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Chapter 4

Now

“I want you to tell me about your life before we got together.”

“What would you like to know, Mistress,” asks the trapped boy on the bed. His arms and legs are spread, strapped down to the corners. He can’t really move. He might have a couple of inches of wiggle room, but that’s it.

He isn’t wearing anything except for a collar and the chastity cage that keeps him from getting an erection. He doesn’t know if she will remove it. Sometimes she does; sometimes she doesn’t. It’s all about her impulses and whether or not she thinks it would be a good idea for his training.

“Tell me about your friends.”

His friends.

Even though the sissy didn’t really like them, he hung out with a bunch of other guys. They would play games online, insulting one another, shouting, and screaming about good or bad moves.

And girls.

“What did you talk about?”

“Sometimes video games.”

“And most of the time?”

“Hooking up,” he answers.

The sissy could probably try to lie, but that would be a very, very bad idea. He knows what the consequences can be.

“Locker room talk?” Chloe asks as she tilts her head to the side, gazing down at his body. Ever since she instituted the workout routine, he has become more toned. She has been very careful, however, not to allow him to do any exercises that might get him to bulk up. She doesn’t want a thick sissy; she wants him lithe and sexy, slender and small. He’s a doll, after all. Besides, he looks better in skirts and panties, tights and bodices.

“Yes, Mistress,” he says.

“Tell me about that.”

He really, really doesn’t want to admit anything. Because if he tells her this, he knows that he might be punished. He doesn’t know whether or not the discipline would include pleasure or pain, but the risk feels like it’s too much.

Of course, disobedience would be even worse.

“We used to talk about what we would want to do with different girls.”

“Celebrities or people you actually knew?”

The sissy closes his eyes, thinking about of those testosterone-fueled nights with his friends. “Both,” he admits.

“And what would you want to do?”

“We talked about how we would get girls to go down on us or have sex. We talked about the different merits of different kinds of sex,” he says, every word slow and cautious.

“Interesting,” she says.

His Mistress smiles down at him. “Were you foolish?”

“Yes, Mistress. It was really dumb. We were a bunch of dumb boys.”

“Are you a dumb boy now?”

He shakes his head from side to side. Somehow, he can’t quite bring himself to say anything else.

“Tell me.”

“No, Mistress. I’m not a dumb boy anymore.”

“What are you now?”

“A sissy.”

“Is that because you’re so feminine and girlie?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“But you can’t be a real girl, can you? You’re less than a girl, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he says obediently.

“Men and women are still trying to figure out who’s better and stronger, but there’s no question that you belong at the bottom of the totem pole.”

“Yes, Mistress. I belong at the bottom of every power structure.”

“Are you a beta?”

He hates that word; it reminds him of how much he has lost, but he swallows back the last vestiges of his pride. He is done this so many times before, but he must do it again because it’s what she wants and expects.

“Yes, Mistress. I’m a beta.”

“Good,” she says. She takes have the key, unlocks the chastity cage and pulls it off one piece at a time. His cock springs up, and she looks down at him. “I’m going to leave you here for a couple of hours. I want you to fantasize about what it’s like to obey and how good it feels. Let yourself soak in your need to do as you’re told.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he says. She pats him on the head, brushing her fingers through his hair. Then she smiles and leaves them there to his thoughts.

Then

Two days. Another two days of waiting, of wondering what she would do or want next. At the same time, he still touched himself, thinking about that moment when he would inevitably get her.

Alex knew that he didn’t really have to wear those panties, but he did. When he eventually left her house after going down on her, he could have thrown them to the floor. He could have shredded them. Or he could have just taken them off, folded them, and not worn them again.

But he did it.

Especially when he wanted to masturbate, he slipped into that soft, silky underwear, and he felt it.

His cock pushed out against the interior, and he told himself that he was going to get her.

Only then, she texted, she told him that she was on her way to his apartment. It was time for them to go shopping.

When he looked down at the phone screen, his eyes flickered wider. He gulped, thinking that maybe they should just go shop online together. That way, he wouldn’t have to deal with the embarrassment of buying panties out in public.

She showed up at his front door, knocking several times. He opened it for her, and he had on the same panties he had worn before. Having washed them, he still felt like they were special because they belonged to her.

“Hey, cutie,” she said. She reached out and took him by the hand, lacing her fingers through his. She had a strong grip, he thought as she tugged him forward, back out toward the parking lot.

“You know, I was thinking maybe we could just get some lunch and then go shopping online.”

“No. You can’t buy panties online. That’s silly.”

“Why? I mean, it would be a lot easier. It would probably be cheaper too.”

“Don’t worry, I’m buying.” There was something about the way she said those words that made him blush again. He never remembered his cheeks turning red around anyone else; it was a singular talent that only Chloe seemed to possess. “Don’t worry. I will find some way for you to show me just how grateful you are.”

“Fine. Whatever,” he said, rolling his eyes.

Moments later, he realized that they were headed toward the mall. No. Not bad, he thought. He figured they would hit a department store, somewhere bland and generic. Instead, she parked, got out of the car, and he sat there, feeling foolish. Not the mall. Anywhere but the mall, he thought. He kept thinking of his time in high school when he and his guy friends would walk between the different shops. And inevitably, there would be these swarms of young, hot girls. High school students didn’t have anywhere better to go, so they would wander around, sometimes buying, sometimes just flirting and joking with one another.

Practically skipping, Chloe took him by the hand again. He didn’t like being led around, but Alex still enjoyed that little flutter of pride because he was so close to this girl. If they were holding hands, everyone would know that they were together.

His joy quickly evaporated as they stepped into the first boutique.

“Panties,” she said, leading him directly toward the underwear in the back of the shop. There were different pieces all arranged neatly on a little stand. She held them up, and then she aimed them toward his crotch. “This is going to look so good on you,” she said.

Chloe didn’t bother to lower her voice.

“Please, do you have to make it so obvious?” Alex asked.

“Hey, I’m buying you these, so I can make as much noise as I want.” When she grinned at him, the corners of her eyes crinkled. Obviously, she was having so much fun with this.

He shriveled.

But then, there were a couple of girls off to the side. They were probably in high school. They were trendy, stylish, and sexy. They had on short, denim skirts and tight tops.

Alex made the mistake of glancing in their direction. They saw him, and they started giggling.

Worse, they were whispering to one another. They must have been talking about him.

“Can we please go?”

“Not yet. I want you to pick between the pink and red,” she said.

“I don’t care,” he told her.

“Okay then. We can buy both.”

She picked out one set of panties after another. Some satin, some cotton, some silk. They would all be tight and snug and incredibly feminine.

“Are you sure you don’t want to reconsider?” Alex asked again. “I mean, I can just wear boxers or briefs. They’re a little bit like panties.” He couldn’t believe that he was making that argument to this girl, but Chloe just looked up at him and laughed.

“Nope.” That was it. Then she took the armful of underwear she had and she went straight to the counter. “I’m buying these for my boyfriend.”

The clerk blinked, apparently confused. “Oh, well I, I guess he will appreciate them.”

“Come over here,” Chloe said, calling out to Alex. He had drifted back toward the other side of the store, only now her voice rang out.

And he noticed something else, that edge in her tone. If he didn’t do exactly what she wanted, then he would be punished. He thought of how she had paddled him before. For about half a second, he tried to convince himself she wouldn’t do that again, only he knew this girl, her confidence, and her determination. She could take whatever she wanted, so he scurried back to her.

“I think my boyfriend will like these, don’t you?”

“Yes. They’re very cute,” said the clerk.

“Which ones are your favorite, Alex?” She used his name.

Shivering, he didn’t know what to say. His mind turned blank, but he had to respond, didn’t he? “I don’t know,” he told her. “The red ones, I guess?”

“Okay. And after I pay, you can go back to the dressing room and put them on.”

“What?”

Alex made the mistake of glancing up at the clerk, as though he hoped someone else might be willing to help him. Instead, she was just grinning, like it took all of her self-control not to burst out laughing at any moment.

“Go back, sweetie. Put them on. I want to see you model for me.”

The clerk snorted, and Alex glanced around the rest of the shop. There was a line behind them, so another clique of three girls watched. Although they had their cell phones out, their eyes weren’t on the screens. They were watching, listening, and enjoying the show.

Hoping to shut this down as quickly as possible, he grabbed the panties and quickly marched back to the dressing room. Luckily for him, he found an empty space, and then he closed the door.

He couldn’t believe that he was going to do this. He was putting on panties in public!

The moment Chloe came back, he was going to talk to her. In fact, he held up the panties, and he wondered if he could tear through the material. He wanted to rip the fabric like it was nothing but paper. He could shred it, destroying the purchase she had made only a minute to go.

Something stopped him.

He knew that if he did this, she would punish him. Maybe she would break up with him. The idea made him freeze. Or maybe she would paddle him again. For a second, he couldn’t decide which one was worse.

Before Alex could come to a conclusion, she opened the door without knocking. She stepped inside and swept her gaze up and down the length of her boyfriend’s body. “Hey there. I’m glad you waited for me. Go ahead. Put them on. I want to see you in your new panties and nothing else.”

She leaned in and nipped at his earlobe.

There was a flicker of pain followed by that surge of desire. He was hard again.

“Look, we need to stop this. Let’s just go back to your place, and we can fool around. Let’s make out like a normal couple.”

“But I don’t want to be a normal couple,” she said. “Besides, we aren’t done shopping.”

“I think we are.”

“No,” she replied, easily disregarding his burst of courage. “We have a couple more places to go, Alex. You’re going to put on your panties and you’re going to model for me. Yes, you are.” She pulled back and grinned. “Do you know why?”

He hated that condescending note in her voice, but he still found himself asking, “Why?”

“Because I’ve never been this turned on before.”

It was true. Excitement buzzed through her body; anticipation made her wet.

He gulped again. He looked around the small space. And then he started to pull off his shirt, his undershirt, his socks, his shoes. Soon, he was down to the panties he had already put on. “And look at that. You’re already hard. I bet I can make you come right here.”

“No!” Obviously, it would have felt good, but the idea seemed like too much. There were people around. What if someone walked in? What if someone caught them?

Chloe stepped closer. “Are you sure, Alex? Are you sure you don’t want me to put my hand in your panties? I mean, we’ve already got so many panties for you, it’s not like you need to worry about keeping those clean. A little bit of a mess wouldn’t be a big deal.”

“I’m not going to come in my panties,” he insisted.

Her eyes lit up with a different kind of excitement. “Oh, that’s something to challenge.”

She flashed her white teeth as she stepped closer and he fumbled back, eventually bumping into the corner. There was nowhere for him to flee to, and then she was leaning in again. She nuzzled his neck with the tip of her nose even as her fingers pressed into his shaft once again.

No, not this, not again, he thought. But those were conscious, intellectual ideas. Biologically, primal need began to spread through his skin. He could feel it flash from his crotch out into his stomach and then up along his spine. Desperation made him breathe heavily.

Eyes open, he didn’t see anything. He was too busy concentrating on the dancing movements of her fingers along his erection.

“If you really don’t like this, then you’re obviously not going to have an orgasm. Orgasms mean you like this. Orgasms mean you want me to keep going,” she said.

“No. That’s not true,” he tried to say, only his voice stuttered and broke.

Chloe knew that she was teasing him; she understood exactly how that logic could be used, but for the moment, she really didn’t care.

It was impossible for her to feel any kind of sympathy because she kept thinking of her little sister. Amy was still pining over this boy. She was still clinging to the hope that maybe someday they could get back together.

Someone had to do something; someone had to make sure that Amy could no longer see Alex as a real man ever again. And once that happened, she would be able to move on.

At the same time, Chloe loved that look of dismay on his face. He was so easy to tease and manipulate. For a year, she had dealt with legal sharks and administrative predators. But here, she had this college sophomore, and he was about to lose control. Sure enough, she could feel that spurting, the moisture, the heat soaking through his panties.

“Unless you want some of those girls to know what’s happening, you’re going to be nice and quiet for me. Don’t make a sound.”

His lips opened as he tried to moan, only he somehow held those sounds back.

All the while, Chloe laughed at her boy.

“Very good,” she said. “But hey, look at that. You got some on my hand.” She only touched him through the panties, but some of the droplets still soaked through. So she held up her palm.

“Can’t I just use the underwear?” He didn’t want to say panties; he didn’t want to admit what she had tricked him into wearing.

“No,” she said with a demeaning shake of her head. “When you make a mess, you need to learn to deal with the consequences.”

But that wasn’t fair! She made him do it! Even as that idea crossed his mind, he couldn’t really say anything, not when it had felt so good.

So he leaned in, and he licked away the juices that had soaked through the panties. He swiped his tongue up and down the flat of her hand until she pulled back. “Good boy. I’m very proud of you,” she said, pinching his cheek. Then she grabbed his panties, pulled them down, and he stepped away. She bundled them up and set them aside before holding out another pair.

“These are super cute,” she said. “I know they’re hard to see, but you can make out the little butterfly imprints along the back. What do you think of that?”

“I think I shouldn’t be wearing panties,” he said.

“But you look so good in them,” she replied.

“I’ll put them on,” he said. True to his word, he slipped his legs into the elastic opening, and then he pulled them up. Just like the previous pair, these were snug around his shaft. He was soft now, but he still enjoyed the sensations. He didn’t want to, but he couldn’t deny the way they made him feel.

“Sexy,” she said. “Now do a little spin for me.”

He glared at her for a second, wishing that he didn’t really have to do this, but her will was stronger, and she was patient. More than that, she could have punished him at any moment.

“Do a pretty little twirl for me,” Chloe ordered.

He spun around. As he did so, he felt like an idiot.

“Now, hold your hands above your head like you’re a ballerina.”

“I’m not a ballerina!”

“Not with that attitude, you’re not,” she said. At the same time, Chloe held one hand above her mouth like she was trying to hide her snickers from him. “Trust me, Alex. If I want to make you into my cute little ballerina, I could.”

He held his position for a few more seconds. Somehow, that slight delay assuaged his ego, at least until he raised his fingertips to the air, touching them together. Then he did another spin for her.

“That’s amazing! You look so cute!” When he finished with the spin, he dropped his arms back to his sides. “I don’t want to look cute!”

“Yes, you do. And you know why?”

“Why?” Alex felt like he had to ask.

“Because cute gets me hot. Cute makes me wet,” she explained to him, her eyes locked on his, her tone absolutely serious.

He found himself swallowing again and wondering if she really meant it.

But then, she snapped her fingers and told him to get dressed. They had more shopping to do!

For more than two hours, they wandered from one shop to another, exploring the different boutiques. He trailed after her, feeling as though he had no choice. Occasionally, he protested or insisted that they had enough. Each time, Chloe convinced him that they needed to continue. She was in charge; more and more, that became obvious. But he kept thinking about what might happen when they went back to her place.

They bought him a bunch of different panties in different styles. Most of them looked like bikini briefs, but she also got him a thong. Finally, she looked at him. “I think we’re done. I think we can leave now.”

“Finally!”

They got back into her car, and she started driving them. But it took him a few minutes to figure something out. “I thought we had to turn down that street to get back to your place.”

“Who said we’re going back to my place?” Chloe asked.

“I thought…”

“You don’t need to worry about thinking, Alex. Don’t worry about it. I’m going to drop you off, and you’re going to wear these panties every single day. In fact, I think you should stop wearing boxers altogether. They don’t look good on you, not like these. These are so cute!”

“They make me look really feminine,” he said, speaking the word slowly and deliberately. He hated uttering them.

“And what’s wrong with that?”

Her question trapped him, and he knew it.

“There’s nothing wrong with it,” he finally acknowledged.

“Good boy.” She reached up and stroked his cheek with the back of her hand. It felt incredible. He wanted more. But now, she pulled up in front of his apartment complex. “Now you’re going to go off, have fun with your friends or do your chores, and then I will call you, and we will hang out some more. Does that sound good?”

If he argued, she could just break up with him.

Remembering that simple fact, he nodded his head. Then he got out. “Don’t forget your panties!” Chloe called out to him. He walked around to the back of her car and picked out the different bags. Each one was clearly labeled. They were pink, purple, and gray, each one bearing the name of the different boutique where they bought his new panties.

At first, Alex did exactly what she wanted. He wore his panties out, even when he went to grab lunch with his friends. They talked the way they always had, checking out the different girls, debating which celebrities were the hottest and needed to be banged the hardest. Some of them told stories, but Alex found that he contributed little.

Instead, he kept glancing down at his phone, desperately hoping that she would contact him again.

“What’s up, man?” That was Darrell.

Alex quickly put his phone away, realizing that an embarrassing message could come through at any point. “I’m just waiting for something.”

“What?” Darrell asked.

Their other friend, Chris, tilted his head to the side. “Don’t tell me you gave your number to a girl.”

“Totally rookie move,” Darrell said.

“No, I didn’t give away my number. I’ve been hanging out with someone.” Right away, Alex regretted those words.

These two friends glanced in his direction. “Yeah, right.”

“No way.”

“What? You don’t believe me?” Alex asked, his pride pricked. Of course, he didn’t even know what shape his ego was supposed to be in at this point. He was with his two best friends, but he was also wearing panties underneath his jeans. Every time he moved, he could feel the soft silk. Or maybe that was a psychosomatic reaction. Either way, he couldn’t forget what that girl had done to him.

He needed to stop this.

“What’s her name?” Chris asked.

“Chloe.”

“So you’re done with Amy?”

Alex pressed his lips together for a second. He didn’t think his friends would say anything; he didn’t anticipate any moment when they would be in the same room as Chloe or Amy. And yes, he kept thinking of Chloe and what she would do. He kept thinking of how he might disappoint her.

If he disappointed her, she might punish him.

The thought tightened his back. He breathed out slowly, doing his best to remain nonchalant in front of his friends. He didn’t want them to sense any weakness, to realize just what this girl was doing to him.

A different sort of shame flashed through his body.

“No. I’m not done with Amy. Just seeing this other girl on the side. You know how it is.”

Darrell and Chris both chuckled appreciatively. “But what about you, Darrell? How are things going with you and the girl you met?”

Thankfully, his friends moved on to that topic of conversation. Alex didn’t know what he was supposed to say, but he came to one conclusion. He could lie to Chloe because he wasn’t going to wear panties anymore.

Chloe let him wait; she didn’t call him for another nine days. For the first couple, he was fine. He went about his days, relaxing, watching TV, playing video games, and messing around on his phone. It was summer, after all, so he could enjoy himself a bit. Or maybe that little hint of anxiety gave him patience.

Because really, when Chloe called him, he had no idea what to expect.

For her part, she relaxed, savoring the simple fact that she didn’t have anything to do. Sure, she occasionally went into the office to answer a couple of questions, sit in on some meetings, and consult with other people, but the partners were giving her a lot of leeway. Considering what she had pulled off, they respected her.

More than that, they didn’t quite know what to do with her. A junior associate wasn’t supposed to score that kind of victory. Now Chloe found herself in a category all on her own.

A thought occurred to her.

If she left him alone long enough, how long would his obedience last?

It was a fun question, an interesting one.

So she decided to give him a little test.

Chloe texted him, Hey, what are you doing?

The response came almost immediately. She smirked at that, having expected him to make her wait for a couple hours at least.

Clearly, he was hungry for more attention. This boy couldn’t help himself. Maybe he yearned to believe he wielded some real strength in their relationship, but he didn’t. Little by little, she was training him, even if he couldn’t see it.

I’m good. Just hanging out.

Are you at your place?

Yeah, why?

No reason, she typed in and hit send. Then she got out of her car, and she walked up to his apartment door. She knocked. At the same time, she smirked, thinking that he would probably be on his couch. He would freeze, perhaps wondering if this was just a coincidence or not.

But then he opened the door.

“I’ve never actually been in your apartment,” she said. “I thought it was time for a tour.”

“Chloe!” He probably didn’t want that panic to shoot into her name, but he couldn’t help himself. She pushed forward, walking past him.

“Actually, this isn’t bad. Whenever I think of a college guy’s apartment, I assume that he’s going to be a slob.” Yeah, there was a dirty cup on the coffee table, but that was pretty much it. It looked like Alex was a pretty fastidious guy. She filed away that little detail, thinking that it would be helpful for later on.

“I’m still in my sweats, so I’ll change, okay?”

Without waiting for her permission, he started to walk back toward the small bedroom. It was a tiny apartment, just a kitchen, bathroom, living room, and bedroom. He only needed to make it a few steps.

Still, her hand shot out, and she grabbed him. She took him by his forearm, and then she tugged him back. “No. There’s something we need to deal with first.”

“What’s that?” His voice rose an octave, probably because he knew precisely what she had in mind, only he couldn’t face it.

“Are you okay, Alex? You look nervous.” She came closer. She put her hands on his hips.

He probably could have shoved her away, but that would have pissed her off. He kept thinking, scrambling, desperate to come up with some kind of strategy. But he didn’t know what to do, especially because she was grinning, and he was looking into her eyes. He got lost in her irises.

“You look very nervous,” she told him.

“I’m not nervous.” His voice cracked. He was a terrible liar.

“It’s okay. Just tell me what’s going on.”

“Nothing,” he answered, way too fast.

“Good.”

She grabbed onto the elastic of his sweats and yanked down his pants. Sure enough, she saw that he was wearing a pair of boxers.

“That’s not good.”

Then she noticed something else, a pile of clothes in the corner. There was his shirt, another pair of boxers, and his pants. She noticed the belt still looped into his jeans.

“Get on your knees. I want you in front of your couch right now.”

“What, what are you going to—?”

“Now,” she commanded, her voice cutting through his meek words.

Alex didn’t think he could do this, especially because he had just been watching TV a few minutes ago. He had been checking out the actress, thinking about how hot she looked. Of course, whenever he tried to focus on a celebrity, his thoughts inevitably shifted back to Chloe. But now, he found himself on his knees in front of his couch, and he turned his head to watch as she retrieved the belt from his jeans.

Oh no.

“The last time we hung out, you and I came to an arrangement. You remember what that was?”

“Look, I just took a day off. All of the other panties were dirty,” he said. “I had to do laundry!”

“You shouldn’t try to lie to me. You aren’t very good at it.”

“I’m not lying!”

She moved with graceful confidence, like some fairy queen from mythology. She lowered herself down onto his couch, and she bunched up his belt, folding it. The black leather shined along the curve.

“We had an agreement,” she said simply. “Strip. I want to naked right now.”

“What? No. I won’t!”

Chloe looked at him for just a second. That’s all it took. Something fierce and ferocious and hard in her expression, destroying every ounce of willpower he possessed. Suddenly, he found it necessary to pull down his boxers, to take off his shirt, to remove every thread of clothing.

And when he stood there naked, he realized something else humiliating.

He was hard once again.

“No. You’re not going to enjoy this,” she said. “I don’t like liars, Alex. I don’t like that you made a promise and that you broke it. I also don’t like the fact you thought I would be dumb enough to believe you.”

“I’m sorry,” he said, spitting out the words.

“You might be,” she said. “I don’t know if I can trust you, but I do know that I can punish you. So get over here right now.”

