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The Delta Chi Sissy

As I sat demurely on the other side of the office with my back straight and hands in my lap, I couldn’t help but smirk slightly. Fortunately, Dean Chambers had his eyes locked firmly on Jason. The Dean’s tone remained professional, yet it was also low and cold. Clearly, he wasn’t happy about any of this.

Jason’s defense didn’t help, “But what about free speech? Seriously, I should be allowed to say whatever I want.”

Dean Chambers exhaled slowly. “You are free to say whatever you like,” he told the college boy. “But there are going to be consequences.”

“You can’t punish me!”

“Jason, when you publish misogynistic videos about how women secretly want to be assaulted, you draw attention to yourself. You also draw attention to this college. Now, freedom of speech applies to government entities, but this is a private school. I am responsible for how we are perceived by the broader community. I am also beholden to our donors and alumni. Currently, there is a firestorm started solely by you. Something needs to be done.”

“This is bullshit,” he growled under his breath.

“What was that?” Dean Chambers asked.

“Nothing,” Jason grunted even as he glanced over at me.

I winked at him.

Why? Because I could. Because Jason couldn’t stop me.

“And why is she here?” Jason finally asked.

“Because quite a few of your videos talk specifically about the Delta Chi Sorority. As the chapter president here, I thought it would be appropriate for her to join us.”

“Jason, I think it’s clear that everyone here wants to help you,” I said. I sounded completely reasonable and kind, more like a big sister than his peer.

Jason fumed, but he was smart enough to stay quiet at this point.

Sitting up a little bit straighter, the Dean made his decision, “I have decided that you will be expelled from the dorms. Currently, you are on a scholarship from our Student Foundation, which you will be allowed to keep, but only with the consent of the president of Delta Chi.”

“Excuse me?” Jason snarled.

“I’m not done,” the Dean said. “I’ve already spoken with Courtney here. She has said that you will be allowed to stay with her and her sisters while they determine what to do with you. In the meantime, you will obey their every command. They are in charge of you. They will be responsible for you.”

“You can’t do this,” Jason said. And by this point, he couldn’t help himself. He shot up onto his feet. It looked like he wanted to slam his fist against the Dean’s desk, only he thought better of it at the last moment.

“Jason, if you want to drop out right now, I think that would be perfectly fine.”

There. That was it. Of course this punishment was absurd, but Dean Chambers wanted to make sure Jason simply walked away.

The young man must have realized the same point.

“Fine. I’ll deal with the girls,” Jason said.

At this point, I smiled again.

“You must be really happy with yourself,” Jason said as I strolled out of the office. He said those words under his breath. Once the door to the Dean’s office closed behind us, I turned around.

Jason was an interesting young man. He wasn’t especially tall or strong. In fact, he had somewhat feminine features. I smirked at the thought, having already made my plans. In fact, my sisters were getting the last of the “supplies” ready.

“Why would I be happy, Jason?”

“Because this entire institution just proved everything I’ve said. Women are whiny, sensitive, and can’t handle a little bit of criticism. When I point out the unfairness of different systems, you have to play the gender card.”

“You’re going to regret saying that,” I told him.

The words probably annoyed him, but I was certain my tone was even more infuriating for Jason. After all, I didn’t sound angry. I just patronized him, addressing him like he was some little kid who didn’t understand the consequences of his actions.

“Come with me unless you want to drop out right now,” I said, snapping my fingers and striding toward the exit.

I walked quickly. Jason, much to my surprise, struggled to keep up. Maybe it was the nervous energy now pumping through his body. Or maybe I have always walked faster than most of the boys around me.

In any case, I went outside and headed toward the Greek houses on the edge of campus.

“What are you going to do?” Jason asked just as we crossed the last street toward the Delta Chi House.

“You’ll see,” I said.

“Look, I can pay you,” he said.

“But I thought you were on scholarship?”

“My videos are making a pretty decent return.”

“It’s fascinating how much guys want to hate women like me.”

“It’s not about hatred,” he said.

I stopped, turned, and faced him. At this point, I realized I was several inches taller than Jason. To his many fans, he was probably a special kind of masculine, the kind of guy who could say whatever he was thinking, no matter how absurd. Then again, he could mostly hide behind his screen. He never confronted girls like me. Instead, he spent most of his time whining about male pride, male power, and the need for more patriarchy across society.

“Be quiet right now. If you say another word, I will have you kicked out of the school.” At this point, I had no interest in debating him. I had watched seven of his videos, I had listened to his rants already, and I had no reason to talk to him anymore.

After all, this wasn’t about diplomacy or negotiation.

He pressed his lips together into an angry line. He didn’t want to admit it, but I intimidate him.

Good.

A few minutes later, we made it all the way to the Delta Chi House.

I love my sorority house. It is a pink craftsman style home with two rounded pillars out front, steps leading up to the front door, and a big porch. I opened the door and strolled inside.

The living room had a couple of couches, and there were two other girls waiting for us: Kayla and Alyssa. Like me, Kayla has blonde hair, only hers was short wavy while mine was long and straight. Alyssa has bouncy brown hair, bright green eyes, and freckles along her cheeks. They were both really pretty and smart.

But now, they jumped up and walked over to our new guest.

“Ladies, I would like you to meet Jason.”

Kayla had a more a predatory grin. “Oh, I’ve been looking forward to this.”

“Being with a real man?”

“Where?” Alyssa asked right before both of them started giggling uncontrollably.

All of his faux confidence dissipated. Under normal circumstances, he probably would have run off to his laptop so he could record another video talking about how dumb and incompetent girls really were. But now, the two young women knew what to do. They grabbed him by his wrists, and I led the three of them back upstairs.

“Jason, we have something very special planned for you. Now, before I show you this room, I want your final decision. Are you going to stay here with us?”

We stopped just outside of a pink door. That wasn’t all that remarkable considering all of the doors up here were pink.

“Yes. I’m not going to let you chase me out of my own school.”

“Are you sure about that? Are you really, really sure?” I addressed him like he was some little kid. I even leaned forward slightly and held his gaze like he couldn’t be trusted to answer on his own. Still holding onto his wrists, Kayla and Alyssa giggled.

“Yes, I’m sure,” he said.

“Remember, we can kick you out whenever we want. And if we do, you will be expelled. But in the meantime, you’re going to do everything you’re told. As far as you’re concerned, you are now the house slave.”

“Fine,” he said. “Whatever.”

At this point, Jason probably assumed we were going to make him cook or clean or do something else demeaning. He was partially right. He just had no idea what he would be wearing and how he would be retrained while he did it.

“Follow me,” I said, opening the door to his new bedroom and strolling inside.

At first glance, his bedroom didn’t look all that different. It had a twin sized mattress, a desk in the corner, and several dressers. But then, he noticed the dress form with his new uniform.

“What is that?”

“That, Jason, is what you’re going to be wearing. Don’t worry. There are other variations in the closet, but I think this is my favorite.”

His jaw actually fell open, probably because he couldn’t imagine a scenario where we could be serious.

Kayla and Alyssa placed their hands on the small of his back and nudged him forward. He nervously approached the dress.

It was adorable, like something a French maid might wear, only the colors were even less dignified. The dress looked like shimmering pink silk or satin, and it was accented with lots of white lace. I especially liked the apron that went over the front.

“You can’t be serious,” he said, spinning around and facing the three of us.

“Oh? We can’t? Why not?” I asked.

“This is crazy. I’m not going to do this,” he said, swinging his arms and striding out toward the door.

Alyssa and Kayla knew what to do. They grabbed him, yanking him off balance and shoving him down onto the twin sized bed. From there, I straddled him, shoving my weight down against his torso. Jason may have liked to talk about masculine superiority, especially when it came to physical strength, but he was outnumbered three to one. More than that, Jason didn’t really know how to fight.

This had always been a pet peeve of mine. So many boys watched action movies and assumed that they could operate just as well. They never really imagined how fragile the human body could be or what kind of training it took to be an actual warrior. You couldn’t just pick up a sword or a gun and instinctively know what to do.

Oh well.

He was a silly boy.

And he was about to learn what it really meant to be a house sissy slave.

The girls strapped him down. They pulled the buckles out from under the mattress, looped the leather straps around his wrists, and tied him down to the bed within a matter of seconds.

By the time he really started struggling, it was too late.

“Settle down,” I ordered.

When he didn’t obey me, I put my knee on his chest and pressed down, making it harder for him to breathe.

That got his attention.

“Jason, I told you that you’re going to be our slave. That’s right. As long as you want to go to the school, you’ll be an obedient sissy slave.”

“A sissy?” That was a word he had never used before. Whenever he wanted to denigrate other men, guys who weren’t powerful or masculine enough to suit his needs, he called them other words.

“That’s right,” I said, gazing down at him. My blonde bangs fell forward, and they almost tickled the tip of his nose, but that wasn’t enough to erase the fear from his eyes. “You’re going to be a sissy slave from now on. You’re going to wear that pretty little dress and do everything you’re told. As far as you’re concerned, every girl in this house outranks you.”

“Is that all?” Alyssa asked from a few feet away.

“Oh,” I corrected. “I’m sorry. Alyssa is right. Every girl in this house outranks you, plus every girl on campus. In fact, you should probably just assume that whenever you’re told to do something, you had better obey. Or there will be consequences.”

“What? You’ll expel me?”

“Nope. But we can spank you. We can paddle you. Or we can add time to your sentence.”

“My sentence?”

My sorority sisters giggled because they knew exactly what I meant. He didn’t, not yet, but he would find out soon enough.

“Don’t worry about it. Right now, we just need to get you naked.”

His eyes widened, his lips parted, and he struggled to come up with something to say. He probably wanted to stop us, but then the other girls pulled out pairs of scissors. Kayla handed me one, and I snipped it along the air.

“You probably shouldn’t move. You don’t want us to make a mistake,” I told him.

We snipped through his trousers and shirt, yanking away the fragments of fabric as we worked. “Say goodbye to your boy clothes,” Kayla taunted.

We shredded his outfit in a matter of seconds. Soon, he was just down to his shoes, socks, and boxers.

“Look at that. He’s excited,” Alyssa said, holding her hands up and pointing to his underwear. Sure enough, there was a bulge.

This time, Jason didn’t have anything to say. There were no clever retorts, no defense for what we were seeing. After all, this was supposed to be a punishment, but some part of him actually enjoyed being helpless.

I cocked my head to the side as I considered this new information.

