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Dressing Becky

I’m not like other girls. I know this. I have accepted it. Other women look out at the world and search for a Prince Charming, some kindhearted man who will protect them and take care of them. These women yearn for a partner, someone they can trust and respect.

But that’s not me.

I’ve never been like that, to be completely honest.

Even as a little girl, I craved power. On the playground, I would study the boys, pick out the smallest, the weakest, and take them as my pets. At first, I didn’t really understand what I was doing. But as I got older, I discovered exactly what I wanted: control.

Of course, I eventually hit high school, and the subservient boys seemed to fade away. By this point, they had all been socialized to think they should be in charge.

Gross.

Yeah, I know I’m the freak, but I didn’t care—and I still don’t. I just knew exactly what I wanted, and I wasn’t scared to admit it to myself. I actually wonder sometimes if there are more women like me, females who see the men in their lives and secretly want to feminize them. As far as I’m concerned, masculinity is a problem in society. Males rule because they have been taught to be cruel, aggressive, loud, and dumb.

If you want to take control of a group, just be the loudest in the room.

That’s a terrible way to lead.

We should be focused on competence, not aggression and self-aggrandizement.

But I digress.

After I hit high school, I decided boys weren’t for me. For a little while, I wondered if maybe I had an interest in the girls my age, but no. I knew what I wanted. I wanted a boy. But I wanted him collared and on his knees. I wanted him to look up at me with a special yearning and maybe a little bit of fear in his eyes.

So yeah, I gave up on dating, focused on my grades, and soon went to a prestigious college. Again, I wasn’t particularly impressed by the boys. Since I went to an elite school, the males there were all determined to succeed. They saw themselves as future leaders, not potential servants.

Did some of them secretly yearn to be owned? Almost assuredly.

Did some of them harbor secret fantasies? Definitely.

But I wasn’t interested in tracking them down or figuring it out, especially because I wasn’t searching for a game. I wanted genuine, true, actual power.

After earning my degree, I worked on my doctorate. Then I became a professor. Since I focused almost entirely on my schooling, I finished by the time I was twenty-six. Three years later, I was an associate professor at a small college upstate.

I started teaching, and I enjoyed ruling my classroom.

Some of the boys probably called me names behind my back. Online, there were probably a few noxious websites about rating professors, but I hardly cared. I knew how to manipulate my superiors, I published excellent papers, and I brought prestige to my department. By playing politics, I got exactly what I wanted.

More importantly, I knew I could take any of my students.

That’s right.

Honestly, I don’t know when the thought first occurred to me. Maybe it was just an idea that percolated somewhere in the back of my brain. Or maybe everything came together when I saw him.

Brian.

By this point, I had been teaching for about three years, and I knew the routine. The first time I walked into a classroom as an instructor, hot anxiety coursed through my body. Excitement roared along my veins, and I did my absolute best to keep my voice from shaking or cracking while I called out my students’ names. But when I first saw Brian, I was used to the routine.

I knew what I was doing, but then my eyes locked on him, and he glanced up at me. He was nervous, clearly.

More than that, he was cute.

Yes, there was something about his physicality. He had the right body. He was slim in all the right spots, almost dainty. When I saw him, I didn’t see a young man. So many of the other boys looked like warriors or athletes. Clearly, they spent lots of time sculpting their bodies and bulking up as much as they could.

Not Brian.

This boy had the potential to be a doll. He had fine, delicate features, and I wanted him.

Those thoughts ran through my head, but I proceeded with that first class meeting. No one could tell what I was thinking or what I might be planning.

First, I had to get to know him.

Luckily for me, he had trouble. He turned in his first quiz and failed. He turned in his first paper and I decided to fail him on that one as well. Could he have passed? Theoretically, but there is always an artistic component to any piece of writing.

It was easy for me to push his grade down.

And after that, I wrote a small note on the final page.

See me during my office hours.

With most students, I would have written out a few easy suggestions about pages they should study, or I might suggest they get a tutor. With this boy, I had something else planned.

Dutifully, he came to my office hours the next day.

I glanced away from my computer just as he knocked on the door.

“Come in,” I called out.

This boy kept his head down as he walked in. “You suggested I come see you, Professor Glade?”