He crawled forward, and then she put her out her hand. She placed her fingers against the back of his neck, guiding him face down onto his stomach. He was on her lap now, and she touched the belt to his backside. He felt the smooth leather as it caressed his skin.

“Are you going to lie to me again?”

“No. I’m sorry.”

“Then why did you lie to me in the first place?” Chloe asked.

“Because, because I thought I would get away with it…” His voice trailed off.

Fortunately, he had his face down, so he couldn’t actually see the grin on her face. She really appreciated that answer. It was honest.

Still, she cocked the belt up into the air before bringing it down in a tight arc. It was loud as it cut through the air right before it smacked down into his ass.

Red instantly blossomed along his buttock, prompting her to grin ferociously. Oh yes. She felt it again, that little jolt of power. This wasn’t a negotiation; it wasn’t diplomacy. This was power, pure and unrefined. With just a few words, she could get this boy to do whatever she wanted. He might struggle or argue, but he would obey.

“That was just one,” she said.

“Please, I’m sorry!”

“I believe you,” she said. That prompted him to exhale with relief, only then she smacked his ass one, two, three, four, five more times. Each time she struck, he winced. At first, he did a remarkable job of holding back his emotions. Like so many other boys, he thought it would be a sign of weakness to show his feelings. Or maybe he just wanted to impress her.

Either way, it took four lashes of the belt before he finally cried out. His voice cracked. Not only that, his eyes were getting wet.

Strangely enough, his cock remained hard the entire time. She could feel it as he shifted, like he thought he might be able to get away. With one hand on the back of his neck, she held him down, pinching that sensitive spot even while she used his own belt on him.

“Apologize.”

As the pain dissipated, he found himself crying out, “I’m sorry! I’m sorry I lied to you.”

“So what you going to do from now on?”

He gulped. “From now on, I will wear my panties every day, just the way you commanded,” he said.

Commanded. She liked that word.

“Are you in charge?”

Through that haze of pain, he knew what he had to say. “No. I’m not in charge.”

“Who is in charge?”

Deep down, he thought that he was just playing a game, that these words didn’t really mean anything. He was wrong.

“You are the one in charge,” he said.

She tossed the belt down onto the floor. It clattered just before she began to caress his backside.

He was so sensitive! Her every touch and stroke made him shiver. Something close to electricity jolted through his body, but he remained right where she wanted him.

“I don’t like punishing you, but I will. I will because I know that it’s good for you. Now thank me.”

She expected gratitude? Alex felt the surge of anger, but then he thought of her beautiful face, the dulcet notes of her voice, and just how good it felt when she touched him. Besides, if he walked away from this, then he would be admitting that he couldn’t handle it.

So even as this girl sculpted his ego, it held him down and encouraged the worst decision. “Thank you,” he said.

“For what?”

He pressed his lips together and thought about it. Different words fluttered to the forefront of his mind, but he didn’t really want to admit any of them. Despite this, he said, “Thank you for punishing me. I never should have lied to you.”

“No, you shouldn’t have lied to me. That was a very foolish thing to do, Alex.” She nudged him off of her lap, so he was naked and found himself back on his knees. She put her hands on his cheeks and looked down into his handsome face. “I really care about you, but I think it’s important for us to understand something.”

“What? What do we need to understand?”

“I have your best interests at heart, and I also make better decisions for you, so I should be in charge. Say it.”

“You should be in charge.” He didn’t know why, but he said those words so easily. They just fell out onto the air. They seemed almost…natural.

“Good boy. Now, go get your panties. Pick out something nice and frilly, something that will please me.”

His lips tightened together into a frustrated pout, yet she pulled her hands away, and he got up onto his feet. He walked back into his bedroom and retrieved one of his pairs of panties.

He didn’t put them on right away. Instead, he brought them back and quickly asked, “Do you like these?”

They had a tartan, red pattern. They actually reminded her of something a schoolgirl might wear. “They do look amazing,” she said to him.

“I’m glad.”

“Now come here.”

She spread her legs to make enough room for him. He obediently slipped into his panties, pulling them up the length of his legs. And once they were on, he had to admit, if only to himself, that they felt really good. How could that be possible?

He was supposed to be a lone wolf, hunting through clubs, searching for hot girls to have sex with. But instead, he was doing whatever this young woman said.

Because she was hot. Because she was strong.

This time, when she grabbed his hand, she was gentle. She tugged him down so that he sat between her legs.

“I think today might be the day, Alex. I think we could finally have sex. What you think of that?”

As she spoke, she brought her hand back down between his legs, and she started to touch him.

“That sounds incredible. Can we go to my bedroom right now?”

“No, not yet,” she replied, her tone chiding. “But soon, so soon. First, I need to make sure that you have some endurance. I mean, every other time I’ve touched you, you’ve lost control so fast. And yes, it’s adorable, but it doesn’t make for the best of lovemaking.”

“I know what I’m doing,” he growled back at her.

“I’m sure you do,” she said, only her voice was so patronizing! “But there’s just one problem. If you can’t control yourself, then I can’t have fun. So we need to work on your endurance. Like right now, can you hold out?”

“Yes,” he said, but he could already feel that strain against his endurance. “I can do this.”

“If you can hold out for a minute, then I will take you right back into your bedroom and fuck your brains out,” she whispered. “Do whatever you want, Alex. You can use me, tease me, and turn me into your own private harem girl.”

She whispered those fantasies into his ear, and he kept picturing her on her knees, looking up at him adoringly. Finally! That’s what he needed. For so long, he had played her games, but if he could just go for an entire minute, then he would get everything he wanted. He wanted to plunge down into her, to take her, to claim her. Because once he did that, the dynamic of their relationship with change inexorably. They would never go back.

In fact, he wanted to grab some of these panties, stuff them in her mouth, and hold her down. He wanted her to whimper and cry out as he slid into her, making it clear she belonged to him now.

Yes. That’s what would happen!

But then she squeezed on his shaft. Up until this point, her fingers had lightly and deftly teased him.

It had to have already been a minute, right?

Wrong.

She squeezed again, forcing him to climax. He lost control as the impulse overwhelmed him. Suddenly, he was shooting his load up into his panties again.

Distantly, he could hear her laughing. Or maybe that was his imagination. Those giggles vibrated along his eardrums, all while she squeezed, forcing him to come in that silk.

“Oh, look at that. It looks like you lost control again. Yeah, we definitely need to do something about your endurance, Alex.”

He slammed his head down, his chin brushing into his chest. How had this happened again?

“It’s not my fault.”

“Really? Why not?”

“You were teasing me.”

“Alex, if you can’t handle my hand. How do you think you could handle real sex?” It was a valid question, and one that he couldn’t answer.

“But don’t worry. I have a special treat for you.”

“What?”

“Seeing you in your panties and punishing you have gotten me really turned on,” she said.

“Does that mean you still want to mess around?”

She put her hands on his shoulders and nudged forward. He fell to the floor. On his knees, he looked up at her. He drank in the sight of her shining hair, her bright eyes, and the curves of her breasts. He may have been spent, yet his libido wasn’t satisfied.

Too bad for him.

“Absolutely,” she told him. “Just because you got off doesn’t mean I’m done.”

“What do you want?”

Chloe touched the underside of his chin. Her nails dug into that soft flesh. “I want to feel your mouth on me, Alex. I want you to stay on your knees and lick me. I want you to eat me out as eagerly as you can. Show me what a good boy you can be.”

A good boy. That label wouldn’t apply for much longer, especially since he was already shaved and in his panties. She only a few steps left, she thought, suppressing a triumphant giggle. After his transformation was complete, he would be something else, something special, something better. Chloe couldn’t wait as she thought of her butterfly boy. Those plans excited her; they made her wet. They sent heat cascading through her body.

“Keep licking. It feels so good,” she said. “I love having you on your knees, Alex. You feel so good. That’s right. Keep going. Oh yes. Don’t stop. Don’t, don’t you dare stop!” Her face tightened with ecstasy as she clenched her eyes down. But then she forced herself to relax even as his tongue darted left, then right, swirling from side to side, up and down.

“I love having you like this. I love knowing that you’re shaved and in your panties. Damn. You are so sexy!”

That’s what he wanted and needed to hear. After all, his ego had been battered, but if she told him that he was sexy, then maybe he could put up with this for a while longer. She manipulated him instinctively; he took everything as complements because he needed to know that he was good at this.

So Alex did his best, licking faster and deeper. He teased her clitoris with the tip of his tongue. He worked hard, doing everything he could to make her feel incredible.

It worked.

Pretty soon, her hands were on his shoulders, and she pinched as he bobbed his head down and up. Her fingers pushed down, and then she threw her head back. She cried out, panting, gasping, finally screaming through her orgasm.

“That was so good,” she told him. “I’m very proud of you.” She released him, and he withdrew. When he looked up at her again he didn’t know what to say, so she patted him on the head just before she brushed her fingers over his cheek.

It was time to send him home.

She made him wait again, four days this time. Along the way, he touched himself, wishing that she would respond to his text messages. Although she was never rude, he never got the desperate responses he wanted. He might send her a little emoji or a picture or something, and then she would answer with one word.

Pretty soon, he learned that she didn’t like to communicate via text messages. Unless she was going to tell him that she was on her way or something, he needed to wait for her.

More than once, he would be sitting on his couch, playing some games or watching TV, and the screen wouldn’t be able to anesthetize him, so he would keep thinking about Chloe. He imagined her lips, her cheeks, the shape of her breasts and the tight lines of her waist. Over and over again, he would think about how much he wanted to hold her, touch her, take her.

His shaft would get hard, followed by something else.

Embarrassment.

First, he always wore his panties. He didn’t know when she might want to see him or check on him, so he no longer touched his boxers. Panties every day. That’s what she wanted, so he gave it to her.

But there was another reason for him to be ashamed of those erections.

They had been dating for weeks now, and he had only felt her hand. She never went down on him, and they never had sex. By this point with Amy, Alex could have snapped his fingers and told her to get on her knees, and she would have obeyed!

Amy.

Occasionally, he thought about calling her or texting her. The idea would flip behind his eyes, and then he would immediately shove it away. No. He wasn’t going to call her. He wasn’t going to mess around with her. Alex didn’t know if he had a good thing going with Chloe or not, but he didn’t want to give her up, especially when he had done so much for her.

His thoughts drifted back to that prick of humiliation. He hated to think about it, but he needed to learn control somehow. Whenever he came close to Chloe, he got hard. And after just a few strokes, a minute or two of touching, he came. Why? Why couldn’t he hold out?

His nostrils flared, and he started wondering if maybe he should practice or something.

Just as the thought crossed his mind, he got another text message.

At first, he figured it would be from Chris or Darrell. But no, it came from Chloe.

Like always, when he saw her name on his screen, his heart started to pump faster. He held his breath as he opened the message, wondering exactly what she wanted this time.

Hey. Come on over. I have a present for you.

As Alex walked through the door, he told himself that he wasn’t nervous. But she was pointing toward her dining room table. On it set a small box, neatly wrapped, about the size of his fist. He didn’t know what it might contain, but he took several tentative steps closer.

“You know, I’ve been having a really good time with you, and I appreciate how patient you have been. But there’s something else I think we should do.”

“What?”

“Do you trust me?”

“Yes,” he said automatically.

“And you know I have your best interests at heart, right, Alex?”

“Yes,” he said.

“Okay, so you know that when I ask you to shave and when I put you in panties, it’s because I really like it, but I think it’s good for you too.” She leaned in. “I think that’s why you get so excited.”

“Maybe I should go back to being a regular guy then,” said the boy.

Chloe laughed at him. She burst out with giggles and chuckles mixed together like he had said something really funny. That must have been a great joke.

“No, sweetie. I like having you this way. In fact, I want to do another inspection. Strip down of everything except for your panties.”

“Do I have to?”

The look on her face answered him immediately. Yes, he had to do this. And if he didn’t, there would be consequences.

His shoulders slumped slightly as he exhaled. Breathing out, he pulled off his shirt, pants, socks and shoes. Soon, he was standing before her.

“Very nice. I love how you’re so smooth.”

Chloe began to circle him. She had no problem touching him, her fingers brushing along his chest, raising his arms, and caressing his legs. “You look just like my doll,” she said.

“I don’t want to look like a doll,” complained Alex.

“Oh really? Are you lying to me again?”

“No,” he said, his voice flat and brittle.

“Then why are you excited?”

Alex didn’t know, but at least he had an answer. “Because I’m close to you and you always turn me on. You’re so sexy.” He sounded immature with those comments, but he didn’t care. It was probably the truth.

“Oh, you look so cute. I’m never letting you go back to being a regular guy. Regular guys are gross and hairy and lame. I want you to be sleek and sexy. I love it when you look  just like this.” Only then she reached up and ran her fingers through his hair. That soft, easy intimacy only added fuel to the arousal burning through his body.

And of course, she made sure to reward him. She reached down and stroked his scrotum and shaft through the soft satin of the panties.

“You look so cute. Now go open your present.”

“Okay.”

He walked over to the dining room table, so she checked him out. She loved his smooth legs and his tight little bottom. In fact, she started thinking about what she could do with that ass of his.

Just not yet.

Pushing down her excitement, she watched as he picked up the package. She studied him, focusing in particular on his face.

He tore through the wrapping paper. Then he looked down, right before he turned to her. “I don’t understand. What is this?”

“It’s a chastity cage,” she said. She strolled up to him and took the box from his hand. “See this tube here?” Chloe asked, pointing down to the picture on the box. “It goes over your penis. Once it’s in place, you won’t be able to get an erection or climax while you’re wearing this.”

“And you want me to wear it?”

“Absolutely.”

“I, I don’t think I can.”

“Why not?”

He tried to say something, except the words broke apart in his throat. He stuttered and stumbled instead, finally stopping and staring down at the floor. He was mostly naked while she had on a black, leather skirt and high boots. Suddenly, he realized that she even felt taller in those heels. A boy like Alex didn’t want to admit it, but this girl intimidated him so easily.

“Because,” he finally said.

“Because why?” Chloe pressed down on him.

“Because it doesn’t seem fair.”

“Alex, this isn’t about fairness. This is about what you need and what will be good for us.” Silently, she added, For me. “Now, I’m going to take you back to my bedroom, and I’m going to play with you a little bit. Doesn’t that sound nice?”

Chloe took the small box from his grip, and then she placed her other hand on the small of his back. Nudging her plaything forward, he took one tentative step after another. Really, he probably only did it because he wanted to be back in her bedroom. He wanted to see the walls and her bed. Maybe he was even clinging to the hope that he would get to seduce her somehow.

Chloe had already set everything up. She had always loved her fourposter bed, but now she had attached a set of straps to each of those wooden pillars.

If he noticed them, he didn’t say anything. He must’ve realized that he wasn’t going to be able to get her to change her mind. She pushed him down onto his back.

From there, she climbed up onto the bed, and she took a hold of his panties. She pulled them off, and his erection sprang up instantly.

“Look at that you must be really excited right now.”

“Please, you don’t have to use that cage on me.”

“Oh? So you’re telling me that you can control yourself now? Is that what you want me to believe?” Skepticism dripped from every word.

“Yes!”

Chloe touched one finger to the corner of her mouth. “But I don’t think I can believe you.”

“Why not?”

“Because you have lied to me in the past.”

His face flushed when he heard that. Biting down, he tried to think of something good to say. “Please, you can trust me.”

“How about a little game?”

“What? Anything!” He didn’t mean to sound that frantic, but Alex couldn’t help himself now either.

“If you can keep yourself from losing control again, then you don’t need to wear the cage. But if you do lose control, you’ll not only do you wear it, but I keep the key.”

“Fine, yes, anything!”

“Are you sure?” Chloe teased. “I mean, once I have you locked up, I won’t have to let you out at any point, not unless I make the decision.”

Alex probably still thought that she was a girl, so she needed a cock deep inside of her. Of course, he should have considered the fact that they hadn’t yet had sex, and she seemed perfectly happy with things as they stood.

Grinning down at him, she waited for his answer. “Yes. I’ll do it.”

He breathed out, grateful for the fact that he had taken care of himself a little while before.

“Okay then.”

She reached down and took his hand and then toward the corner of the bed. “What’re you doing?”

“I’m strapping you down,” she said.

“Why?”

“Because it turns me on, and it’s going to be fun.”

“You don’t have to tie me down,” he told her.

“I don’t have to do anything. I want to do this,” she answered quickly.

Then he felt the first restraint as she pulled it tight around his wrist.

In this first couple of seconds, he told himself that these were probably just novelty restraints, like something she picked up from a joke store at the mall. She secured his other wrist, followed by his two ankles. Spread out now, naked, and trapped, he decided to test the bonds.

At first, he just rotated his wrists as he tried to slip free. This was supposed to be easy, he thought. Instead, the straps just dug down into his wrists. This only got worse as he pulled harder.

All the while, Chloe remained poised above him. Braced on her knees, she watched.

“Go ahead. Struggle. Your absolute best. Show me that you can get away. In fact, I would even take back the chastity cage without any problems if you can free yourself.”

“You’re serious?”

She leaned in, snaking along his body until her lips were close to his ear. “Not only will I take back the chastity cage, I will even go down on you, Alex. Wouldn’t you like that? I will give you the best blow job you have ever had.” Her voice was ripe with lascivious intent. This girl must have known what she was doing.

His heart raced faster, especially as she pulled back. Smirking down at him, she watched as he mentally prepared himself. Then he started to fight, pulling, twisting, and yanking. The restraints went tight, all of the slack vanishing as he struggled to get free.

He bucked and thrashed around, clearly eager to get off of that bed. And yet, he couldn’t do it.

Alex simply needed to free one of his hands. If he could get the use of his fingers back, he would have been able to open the straps. But that wasn’t happening.

His arms and legs were still stuck.

“You’re running out of time, Alex,” she said.

Although they never agreed to a timeframe, Chloe wasn’t going to let him continue to fight forever.

Then he settled down, falling back to the bed. His chest was rising and falling like he just finished a marathon or something.

Cocking her head to the side, Chloe let a bang fall in front of her face. “Well? Is that the best you’ve got?”

Teeth locked together, he tried again. He pulled and fought with everything he had. She watched as the strain danced along his features. He was using all of his energy, but then he had to give up. The seconds ticked by, and he ran out. He fell down against the mattress.

“Okay. I guess that means you don’t get a blow job. But don’t worry. We still get to play the second part of our game.”

“Chloe, do you think you could let me up for a minute? I’m not sure I can do this.”

“No.”

His eyes widened and his lips parted.

“Alex, let me explain something to you. When you enter into an agreement, you have to keep your word. You can’t just make a promise and break it. That’s not how this works.”

Satisfied that he understood her message, she started to play with him.

First, she slid up along his body. She touched his cheeks and slid her fingertips down to his jaw, his neck, and finally to his chest. She put one hand over his heart. “You must be really excited right now,” she teased.

“I’m not,” he said, doing his best to deceive her.

“Liar,” she said with a giggle. Then she brought her hands lower. Every time she touched him, he felt it, that rush of anticipation. It was hot, magma, electric. The frisson couldn’t be ignored as it pumped through his flesh.

Chloe smiled a down at him again. “Don’t worry. I’m not mad, not this time. It’s okay. You’re all excited, so you can’t help yourself. Just relax. Let this happen.”

If he relaxed, he would lose control, he knew. And yet, the tension wasn’t helping either. He was so hard.

He looked down along the length of his body, and he saw his erection pointed toward the ceiling. More than anything, he wanted an orgasm. He wanted to feel that explosion of pleasure, the inferno of desire as it rushed through his body.

She kissed him right on his forehead, then between his eyes, and then on the tip of his nose. As she did so, she rubbed her breasts over his chest. She began to go down, lower and lower.

Before, she teased him with the possibility of a blow job. Was she going to do it now?

If so, he didn’t stand a chance. Alex knew right away that he would come so hard!

It might even be worth it, he thought.

Only then, she pulled back. Sitting up, she reached down and stroked him. This may not have been her mouth, and it wasn’t the blow job he hoped for, yet the desire began to pump through his body anyway. It tightened around his chest, his arms, and his legs.

“Can you hold out? Can you show me you don’t need to be locked up?” Chloe asked. “Because remember, if you lose control, I get to hold your key. It will belong to me.” She giggled. “Hey, if you wear a chastity cage and I own the key, does that mean I own your dick too?” She sounded like a little girl asking a silly question.

Alex wanted to answer, only he couldn’t bring himself to make a sound. All of his concentration led toward one goal: he needed to keep himself from climaxing. He didn’t know how much time he had left, so he decided to hold out for as long as he possibly could.

“You know, I am kind of flattered. I mean, if you keep coming in my hand, I guess that means you find me really attractive. That’s so sweet!” As she teased him, she stroked him again, assaulting his senses with her touch and her voice.

Everything about her intoxicated him, making it harder and harder to hold out. Inevitably, he was going to lose; it was only a matter of time. How long could he stand this? How long could he keep his body from surrendering to her sexual magnetism?

As he inhaled and exhaled, gasping and panting, Alex did everything he could. He clenched his eyes shut, and he tried to think of something else. He needed to shunt his thoughts in another direction. Taxes. His water bill. That old professor who gave him an F that he didn’t deserve.

None of it worked.

He opened his eyes again, and he saw the dark allure of her irises, the smooth curves of her cheeks, and of the cute line of her nose. Everything about this girl entranced him. He tried to look away again, only he couldn’t. She was a visual addiction.

“Look at that. You’re doing such a good job. Can you keep it going?” Her tone made it clear that she didn’t think he stood a chance of success. But it was fine if he wanted to struggle. She was having fun with this game.

Because to her, it was just a game.

“Want to hear something funny?” Chloe asked her bound boy.

He didn’t have the energy to respond. As his heart pattered in his chest, he pulled against the restraints again, perhaps hoping that this would distract him. Or better yet, maybe he would get free! Neither of those things happened, and then she was speaking again, her soft tones cutting down to his core. “I’m just playing with you, Alex. I can make you come whenever I want. Just a little bit of touching, some soft caresses, and you can’t help yourself. You give up right away.”

“That’s not true.”

“What if I use both of my hands?”

She provided a demonstration, still stroking him with one hand even as she reached down with her other. She stroked his thigh before lighting her fingers up under his scrotum. Electric desire shot through his body, snapping along his nerve endings. He arched his back, and then she squeezed down, making him climax.

The rush of pleasure overwhelmed every thought, every impulse, every little bit of control he may have possessed. It flooded his system, leaving him awash in satisfaction. But even as it felt so good, his eyes got big again. “No! No!” He cried out those words, like they might make the slightest difference. Of course, they didn’t. She made him climax, so he squirted his load up along his pubis, all the way to his navel.

“Look at that,” she said with faux disappointment. “I guess you still can’t control yourself. At this rate, we’re never going to get to have sex.”

“No. Don’t say that!”

“It’s okay, Alex. If you really want out of this, you could break up with me right now. Is that what you want? Do you want to dump me?” She sounded almost distraught at the prospect.

His head spun, like he couldn’t even understand what she was saying. But then the words burst from his lips. “No! Please, not that.”

“Okay then,” she teased. “Does that mean I should put you in a chastity cage?”

