. I believe in the law. I don’t think that you should break it.”

“Look, I don’t think you are interested in me because of my legal skills. You want to mess around, don’t you?” He did his best to sound confident and secure, like he wasn’t worried she would kick him out at any moment.

“You’re right,” she said. “Yeah, I am.”

“I want to touch you and feel you. I want to have a lot of fun with you, Alex. But that means you need to be punished first.”

“I—what?” His mind turned blank; he didn’t know what to say to that.

“I’m serious,” she said. “If you really want me to do this with you, you need to be disciplined. You lied to me, and that isn’t acceptable.”

“What kind of discipline?” He squinted his eyes slightly at her.

“Well, I think you should strip down to your panties. I’ll be back in a minute. If you aren’t ready, I’m just going to ask you to leave.” She got up and walked deeper into the house. He saw her vanish behind a bedroom door.

Crap. What was he going to do?

He tried to play out different scenarios where he might be blasé or stubborn. But whether he liked it or not, this girl knew what she was doing. Again, he consoled himself with the idea that he would play along just until he had the opportunity to seize the upper hand. It was going to come around sooner rather than later, or so he needed to hope.

He pulled off his shirt, his pants, his shoes and his socks. He stripped down until he had on nothing but that little triangle of silk.

Of course, his cock remained hard. After spending so much time with Chloe, he couldn’t help himself.

She came back, and something dangled between her fingertips. It swayed back and forth, carried by the momentum of her strides. Then she gripped it tightly in her fingers and raised it up.

A paddle.

“What, what is that?”

“You know what this is,” she said to him. “You tell me.”

“It looks like a paddle.”

“You’re right,” she said. “Now you’re smart enough to figure out why I have it?” When Alex didn’t respond right away, she stepped closer. She reached out and poked his chest. “Come on. I’m sure you can try to guess.”

He needed to appear cool, like none of this affected him. Despite his best efforts, he failed. Alex gulped nervously, and then he stared down at the floor before timidly raising his gaze again. “You want to punish me.”

“That’s right. I want to punish you with this paddle.”

“You can’t be serious.”

“If I’m not, you can leave right now,” Chloe replied.

He inhaled a sharp, frustrated breath. “Fine.”

“First, I want to inspect you. Do me a favor and stand still with your back straight and your hands just above your buttocks.”

“You have to be kidding.”

“No. It’s okay, Alex. Just let me do this. You’ll feel so much better when we are done.”

He glared at her, only then he obeyed. Maybe it was the fact that he had already done so much. She couldn’t be certain one way or the other, but she didn’t really care either. He was going to cooperate, and that’s what mattered.

Sure enough, he stood there, and she started to circle him. She examined his legs, his hands, his arms and his chest.

“You look good,” she said, thinking about the rest of her plan.

He puffed out his chest as much as he could. Like so many other guys, he thought that he would be more impressive if he could make himself seem larger.

“I’m going to have a lot of fun with you,” she promised. Then she reached down and pinched his buttock. He felt her fingertips, and he shivered even as his erection poked out against of the silk of the panties.

“You want to have fun with me? Because I want to have fun with you.”

“Yes. Yes, please,” he told her.

“Good.”

Having inspected the boy who would become her plaything, she sat down on the couch again. Back straight, knees together, she tapped her lap. “Get down across my lap, bottom-up.”

He hesitated for a second, only then he moved forward. He started to slow down, so she grabbed him by his wrist and yanked. He fell forward, landing hard on the couch. Then she grabbed his butt and pinched it. “You have such a nice behind,” she told him. “Now, I want you to know that I don’t like punishing you, but I will do it if that’s what you need. Remember, Alex. This is good for you. You need it.”

He didn’t believe her, but he wasn’t ready to argue or fight either.

After everything he had already done, he felt weak and malleable, she realized. With a grin, she grabbed the paddle, touched it to his buttocks, and then cocked it up. She had never done this before. She had never paddled a boy, so there was this little flicker of doubt. It might have even been regret or reluctance.

Only she thought of Amy and how she was still hoping for some chance with a boy who was always going to exploit her and take advantage of her. Alex needed this. More importantly, it could ultimately be good for Amy too.

Breathing out to savor the moment, Chloe nonetheless brought the paddle down hard. She channeled as much strength as she could. Even so, her aim was slightly off, so it smacked against the side of his butt.

Apparently, that was pretty good anyway because he let out this sharp exhalation.

“What? You didn’t like that? Because you know, this is turning me on a lot.”

“Just get it over with,” he said.

“As you wish,” she retorted.

From there, she started spanking him hard and fast, bringing the paddle down over and over.

She couldn’t see his skin, not while it was hidden by her panties, but she loved the way the redness began to spread outward toward his thighs.

“Count for me,” she ordered.

She smacked his backside.

“One!”

“Good.” She struck four more times. He entered the count with, “Five!”

Because she felt like messing with him, she giggled. “No. I was only four.”

“It was five!”

“There you go, lying to me again.” She clicked her tongue and smacked his backside five more times. With every blow, she rested for a fraction of a second, just enough to recharge.

He didn’t really comprehend what was happening. “How many times did I just think you?”

“Five!”

“No. It was four. Let’s try that again and don’t lie to me this time.”

She raised the paddle and brought it down in a smooth, fluid movement. It almost felt like art to her even as the pain blossomed through his skin. Heat burned along his skin as Alex did his best to remain motionless. He didn’t want to make a sound; he didn’t want to satisfy her with any sign of dismay.

THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK!

“How many was that?” Chloe asked.

Panting now, he didn’t know what to say. Every time she paddled him, the pain drilled straight into his brain. Now, he lifted his chin, and he licked his lips. He intended to defy her, to prove that he was a real man.

“Four,” he said, slumping back down. His chin pushed into the soft cushions.

Chloe rolled him over and looked down into his eyes. “Good boy! I’m very proud of you!” She was giggling, like this was nothing but a game. “Now we can play.”




Chapter 3

Now

“How are you doing in here?” Chloe asks.

“I think dinner will please you, Mistress,” he tells her.

“I’m sure it will,” she answers, calling back into the kitchen. Of course, Chloe has more important things to do. As she answers emails from her firm, she offers advice and support to some of her colleagues. She doesn’t have a major case yet, but that’s fine. She’s in no rush to go back to anything intense or especially difficult, especially when she has been so busy training her sissy.

A smirk dashes her lips as she wonders if she should go back to that kind of intense work. When it comes to the practice of law, she has so many different options. She’s lucky in that way.

“Sissy, get in here,” she calls out.