“That’s right,” I said. “Have a seat.”

He glanced over at the chair. He took several steps, lowered himself down, and rested his backpack over his chest like he needed some protection.

“You’re failing this class,” I said bluntly.

“I know…”

“Have you been studying?”

“Yes.”

“Address me as ma’am,” I told him.

His brows creased with confusion.

This was college, and while most of the students knew they should refer to their teachers as “doctor” or “professor,” few of us required terms like ma’am or sir, but I wanted this boy off balance. I wanted him uncertain.

It didn’t look like it would be difficult.

Over the first couple of weeks of the semester, I paid special attention to this boy. I knew he could be my pet project, which was why I bought him something special: the cherry dress.

I saw it online months before the beginning of this class, but I knew I had to have it. I also knew I wouldn’t wear it, nor would I give it to one of my friends. This dress, white, cute, petite and adorable with those little cherries decorating each side, would be perfect for my pet boy.

My sissy.

And now I saw him. And I knew I wanted him. And I knew I had to have him.

“Okay…ma’am,” he said.

“Good boy.” I replied.

I waited for him to object, but he didn’t. Brian kept his eyes down as I watched him.

“Are you nervous right now, Brian?”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said in an even smaller voice.

“Why is that?”

“Because I feel like I’m in trouble,” he said.

“Oh, you might be,” I replied.

He gulped and looked up at me.

“What did I do?”

“Aside from wasting my time?” I asked. I kept my voice neutral and professional. “That’s all it takes, Brian. I don’t appreciate students who come into my class and refuse to do the work. But I have a project for you, call it extra credit.”

“Really?”

“Yes,” I told him.

“What, what do I have to do?” He couldn’t keep the nervous stutter from his voice.

“Are you interested in transformational exercises?”

His brows creased with confusion; this young man had no idea how to hide his ignorance. I had met lots of other students who could keep their faces even and unresponsive, which made them far harder to read. Not Brian. He seemed almost adorably feminine in his expressiveness.

“I don’t know what those are,” he confessed with a nervous hang in every word.

“The theory is this: we aren’t just a function of who we want or choose to be. Rather, people are crafted by their environments, their clothing, and the way they are treated. I’m thinking about writing a paper on the subject, and I want your help.”

“What would I have to do?”

“To begin, you would come over my house tonight. We could talk about it more there.”

“And I would get extra credit?”

Just like that, I knew I had him.

When I went home, I made sure I had everything I needed for the “transformational exercise”. It was funny to think that he fell for such an obnoxiously false phrase. No one in academics talked about anything like that.

I made it sound believable, and this kid was willing to go along with anything I said, probably because he didn’t have the courage to defy an instructor.

Perhaps I shouldn’t have been so cruel or judgmental, especially because there would always be this question of deference in academia. On the one hand, students were encouraged to question their beliefs and what they saw in society. On the other hand, there were sacred notions. Not everything deserved to be questioned.

Should humans be murdered for sport? No, this isn’t an idea we need to debate. Does everyone deserve a fair chance? Yes, they do.

Maybe a freshman ethics class might play a few games like this, but these aren’t actual questions for debate, nor should they be.

At home, I double checked my supplies. I ran my fingers along the cherry dress, and a wonderful grin splashed across my features. Not only that, I checked the other accoutrements. I didn’t know Brian’s size, but I made a guess, and I hoped everything would fit as I planned.

If not, we would try again.

I grinned at the prospect.

He arrived right on time, which actually impressed me.

For my part, I wore dark tights, a charcoal gray dress with a Peter Pan collar, and white ruffles along the sleeves. I had dropped the bun from my hair and instead tied my tresses into a French braid. It took some extra effort, but I admired my reflection in the mirror, and I savored the heat coursing through me.

This would be amazing, I decided.

When I went to the door, I found him standing there.

Poor Brian.

He kept glancing around the rest of my neighborhood. He was probably terrified he had the wrong address.

But I smiled at him, beckoned him inside, and asked, “Are you ready?”

“I guess so?”

“Good,” I said. He started to walk forward, but I held up my hand and stopped him. He felt my palm on his chest, and he practically jumped back like he had made some horrible mistake.

“Brian, if you come into my house, you will be consenting to a special form of transformational treatment.”