“It doesn’t change anything,” I said. Then I stopped myself, remembering. “Actually, we’re going to need some ice. Alyssa, can you go to the kitchen and grab some?”

“Ice? Why do you need ice?” The moment he asked, Jason probably regretted it. But then, I yanked off his shoes. I pulled away his socks. Then I reached up for his boxers, and I pulled down his underwear, stripping him so that he was completely naked now.

“What do you think?” Kayla asked, nodding toward his erection.

I shrugged. “Pretty small, actually. I mean, sex really depends on what a guy’s willing to do. It doesn’t matter how small he is if he knows how to use his mouth and tongue. But yeah, he’s not going to impress anyone with that equipment.”

All at once, Kayla and I burst out into childish giggles, but we couldn’t help ourselves. We were both excited to wield this kind of power, especially over a jackass misogynist who thought women belonged in the kitchen, always ready to make their boyfriends and husbands a sandwich.

Alyssa finally came back with a bowl of ice.

“What, what you going to do with that?” Jason asked again.

With a glance at my sorority sisters, I made it clear that we didn’t need to answer his questions. So we all plucked out pieces of ice, and then we reached for his erection. We slid those shards of frozen water along his length, making him shrivel and shrink. Pretty soon, his erection vanished even as he squealed and struggled as hard as he could. He flailed out with his legs, and he pulled with his arms.

All three of us were careful not to get kicked by accident as we worked.

After a little while, he started begging, and that was so much fun. “No! Please, stop!”

He had never had ice against his shaft before. He didn’t know how to deal with the stabbing sensations. It probably didn’t hurt, not exactly. It was just wildly uncomfortable.

“I thought you were a real man. I thought you could handle a little bit of hardship,” I said, smirking cruelly.

Kayla darted back to one of the dressers and opened a drawer. When she came back, she held out the small, red box.

“This is our gift to you. Think of it as a welcome home present,” I told him as I opened the box. Then I held up the chastity cage.

“No. Oh hell no!” He hollered out those words. “You know what? I don’t care about my education anymore! Just let me go!”

“Sorry, Jason,” I taunted. “It’s too late for that. You had your chance, and you squandered it.” It was true. Right outside of the bedroom door, I gave him one last opportunity to leave. Now, it was too late.

“What is it?” Alyssa asked.

“Jason, would you like to explain?”

“Go to hell!”

“And for that, you’re going to spend one week in this chastity cage.”

“You can’t do this!”

“Two weeks,” I said, holding my fingers up.

His eyes widened, blazing with a mixture of anger and fear. He pulled even harder on his restraints, but the straps stretched without breaking. Whether he liked it or not, he wasn’t going anywhere.

“Go on, Jason. If I remember correctly, you had a video about these.”

We waited several more seconds. His chest continued to rise and fall frantically. His heart must have been kicking and thrashing in his chest, but he finally started to calm down.

“It’s a chastity cage,” he said.

“And?”

“And there are women out there, sick, twisted women, who use it on their boyfriends and husbands. Basically, it makes it impossible for a man to get off.”

“Why would women be sick or twisted?”

“Because men should be in control of their sex drives! If a guy wants to get off, that’s his right!”

“And it doesn’t matter if his girlfriend or wife says no, does it?” I asked, my voice dripping with disdain.

This time, he didn’t say anything, but then he was probably scared because I reached down, pulled up his scrotum, and slipped a plastic ring around the base of his shaft. Next, I forced his little dick into the plastic tube. I locked the pieces together, securing them all. When he heard the click of the padlock, he flinched, clenching his eyes shut.

He was scared.

“Very nice,” I said. “Now, Jason, I want you to notice that there isn’t a key here. Don’t worry. It’s safe and sound, hidden away. But I’m not going to share its location with you, so if you ever want to get out of this chastity cage, you’re going to be very obedient. Tell me you understand.”

When he didn’t answer, I reached down and gently tickled his balls. His shaft tried to harden, only he felt the confines of his cage for the very first time. He shivered again, utterly humiliated. His cheeks and neck turned a bright shade of scarlet, all while three gorgeous sorority girls watched.

“Fine! I understand!”

“Good,” I said. “So when we untie you, what you going to do?”

He blinked, probably confused because I didn’t give him anything specific.

Finally, he figured it out, “I’ll do whatever you say.”

“Yes, you will,” I said, clapping my hands together.

My sorority sisters released him from the restraints, so he sat up. He looked at the door, almost as though he wanted to make a run for it, but he was still mostly naked except for the chastity cage between his legs.

“It’s okay. Go ahead. Try to take it off. You’re not going to succeed,” I told him.

He bristled, but he had to know. This boy couldn’t ignore his curiosity. Or maybe it was some lingering hope he wished to cling to. In any case, he reached down, and he tried to remove the chastity cage. He pulled and tugged, squirming his hips as he did so.

Jason struggled so hard, but it was all fruitless. The chastity cage was quite secure. I may have purchased it from a sex shop, but this wasn’t some toy. Oh no. Once it had been locked on, it couldn’t be removed by anything less than a chainsaw, and I didn’t think he wanted to risk that.

“See? You can’t take it off,” I reminded him. “But there are some fun things you can put on now.”

As he tried to remove his chastity cage, Alyssa and Kayla had been busy, pulling out his new undergarments. There were stockings, panties, a corset, and a special bra-form that would give him a much more feminine figure.

Jason had hardly noticed, but now I stepped aside and motioned down toward the bed.

As he studied the different garments, the color drained away from his cheeks.

“Let’s get started,” I said, picking up the frilly, pink pair of panties. They didn’t look like something any woman would really wear. They were this odd blend of sexy lingerie and childish panties.

He took them, holding them by just two fingers. “I can’t wear these,” he said.

“Yes, you can. It’s actually been specially designed for a boy like you. Put them on. You’ll see.” He still didn’t move, so I addressed my companions, “He needs a spanking so he really understands his place.”

He dropped the panties, tried to step aside, but we were faster.

We grabbed him, bent him over the bed, pinned his hands to his sides, and started spanking him. Our hands flew down hard and furious. We made sure that every strike forced him to cry out.

Jason may have wanted to believe that he was better than this, but we taught him the truth.

With every smack, he yelped. He didn’t sound like an action hero, not when he was getting punished by three young, determined women like us. Pretty soon, his backside turned red, and his eyes were wet.

“Are you going to put on the panties?” I asked.

“Yes!”

That did it. He said the magic word, so we stepped aside. He had dropped his panties to the floor, but now he reached down for them.

Under our watchful gaze, he must’ve felt like he had no choice. He pulled the panties up along his feet, over his legs, all the way to his chastity cage.

“That looks really good,” I said with a nod to myself.

He looked down at the panties, and he finally saw how they had been specially designed.

They gave him a much more feminine silhouette, meaning that they tucked away his genitals, hiding them. All of a sudden, this sissy looked like a girl.

“Now, do you need help with the stockings?”

When he didn’t say anything, we pushed him onto the mattress, spread his legs, and rolled up the stockings just before we unfurled them along his legs. Actually, he looked quite good in stockings. Pretty soon, that thin material clung to his body.

“Now it’s time for my favorite part,” I said, picking up the bra form.

“No. Please, I don’t want to look like a girl,” he said.

“But your cheeks are already so smooth. You can’t grow a beard, can you?”

Behind me, Kayla and Alyssa laughed at him. He tensed up, and it looked like he wanted to move. He had all of this unresolved male aggression. But layer by layer, we were feminizing him, showing him how he needed to behave from now on.

I pulled the special bra up against his chest and hooked the ends together between his shoulder blades. The bra cups were filled, meaning that he now looked like he had an adorable pair of mounds. I smiled to myself, grabbed the corset, and wrapped it around his chest before yanking hard on the strings. I tied them, one after another.

“Too tight,” he said.

“But this looks so cute on you. Besides, you say that women get all of the advantages. You love talking about reverse discrimination, but you never really stopped to think about all the disadvantages women face. You don’t think about how women are held to a higher aesthetic standard even as we are told to put on makeup and dress adorably.”

With every word, I glared at him, so he finally backed down, perhaps recognizing that he really was wrong.

Good.

Finally, I nodded toward the dress. Kayla and Alyssa retrieved his new outfit. I pulled the dress down and over his head and shoulders. Suddenly, he could feel the snug bodice against his corset. He could feel the skirt as it swished around his legs despite the stockings. Last, we made him raise his legs so we could put him in the petticoats. The skirt was short, basically reaching down a quarter of the way down his thigh.

“Fine. I’m dressed like a girl. Is this really what you wanted?” Jason grumbled.

“You look perfect,” I said to him. “But we aren’t done.”

He didn’t like the sound of that. Too bad for him.

Next, we pushed him to the desk and sat him down. My friends yanked his hands to the sides of the chair where they cuffed him in place because we knew he was probably going to try to get up. When he felt the metal bands encircle his wrists, he flinched, but at least he didn’t struggle even as I picked up the tube of lipstick.

“It’s time for someone to get a makeover,” I said.

We applied foundation, gently brushing it along his cheeks. We put lipstick on him, eyeshadow, and a little bit of blush. We worked methodically and deliberately, taking our time with every detail. We made sure that this sissy looked lovely.

It didn’t even take that long. But once we were done, I picked up several small ribbons and tied them into his hair. And when we finished, Jason didn’t look like a boy, not any more.

He was a perfect sissy, and now he just needed to be thoroughly humiliated and broken.

“You’ve been spanked and feminized. You’ve also been locked in chastity. Are you ready to be a good servant for us?”

“What does that mean?” Jason asked, dipping his head down.

After we had dressed him, he no longer had the confidence to look up at us.

“From now on, you do as you’re told. Like right now, you’re going to put on a cute pair of shoes and go fetch us some coffee.”

“What? No! I can’t go out like this!”

“Sure, you can,” I said, stroking the underside of his chin. “Because if you don’t, I’m never going to give you that key.”

His lips parted. He must’ve felt so strange with lipstick spread over his mouth. But I liked that shade of pink. It looked good on him.

“Go,” I said, steepling my fingers and pointing out.

Reluctantly, he got up, and that’s when Alyssa handed him his purse. “Sorry. Your dress doesn’t have any pockets.” He bristled, probably remembering his video about how women were silly for getting so upset about pockets. But now he held that pink, leather clutch to his chest, and he was smart enough not to say anything. Once he was gone, I looked back at the girls, and we burst out laughing before we started thinking of what we would do next.