He nodded his head, a quick little movement, almost like he couldn’t acknowledge what he was doing.

“Say it.”

“Yes. You should put in a chastity cage.”

Really, he had no idea how this was going to feel. He didn’t know that these things even really existed until she showed him. But now she opened the box, and she took out the different pieces.

He threw his head back against the mattress. Still tied down and helpless, he couldn’t really stop her anyway.

Before she started to put the cage on him, Chloe made sure to wipe him down. This came close to getting him excited all over again. But he breathed through his teeth because he didn’t want that embarrassment.

After she was done cleaning him off, she brought a ring up around his scrotum. A tube went over his shaft. The weight felt odd, he reflected. Because he didn’t want to think about it or really experience it this moment, Alex did everything he could to zone out entirely.

When she was done, she straddled him. He could feel the heat of her thighs against his flanks. “There we go. How does that feel?” Reaching behind her back, she brushed his scrotum.

His body reacted immediately. Despite his recent climax, he was young and horny and he never got to the release he truly needed. A hand job wasn’t the blow job or the pure sex he craved.

Almost immediately, his shaft started to harden again. Or at least, it tried to.

“How does that feel? Does it feel good? Does it make you feel like you can finally control yourself?”

Alex didn’t say anything, not as he felt his shaft push its way up against of the sides of its new cage.

“Oh, that’s the most important part.” She hopped back between his legs, picked up the lock, and then she slipped the small bar into its opening. “Get ready. This is the best part.”

Click.




Chapter 5

Now

“Mistress, if you are ready, everything has been prepared.”

“Good sissy,” she answers as she rises from her spot at the head of the dining room table. Leaving her tablet, she walks back into the living room. The floors have been recently vacuumed, and the TV has been dusted. The windows sparkle as sunlight streams down through them.

Up until she procured and started training her sissy slave, she had to worry about hiring someone. Even when she brought in outside help to keep her place clean, she never got to the level of quality that she expected and demanded.

Of course now, everything is different because she owns this sissy.

He knows it; he also knows that if he doesn’t do an excellent job a, he will do it again. And again. And again. Plus, there will be additional consequences. His life is very simple and explicit in this way.

“How do you feel?”

“Nervous, Mistress,” he says, his voice high-pitched and timid. He may not make very much noise or raise his volume, but he still speaks clearly.

“Why are you nervous, sissy?”

“Because I want to please you,” he says.

She starts laughing; she can’t quite help herself, not when she enjoys that simple, honest answer. It feels good to know that he understands his place.

“Show me your panties.”

He raises up his skirt. He isn’t wearing stockings or tights on this particular day, so she can see the trim musculature of his legs. More importantly, they seem so dainty and feminine when they are shaped like this. She shakes her head for a moment, considering the simple fact that so many men hate the idea of being feminized, yet so many of them possess these ideal bodies. They might want to focus on their broad shoulders or strong jaws, but their beautifully long eyelashes and slender legs are ideal. Plus, so many of them have these tight little asses, just like her sissy.

When she looks down at his panties, she can’t help but smile at the bright pink satin. She comes up to him, and she strokes his underwear. “You always look so cute in your butterfly panties,” she says. “You like wearing them?”

“I don’t know, Mistress.”

“You don’t?”

He shakes his head. “No, Mistress. But I can say that I like them if that’s what you want me to do.”

“Yes. Do it.”

“I like my panties, Mistress. I like them very much.” His eyes remain aimed at the floor because he doesn’t want to look up at her.

“There’s a good sissy,” she says, tapping his cheek. His skin is so smooth, so soft. She loves that about him. He moisturizes several times a day. His beauty regimen is intense, but she knows he can handle it. Because if he doesn’t, he will be punished.

“You may lower your skirt,” she tells him.

From there, she walks away, beginning her inspection. She checks the mantle, running her finger along the top. From there, she walks over to the sliding glass window that leads to the backyard. She checks the corners, searching for smudges or smears.

After that, she heads into the kitchen. She brushes her fingers along the countertops. They’re smooth, cold granite. When she glances over at the stove, she sees that it looks brand-new. There isn’t a single stain anywhere on it.

“Not bad,” she says.

From there, she walks to the small laundry room at the rear of the house. She opens the dryer and washing machine. Each one is empty, and both units practically sparkle. When she glances around the floor, she doesn’t find any dust, not even a speck of dirt.

Her sissy follows her around, although he makes sure to keep a respectful distance.

When she glances over at him again, she can’t help but smile. Not only has he done an excellent job so far, but she just enjoys looking at him. He’s so cute, so pretty.

“Do you ever wonder what would happen if I let you go back to your old life?”

At once, he shakes his head. “No, Mistress.” Surprisingly, she believes him despite the fact that he understands there are certain answers he has to give. Much of the time, he might feel like he’s “lying,” which doesn’t matter in the slightest. She might tell him to explain how much he enjoys wearing his panties. Even if he hates them, he has to gush about how cute and pretty and sweet they all make him feel. He might have to beg for a spanking, even if he doesn’t think he deserves one. Because he really does belong to her, he will always obey and do everything he can to please his Mistress.

This time, she believes him. She starts to think that maybe he really doesn’t think about his old life or what it could have been like before she imprisoned him in panties and caged his shaft. As an offhand comment, she asks, “Why not?”

For her, the answer might not really matter, but the sissy looks down at the floor again before he closes his eyes. “I don’t think I can go back to my old life, Mistress. I think I have been too thoroughly trained.”

“Oh, what do you mean?” She still grins at the idea that she has broken him so totally and completely that he can’t imagine what it would be like to be a man again. He doesn’t have it in him, not anymore. She drained away that vital essence. She tricked him, and now he belongs to her. Yes, that idea definitely makes her grin. It fills her with this bright satisfaction that can only come from a job well done.

His jaw clenches as he considers his answer. He knows he must respond; he has to answer as he doesn’t get any kind of privacy. “Well, before you started training me, I guess I thought I could be whatever I wanted. But now I know that I’m just a sissy, Mistress. I know that I need an owner to tell me what to do.”

“Tell me something, how long did it take before you figured out that you were never going to get to be a real man again?”

He whispers, “Too long.”

Then

Staring hard, Alex focused on his reflection in the mirror. When he looked at his face, he felt mostly normal. If he focused, he could summon up his normal confidence. He could walk into a store, an office, or a classroom and still feel like himself.

Of course, he was wearing a dark blue shirt and jeans. He didn’t have on his shoes or socks, which meant that he decided to glance down. When he did so, he shivered as he saw the bright pink nail polish. A surge of humiliation ran through his body, but it was only going to get worse.

He unbuttoned his shirt and shrugged it off. Next, he loosened his jeans and pulled them down the length of his body. Now he was naked except for his panties and the chastity cage underneath. As he looked into the mirror now, he saw his smoothly shaved skin.

He looked down at his hands. There should have been little strands of hair along his knuckles and down the sides of his wrists. Instead, they were smooth. His arms were smooth; his chest was smooth. When he looked down at his legs, he found the same thing, and he knew just how feminine they looked.

Chloe had done this to him.

When he looked down at the panties, he felt even worse. He was wearing panties! What was wrong with him? How had he allowed this girl to do this to him?

Adding to his frustration was the desire.

It had been weeks now since she last touched him, weeks since she allowed him the pleasure of her fingertips along his erection. They still hadn’t had sex!

He tried not to think about it. The moment he considered what Chloe might look like naked or how it would feel to slide his member deep into her, his cock started to harden, only to feel the boundaries of his plastic cage.

He shook his head and did everything he could to swallow back his frustration. No, he wasn’t going to allow himself to think about her. No, he wasn’t going to think about sex with her.

Instead, he had a different goal in mind.

Alex needed to break up Chloe.

He had his phone right there on the bathroom counter. He just needed to grab it, pull up her name, and send the message.

He smirked, thinking that he might want to try to ghost her. He liked the idea of fading off, just disappearing. She could message him again in a day or week, and he wouldn’t answer. He could change his phone number and vanish into the digital ether…

But that wouldn’t work, Alex already knew. If he disappeared, he had the distinct impression Chloe wouldn’t even notice. She was so beautiful, he thought. He pushed his fingertips down into the palms of his hands as the frustration gripped him. This wasn’t fair! He wanted her so badly! He needed to be with her!

And yet, she put him in a freaking chastity cage!

Incensed, Alex grabbed the panties and pulled them down. He kicked them off as fast as he could, and then he looked down at his cock, now trapped in that plastic tube.

He grabbed onto it, and he pulled, tentatively at first. Then he tried to work it from side to side, thinking that maybe he would be able to get it off. If he could free himself from this cage, maybe he would feel like more of a man again. Maybe he would have the strength to buy some nail polish remover, some real boxers, and to let his hair grow out again. He wanted to feel manly and powerful. He wanted to hold onto that sense that his masculinity gave him something special.

Alex never really noticed what being a man had meant to him. It was just unspoken, this wonderful right that meant he could go out and try to conquer the world. As a guy, he only needed the most basic etiquette. And for the most part, if he was honest, that was fine because he was a man, and he didn’t need to worry about what other people thought. Sure, there might be consequences. Someone might call him an asshole or something, but he didn’t need to care. He wasn’t some girl who needed other people to validate his existence.

Now he wore panties. Now his cock and been taken away. Because really, that’s what this meant. He hadn’t been able to touch himself or masturbate for weeks. Even the thought was enough to make him pant. As his chest pumped up and down, he grabbed onto the bathroom countertop.

He needed to rub himself, to touch himself, to get off!

Gulping back some of the desire, Alex walked out of the bathroom. He marched into his bedroom and he threw himself down onto his mattress. Still mostly naked, he began to stroke his balls. He touched himself lightly, which only meant that his cock started to harden again. As he shaft tried to stiffen, he felt the trap once again. The cage wouldn’t allow him to get hard. It wouldn’t allow him to feel the pleasure of stiffening.

Before all of this, Alex never knew or realized how good an erection could feel. As far as he had been concerned, that was just the beginning, the first step toward something really powerful.

Now orgasms felt more like dreams, and he didn’t know what to do.

No, that wasn’t true.

He had to break up with her.

He had to dump her. He needed to write the message. He wasn’t even sure what he was going to say. Although he had fantasized about it many times, the exact words never materialized.

In his imagination, he would write the message, send it, and Chloe would show up at his place, her eyes brimming with tears. He wanted to see her as she fought to keep her lower lip from trembling. He wanted to hear her struggle to find the right words as she begged him for forgiveness. She would hold out the key on the palm of her hand, and then she would get down on her knees and promise that everything would be different from now on. He would be in charge; he would master her, taking whatever he wanted, and she would be grateful for the attention he gave her.

Alex opened his eyes again. He couldn’t allow himself to think like that. It was a mistake to get excited, a mistake to turn himself on like that. He rolled over onto his stomach, and he pressed his hips downward. He wanted to rub himself into the mattress, to climax without touching himself.

But he couldn’t. No matter how hard he tried, the chastity cage wouldn’t allow it.

He needed to break up with her!

There was no other choice.

Alex got up, and he went back into the bathroom. He picked up his phone, and just then, he felt it buzz in the palm of his hand.

Hey, Alex. I was just thinking about you and your panties in your chastity cage. It always makes me so wet. You want to come over? We can have some fun. It was from Chloe.

His eyes scanned across those words again and again, and he knew that this was a trap. Every time he went over there, she stripped away another layer of his masculinity. She taught him how to please her, whether that meant using his mouth or his fingertips. More and more, she wanted to control him.

He wasn’t a complete idiot; he knew what was happening, but he still couldn’t stop himself.

Gripping his phone so tight that his knuckles turned white, Alex began to type his response. This time, he forced himself to be a real man.

You know what? No. I’m not going to go over to your place. So far, I’ve let you get away with acting like a total bitch, Chloe. But that ends now. From now on, I’m in charge. From now on, I will do what I want. So if you want to come over here and beg for my forgiveness, you can come to my front door, get on your knees, and knock. You’ll stay on your knees, and you’ll wait for me. Then I’m going to let you in. Maybe. And if I do, you had better show me the respect I deserve. You’d better be ready to spread your legs and open your mouth because I’m going to fuck you into submission. You’re a girl, and you need to learn to act like one.

His fingers typed frantically across the digital keyboard. Once the message was finished, he stopped. If he touched the screen one more time, the message would jump out onto the network, eventually filtering back to his girlfriend.

More than anything, he wanted to hit send, but he kept thinking about that girl. Chloe. Whether it was her name or the color of her hair or the shape of her face, something held him back. Maybe it was the fact that he hadn’t yet been with her, not really.

He knew that he had to break up with her, but the phone buzzed in his hand before he could make a decision one way or the other.

Come over tonight, and I think we can have a lots of fun. Just think about how good it could be. I want you on your back, ready for me.

Alex lowered the phone. His arms went slack at his sides, as if all of his strength abandoned him. Moments later, he lifted the device back up, and he deleted the previous message he had been about to send it.

I’ll be right over.

Along the way, Alex felt like a complete and total idiot for doing this. Where was his dignity, his backbone? Didn’t have any pride?

Apparently not. It seemed like he would do anything for this girl, and he just couldn’t help himself.

Granted, Alex didn’t think of Amy at all. That other girl was little more than a phantom in his mind, someone he had played with and someone who had entertained him. She wasn’t anything else, not even when she had stood in front of him. Apparently it had been their six month anniversary or something, and her eyes were wet. “Don’t you care about me? Seriously, don’t you care about me at all? I don’t feel I ask for much, and I really want to be with you because I love you, but it always feels like you don’t care.”

At the time, Alex had said something consoling. Maybe he had wrapped his arms around her and held her tight as he whispered into her ear. Actually, he couldn’t really remember, mostly because he didn’t care that much about anything that happened while he was with her. She had a tight mouth and knew how to use it. But after that, he couldn’t worry about her one way or the other, especially now.

Although he had mostly gotten used to walking around in a chastity cage, it still felt unusual. There was something about the weight pulling down on his genitals. No matter how far he went or how long he had worn this thing, it never let him forget about it.

Normally, when he wore his boxers or even his satin briefs, Alex could forget about the garments underneath. He never really worried about his socks or his pants either.

But the cock block was completely different. There was always that little pressure, that tug of gravity between his legs.

But at least he found himself standing in front of her door once again, and as he raised his arm, Alex told himself that he was going to do better this time.

For one, he was going to get the chastity cage off. Second, he would have his way with this girl. He wasn’t sure how he would do it, especially because he could already feel the adrenaline spike in his bloodstream. He didn’t want to think about it or admit it, but he was nervous. He’d been to her place many times, yet the fear still pushed into him, nearly making his knees buckle.

She opened the door, and that’s when his eyes widened to the size of quarters. All the moisture seemed to drain away from his mouth, and that recently reconstructed confidence broke apart.

She wore a pair of black panties and a lacy, matching bra. Although it didn’t seem like she wore any makeup or even tried much with her hair, she still looked gorgeous, like some movie star who had spent hours to make sure that she seemed normal and naturally gorgeous.

In Chloe’s case, it might’ve really been effortless. He could certainly believe it as he stared at her. Everything about this girl attracted his attention, his focus, his desire. All of a sudden, he felt like he wanted to please her. It shoved into him, claiming him.

“Hello,” she said with a wicked grin. “I was hoping that maybe you could do my toenails again?”

Not only did she wear her bra and panties, but then he saw the necklace. She wore a gold chain with a small key dangling at the end, just above her cleavage. Once again, his body stirred, and he thought he was about to get an erection. Inevitably, the equipment he wore prevented that from happening.

The key.

Alex started to reach out for it before he remembered his place. He dropped his hand back down and lowered his gaze. “May I come in?”

“So polite,” she purred. “Yes, of course you can come in.”

Alex walked past her and soon spotted the nail polish on the coffee table in front of her couch. His heart started to speed again. After he licked his lips, he looked back to this beautiful girl. “I was hoping we could do something more intense.” He despised the uncertainty in his voice.

“Too bad,” she said with a giggle. The corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement. He could say whatever he liked, except she didn’t have to take him seriously. In some ways, he still felt like her little sister’s boyfriend.

He exhaled slowly and stepped forward. He walked back to the couch and sat down, although he didn’t relax. Rather, he kept his back straight like he thought he might have to jump up at any moment.

Sauntering back, Chloe glanced at him. Right away, she could read of the irritation radiating off of him. He hated this, and he was humiliated by all of it. Somehow, that didn’t bother her. Maybe she knew that her power over him with strong enough, that it could endure his best efforts.

“Stand up and strip for me. You’re always so pretty when you’re wearing nothing but your panties.”

“That’s not the only thing I’m wearing,” he muttered. Chloe immediately grabbed onto her key. She pinched it gently between her fingers, savoring the edges against her fingertips.

“No, it’s not,” she said. “But I think it’s really good for you. I mean, you are learning self-control, aren’t you?”

“Yes.”

“When was the last time you touched yourself?”

“I haven’t been able to masturbate in weeks!”

“So when I finally decide to mount you, you’re going to have all of the self-control.”

“I don’t think that’s how it works,” he protested.

“Sure, it is,” she said, knowing full well that she had no intention of letting him out of the chastity cage anytime soon. After all, it made her so wet to think of his manhood trapped under that plastic and locked away.

For a second, she indulged in a simple question: what would the world look like if every man had to wear a chastity cage? How would they behave differently if the women in their lives owned their pleasure?

Shaking her head, she pushed the question aside because she needed to focus on manipulating the boy.

“Anyway, don’t think about it. I’ll let you know when you get your reward. Besides, aren’t you grateful for the chance to see me like this?” Almost unconsciously, she brushed her fingers down one shoulder, along her bicep, to her flank, then the elastic band on her panties. She pulled it, snapping the material against her hip.

He started to groan with frustration. Another wave of hatred for the chastity cage swept through him, but he still wasn’t going to be able to take it off.

“Go ahead. Strip for me.”

She lowered herself down onto the couch. She kept her palms on her thighs as she watched him.

He stood up, and he started to take off the garments, just as he had done on so many other occasions.

“Look at that. You must be really excited right now. You’re soaking into your panties.”

“I know,” he said.

“Don’t worry. We’re going to do something about that,” she said, although Alex noticed she didn’t add any specifics.

“Yes, please,” he told her.

She smiled back at him as he pulled down his pants. Sure enough, she saw the satin briefs. She grinned, tilting her head to the side slightly.

“You look so cute in those panties. I love it when we can play like this.”

Once he discarded his jeans, she reached out, grabbed him by his wrist and pulled him down onto the couch beside her. Then she lifted up her feet and rested them across his lap.

“I already cleaned them off this morning. I just want you to paint them again.”

“Do I have to?”

“Do you ever want to get out of that cage?” She sounded like an adult talking down to a child. Obviously, he wanted to obey her because if he didn’t, there would be consequences. It was that simple.

“Yes. I really, really want to get out of it,” he said, each word shaking.

“Then I think you want to paint my toenails. Come on. It’s going to be fun! You can just be one of the girls.”

“I don’t want to be a girl.”

“A sissy then?”

The color drained away from his cheeks, leaving his skin white and frightened.

When Chloe saw him like this, she had to suppress the urge to laugh. It was hard. Really hard. She kept wanting to giggle at him because he looked so adorably scared.

“I’m not a sissy.”

Chloe pulled her legs away from his lap. She sat up on her knees, so she now stretched several inches taller than him. She touched his chin and looked down at him. “Alex, I’ve got you in panties, and your toenails already sparkle. There’s nothing to be ashamed of if you’re a sissy. It’s okay. I mean, you want to be with me, right?”

“Yes,” he said.

“Are you willing to do anything for me?”

“Yes,” he said again. Somewhere deep in his psyche, a voice raged against all of this. It told him that he needed to fight with her. That was the same voice that prompted him to try to break up with this girl, not that Chloe even knew about his deleted text message. Some part may have wanted to fight, but it was too weak to resist her aura of confident beauty.

“That’s right. You’ll do anything for me, which means you will be a sissy if that’s what I want. Right?”

“Yes,” he said.

For a second, his eyes flickered, and she started to wonder if maybe he really would summon up the energy and confidence to resist her. That’s why she gave him a very special treat. She reached down into his panties and started to stroke him again. Her fingers worked along his scrotum. She teased the underside of his balls with gentle caresses.

“I like having your balls in the palm of my hand,” she said.

“It feels really, really good,” he confessed. And that was true enough.

After so much denial, any stimulation drove him wild. It became harder and harder to think clearly. His whole being buzzed with pleasure and anticipation. In fact, he started dribbling almost immediately, the tip of his cock wet with excitement.

“You like this, don’t you, sissy?”

“No. Please, don’t. Don’t call me that,” he said, his voice strained with need, but he couldn’t stop her. That’s what sounded like he was whining.

“It’s okay if you like this. Every sissy gets excited when he’s wearing his panties.”

“No. But I don’t want to be excited,” he complained, his eyes shut as the pleasure gripped him.

It wasn’t fair. Even if Chloe didn’t have access to his shaft because of the cage, she could still turn him on. Hot arousal surged to through his body. It felt like rivers of magma in his veins. The pleasure was overwhelming and so intense. It made him pant; it made him gasp. The adrenaline kept pumping through his body, only didn’t have anywhere to go.

“Tell me you’re my sissy,” teased Chloe. “Tell me you love being my sissy.”

“Yes! I’m your sissy!” Just a little bit more, and it felt like he might be able to climax. He didn’t even know how that was possible, yet it was there, intense powerful and ultimately undeniable.

“Yes! I, I’m your sissy!” Alex repeated.

“That’s right. So when I tell you to paint my nails, you’re going to do it. When I buy you a cute pair of panties, you’re going to wear them, and when I want to do your makeup, you won’t argue with me, will you?”

“No. I, I won’t argue!”

Just like that, she pulled her hand back from his panties, and he shivered again.

Alex couldn’t put any coherent thoughts together. Every word, sound, and idea felt jagged and wrong inside of his head. Had he really just said he was a sissy? Had he really surrendered so totally to this girl?

Yes. He had done it. Not only that, Chloe didn’t even need to spank or punish him. Instead, she just made it happen with a few light caresses. As he thought about this, he tried to get angry. Only then she nudged him back to the couch, and she pulled her feet up and spread them along his lap.

“Go ahead. It’s time for you to do my nails. Do a really good job a, and you’ll get a reward.”

Alex wasn’t sure if he could believe her or not.

He bowed his head down, however, and he reached out. He picked up one bottle of nail polish. It was a shade of electric blue. Like most of the others, it sparkled. “Would you like this?”

“Maybe. Try something a little bit more feminine, maybe something cute and green.”

“Green?”

“What? Did you think it had to be bubblegum pink?” Chloe shook her head. “No, femininity can come in many different shades.” She grinned at him. “Although I do really like you in pink and purple.”

Alex tried not to blush, but there was something about the easy way she looked at him.

“Whatever you say.”

“That’s right. And how can you tell I’m in charge?”

Pressing his lips together, he gulped. “Because you can spank me?”

“Yes. I can. And?” She reached up and gently began to touch the key to his chastity cage.

“And because you have that,” he said.

“What is it?”