“What are you going to do?”

“Do you trust me?”

“Yes?”

“Good boy,” I said as I stepped aside.

He rested his lips together, swallowed, and strode across the threshold with his back straight and his shoulders rigid. Clearly, he poured all of his effort to encourage him into doing this. Then again, his eyes also moved along my body. He probably wished to hide it, but I could tell he had these silly, boyish fantasies about me. He probably wanted to brush his fingers along the contours of my legs, touch me beneath my skirt, and feel the curves of my ass beneath his palms.

Boys could be so predictable.

Then again, Brian wouldn’t qualify as a boy for much longer…

“What do I need to do?”

“Strip,” I said. As I spoke, I sat down on my couch, leaned back, and crossed my legs. With one hand resting on my knee, I exuded the easy power of a woman who knew she could not be disobeyed.

And yet, his lips fell open, and he stared at me with this adorably dumbfounded look on his face.

People always liked to talk about silly college girls, especially the blonde sorority sisters who didn’t seem to understand how the world worked. Boys could be just as naïve, which Brian proved as he looked right at me. “What?”

Some of his classmates could have casually pulled off their shirts and pants. Not Brian. His heart probably thundered in his chest as he stared at me.

“Strip,” I repeated. “I need to inspect you.”

“Inspect me?”

“I can be patient with you for a little while, Brian,” I told him, “But that isn’t going to last forever. You had better obey me, Brian. If you don’t, I will have to fail you. Not only that, I will talk to the Dean about your behavior, and you really don’t want that, do you?”

“No!” he squeaked.

“That’s what I thought,” I said as I leaned back again. “Now strip.”

His face flushed. I didn’t see boys blush all that often, but his cheeks turned a bright hue of red, and I couldn’t help but smirk at him. He unbuttoned his shirt, shrugged it off, and went for his T-shirt underneath. Next, he leaned down and pulled off his shoes without untying them.

Next, he went for his socks. Finally, he loosened his belt and pulled it down along with his boxers. I was impressed. I expected him to drag this out, but he had to close his eyes and hide from my watchful gaze.

“You are aroused,” I said.

His hands immediately shot to his underwhelming member. “No, I’m not,” he said with a quick shake of his head.

“Hold your hands behind your back.” At this point, he had his palms directly over his shaft and balls. He clearly wanted to hide them from me.

He answered by shaking his head. No, he couldn’t do it.

“If you don’t do this right now, you’re going to fail my class,” I told him.

His eyes widened. He couldn’t believe it.

But then he pulled his wrists away, and he dropped his fists to the sides of his body.

“Good boy,” I said. “Now, do you think you’re very impressive?” I looked down at him.

Fully erect, he only had a few inches to show off.

“I don’t know,” he said.

“You know, there’s nothing wrong with being unimpressive. I mean, I’ve been with a couple of guys, and you’re the smallest by far. I mean, just look at you. Clearly, you weren’t born to be a real man.”

His eyes widened. “What? Yeah, I’m a real man…” Brian said just a little bit too fast.

I rose, walked forward, and he tried to pull away, but I grabbed his wrist. “No, you aren’t. Brian, I teach real men every day. I see them in my classes. Then I also see boys like you. Dainty. Feminine. Adorable. Cute. That’s all you get to be. Now, I’m going to prove it tonight.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Come with me,” I said. I held on tight to his wrist as I pulled him through the living room and back toward the bedroom where I had prepared the materials for tonight.

We walked through a door, and he didn’t notice anything strange at first. “Look around,” I said to the naked boy.

“Oh, and do your best to get your erection under control. You can be as aroused as you want, Brian, but I want you nice and soft for what I have in mind.”

“What, what you going to do?”

He turned to me.

“Whatever I need to do,” I said. “To begin, I think I’m going to have to have you lie down on the bed. Oh, and be sure to spread your arms and legs for me.”

“Why?”

“You want to fail?”

“No. Obviously not,” he said with a little bit more vehemence in his voice.

“Good,” I said. “That means you have to obey me. Now stop questioning my orders and do as you’re told, Brian.”

His nostrils twitched. Maybe he was starting to find some of his courage. Maybe some of his fear started to morph into anger.

It wouldn’t do him any good.