Luckily for Jason, we had about six coffee shops on campus, so it didn’t take him long to find one and return. He clutched his purse under one arm as he held the tray. He brought us our coffees, and we were tempted to send him back. We didn’t give him any specific orders, so he bought three different varieties and hoped for the best.

As Alyssa and Kayla went back to the living room, I looked down at the sissy.

“I like having you this way. But you know, I think there’s something you need to do to really embrace your place as a servant.”

“What?” Jason asked, his voice flat and devoid of any emotion.

“First, we need to get some pictures of you.”

His eyes got big. “No. Please, not that. Please, don’t take pictures of me, not like this!”

“What’s wrong with the way you’re dressed?”

“I’m dressed like a girl!”

“And you feel that makes you inferior?”

“Yes!” Jason called out. Then he blinked, perhaps realizing the implications of his words.

“You see, that’s probably the best example of systematic misogyny in our culture. Just stop and think about it. If a girl dresses like a boy, there’s no problem. If a boy wears a skirt or something pink, he becomes an object of ridicule. Right there, that proves how little respect we have for women. Fortunately, we are going to break you of that habit.”

“I don’t understand.”

Smirking, I grabbed my phone, pointed it at him, and snapped several pictures. But that was just the beginning.

“Smile for me,” he said.

“I don’t want to.”

“Too bad. You’re a sissy now. When someone tells you to smile, you had better do it.”

His nostrils flared, and I could tell he was upset, only that didn’t make the slightest difference. He used to think women got too annoyed when men encouraged them to smile or look happy. Now he got a taste of what that was like.

He forced a smile to his lips, and he actually looked pretty adorable. I took different pictures of him from different angles. Later on, I would make him pose for me. But now that I had this evidence, I backed it up online.

“I can blackmail you for as long as I want,” I told him. He already knew this for himself, yet I enjoyed his look of dismay.

At this point, I put my hand on his shoulder and forced him down to his knees. After everything he had already endured, Jason lacked the ability to fight or resist. Good.

Once I was in place, I reached down and ran my fingers along my skirt. That was probably enough to excite him, especially when I lifted up those pleats. The Navy blue fabric bunched under my fingers, and then I revealed the simple fact that I wasn’t wearing any panties. I strolled over to the chair where we had applied his makeup, and now I sat down and spread my legs.

“Crawl over here, sissy.”

“What, what you want me to do?”

“Think of yourself as a slave. Think of yourself as property. Until we decide otherwise, you’re going to stay in that corset and chastity cage. But fortunately, you have a cute mouth, and I want to feel it right here.” As I spoke, I raised my skirt again, only now my finger brushed along my opening.

He gulped nervously, yet he also obeyed, crawling along the floor. When he came close enough, I slipped my hand around the back of his neck and pulled his face up toward my pussy. He tried to talk, probably because he wanted to try to negotiate.

“You don’t like the idea of going down on a girl, do you?”

“It’s humiliating,” he admitted, although I still heard that edge of misogynistic anger in his voice.

“But I bet you love fantasizing about blow jobs,” I reminded him.

Jason didn’t contradict me, so I pulled his face even closer to my opening and I commanded him to lick. “Unless you make me feel really good, I’m going to tie you to that bed and make sure you get spanked for an hour by every one of my sisters.”

That threat definitely did it.

He leaned in and started licking, sliding his tongue up and down along my sex.

“Deeper,” I commanded.

This time, he only hesitated for about two seconds before he pushed his tongue between the walls of my opening. At first, he didn’t do a very good job, but I guided him, telling him what to do. It also helped that I reached down and grabbed his hair. Every time he moved in the wrong direction, I corrected him by yanking. Those painful little jolts to his scalp definitely helped.

As he swirled his tongue, licking up and down, then left and right, and tight circles, he started to panic. I relaxed into my power over him, savoring the simple fact that I had taken this boy and turned him into a sissy slave who would do anything I wanted. He would follow every single one of my commands.

“That’s right. Keep going, sissy. Keep going!” My voice rose. Pretty soon, I panted and cried out with pleasure as the explosion of ecstasy rocked my body. Finally, I pushed him back and dropped my skirt.

“Nicely done, sissy. You’re going to be so much fun.”

That night, we threw a party. We invited over so many girls and guys. People drank beer, chatted, laughed and danced. We had a blast. Well, pretty much everyone had a good time. The sissy slave probably didn’t like it as he scurried around, bringing drinks, getting pinched, and curtsying for our guests.

The last part was probably the most demeaning part for Jason.

Or maybe he really hated having to address everyone as “Sir” or “Mistress.” At first, people didn’t know what to make of him. The girls, in particular, seemed to be put off by the slave running around. But little by little, they became accustomed to teasing and demeaning him. Every time someone dropped something, they would make him pick it up, which meant he had to bend over, revealing his panties.

As I watched all of this, I almost felt bad for him. Almost.

But something else happened as well. I became more and more turned on. Having him go down on me was delicious, sure, but there was something else I craved.

About halfway through the party, I found Jason on his hands and knees. He had his ass up, and his panties were right there on display. I came up behind him and pinched him. He let out a little yelp before I grabbed his wrist. “Come with me,” I ordered.

Just a few minutes later, we were back in his new bedroom.

“What would you like, Mistress?”

“It’s funny, isn’t it? Just a couple of hours in a dress, and are already learning what it means to be subservient.”

With his eyes aimed downward the floor, he didn’t disagree.

“Get on the bed. Spread your arms and legs.”

He paused for a moment, but then he scurried forward and obeyed me. Elsewhere in the house, music played and pumped.

Once he was in position, I strapped him down. I restrained his arms and legs. Then I went to one of the drawers and pulled out a toy. It was a two headed dildo. When he saw it, he whimpered. Jason could probably guess exactly what was about to happen.

“You’re a sissy, which means your boy part will stay under lock and key. Fortunately, you have another hole I can play with,” I said, patting his ass before I pulled down his panties.

“Now, I’m already very wet. Seeing you at my party has turned me on, but I bet you would like some lubricant on this, wouldn’t you?” I showed him the rounded tip, the one that was about to penetrate him.

Jason swallowed. I expected him to beg or plead or argue. After an afternoon of feminization, he was learning. “Please, please let me have some lubricant,” he said, and that’s why I shoved the tip of the dildo into his mouth.

“Suck on it like a slut,” I ordered.

Although he probably hated himself for doing this, he wrapped his lips around the tip as he worked his tongue. I pushed it deep into his mouth. He nearly gagged. I slid it out, only to shove it back into his mouth again.

“There we go. Suck on it. There is a good sissy.”

He whimpered, but I pulled the dildo back out, and then I lifted my skirt and positioned myself right between his legs. I pushed it down, sliding the toy into his invulnerable ass. I penetrated him inch by inch. He squealed, desperate for it to stop, but powerless to do anything.

Once I had that toy wedged deep inside of him, I took the other end, and I impaled myself on it. I savored the soft give of the artificial phallus. And then I started to pump him. Using my hips and keeping the toy balanced with my hand, I fucked him hard, thrusting down, going faster and faster.

“This is what it means for you to be a sissy, Jason. This is how things are going to work until we decide to let you go. Don’t worry. I’m sure that’ll happen eventually,” I said, laughing.

I took my time with him, savoring every little sound he made. I especially loved it when he tried to pull against a restraint even though he must’ve known he couldn’t escape. I could play with him for as long as I wanted, minutes or hours or all night if I chose.

As I lost track of time, I pumped him, working myself up to my next orgasm. The pleasure rushed through my body as I finally came. And when I was done with my sissy slave, I untied him and told him to put his panties back on before he finally scurried to the party again.

He needed to serve my guests.

But right as he started to leave the room, I propped my head up on my knuckles and said, “This is going to be so good for you.”

Automatically, he replied, “Yes, Mistress.”

Once he left the room, I wondered if maybe this technique could be applied to other misogynists. That definitely seemed like something worth researching.

The End


Frilly Captivity

I want you to read this when you are reasonably calm. You shouldn’t be scared—when you start. Yes, I know that this is a difficult state for you to achieve, especially now. With every second, you feel that aching need right between your legs. Your balls always hurt with sexual need, so you can barely think. Sure it’s hard for you, especially at work. But do your best. Obey your Mistress and read this when you can think clearly.

You might have to do this at work. That’s fine. When you come home, and I tease you, I can be so wicked.

Chastity must be so hard for a boy. I mean, you suggested I lock you up, and I thought it was going to be a little bit odd, but I have gotten used to it. Haven’t I?

Oh yes. Yes, indeed.

I love my chastity slave. I love knowing that I own your orgasms, your sex, and your cock. Face it. Your dick is nothing but a leash for me to use to control you.

Unless you want me to “accidentally lose” your key, you’ll do whatever I want. You belong to me now. There’s no going back because I don’t want to return to the way things used to be.

Being female in our society means putting up with tons of subtle and tacit sexism. Women are routinely at a disadvantage in so many social situations. Well, I like knowing that I can come home and start my fingers and you’ll do whatever I want. Because if you don’t, that means you don’t get your orgasm. You don’t even get to be hard.

Before we started this little game, I never imagined how much fun it could be to tease you. I love having you tied down and helpless. There’s something so special about watching as you pull against the handcuffs holding you to the bed. You’ll squirm, struggling, your muscles tight and tensing. You’ll fight so hard, like you really think you can get away.

You have to know there’s no way you can break through those cuffs. They’re just too strong. Still, you try and fail and that’s just adorable. It makes me so wet to see you struggle.

So I’ve been thinking about you a lot. I’ve been thinking about exactly what I want.

Teasing you arouses me, seeing you helpless turns me on, and knowing you’ll do whatever I want is a constant source of pleasure. Other girls have to practically beg their boyfriends and husbands to go down on them. Not me. I can just point, and you will get on your knees. You’ll nuzzle me with the tip of your nose into her lips, and you’ll beg for the taste of my pussy.

Due to how much fun that is?

No, of course you don’t.

Like pretty much every other boy, I’m sure you fantasize about a girl who’s eager to go down on you. But that’s not going to happen. You’re never, ever going to feel my lips around your shaft. At best, you can hope for a soft caress of my fingertips. Or maybe, when you’re tied down, I will squeeze your cock. That’s when I let you out for a little while.

Teasing you, denying you, and ruining your orgasms is always so much fun.

I can do it whenever I want.