“The key,” he replied quickly, hoping that his response would be enough. It wasn’t.

“The key to what?” teased Chloe.

“The key to my chastity cage,” he finally said. “You have the key to my chastity cage. It’s yours. It belongs to you.”

“That’s right. Now pick out a pretty shade of green, something that you would like to see up close.”

He narrowed his eyes slightly, but then he plucked out a jungle, sparkling shade of green. He opened the bottle. The stringent aroma hit his nostrils, but he still aimed the small, round brush for her big toenail.

“This is always so relaxing. I love it when you do my nails. And Alex, you’re really, really good at it.”

“I guess,” he replied.

“Oh, don’t sell yourself short. I’m really happy with what you can do for me.” She smiled at him, but there wasn’t anything encouraging in that expression. On the contrary, she seemed to be mocking him, deriding him for his “abilities.”

“Now go ahead and paint my nails, sissy.”

He inhaled, opening his mouth, it was clear he wished to say something. At once, she knew that he wanted to ask her not to call him that again. But just a few seconds later, he must have realized it was going to be futile, so he closed his mouth.

Smart sissy.

Like a good servant, he worshiped her, slowly painting each of her nails. Pressing his lips together, he took his time as he focused on the task before him. Yes, his body was tight with desire, but he didn’t slow down or complain.

“I feel so good,” she said. “I think when you’re done, I’m going to let you give me a foot massage.” She made it sound like she was doing him a favor.

“Okay,” he said.

“Come on. Where’s the enthusiasm? You should be grateful. You know how many guys would love to get this close to me?”

It was true, Alex knew. And yet, in his fantasies, he was always the one who would take control. “Besides, I have something very special planned for later.”

“What?” Alex asked, his tone shifting. He sounded excited, very excited.

“Just a little something special for my sissy.” She grinned at him. “Would you like the chance to make me feel really good?”

He had gone down on her before, and he wanted to do it again. He sometimes imagined a scenario where he would lick her pussy, and she would get so excited that she demanded his cock. His member stirred once again before it pressed up against the boundaries of its cage.

“Yes, please,” he finally said to her.

“That’s what I like to hear.” She grinned back at him for another moment before she said, “keep going.”

Alex could hardly believe it, but he really did double his efforts. He tried as hard as he could, making sure that the nail polish was nice and smooth along each toe. And when he finished, he exhaled slowly, breathing down.

“You may massage me now,” she said, the language sounding more like some ancient Princess.

Even so, he did everything he could. He pressed his fingers down against the sides of her feet, her heels, and even her toes, although he was incredibly careful not to smudge any of the polish.

“Oh, that feels good. I like it when you massage my feet. Maybe this will be something I have you do more often.”

“But I have classes starting soon,” he said.

“That’s true, although I suppose I could have you just come live with me.”

“What?”

“Would you like that? Would you like to move out of your crappy little apartment?”

“Yes!” He couldn’t hide the excitement from his voice, especially when he imagined how it would feel to sleep with this beautiful girl every single night. He would be able to wrap his arms around her, to grab her breasts, to tease her and feel her. Obviously, he would get out of the chastity cage finally!

“That’s something you can work toward,” she said.

He worked twice as hard now, and she could feel it. He worked her skin slowly and deliberately, pressing down. Even though she loved this, she still lift her head and smile at him. “You know what? I think you need to show me what kind of roommate you would be.”

“What? How?” Even as he asked those questions, he didn’t stop massaging her.

“Go ahead and get up. I like to see you clean my house for me. Start in the kitchen, make your way out here, and then go to the guest bedroom.”

He stared at her for a couple of seconds, his expression blank with confusion. He really didn’t understand. She wanted him to clean? That didn’t make any sense.

Chloe lifted her feet and wiggled her toes. Apparently satisfied the polish had dried sufficiently, she got up and walked back into the kitchen. When she came back, she held up a frilly, black apron with white trim. It almost looked like something a French maid might wear.

“Put this on.”

Alex stood up. He didn’t reach for the apron, however.

“Now,” Chloe said, her voice strict.

Almost automated, his arm rose up, and he took the apron from her. He held it with both hands now, but he didn’t quite know what to do. Clocking her time, Chloe came up behind him, grabbed the apron, and pulled it over his head. From there, she started to tie it into place, securing the ribbon near the small of his back. It looked really cute, especially just above his panties.

“Do a little spin for me,” she said, stepping away.

He didn’t want to do this, and he tried to say so, only something stopped him. When he glanced over at Chloe, he felt it, that tightness, the desire, the hope. She might allow him to live with her! The prospect made his body run hot with hope.

So he turned around slowly. Holding his hand over his chest, he worked his way in a tight little circle while she examined him.

“Very cute,” Chloe said with a nod of her head.

Alex didn’t say anything.

“What? You don’t like being cute?”

He answered with a timid, almost angry shake of his head.

“Be honest with me,” she ordered, touching one finger to the underside of his chin. She raised his gaze and made him look up at her. “How does it feel when a beautiful girl like me pays this much attention to you? How does it feel, knowing that you are mine now?”

“This isn’t what I was expecting,” he replied truthfully.

Chloe threw her head back and laughed because her sissy could be so funny!

“Tell me.”

“I like it. I just, this isn’t what I thought I should get…”

“Don’t try to expect anything,” she told him. “Just do as you’re told. Just obey.”

He looked at her like he didn’t understand, like those words didn’t make any sense, only then he nodded his head. Perfect. He was learning. Little by little, Alex would accept her authority. They had already come a long way, she reminded herself.

Chloe stepped back, and even though she was very wet, she looked at him again. “Alex, I know that this has been difficult for you, especially because of your little problem.” As she said that, she pointed her pinky down toward his crotch. He blushed again, humiliated by the fact that he kept losing control. Now it was only the chastity cage that kept him in check.

As he breathed out, she continued, “But I think you have a lot of potential, and I love having you as my boyfriend. So that’s why you’re going to show me just how useful you can be.”

“How?”

“By cleaning up my house.”

“You want me to act like a servant,” he said, practically spitting out the words. Alex lifted his gaze, and he glared at her, if somewhat furtively.

With every second, he expected her to deny it. He thought she was going to say that was crazy or something. Instead, she shrugged. “It’s important that you do as you’re told. So get to it, and then you’ll get your treat.”

“What do you mean?”

He didn’t expect a real answer, but then she put her hands on his hips and tugged him forward. He fell to the couch, right beside her. Sitting up, she leaned in and whispered along the curves of his ear, “I’m going to have sex with you.”

He pulled back slightly, thinking that maybe she intended to have him go down on her again. But there was something about the sparkle in her eyes…he believed they really would finally have sex.

That’s why he moved, pushing himself back up onto his feet.

“I’ll be my bedroom. Come get me when you’re done,” she said, dismissing him. Just like that, she got up, and she walked away, heading down the broad hallway to her bedroom.

Alex didn’t know what he was doing. Once he was left alone in her living room, anticipation and nervous energy began to run hot along his skin. On the one hand, he wanted to go have sex with her. On the other, he knew that wouldn’t happen, especially if he didn’t do a good job cleaning. When it came to his apartment, he was a reasonably clean guy, especially for a college student. But Chloe was different. She was an attorney, and she took things like cleanliness seriously.

He got up and walked to her kitchen. Fortunately, there were a few dishes in the sink already. He spotted the sponge, some soap, so he went to work. He cleaned the dishes, washing them quickly. As he finished each one, he made sure there weren’t any little specks or stains that he might have missed.

One dish after another, he put them back on the drying rack. He also made sure that they were neatly stacked.

He didn’t want to give Chloe any excuses to back out.

Already, his cock ached with anticipation. He couldn’t wait for that moment when they could finally have sex, when they could finally be together.

It would feel so amazing, he told himself.

A couple points, he had to pull back his apron to look down at his panties. Sure enough, he had a dark spot right in front of his shaft. He was dripping because he was so excited.

Alex told himself to stop worrying about it. Instead, he went to the closet and found her vacuum. He ran it across the living room floor, and then he went into the separate family room. After that, he looked around. Luckily for him, Chloe was pretty clean, so he didn’t think he needed to dust or do anything like that.

There were a couple of books on the dining room table, so he returned them to her shelf. After that, he didn’t quite know what to do, so he decided that he was probably done.

Alex marched forward. Before he had been put in panties and his chastity cage, he would have barged in on her. But now, he couldn’t bring himself to do it. Instead, he stopped right in front of the door, he raised his hand, and he knocked gently.

“Come, come in!” Chloe called out.

He turned the doorknob, stepped across the threshold, and he found her there on her back. She pulled off her panties, so now she ran the tip of the vibrator along her crevice.

He stood there as he watched his girlfriend masturbate. She was so sexy, so hot!

It took all of his self-control not to rush across the room and throw himself up onto the bed and start kissing her.

Alex already knew that would be a mistake, so he held his spot.

“Oh, wow, I didn’t think you would finish so fast,” she said sheepishly, pulling the vibrator away from her pussy. Straightening her back, she looked at him sheepishly. “Come here.” She beckoned him with the curve of one finger.

Alex didn’t need to be asked again. He rushed forward, practically jumping up onto the bed. That’s when she grabbed him, used his momentum, and pushed him down onto his back. She straddled him, and now she kissed him.

It felt so good to have her mouth on his. She was wet and slick, warm and hot all at the same time. Not only that, he felt the key to his chastity cage brush along his chest as it fell down. She pulled back from his lips and went for his neck. From there, she scratched at his chest, her nails grazing his skin.

“You like this, don’t you?”

“Oh, yes!”

“Do you like watching me masturbate?”

“Yes!”

“Then get to the foot of the bed and watch me do it one more time. I want you to see me come before we have sex.”

There. There it was again, that promise. She made it sound like an inevitability.

His shaft strained again against its plastic prison, but he didn’t want to argue with her; he couldn’t risk giving her any excuse to change her mind. So he retreated back. Still dressed in panties and that lacey apron, Alex positioned himself right at the edge.

He watched as she picked up the vibrator and lowered herself down onto her back. She spread her legs.

Alex drank in every detail; he wanted to memorize this moment. After all, they were going to have sex. Finally, they were going to have sex.

She turned on the vibrator, sliding it down along her crevice. “Have you ever thought about using something like this?” Chloe asked. Her eyes were lit and glazed with pleasure as the device thrummed along her most sensitive spot.

“I love seeing you right here, Alex, especially in what you’re wearing.”

He should have just ripped off the apron and panties, only he couldn’t do it. “Can I take them off?” He made the mistake of asking, so she grinned at him and shook her head.

“No,” she breathed as she brushed the vibrator up and down her crevice. “No, of course not. You look so cute dressed like that. I can’t wait to pull down your panties and take you.”

He gulped, his mouth turning dry as he heard those words. Alex started to suck on his bottom lip as she pushed the dildo deeper into her opening. She pushed down, savoring every sensation as they pulsated through her body. More. She wanted more!

Chloe kept going until she arched her back and climaxed. The orgasm made her scream out, but she didn’t pass out. Instead, she opened her eyes again and looked right at her sissy.

“You never told me how you felt about using something like this.”

“I don’t think I could,” he said.

“Sure, you can. So why don’t we experiment?”

She beckoned him closer with that same curve of her finger. He crawled toward her, and then she grabbed him. She pushed him down onto his stomach. It was so easy for her. The excitement of authority raced through her body.

“It’s okay if you’re a little bit nervous. I’m going to make sure that it’s nice and easy for you.”

Then she did something he didn’t expect. She leaned down, and she kissed him, first on his neck, then the back of his head. Her fingers moved along his exposed back, gently gliding soft caresses over his skin. Little bumps appeared near his shoulders and biceps. At the same time, the excitement became almost overwhelming. He kept imagining that moment when she would let him out of the chastity cage.

But she didn’t. Instead, she continued to kiss him and touch him. She squeezed his exposed ass and brushed her fingers over the backs of his legs. He shivered; this felt really good.

“You like being my sissy, don’t you?”

“I, I don’t want to be a sissy.”

Her hand lashed down hard, smacking into his exposed buttocks. When she spanked him, he winced. At this point, he couldn’t even try to hide it. The pain flashed through his skin, making him clench down, like he might be able to hide from the sensations. But no, this girl had him, and she wasn’t going to release him.

“I’m going to strap you to the bed. I want you totally helpless, Alex.”

“No, please, don’t,” he said, only this girl had done something to him. The training had been going on for so long that he could hardly resist as she pulled his hands up toward the corners of the bed. Then she pulled the straps out. She took them from their hiding spots, and she wrapped them around his wrists, pulling them tight so each strap gripped his wrists.

“Very nice,” she said.

She retreated back. For a second, Alec started to worry that maybe she would just leave him there. But no, she spread his legs, and then she tied those down as well. He felt another set of manacles around his ankles. The straps were pulled tight, making sure that he couldn’t get away. He was spread out and totally vulnerable now.

“How does this feel?”

“I don’t like it,” he said.

“Are you sure about that?” Chloe asked, guiding her hand back down between his legs. She teased the underside of his scrotum, her fingers dancing lightly, sending fresh waves of need to through his body. “Because I could stop if you ask really, really nicely.”

Alex didn’t believe her.

He stayed quiet, thinking that maybe this would preserve some of his dignity. And yet, her fingers sped up, taunting him with their merciless skill and efficiency. With every second, the intensity built, nearly overwhelming him.

“You want me to fuck you, don’t you?”

“Yes!”

“Then tell me how much you love being helpless.”

Alex could hardly believe it, but he surrendered to this young woman. He had done it so many times before, only this felt different because she actually had him helpless. It didn’t even feel like he was making a choice now. He pulled against the restraints, only to feel their firm solidity. He wasn’t going anywhere; he couldn’t possibly get away, and they both knew it.

Still, some animal instinct prompted him to struggle, to pull and yank and twist as hard as he could. He thrashed about helplessly, all while she continued to stimulate him. With her fingertips brushing and caressing his skin, he could only moan through the desperation.

She grabbed a pair of scissors and cut away his panties, snipping through the satin like it wasn’t there at all. Then she took the dildo, and she held it up to his mouth.

“Suck,” she commanded, only to shove the rounded, silicon tip straight into his mouth. It slipped between his lips, and he tried to fight her, only to fail because this girl was insistent. She wouldn’t be deterred.

All at once, the flavor hit his taste buds. He could feel the warm, slick wetness of her juices. She had been using this on her pussy; she had pleasured herself with this toy, and now it was in his mouth. She moved it forward and back, teasing him, humiliating him.

It felt like he was giving a blow job.

The idea was degrading, only then she made it worse by making him enjoy it. As he sucked on the dildo, her fingers went back to that spot just below his scrotum. She taunted him with the pleasure, stretching her arms as she stimulated him from both sides.

“That’s right. Take it, sissy. You know that you’re a sissy, so you should have a nice toy in your mouth. Maybe I’ll gag you later. Would you like that? Would you like to be gagged?”

“No!” Alex shouted, only the toy in his mouth made that word virtually incomprehensible.

Chloe laughed again, savoring the humiliation she inflicted. It seemed to radiate off of his body.

“It’s okay. Just relax. You know that you belong to me now. You’re my sissy. You’re going to be my little sissy toy. And I’m going to use this on you. Yes, I am. You know why? Because I made you a promise. I said it that we were going to have sex, and we will.” She giggled again, this time with anticipation.

Alex tried to spit the dildo out, only he couldn’t. Each time he turned his head to the side or when he tried to push it out with the tip of his tongue, she compensated. She moved it, matching his struggles. Worse, she was stronger than him, so she had no problem sliding it forward and back, fucking his face like he really enjoyed every second of it.

“That’s right,” she cooed. “Take it. Take every inch.” Sure enough, she pushed it deeper and deeper into his mouth until it brushed up against the back of his throat. “Look at that. I’m impressed, sissy. You’re doing such a good job! It’s almost like you are a natural!”

No! Silent this time, Alex shouted that word inside of his head. His eyes watered with humiliation as he took it, inch by inch, deeper and deeper.

Finally, she pulled it back. Gratitude welled up inside of him before he remembered that this was absurd. She’d forced it on him; she made him suck an artificial cock.

Worse, she looked down into his eyes. At first, she couldn’t quite get the angle right, so she grabbed his hair and pulled his head back. His neck strained, but there was nothing he could do to stop her, not while he was spread out and strapped down.

“You liked that, didn’t you?”

Futilely, he shook his head from side to side. “No! There is absolutely no way I enjoyed that!”

“Oh, it’s okay if you did. Don’t worry about it.” She grinned. “I mean, you are a sissy. It makes sense that you would like it.”

As his eyes watered, she just smirked at him again. “Don’t feel bad. It’s okay. I mean, I am training you for this. Besides, you’re a natural! This is who you are now.”

He shook his head from side to side; he refused to believe it. He would not and could not accept it.

He wasn’t a sissy; he wasn’t some doll for this girl to play with!

But then, it felt so good as she touched him, teasing and stroking him until he wanted to accept it. Some part of him rebelled against his natural instincts. Some part of him thought that maybe it would be good to belong to this girl, to get her attention, even if it meant panties, aprons, and a chastity cage.

“I can see it. You want to accept this. You want to be my sissy for ever and ever,” she teased. “And you know what? That’s good. Give in to those instincts. Just surrender, Alex. You know you can do it.”

Desperation flickered through his body. “No. I won’t!”

“Okay.”

She laid the dildo down right next to him before she got up and walked across the room. He turned his head to keep her within his line of sight. That’s why he got to watch as she opened one of the dresser drawers. She took out something sleek and black. It looked like a pair of panties, only it had a strange opening at the front, right over her pubis.

“You know what this is?” Chloe asked as she pulled it up along the length of her legs. Soon she wore that black underwear with the bizarre ring in the front.

She walked back over to him, and she raised the dildo in her hand. It still glistened from his saliva and her juices.

She slid it down into the ring, locking it in place.

His eyes went wide. It was a strap on harness!

Even though he knew the answer, Alex couldn’t bring himself to make a sound. His body locked up as she twisted her body from side to side. As she did so, it really looked like she had an erection in front of her. Sure, the texture and color were wrong, but that hardly mattered. This girl looked like she possessed her own member now.

“Are you ready?” Her eyes twinkled as she grinned.

Alex scrambled to get away. Even though he should have known he couldn’t break those restraints, he still channeled all of his strength, all of his efforts. He worked so hard as the adrenaline blasted its way through his body. He had never been stronger, yet it didn’t make the slightest difference. He was still helpless, and she was going to keep her word.

They really would have sex.

“This is what you’ve wanted, right? You wanted to have sex with me? Now it’s going to happen, Alex,” she cooed.

“This isn’t what I meant!” Alex hollered out, his voice rising.

“Oh, I like that. You sound more and more like a girl. I mean, you can never be a girl because you’re a sissy, but I still like the way you squeal.” She grinned happily to herself as she took the position right between his legs. She looked down at his ass.

“Just relax. This is going to happen,” she said, savoring the reversal.

Guys like Alex probably loved fantasizing about taking girls, showing them where they really “belonged”. But now, it was his turn, and he couldn’t stop her. No matter how hard he fought or struggled, he couldn’t free himself. She could do whatever she wanted, and at that moment, she wanted to take him very, very badly.

That’s why she leaned in, aiming her fake dick right for his crevice.

He had probably never imagined having sex like this. The idea never occurred to him. “You’re going to enjoy this, sissy. I know it.”

Slowly and carefully, Chloe worked the dildo between his butt cheeks. He tried to clench down, to fight it, but the toy was so slick that it slipped right in.

“Good. Doesn’t that feel good?”

It did.

Alex didn’t want to admit it, but getting penetrated like this triggered something within him. She was pressing a button that he never knew he possessed.

A different kind of desire swirled up within his chest. It gripped him, making his heart beat faster and harder. Every second seemed like another kick to his chest as she worked the dildo deeper and deeper into his opening.

“Feel that? This is how a sissy has sex,” she said, whispering those words into his ear.

Because she took her time, she spoke with perfect confidence.

“But I’m not a sissy!”

“Yes, you are,” she said, dismissing his objections like they meant nothing. To her, they were just words, nothing significant, nothing she needed to worry about. “You’re my little sissy now. I’m going to dress you every day and play with you because you’re going to live with me from now on. Isn’t that right?”

“No!” His objections should have made her stop. But they didn’t. After all, Chloe was doing this for Amy and for herself. It felt so good to take a boy like Alex and feminize him. In fact, she got so hot when she thought about what it would be like to see him in a pretty pink dress. As her breathing finally started to speed up, she pressed down again. Then she realized something. This was making her so hot, so wet. There was pressure from the dildo as she shoved it down. It rubbed up against her pelvis and her pussy. There was just enough friction to excite her.

In fact, it might even be enough to get her off, she realized.

Thinking this, Chloe grabbed his wrists and pressed to down. She started to thrust harder and faster. The friction of her shaft against his body made him shiver and shake. He tried to get free, but between the weight of her body and the strength of the restraints, Alex wasn’t going anywhere.

He was spread out and trapped, nothing but a toy for this girl to play with.

She plunged down again, making him feel every inch. As he took her cock, he tried not to react, only he could feel something begin to crackle deep within his body. His balls ached after so much teasing and desperation.

“Are you going to come? Are you going to come like a happy little sissy?” Chloe teased. “It’s okay. Just take it. Take it because I own you now. You’re going to be my little sissy boy. You’re going to wear the panties I put you in and do the tasks I give you. Think of yourself as my pretty little servant.”

He tried to shake his head from side to side, but then she threatened him with something even worse.

“Or I can stop.” Just like that, she froze. He no longer had the friction of her slick shaft deep within his body.

“What’s it going to be, sissy?”

“Please,” he said, his voice straining.

“Please? Oh, are you asking for something? What do you want?” Her eyes brightened with fresh excitement and anticipation.

“Please, please take me. Please, please fuck me!” Although she could hear the angry desperation in his voice, she knew that he could do better than that. She still didn’t move. “I’m your sissy! Okay? I’m your sissy slave! I’m your servant. I’m whatever you want!”

“Yes, you are,” she purred just as she doubled her efforts, speeding downward as she pushed her shaft into his opening. Chloe worked him hard and fast as she fucked him. As she pushed down, he felt the slick, sliding member. It delved deep into his opening, prompting another frustrated moan.

Deep inside, he tried to fight. He worked to find that courage…but he couldn’t.

“Get ready to come!” Just like that, she sped up. As her tip pressed down into his body, he tried to deny it, to hold it off. Again and again, he failed. Every mental barrier he attempted to erect broke apart under the onslaught.

Alex was close to an orgasm.

Something shivered through his body. He couldn’t get an erection, not really. And yet, he shivered; he shook. His frame twitched as something close to pleasure pounded through him. Then she pulled back, and she released a low moan, her voice tight with satisfaction.

“Oh, that was good. It was very good,” she said.

Chloe started to release him. She freed him from his restraints, and he wanted to think that he had the strength to grab her, to pounce on her, to push her to the bed and insist that she use that key on his chastity cage. Instead, he remained motionless.

Chloe rolled him over onto his back and tilted her head to the side as she looked down into his face. “Say, ‘thank you’.”