Taking careful steps in his high heels, he walks back out of the kitchen. She loves this uniform. He has on a purple, satin dress styled like something a French maid might wear. No, not an actual French maid—this is obviously a fantasy with the tight bodice, the short skirt, and of the puffy, quarter-sleeves. He has on white stockings, and high heels. Oh, she loves those high heels. Black and tall, they give him another couple of inches. More than that, they make it hard for him to take confident steps.

Perhaps most importantly, Alex wobbles. He still has to raise his hands to keep his balance. It’s adorable, and the sight makes her wet. She doesn’t know why exactly. It probably has something to do with seeing him struggle so mightily with something so feminine. That’s something so many guys fail to realize. It’s harder to be a girl; they’re more challenges.

Even if they are small difficulties, like high heels, makeup, or raised expectations, they have a cumulative effect, making it generally more difficult to be female.

“I want your opinion on something, sissy.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he says, bowing his head down.

“You think I should take on some major case?”

“Why would you do that, Mistress?”

“Gravitas, respect, money,” she answers.

“Do you have enough money already?”

“Actually, I do,” she answers.

“Do you want more respect?” Before his training, Alex would have simply offered an opinion without asking very many questions. Chloe smiled to herself, thinking about how much he has learned.

“I’m not sure. I certainly get a lot at home, don’t I?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And why is that?”

At this point, he bristles. He has to tighten his jaw as he bites back some controlled response. He knows that he’s being teased; he understands that she’s playing with him. And yet, there’s nothing he can do about it! That thought makes her want to clap her hands and tease him that much more.

“Because you’re my superior, Mistress. It is my job to respect and obey you.”

“There’s a good sissy,” she says. Then she motions for him to come closer. He takes several wobbly steps in her direction, and she smiles.

“Show me your panties.”

“Yes, Mistress.” Tentatively, he reaches down, and he lifts up his skirt. She looks at the bright, shimmering purple of his panties. There are little butterflies all along his crotch.

“There’s a good sissy,” she says.

Then she grabs her pen and tosses it to the floor. “Oh no. I seem to have dropped my pen. Could you pick it up for me?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he says, only now she can hear a growl in his voice.

“There’s a good sissy.” She loves saying those words to him, especially because she can see the color darkening his cheeks every time she does. “You like obeying me, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress. I do.”

“And why is that?”

Alex stands up again. He’s wobbling on his heels, but that’s just fine. He’ll get used to them eventually. Holding out the pen, he waits for her to take it.

“I, I don’t understand.”

“Why do you like obeying me? It’s a simple question.” But really, it’s not. He stares at her, and he starts to figure out what she wants to hear.

No, he thinks to himself. He shouldn’t have to do this. He shouldn’t have to say this. He already serves her sexually and domestically. He goes down on her and cooks her food and cleans her house. He knows that he is basically a servant now, yet she still enjoys poking him, prodding him, and interrogating him.

Breathing out slowly, he remembers how it feels to be paddled, spanked, teased or egged. With all that in mind, his heart speeds up, and his breathing comes in quick, nervous gasps. That’s why he tells her what she wants to hear. “I enjoy obeying you, Mistress, because you are my superior.”

“Oh? How can you tell?”

“Because I’m a sissy.”

“That’s right!”

“Sissies have to obey. There are women and men and sissies. We are clearly inferior.”

“We?” She clearly understands, but she still wants him to say it, to explain.

“Sissies, Mistress.”

“Very good. And why are you inferior?”

“Because I’m not as strong as you or as smart as you, Mistress.”

“That’s right,” she says.

Then she reaches for the chain she wears around her neck, and she pulls out the key to his chastity cage. Alex can’t help himself. When he sees it, his eyes light with hunger. He swallows again. He really shouldn’t react; he shouldn’t make it so obvious, only he can’t help himself.

Every time he sees that key, his shaft hardens—or at least, it tries to. Erections are always denied to him, at least while he’s locked in his cage. Right now, he can feel the plastic tube around his genitals. There’s that extra weight from the plastic restraints and the metal lock.

“Should I release you, sissy?”

“It’s your decision, Mistress. Please, do whatever you want to do.”

“That’s the right answer,” she says.

“You know, I’m not quite hungry for dinner yet. But it looks like you could use something to eat.” She points down to that spot between her legs. She sits up just enough to get access to her panties, and she pulls them off, exposing her sex beneath her skirt.

He’s going to eat her out again; he’s going to please her with his mouth. Alex does his best to hide it, yet he exhales slowly, knowing full well that he will obey. They both know it.

Then

“Do you want to play now?”

“You paddled me,” he said.

“That’s right, I did. Because you lied to me. Do you think that’s acceptable? Do you think you should be able to lie to a girl?”

His ass still stung, and his breathing hadn’t slowed down yet. In fact, he could barely think clearly.

Chloe rolled him off of her lap, and he found himself on his knees, poised in front of her. He still wore nothing but her panties, the silk shining under the light. He didn’t know how to feel; he never imagined anything like this.

“It looks like you still want to play. Tell me how much you want to mess around right now.”

“Yes, please,” he said, his voice ragged. After everything he’d endured so far, he figured he could do this.

“Then come here. I’m going to touch you. I’m going to make sure that it feels really good.” Her voice practically purred with possibility; he knew that this could be amazing.

She spread her legs and leaned back against the couch, giving him more room.

With his face tightening through the confusion, Alex didn’t really understand what she wanted, not until she reached down and took him by his wrist once again. She pulled him back up, and he thought that he was going to straddle her. He had this image in his mind where he would climb up onto her lap, grab her, and lean in to kiss her. It would be powerful and romantic, and it would show her that he belonged on top.

Only then, she maneuvered him down so that his back pressed into her chest.

Alex was just about to protest when her hands slipped down into the panties. “I love seeing you like this,” she said, whispering into his ear. Despite her quiet tones, her voice still buzzed along his body. His nipples hardened even as his erection ached for attention.

Finally, she touched him. Her fingers brushed along his scrotum, then up toward his shaft. She squeezed him gently. “Do you like this?”

“Yes!” Alex panted out. He didn’t make much noise, yet the desperation was obvious.

He couldn’t see her face, so he didn’t know that she was grinning. Of course, that satisfied smile on her face had absolutely nothing to do with his cock or his pleasure. On the contrary, she just enjoyed how well everything had gone.

Her hand moved up and down the length of his member. All the while, she teased him, breathing out slowly. “If you’re very good, I’m going to fuck you. Would you like that, Alex? Would you like me to ride you?”

“I should be on top,” he said.