But there’s something else, something I’ve been thinking about a lot lately.

I’ve taken away your freedom, and now I’m going to take two more things from you: your masculinity and your adulthood.

Right now, I’m sure you’re very confused by all of this. It probably doesn’t make any sense to you. That’s okay. Just do as you’re told, and everything will be fine.

But to put it very simply, I’m going to turn you into a diapered sissy slave. Yes, you read that right. I’m going to put you in diapers. I’m going to dress you up in pink frills. I’m going to take everything from you.

You thought slavery was bad, right? Wait until you’re a diapered sissy slave.

I already control your orgasms, except that isn’t enough. I want to control everything about you. I want to own you so completely that you have nothing left.

Turning you into an adorable, frilly, laced dolly will feel so good. For me anyway.

You’ll wear stockings or tights, snug dresses with binding corsets and adorable aprons or pinafores. Maybe both. You’re going to get used to wearing shining satin. I hope you like pink or purple because you’re going to be wearing a lot of it from now on. And yes, I’m going to put ribbons in your hair, and I will even do your makeup. I think I’m going to have a lot of fun playing with your nails too.

This is going to be your life. I mean, you could always just try to walk away, only then you would never get access to your cock again. You’d be trapped in a chastity cage forever. Besides, once I dress you up, I will get to see you play as a helpless little sissy girl.

That’s what the diapers are for.

Like I said, I want absolute control.

I want to own everything about you. I want to own you so thoroughly and completely that I can make you do whatever I want, no matter how humiliating or degrading.

As my little diaper, sissy slave, you’ll do whatever I wish. If I snap my fingers and tell you to fetch something, you’ll do it for me without question. You’ll bow your head down and bring me my water, a glass of wine, or a cup of soda. You will do the laundry, you’ll cook and clean. You’re my slave, after all.

And yes, I will continue to use your mouth and your body for my pleasure.

If I want you to suck on my nipples, you’ll do it. You’ll stop the moment I tell you to, and you won’t complain. Because if you do, you’ll have to be punished.

Trust me, I can be rather cruel. In fact, I might even search out reasons to punish you. It’s going be fun to squeeze her diaper, to spank you, too strict you or even take your picture. You’re going to be a cute little sissy, especially after I have been playing Dolly with you for a couple of weeks or months. It will be fun to show you off to other people.

Just think about it. How would you feel if everyone knew that you had this girl in your life who could take total control over you? What if your friends learned the truth about you?

I can put a choker around your neck, when that is nice and freely. I can put you in a dress and make you prance around in front of me. I will teach you to walk appropriately, and I will even make you curtsy. This way, you’ll always remember the proper protocols.

If anyone found out about this, they would think you were such a loser. They would look at you and laugh. In your life, you’re supposed to be a man. You’re supposed to be able to take care of yourself, and you should never, ever allow a girl like me to own you so thoroughly.

You’re taller than me, bigger than me, and even older than me. But you let me lock your dick in a cage to which I’m the only one with a key. If anyone found out about this, they would think that you are a complete weakling.

And they’d be right!

But I guess that’s you get for being a sissy, isn’t it? You’re not a man, and you’re not even a girl either. You’re less. There’s a reason why you’ll have to wear pink, purple, red, and other pastel colors. Oh, you’re going to look so cute! I might love playing Dolly with you, but no one else would understand. So if they saw you, your reputation would be irrevocably trashed.

Want to risk it? Are you brave enough?

Nope. I didn’t think so.

I guess that would mean you would just have to do whatever I wanted all the time. You wouldn’t get the privilege of going to work, not anymore.

Are you scared?

You should be.

You would become nothing more than a servant, a helpless slave. And just think, it wouldn’t be long before you became completely dependent on diapers. If you wanted to be changed, you have to come up to me and maybe tug on my sleeve or get down on your knees and beg. Who knows? Maybe one of your punishments will mean leaving you in your dirty diaper for extra minutes…or hours…or longer.

Granted, if that were the case, I probably won’t want to deal with you. You’d have to wait for me to turn my attention back to you.

Your cock cage could just be one level. It won’t take me long to get extra furniture for you. I mean, I’m obviously going to have to set aside a bedroom for you. It’s going to be bright pink with little red hearts along the ceiling. I want you to spend so much time in that room, and I want you to feel just like a little girl. I mean, girls will always be better than you, but at least you get a sense of that femininity.

I’m going to smother your masculinity. I’m going to make sure that you never feel like a man again.

But in that room, you’re also going to have a nice cage. That’s right, sissy. I’m going to lock you up behind bars, just because I will enjoy knowing exactly where you are. You’ll be trapped, looking out at the rest of the room. Maybe I will put on early cartoons for you to watch. I’ll just leave you in there to be bored.

You can think of it as a time out, especially if you ever try to misbehave.

Don’t worry. The rules are going to be very simple for my sissy slave.

In fact, there’ll only really be two rules: obey and do whatever will please me.

Really, my pleasure is going to be your only goal. You won’t need to think about anything else; you won’t need to worry about anything else. Say goodbye to your dignity, your ambitions, your self-respect. You don’t need to think about any of that stuff. You have an owner—me—and I’m the only person you need to worry about.

I’m the one who can reveal the secret to the world. What have so many pictures of you, sissy. I’m going to do a little photo shoot! Oh yes, I’m going to have the various pictures and videos of you over the course of your transformation.

In some of them, I’m sure you will still look just a little bit masculine. But as you learn how to do your makeup and will perform the correct exercises, your body will start to change. As you get used to your corsets, you will get the right figure.

Oh yes, that’s going to be so much fun.

Don’t test me, sissy. I mean, I still have complete control over your cock.

You know what? As I write this, something just occurred to me. An even better punishment might be for me to make a copy of your key and give it to someone else. What you think of that, sissy? Would you like to have more than one keyholder?

There are so many possibilities. I will give the key to one of your coworkers. I won’t even tell you who. Assuming you still keep your job, you would have to go to work every day, wondering exactly who knew your secret.

Granted, keeping your job, especially while you wear a diaper, would become extremely difficult. Still, I like giving you impossible tasks. I enjoy watching you, waiting to see if you will succeed or fail.

If you succeed, you get to give me your paycheck every month. Don’t worry. I will give you an allowance you can use for our trips to the store. You will still need to buy cute dresses and makeup. Oh, don’t forget those moments when I will allow you to wear a pair of adorable panties over your diapers.

A lot of the stuff we will have to buy online, you’d be shocked what you can find in regular department stores or at the mall. Lots of little panties with frills, lace, each one made from satin or silk.

Would you like going up to a coworker or a colleague, maybe even your boss and asking about the key? If you have any enemies at work, they could get incredibly awkward because you wanted to know who might have it. How would you even broach the subject like that, sissy? What would you start to say?

Oh, this would be so, so difficult for you.

And hilarious for me.

That’s just one possible punishment.

Of course, I could always just rely on something more traditional. Like a spanking.

Are you scared of spankings?

If you’re not, you will be. You’ll learn to fear corporal punishment the way only a sissy can. The last time you were spanked, you are probably a child. That’s okay. I don’t mind teaching you and reminding you.

Your spanking wouldn’t simply mean climbing up on my lap. Oh no. You would be required to first bend over. I would squeeze your diaper, just remind you that you have to wear one. From there, I would take out a paddle or a belt. I would touch it to the back of your leg, and that’s when you would realize something was really going to happen. You’d feel the cool material along your skin.

I would take my time with you, sissy.

I want the anticipation to build. I want you to get nervous; I want you to be scared. I want you to squirm at the thought of feeling the paddle against your smooth, naked flesh. Then I will pull the paddle back, and I will swing it down hard. You’ll feel the solid wood clap against your skin. With the impact, your eyes will start to water immediately.

I’m sure you’ll still hold onto some fragment of your masculine identity. Tell yourself that you can handle this. You might even try to revel in the pain.

But no. That’s not going to work.

I will continue to thrash your backside, striking harder and harder. Your skin will turn red, your eyes will brim with tears, and you’ll soon be begging for me to stop. You’ll begin blubbering, and you will make so many different promises.

Then tell me how you’ll be a good sissy. Go on. Tell me that you’ll be an obedient slave.

And that’s when you will get to hear me laugh. You know why?

Because those promises don’t mean anything. As a slave, you can’t offer anything because I already have you. You belong to me, every inch, every fiber of your being.

That’s what you surrendered when you heard the click of the lock on your chastity cage.

If I’m not using the paddle, I will use a belt. I’ll use one of your old belts, I think. Those are nice, thick leather. I will enjoy swinging them down and feeling the momentum of the material right before it cracks against your legs.

If you really irritate me, you won’t be able to sit down for a week. If you enrage me, I’ll make sure it’s a month. You’ll prance around in your high heels just like a good sissy, but you constantly feel the hemisphere skirt brush against the backs of your legs, reminding you of the mistakes you have made.

Whether it’s by accident or on purpose, any kind of defiance will be punished.

Bending you over a couch or a bed will be fun, but there’s something else I can do as well. I could strap you down. If you’re not in your cage, I can put you on a bed and tie you hand and foot.

This might mean hogtieing you.

Oh, I don’t think you would like that, especially because I’m very, very good with knots. I know how to use rope, sissy. I could take a neon pink cord and tackle you to the bed within a few seconds.

To make sure that you don’t complain, I will stuff a bright pink ball gag into her mouth and buckle it behind your head.

If I do a really good job, I’m sure I will want to take pictures. I like admiring my own work. And make no mistake, sissy. That’s what you are. You’re a project.

After I have you immobilized and helpless, I will leave you there. I will let you think about what has happened and what you have done.

If you’re simply strapped down to the bed, your arms and legs spread, your ass up and your legs exposed, I might give you another spanking, a paddling, or a belt thing. Maybe I will give you all three. Does that make you nervous? It should. Even if you feel like you still have some bravado left, that just means you’re a fool. You don’t understand exactly what your enslavement will mean.

You’ll figure it out, even if it takes a little while.

It’s okay if you struggle or fight or resist your sissy transformation and training. Obviously, this would be a mistake on your part, especially because it would fall under that category of defiance. But you know what? I can enjoy the challenge.

Strapped down and helpless, you won’t be able to move. I will punish you so thoroughly, bringing the paddle down. I will love the way you cry out, especially when that delicious moment arrives: you break. You pull as hard as you can against the restraints, desperate to slip free from your straps. Even if you tell yourself that you can handle this, you’re wrong. You can’t. You’re just a sissy, weak and pathetic.

