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Enslaved Sissy

What was I thinking?

To be honest, it would be a lot easier to tell myself that I just got drunk, high, or went temporarily insane. Yeah, then I wouldn’t be responsible. Then it wouldn’t have been all my fault.

But it was my fault. I knew exactly what I was doing. That’s why I was so nervous when I went to talk to her. We had been high school sweethearts. She was two years older than me. After I graduated, I decided to go to the same college. But once I got there, I saw all of these gorgeous girls, and I kept thinking that maybe I should try to date someone else.

Yeah, I was lucky to have Kendra. With her dark brown hair and angled features, she was gorgeous. She had incredible breasts, and she was funny and charismatic. Guys would see her and check her out as we walked by, and I would always get this giddy little thrill, knowing that she was mine.

But then I would be in my own classes, in these huge lecture halls, and there would be all of these girls. Blondes, redheads, girls with dark hair. They would be chatting, flirting with some of the other guys, or playing on their phones. Almost like it was magnetic, I would feel this attraction, this fundamental need to look around and check them out. I would think of these different girls, wondering what it would be like to kiss them, to flirt with them.

Because really, I had only ever been with one girl: Kendra. And yes, we had this great relationship, but I kept thinking that I was young, that I should have the opportunity to play around with some other women.

So I made the worst mistake of my life.

I sat Kendra down one evening. I told her that I really cared about her, but I wanted to explore my options. Yes, I was dumb enough to actually use that exact phrase: “explore my options.” She listened to all of this, and she looked right back in my eyes.

“Alex, you’re a good guy, but if you do this, I’m not going to get back with you. When you realize what a huge mistake you’ve made, we’ll still be over. Understand?”

Oddly enough, I felt relief. Seriously, this meant that she wasn’t going to cry or shout or grab the table and try to flip it over. No, she was going to be mature about this. And even if there was a hint of anger in her voice, I could tolerate it. This was a breakup, after all.

“I understand.”

After that, we hugged, and she left.

As I walked out, I actually jumped up, punching the air with excitement. Yes! I was in college, and I wasn’t weighed down by a girlfriend anymore. It felt so good, thinking about how I would go out to the bars and clubs and I would hit on girls. I kept thinking of this TV show I used to watch in high school. In it, there was this guy who liked to collect panties. He would sleep with a girl and steal them, hiding them away in a small box at the back of his closet.

Yeah, that sounded like fun.

Another six months went by. In that time, I asked out a bunch of different girls. In that time, they all shot me down. The loneliness set in, and I kept thinking about Kendra.

In high school, we started dating, and I had never really understood how hard it could be to try to find someone good. I mean, when we were together, I could make her laugh. It always felt so good, telling some stupid joke, and then getting to hear her burst out giggling.

I missed the way we had the secret codes. It was nothing official. Whenever sat down and tried to come up with our own language. It just sort of evolved over the years we spent together. There were these references to people, places, things.

Finally, I couldn’t take it anymore. I knew what I had to do.

I was holding my phone in my hands, and my arms were trembling. Heat cascaded along my body, starting at my hairline and making it all the way down to my toes. Of course, over the last couple of months, I had considered this dozens or hundreds of times. Maybe thousands.

Again and again, I wondered what would happen if I tried to contact her. After we broke up, we didn’t bother with the farce of “remaining friends.” I knew that wouldn’t be possible, so I told myself that I was letting her go.

And yet, I kept thinking of her. I remembered how it felt to hold her, to kiss her, to glide my fingers up along her body. I missed squeezing her breasts and pressing my lips to hers. I missed the way she smelled after she took a shower.

For the last couple of months, the temptation to try to contact her again had burned along my fingertips. I kept thinking about what might happen if I pulled out my phone, typed in her name, and sent a message.

Of course, my pride prevented me from doing anything like that for several months. And yet, I would be on campus, and I would see some of the other couples and I would remember exactly what I used to have with Kendra.

At this point, we didn’t have any mutual friends, so I could stalk her online, and that was about it. Unfortunately, she liked her privacy settings, so it wasn’t like I could really garner any new information. Instead, I would find her and look at her picture.

Damn.

More and more, I had to come to one conclusion: I had messed up.

Breaking up with her had probably been the worst mistake of my life. I was just a freshman in college, but I had messed up so badly. If I told her that, what would happen?

There. That was the tempting part. What would happen if I went back to my ex-girlfriend, I got down on my knees, and I groveled, apologizing, telling her that I had made a terrible decision. Was there any chance that she would forgive me?

Theoretically, I would never know, not unless I actually did it.