Chloe stopped. She still had her hand down in the panties, but she didn’t stroke him. She pulled her hand away, stretching the silk.

“Oh?”

The sudden cessation made him wince. He didn’t understand what he had done wrong.

“Care to try again?” Chloe asked. There was a playful note of joy in her voice.

Even so, he needed her to continue. He reached down, and he was going to grab her hand and push it back toward his length. Instead, she reached up with her free hand and tapped him across the face. It wasn’t quite a bitch slap, but it had the desired effect. He remembered that this girl could be hard to predict and maybe impossible to control.

“Try again, Alex. I know you can do it. There’s something I want to hear.”

“You should be on top,” he told her. He didn’t sound enthusiastic, but it was the correct answer, so she started touching him again.

Incandescent pleasure raced through his body, but it quickly morphed into something nefarious because he craved more. He needed that blast of ecstasy, the release that would come with an orgasm.

Instinctively, he wanted to reach into his underwear and touch his shaft. He needed to take himself in hand, only he couldn’t. Every time the desire swept through him, he remembered how it felt to be paddled, how easily this girl could take control.

Besides, she knew what she was doing. Like so many other guys, he had masturbated plenty, but this was different. It felt almost magical. It was certainly addictive.

Alex was breathing heavily now, and he knew he might come at any moment.

“I want to have sex with you, Alex. I want to feel you deep inside of me. I want you on your back, and I’m going to hold you as I ride you so hard. You’re going to feel incredible. You want that, don’t you? You want me to ride you, right?”

“Yes, yes please,” he said, his voice shaking. Alex couldn’t help it.

She teased him beautifully, playing with his tip, his base, and his balls. Her fingers moved lightly and dexterously, practically dancing along his most sensitive spots.

She knew precisely how to press his buttons.

Of course, he was lost to the sensations all while she resisted the very strong temptation to laugh at him. Part of her could hardly believe that he didn’t see what was happening. Then again, he was a boy. She knew that they could be easily swayed by their dicks. While she enjoyed her libido, she could hardly imagine what it would be like to let it control her. On the contrary, she enjoyed a special kind of precision when she was turned on.

Alex never would have been able to understand the exact reasoning. And even if he did, he would’ve been rightly terrified. Still, having him pressed up against her did turn her on. But for her, it was all about the game. She was enjoying what she could do with him, how she could tease him, play with him, and manipulate him.

Resisting the temptation to use her free hand to touch herself, she instead had one arm wrapped around his torso as she played with him.

“Please,” he said, his voice stretched and strained.

“What is it, Alex?” Chloe asked. “Please, I can’t take much more of this!”

“Why not?” Chloe asked. “You’ve been so patient all night. We’ve been flirting and playing with each other, and I just want to touch you. I want to make sure that is really, really good for you.”

Just like that, she squeezed him again.

He hissed through his teeth. He barely managed to keep himself from climaxing right there.

No. He wasn’t going to blow his load prematurely. He clung to that idea. He turned that thought into a promise. He could handle himself. He could control his body.

After all, Alex remembered a party he had gone to. Apparently, a guy and girl were about to hook up, so they snuck off to one of the bedrooms in the house. But just a few minutes later, she came back out. Drunk, she was laughing at him.

The guy had gotten excited; he had gotten so turned on that he couldn’t control himself. Before he even got his pants off, he came. For the rest of the party, people were laughing about that story.

Alex wasn’t going to let that happen to him!

So he bit down.

Once or twice, he tried to turn around, but each time he did, Chloe tightened her grip on his shoulders and chest.

“Please,” he said again.

“Oh no. We’re going to take our time here. We’re going to do this right,” she said. Then she leaned over and gently grazed her teeth along his ear lobe. The fresh sensation sparked something else within him.

“I love touching you just like this, Alex. It feels so good. I’m having so much fun. This is what I want.” To tease him further, she said, “I can’t wait for the chance to feel you. I want you to ram me hard. Do you understand? Do you understand, Alex?”

Honestly, he barely heard her. With every second, he had to focus all of his energy and attention on keeping himself from losing control. At any instant, it would have been easy to let his shaft throb, to pulsate as he came.

He had never, ever been this horny before.

Whenever he had been with Amy, the sex had been simple. He would push her down onto the bed, pin her, and yank down her panties. He would be on top, and he would come at her hard. He didn’t even have to go down on her. There wasn’t really any kind of foreplay. His dick got hard, and that was good enough for him.

“I’m going to let you lick my breasts. I want to suck on my nipples as I ride you. I’m going to push down on you, Alex, and it’s going to feel so good. You’re going to feel just how tight and wet I am right now. I can’t wait, can you? It’s going to feel so, so good when we fuck…”

Those tempting, tantalizing words proved to be too much. Or maybe it was the fact that she squeezed him just a little bit harder. Second by second, she studied this boy, and she made a little prediction. This would be it. This would be the moment when he lost control.

She may as well have been learning how to play a videogame as she learned to master his joystick. “You like this, don’t you? It’s okay. Enjoy yourself,” she said.

Enjoy yourself.

Somehow, that sounded like the magic words. Arching his back, tensing, he clenched every muscle in his body as he started to come. She squeezed him again, one more time. For a second or two, everything turned to pleasure. He clenched his eyes shut, and he basked in that wonderful release.

“Ew!” she cried out. She yanked her hand away from his shaft. Suddenly, he didn’t have that pressure, and the orgasm seemed to fade. He was still pulsating and throbbing, but it wasn’t anywhere near as good. “What’s wrong with you?” Chloe was practically squealing.

She put her hand on his back and shoved him to the floor. He stumbled down onto his hands and knees.

His lips moved, only he didn’t know what to say. Alex struggled to come up with something, only he saw that look of repulsion on her face.

“I’m sorry!”

On the inside, she was laughing. On the outside, Chloe looked at him. “What was that? You came in my hand!”

To prove her point, she raised her palm.

“I can clean it up!” He jumped to his feet, and he was going to rush off to the kitchen to find some paper towels or something.

“No.” Her voice snapped out onto the air, a bark of command.

He froze there on his knees.

“This is really disgusting, Alex. We were fooling around, having some fun, and you came in my hand? What the heck is wrong with you? Do you have any self-control?”

He bowed his head down. Hot shame rushed through his body. He couldn’t believe it. He had been given the chance to be with this amazing, super sexy girl, and he had blown it. He only had to wait a little while longer, but he couldn’t even do that.

“Get over here and lick my hand clean.”

“What?”