I’m younger than you, smaller than you, and less experienced than you, but I’m a girl, so I’m better than you. You’re just a sissy, and you need to be trained.

That sense of helplessness will certainly help you figure out how your life is going to be. Eventually, you’ll be blubbering, baking for the privilege of serving me. You won’t think twice about getting down on your knees, kissing my feet, or licking me on command.

Oh yes, you’ll definitely get used to that. I love thinking about your head buried between my legs, your tongue busy against my slit. Worshiping me will be the highlight of your day. The rest of it will be childish play or monotonous and menial tasks. Don’t worry. You’ll get a little bit of variation in that regard. Some of the time, you’ll just playing around like a little girl. At those moments, you will need to blink rapidly, smile adorably, and do as you’re told.

As a slave, you might get to act more like an adult, but you only have the one goal of obedience.

Cook, clean, massage me. Eat me out. Those are your tasks. That’s all that’ll matter to you.

This is all your fault, you know. You made it so easy for me to take control of you. When we first met, did you have any idea that you would unleash the side of me?

Because I didn’t.

Before we met, I thought I just wanted a regular relationship. But now, I’m thinking about how addictive power can be. Authority and control are two of the most amazing aphrodisiacs.

Don’t worry about it. You don’t need to understand. I mean, you are at the opposite end of the spectrum. While I have absolute authority, you get nothing but obedience. In fact, the only kind of control you might get to enjoy is the attempt to avoid your punishments.

Even then, I can always discipline you for fun.

That’s right.

When I take control, I will do it because you can serve me, but I will also do it for my own amusement. Really, that is your only goal now. Please me, entertain me, and amuse me. Show me that you can do as you’re told, you can prance around, scurrying for the opportunity to satisfy me.

Yes, this is going to be degrading. Yes, you’re going to hate it, especially at first, but I’m going to train you.

Just think about how good it will feel when I decide to let you out of your chastity cage.

What? Did you think I would keep you locked up all the time?

No. Of course not.

I want you to have that incentive. I want you to know that there will come times when I will release you, but only under very specific circumstances.

For example, you will be thoroughly strapped down. With the handcuffs or ropes around your wrists, you’ll be on your back, your limbs pulled tight. You might be able to squirm, but that will be all. Then I will unlock you, and I will release you. At this point, you won’t even be wearing a diaper. Don’t you think that will be special? Won’t you feel good?

I will pull back your skirt and stroke you gently. I might touch you. Or maybe I will just touch myself.

Would you like that, sissy? Would you like to see a really pretty girl poised above you? At this point, I will probably just wear something nice and sexy. I might start off with a robe, and I could open it slowly, first revealing my cleavage, then the flat my stomach, then the tauntingly petite triangle of my panties.

If I’m feeling especially cruel, I think I will strip in front of you. I could pull off my bra. I would do it slowly, taking my time. Then you would get to see my breasts, my nipples. I’m sure you will try to stay quiet. You will try to pretend that this doesn’t affect you. But we both know that it will. We both know that hunger will consume you. Desire will burn hot through your body as you lay there, totally helpless.

Immobilized as my sissy, you won’t be able to make anything happen.

At best, you can lay there and be quiet like a good plaything.

Or maybe you should bag.

How do you feel about begging, sissy? Would you be willing to look up at me with your big, frightened eyes and plead? Would you say something like, “Please, please Mistress, touch me”?

If you try, you had better sound desperate. You had better be willing to sacrifice every iota of dignity and self-respect you possess. You don’t get to be independent or make your own decisions anymore. You don’t think get any kind of autonomy.

When I’m poised above you, touching myself, I can do whatever I want.

In fact, if I’m feeling especially cruel, I might just straddle you. You would be able to feel my knees pushed into your flanks. At the same time, I could slide my hand down into my underwear.

Perhaps I should remove the underwear as well. What do you think? Should I take off my panties so that you will get to see my wet pussy? Would you like to see what a real woman looks like? My fingers would glide along my smooth pubis down to my crevice. Then I would caress my digits up and down my opening.

Pretty soon, I would start to moan. Low, eager and sultry sounds would vibrate from the base of my throat. I would enjoy every second, both when I close my eyes and also when I looked down at you.

I want to see her bottom lip tremble, sissy. I want your eyes to get shiny as you get closer and closer to tears. All the while, I’m sure you’d make these promises, telling me how obedience you will be, how you will always do as you’re told. You know that your week. You know that you need someone like me to own you thoroughly.

So that’s precisely what I’m going to do.

Straddling you, I will touch myself until I get close to an orgasm. But before I quite climb out, I will pull my handbag, and then I will stroke you. I will bring you right to the edge.

I will have one hand on your shaft, one between my legs. I will close my eyes and arched my back.

Then I will come right as I take my hand away from you. I’m sure you will bark and thrash, pulling his hard as you can against her bonds, only it won’t do any good. You won’t be able to tear yourself free, which means only one of us will get to orgasm.

At least to get to see me. Won’t that make you feel this little bit better?

Oh? It will make you feel worse?

Too bad!

You silly sissy. You don’t get to decide when you come. In fact, after I have my orgasm, there’s a very good chance that I will just leave you there. I might stuff a ball gag in your mouth to make sure that you don’t irritate me with the noises you make, but that will be it.

Get used to denial. Get used to that frustration. Every day, you will wake up, your shaft still locked up, and you won’t be able to do anything.

Heck, you won’t even be able to touch your balls, not once I have you trapped in diapers.

At first, I might give you the privilege of wearing the pink or white diapers underneath your dress—and I might even trust you not to make any mistakes. If you really want to risk my wrath, you can try to take the diaper off.

But if you do this, you’re going straight into locking, plastic panties.

Not only that, I will have to punish you in another way.

I think fucking you would be a great start. I bet you are confused right now. You’re probably thinking that sex would be the ultimate reward for a sissy like you.

Sorry, it’s not what you think. It’s not what you imagine.

You’re not going to be strapped down on your back. Your shaft won’t be hard, already damp with excitement. Nope. You’re going to be on your stomach, just like in obedience little sissy should be. For this game, I will pull down your diaper, expose your ass, and take you from behind.

You didn’t know this, but I actually own quite a few dildos. I even have several strap-on harnesses, and I can’t wait to use them on you.

As you start begging, you’ll feel my fingers as I lube you up. I’ll push into you, and you feel that deep sense of violation. Good. You’re a sissy, dressed in a tight little bodice, a snug corset, and a short skirt. You’re almost a girl now, so you should get used to taking it.

I will have you all helpless, and then I’ll push down, thrusting into you. You’re going to be pegged, sissy. You’re going to be fucked, and it won’t even matter how hard you struggle or fight. You will be able to resist with everything you have, and yet it still won’t make the slightest difference.

You’ll feel that shafted deep inside of you. It will push down.

And you know the worst part is?

Some part of you will actually enjoy it!

Just the idea is enough to make me laugh. Tears might be running denier cheeks, and you might be begging me to stop, but you still feel that desperation pounded through your body. Hot, incandescent need will overwhelm you.

But guess what? Your little shaft will still be trapped in a chastity cage, bound up in a diaper. This way, you will feel new kinds of helpless frustration, and I will get to have my fun with you.

I’m going to enjoy fucking you, sissy. Men think that they get to be in control because of their dicks. They assume penetration mean something. If so, that must go both ways, don’t you think? Unable to move, feeling my dildo deep inside of you, you will start to understand what it means to feel like a girl.

I’m going to have so much fun playing with your body.

There are other ways you can be used as well.

After I have you thoroughly trained, tamed, and broken, I’m going to show you off to some of my friends.

I think you’ve met a few of them already. It’s okay if you don’t remember.

Like Katie.

She’s a really sweet girl. She’s the kind of nice girl who always works hard to make sure everyone is comfortable. When Katie first sees you, she’s probably going to ask if you want to be a sissy.

Yeah, she’s funny that way.

She’s going to look at you with nothing but pity, and she will even try to make your captivity and servitude easier on you. By this point, you will be so thoroughly trained that you will kneel before me, eager to receive any commands. Katie, on the other hand, won’t be “comfortable” ordering you around. Not at first, anyway.

But I’m looking forward to watching as she gets used to your obedience. At first, she’ll see you as a person.

That won’t last for long.

Little by little, this nice group will start to take advantage of you.

Along the way, you will encourage her. Even if you kind of hate yourself for doing this, you won’t be able to stop. You know that if you don’t satisfy me by taking care of my friend, then there will be consequences. Unless you want to be spanked, pegged, or humiliated in front of other girls, you will be an obsequious, dedicated servant. You will do everything you can to get Katie to take advantage of you.

She might protest or say that she doesn’t want to take advantage of you, but that just means she will need some convincing. You will have to get on your knees and look up at her. You might even have to beg for the opportunity to please her. You could say something like, “Please, Mistress, would you please allow me to make you feel good? I can give you a foot massage or a back rub. If you like, I can brush her hair.”

There are so many things and eager little servant like you could accomplish.

And if you don’t, you will have one very red ass. Or maybe I will just how you down and deny you for a couple of hours. Yeah, I like that idea. I could make you froth with abject desperation.

Don’t worry. I have faith in your abilities as a sissy. I know that you are to real man, you belong in diapers, that you look cute in your corset. Because of all of this and so much more, you will convince Katie, a nice girl, that you deserve this. You need to be owned; you don’t have what it takes to be a real man anyway, so you might as well serve your superiors.

I’m looking forward to watching that conversation.

Katie will probably look at you with pity and her eyes and say something like, “Are you sure you want to live this way? Wouldn’t you like some respect or something?”

Even if I’m not in the room, you will know what you must say. You will know that I will still have your key, so if you ever want release, you had better obey. But more than that, I’m pretty sure I will have broken you by this point. There’s some possibility that you will have tried to fake it in front of me, but you’re just a sissy…so I think your subjugation will be genuine.

You will look up that Katie, and you will acknowledge her as your superior. Even if she is smiling at you encouraging you to try to assert yourself, you will keep your head down low and say, “I’m sorry, Mistress, but I know my place. I am nothing but a sissy slave.”

Get used to that phrase. Get used to that title.

Sissy slave.

That’s who you are.

And of course, I will look forward to showing you off in front of her. I want to lift your skirt and let her see your panties over your diaper. I might have done your underwear is that she will see the plastic underneath.