At first, I played a little game with myself. I told myself that I wouldn’t actually contact her unless I could try to ask out two or three girls. Inevitably, the ones I picked would always turn me down. Sure, they would be polite enough, but they would say that they had boyfriends or that they weren’t really interested in dating because they wanted to focus on their classes.

Yeah, right. I knew that if I had been richer or smarter or funnier or more attractive in one way or another, those girls would have decided to make an exception. They were just being polite. In some ways, that was worse.

If they had been mean, then maybe I could have hated them. But all the girls I picked were quite polite and kind. They just didn’t want to date me.

Kendra. Her name became this verbal talisman inside of my head. Kendra, the beautiful girl I used to know in high school. Kendra, the brilliant student who excelled at math. Kendra, the girl who knew all of my secrets.

Except for one.

She didn’t know just how badly I regretted breaking up with her. Or did she? Sometimes, I tortured myself with imagined nightmares. I’d text her and she’d talk to me. She’d watch me grovel and tell me that I’d be alone forever.

“You had your chance, Alex. You could have been a great boyfriend. I’m sure we could have had this incredible future together, but you didn’t want that, did you? No. Like an idiot, you thought you could do better than me,” she might have said.

And yet, despite those nightmares, I decided that I had to do this. I couldn’t keep torturing myself with the different possibilities. I told myself that if she was dating someone, that I could handle it. If she didn’t want to talk to me, at least I would know that this door was shut and locked.

Okay.

I held my phone in my hand, and I kept looking down at the screen. There were so many different ways I could have done this, and I had imagined many of them. But now that I had made the decision to write her a text message, I wasn’t sure what to include. I could have been casual with something like Hey, how’s it going? It’s been a while. I was hoping we could catch up.

No.

I had to do better than that.

I typed one message after another, only to delete them all. None of them sounded right. After all, I had been a colossal jackass, and now I was desperately hoping that maybe we could get back together.

Yeah, I was lame.

I was weak.

Hey, Kendra. I know it’s been a while, but I was hoping maybe we could chat sometime. I miss you. There. It wasn’t good, but it was the truth. Gritting my teeth, I hit the send button, and I watched as the little circles at the bottom of my screen pulsed.

Part of me hoped that the message wouldn’t go through for some reason. Then I could analyze what I might say and agonize over every detail for another couple hours. But no, my phone worked properly, and now Kendra had it.

She didn’t respond right away. Then again, I didn’t expect her to.

Demonstrating some small modicum of self-control, I decided to put my phone down. I didn’t just stare at the screen, hoping that she would get back to me sooner rather than later.

Instead, I went out for a walk. I made my way up the street to the campus. I took a circuitous route, glancing at some of the buildings. There were several spots where I remembered spending time with Kendra. We had a picnic under that tree. We flirted in front of that building. It was fun, and it made my chest hurt just a little bit.

Of course, it felt weird not having my phone in my pocket. I kept reaching down for it, thinking that I would check to see if I had any email, or maybe I would go online and hit one of my favorite websites. But no. I couldn’t do that. I intentionally left my phone back in my room.

Eventually, I made my way back. I went straight to my phone, and I picked it up.

Nothing.

Disappointment stabbed into me.

I was an idiot. Why had I bothered to message her in the first place? It wasn’t like she would answer. She would probably just ignore the message, deleting it when she saw my name. Okay, fine. I deserved it.

That’s what I told myself, anyway.

Gulping back my own disappointment, I closed my eyes and gritted my teeth.

But then, my phone started to vibrate in my hand. I looked down immediately, and sure enough, there was Kendra’s name.

Want to get a cup of coffee?

I didn’t drink coffee, but that didn’t matter. We sent a couple of perfunctory text messages back and forth. Feeling timid, I didn’t want to rush her, but I managed to convince her to meet me the next day.

I didn’t know what to expect; I didn’t know even what I was hoping to achieve with this. In any case, I forced down my nerves, and I went to the café.

When I arrived, I was a few minutes early, but Kendra was waiting for me anyway. She looked gorgeous, and I stopped in the doorway, frozen. She had grown out her hair a little bit more. It was tied back into a French braid, the strands looping around one another. She also wore a little bit of makeup, maybe some lipstick and blush. When she noticed me, she grinned, flashing her white teeth.

For a second, I felt scared, this woman was just too good for me, too powerful. I didn’t know what I was doing, and I felt the itch begin to retreat.

Forcing it away, I instead walked up to her table.

“Kendra, it’s good to see you,” I said, forcing the words out. I made sure that I sounded calm, relaxed, in control.

If she even noticed, she didn’t give any sign of it. “Alex,” she said, nodding to the chair on the other side of the small, round table.

She had a cup of coffee in front of her. She took a sip, all while she kept her eyes on me. But there was something about her expression, something different.

“How are you doing?” I asked.