Chloe leaned forward. Extending her hand like he was a dog eager to sniff her, she said, “I’m going to explain this to you, and I’m only going to explain it once. This is your one chance, Alex. You just messed up badly. And if you want to make it up to me, you’re going to lick my hand clean. Tell me you understand.”

“I understand.” He didn’t, not really.

“Then get over here and clean up your mess.”

She was pissed. As he looked up at her, shame weighed him down. Corrosive and sharp, it ran down into his chest. Again and again, he wanted to apologize, to say that he was sorry, especially as his eyes started to dampen. But then he told himself that he was a real man, and he wasn’t going to cry, especially over something like this.

“I really like you, but I’m not sure you want to be with me, especially if you can’t control yourself.” Behind her eyes, Chloe wondered if maybe she should have been an actress. She loved seeing that puppy dog distress on his face. He was so scared that he wasn’t going to get to be with her again. Good. Because she meant it. Like all good attorneys and negotiators, she knew when to walk away. So if he didn’t obey, this would be the end of their little experiment.

What was he going to do?

He crawled forward.

Fighting hard to keep a straight face, she watched as he lowered his lips toward her extended hand. He was going to do it! He was really going to lick the come off of her palm! Hot excitement surged through her body.

“Go ahead. You can do it. I know you can,” she said to him.

“Please, I don’t think I can.”

“If you want the chance to be with me, you’re going to do this. This is you making up for messing up. This is you making things right. You can do it.” At this point, Chloe just couldn’t help herself. A big, eager grin spread across her face. At least she wasn’t laughing at him.

For his part, Alex seemed to be trapped in his own embarrassment and shame. He opened his mouth and he started to lick. Like a good boy, he slid his tongue up and down the palm of her hand as he cleaned her.

“Good. Very good,” she said.

He swiped his tongue up and down until she was finally satisfied.

“For that, I’m going to let you watch me touch myself.”

“Yes, please,” he said because he thought this could only go one way. She would touch herself, she would get excited, and then they would finally have sex!

Chloe sat up, and she raised her skirt. Since he was wearing her underwear, she was already naked beneath that thin layer of fabric. She spread her legs. He stared straight ahead, his eyes darting from her face down to her slit.

Excitement thrummed through his body. He could feel himself start to get hard again already. Yes!

She reached up and sucked on two of her fingers. Then she brought her hand back down, and she started to caress her pussy. She was already glistening before she began, but he still watched, fascinated.

“This is amazing,” he whispered.

“You like watching me pleasure myself?” Chloe asked.

“Yes. Very, very much.”

“Maybe you can help me later,” she said.

“Yes, please,” he said, sounding just like some little kid eager to be helpful.

Her fingers moved down and then up, and then she penetrated herself. She started to go faster and faster.

Their night together had worked her up, and Chloe didn’t feel like she needed to delay this. No, she was hungry for an orgasm, so she was going to take it. Maybe Alex wasn’t going to enjoy that same thrill, only she didn’t care.

Closing her eyes, she considered all the possibilities and what she was going to do with this boy. She glanced down at him again. He looked so good in those panties, but other ideas played through her head. Fantasies, desires, and half-considered possibilities swelled through her imagination.

Skirts, dresses, collars and leashes. Paddles, restraints, and cages.

Yes! She was going to do it to him!

Their eyes met for a moment, and gave her a weak smile.

He didn’t know it yet, but she was going to take everything from him!

She panted, coming hard. The pleasure exploded through her body, and then she pulled her hand back.

Breathing in and out slowly, she looked down at him. “Okay, you can get dressed and head out now.”

“What?”

She reached down for him. She touched her fingertips to his cheek, smearing some of her juices along his face. Then she explained, “You made a big mistake tonight, so we are not going to have sex. But don’t worry, I’m going to give you another chance later. Go home, clean up those panties, and bring them back to me.”

“Okay,” he said. He gathered up his clothing.

Before he could ask, she explained, “Don’t worry. Your apartment isn’t that far from here. You can walk.”

He nodded his head again. Just like a good boy, he put on his clothing and left. Once he was gone, she threw herself down onto the couch, and she started giggling. This was going to be amazing!

As he walked along the sidewalk, heading back to his apartment, he thought about pulling out his phone. It would have been easy to go online and lose himself to some game or a random article. Instead, he kept daydreaming about what could have been.

How had he lost control like that? How had he surrendered?

He was supposed to be able to do whatever he wanted.

Amy had never touched him or teased him like that. He wanted to get angry or annoyed, but he couldn’t. It had felt so incredible. And now, he wanted more. In fact, he found that he was grateful for the possibility that Chloe might go out with him again. But no matter what, he wasn’t going to mess it up a second time.

By the time he got back to his apartment, he couldn’t help himself. He pulled off the panties, and he meant to throw them to the floor. He was going to have to wash them, obviously.

He didn’t get rid of them, however. Instead, Alex held onto them. He clutched them in the palm of his hand as he threw himself down onto his bed. Having already taken off his pants, he left his hardened shaft exposed. He started to rub himself. It felt so good, especially as he imagined her touch, her hair, her lips.

He wanted her to go down on him. He wanted her to wrap her wet lips around his cock and suck on him. More than that, he really, really needed to enslave her.

Damn. That would feel so good. He would look down at her, and she would finally give him the respect that he deserved. He was the man, so he had to show this girl that he was in charge. He would always be the boss. It was a function of society and testosterone and aggression.

So why did that never work out?

Alex quickly discarded that thought. Instead, he lost himself to those fantasies.

The next day, her number appeared on his phone.

“Hello?”

“Hey, how are you feeling. Is everything okay after last night? I just wanted to make sure that you made it home okay.”

“I’m fine. Thanks,” he told her. The words he chose seemed relatively nonchalant, like he expected nothing less. But at the same time, his voice cracked. He just couldn’t stop it, not when the sound of her voice felt like an injection of adrenaline straight into his bloodstream.

“Would you like to come over tonight? I was hoping we could relax.”

“What were you thinking?”

“I don’t know. Maybe watch a movie or something.”

Watch a movie. It sounded like a lovely euphemism for sex. They were going to hook up! Finally!

“That sounds great,” he told her.

“Oh, and Alex?”

“Yeah?”

“Maybe you should make sure that you control yourself a little bit better tonight. You think that will be okay?”

“Yes,” he grumbled.

“I’m glad to hear it. I mean, I know that you are a very virile boy, but I want to have some fun with you. You know what I mean?”

“Yeah, I think I do,” he told her.

It was their second date.