Horrifying treating you like a little sissy girl, then I might just as you suck on your phone in front of her. Afterward, if you are wet, I will push you down onto the floor, and I will change you write in front of her.

After that, Katie won’t be able to look at you like you’re an adult or anything close to a man. In her eyes, you will be an object of scorn, nothing but a pathetic little sissy.

Then there’s Victoria.

She is the opposite of Katie in so many ways. Katie, with her dark hair and big brown eyes, just looks adorable. Victoria, on the other hand, is blonde and has sharp features. She doesn’t wear glasses, so when she looks out at the world with her crystal blue eyes, it’s very clear that she is assessing everything and everyone. She’s the kind of girl who was born to be a lawyer. Aggressive, hostile, and ready to argue any point, she can still be a great friend, but she’s a terrifying opponent.

When she sees you, she’s just going to sneer.

When most people encounter you, I’m sure that they will be confused, but they will still be polite. Not Victoria. When she lays eyes on you, she’s going to wrinkle her brows, and then she’s going to sneer. After that, she’s probably going to laugh.

She will figure it out right away. She will understand what you’re dress means, with the diaper signifies, and why there’s a collar around your neck.

Victoria is the kind of girl who knows how to assert herself; more than that, she understands the hierarchies in society. Plenty of people like to pretend that everyone is equal. But that’s not how it works, not really. And you are nothing but another example of the unfairness that life can bring.

As a pet, as a plaything, you’ll do as you’re told, only Victoria will be ready to exploit you. She’s naturally inclined to tease and bully you.

She will ask me questions, of course. She will understand that you won’t have anything useful to say. I’m your owner, so I decide what happens.

And guess what?

I’m going to let her do whatever she wants with you.

Victoria might not admit it, but she is something of a sadist, so she will want to punish you. She will love the idea of pulling down your diaper and slapping your ass. She will want to feel you on her lap. A girl I Katie would feel bad if you started to whimper or cry out. Not Victoria. As far as she will be concerned, this just means you need to be spanked even harder.

Since Victoria has to deal with so many terrible people all the time, she’s going to enjoy channeling her frustration into you. She will spank you, slap your ass, and listen as you cry out. Then, she will want to feel your mouth between her legs.

That’s right.

You’re going to go down on her.

In your diaper, you will crouch before her, and you will slide your lips right up against her slit. I can share you if I want because I own you, sissy.

You will look at her, and you will do everything you can to please and satisfy her. You will push her tongue deep into her opening, and if you disappoint her, you will be punished severely.

Remember, I don’t have to let you out of your chastity cage, not ever. So if you want to earn the possibility of freedom, and if you want to feel your shaft harden into one of those adorable little erections, you will work tirelessly to satisfy Victoria and anyone else I decide to share you with.

This is your life, sissy. You had better get used to it. Say goodbye to your dignity, your self-respect, the modicum of control you’ve been able to enjoy over your life. It’s all going away. Get used to the tight corsets, the diapers, and the frilly little skirts. You’re my captive now, and I’m never, ever letting you go.

The End


Alluring Panties

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But then something happened.

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

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

These were panties.

Her panties.

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

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

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

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

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

Kelsey occasionally inspired that same jolt of nervous energy.

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

My heart started beating faster.

I only had to close the door.

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

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

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

Nothing. No answer. Silence.

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

I stepped across the threshold.

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

My heart was beating faster now.

This was her bedroom, not mine.

I had no right to be here.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Kelsey!” I called out.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I don’t want to be a sissy!”

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

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

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

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

“Trap me?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Even between my legs, I was smooth now.

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

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

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

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

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

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

A tremor ran through my body.

I obeyed.

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

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

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

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

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

“I told you to be quiet.”

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

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

Dress them? Do their makeup?

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

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

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

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

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

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

I was, but I wouldn’t admit it.

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

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

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

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

“No. I won’t,” I protested.

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

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

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

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

The taste and aroma overwhelmed me.

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

I kept trying to speak.

SMACK!

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

“Do you need another one?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You look so cute!”

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

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

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

She held it up for me to inspect.

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

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

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

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

“Put it on, cute girl.”

“Don’t call me that!”

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

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

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

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

“It’s okay,” she said.

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

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

“Do it,” she ordered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Why do you even own this?” I asked.

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

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

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

After another nervous swallow, I obeyed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

At least she didn’t call me a sissy.

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

“That’s my name,” I said.

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

“That’s not my name.”

“Bend over my bed.”

“What?”

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

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

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

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

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

“What’s your name?”

“Brie!”

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

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

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

“Don’t look,” she said. “Not yet.”

“Kelsey, can I ask you something?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

Something else? What was that supposed to mean?

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

“You’re going to look so pretty!”

“We have to do this?”

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

“Fine,” I said.

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

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

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

Damn it!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

These were little girl shoes.

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

“Please, do I have to wear these?”

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

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

“Smart sissy,” she said.

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

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

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

“Open your eyes, Brie.”

Brie. Not Brian.

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

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

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

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

“Excuse me?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The desperation pumped through my body like the gathering storm.

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

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

“Why? What’re you going to do?”

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

I had to behave.

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

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

“Do you like being a sissy?”

“No,” I said automatically.

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

“That’s not—” I started to say.

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

“Fine,” I growled.

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

“…Yes. I understand.”

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

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

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

With every second, Kelsey pumped me.

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

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

But then my eyes widened.

I was close to an orgasm.

I tried to fight it.

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

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

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

“It means I’m your sissy.”

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

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

The End


Step Temptations

Dear Frank,

You know those “stupid books” I read, the ones that are supposed to be nothing but teen girl gibberish? Yeah, they actually work.

That’s why you just woke up in the wrong bedroom. So I want you to take a few minutes, calm yourself down, and think about this. When you look in the mirror, you don’t see your face, do you? There isn’t a young man looking back at you, someone strong and powerful. You don’t have the broad shoulders of a boy anymore.

So what does that make you?

Try not to cry. I’m sure it’ll be difficult for you to control your emotions, but that’s okay. It’s normal and natural. You’ll get used to it eventually. Besides, if you do inevitably start crying, it’s okay because you’re a girl. People expect girls to be more emotional, especially teenagers like you.

I know. I know.

This is all very difficult and stressful for you. Just last night, you went to bed, thinking that you were this big, strong man who could do anything he wanted. You thought you’d always be respected because you’re a guy.

And now, you’re this pretty blonde girl on the cusp of heading into her senior year of high school. Sure, you might be in the body of an eighteen-year-old, but that’s not very impressive, is it? Worse, you are starting to figure out where your body went.

It’s mine now.

As I type out this message, I am really enjoying of the height, the strength, the power of being a man. I’m looking forward to going out and hitting on girls, to playing. This is going to be so much fun!

Well, it’s going to be fun for me.

You, on the other hand, are going right back to high school.

More than that, you’d better make sure everyone knows you really are a girl.

At least you’re pretty, right? Just look at that thick, blonde hair. Naturally straight, it practically shimmers. Isn’t that nice? I’m sure lots of the other girls will be jealous of you.

You had better learn how to deal with them. Don’t worry. You’ll get the hang of it pretty quickly. If you are nice, considerate, and sweet, people will think that you’re a pretty decent girl. Of course, you could always try to be the main girl, but I’m not sure you have that in you. Are you ready for the brutal infighting of high school girls?

Maybe I’m going a little bit too fast.

Here. Let me slow down a little bit.

Frank, you have been my stepbrother for quite some time, and I do appreciate the fact that you have let me stay with you. But then, you started to get some controlling. He tried to tell me what to do. You even tried to tell me which schools I should apply to. And yes, I did find the torn-up applications.

Sure, those applications for only for early admission, but you still went behind my back and tore up all of my hard work.

At first, I don’t think it made sense. When I first found them, I couldn’t believe it. What were you trying to do? Then I figured it out. It was so simple. You wanted me to stay home. You didn’t want me to succeed or go to a better school than you. I mean, you always tell me that we’re brother and sister, that even if there isn’t a blood relation, I can trust you and rely on you because we are “family”.

But that’s not really true, is it?

Real family members don’t hurt each other like this. Real family members work to help one another and support one another. But you actually sabotaged me!

At first, I was upset.

But then, something occurred to me. You have pretty much everything I want already. You have a good job at an impressive company, and you’re still entry-level, so I’m sure you’re figuring out the rules and requirements. It’s not like I couldn’t just slip into your life…

To be completely honest, I didn’t know if the magic would work. I mean, I’ve done some small spells in the past. Before this, I could light a candle without a match or lighter. I could get a good sense of what the weather would be like the next day. But true magic, shifting the soul of one person into the body of another?

Yeah, that was going to take some real power.

Plus there was the possibility I might mess it up. I didn’t know what would happen, but I sat down in my bedroom. I prepared the candles and incantations. Then I asked myself a very simple question.

Did I really want to do this? Did I really want to switch our bodies?

Honestly, I was a really pretty girl. I got lots of attention from boys and girls. People like me, but there’s always that fun question about what causes popularity. Isn’t physical appearance? Personality? Luck?

Who knows?

But again and again, I flashed back on those applications, ripped up and discarded like trash. Do you have any idea of how hard I worked on those essays?

Worst of all, I had a really good chance of getting early admission. I could have skipped my last year of high school and gone straight to college. I could have left this small town and gone somewhere amazing.

You try to take that away from me.

You bastard.

Or maybe I should start calling you a bitch?

Because that’s what you are now, Frank.

Oh, you’re going to have to start learning to cope by your new name, my old one. From now on, I get to be frank, though I’ve never been a huge fan of that name. I might have to change it. What was your middle name again? Devon?

Yeah, I like Devon a lot more. It has a suave confidence to it, not like Frank. Frank is too blunt, like an idiotic hammer or something.

It’s okay if you want to change the name I used to use. Granted, Felicia sounds a lot like Frank already, so maybe you want to stick with it for the time being. Besides, if you try to change her name on high school, everyone is just going to think you’re doing it for attention.

Besides, Felicia is a very pretty name. Did you know that it means “happy”? I’m not sure what language it is rooted in, but it’s very pretty, and people usually seem to like it. So maybe you should stick with Felicia for now.

Actually, I’m telling you you’re going to stick with that name.

I bet you’re pouting right now. It’s okay. I think that’s natural. Your lips are probably curled into this angry, adorable little frown. You had better be careful about that. There’s a good chance that guys will see you get upset, and I’ll start laughing. They might actually enjoy your frustration.