“I’m fine.” She set her cup down. As she did so, her eyes swept up and down my face, my neck, my torso. “Why did you want to meet?”

There. That was the question.

In my wildest fantasies, I imagined myself apologizing, and then she would forgive me, and we could go back to the way things used to be. It was an intoxicating thought, one that it distracted me in a bunch of different classes.

But right then, I couldn’t quite get the words out. I choked on them, actually coughing. Through this, Kendra just watched, waiting. Maybe the corner of her mouth twitched upward, like she wanted to grin.

After a few more seconds, I got myself under control. I bowed my head down slightly, my eyes aimed at the table. “I made a huge mistake, Kendra. I messed up when I broke up with you. I was hoping maybe we could talk about that.”

As I spoke, I thought I came off as reasonably articulate and diplomatic. At the very least, I didn’t sound like a complete moron, or so I hoped.

“So now you want to get back together?”

I lifted my gaze and looked up at her brown eyes. Normally, they were so warm. But at this point, there was something cold and calculating and her expression. Even so, I forced myself to continue. “Yes.”

She raised her hand and giggled, covering her mouth, like she wanted to hide it from me. But really, I could tell exactly what she was doing. Her eyes started to sparkle with amusement.

“Why should I? You broke up with me once. What makes you think that I would ever trust you again?”

I swallowed. “Look, I’ve learned a lot over the last couple of months. I know I messed up, but I’m really hoping you can give me a second chance. We were good together.”

“Alex, Alex, Alex, you are just so predictable.” She rolled her eyes, clearly torn between amusement and annoyance. “You really have no idea how people work, do you?”

I sat there, unable to speak. I didn’t know what to say. It felt like there was no way to change her mind, but I couldn’t just get up and leave.

“You messed up. We had something good, and you destroyed it,” she said.

“I should go,” I mumbled. I started to stand.

“Sit,” she said, her voice harsh yet somehow melodic.

I froze, but only for a second. As I fell back into my seat, I looked at her. She had her purse on her lap now, and she reached in, taking something out.

Kendra placed it on the table between us. She didn’t bother to hide it. If anyone walked by, they would see the small device.

“What is it?” I asked even though I had a vague idea. Back in high school, some of my friends had stumbled on these online. They had sent me the links, and we laughed about them, thinking that they were absolutely insane.

“It’s a chastity cage, Alex. If you want to get back together, you’re going to wear it for me.” Now she smiled, and her eyes seemed to sparkle with fresh delight. “I do care about you, Alex, and I think we could have a lot of fun together, but if we do this, it will be under my terms. You will agree to whatever I want.”

My lips parted. Before I could even think about it, I said, “That sounds a lot like slavery.”

“Yes, it does,” she said without blinking or flinching.

“Wait. What are you saying?”

“I’m saying that I’ve done a lot of growing while we’ve been apart. There’s something I’ve always wanted to do, but I never really had the courage to say any of it to you, Alex. Now that you’re here and willing to do whatever I want, I think I’m going to take advantage.”

I didn’t know what to say. The words wouldn’t come. My mind felt blank.

“Unless of course, you just want to leave. That’s fine with me too.”

“No,” I said quickly.

“Okay then,” she said. “Come with me.”

Kendra tossed a couple of bills onto the table and got up. She headed for the door, and I could only watch, my legs paralyzed. At the last moment, I jumped up and raced after her, feeling more like a little puppy chasing his owner.

My ex-girlfriend stopped at the doorway. She glanced over at me. “Don’t forget your chastity cage,” she said.

The small, plastic device was still sitting there on the table. As my cheeks flushed red, I turned back and grabbed it. It was heavier than I expected, and it felt alien. I wanted to throw it away, only I couldn’t, not with Kendra right there.

Once we were outside, Kendra headed straight for her car. She got in an unlocked the doors. I stood outside, uncertain. She motioned for me to get in. I did so.

As we drove, I kept thinking about all of these different questions I needed to ask.

What had happened to her over the last six months? Why was she acting this way?

Rather than ask, I just sat there quietly as she drove.

I glanced over at her. She answered my question before I could get it out. “Yes, I moved after we broke up. I have a new place.”

Sure enough, she drove to a rather nice apartment complex. She got out and started walking. I followed, wondering if I should say something.

“You moved,” I said, wondering what was going to happen.

“That’s right,” she said, moving with a quick stride. Between her pace and the fact that I didn’t know where we were going, I fell in behind her. I kept wishing that she would say something more, but Kendra didn’t seem to mind the silence.

Soon, we came to a doorway, and she had her key out. She slid it into the lock and opened the door, motioning for me to go inside.

“Have a seat,” she said.