“Thank you.”

“Say, ‘Thank you, Mistress’.”

Alex heard that final word, so he tried to resist it, to defy her power over him.

And yet, he couldn’t. Something inside of him snapped, breaking apart, fading away into nothing. More and more, it felt like she chipped away at his masculinity. “Thank you, Mistress.”




Chapter 6

Now

“Since you did a very good job, sissy, I have a little present for you,” Chloe says.

He looks at his Mistress tentatively, probably because he doesn’t know whether or not this is going to be something genuinely good. Occasionally, she might smile at him wickedly and say, “I have a little present for you,” only for it to be a spanking or some other torment.

Currently, he’s in the kitchen, scrubbing down the countertops. He’s done this so many times that; as he cleans her house, he realizes that it feels…natural. It’s normal for him now. Then again, everything about this is both normal and horrifying at the same time.

If he really wants to, he can stoke those old embers of masculinity and independence. He can remind himself how it felt to be a real man, to be on the cusp of taking his place in the world, only to be tricked into panties by this girl.

He turns back to his Mistress. As much as he wants to deny it, he still experiences that jolt of pleasure every time he sees her. She’s so beautiful with her hair and her lips and her breasts and her waist. Right there, Chloe stands in front of him with one arm behind her back. She has on a white blouse and a black, leather skirt. She looks incredible. There’s something about the way the clothing clings to her skin.

Despite all of his time in chastity, his shaft still twitches impotently against the bounds of its cage.

He lowers himself down onto his knees. “How may I serve you, Mistress?”

“I was just thinking about your first ruined orgasm, and I was thinking that I want to watch you masturbate.”

She pulls her arm from behind her back, and that’s when he gets to see it, the small, pink dildo in her hand. The smooth cylinder is ready for him. She has even lubricated it for him.

“Let’s go to your room, sissy.”

Chloe turns around and starts to walk away; she already knows that her sissy slave will follow. Sure enough, she hears his footsteps just a few seconds later. She thinks of how frustrated he must be as he navigates on his high heels, but that’s okay. It’s good for him to be off-balance, to feel like he must concentrate hard.

Once they are back in his small bedroom, she turns around. She looks at him. Technically, he’s taller, especially with those high heels on his feet.

There’s an easy solution here. She puts her hand on the back of his neck, and she nudges down. He collapses to his knees like a good slave. “You’re going to masturbate for me, sissy. I’m going to sit here on your bed, and I’m going to watch you as you pleasure yourself.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“I’m not letting you out of your chastity cage,” she says.

He looks up at her, and even though he tries to hide it, there’s still that flash of disappointment.

“Poor sissy. That really frustrates you, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he confesses.

“That’s too bad.” Making it sound normal, she tells him, “Go ahead and lift up your skirt and pull down your panties.”

He hesitates for only a moment, but when he glances back up at his Mistress, he knows that he really doesn’t have any choice. So he grabs the emerald green of his satin panties and he pulls them down. Then he looks back at the dildo in his hand.

“Go ahead. Pleasure yourself. Show me just how much you love being taken. Show me how much you want something hard and deep in your sissy hole.”

His lips harden for just a moment, but then he relaxes. He lowers himself down onto his stomach, and he takes the dildo, and he presses it between his buttocks.

“You really don’t like doing this, do you?”

“I hate it,” he says, his voice rising another octave. When he talks like that, he sounds so much more feminine and dainty, like a helpless girl.

“You hate it, but you love it.”

“I love it, but I hate it,” he tells her.

If he’s hoping for any kind of mercy, he won’t get it, and he knows it.

“Go until you get an almost-orgasm,” she orders.

He pushes the toy down, pressing it, sliding it, making it go deeper and deeper into his body.

Of course, she has had sex with him like this so many times, but the humiliation is still there. Shame burns along his skin, making wish he could get away, but he wears high heels, panties, and a corset. Between all of that and his skirt, he knows that he won’t be taken seriously. He is a sissy and a slave and he belongs to this girl. Those are the facts of his life, so he can’t argue or resist. He won’t even try.

“That’s right. Go. Go deeper. Show me what you can do. Show me what you can do with that sissy hole of yours,” she teases.

The slave looks up. As hard as he tries, he can still feel it, that swell of passion and desire and longing for his Mistress. Seeing her only makes the passion in his body more difficult to endure. Before he knows it, he pushes the dildo in deep, then pulls it out, almost withdrawing it entirely. He pushes it down again. As he does so, he blushes, his skin bright red with arousal and shame.

Then she makes it worse. “Oh, you don’t need to feel bad, sissy. You belong to me. You’re my toy, so if I decide that you can have some pleasure, you should be grateful.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he answers, gritting his teeth.

“But you’re still upset, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress!” He jerks the dildo down and up as he pumps it into his body.

“Oh, you poor little plaything. You’re so frustrated, especially because you still think you deserve real orgasms, don’t you?”

“I, I don’t know!”

“Don’t worry. Maybe I will decide to ride you. You would like that, wouldn’t you? You would love for me to be on top of you, holding you down, making you feel like such a silly sissy. That’s what you want. That’s what you need. Yes, it is.” The words pound to him, mocking, promising, a mix of encouragement and insult all at the same time.

The dildo slides down and pulls back up as he grips it tight, his knuckles turning white. On some level, he knows that he’s physically capable of yanking it out and flinging it across the room. But somehow, he won’t. He’s trapped, and he knows it. Locked down by her training and her coercion, he will surrender to her.

“Just relax and let it happen. Understand that you’re a sissy now. You belong to me, so you do as you’re told. Isn’t that right, little sissy? Say it. Tell me you’re a sissy right as you almost come!”

“I’m a sissy! I’m your sissy slave!”

His body shakes as he almost enjoys an orgasm. It’s not enough, but there’s that dribble, the flash of something close to relief.

She reaches down and grabs him by his corset, pulling him back up onto his knees. Dropping the dildo, he looks back up at her.

“Oh, your makeup is all messed up. Go fix it,” she says.

Without needing to be told to do so, he grabs his panties and puts them on once again. He knows that he’s a sissy, so he can’t go without that satin reminder. He gets up and heads toward the bathroom. Before he can make it through the door, she snaps her fingers. “Stop.”

He freezes in place, held motionless by his obedience. “Actually, I think watching you has gotten me excited, sissy. Get back over here.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he says. He comes back to her. She presses her hands down into the mattress as she leans back, and then she spreads her legs.

“May I remove your panties, Mistress?”

“You may,” she says with a quick nod.

He reaches under the black leather. Excitement trails through his body even as she glances down toward his crotch. Sure enough, there is a wet spot along his panties. He’s already soaked into the material again.

She shakes her head, clearly amused by all of this. It’s so much fun seeing him helpless, knowing that she can do whatever she wants.

The excitement buzzes through her body.

More, she wants more.

That’s why she allows him to take off her panties. Then she puts her hand on the back of his head and guides his mouth toward her wet slit.

“First you get to play with a dildo, and now you get to eat me out. Aren’t you a lucky sissy?”

The slave can’t answer, not while his mouth is busy.

Then

“This is going to be so much fun!”

“Please, I don’t think I can do it. Please, I’m already wearing panties and the stupid cage. Isn’t that enough? Do you really need to do the rest of this?” Alex asked, his voice tight with dismay.

She didn’t mind. Actually, she loved seeing him like this. There was something about the fear on his face, the instinctive understanding that he was helpless before her…

That never failed to turn her on. Even though Chloe could still tell herself that she was doing this for the sake of her little sister, part of her knew better. Part of her understood the truth.

That was fine with her; she could enjoy herself.

“Shush,” she said as he continued to try to complain or dissuade her. “I’ve made up my mind, and that’s good because I know what’s best for you, don’t I?”

“I don’t know,” he said.

“You like it when I touch you, don’t you?” Chloe asked. “You like being with me, don’t you?”

“Yeah, obviously, but—"

“But be quiet,” she said, snapping her hand in front of his face.

His shoulders tightened, and something inside of him clenched. He didn’t know when it happened, but he had started to defer to this girl; Alex knew that she was in charge, so he timidly nodded his head down and up. “That’s right. You know you belong to me, and that’s good. You want to belong to me because I can take care of you,” she said, talking down to him. She didn’t sound like a girlfriend talking to a boyfriend. No, it was more like a preschool teacher addressing a child.

And yet, she was still eager to do this.

She walked back over to her bed, and she pointed out the different items. “This is a corset. It also has some special modifications, so it’s going to give you a more feminine figure.”

Alex opened his mouth like he wanted to call out, “But I don’t want a feminine figure!” One glance from Chloe made him stop. He wasn’t going to argue with her; he wasn’t going to fight with her. After all, he already knew that he would lose. So what was the point?

“You’re going to look so pretty,” she said, sweeping her eyes up and down his body. As she did so, she savored at the look of dismay on his face.

“You want to make me happy, don’t you?”

“Yes,” he said. Then, very wisely, he stopped talking after that.

In some ways, he could be a smart sissy.

“If you’re pretty, that will make me happy. Because really, I like treating you like my doll or my little sister.”

The color drained away from his face as he thought of Amy. For just a second, he flashed to this image where maybe she would see him dressed in a skirt, a corset, a blouse, panties, all of it. She would know the truth about what he had become.

Just as quickly, he shook his head, almost like he wanted to physically dislodge those thoughts from his brain.

“I’m not any of that. I’m supposed to be your boyfriend.”

“And you are!” Chloe said right away. “You’re my sissy boyfriend.”

Alex stared at her. The seconds ticked by, and she stroked his hair. She ran her fingers along his strands until she caressed the back of his neck. “You know what would look really good on you? A choker!”

She rushed back to one of the dressers, and she opened the bottom drawer. She pulled out a thin, pink leather band. It had a ribbon tied to the front.

“Straighten your back and hold up your head,” she said.

Without even thinking, he assumed the required position, just the way she wanted. She looped to the leather band around his neck and buckled it on.

It was just one more feminine accoutrement to add to his new status as her sissy.

“Please, I don’t like this.”

“That’s okay you’re going to get used to it.”

Alex looked back at her. “What do you mean?”

Chloe didn’t answer. Instead, she walked back over to the bed. She picked up the corset and looked at him. “Put this on. I will tie it for you.”

“No. I’m not going to put that on,” he said.

He expected rage; he anticipated burning frustration. Instead, she just tilted her head to the side and smirked. “Are you sure about that? Is that really what you want to say to me?”

“No.” His eyes stared down to the floor. He was ashamed of how easily he gave in, but Alex couldn’t help himself. He surrendered just like that.

“That’s what I thought. But you know, you still need to be spanked.” She grabbed him by his wrist and tugged him toward the bed. She bent him over it.

For a second, he imagined that she was going to have sex with him again, that she would put on her strap on harness and that he would feel the dildo delve deep into his opening once more.

Alex tried to hate those memories, but he couldn’t. His shaft twitched in its cage as he considered how it felt to be penetrated by a girl. Part of him yearned to feel it again. No, that had to be the chastity cage. It was messing with his head!

“This spanking is going to be good for you, Alex. What you need. That’s why you get reminded. You forget your place. You forget the simple fact that I’m in charge because I know what’s best for you.”

He opened his mouth, perhaps ready to argue or disagree, only then her hand flew down hard, smacking into his ass. This wasn’t playful; it wasn’t just some teasing strike. Oh no. Chloe knew exactly what she was doing, so she made it sting. Her hand struck again and again, a staccato rhythm of her palm flashing down and crashing into his buttocks.

Pretty soon, his bottom lip started to tremble. Over and over again, Alex told himself that he should be better than this, stronger, but he wasn’t.

“I’m sorry!”

When he cried out those words, he heard how his voice had changed.

He sounded more feminine, girly even.

She grabbed him by his shoulders, turned him around, and looked right into his eyes. “Are you grateful?”

“Yes!”

“Why?”

Alex blinked a couple of times.

“Because, I’m grateful because, because,” he said, stuttering through the words, “Sometimes I forget that I’m yours.”

“My what?”

“I’m your sissy,” he said.

“What kind of sissy?”

He licked his bottom lip, lowered his gaze, and said, “I’m your sissy slave.”

“That’s right. You’re my sissy slave, and you’ll do whatever I want whenever I want because you belong to me. It’s okay. It’s just a game. Don’t worry about it.”

She touched his smooth cheek. For weeks now, he had been diligently shaving. He almost forgot what it felt like to have any kind of meaningful body hair.

She smiled at him again. “It’s okay, Alex. Some guys just aren’t born to be real man. They don’t have what it takes to be an alpha.”

“But that’s what I thought,” he said.

There was a little bit of ambiguity in those words, but she just stroked his cheek, then his jawline. “I’m going to get you dressed now. Put on your corset.”

“Okay,” he told her.

He picked up the garment. It felt strange and alien in his hands. But then she showed him how to put it on. He slid the corset over his hands, arms, head and shoulders. Then he felt it around his waist, especially as she stepped behind him and pulled on the straps. She tightened it, forcing some of the air from his lungs.

“Girls wear stuff like this?” Alex asked foolishly.

“Girls do when they want to be sexy. Sissies do when they want to be obedient,” she teased. “And you do want to be obedient for me, don’t you, Alex?”

“I do,” he said, not really sure if he meant those words or not. In any case, he needed to avoid another spanking. His butt cheeks still simmered with echoes of pain.

“That’s the right answer,” she said, patting him on the head.

He felt like a dog or a pet.

But the corset was just the beginning. He had to put on another pair of panties, stockings, a cute little skirt, and an adorable blouse. When he glanced over at the mirror, Alex quickly realized something. He looked like a schoolgirl now.

“Very sweet,” she said. Now let’s sit you down so I can do your hair and makeup.”

His hair was a little bit longer than when they first met. She picked up a brush and ran it along the top of his head, so it almost felt good, especially because he still loved being so close to her.

Next, she slipped a hair clip along the side of his head, just above his ear. It looked like a little butterfly.

Finally, she started to pick out different types of makeup. Step-by-step, Alex went along with her. “Pucker out your lips for me,” she ordered.

“Do I have to?”

“We both know the answer to that question,” she replied, grinning eagerly.

Alex hated himself for this, but he complied anyway. He puckered his lips, and then he felt the smooth, glossy sensation. She slid the lipstick along his mouth. As she did so, he tried not to look at the mirror. In fact, for every step of his feminization, Alex worked to pretend he was somewhere else.

He started to drift as his thoughts went back to what it was like to be a real man. He thought of Amy; he thought of how good it felt when he could hold her down. He loved feeling his weight push down into her, especially when they fucked. He loved seeing the adoration in her eyes, the desperation to please.

His shaft twitched within its cage again. He shifted his weight slightly, and he felt the skirt over his thighs and the panties between his legs. Another dose of humiliation shot through his body. How had this happened?

But then he glanced over at Chloe, and he instantly had his answer. This happened because he wasn’t strong enough; this happened because he wasn’t smart enough. He had allowed this girl to manipulate him. And even if he knew these things intellectually, he still lacked the strength to jump up and run away.

Chloe guessed his thoughts easily. “Oh, are you having second thoughts?”

Alex didn’t answer.

“It’s okay if you are, but you should know that it doesn’t really matter.”

“Why not?”

“Because you aren’t getting out of that chastity cage without obeying me. You’re going to be my sissy for as long as I want you, Alex.”

“I could leave. I could get this thing off.”

“Could you?” Chloe inquired as she dabbed some powder along his cheeks.

“Yes!” insisted the sissy, although he didn’t feel any kind of real confidence.

The fact that Chloe laughed at him stripped away even more of his bluster. “And how would you do that, sissy?”

“I, I could get some scissors or something,” he said.

“Really? You think a pair of scissors would be strong enough to cut through this industrial plastic?” She reached down and grabbed his cock through his panties. She squeezed at the material, tugging it lightly. As she did so, Chloe made it very, very clear that this material was incredibly strong.

“I could do it,” he said.

“No. That wouldn’t work.”

“Maybe I could cut through the lock.”

“Maybe with a buzz saw. Is that what you really want to try, Alex? Do you want to put a buzz saw that close to your body and close to your genitals?” It was easy for her to question him; she had practiced doing this all through law school.

“No!”

“Or I suppose you could go to a doctor. If you went to the hospital, they would probably be able to help you, though I’m sure some nurse would end up snapping a couple of pictures. You’d probably end up as an online sensation. Would you like that, Alex? You want to go viral?”

He inhaled, thinking that he could tell her something like that wouldn’t happen. People would be nice to him.

Only then he considered what he would’ve thought before encountering Chloe. How would he have reacted if he heard about some guy who had been caged and enslaved, feminized?

He would have laughed. He would have viewed that pathetic creature as some kind of bug.

“That’s right, Alex. You can fantasize about getting away all you want, but you belong to me. You’re going to be mine, and I like having you this way. You look so cute as a schoolgirl.”

“I understand.”

“You don’t, not really, not yet,” she said. “Stay here.”

Knowing that her command would be obeyed, she walked out of the room, only to return a few seconds later. She had one hand behind her back.

“Go ahead and pose for me. I want to see you look really cute and really feminine. Show me that you are a flirty girl.”

Another shiver of humiliation ran down his spine when he heard those words. Before all of this, Alex would have been aroused by that sort of image. He liked thinking of women as sweet and sexy, flirtatious and coquettish. But now, he was expected to behave that way?

It was too much!

Then, he got up from his seat by the mirror. He looked down at his feet and legs in the stockings, the little hem of the skirt that stretched only midway down his thighs, and the blouse tight around his waist. When he looked at his hands, they didn’t seem big or strong. They weren’t powerful.

Nothing about him exuded anything resembling authority.

He was a sissy, and then he glanced over at the mirror. Alex didn’t even consciously do it. It just sort of happened.

“That’s right, Alex. Look at you.” You’re so cute!”

As his eyes fixated on the feminized figure in the mirror, she pulled her phone from behind her back and started taking pictures, one after another. Alex saw her in his peripheral vision, so he spun around. Big mistake. He only made it easier for her to take even more photos.

For a second, he wanted to lunge forward, to grab her. In his fantasies, he would have been able to throw her down onto the bed. But those were just images in his mind, silly little delusions.

“Very nice. Now, I’m sure there are a lot of people you wouldn’t want to know about this. Like Amy for example.”

“You wouldn’t!”

“Not as long as you behave yourself,” she said in the singsong voice of a girl tormenting a puppy or a child.

Gritting his teeth, he panted there, helpless.

“Now, I want you to pose for me.”

“I’m not going to pose,” he insisted.

“Yes, you will. You’re going to do a little spin for me, and then you’re going to smile. Smile like a good sissy. Smile like a pretty sissy.”

She didn’t need to call him that, yet it still fueled her passions. As she stood there with the camera pointed in his direction, she couldn’t wait to start recording. Although she already had all of the evidence she needed, Chloe wanted more. She wanted him truly trapped and stuck underneath her thumb.

“If you don’t, I will send out that photo. Would you like to see it? I already have it backed up on three different servers. Even if you get this phone, you’re never getting your picture back. Sorry.” She clicked her tongue with mock sympathy, as though she cared about his image or ego.

Chloe turned the phone around, so he saw the digital record.

“You know, I would love to know how long it would take people to figure out that it’s you. I mean, would it just be a second? Would they recognize you right away? You don’t look like yourself, Alex. You know what you look like? You look like a girl version of you. That’s because I have feminized you.”

“No!” Alex cried back at her, his voice high-pitched and shrill. He couldn’t help it!

But that didn’t matter. No one would believe him.

Even if he told everyone the truth about the fact that she had tricked him into a chastity cage and seduced him and teased out his submission, he would only destroy his own reputation along the way.

“Yes,” she replied. Chloe grinned happily, flashing her teeth. As she did so, she took on this predatory mien. “Now do your little twirl and smile for me. Smile for your Mistress.”

Mistress.

He heard the word, and it punched into him. He recognized it right away. Usually, when people talk about a “mistress,” they’re referring to a lover. But in this case, he knew that she meant it as the feminine form of Master—as in owner.

He didn’t want to believe that he was owned like this; he didn’t want to believe that he was controlled. And yet, Alex looked around, almost like he desperately hoped some brilliant idea would finally occur to him.

Instead, he started to do a little spin for her.

Chloe threw her head back and laughed as he moved. She especially enjoyed the way the color abandoned his cheeks, just as it always did every time he was scared and embarrassed at the same time.

“You’re so pretty!”

He hated the complement, yet there was still nothing he could do about it.

Alex finished his rotation.

“You forgot to smile. I guess that means you’re just going to have to do it again.”

“No. Please, please don’t make me. You already have the pictures. You can already blackmail me!”

“Alex, it doesn’t count as blackmail if it’s something you already wanted to do.”

“I never wanted this!” the sissy called out, just a shrill as before.

He didn’t want to sound this way; he didn’t want to chirp like some female cartoon character inhaling helium, but that’s how his words kept coming out. “Tell me you wanted this.”

“I didn’t!”

She lowered the phone. “Is that really what you want to tell me right now, Alex? Because you know, we haven’t talked about your name or the other decisions I might make for you.”

“What other decisions?”

“We haven’t figured out what your major is going to be.”

“I’m an engineering major!”

She shook her head slowly from side to side. “I get to decide. Just like I decide what you wear to school.” Classes would be starting in a few days, he knew. His heart pounded wildly in his chest as he thought about this. So far, no one really knew about Alex or what his girlfriend could make him wear.

“You can’t do this.”

“Are you going to try to stop me?” Chloe inquired.

He filled his lungs, held his breath, and then something inside of him broke apart. He shook his head from side to side and answered “no.” He turned that word into an admission.

“That’s what I thought, Alex. You see, you’re too weak to try to fight me. You just can’t win. More importantly, you know you can’t win. You’re my sissy. You’re my little butterfly now.”

As he gulped, she gave him a few more seconds to consider this. Then her command snapped out onto the air. “Do another little spin for me.”

He obeyed at once.

Even as he acted the way she wanted, his thoughts kept spinning back toward the ultimate question. What could she do to him? What kinds of decisions could she make for him?

Chloe had plenty of ideas, but she was having so much fun right then and there.

“Good. Now, smile and tell me you love being my sissy.”

His lips twitched; the corners of his mouth started to rise up.

“I love being your sissy,” he said to her.

“With more enthusiasm.”

“I love being your sissy!”

“Are you pretty?”

Immediately, Alex thought back to the mirror in the bedroom. He recalled his reflection, and a horrifying thought occurred to him. He was pretty; there would probably be guys out on the street would see him in his short skirt with his trim legs and tight waist…and they’d be interested in him. Those guys would fantasize about Alex on his knees, giving them blow jobs.

“Yes.”

“Say it,” she ordered as she kept the phone’s camera lens aimed at him.

“I’m pretty. I’m very pretty.”

“Thank me.”

“Thank you for doing my makeup. Thank you for making me a pretty sissy.”

“Good. Now hold onto the sides of your skirt, dip down, and keep your eyes aimed toward my feet.”

“You want me to curtsy,” Alex said slowly. Even though he knew the truth, hearing the words come out of his own mouth only made this feel more real…and more inescapable.