He hated this part. As he stood in front of her door, anxiety rushed through his body. It filled him up, like someone was pumping him with helium or something. And yet, he had to stand there, waiting, wondering if maybe he’d gotten the day or time wrong or something. He was tempted to pull out his phone and double check the text messages.

She opened the door, only she wasn’t wearing a tight skirt or blouse or anything like that. Instead, she had on a T-shirt and sweatpants.

“Hey,” she said, beckoning him in with a wave of her hand. “I’m glad you could come!” She sounded excited.

“I wouldn’t miss this for anything,” he told her, hoping that he sounded romantic.

“So I was thinking we could watch some movies, and maybe you could help me with my nails.”

“What?” He glanced over at her coffee table. Sure enough, there were dozens of little bottles of nail polish. They looked like a rainbow forest.

“Yeah, I thought we could watch some movies and maybe we could do our nails or something. If you don’t want to do yours, that’s okay. You can just help me with mine.”

She hopped down onto the couch and pulled off her socks. Sure enough, she had sexy feet. Alex never imagined such a thing was possible. He knew that some guys could get excited by a girl’s feet, but that had never been his thing. He didn’t know what it was about her small toes or the high arches of her feet, but his mouth started to water. He wanted to be close to her.

“Yeah, sure,” he finally said. He sat down, and she pulled her knees up to her chest.

“What color do you think would work best?”

“I don’t think I really have an opinion,” he confessed.

“Sure, you do. It’s okay. Just go with your instincts.”

There were so many different shades arrayed before him. Blues, pinks, yellows, and reds. He thought about picking one of the shades of red, if only because it was so traditional, right? Most girls painted their nails red as far as he knew. But then, there was something else, one that was this bright shade of pink. It was almost a neon. He picked it up, just to look at it. “Oh, that’s cute!” Chloe said.

He glanced back at her. In her pale pink sweats with the little hearts embroidered along the sides and that white T-shirt with the yellow star over the front, she looked more like a little girl.

There was something about her voice as well. She sounded more feminine, childish even.

This could be it.

But he had to be patient.

Alex knew that he was going to be able to take her. He would be able to seize the initiative and show her what he could do. But he couldn’t rush things, so he held it up. “You like pink?”

“Read the label.”

It wasn’t just a shade of pink. Apparently, it also came with little sparkles.

Chloe grinned at him. “Go ahead. Put some on me.” She brought her legs up and rested her calves along his lap. The proximity made him hard instantly. At the same time, he looked over at her.

Maybe he thought he could handle her.

Cute.

Wiggling her toes, she grinned at him. They had only been together a couple times, yet her proximity intoxicated him. “Go ahead. You can paint my toes. I give you permission.” He had her feet before him, but he didn’t know what to do.

“I’ve never done this before,” Alex told her.

With every second, he hoped to that she might pull her feet back. If she wanted to paint her nails, that was fine with him. He could just watch or something. And yet, she wiggled some more, giggling all the while. “Oh, it’s okay. I think you’ll be great at it. You know, we can just kind of play pretend. It’s like we are best friends and you’re just one of the girls.”

“I am not one of the girls,” he growled at her.

“Then prove it by being all big, strong, and brave. Do something you’ve never done before.”

Alex hated that logic, but there was something about this playful side of her that made him start to unscrew the bottle. Gingerly, he pulled out the brush and looked at the bright, sparkling pink. Glistening there in front of him, the brush felt light in his hand; he felt something, a strange sort of anxiety, a different kind of excitement. He breathed out slowly.

Alex never would have admitted this or shared it with her, but he could remember that strange feeling he got when he was back in elementary school. There had been a couple of times where the boys weren’t around for one reason or another. Consequently, he had to play with the girls. They always had their childish games of House and Pretend. While he and his friends always liked to imagine conquering the world or saving the universe, those girls seemed more interested in domestic fantasies. And since he didn’t want to be alone, he had to play along. Still, there was something relaxing and joyful about being with the girls. He didn’t know what it was or why they fascinated him, but they did.

Now, he bit his lower lip as he brought the brush down to her big toe. Almost like a Renaissance painter working with some masterpiece, he dabbed the brush down. “That’s right. Just smooth, easy movements,” she said, careful not to move.

He concentrated entirely on what he was doing. “You know, I think you’re really good at this.” After a few more seconds, he finished with the first brushstrokes. She raised up her foot and examined the pink sparkles.

She lowered her calf back down to his lap.

It had to be the intimacy, he realized. There was something so magical and mystical about being this close to a girl. It was like she trusted him, like she would allow him into her inner sanctum. That thought made his heart beat faster.

As far as he was concerned, he was still going to get that moment where he claimed her, but he could enjoy this for a little while at least.

After her big toe, he worked his way down, brushing the polish onto each of her toenails. All the while, he lost himself to this perfect focus. And when he was done with her left foot, she raised her leg up and exhaled gently. “Very nice. I’m super impressed! What are you majoring in again?”

“Civil Engineering,” he told her. This was the first time they had talked about his education.

“Very nice. Well, I think you could have a career in cosmetology if you wanted.”

He chuckled. “No thank you.”

“What, do I detect a note of judgment in your voice?”

“Well, yeah,” he said. “It’s just that I want to do something a little bit more important.”

“Why do you think engineering is more important?”

“Because you make more money.”

“Importance shouldn’t be judged based off of how much you make.”

“Because you need buildings, but you don’t need to look good.”

“It’s not about need, Alex,” she said. He recognized that tone of voice. It was instructive and didactic, like she was the teacher and he was a student. This meant that his opinion didn’t really count, and she was going to educate him. He bristled at the thought, but there was nothing he could do. Still remembering the last time he got paddled, he didn’t want to provoke her. “It’s about desire, fantasy, and comfort. People need buildings and safe places to live, you’re right, they also should be happy. What’s the point of having a safe place to live if you don’t care about your surroundings? They both matter.”

“Whatever you say.”

“Tell me they both matter,” she commanded.

He glanced over at her. For a moment, he was tempted to taunt her, to argue, to defy her.

Only then, something inside of him broke as their eyes locked on to one another. Whether he wanted to admit it or not, this girl knew exactly how to intimidate him. “Fine. They both matter.”

“No smile for me when you say it.”

He flashed her a grin. Maybe he didn’t realize exactly how demeaning that comment had been, but she didn’t really care.

“Other foot,” Chloe demanded. She raised her toes up and the air, and he went back to work.

“Good job. That’s right. You’re doing such a good job.”

“Thank you,” he told her. This time, he made sure to smile, even though he felt silly.

“Now, we need to figure out what we’re going to do with your toes.”