It happened to me a lot in kindergarten, first grade, going on and on. Guys always thought it was funny to make me proud. They might poke me or pull on my pigtails, and everyone thought it was just natural.

Maybe it is.

When I was a teenage girl, I did kind of enjoy the attention sometimes—especially when it came from a cute guy.

Oh, I’m sure you’re horrified by this prospect, but you are sexy now. Boys are going to pay so much attention to you. They’re going to come up to you, flirt with you, tease you, play with you. They’re going to want your attention, Frank. Oh, sorry. I need to get used to calling you Felicia from now on.

Don’t think you can drop out of school either. I’m not going to let you hide from the world. Remember. You don’t have a job or any money, so that means you have to rely on me, at least through your senior year. And if you’re thinking about trying to go to college early, that’s not going to work.

Someone destroyed all of your early admission applications!

Oh, poor girl. That must be so frustrating. But keep reading. There’s so much you need to know about your new life.

For example, you’re going to school, and you’re also going to continue with all of your extracurricular activities. And don’t worry. I’m going to be a very good guardian. First off, you’re going to have a curfew. I don’t want you going out late at night or getting into trouble. If you misbehave, I’ll ground you, but you still won’t get out of your extracurriculars.

You want to know what you’ve signed up for?

Well…because college is so important to you, you need to demonstrate to those admissions boards that you’re a balanced, well-rounded girl. This means you will continue your work with the Poetry Club, Drama, and you won’t even think about resigning your position from the cheerleading squad.

Yes. Definitely. You’re going to have so much fun as a cheerleader! Just think about how cute and pretty you will feel as you make your way across campus in your short, pleated skirt and that snug top. Yeah, it’s only barely appropriate for high school, but that’s okay. Everyone knows that cheerleaders are there to get as much attention as possible.

You’re no exception!

If you really want to avoid getting a lot of attention from boys, then maybe you just need a boyfriend. Isn’t that a funny paradox? Guys are really sexist this way. If you just say no to them, they will shrug that off, like it’s just a promise that they should be more persistent. If you say no, they just need to try harder.

But if you have a boyfriend? If someone has already laid claim to you and possesses you? Then they might back off.

Obviously, that only works if you really do have a boyfriend. What you think about that, Felicia? You want to have a boyfriend?

You will have a curfew, obviously, and you’d better be very careful if you decide to fool around.

Right now, I’m sure you’re staring down at the screen of your phone. This is also upsetting for you, and I’m sure that you don’t think you’re going to get horny, but you will. Remember, you’re a teenage girl, and there are all of these guys around. You’ll see boys who are rebellious and articulate, others who are just strong and perfectly built. I wonder what kind of guys will be attracted to now that you’re a teenage girl.

I’m thinking you’ll want an alpha male.

I’m sure the idea repulses you right now, but you don’t have any of those guys coming up to you, standing close. You can’t pick up on the hints of their cologne, nor are you thinking about their strong jaws, their broad shoulders, or how it might feel if one of them wrapped his arms around you. He might make you feel so small, helpless, secure all at the same time.

Face it, Felicia, that’s exactly what you will need.

After all, catching up with your school work is going to be pretty hardy, I’m sure.

Isn’t that funny? I’m sure that I can go into your entry level job and just take my way through it, but that’s adulthood. Half the time, you don’t use what you learn in school anyway. But you, on the other hand, you’ll have to work really, really hard to get good grades. Because if you don’t, you won’t get to go to college.

And if you don’t get to go to college, that means you’re going to have to stay home.

With me.

As far as I’m concerned, if you stay here after you graduate, that means you’ll need me to take care of you. You’ll still have to ask for money and follow all of my rules.

What’s that stupid cliché? Oh yes. If you live under my roof, then you’ll follow my rules.

To be honest, I won’t care how old you’ll be. Nineteen. Twenty. Twenty-one…The law might say you’ll be an adult, but you will still depend on me, which means I will still be able to ground you. Or worse.

You’re wondering what could be worse, aren’t you?

Let me spell it out for you then.

I can spank you, Felicia.

You’re not old enough for big enough or strong enough to keep me from bending you over my lap and spanking that cute little ass of yours.

If you don’t believe me, you can stop reading this letter right now and go back into your old room. Confront me if you’re up for it. But frankly, you’ve never been a very brave man, so I think you’re going to be even more frightened as a young woman.

That’s what I thought.

Right now, I’m sure that you’re trying to make yourself feel better. You’re probably thinking something about how you want more information, how this is a “strategic” decision. Yeah, right! We both know you’re just scared. You know that if you come in front of me, you won’t be able to do anything about this.

First off, you don’t know anything about magic.

Go ahead. Look at all of the books in your room. Oh wait. The real ones are gone. Everything you have in there now is just the silly stuff, fake books about witchcraft designed to make girls feel better about being helpless and powerless. You know, like you!

It’s okay.

If you decide to give this a fair chance, I think you will enjoy being a girl. I don’t think you’re going to be able to help yourself. I mean, you’re so pretty. Besides that blonde hair, you have those vivid blue eyes and was beautiful breasts.

Go ahead. Play with them a little bit. They’re very, very sensitive. They’re perfectly shaped—not too small, not too big. You don’t have to feel like a porn star, but you have this lovely, nubile body. When you put on a bathing suit and go out with your friends, you’re going to get so much attention. The other girls will be jealous, and the boys will hardly be able to look away.

You should consider yourself lucky.

If you don’t like high school and can’t put up with the classes, then you could always try to be a model or something. Oh, you’d look so cute! Or maybe you should just go off and try to find yourself a nice boy to take care of you. It’s okay. I don’t mind if that’s the choice you make. Obviously, you will have to get my approval first because I’m not going to let you really make any decisions on your own.

Other girls deserve the opportunity to make their own choices and behave like adults. Not you. As far as I’m concerned, you are a child right now, and you will be one for quite some time. If you like, you can try to do the mature thing and work very, very hard to prove you are responsible.

But honestly, I don’t think you’re up for it.

Right now, you’re probably trying to figure out how you can get out of this. That’s not very responsible. In fact, that’s the opposite of maturity.

A more mature girl would understand how she belongs in cute outfits, that she should do her makeup, take her classes, and study hard. If you work really hard, you might even be able to do well in your AP classes and earn some college credits.

Clearly, that would take a lot of work. I mean, when was the last time you read about US history or worried about the minutiae of organic chemistry? Didn’t you tell me something about how you worked hard to find the easiest to general education classes in college?

Oh, I guess you are regretting that decision now.

It’s okay. If you study really hard, I’m sure you’ll be able to figure it out. Calculus might give you some trouble. It always bothered me.

But hey, there are some really nice tutors in the library at your school! I’m sure when you show up in a tight little blouse in a short skirt, all of those smart boys will be scrambling over each other to come help you.

If you don’t enjoy that, you could always ask some of your friends. There are some smart girls on campus. Just be nice to them. You can do it.

Or not.

If you want to flunk, that’s fine with me. I don’t mind sending you back next year. I mean, that would probably be pretty embarrassing for you, but I don’t care.

Frankly, I intended to do very well with my new job. Face it. You’re just not as smart as you thought you were, so this won’t be difficult. I knew how to manipulate people as a girl. It’ll be even easier to do as a boy. I know how to smile at people, how to look at them just the right way to hold their attention. There might be something of a learning curve, but I can handle it.

Can you?

Probably not. This going to be so hard for you!

Are you crying? Are you crying now?

If you want, you could always go find yourself some nice boy to console you.

Try to fight it all you want, but you’re going to be a very cute, very horny girl.

Like right now, I want you to just think about something. As your eyes move along the screen, consider what you’re going to do and how you’re going to feel when something like this happens…

You’re at school, dressed up in your little cheerleading uniform. You hate it, of course, especially because the skirt is so short. Don’t worry. You will get used to handling your clothing. As a boy, clothes were always an unconscious part of you. You could just put on some jeans, sneakers, and T-shirt. You didn’t have to worry about anything else.

As a girl, however, you need to worry about accidentally flashing your panties. Trust me. Guys will be watching. They will want to see you. If you accidentally spread your legs or bend over, flashing some of your underwear, the guys will enjoy it. Not only that, they will rush home after school to touch themselves as they think about you.

So yes, you had better be careful. You wouldn’t want to get the wrong kind of reputation, now would you?

No. Of course not.

You want to be a good girl. You want to be a nice girl. Don’t you?

So now you have your hair pulled back into a simple ponytail. Obviously, I’m not going to let you cut your hair short. Since you don’t want to face my wrath or a potential spanking, you will try for something easy. Ponytails are pretty simple. You can learn how to tie one in just a few minutes. Besides, feeling this way of your hair back and forth with every step is always kind of hypnotic.

Boys love it too.

So anyway, you’re going to be all cute, and then a guy comes up to you. At first, he’s going to call it your name. “Hey, Felicia!”

You’re going to roll your eyes, but let me tell you about this boy. His name is Josh, and he’s on the basketball team. Tall and slender, he is incredibly dexterous and graceful. If dancing were more popular, he would probably be in the ballet or something. Instead, he loves all of the attention he gets from people because he can throw a ball into a hoop.

Yes, he’s amazing.

At the last game, you saw him. And you didn’t want to be attracted to him, but you were.

Now, you keep your face aimed to down at the floor as you rush forward, make your way between all the other students.

“Felicia!” Josh will call out to you.

What you going to do?

You scurry forward, desperate to avoid him, but he rushes up to you. He’s faster, especially with those long legs of his. Before you know it, he stepping up in front of you. You bump into his chest, practically bouncing off of him. He feel so strong! He might be slender, but he is beautifully muscled.

And that’s when you’re going to feel it, that rush of arousal. It will catch you off guard, just like it always does.

“Hey, baby. Where’re you going in such a hurry?” He’ll think he’s being smooth, but you will have to resist the temptation to roll your eyes.

Right away, I’m sure you will want to snap at him. You might even want to insult him. But then, something will stop you. Call it a primitive instinct, this little rush of fear. He’s bigger than you, stronger than you, and he can take whatever he wants. Obviously, Josh is a nice guy, so he would never hurt you…but he could.

That’s not a chance you want to take, even if you are certain he would never do anything like that. Just the possibility shifts your behavior, altering what you might choose to do.

It’s okay.

Lots of girls get nervous around strong, confident boys. This shouldn’t make you feel bad. But then, he’s going to try to be a little bit more aggressive.