“That’s right!” Chloe clapped her hands together. The sound made him flinch, like he really was nothing but a frightened sissy who would jump at every unexpected noise.

From that point forward, Chloe watched him, waiting for the inevitable moment when he broke.

In the first couple of seconds, Alex managed to hold out. He inhaled and exhaled slowly, determined to show her that he was capable of resisting. Only then his defiance melted away. He made the mistake of looking up into her eyes. She was beautiful, yes, but also strong and resolute. This girl wouldn’t be denied.

And if he tried, he would be punished. That inevitable thought made him grab the pleated sides of skirt, and then he bowed down, bending his knees slightly.

“Look back up at me and smile. Make sure that you show me all of your teeth. You have a pretty smile, Alex,” she said. With every word, it was clear that she was trying not to laugh at him. After all, she didn’t want to ruin the video she was recording.

He obeyed. He smiled, and he looked like he was thoroughly enjoying himself.

“Now, are you ready to go out?”

Chloe held his hand.

As they walked down to her car, he felt ridiculously self-conscious. With every step, he thought something terrible would happen. It almost seemed like the rest of the world would jump out of the bush and start pointing and laughing. But really, he saw his reflection in the car window just before she unlocked the doors, and he didn’t look like a man, not at all.

Alex had been transformed into a college girl.

He got in the car along with his Mistress. He glanced over at her, wondering if maybe he would hopefully see some sign of reluctance.

“You look very pretty,” she said.

“Stop saying that!”

“Why? It’s true.” Chloe turned on the engine, and they started to drive away. As the houses passed, Alex felt somewhat protected within the anonymity of the vehicle. It wasn’t like anyone would be peering through the windows. But when they got out, all of that would change.

“It’s not true.”

“Actually, it is. In fact, check the mirror.” When Alex didn’t move, Chloe ordered, “I’m serious. Do it right now.” There it was again, that edge in her voice. She would not tolerate disobedience.

Even though he hated himself for giving in, he checked the mirror, and as he did so, he saw the face of a young woman. He didn’t know how this could be. The makeup highlighted his soft curves. His eyes seemed big and adorable. His trimmed brows looked shapely and cute.

All of Chloe’s hard work had definitely paid off in the form of a sexy coed.

“I’ve done a great job with you, but you know what really makes me laugh?”

“What?” Alex asked miserably, fully aware that she would tell him anyway.

“Your voice.”

“What’s wrong with my voice?”

“Nothing. Nothing at all. That’s the point,” she teased as they came to an intersection.

Alex looked to his left, and he saw a group of college guys. It looked like they were heading out to one of the bars or clubs in town. For just a second, he worried that one of those guys might see him and recognize him. No, that was impossible.

Alex wouldn’t have recognized himself.

“I swear, you sound just like a girl now. Are you doing it on purpose?”

“No!” he squeaked, sounding like some freaked out sorority girl.

It made Chloe laugh.

“That’s so cute.”

Pushing his fingers down into the palms of his hands, Alex stared along his thighs, hips, and knees. He kept searching for some obvious sign of his masculinity, something that would make it abundantly clear that he really was a boy.

Nothing. He didn’t find any details, no telltale hints, nothing that would mark him as male. Sure, he had his shaft, but no one could see that beneath his skirt and panties. Besides, it was locked away, held the trapped by Chloe’s key and lock.

Those thoughts occupied him completely until the car came to a stop.

“Where are we? What are we doing here?” Alex asked, his voice shaking. He hated sounding scared, but the warble of worry seemed somehow appropriate coming from him now.

“It’s just a bar,” she said. “When I was in law school, a lot of us liked to come here to blow off some steam.”

Chloe got out and shut the door as she walked toward the entrance.

For about five seconds, Alex stayed right in his seat, paralyzed and unable to move.

Only then, the door opened, and Chloe stood above him. “Get out, sissy. This might be your chance to meet a sexy lawyer. Wouldn’t you like that?”

“I already know a sexy lawyer,” he said, looking up at her.

“Oh, you’re just adorable.” She smiled, apparently touched by his complement. Realizing this, Alex decided that there was something he had never tried before: groveling.

Tentatively, he reached down for the buckle. But before he pushed the release, he looked up at her. “Please, don’t make me go in there. Please, you have been so wonderful to me. Maybe we could just go back to your place again? I could be your little Dolly boy.”

“But you’re a sissy,” she said. The fact that she didn’t reply with a quick no gave him hope.

“Yes, I’m your sissy,” he agreed. In fact, he would acquiesce to anything if it meant that he didn’t have to go into that bar. He imagined a bunch of aggressive, alpha male proto-attorneys out to demonstrate just how strong they could be. In his corset and dainty little shoes, he didn’t feel like he could possibly compete. “I’m your sissy, Mistress, and I want to be good for you. I could be on my knees, serving you. I could give you a massage. I could cook you dinner and rub your back while you watch TV.”

“Oh, that sounds heavenly,” she replied. For a moment, it seemed like his plan was going to work. But then a cruel smile slipped across her face. “But I don’t think I want to do that right now. I think I want to take you in there and get a couple of drinks. I want to see how many guys hit on you.”

“None. No one is going to hit on me!” Alex cried back at her, only he sounded more like some elementary schoolgirl frustrated with having to do her homework.

Chloe snapped her fingers and stepped back.

The fight abandoned him. Dreading this, he nonetheless got up out of his seat. He walked toward the entrance to the bar. It was a brick building with black, glass doors.

A moment later, he and Chloe stepped inside. First, he noticed the groups of guys. There were so many of them. They were clustered around small tables and the line to the bar. Several of them looked up. They smiled, first when they saw Chloe, and then again when they saw Alex.

He could feel their eyes on him, and this worrying dread gripped him.

Alex didn’t know what he was supposed to do.

Fortunately, Chloe took his hand and guided him toward one of the small tables. A cocktail waitress in a short, dark red skirt walked around taking orders.

Immediately, she headed for Alex and Chloe’s table. “What can I get you guys?”

“A shot of tequila for me,” Chloe said. “And a margarita for my girl here.”

Alex stared down at the table.

As the waitress made a note on her tablet, Chloe whispered to Alex, “See that. She didn’t look at you twice. You know why? It’s because you are a perfect sissy. You look just like a girl.”

When Alex heard those words, he couldn’t stop himself. He glanced up at the waitress. Their eyes met for just a moment, and he kept waiting for some sign of revelation, that instant when she would figure it out. But no, she just looked at Alex like he was some girl out to get drunk with her friend.

This couldn’t be happening.

His breathing quickened.

“Just relax,” Chloe said. “Because if you don’t, I’m going to have to leave you here, and I don’t think you would like that.”

“I could walk back to my apartment.”

“It’s getting late, and this isn’t a great part of town,” Chloe said.

Slowly, he put the different pieces together, and he understood the implications. He wasn’t some young man who could freely walk on the streets. He was dressed like a pretty girl. He would attract attention, maybe the wrong kind of attention…

“No! I’ll be good!”

“Sorry, what was that?” asked the server.

Alex dropped his gaze back down to the table top. It was a clean, round piece of faux wood.

“Nothing,” he quickly answered.

The girl left them alone, so Alex peeked back at Chloe. He was about to open his mouth and ask her if they could leave. Before he could do so, she smiled. Her eyes danced over his shoulder.

Before he realized what he was doing, he turned around as much as the corset would allow. There was a guy at the bar raising a glass in their direction. He had a little bit of stubble along his cheeks, he wore a dark shirt, and loose fitting jeans.

“Someone is checking you out,” Chloe said.

Alex dropped his head back down.

“And now he’s coming over here.”

Alex wanted to clear his throat, straighten his back, and behave like a real man. But he couldn’t do it. He felt constricted by his clothing, the fact that he had on a corset, satin panties, and a chastity cage. It all worked together to oppress him, to make him feel like he was nothing but a feminized plaything for this girl.

“Hello, ladies. Can I buy you guys a drink?”

“I’m Chloe. What’s your name?” She held out her hand, and he shook it.

“David,” he replied. “And if I can ask, what is your name?”

Alex had answered this question dozens if not hundreds of times over the course of his life. On the first days of school, when he met new people, at parties or job interviews…but now he blanked, he just didn’t really know what to say.

Chloe giggled for just a second. “Sorry. She’s a little bit shy.”

She.

The guy snuck a look along Alex’s physique. He studied his smooth cheeks, his slender neck, and his tight waist. Maybe he was even checking out as much of Alex’s legs as he could see. Under the scrutiny, Alex kept wishing that he could jump up and attack. He wanted to launch himself at the stranger, but he felt like he would lose no matter what. He was small and meek. He couldn’t be big, aggressive, or hostile.

“I don’t know why she would be shy. She’s very beautiful.”

Alex heard that, and he shivered again. Of course, he didn’t say anything. He stared off.

Only then, Chloe reached out and touched his hand. She gave a gentle squeeze. “Be polite. Say thank you.”

“Thank you.”

“Not me. To our new friend.”

Alex glanced up at David. When their eyes met, Alex really understood just how far he had fallen. Over the course of the summer, Alex hadn’t really thought about these changes, not what they meant as they accumulated. Instead, he had always just assumed that there would be some way out, but now there was this other element from the real world…

“Thank you,” Alex said.

His voice should have given him away, but David just nodded. “If you guys already ordered drinks, do you mind if I join you?”

“By all means,” Chloe said. She motioned to the third seat at their small table.

A few seconds later, the waitress came back and left to their drinks on the table. They were right in front of Alex and Chloe. David snapped his fingers. “You mind if I play a little game?”

“By all means,” Chloe said, leaning back.

“Okay. So here we have a shot of tequila and this very pretty drink, a margarita, right?”

“Right,” Alex said, surprising himself when he spoke.

Both David and Chloe noticed. What was wrong with him? Why had he made a sound? He didn’t want any more attention!

“So what do you do for a living?” David locked his eyes on Alex first. With every second, he should have figured it out, but maybe all of the training and to the slow erosion of his masculinity had made it impossible for anyone to discern the truth.

Alex was a guy, a boy, a man.

Right?

He didn’t know for certain, not anymore. Maybe he really had been transformed into something else, not a female, but a sissy. A pathetic little dolly for Chloe to play with whenever she wanted. And yet, those thoughts didn’t spark any real aggression in him. They couldn’t, not when he was dressed like something close to a schoolgirl.

“I’m a college student,” Alex said.

“Really? Undergraduate, right?”

Alex nodded.

“What? Are you about to be a sophomore?”

Alex shook his head. “Junior.”

“You look younger than that,” David said.

“Thank you,” replied Alex, but only because he didn’t know what else to say.

“What about you? Are you a junior, Chloe?”

“You really think something like that would work?” asked the attorney.

David shrugged. “It’s always better to err on the side of caution, but I can say this. You are both incredibly attractive.”

If only because of his confidence and brazen approach, Chloe threw her head back and laughed. She could respect this guy.

“What about you?” Are you hoping for something?”

“Hoping? Always,” David answered.

Seated there with his hands on his lap, Alex didn’t know how to contribute. Really, he just hoped that this would somehow come to an end.

If Chloe noticed, she gave no sign of it. Instead, she reached out and gently brushed the back of her hand along David’s shoulder. He must have noted that furtive, errant movement.

“What are you hoping for exactly?”

“Intimacy. Fun.” He grinned at her. There was something mischievous and playful in his expression.

“Then you’re very ambitious.”

“I would like to have my own firm some day. Let’s just say I believe in aiming high.”

“Interesting. I might go out on my own at some point.”

“Are you in law school? I haven’t seen you around campus.”

“Practicing attorney,” she said.

David leaned back for just a second, which nearly prompted her to start laughing again. Since she knew so many lawyers, she could feel him shift his priorities. Just a moment ago, he wanted to have sex. Now he was reconsidering his options, perhaps considering whether or not this would be a better opportunity to network.

Most guys only yearned for sex, but there was something about lawyers; they could always suppress their biological needs for the sake of professional advancement.

“Where?”

“Don’t worry about that,” she said.

“Interesting,” David said.

Seated there and feeling like a small girl, Alex knew that he couldn’t possibly contribute to the conversation.

“What makes that interesting?” Chloe asked, already guessing how he would answer.

“If you refuse to tell me, that means you either work somewhere very prestigious or somewhere very embarrassing. Which is it?”

“I might tell you. If you earn it.”

“You want to make me work?”

“Maybe I want to make you play,” she said. David opened his mouth to speak, but Chloe grabbed her shot, brought it to her lips, and downed it. The alcohol burned along her taste buds, then down her throat. Her eyes watered slightly, but she put on a feral grin. Like so many other lawyers, she knew how to drink.

“I like the idea of some play.” David glanced over at Alex. “Is that okay?”

Alex stared back, his expression neutral or confused. It felt as though he had lost control over his body.

“She likes to watch,” Chloe said.

“That would be fun.”

Alex sat in the back seat of her car. Chloe was driving, of course, and David sat in the front passenger seat. He had his hand out, and he stroked Chloe’s exposed thigh, his fingers lightly gliding up and down in neat little patterns.

Just watching was enough to make Alex’s cock twitch, yet there was nothing he could do about it. Every few seconds, he thought about trying to tell them the truth. He wanted to tell David that he was really a guy, but what would that accomplish?

Nothing. Nothing at all.

So he sat in the back seat, feeling like a child, and then they stopped in front of her house. Everything was happening fast, way too fast!

When they pulled up in front of her house he looked out through the dark along the line to her front door. David got out, and he stood there in front of the walkway. Chloe followed a second later, only to halt a few inches before him.

Alex couldn’t hear what they were saying, yet it was easy to imagine these two testing, teasing, and playing with one another.

Then he grabbed her, his hands on her waist. He pulled her close, so she must have been able to feel his erection. Alex sat there, staring through the glass as he watched all of this. They started to kiss. David opened his eyes for a moment, and as he did so, he peered back at Alex.

A hot blush ran along his cheeks. He couldn’t believe he was watching this. With every second, he hoped that something would change. He silently begged the universe to make a house explode or to drop a meteorite onto the street. He needed a distraction, just something to stop them.

But there was nothing.

They grappled with one another, kissing hard, exploring each other’s lips and mouths. Their hands moved along one another’s bodies, wrinkling their tops, grabbing at their asses.

Alex could hardly believe what he was seeing. Whenever he had spent time with Chloe, he’d always admired her refinement. She was the kind of girl who could be gorgeous and stony at the same time, her expression hard. But now, everything about her frame seemed to vibrate with needed.

Only Chloe didn’t need Alex; she wouldn’t ever be this aroused by a sissy.

She wanted someone older, more mature, stronger and more powerful. She wanted someone who was like her, another dangerous creature. A beast. A predator.

He clenched his eyes shut, only then they must have uncoupled. Chloe walked over to the car and tapped on the glass. “Come on,” she said. “You want to watch, don’t you?”

He did and he didn’t. Conflicting desires slammed into him, kicking at his chest, making it hard to breathe. But then, David looked back at Alex with something like hunger. Cold fear lodged at the back of Alex’s throat.

Chloe marched forward first, followed by David. Knowing that he would get in trouble if he dawdled for too long, Alex followed the pair. He hoped that they would drink some wine or flirt back in the living room. Instead, Chloe turned around just long enough to motion for David to follow into her bedroom.

This was going to happen now.

Alex tried to stop at the doorway. He tensed up, his thighs bound by the stockings tight against his legs.

“Come along, Alex,” Chloe said.

David glanced over his shoulder at the sissy, though only for a moment. He was far too fixated on Chloe to care about an androgynous name. Besides, Alex could be a good name for a girl.

Even though he hated himself for this, Alex trailed after the couple. They looked so good together, so natural, like this was right for them.

Inside of her bedroom, Chloe turned back to David. She stared at him for a few seconds. Their gazes remained fixed on one another, and then they stepped forward, as though listening to some signal that Alex couldn’t possibly hear.

This time, they moved more slowly, deliberately, taking their time. It was as though they had established some kind of connection, so now they knew exactly what to do. They followed a rhythm, some sort of dance. Her hand went up to his shoulder, and he put his palms on her waist.

From there, she tilted her head to the side as she raised herself up onto the balls of her feet. He leaned in and kissed her, his lips brushing along hers.

Alex stood back, dressed like a girl, helpless because he didn’t have the strength to fight any of this. At any moment, he could have shouted or pushed. He could have done something.

Yet as hard as he tried, he couldn’t summon up any real willpower. Instead, he watched as the girl he loved so much kissed another guy. That wasn’t going to be all, he knew.

Worse, the thought aroused him. He could feel the desires swirling, spinning, burning hot within his body.

He needed to watch this; he couldn’t look away. Chloe had her eyes shut as she kissed this man, which meant Alex could have walked away at any point. Sure, she would have noticed and certainly punished him, but he didn’t have to remain there, watching, studying, learning just how ineffectual he really was.

“Oh, that feels good,” Chloe said, pulling back for just a second. They touched their foreheads against one another. David and Chloe had only just met, but it seemed as though they knew precisely what to do. They were both strong enough to follow their instincts; they both knew how to read one another.

Chloe stepped back, retreating without turning away from David. She bumped against the edge of her bed, so she grabbed at the corners. Eyes slightly narrowed and hungry for something else, she waited for him to approach.

David didn’t make her way too long. Lowering his head slightly, he came toward her, and then his hands were on her shoulders, and he pushed her down onto her back.

Chloe giggled as she fell. But then she called out a command for her sissy. “Get on your knees!” She laughed out the words, and David didn’t even bother to answer because he knew that the command couldn’t possibly be for him.

If he wondered exactly what kind of relationship Chloe and Alex had, he didn’t say anything about it. After all, if a cute girl wanted to watch Chloe get fucked, that would probably be fine with him.

He started kissing Chloe again, his mouth on hers. Only now, he straddled her.

Alex ached to be in that position. He had fantasized about it so many times, thinking that it would be an inevitability. For Alex, he assumed that it was going to happen one way or another. He would get to be on top. He would hold her down, kiss her, graze his teeth along her neck, and touch her wherever he wanted.

Now he watched another man do that. A real man.

Pressing his lips together, Alex needed to look away, especially as David started to unbutton his shirt. He yanked it off, revealing his muscled biceps and toned shoulders.

Alex wasn’t the kind of guy to check himself out in the mirror all that much, although he was immediately certain that David had more bulk, more muscle, and more strength. It was one more step against the sissy’s ego.

Pretty soon, David wasn’t the only one to strip. Chloe pulled off her top and then her bra. The man before her didn’t have to argue or beg. He didn’t have to plead for it.

Somehow, the two of them communicated without speaking at this point. It was in their eyes or their lips, the way they moved, the speed of their bodies. Alex still didn’t understand, but he knew one thing for certain.

Even as he watched this, he couldn’t touch himself. More than anything, he wanted to get the chastity cage off. Even if he couldn’t participate, he wanted to free his member and stroke his length. He couldn’t. The desperation gripped him, but paradoxically, he couldn’t move. He watched, drinking in every detail.

Chloe was soon naked, and she sat up on her knees. David came up behind her. He licked gently at her neck, his teeth still softly scratching along her skin.

Over and over again, Alex thought that could have been him. If he had tried harder or been smarter, he could have figured it out. But no, he had never been able to master this girl. He had never been able to figure out what it would take to get her to respect him.

Why not? As hard as he thought about it, Alex just couldn’t come up with any solutions. There were no words, no ideas. He didn’t have any explanations.

Then her eyes opened and she looked right at him.

Chloe was almost entirely naked now. She had stripped down to her panties, although she still wore her necklace with the key right there. It dangled just above her cleavage.

They looked back at one another, and Alex didn’t make a sound, but he was still silently pleading with this young woman. The thoughts flashed through his head, Please, please let me take off the cage! I don’t need to wear it! Certainly he had learned all of his lessons, right? He was going to be an obedient slave for his Mistress…

At that moment, he didn’t even think about asking. That’s how obedient he had become. Chloe had to know this, right? She was so smart; she knew exactly how to read him. Along every step of their relationship, she had proven as much.

As her trained sissy, he knew what the answer would be.

Trapped in his chastity cage and bound by his own obedience, Alex just watched as they moved together, their bodies molding against one another. More than anything, he wanted to get up, to say something to her. He wanted to insist that he deserved…something.

But what? He was just a sissy!

He couldn’t stand up to David or Chloe!

That thought sent another shiver running down his back.

But then, Chloe pulled away from David, and she glanced over at her sissy. “Are we better than you?”

The question seemed to originate from nowhere, and yet he immediately knew the answer. Down on his knees, he leaned forward and pushed his knuckles into the carpet. “Yes, Mistress.”

“You two are definitely different,” David said.

But Chloe wasn’t interested in her lover. Instead, she reached up for the key, and she gently fingered it.

“Tell David what you are.”

Instantly, Alex knew what she wanted him to do. But this was a game, a choice for him to make. If he chose correctly, he might get out of his cage for just a little while.

If he chose incorrectly, he had no idea what would happen. David might leave in disgust, which would mean…actually, Alex didn’t know. It was easy to imagine David walking by, maybe punching him in the gut. Or maybe he wouldn’t say anything at all.

Or maybe Chloe expected Alex to insist that he was a man, to stand up, to finally try to defend himself. And yet, Alex just couldn’t do it. There was something about his panties and the corset, the skirt, the stockings. It seemed like he was bound along every inch of his skin, trapped in a feminine prison that made him look cute, like some college coed hoping for some male attention.

“I’m just pretty,” Alex finally said.

“A pretty girl,” David replied.

Chloe pulled the key back, dropping it down against her naked chest. Then she leaned up, and she whispered something to David. A predatory smile stretched along his lips.

“Are you sure you want to watch something like that?” asked the law student. Even so, it was obvious he knew what the answer would be.

“Absolutely,” Chloe replied.

What were they doing? What were they planning?

Alex had no idea, but his breath still slowed in his chest. David got up. He pulled off the last vestiges of his clothing, so now he stood above Alex.

“She just said that you love giving blow jobs. Is that right?”

Alex had sucked on a dildo. He had never had a cock in his mouth. Right away, he anticipated the rush of defiance and stubbornness. He didn’t think there was any possible way he could do something like this. And yet, Alex remained on his knees as this bigger, stronger, more powerful man approached. Step-by-step, David walked forward. His cock was huge and erect, a declaration of his virility.

“No,” Alex said, bowing his head and shaking timidly.

David reached down and grabbed Alex by his hair. Just a couple of inches away from David’s hand, there was the butterfly barrette clinging to the sissy’s tresses.

“You look like you want to be a cock sucker,” David said, almost snarling the words. As far as he was concerned, that made Alex into nothing but a little slut.

More than that, he could hear Chloe giggling on the bed. Since she wanted this, he would do it, happily, especially if it meant that he could enjoy a blow job from this pretty girl on her knees.

Alex watched as David came even closer. Now that enormous cock was just a few inches away from his mouth.

Worse, Alex’s shaft twitched in his cage, but he remained trapped, locked down by plastic and metal, ensnared by the girl kneeling on the bed. Chloe just watched all of this, her eyes lit with fascination.

Just how far had Alex fallen? Obviously, she had worked toward this, but she didn’t know how successful she could be.