“What?” For a second, he really thought he had heard her incorrectly, but one glance at this girl made it clear she wanted to play with him. “No. I don’t want to do anything.” The idea of having painted toes felt so feminine, so girly.

“What’s the big deal? It’s just you and me. Besides, it’s not like anyone would know.”

Alex froze as he considered those different counter arguments, but then she tilted her head to the side. “Are you sure you don’t want to play? I mean, otherwise, you should probably just go.” She looked slightly annoyed at the prospect, but she would let it happen if he really insisted on being stubborn.

“Look, if you paint my toes, it’s going to feel weird.”

“Why?”

“Because painted toes are for girls,” he said.

“What’s wrong with that?” Chloe asked, seemingly innocent.

He opened his mouth, only to choke off the words of the last moment. He realized that anything he said could be taken as insulting to women.

“That’s what I thought,” Chloe said. “Besides, you were already wearing panties. Which reminds me, what are you wearing now?”

“My boxers,” he growled.

“And where are my panties?”

“In my apartment,” he said. “They’re still drying.”

“So you washed them like a good boy?”

Like a good boy. That phrase made him sound like he was a pet for a child or something. Alex didn’t like it, but then she nodded. “That’s really good. Thank you for taking care of that. But you know, I think it’s really sexy when you’re in panties. Maybe you could wear another pair for me?”

“No!”

She pulled her legs away from his lap, and he worried that maybe she was going to kick him out. Instead, she sidled up next to him.

The aroma of her strawberry perfume filled his senses. He imagined what it would be like to touch her, to kiss her, to have sex with her. All of these different possibilities glowed bright in his imagination, only to be cut off when she said, “I think it’s really sexy when you wear panties, Alex. Don’t you want to be sexy for me?” Her voice took on this husky tone. It was full of promise and possibility.

“Fine,” he said. “Good!”

Chloe jumped up onto her feet. Holding her toes out and raised off of the floor, she walked on her heels right out of the room. He watched her go, and Alex couldn’t help but smile.

But wait a second. Had he really agreed to wear panties again?

Yes.

And because he already agreed, he knew he wouldn’t be allowed to change his mind, not unless he wanted to get out of there.

The thought filled him with fear. It made his skin go cold because he loved being around Chloe. He couldn’t help it, not when she was so beautiful, so sexy. She was the kind of girl every guy would fantasize about. And if he played along for just a little while longer, he knew he would be able to conquer her.

It was only a question of time.

Still hopping forward on her heels, Chloe reappeared before him, except now she held something in one hand. She raised it up like a flag.

Another pair of panties.

These were a bright shade of purple, and they had a black butterfly embroidered along the front.

“You have got to be kidding me,” he complained.

“No. I think they’re going to look really cute on you, Alex. Besides, we are super lucky that you’re so small. I mean, they’re going to fit you just right, I’m sure. Now put them on.”

“I don’t want to,” he complained.

“Too bad. You’re going to put them on because I said so.” Her eyes sparkled. Technically, those words were probably meant to sound like a joke, like she was only teasing him. And yet, there was this certainty that he could barely resist.

Exhaling with frustration, he got up, he unbuttoned his pants, and he dropped them to the floor. Next, he kicked them off, followed by his boxers.

“I’m always amazed by how boys can feel comfortable being naked in front of other people,” she said.

He took the panties from her and pulled them up along the length of his legs. Moments later, he felt that soft silk against his scrotum, between his legs, and up the length of his shaft. He was hard through the entire thing.

“You know, it’s okay if you enjoy wearing panties.”

“I don’t,” he insisted.

Chloe came closer to him. For the moment, she seemed to forget about her toes as she pressed her body into his. Because they were almost the exact same height, it was easy for her to look right into his eyes as she came closer and closer.

All at once, he realized that she meant to kiss him. Their lips were going to touch, and it was going to be amazing.

“You don’t need to be embarrassed or ashamed. It’s okay. It’s just the two of us here. Just you and me. You can tell me the truth.”

“I don’t,” he said. She was so incredibly close now. If he moved even a quarter inch forward, their faces would have touched. Somehow, he couldn’t bring himself to lean in and kiss her. She was older, stronger, and more mature. She was gorgeous and way out of his league. All of those variables combined to keep them frozen in place.

Then she made it even more difficult for him to act because her hand went down to his crotch. She began to touch him, running her fingers up and down his length. With every soft movement, she sent pulses of pleasure dancing along his nerve endings.

“Are you sure you don’t like this? Are you sure you’re not turned on? Because you feel awfully hard right here. And I’m good with that, Alex. I want you to be excited. Having you in panties turns me on. It makes me so wet.”

He gulped, his mouth dry, his throat tensed.

“Fine,” he said. “It turns me on,” he mumbled.

“No. You can do better than that,” she said. “Tell me that you like wearing panties. Tell me that turns you on.”

Alex wasn’t sure if this was true or not, but he loved the idea that he could turn her on. “I like wearing panties. It turns me on!” The words sounded forced, but she didn’t care.

She leaned in and kissed him on the cheek.

“You know exactly how to make a girl happy,” Chloe said to him before she threw herself back down against the couch. Her fingers tightened around his length.

He started to say no; he began say, “Stop!” Unfortunately, Alex couldn’t get through half of that word before he lost control. His body seized up as the pleasure slammed into him. He had been so close to her—so aroused. The temptations took him and swept aside all of his will power.

As his shaft throbbed, he felt the splash of come against the inside of his panties. Helpless to stop it, especially because she continued to stimulate him, Alex lost it. He closed his eyes and wrapped his arms around her as he surrendered. All the while, she continued to touch him for a few more seconds.

“Oh no,” she said. “Alex, I think you just came in your panties. You must really, really like them.”

She put her hands on his shoulders and nudged him back. His eyes and face were aimed down at her feet.

When she touched the underside of his chin, he didn’t resist. “Hey there, are you okay?”

“I can go,” he said. He was so disappointed in himself. He was supposed to be better than this.

“Why?” Chloe asked.

“Because we can’t fool around now.”

“Maybe not,” she said. “And maybe you definitely need to go take a shower and then you’ll have to put on another pair of panties, but that’s not a big deal.”

“It’s not?”

“Alex, I’m having a really good time hanging out with you. If you want to leave, you can, but I think it would be fun if he stayed.”

“But you said you were turned on.”

“I am. And maybe if you’re a lucky boy, I’ll let you help me with that later,” she said.

He wondered if he could recover. Almost assuredly, he told himself. Some of his old confidence began to inflate his chest once again. “Okay.” He flashed her a smile.