He crawled up onto the mattress, lowered himself down onto the sheets, and he spread his arms and legs. He pushed his heels toward the bottom corners of the bed. Then he raised his wrists higher toward each corner over his head.

“Good boy,” I said. “Now close your eyes.”

It took a lot of courage for him to obey, but he did it. “First, I need you to relax your little shaft.”

“My little shaft?”

“Your erection,” I said. “I know. It’s very cute, but I’m not interested in that. For tonight’s exercises, you need to be soft. Can you do that for me?”

“I don’t know why this is happening,” he said.

“I do,” I told him.

“You do?” I was his teacher, and he had no problem deferring to me in all things. This was his body; he should have known a better than me, but I could easily read his reactions, and he knew it.

“Absolutely, Brian. It’s easy to figure out. Deep down, you know that you should lose control. You don’t want to make your own decisions. You want someone to tell you what to do.”

“I don’t want anyone to boss me around,” he protested.

I climbed up onto the bed, I straddled him with my knees pushing against the sides of his chest, and that’s when he tried to open his eyes. I placed one hand over his face to make sure he couldn’t see what was going on. “Close your eyes,” I ordered.

After a few seconds, he settled down as he followed my command.

“And look at that. You just did what I said, you shut your eyes, and now you’re harder than ever. Shame you’re not bigger than ever.”

He blushed again. His body tensed. He must have known that he was little, but now, to have a woman like me tell him, it proved all of his worst fears.

“Relax,” I ordered.

“I don’t think I can, not when you’re this close to me.”

“I guess we’ll have to take extreme measures then,” I replied. “Now keep your eyes shut.”

He must’ve wondered what I meant by “extreme measures”, but he still kept his eyes closed.

Quiet now, I opened one of my dresser drawers and pulled out the scarves. I walked back to the bed, and I looked down at his face. Yes, he had sweet, girlish features. Perhaps he didn’t want to admit this; perhaps he couldn’t acknowledge it. It didn’t matter. His denials couldn’t change the truth of his feminine physique and perfectly sculpted cheeks and chin.

I grabbed his right wrist, slipped the scarf around it, and quickly tied his wrist to the bedpost.

“What, what’re you doing?” Brian asked me.

“Tying you down,” I said.

“But why?”

“Because I don’t trust you. Oh, and I want you to be completely helpless.”

“Please, don’t,” he said, pleading with me now.

“I like hearing you beg, Brian. You’re really good at it. You should be proud of yourself.” By this point, I found myself on the other side of the bed. I grabbed his second wrist, tied the scarf around it, pulled it tight, and tied it to the other bedpost.

“Okay,” I said, almost sounding magnanimous. “You can go ahead and struggle now if you want. But I should warn you, it won’t do any good.”

“Can I open my eyes?”

“That’s what makes you perfect for this project, Brian. Even now, you ask for permission. You know how cute that is?”

His nostrils twitched, but he still didn’t open his eyes.

“Okay,” I finally allowed. “Yes, you can open your eyes.”

His eyelids froze, and he glanced up at me. The panic splashed across his cute face before he turned his body to the left, then the right. He looked over at the scarves around his wrist as he tried to comprehend what had happened.

“You have an amazing little body,” I said. “Look at just how smooth you are.” I brushed my fingers up his foot, along his ankle, all the way to his knee.

“Stop that,” he begged.

“No, I don’t think I will,” I said as I moved my hand to further up.

“Please…” His voice stretched and strained.

“Why are you so turned on right now?” I asked. I made this sound like an academic inquiry. “Is it possible that you have always yearned for something like this?”

“No!” he said.

“You have such a cute little dick,” I told him.

He blushed again. His lips tightened into a frustrated pout, only he didn’t know what else to do or say. Then my fingers moved up all the way to his scrotum. I gently stroked him. “I find it fascinating that your body is so smooth. You shave off all of your body hair?”

“No…”

“Then maybe you were born for this. Maybe you were never supposed to be a boy in the first place. Obviously, you’re not a girl, so that means we are going to need a third option.” I wobbled my head from side to side. “Sissy.”

“What?”

“Oh,” I said with amused delight. “You know the term.”

“No. I don’t!” Brian said as fast as he could, but it was obvious this kid was trying to lie to me.