“Suck, slut,” David commanded as he pulled Alex’s pretty red lips closer and closer to his member.

“Remember your training,” teased Chloe.

Just like that, Alex opened his mouth, and he reached out with the flat of his tongue. He started to lick, sliding his appendage up along the David’s underside. “Not a bad way to start. I like your enthusiasm,” David said.

But that wasn’t enough. He didn’t want just a few stray licks. Oh no, he wanted to see this pretty girl do so much more. That’s why he pushed, his hand still firmly based on the back of Alex’s skull.

“Take it,” he commanded.

Alex made the mistake of looking upward.

If anything, that only increased David’s desire. He wanted to see this girl on her knees, taking every inch, licking, sucking, desperate for everything he had.

“Start sucking, slut,” he ordered.

Slut.

Alex was no longer just a sissy. He was giving a blow job!

And sure enough, he had no choice. He opened his mouth, and he wrapped his wet lips around David’s shaft. He could feel the man’s circumference, the heat of his body. Worse than that, Alex tasted him.

Before this, Alex didn’t know what pre-come tasted like. Now he did.

Worse, he couldn’t just stop. He tried to pull his head back, only that hand remained behind him, making sure that he couldn’t get away. There was no escape, not for this sissy. He had to do as he was told. He had to obey.

“Oh, that feels good. You’re doing a very good job.”

“Hear that, Alex? You’re doing a good job!” Chloe sounded like she wanted to burst out into laughter at any moment, but maybe she worried about shattering the spell.

For his part, time seemed to slow down. Alex wanted to stop, to somehow catch his breath, but he took more and more of that shaft between his lips. Pretty soon, he could feel David’s cock against the back of his throat.

Alex nearly gagged! His eyes watered, and it felt like he was going to lose control as his muscles instinctively clenched up. But no, he worked at it. Just as he had done with the dildo, Alex sucked, moving his head forward and back, his lips moist against the firm give of David’s cock.

“Faster,” David commanded.

Despite the tension in his throat and the almost overwhelming urge to gag, Alex obeyed. Like a horny little slut desperate for cock, he licked harder and faster, shifting forward and back.

He looked up again.

As he did so, he saw a man who was his superior and always would be better, bigger, and stronger.

Something inside of Alex shriveled, nearly breaking apart. He couldn’t help himself. He felt so small and so weak. He was pathetic, just this little sissy who would do whatever he was told.

“Do you want me to come in her mouth?” David asked.

As he moved his head forward and back to the same eager rhythm, Alex couldn’t see the girl who had feminized him. He had no idea what she would say either. Did she want him to swallow? Did she want to feel David climax?

Desperately, he hoped that she would let Alex keep just some sliver of dignity. He didn’t want to swallow; he didn’t want to feel that load shoot up against the back of his throat.

As those thoughts echoed inside of his head, he heard her laugh. “Go ahead and come. I’m sure we can play some more.”

“Damn right,” David replied. With a grunt, he held on tight as he pumped his hips forward and back. He fucked Alex’s face, forcing him to serve his pleasure. Second by second, Alex surrendered.

Something inside of him dissipated, and he stopped thinking. Instead, he knew that he was just a slut, a little sissy whose mouth needed to be used. So he took every inch as he licked and he sucked, doing everything he could to please this man.

This was a man. This was a real man.

Not like Alex.

Just a second more, and David climaxed, his shaft throbbing as he blew his load. Come shot against the back of Alex’s throat, so he started swallowing, gulping it down without even needing to be told to.

“That’s right. Take it. Take it, slut!”

Alex heard those words. They cut down into him, but they didn’t seem as loud as Chloe’s laughter.

When Alex finished, he didn’t know what to do. He didn’t know what to say. He could only watch helplessly as David pulled back. His shaft was wet with Alex’s spittle as he turned away, walking back toward Chloe.

Despite his orgasm, he moved with the confident grace of a man who knew he could still do whatever he wanted.

One orgasm wasn’t enough to sap his strength.

If anything, that was just the appetizer.

Alex understood all of this. With the taste of another man on his lips, Alex remained down on his knees, helpless. He watched as they started to kiss again. Within moments, Chloe was moaning. She must have loved the way David held her, how his hands roamed over her body with that perfect confidence, as though he couldn’t imagine any other scenario.

Together, they fell down against the mattress.

With every second, Alex kept hoping that the universe might intercede. Maybe something could happen, something to stop this!

But you know, those two wouldn’t give up. It felt too good. Chloe had someone who was her equal. She could enjoy that. It wasn’t like those times she had been with Alex when he lost control, when she played him, when she teased him and used him.

Chloe could respect this man.

Moments later, David grabbed her and pushed her onto her back. His hands went to her naked breasts. He massaged them and fondled them. While Alex desperately wondered what it would feel like, he watched as this other man could enjoy the soft to give of her breasts. Not only that, David savored of the sounds Chloe made.

As her breasts were massaged and teased, stroked and caressed, she arched her back. At the same time, she opened her eyes and looked back at Alex. She must have really enjoyed the look of dismay etched into his face.

He looked like a jealous girl hoping for a chance to serve again. But then, Alex had already been given a chance to offer up a blow job. Apparently, he’d done a good job. Chloe enjoyed that fact more than anything else, and she started to wonder how she might use her slave.

Yes, her slave.

Step-by-step, he accepted her authority. She wasn’t about to let him go now. In fact, she had something even better planned, something that would make sure he abandoned every delusion of ever regaining control over his life.

Only then, Chloe stopped thinking about her sissy because David started to kiss her again. He had his hands on her wrists, and he gripped her hard.

Damn. That felt incredible!

She wanted more!

She leaned up, biting on his lower lip.

He grinned, laughed, and she knew that she was with the right person.

“Get up on your hands and knees,” he ordered.

Chloe instantly understood. There are going to have sex, and the sissy slave was going to get to watch.

She quickly assumed the position with her ass up and her face down. She raised her head, her eyes bright with arousal as she looked back at Alex. Strangely enough, the sight of her sissy slave didn’t turn her off. On the contrary, it reminded her of everything she had done and accomplished. He was a monument to her cunning and power.

When their eyes fixated on one another, Chloe grinned at him.

Just a second later, David came out her from behind, his cock still wet. He pushed into her, sliding into her eager split.

Hot pleasure danced through her body, overwhelming her. She bowed her head down for just a second, and then she ordered, “Pull my hair.”

With a chuckle, David obliged, grabbing onto her soft tresses.

Chloe knew exactly how this made her look. It seemed as though she had surrendered to this man. But really, she was still in charge, only she wanted Alex to understand that his fantasies were never going to happen. Whether he liked it or not, he was a sissy now, a pretty, feminized boy who would always do as he was told. Obedience was his life, and he could argue about it or try to fight it, but he would fail, each and every time, always.

Judging by the look on his face, he understood this.

His bottom lip trembled slightly, and his eyes shined.

She wondered if she was going to break him, if she would completely destroy the last remnants of his spirit.

She didn’t mind the prospect, Chloe realized. If anything, she loved the idea of turning him into her plaything, a toy who would do whatever she wanted without even trying to think for himself.

Perfect.

After all, she had him. She could use him.

So many girls had to worry about the fidelity of their boyfriends. They had to wonder what their relationships really were or really meant. But with Alex, she could always be certain that he would be there, ready to serve, eager to obey, desperate for her approval.

Yes.

A cruel grin played across her face as Chloe felt the friction of David’s body. He pumped into her, pounding hard and fast.

More. She wanted more!

“That’s right. Fuck me! Fuck me hard!” she commanded, her voice a booming out.

David chuckled as he obliged. But his best efforts quickly made him start to pant. He worked her hard and fast as she surrendered to every moment. Their bodies moved together, sliding into melded heat and ecstasy. And then she called out just as she felt him start to climax. Her own orgasm gripped her, turning everything bright and incandescent.

She screamed out just as he grunted. All the while, Alex listened, helpless, unable to stop any of this.

There was nothing a sissy could do.




Chapter 7

Now

“I want to play with you.”

His eyes widened, getting just a little bit bigger. Even after all this time and all this training, she knows precisely how to surprise him.

Her declaration hangs on the air for a moment before he nods his head. “Yes, Mistress.”

“How should I tease you?” she asks.

His throat tightens as he approaches, taking those dainty little steps she’s come to adore over the last few months. There’s something so delicious about seeing her sissy like this.

“How would you like?”

“Tell me. What would make you squirm the most? What would make you feel totally and utterly powerless?”

The sissy gets down on his knees. As he does so, his pink, pleated skirt flattens out against his thighs. Even so, she can see his thin knees, his tight waist, and his butterfly barrette flutters with his movement.

This really is perfect, she thinks to herself. This really is everything she has always wanted—even when she didn’t know it herself.

As she licks her lips, she waits for his response. “Tease and denial.” He says those words, but he doesn’t like them. He hates what they imply and what they mean, yet the sissy still can’t stop himself. After so much training, he wouldn’t dare try to lie to his Mistress.

“Go to my bed,” she orders. “And as you do, I want you to think of the men I’ve had sex with there. I want you to think about how much better they were for me, how, no matter how much you want it, you’re never going to get to fuck me. That’s because I have sex with you, but you never get off, not the way you want.”

By the time she finishes, he’s actually quivering! She can see his whole body shake.

Hot ecstasy runs through her skin as she grins down at him. Yes! This is what she has wanted; this is what she has craved.

Feeling wicked, she pats him on the head as he gets up and heads toward her bedroom.

He’s going to lay down; he’s going to spread out, making himself helpless and vulnerable.

Chloe doesn’t follow right away. She’s in no rush; it’s not like she has to worry about the sissy’s expectations. Besides, allowing him to soak in his anticipation and fear is always good. He doesn’t know what’s going to happen quite yet, but he does wonder whether or not this session will focus primarily on pleasure or pain. Ultimately, it doesn’t matter because it will all be about one emotion: humiliation.

It’s funny to think that no matter how much she torments this creature, her precious little butterfly, he’s always going to flutter for escape. He’s always going to yearn for that sense that he could be a real man.

Getting up, she walks back into the kitchen, and she pours herself a glass of wine. She does this slowly and carefully. She enjoys the deliberate movements.

Holding up the glass, she inhales slowly, savoring the powerful aroma.

Slowly, she takes a sip, letting the dry liquid burn along her taste buds.

He always thought that he was going to somehow get the upper hand. He would take advantage of some flaw, some weakness. She would demonstrate a vulnerability at some point. She was sure she had them; Chloe couldn’t possibly be so arrogant as to think that she was perfect, but she also knew with equal certainty that this sissy never would have been able to find it.

Young, arrogant, and handicapped by his gross sense of masculinity, he never stood a chance.

Then again, tormenting him wasn’t about a challenge. It wasn’t about the question of determining whether or not she could win. Chloe had enough real challenges in her life. Instead, she wanted to sculpt him. As far as she was concerned, he was a work of art, an instrument to be played, some clay to be molded.

Now she was going to see precisely what she owned.

Chloe finished her glass of wine. She turned around and strolled back into her bedroom.

Even though she had left him waiting for several minutes, his chest rose and fell in rapid succession as he took those quick, frightened puffs of air. He probably didn’t want to think about it, but he was scared like some woodland animal. As prey, he recognized her; he knew that he was in trouble, so the fight-or-flight reaction still kicked in, yet he understood he couldn’t get away. He couldn’t fight.

So he had to lay there and take it. That was his only hope. If he behaved himself, maybe she would be merciful.

Maybe.

“Look at you, all spread out and helpless. I could do whatever I wanted,” she says to him.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“I like your voice, sissy. It always sounds so feminine and curly. You done such a good job transforming yourself.”

“I’m glad you approve, Mistress.”

“Tell me about what you thought would happen when you first came into my apartment.”

He swallows. And even if his eyes are open, he’s not seeing the ceiling, not anymore. He doesn’t even bring himself to turn back and look at Chloe. Instead, he’s probably thinking about all of his old desires and fantasies.

As those thoughts coalesce inside of his head, she reaches up beneath his skirt, and she pulls down his panties. As she does so, she can feel the smooth skin along his inner thighs. She can’t help but grin, not when she sees his shaft, locked up, trapped, encased in plastic and held down by her lock.

Slowly, she draws out the key from beneath her blouse.

Chloe takes it off of the chain, and she dangles it in front of his face. It sways back and forth, teasing him with all of the possibilities.

“You still haven’t told me what I want to hear.”

“I thought I was going to be in charge. I thought I was going to get to do whatever I wanted with you. I thought I would be smart enough and strong enough to take command.”

“You wanted to own me, didn’t you?”

He presses his lips together into a frightened line. He understands the danger of this conversation, but there’s still nothing he can do to stop her. If she wants to talk about his foolishness, then he has no choice. He never does.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And why is that?”

This time, he can’t be sure exactly what she wants to hear. They have never followed this line of conversation before. Even so, he can guess; he can try to figure it out as he tells her, “Because I didn’t know the truth.”

“And what truth is that?” Chloe asks, and those words seem somehow indulgent.

“I didn’t know that I was a sissy, Mistress.”

She studies him, her expression both impassive and unreadable.

“What did you think you were?” Chloe asks.

They have gone through this before; they have had this conversation, but the reminder is helpful. It reinforces that basic truth: she had redefined this slave from boy to sissy.

Chloe wants to do this for her own good as well as his. After all, she can’t allow this boy to forget what he wanted to be.

“And tell me, what does it mean for you to be a sissy?”

At this point, he grits his teeth and inhales sharply. That puff of air is a stab against his ego and flagging self-respect. Of course, there’s always the threat that he will return to his old ways. He needs the constant reminders.

“It means that I submit to your will, Mistress.” There. That is a textbook answer, so she should be satisfied.

“You can be more specific.”

“It means I have to obey you. I have to do whatever you say. It means I’m yours!”

“And what have I done to you?”

“You feminized me, Mistress.”

“How?” She makes it sound like such an innocuous question, like it’s not really a big deal at all.

And yet, he must admit the truth about what he has become. “You put me in panties, a corset, and you have even had me on a leash.”

“What? Are you going to tell me that you don’t like your choker?”

His face starts to turn red. Even if he knows the truth, it still so difficult for him to admit. His eyes are getting wet, she realizes. But somehow, Chloe can’t summon up any kind of real sympathy. Why would she? He only suffers because he can’t embrace the truth of his situation.

In time, he might. Maybe.

“I’m going to tie you down, sissy.”

“I, I understand.”

“What gives me the right to do this to you?”

The answer is so simple, but he must give it anyway. With a nervous swallow, he tells her, “you can do this to me because you are in charge. You can do this because you’re better than me. You’re stronger than me.”

Chloe climbs up onto the bed, and she runs her fingers along his body, just as she has done so many times before. In this way, she has a lot in common with a sculptor. Her every touch leaves an indelible mark on his psyche.

“That’s right.” I’m stronger than you. And am I smarter than you?”

Before she sunk her fingers into his psyche, he never would have been able to admit this. But now, he has no choice. “Yes, Mistress. You’re smarter than me. You’re so much smarter!”

When she smiles, she reveals her teeth, all while she revels in her power. The authority is intoxicating.

“That’s right,” she says, and that’s when she grips the key. She slides it into the lock. The sissy waits, perhaps anticipating that moment when there will be a simple click. That sound doesn’t mean very much to anyone else, but for this slave, it’s everything. It signifies freedom and the chance to get off.

Before Chloe took him and trained him, he used to think about all these different choices which spread out before him. What was he going to do with his life and his career? What kind of girl would he seduce and marry? What sort of hobbies interested him? Those parts of his life had been closed off, buried, stolen. He always needed to remember that he belonged to her, so he could make a few decisions, yet they all revolved around one question: how could he please her best?

She pops the lock open. The bar slides out, and then she reaches for his chastity cage. At any moment, she could stop. She could change her mind. All of that is obvious to him, so he keeps his eyes aimed upward. He knows that if he seems too eager, she might decide to punish him for his temerity. He doesn’t get to decide what will happen, so he shouldn’t be excited.

She slides the plastic ring out from beneath his scrotum. She pulls the plastic tube away, exposing his cock. For a second, he swallows and lifts his head. His chin brushes along his chest, and he feels it, the rush of blood, the explosion of desire through his body. As his nerve endings light up, he knows what he really wants.

And yet, this sissy can’t bring himself to think about it.

“I’m going to play with your sissy clit,” she promises him.

“Yes, Mistress.” Those words are so automatic now. It’s like he can’t imagine any other response.

As he stares upward, she waits. With every second, the anticipation builds, becoming more powerful. It’s sent throbs to his core, making him wonder exactly when it will start.

Her hand raises up, and then she smacks his thigh, leaving a bright red spot there against his flesh. He tightens his teeth together again as his eyes shine bright. He can’t help himself, not when this girl knows exactly what she’s doing.

“Say thank you.”

“Thank you!”

“Tell me it’s my right to do whatever I want with you.”

“It’s your right because you’re superior and because I belong to you and you know what needs to be done. You’re smarter than I am, so I always have to listen to you and obey you.”

The words pour from his lips, and that’s when she reaches down, wrapping her fingers around his length. If she tightened her grip even a little bit more, it will be enough to get him off. In fact, he probably couldn’t stop it, even if he wanted to.

But he doesn’t.

If anything, he is desperately waiting and hoping for that moment when she might make a mistake.

With an almost feral grin on her face, she shakes her head from side to side, clearly disappointed in him.

She positions herself on her knees, and she leans down. “It’s funny. If you didn’t have this, you wouldn’t be in this situation. Isn’t that right?”

“Yes, Mistress. That’s right.”

“And why is that?”

“Because I fell in love with you.”

“Did you? Did you really?”

He wants to say yes because it feels like she clearly has something else in mind. There’s another conclusion he is supposed to draw.

Breathing out, he tries again, “I wasn’t just in love with you. I wanted you.”

“How?”

“I wanted to control you. I wanted to own and dominate you.”

Even if he’s being completely honest, it still makes her laugh. “How did that work out for you?”

Some of the color dissipates from his cheeks. His body goes cold as he contemplates that question and considers his life now.

“It didn’t work out for me.”

“Be you enjoy being owned, don’t you?”

Just as he might tell her the truth about how he hates his corset and his panties, she strokes him again, teasing him, tormenting him with anticipation. The hope blossoms in his chest, spreading out. It’s warm and addictive. She caresses him, squeezing him gently, and this is the most aroused he’s been allowed to be, in weeks if not months.

Arching his back, he searches for the right words. “Please, please don’t stop!”

“Tell me you enjoy being owned.”

“Yes!” He sounds frantic, desperate, like nothing is more important than getting Chloe to believe him. “I love it! I love being owned. I want you to own me! Please, please own me!”

If that’s what he would really say without her guiding attention, he doesn’t give any sign of this. If anything, he seems utterly determined and ardent in his desire to be controlled. So many girls find it easier to submit and mold themselves to the expectations of those around them. That’s how he has been trained, and so that’s what he does.

She squeezes again, dragging her soft skin up along his length until she gets to the tip of his cock. Then she pulls her hand away, leaving him panting, hot, damp, and eager for more. He can’t help himself. Even if he understands that she is teasing him and mocking him with those sensations, he still yearns for the release that his body tells him he should get.

A lifetime of male privilege is hard to eradicate.

“Why do you love being owned?”

“Because I’m a sissy! Because I can’t help myself!” He closes his eyes, shutting them tight. A couple of stray tears run down along his cheeks. She wipes them away with the back of her hand, soft little movements that are almost merciful. But then she touches one fingertip to her lips, and she sucks on it gently.

“Poor little sissy,” she says.

Then she resumes the touching, her fingers and hands moving along his genitals.

She brings him to the edge. Then she stops.

She brings him to the edge again. Then she pulls her hands away.

Each time, he can’t help himself; even though he should be able to understand that she has no interest in giving him that burst of pleasure he needs, some part of him still expects it. The disappointment crashes into him each and every time as she smiles down in his direction.

“Mistress, how may I serve you?” the sissy asks, his voice frantic.

“You’re doing just fine,” she says. That’s probably the worst answer he can imagine. After all, if he’s doing just fine and she is torturing him with anticipation, that means there’s nothing he can do. There is no escape.

Even though he doesn’t mean to do it, the sissy starts to struggle against of the bonds holding his wrists down. He yanks as hard as he can, instinct driving extra strength into his arms, his biceps, every ligament and muscle.

It doesn’t make any difference.

Chloe just laughs at him. Her giggles chortle out onto the air as she grips his dick in her hand again.

Just a little more, another half second. That’s all it would take!

She pulls her hand away before he can feel that rush of ecstasy. She makes sure that he doesn’t get it. He can wallow in his anticipation, and desire, but he won’t get any kind of real completion.

“Oh, you look so frustrated. This must be hard on you. I bet you are still thinking like a boy, aren’t you? You still think you’re entitled to an orgasm.” She clicks her tongue and shakes her head from side to side.

“No, Mistress,” he says, only to realize his mistake. He has now contradicted his owner. That’s never a good idea.

In fact, she pulls her hands away.

“What was that?”

The sissy doesn’t know what to say. His voice abandons him. Mouth dry, he looks up into her beautiful face for just a moment before turning away. He can’t bear her disappointment; he can’t handle the reality of angering her.

As his heart pounds, she touches one hand to his pubis, and she walks her fingernails up along his skin. Those sharp edges push down into his flesh. “Did you just defy me?”

The sissy doesn’t know what to say! If he says yes, he admits what he has done. If he says no, he risks doing it again!

“Oh, you poor, foolish sissy slave. You really don’t know how this works, do you? You keep thinking that you have a chance.” With another sad shake of her head, she makes him sound utterly pathetic for his inability to comprehend. “This is one who’s never letting you go. If I released you into the wild, you’d probably run off and try to pretend to be a man again. But you aren’t a man, are you?”

“No, Mistress,” he replies. His voice gets quiet, making him sound even more feminine.

“No,” she echoes in agreement. “You aren’t a real man. You’ve never been a real man. You are my sissy, and that’s why I get to dress you in these cute little outfits. You get to be girly and obedient. You get to enjoy the privilege of submission. Isn’t that right?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She slides forward and straddles his chest. Her knees push into his sides, so he can feel the heat of her thighs against his rib cage. When she comes in close, he almost wants to believe that she’s going to kiss him. But no, she almost never does that anymore. Instead, she reaches back and glides four of her fingers along his scrotum, up to the base of his shaft.

“Maybe you get confused because I let you keep this. Is that the problem? Maybe I should just get you fixed, you know, like a dog?”

“No!”

Chloe throws her head back and laughs, just as she has done so many times before to this sissy slave.

“You would let me do it, wouldn’t you? You’d let me find you a doctor or clinic, and we could get you fixed. We could get you clipped.” With a slow shake of her head, she grins again. “Oh, that is precious.”

The sissy only has one possible answer. “Yes, Mistress.”

Then

David had already left, but Alex still wandered around her house, wondering exactly what he could do. Dressed in his corset, his panties, and the requisite chastity cage, he kept looking around. At first he wondered, perhaps thinking that he would eventually find the strength to escape. After all, it would have been easy. It wasn’t like she kept locks on the doors or windows. There was really nothing stopping him from walking outside.