“You look upset,” he will say. He’s going to reach up and touch of the underside of your chin. And when his skin comes into contact with yours, there’ll be this electric spark of desire. You’ll try to deny it, but your nipples will harden underneath your bra. Not only that, you might even start to get a little bit wet between your legs.

Remember. You are a horny girl now. And even if you are good at hiding it, you still have to deal with the flood of adolescent need.

After all, he’s going to be standing in front of you, so tall, so handsome. You’re going to see the stubble on his cheeks, and you won’t think about what it used to be like to be a boy yourself. Nope. You will be in the body of a girl now, so your desires will be completely different.

What are you going to do?

“You need to talk? You know, we could always go to my car,” he says.

Deep down, you’ll know that you need to say no. You need to tell him to get lost to, or maybe that you are busy if you want to be nice. Yeah, you should probably be nice. Tell them you just got a bad grade or something, and he will understand. He’s a nice guy, after all. You can trust him.

Even so, you will not your head down and up. Before you know it, he will take you by the hand and lead you out across the parking lot, all the way to his sedan. He will open the door for you, just like a gentleman would. But you’ll sit down, and you will feel so strange.

Before, he just had a height advantage. He was only physically superior. But now, this is his car, and you feel a little bit like you don’t belong.

Or maybe you do. He gets into the driver seat, and he glances over at you. “What’s wrong, Felicia? Is there anything I can do for you? It’s okay if you just want to talk.”

Nervous, you’ll experience the pounding of your heart your chest. That booming will make it harder and harder for you to think, see won’t say anything at first. That’s okay. You can be a shy, timid girl. Josh won’t mind.

“You know, sometimes I get a little bit scared. It’s okay. I mean, I’ll be at a game or something, and I know that all these people will be counting on me: my teammates, my coach, the fans. It’s always scary, but it does help to talk about it.” He is probably used this line on other girls, but you won’t care.

It will sound special.

Manual turn your head to him, and you’ll see that he is already leaning in.

You could pull back, you could slap him, or maybe to say no. You don’t do any of those things.

Later on, you might tell yourself that he just caught you off guard. It was such a surprise! You weren’t able to prepare yourself for it.

Yeah, right.

Even with hours, you would make the same decision.

You want to feel his mouth against yours. You love the way that he reaches up, brushing his fingers through your hair to tuck one of your bangs behind your ear.

Electric desire will run through your skin, jolting you hard. It will feel wonderful, no matter how much you might try to fight it. You might even hate yourself for feeling this way, but that’s all right. Your body will know what it wants. Your body will know what it craves.

Within moments, his lips will brush against yours, and your insides will feel like they’re melting deliciously. You might even reach out and try to touch him. You might run your hands along his biceps. You might touch the back of his neck.

Really, it just depends on how aggressive you’ll be as a girl.

Some small part of you might insist that you don’t like this, that you can stop whenever you want, but that just won’t be true. You will love every second of it. Your nipples will get hard, your slit will moisten, and the urges will just get stronger and stronger.

Sorry.

If you didn’t want to get turned on like this, then you never should have gotten into his car. He never should have allowed to touch you.

Pretty soon, you will be making out and the only thing that can save you will be a teacher walking by or maybe one of the hall monitors. Unfortunately, I doubt that will happen.

So instead, you’ll have to try to fight your instincts. It’s going to be a losing war, Felicia. From one moment the next, your desires will just become more powerful, so if you try to tell yourself that you might kiss him for a few more seconds, maybe another minute, that will just add to the momentum.

And then he’s going to reach out and fondle you.

You’ll try to deny it, but you’re going to love it. His grip will be firm on your chest. He will squeeze one of your breasts. When he feels your firm nipple, he will slip his hand down toward the bottom of your tank top.

He will move tentatively, of course. He will give you time to adjust because he’s smart. He knows that if he rushes, he might freak you out. You could panic at any moment.

But he is careful, so you won’t have any excuse.

Josh will slowly slide his hand up your blouse. He’s going to feel the cup of your bra, smooth over your warm skin. You’re going to try to hide it, but you will begin to moan. Poor girl. It’s going to be so hard for you, especially because the arousal will be impossible to ignore.

Maybe, finally, you will find the strength to nudge him back. Your hands will fall to his chest, and feel that powerful solidity once again. He will be firm, his muscles tight from all of his practices.

When you nudge him back, he won’t fight you. It will retreat, just a few inches. “What? Don’t you want to continue?” Josh will ask you, his voice low and powerful.

Yes.

You’ll yearn and ache to continue so badly! Every iota of your body will sing out for that kind of attention.

“I, I…” You won’t be able to tell him a simple no. As hard as you will try to resist, your body will crave this. You’ll need it, and you will be willing to do anything to get it. You can try to hide from the truth, but that won’t do you any good.

Then he’s going to lean in again before you can say anything. Only this time, his hand won’t slide up your blouse. Instead, he’s going to reach underneath your pleated cheerleader’s skirt. The soft, black material will brush over his knuckles as he strokes your inner thighs. Then he will finger you, gently, working the back of his hand between your legs.

It’s going to feel so good, and you’ll start to moan again just as he leans in to start kissing you some more.

Yes. Try to deny it all you want, but it will feel so good. You won’t be able to stop. As your heart will pound away, kicking behind the bars of your rib cage, you will get closer and closer to an orgasm.

Then you will shiver, you will shake, and that explosion of pleasure will overwhelm you.

You won’t be able to pretend. Felicia, you’re going to love this. You’re going to love everything this boy can do for you and give you. Then, different font will occur to you.

If you give him what he wants, then you might be the most popular girl in school. All of the other cheerleaders will look on and he with envy. Plus, other boys will stop hitting on you. Maybe you should be grateful for that.

You will lick your lips, realizing that you must give them something back. But what? What can you do?

Then the idea will occur to you: you can go down on him.

It’ll be so easy. Give him a blow job. Suck his cock. Wrap your mouth around his shaft and move your head down and up. Again, there will be that surge of revulsion. You will think about your old life and the man you used to be, but that’s all gone, taken away by your little step-sister’s powerful magic.

Since you can’t get back to that old life, you might as well embrace this new one, right? It would be so easy for you to succumb. Give up. Give in. Be a horny little slut ready to go down on a boy because he gives you some attention.

“I think I’m really starting to care about you,” he might say. “You’re so smart and funny and pretty.”

Pretty.

This last word will catch you off guard. A warmth will suffuse your body when you hear it, especially because it will be hard to tell exactly what he’s thinking. Obviously, he’s a boy. He must be hard. He wants to feel your mouth on his shaft, but you don’t care about any of that. To your adolescent mind, the complement is everything. It means that he really cares about you, that he will be there for you and take care of you.

Really, that’s what you want.

It’s like an evolutionary addiction, something you need to hear. This boy is perfect. With his strong body and confident smirk, he can have whoever he wants. And he wants you!

That’s why we’re going to lick your lips and smile at him. “Is it my turn?” you’ll ask coquettishly. Your eyes will smolder with a different sort of desire, and his hand will go down to his pants. He will open his fly and take out his cock. Then he will reach out, and his hand will be right there on the back of your neck. He’s going to nudge you down, and you know that this is still the parking lot. One of the campus cops could happen by any moment. He could find you, sucking a boy’s dick like some little slut.

Even so, you don’t care. You can’t stop yourself.

Leaning in, you follow the pressure of his hand against the back of your neck. That’s right. So easy.

That little, lingering flicker of masculinity hidden away behind your vivid blue eyes tells you they should be better than this. You want to believe that your name is still Frank, that you are an adult, a man, someone who can control his own life. But no. You’re a slut now, a sexy teen eager to have a dick in her mouth.

That’s why you taste him. That’s why you slide your tong along his shaft. You start at the tip first, swirling the tip of your tongue around the tallest point of his cock. It doesn’t feel good. If anything, the embarrassment floods through your system. You open your eyes and glance up at him. He raises his hand, bring it all the way up to the back of your hair. He grips your scalp, and you feel it, the surge of helpless frustration. He has you, and he’s not going to let you stop.

Josh doesn’t do anything threatening. He doesn’t tell you that you can’t leave his car, but you know that if you try to get away, he will be disappointed. If he’s disappointed, he might get angry.

So you lick. You suck. You worship his manhood. You show him that you really are nothing but a slut, that you want to be used because this is the best you can do. You’re not a smart girl, not anymore. You are just hungry for this and so much more.

You don’t want to believe it, but your pussy gets wet as you move your lips down and up, taking him inch by inch.

No matter how hard you try to resist the impulse, I think you are going to choose to lick, to suck, to harden your mouth so that you will be the perfect little fuck hole for this boy. Any semblance of self-respect you may have once possessed will break apart, ripped to shreds by your adolescent hormones.

You’re going to be a hot girl, Felicia. Are going to be so sweet and sexy. You won’t be able to hold those temptations at bay for very long. That’s what I think, anyway. Who knows? Maybe you will prove me wrong.

I think it’s more likely, however, that you are going to ache for him. After just a few more seconds, you will lift your head and look at him. “Please. Would you please have sex with me?”

Your question might be awkward, and you will have a hard time getting those words out. They’re going to feel so degrading, especially in light of the person you used to be.

But then, he will reach out, taking you by your hand and pulling you up and onto his lap. He will yank down your panties as you spread your legs, and you will start to ride his cock like a good little slut. You will bob your head up and down along with the rest of your body as you savor the friction of his shaft deep in your wet teenaged pussy.

It’s going to feel so good.

You’ll try to hide it and fight it, but another orgasm will sweep through your body. You will panted, your skin a shade of red as he uses you.

It won’t last long. You’re going to be horny and he’s going to be desperate, especially after your mouth has done all of its work.

That’s why you’re going to hurt your back and lift your head. Even with your body still pressed to down against his chest, you’ll scream out. Hopefully, the windows will be up, so no one will hear you on campus. Even so, you’re still going to feel the pulsating rhythm of his cock as he pounds into you. You will practically hop on his manhood, coming again and again.

But hey, I might be wrong. Maybe you’ll demonstrate a lot more self-control, Felicia. Maybe you will be a good girl in a nice pair of loose fitting jeans and a sweatshirt. Perhaps you’ll decide that you want to be the smart girl, the classy, nerdy girl who never goes out on dates.

Yeah right.

We both know you won’t be able to control yourself.

But you’re free to try.

The End
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