“Go ahead. Go take a shower.”

He turned around and started to walk toward the guest bathroom. “By the way, there’s something I’d like to ask of you.”

He froze, his back going rigid. “Yes?” Alex asked tentatively.

“Do you think you could shave off all of your body hair for me?”

“Why would I do that?” He turned around, which was a mistake. She batted her eyes at him adoringly. “Because it’s only fair. I mean, I’m nice and smooth.” Technically, he didn’t know that for sure. After all, he had never had the pleasure of seeing her naked. “So it’s only fair. I’m smooth, so you’re smooth. Besides, body hair just really isn’t attractive.”

He gulped. She was going to let him stay; they were going to hang out together even though he had just messed up. Remembering all of this, he nodded his head down and up. “Okay. I think I can,” he said.

She skipped toward him, taking his cheeks in her hands. She kissed him on the tip of his nose and looked right into his eyes. “No. I want you to do a good job. I’m going to give you a nice little inspection when you’re done, and you’ll be naked and in front of me. And if you do a really, really good job, I’ll let you give me an inspection. Doesn’t that sound like fun?”

“Yes, please,” he said. Gratitude rang through his voice.

Not only that, he could feel his erection start to stir again.

They were definitely going to fool around!

Alex couldn’t believe that he was doing this. He was actually going to shave off all of his body hair. Not only that, he had to use a pink razor to do it! He exhaled, feeling like an idiot as the hot water pounded down into his body. He had already washed his crotch, but now he looked down at his pubic hair. He hadn’t been smooth since elementary school.

Sure, he was clean shaven, mostly because his facial hair took a couple of days to really be noticeable. He could go for a while without shaving, and no one would notice.

He shaved his face first, and as he did so, he wondered if this was a new razor or if it had actually touched Chloe and some of her most sensitive spots. The thought made his mouth dry despite the steam rising up all around him.

After he finished with his face, he shaved his arms. As he worked, going inch by inch, he realized just how much work this really was. He could hardly believe that girls would shave so much of their body.

Whatever.

He remembered her promise of an inspection. That thought kept him moving. He shaved his arms, then his chest, and then he looked down his legs.

He breathed out slowly and then got to work. He took his time, making sure that he got every spot. After all, he didn’t want to give Chloe any excuse to back out of their deal.

All the while, he was hard. He couldn’t help himself, not when he thought about how much fun it was going to be to see her naked. And that was just going to be the first step, he believed. He was going to see her naked, and then he was going to touch her. He would get to run his fingers along her breasts. He would be able to punch her nipples. And once she was horny and desperate, he would be able to take control. As far as he was concerned, it was an inevitability.

Since there wasn’t a clock in the bathroom, Alex had no idea how long it took. At the same time, he kept checking and double checking different parts of his body. He shaved his arms, his legs, his underarms, and his legs. Every time he checked, however, he found some little patch of hair, maybe a stray strand.

More and more, he just wanted to give up.

He wasn’t going to, however, not with the incentive that Chloe had given him!

By the time he finally decided he had gotten every little bit of extra hair, he turned off the water and grabbed a towel. He glanced over at one of the mirrors, only it was completely fogged up. He couldn’t see anything of his body.

Once he was done however, he wrapped a towel around his waist, and he stepped out into the hallway. The air felt cool against his skin, though he enjoyed it.

He went into the living room, where he found her watching TV.

“I’m done,” he announced.

“Good,” she said, turning off the screen. She jumped off of the couch and spun around. She came right toward him.

Without asking for permission, Chloe grabbed a towel and pulled it away. His finger shot down in a vain attempt to get it from her, but it was too late. He was soon naked in front of her.

“Awesome!” Chloe clapped her hands together.

He wanted to say something confident and smug like, “Oh yeah. You’re lucky to have this, babe.” Or maybe he could have said, “Say thank you.” Instead, he just watched her. His lips parted for a moment, only to close again.

Naked like this, he couldn’t summon up any real confidence, especially because she began to circle him. He kept his hands at his sides, and he looked straight ahead.

“I’m very proud of you. It looks like you’ve done such a good job. And hey, you have pretty legs!”

Didn’t she mean handsome?

Alex decided that he didn’t want to ask. As she circled him, her eyes moved up and down his body, and he felt like something she could buy. This really did feel like an inspection, like she was about to make a purchase. Then her fingers began to slide along his body. She started with his leg, her fingers moving gently up his thigh. As she touched him, her fingertips trailed little sparks of electricity through his body.

He was definitely hard now.

“You look amazing,” she said. “I think you should keep yourself shaved like this from now on.”

“What? No. That’s way too much work,” he said.

Chloe looked right at him. “True, but if girls have to do it, I think you should have to do it too. It’s only fair, right?”

Naked and shaved in front of her, he couldn’t summon up the courage to argue. “I guess,” he finally said lamely.

“That’s right. Now, make me a promise.” She was doing it again, talking down to him. He may as well have been in kindergarten, which would make her the teacher.

“I promise. I’ll keep myself shaved.”

“Every inch below your eyebrows?”

“Every inch,” he promised.

“Good boy.”

She stepped in front of him, and he was about to remind her of her side of the deal, only her fingers pinched at the side of her skirt. She pulled on the zipper, loosening the fabric. Suddenly, it fell down around her. She pulled off her top, and soon she was down to her bra and panties.

Alex could hardly take it.

This girl was magnificent. Another wave of powerful desire pounded through him, but he breathed slowly and did his best to maintain that self-control. Even so, he could feel the need to climax once again. He had been horny before Chloe really came into his life, only now the desires seemed so much more powerful.

He studied the release of her bra, the little patterns of her panties. Suddenly, he was thinking about what it would be like to wear that underwear, to be where her pussy had been.

“You like these?” She spun like a ballet dancer, her hair flashing up and falling back against her shoulders. “I think these panties are really cute.”

“They’re beautiful. But you’re more beautiful.”

“Oh, you’re so sweet!”

Then she stepped closer, but she still wasn’t naked. She touched him, rubbing her chest on him. Then she slipped around behind him, and she whispered into his ear, “I can’t wait to take you back into my bedroom. I’m going to lay you down and ride you so hard.” As she spoke, she touched his genitals again. “Well, you’re so smooth. This is going to be amazing. I can’t wait for us to have sex, Alex.”

She wrapped her fingers around his length, and suddenly he knew it was going to happen again. Time slowed down, and he wanted to pull her hand away. He needed a second to relax, yet there was something so magical about her touch. Besides, it felt so good. He could barely fight it despite the frustration flashing through his body. It burned bright along his skin, overwhelming all of his self-control.