“What is a sissy?” I asked him.

“I don’t know!” As hard as he tried, he had no idea how to lie to a woman like me.

“You sure about that? Because I don’t want to have to punish you. But if you insist on lying to me, you’ll definitely need to be punished. And hey, we haven’t even started your makeup, nor have we got you dressed yet.”

“I, I don’t understand,” he said.

“I think you do. What are you?”

“I’m just a college student!” Brian called out as his muscles tensed and he pulled as hard as he could on the scarves holding his arms above his head. “That’s it. I’m just a college student!”

I grabbed him, rolled him onto his side, and suddenly I had access to his tight rear end. I spanked him hard, slamming my palm down against his curved backside.

A squeak of dismay shot from his mouth.

“I don’t like spanking you, Brian. But you can tell that I have no problem doing it. So what are you?”

He didn’t answer right away. Foolish mistake.

I smacked his behind three more times in quick succession before his defiance broke. “Okay, okay!” Clearly, he wanted the opportunity to speak, only I didn’t feel like giving it to him. That’s why I spanked him five more times in quick succession. By the time I finished, my hand was stinging, but his backside had turned a bright shade of pink.

His face was just as flushed, and now his eyes were damp.

“Care to try again?” I asked.

“I’m a sissy!”

“Yes, you are,” I said. “Now what does that mean? Obviously, you have heard the term before.”

“Please, don’t make me say it,” he begged.

“Brian, after this conversation, I’m going to put makeup on you. I’m going to make sure you look so pretty. And after that, if I get really excited, I might fuck you. Would you like that?”

“Yes!”

His pathetically small shaft remained hard. His tip was damp with his excitement. Clearly, he’d yearned for the chance to be with his professor, but he couldn’t make that happen, not while he was strapped down and helpless.

“Then answer my questions,” I ordered.

With a nervous swallow of anxiety and trepidation, he began, “A sissy is basically a really feminine boy.”

“You’re on the right track,” I said.

“A sissy isn’t pretty enough to be a girl, but he’s not manly enough to be a man either. He’s weak and pathetic.”

“Is that what you are?” I asked. “Are you a sissy?”

“Yes?”

I pinched the tip of his nose and giggled. “That’s right,” I agreed. “You are a pretty boy, but you’ll never be strong enough or smart enough to intimidate anyone else. You don’t have the aggression or the fighting spirit to be powerful. But you know what you can be?”

“No? What?” His voice still quivered.

“You can be a servant. You can be a slave.” I practically purred this final word.

“A servant?”

“That’s right,” I said graciously. “You can be a servant. You can be my little sissy servant, all cute and dressed up. You can be my dolly. I’ll play with you every day, use you, and take whatever I want from you. Along the way, all you have to do is be utterly obedient.”

“I don’t think I can do that.”

I grabbed his tiny member, squeezed, and watched as he squirmed. His back arched, and he fought through that mixture of pleasure and pain before I told him, “That’s cute, Brian. But guess what? You don’t get a choice.”

“This isn’t fair…”

How many sissies had made that exact same argument, begging and pleading against the universe? Quite a few, I was sure.

“What do you want?”

“Please, can I have an orgasm? Please, can I come?” Brian begged.

“Maybe,” I said. “I did say I wanted to fuck you…” I allowed my voice trail off. I relaxed my hold. His shaft really was pathetic in the palm of my hand, little more than the barest sign of manhood.

“But first, I want to do your makeup,” I said.

Clearly, he wanted to argue with me. He wanted to say something about how I wouldn’t get away with this, yet his body yearned for release. He craved an orgasm like nothing else, which held him down and kept him quiet.

“Tell me you’ll break,” I said.

“I, I will cooperate,” he promised.

“Brian,” I said as I gathered up the different pieces, “I want to give you a new name.”

“A new name?”

“That’s right. Something appropriately feminine and girly for you. I’m thinking of something like Candy or maybe Becky. Oh, I like that name for you.”

“Becky sounds like a little girl.”

“Which fits,” I replied.

His lips parted. Obviously, he wished to argue with me again, but he held his tongue back.

“What, what do you mean?” Brian asked instead.