Except for the pictures. Except for the key.

Alex tried not to think about those. Instead, he returned to his small, girly bedroom, and he looked back into the mirror.

His makeup hardly smudged from the night before. He stared at his reflection, and he tried to find his masculine attributes. He searched desperately, his eyes gliding carefully along his forehead, down the arch of his nose, to his cheeks, then his chin. Everything had been feminized. Everything looked soft, gentle, and utterly unthreatening.

As a man, he liked the picture himself with a big gun, a sword, or maybe some huge vehicle to drive around in. But now, he looked more like a schoolgirl…

No one would take him seriously. He couldn’t take himself seriously.

Turning away from the mirror, he walked back into the living room. Apparently, Chloe and her lover had decided to enjoy some wine at some point in the middle of the night. He picked up the glasses and brought them back to the sink. Once there, he looked down at them. Originally, he had only meant to deposit them. But now, he picked one up, and he started to wash it.

Alec started to feel a little bit better. He washed the other glass.

Unfortunately for him, it only took a minute or two to finish.

After that, he wasn’t certain what he could do. He looked over at the counter. He hadn’t washed it recently—or so he told himself. In actuality, he had just done it on the previous day because his Mistress expected him to clean her house regularly.

But now he gulped, and he started to work. As he did so, Alex quickly lost himself to the simple rhythms of cleaning.

Considering the incredible and acrobatic sex she had enjoyed, Chloe continued to sleep in the master bedroom while her sissy servant tidied up her home. As far as she was concerned, this was the new natural order.

Although she was asleep and probably dreaming of legal cases or what it was like to be with David, she could have just as easily pondered the meaning of her relationship with Alex. When they first started, she had only intended to humiliate him a little bit, to make him unworthy for Amy. By manipulating him and his libido, she had made it so that her sister could move on.

And in fact, Amy seemed to have done just that. She talked about her ex-boyfriend less and less. She started going out more with her friends and flirting with other guys.

Chloe woke up, and she stretched, arching her back as she pointed her fingers toward the headboard.

This was a good place, she decided. She loved knowing that she had a male there to serve her every need.

“Sissy!”

Alex quickly abandoned the damp rag he had been using to clean her countertops. Instead, he scurried back into her bedroom.

Chloe was naked from her night with David, but now she pondered something. “It’s funny, I had a wonderful time last night, and I really enjoyed letting you watch. Were you grateful for that?”

As she asked, she pointed her eyes in his direction. Not only that, she slipped her hand beneath the sheets and blankets. Then she found her pussy, and she started to stroke it with her middle two fingers. Those digits pressed down, gently teasing the walls of her opening until she found her clit.

As she masturbated, he stood there with his hands held behind his back. Alex may as well have been shackled because he couldn’t bring himself to move. It felt like his limbs had been frozen in that place.

“Poor sissy. You look really frustrated.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said, his voice taut with desire. He wore a chastity cage that prevented him from getting off or even enjoying an erection without her key. Even so, the yearning still gripped his body, pressing him from every angle and direction.

“Would you like something to do?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

“I’m on the bed, put your mouth between my legs, and lick me.”

If he felt any disappointment, he didn’t allow it to show on his prettily made-up face. Instead, he scurried forward, taking those dainty, feminine movements she had ingrained within him. He slid under the linens, moving almost like a shark until he found that spot. He leaned in, and he started to lick, lapping his tongue against her wet crevice.

Alex couldn’t explain it, yet when he licked her, he felt good. He was…grateful for this.

“Good sissy,” purred his owner.

Obviously, Alex couldn’t respond. His tongue continued to slide over her crevice, just the way she enjoyed most. Pleasure simmered in her body because he knew how to please her. Over the last few months, he had learned what she liked and expected.

“That’s right. You’re mine now,” she said, turning those words into a promise. “You belong to me, sissy slave. That’s right. Show me that you belong between my legs.”

This time, he didn’t hear that little voice buried deep down. He didn’t get to resist or fight; there weren’t any little calls for rebellion or defiance.

He really had learned how to obey, and he knew he had to do whatever she liked.

Alex set a steady rhythm at first as he licked. His tongue darted left and right, then up and down. As he massaged her, she curled her toes and allowed the tension to build. He slowed, almost as though he could sense precisely what she needed.

Other guys might have gone down on their girlfriends, only to lick a few times, then give up before demanding a blowjob for themselves. Not Alex. He knew how to please her because he knew that she was his one and only priority.

“Good sissy. That’s right. Good! Good sissy!”

Soon, she was on the cusp of her orgasm.

His tongue sped up as he twirled his appendage in fresh patterns, all for her pleasure. As Chloe’s body tightened, he didn’t need to wait for any additional commands. Instead, he listened to her body because he focused on nothing else.

“Yes!” She yelled and screamed that syllabus.

The burst of pleasure shot through her body, coming from every direction at once. It made her toes press down. It made her stomach clench. It made her moan as she embraced the rush of sensation.

Her sissy pulled back and waited. Obedient on his stomach in his cute little uniform, he waited to hear what his Mistress craved next. Before she said a word, however, someone knocked on the door.

“Oops.”

Wait. What was that supposed to mean?

As Alex cowered under the blankets and sheets, Chloe slid away. She stretched her hands behind her back, and then above her shoulders.

“You might as well present yourself now.”

Alex didn’t understand, but he still obeyed. After all of his training, he couldn’t do anything else.

He exposed himself, and then she grinned and shook her head. “I’m going to go entertain my guest while you shower and reapply your makeup. I’m going to put you on display, Alex, so you had better be perfect. Understand?”

Without any kind of thought, he told her, “Yes, Mistress.”

She tapped his cheek as she pulled on a pair of loose sweats and a T-shirt. Even in that relaxed wear, Chloe still managed to look like a goddess.

There was another knock on the door, so she practically skipped out of the room. She moved quickly and gracefully, reminding him of some mystical creature. Once she was gone, Alex crept out of her room and back into his own. He stripped down until he had on nothing but his chastity cage, and then he snuck toward the bathroom.

Just as he crossed the threshold and started to close the door, he heard the two girls giggling. He recognized Chloe’s voice, obviously, the other one seemed familiar. No, it couldn’t be, he told himself.

Shaking his head, Alex disappeared behind the bathroom door. He turned on the water, and the sounds were suddenly drowned out by the splashing jets. Moments later, he stepped into the stream, and he enjoyed the shower as the water pelted his body.

It was a hot shower, so it didn’t exactly help with his libido, but he had something else to focus on now. In some ways, that was what Chloe had truly done to him. When he had been free, his thoughts would constantly drift and wander, bouncing between all of these different concepts and concerns.

But when he found himself on his stomach, licking her pussy, he didn’t worry about anything else. The rest of the world may as well have come to a stop. Now that she wanted this, he gave it to her. He scrubbed, shaved, and made sure that virtually every inch of his body was smooth just the way she liked.

Chloe had exacting standards, and he couldn’t disappoint her. He knew what the consequences could be.

Once he finished, he stepped back out onto the tile floor, and he glanced at the mirror. Without the makeup on his face, he looked a little bit more masculine. But just a little bit.

Breathing out slowly, he knew he couldn’t remain there. He went to his closet, and he looked at the different outfits. There were a couple of pair of jeans, only they were all tight, snug and embroidered with different feminine accents: roses along the legs or yellow suns that beamed out. There were a couple of stars and hearts or other repairs.

These were the kinds of jeans that some little girl might wear. Or maybe an adult who wanted to seem that much more feminine and girly.

Alex, obviously, never picked any of his clothing. None of it even belonged to him, yet he still had to wear it. Occasionally, he would think back to his previous outfits, those loose-fitting shirts and the pants with the deep pockets. Now he usually wore dresses or skirts.

Chloe was going to show him off.

Breathing out again, he told himself that he could handle this. It wasn’t a big deal. With every exhalation, he knew that this was just going to be a game for her. Besides, it wasn’t like it they ran in the same circles, so he didn’t need to worry about actually knowing this person. It was probably just one of Chloe’s friends. She had mentioned another girl, Olivia. It was probably her.

Alex would come out, prance around, serve them tea or something, and then he would be allowed to hide for the rest of the afternoon.

He hated himself for this, but he also wondered if maybe this would be his opportunity to earn an orgasm. If he didn’t incredibly good job, then maybe Chloe would decide to reward him.

He understood that he was being manipulated; he knew that she controlled him, so if she wanted certain kinds of behavior, then she would give him something to look forward to. She could tantalize him with hope, possibilities.

Alex picked out his outfit, a Navy blue, pleated skirt, and a pale pink top. As he held up the two garments, he realized something. They made him look like a secretary.

Fine.

Alex knew that he was a servant now. He knew that this girl had him, and she could still destroy his reputation. She had those pictures. At this point, it still felt like a secret. Or maybe it wasn’t even about the blackmail anymore. Alex shook his head, unable to discern exactly why he did this, unable to tell where Chloe’s decisions ended and his own began.

Like a good little sissy, he pulled on a pair of knee-high socks followed by his panties. Before he put on the underwear, he held them up and looked at them.

He had fallen in love with Chloe. Consequently, she had teased him, step-by-step into this. She trained him for anal sex. She taught him how to put on his makeup. She feminized him a little bit at a time until he really was this helpless sissy.

Now he got dressed. He pulled on his panties after another second of admiring the sleek shape, the soft curves, and of the embroidered butterfly along the front. When he wore these, he really felt as though he had been transformed.

Some part of him still attempted to hate this. If he focused, he could recall how much he enjoyed being a man. But now, he knew that would never happen again.

It couldn’t.

Back in his panties, he put on his skirt, zipping it up and making sure that it was nice and snug around his waist. He pulled on his blouse, sliding his arms into the quarter sleeves. Over the last couple of weeks, he hadn’t been allowed to do any kind of upper body exercise, which meant that his biceps had shrunk. He looked so thin, so cute, just like some prepubescent girl.

He buttoned up the shirt and stood in front of the mirror. Sure enough, he did look like a secretary, or maybe some college intern eager to file paperwork and run errands for the chance to show what she could do.

Of course, he still wasn’t done; Alex needed to put on his makeup.

At this point, he got a little bit nervous. He had been watching tutorial videos and listening to Chloe. Occasionally, when she was feeling generous, she would allow him to watch. He would be on his knees before her makeup stand, and she would dabble on the different ingredients, highlighting her best features. Although she didn’t need the makeup, she did it for his benefit, helping him to learn exactly what to do. Now, he had to make her proud.

More and more, he realized something. He wanted to do a good job; he needed to show this girl that he had learned. Because if he didn’t, there could be consequences. But maybe this actually mattered to him now as well.

Alex didn’t know where that thought came from, but he couldn’t dismiss it either.

He sat down in front of another mirror, and he looked at the different options. It had all seemed so confusing when she first began his training. He remembered the way the lipstick felt, how it was so strange and exotic and alien. He recalled how the powder seemed so bizarre. Yet over the last couple of weeks, he learned about balancing his complexion, smoothing out some of the differences, and hiding his pores.

Alex did just that. He put on his makeup, one step at a time. Foundation, lipstick, eye shadow, and just a hint of blush.

When he was done, he looked up at the mirror, and he didn’t see the boy who used to demand blow jobs. He didn’t think of the man who had intended to become an engineer, start a firm, also that he might have a harem of little college interns running around, eager to serve him.

No, he had learned the truth. It was his place to serve. He was a sissy, and he would always be a sissy.

Right?

Alex shook his head, perhaps feeling a little flutter of hope. Maybe there was still some tiny sliver of his psyche that still thought he could get out of this somehow.

Like always, he pushed down that little spark of defiance. He swallowed it down and slid his feet into his high-heeled pumps. They were a dark shade of purple, sleek and shiny. He took several tentative steps forward because he was still learning how to negotiate these heels. With a laugh, Chloe once told him that it would take ten years. But then she also patted him on the head and said he had plenty of time.

Fully dressed and made up, Alex checked out his reflection one more time. Part of him never knew what to expect. Even though he had been working on his appearance for the past few minutes, Alex still shivered with a special kind of dread. Fear gripped him, coming at him from every angle.

When he presented himself, he would be surrendering. When he marched in front of Chloe and her guest, one more person would learn about him.

But then, Alex thought of David, Chloe’s lover.

He had come over several times, always to enjoy her company, to touch her, to kiss her, to have sex with her. They fooled around, sometimes while Alex watched, sometimes not.

He always had to endure the knowledge, however, that he wasn’t good enough.

“I’m a sissy,” Alex whispered as he looked into the mirror.

As his heart started to beat faster, Alex got up from his seat. He walked through the door and out into the living room. As he did so, he kept his eyes down.

“Is this what you wanted to show me? You hired a maid or an assistant or something?”

No. Oh no. No! It wasn’t possible!

Alex silently screamed to those thoughts in his head, but he couldn’t bring himself to look up.

“No, not an assistant or a servant. More like a slave,” Chloe explained. “Amy, I want to introduce you to someone you already know.”

No. It couldn’t be her. It couldn’t be his ex-girlfriend!

Alex clung to the hope that he was wrong, only then he risked glancing up. In that moment, she was looking at him, and he gazed back. In doing so, he saw the girl he had once controlled so easily. Amy.

“No way,” Amy said slowly as the recognition played out along her features.

Amy would never be as beautiful as her sister; she would never possess the same poise, aggression, and grace as her older sister. Even so, she was still very attractive, and now it looked like she didn’t know what to say.

“Amy, this is Alex. I’m debating whether or not I should change his name to something more appropriate like Alexandra. Or maybe I will just change his name to something else entirely like Cindy or Mindy, definitely something that sounds nice and girly.”

“What, what is this, some kind of joke or something?” Amy asked.

She looked at Alex, like she expected him to smear the makeup, to rip off the skirt, to start laughing because this was just some kind of joke.

But he couldn’t do any of that. It had been trained out of him. Besides, even if he pulled off his panties, he would only reveal the embarrassing fact that he now wore a chastity cage.

“Alex, is this a joke?”

“No, Mistress.”

Eyes widening, Amy jerked her head back to look at her older sister. “Mistress?”

“Yes. I’m his Mistress now. He belongs to me. He’s my slave, just like I told you before.”

“But that’s Alex! There’s no way you could do this to him!”

“Amy, there’s something you need to know. Alex, tell her the truth.”

“I’m a sissy. I’m a slave. I belong to your sister. She owns me.”

“How is this possible?” Amy demanded to know.

Only then, she looked back at her sister who shrugged, like the answer didn’t really matter. “Ask the sissy in the skirt.”

When Amy looked back at Alex, it was like she hadn’t even noticed the pleated skirt, the buttoned top, or his high heels. “Alex?”

“I’m not really sure how this happened, but your sister has trained me. She’s taught me that I am a sissy, and that I should do whatever she says. She’s in charge, and I belong to her. I always have to listen to her because she knows what’s best. She smarter and stronger than me.”

“This is unreal,” Amy said. She dipped her head down for a second and shut her eyes, like she couldn’t accept any of it. This had to be some kind of joke or something, right? It couldn’t really be happening.

But then she raised her head, and she looked back at her sister. “Chloe, can I talk to him alone for a minute?”

“Go for it.”

Chloe rose to her feet majestically before she left them alone.

When Amy turned her attention back to Alex, he shivered. Although this girl didn’t have her sister’s intensity, Amy was still a powerful young woman. And now she looked him up and down. “Are you wearing panties right now?”

“Yes,” he said. Although Alex didn’t know how to address her, Amy quickly gave him the instructions he needed.

“If I tell you to address me as something stupid like ma’am or Goddess, would you do it?”

“Yes.”

“Call me your Goddess.”

“Yes, Goddess,” Alex responded reflexively. It was as though he had forgotten how to think for himself. He was trained to obey without hesitation or question.

“This is insane,” Amy said, shaking her head.

She got up, and she strode toward him. In his high heels, he was slightly taller, but that didn’t give him any kind of strength or confidence. If anything, being wobbly on his feet undermined whatever confidence he may have otherwise possessed, probably the way Chloe had planned.

“You and I used to be boyfriend and girlfriend, but now you’re a sissy? What is this? You always told me that you wanted to be powerful. You actually said that word. And you wanted to seem like a super villain or something.”

“I don’t know, Goddess.”

Her eyes widened again, like she couldn’t comprehend what was happening.

“Alex, how did she get you to do this?”

“I don’t know. I guess she seduced me. She tricked me, maybe.”

“She’s been training you?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

“Stop calling me that,” she snapped. He didn’t say anything, but then she realized what she had done. More than that, she must have finally understood she could get him to do whatever she liked. “Are you wearing panties right now?”

“Yes.”

“Show me.”

Alex didn’t expect that.

Even so, his hands fell to the pleats, and he pinched the skirt as he raised it up, exposing the triangle of satin between his legs.

Suddenly, a big, sharp smile spread across her lips. “I can’t believe this! I mean, I used to respect you!”

Alex realized something. This might be his only chance. He could talk to this girl. They had been close. More than that, she didn’t see him as a sissy, not really. “Please, your sister is blackmailing me. She has all of these photos and stuff of me.”

“That’s all?” Amy wanted to know.

“No. There’s something else.”

“What?”

Alex opened his mouth, and he wanted to say it, only he couldn’t admit it to his ex-girlfriend. The idea that he had been tricked into a cock lock seemed like too much. There was no way she would have respect him again, he realized.

“Tell me,” Amy commanded.

“Your sister keeps me in chastity!”

“Show me.”

He didn’t want to do it, but his hands moved, seemingly on their own. He grabbed the edge of his panties and pulled them down, only to reveal the plastic tube around his shaft.

“Amazing,” she said.

“No, it isn’t,” Alex said. And once he started, he couldn’t stop. “Please! You have to talk to your sister for me! Convince her to stop! Tell her that she has to let me go!

Amy studied him for a few more seconds before she called out her sister’s name, “Chloe! I think we are ready to talk to you again.”

Alex was shivering now. He kept hoping that maybe she really would be able to convince Chloe to destroy the photos, to give him the key, to release him.

“I think I know why you did this,” Amy said as her sister sauntered back into the room.

“Oh? Why?” Chloe sounded marginally curious.

“Because you wanted me to get over him. And the best way to help me get over him was to transform him into this.”

Although Chloe maintained a neutral façade, she was impressed nonetheless. Seriously, her little sister had been able to pick out that much? Very impressive.

Then Amy continued, “And now, he’s asking me to convince you to let him go.”

“Is that what you want?” Chloe asked without making it clear what she would do one way or the other.

Amy glanced back at him. Although she was talking to her sister, she kept watching Alex, like she wanted to watch and enjoy his reaction. “No. I think you should punish him. I think you should make him pay for trying to get out of his panties without permission. Obviously, he’s such a pathetic little sissy. You need to train him harder.”

“Maybe getting fucked by his ex-girlfriend would help with that,” Chloe said. Actually, she had no idea how her little sister would respond, only then there was this little hint of blush along Amy’s cheeks. Apparently, she relished the idea.

“No! You can’t do that!”

“Quiet,” Amy scolded. At once, he shut his mouth, only to feel that surge of regret. Why had he spoken out of turn? He was a slave! He wasn’t allowed to speak to his superiors like that!

“How would I do it?”

“I have a special toy. Would you like to see it?”

“Yes, please.”

Turning back to the bedroom, Chloe headed back. That left them alone again.

“Please, you can’t do this to me! Please, we used to date!”

“And you loved messing with my head, didn’t you?” Amy replied, her voice low and cold. “Seriously, I could tell what you were doing to me. I was just so enamored with you that I couldn’t get you to stop or I told myself that it was worth it. I figured you would become a good guy someday.”

“Please!”

“Alex, just shut up. My sister’s going to come back, and then I’m going to have sex with you one last time, and then I’m never going to have to think of you as my ex-boyfriend again.”

“What does that mean?”

“I’ll tell you in a minute,” promised Amy.

A second more, and Chloe came back. She held up the strap-on harness. “If you want, you can use this on him while I hold him down.”

“Oh, that sounds perfect,” Amy said.

As Alex heard those words, he still couldn’t believe it. Some part of him rebelled against this idea. This couldn’t be happening! Over and over again, he tried to figure out some way to make it stop, but his ex-girlfriend had already pulled off her jeans, and now she shimmied into the harness. She tilted her body from side to side, pivoting so that she could show off the dildo sticking out from between her legs.

“Should I use lube or something?”

“You can,” Chloe explained. “Or if you want, you could always make him suck on it first.”

“Oh,” Amy said. “I like that. I like it a lot.”

“Tell him what you expect.”

Amy licked her lips before snapping her fingers and pointing to the spot in front of her feet. “Get over here.”

He scurried forward, only to drop to his knees before her. And there it was, the artificial cock right in front of his face.

“Start sucking me off,” she ordered.

Then she put her hand on the back of his head, forcing him to open his mouth and take the dildo deep. It brushed up against the back of his throat, nearly making him choke, just like last time. Even though he hated this, he licked and sucked, moving his head forward and back. He gave her everything he had.

“How does it feel?”

“Not bad,” Amy said as she watched her ex-boyfriend. She could hardly believe this was happening, yet it felt natural and right.

“So do you think you’re going to miss him after this?”

“Not as a boyfriend,” Amy said with a laugh. “I can’t believe I ever dated this loser.”

“Well, a lot can change with a pair of panties,” Chloe replied.

As they talked, Alex kept bobbing his head forward and back, taking the length as much as he could. Even when he started to choke, he couldn’t allow himself to stop.

“Now, get down on your stomach. I want to take you from behind, just like you’re a girl,” Amy said.

Alex moved to obey, getting on his hands and knees. A second later, Chloe grabbed him. She pinned him down, holding him against the floor as her sister began to move in.

It would be any second now.

Just as that thought crossed his mind, Amy slid the tip of the dildo between his buttocks. She pressed down, guiding it into his opening. Inch by inch, he had to take it. Only seconds before, it had been in his mouth. Now he felt the slickness of his own saliva as she pumped him, thrusting the dildo into his crevice.

“We could give him an incentive to fight harder,” Chloe said.

Amy glanced at her sister, but she was focused on having sex with her ex-boyfriend.

“Alex, if you can get up or stop us from ravishing you, then we will let you go. I’ll destroy all the pictures, and you can go back to pretending to be a boy again.”

Alex heard those words, and the hope flared back to life. Every ember, spark, and desire became so much more powerful!

Instantly, he tried to shove himself off of the floor, only Chloe was there, poised above him, ready to hold him down.

At first, he wished to believe that he was still male, that he would have superior upper body strength.

No. The angles were wrong, and he couldn’t get the right kind of leverage. So he thrashed about, kicking, his feet and white socks a blur of movement as his hands struggled for purchase. The girls held him down as the younger sister fucked him. All the while, desire soaked into his body. He wanted more! He needed more!

The need nearly overwhelmed him, but then he cried out. “I can’t get away! I, I belong to you!”

“And you always will,” Chloe said as her sister continued to pump, pounding into him, again and again, remorseless.

He was never going to forget it. He would always be her slave. Her sissy—whatever Chloe craved.

The End
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