Inside, he was cursing. He almost wanted to cry, but it was too late and it felt too good.

She squeezed him again, and he came hard, he shaft pulsating. After all of his work shaving, all of the effort spent, and now her proximity made it impossible to keep this from happening, especially with her sound of her voice whispering in his ear, “It’s going to be so amazing. I can’t wait to feel you inside of me. I’m so hot right now, Alex. This is going to feel so good.”

His shoulders slumped even as he tensed up, and she squeezed him, practically milking his cock. He blew his load again, only now he wasn’t even wearing panties. His come shot forward, splashing against the floor.

Then she opened her eyes, and she feigned frustration. “Again? Did you really just come again?” She sounded like an owner talking down to a disobedient dog.

The last traces of pleasure dissipated, and he looked down. His heart beat faster, and he spun around. Or at least, he tried to, but she didn’t release him. Maybe she really was stronger than Alex, or maybe this was just his own psychosomatic weakness. Either way, he couldn’t make himself argue with her or fight her hold on him.

“I’m sorry,” he finally whispered. “I didn’t mean to. You just feel so good.”

“It’s okay. But now we have a little problem.”

“What?” With every sentence she spoke, Alex kept expecting her to kick him out.

“I’m still very horny, Alex.”

“I’m sorry. Maybe if you touch me or something, I can get—”

“You really think the only way for you to get me off is with your dick?”

He didn’t understand.

But then, she stepped back and hooked her thumbs into the elastic of her panties. She shimmied slightly as she pulled the underwear down, letting the dark silk stop at her feet. She pulled her toes from the underwear, and then she stepped back to the couch. “Come here. I want you to get down on your knees in front of me. You’re going to go down on me.”

She didn’t even make it sound like a command; it was a simple observation of fact, one that he would not be able to resist or deny.

“I don’t think I can,” he said.

“Why not?” She seemed more curious than anything else.

“Because that’s not something a guy should have to do.”

“Why not?”

Because it would be demeaning. Because it would be humiliating. Because he was supposed to be better than that! He was supposed to be able to stimulate her with his cock and his fingers.

Obviously, Alex didn’t say anything like that because he knew he would insult her. So instead, he glanced around the rest of her living room as he tried to think of some good excuse. But then, she snapped her fingers, and that prompted him to obey. He soon found himself naked and on his knees. “Actually, go ahead and put on my panties first. I’m not using them.”

“Do I have to?”

“Yes. Unless you’re telling me you just want to leave right now.”

He hated the way she could blackmail him like of this, yet that ultimatum always hung on the air, and he knew he would never get a girl as hot as this. Although some small part of him cried out against of this, Alex remained quiet as he picked up her panties. They were still warm from her body heat. He pulled them up the length of his legs. He loved the way the silk encased his shaft. But really, it was what this meant, that he had been marked, that he somehow belonged to this girl…

But he still did it because he loved being with her and he didn’t want to leave.

Besides, at least he was getting to see her mostly naked.

“Would you please take off your bra for me?”

“Say pretty please.”

“Pretty please!”

“Promise that you’re only going to wear panties from now on.”

He blinked, unable to process those words. Surely, he had heard her incorrectly. There was no way she really wanted him to wear panties all the time, was there? Only when he looked up into her eyes, he could see that hunger, the eagerness. She wanted this, and she was going to get it.

“I, I’m only going to wear panties from now on.”

“Good. I think we can go shopping. Would you like that? We can go shopping for your panties together!”

He bowed his head down, ashamed. But really, he didn’t know if he was more mortified by the fact that they were going to do this or the reality that it turned him on again. After coming twice, his shaft twitched, but he couldn’t get another erection, so he couldn’t beg for the chance to have sex.

“And remember, if you don’t wear panties every day or if you try to lie to me, I will know about it.”

Before he could say anything else, she reached down and put her hand on the back of his head. He looked up at her one more time, and their eyes met. He had masturbated to the idea of girls going down on him so many times. Not only that, he had enjoyed Amy’s mouth plenty of times.

Chloe thought about this, and she could feel the revulsion at the back of her throat. Although she and her sister had never talked about Amy’s love life in that kind of detail, she was sure that she would be the kind of sweet girl who would give her boyfriend whatever he wanted. If he asked for blow jobs, Amy would get down on her knees. She would probably even smile. She might even be naïve enough to say that she liked it.

So it is time for Alex to begin working off his deficit.

“Start slowly. Just use the tip of your tongue.”

He didn’t respond, but she tightened her grip on his scalp. It felt good as he began to press down. He was going too hard, too fast. Obviously, he just wanted to get this over with, so she yanked his head back. “No. Slow down,” she ordered.

Alex had no choice but to obey as she yanked on his hair. The pain flashed through his scalp.

When she loosened her hold and allowed him to come and closer again, he started to lick tentatively, like he didn’t really know what he was doing. “That’s right. Nice and slow. Take your time. You aren’t in a rush.”

Since he couldn’t say anything while his mouth was otherwise occupied, he took the flash of his tongue and gently licked up along her pussy. For the first time, he tasted a girl’s juices. Embarrassment hit him like a hammer. He wanted to flinch, to look away, to scramble back. Over and over again, he thought of those little promises he admitted to himself, even to his friends. That’s right. Alex had promised his friends that he was never going to go down on a girl because he was better than that. If she wanted sex, he would give her real sex. But only a girl should ever get down on her knees.

Those declarations boomed to through his head as he licked her.

“Okay,” she said with a feral grin. “Now you can go deeper.”

He obeyed at once, tentatively sticking his tongue deeper between the walls of her pussy. “Oh, that spot feels really good. Lick me right there,” she said. He had gotten lucky, discovering her clit almost immediately. “Remember that spot. You’re going to spend a lot of time working it.”

His cheeks burned red, and he wanted to argue or disagree. He probably could have murmured or moaned, but he would’ve still been a boy on his knees, naked and shaved. All the while, he continued to lick. She held his head between her hands, guiding him, forcing him to slow down or speed up based on her whims.

He knew that she was in charge, but there was nothing he could do about it. He flipped his tongued, harder and faster, working her until she decided to lose control and embrace the orgasm. The pleasure raced through her body as she squeezed his cheeks with her inner thighs. She cried out, threw her head back, and then she looked right down into his eyes. “That was very nicely done, Alex. Now, can we paint your toenails?”

Right away, he knew that it wasn’t a request. She was going to play with him, and there was nothing he could do but go along with it.

To be continued…
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