“Well,” I began, “Women should rule the world. We are the smartest and strongest. After us, there should be the men. Finally, there are children, which obviously includes little girls. And last, there are sissies. Seems like you.” I leveled my eyes on him as I explained all of this.

“That’s not fair,” he said.

“From now on, your name is Becky. What’s your name now?”

As I asked this question, I brushed my fingers along his scrotum and up his unimpressive length.

“Becky!” squeaked the sissy.

“Very nice,” I said. “Now, pink or purple?” I held up a pair of ribbons for his hair.

Becky swallowed back his dread. “You have to do this to me?”

“Pink or purple?” I demanded again. This time, my tone hardened. He must have realized that he wouldn’t get much more time. And if he tried to hold out, there would be consequences.

“Purple!”

“Okay,” I said as I slid the ribbon into his hair and clipped it on. But then I tilted my head to the side. “No,” I decided. “Pink.” I pulled the purple ribbon free and replaced it with the adorably pink alternative. There was something so amazing about that neon shade.

Right away, he tilted his head to the side and tried to reach for the ribbon.

I watched as he failed. His fingers fumbled about, but he couldn’t get a grip on it.

“You fail my class if you remove your ribbon,” I said.

He threw his head down against of the mattress and hissed through his teeth.

“Now, are you ready for some very cute makeup?”

His eyes widened. “No. Don’t. Please, don’t.”

“Let’s start with some foundation,” I said as I opened up the container. I took out the brush, and he closed his eyes, but he didn’t try to jerk his head away.

Becky knew this was going to happen. He knew he’d be my sissy, and there was nothing he could do to stop it.

I applied the foundation along his cheeks, down his chin, and up along the ridge of his nose, all the way to his forehead. Then I pulled out some blush, something light and pink.

Step-by-step, I made him look so cute!

“You know, when I’m done with you, people won’t be able to tell that you are supposed to be a boy. As far as they’ll be concerned, you’re going to be this sweet little sissy. And from now on, you will recognize the inherent authority and power of the women around you. Men will scare you, and women will impress you. Understand?”

“Yes,” he said. “I, I understand!”

“Good,” I said. “Now pucker up.”

When he saw the tube of red lipstick, his heart must have jumped into triple time. In fact, I put my hand on his chest, and I could feel the wild pounding of his pulse through his body.

Becky still puckered his lips. He closed his eyes, and I applied at that bright red shade to his mouth. When I finished, his lips sparkled a bright shade of ruby red.

“Pretty,” I said. Now, stay right where you are, sissy.”

He didn’t have a choice, but I still enjoyed giving him the command.

Becky had to lay there while I went back to my other closet. When I came back, I held up two options. “What you think?”

When he saw the Navy blue dress with the white ribbon around the center, his eyes widened. But then he looked over at the plaid, pink outfit, and his head started shaking.

“I can’t wear either of those!”

“That’s cute. You’re talking like you have a choice again,” I said. Then I lowered the dresses and asked, “Does the sissy slave have a choice?”

“No,” Becky admitted.

“That’s right,” I agreed. Now, pick one.”

“The blue one,” he said.

“Not a bad choice,” I allowed. “If you wore this, you would look like an actual schoolgirl. Maybe you would have to go to a private school. With all of that makeup on your face, I think you could pass yourself off as an adolescent girl. Granted, I won’t let you do that. You’re going to tell everyone that you’re just a sissy.”

“No,” he begged. “Please, don’t. Don’t make me.”

“Yes,” I said. “Don’t worry. You attend a very progressive and accepting institution. I’m sure the guys will be disgusted by you, and the girls will laugh at you, but only in the halls when the teachers aren’t around.” I winked down at him, like he should be happy with this development.

Feeling puckish, I reached into my pocket and pulled out my phone. I quickly took Becky’s picture, slipped the device around, and let him see his digital reflection.

At first, he closed his eyes again. “Look,” I ordered.

His nostrils twitched with obvious embarrassment, but my sissy knew how to follow orders. He raised his eyes and looked at the screen. There he was, but he didn’t look like a boy. In fact, no one could possibly mistake him for a young man.

“Please, let me go!”

“Wouldn’t you rather have me fuck you before I get you dressed?”

Hope played along his features. “What?” I teased. “Did you think I was just messing with your head? Did you think I wasn’t really going to let you get off?” I brushed my fingers down his cheek and along his neck. “First, all you need to do is pleasure me with your mouth.”

“I don’t know if I can,” he replied.

I grabbed his cheeks and pinched them between my fingertips. “Sissy, you don’t get a choice.”

I pulled down my snug pants along with my panties. I stripped until my blouse hung low along my thighs. Then I climbed up, and I straddled the sissy.

“Suck my fingertips,” I ordered.

He opened his mouth and obeyed. His lips wrapped around my digits. I pushed them down, and his eyes blazed with embarrassment because he must have felt like he was giving me a blow job.

Drawing my hand back, I slid my damp fingers along my slit. I masturbated right there in front of him. He watched, his eyes big as he drank in every detail.

I was close now.

“Serve me with your tongue,” I said.

“I’ll do my best!”

“Yes, I agreed. “You will, or I’ll start making you wear a pink choker. There will be a little dog tag dangling from the front with your new name on it. You don’t want that, do you, Becky?”

“No!”

Before he could try to say anything else, I pushed my sex down against his mouth. At once, he started licking. His tongue moved up past his lips and teeth. He started to impale me. He pushed up, and he slid his tongue along my opening.

Bracing my hands on the headboard, I savored the way he felt as he served me.

It wasn’t just the physical sensations, however. Oh no, wielding power like this triggered a blazing arousal deep within my core. Those desires soon spread out to the rest of my frame.

I moved forward and back as I fucked his mouth.

With every second, he probably smeared his lipstick, but I didn’t care.

I rode his face, gently moving my hips forward and back. I rubbed my slit along his lips and his tongue. All the while, he moaned and breathed through his nostrils as he worked so hard to please me.

“Don’t worry, Becky,” I said. “You’re going to get so good at this. After all, you don’t get a choice!”

I chuckled at the prospect and savored the look on the part of his face I could see as his brows creased.

But he wanted that orgasm so badly. He thought he would do anything to get it.

Pretty soon, my knuckles turned white as I held onto the headboard. My muscles tensed, and I lowered myself down just a tiny bit more. I savored the flickering movements of his tongue against my slit.

“Yes, Becky!” I probably wanted to say more, but those words roared from my mouth.

Then I pulled away from his frustrated face.

“Close your eyes,” I said.

I practically hopped off of the mattress.

He closed his eyes, but he opened his mouth, “Do you think we could have sex now?”

I didn’t answer immediately. Instead, I opened a different drawer and pulled out another component of his feminization.

“Professor?” asked the sissy.

I still didn’t answer. Instead, I came up along his legs, slipped the plastic tube over his unimpressive sissy-shaft, and pushed the other connection up underneath his scrotum. From there, I attached the joints, and then I said, “Open your eyes, sissy.”

He looked back at me.

“What are you doing?” Panic rippled through his voice.

“I’m locking you in chastity,” I replied breezily.

His eyes widened further now. “But that means I won’t be able to come—but you said you wanted to have sex with me.”

I said I wanted to fuck you,” I replied. “I have. You did a great job, and you’ll keep doing a great job for me.”

“But that’s not fair!”

I held the lock up in front of his face. He saw the light glint along the shining metal. His hands jerked against of the scarves in a futile attempt to slip free, but I wasn’t about to let him go.

Because he couldn’t get away, he had to watch as I locked him in this chastity cage.

I finished with the sound of a click.

“Let’s get you dressed,” I said.

I let him out of the scarf-bonds, and he scrambled up. He looked toward the door, and it was clear he wanted to run away, but something stopped him. His chastity cage. His makeup. The knowledge that he belonged to me.

Wordlessly, I handed him a pair of bright pink panties. He looked down and knew they would fit. Would they be tight? Absolutely? Would he be able to forget that he wore girly underwear? Never.

Still, he pulled the underwear up along his slender legs. It covered his chastity cage.

Next, I gave him the pink dress. “Put it on,” I ordered.

Again, he obeyed. And when I finished with him, I finally took out the pink choker with the dog tag on it. On one side, there was the name Becky. On the other, just one word: sissy.

“You knew…”

“Absolutely,” I said as collared him, turning my sissy into my permanent slave.

The End
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