When I stepped into her new apartment, I froze for a second as I looked at the expansive living room, the leather couches, the huge TV, and even the artwork. I started to move forward, and I passed one painting. It wasn’t a poster, and it wasn’t a print. This looked like an original.

Eventually, I made it over to the couch and I sat down. Kendra followed me for a few seconds before she turned to the right, heading over to the large kitchen. She didn’t ask me if I wanted anything. Instead, she simply poured herself a glass of wine and came back.

“So, Alex, we need to figure out exactly what’s going to happen now.” She took a sip from her wine, the corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement. She looked a lot like a cat playing with a cornered mouse.

I took a long, slow breath. Over the car ride, I had been given some time to think. “We were a really good couple. And I know that you’re going to have some trouble trusting me, but I think we can make it work. I messed up once. I won’t mess up again.”

“Yeah, you will,” she said, casually contradicting me.

“What?” I asked, my brows wrinkled with confusion.

“Yes, you will mess up. You won’t want to. It won’t be intentional, but you won’t be able to help yourself, Alex. You’re going to make mistakes. And I’m pretty sure that’s okay.” She swirled her glass gently, letting the golden liquid rise and fall in her glass. Then she took another sip.

Kendra focused her eyes on me. There was something new, something intense and her gaze. Over the last six months, she had changed. I just didn’t realize, at that exact moment, how much was different about this young woman.

“I told you at the café that I expect you to do as you’re told. Do you understand what that means? I’m not interested in having you as a boyfriend right now. So if you want to be in my life, it’s going to have to be in another capacity.”

I gulped, thinking about what she had said previously. “You want me to be a slave,” I said it.

I waited, hoping that she would contradict me. She didn’t.

“Yes,” she agreed. “I want to train you as my slave. I want to take you and only you. I want to know that you’ll be in my life, but on my terms. I want to know that I’ll be able to tell you to do whatever I like, and that you’re going to do it. I know this is going to be very, very hard for you, Alex. After all, you’re sort of a spoiled brat, but I think this could work well for us. I get to subjugate you, and you get to make up for a terrible mistake.”

Breaking up with her had been a terrible mistake. I couldn’t deny that.

“What would you want from me?”

“To be completely honest, I’m not sure yet.” Kendra smirked, like this was somehow good news. She didn’t say she wasn’t sure based off of some kind of confusion. No, this girl simply wished to keep her options open. “I know that one condition of your slavery would mean wearing your chastity cage.”

“You want me to wear a chastity cage,” I said, reiterating the words. They felt alien on my tongue, like they couldn’t possibly make sense.

“I want to own your orgasms, Alex. I want you to know that your dick belongs to me. I want you to realize that your pleasure is subject to my will and my whims.” She enjoyed another sip of wine. “Yeah, I think that would be a great start.”

I stared back at her for a few seconds, hoping that maybe her lips would slide up into a smile and that she would burst out laughing. Distantly, I kept thinking that maybe this was some sort of test. She wasn’t really going to ask me to wear this bizarre piece of equipment. It was just a game and a prank and a test all rolled into one. If I agreed to this, then she wouldn’t really make me do it.

“That’s not all, Alex. I’m going to have lots and lots of fun with you. Oh, and this is going to be your one chance to back out. If you decide that you want to be mine, I’m not going to let you go again.”

“I understand,” I said with a quick nod of my head. At the same time, I glanced over at her door.

It would have been easy to stand up and walk away.

And yet, the last six months had hollowed me out. I wasn’t sure if I was even capable of leaving, of giving up on this opportunity.

I wanted her back…in spite of the simple fact that she wasn’t offering to be my girlfriend. Maybe I didn’t understand. Perhaps I wasn’t capable of really comprehending what I had done when I broke up with her the first time.

“Yes. I’ll do it.”

“Stand up and strip for me.”

I blinked, confused. Sure, we had fooled around and had sex while we were together, but Kendra felt a little bit like a stranger now. Suddenly, the self-consciousness gripped me.

“I gave you the chance to leave. I can still kick you out,” she said. There wasn’t any regret in her voice. If I left, she’d be okay with that, and she wouldn’t think of me again.

Slowly, I stood up, recognizing the precariousness of my situation.

More and more, this felt like a dream. It didn’t seem real as my hands drifted up toward the top of my shirt. I was wearing a short sleeve, collared dress shirt. When we met, I wanted to look reasonably nice for her. My fingers began to work the buttons, one at a time. And even if everything seemed to be happening in slow-motion, Kendra didn’t seem to mind.

My ex-girlfriend just watched me, her eyes blazing with something I couldn’t identify. Suddenly, the two sides of my shirt came free as I finished unbuttoning. “Take it off,” she said, obviously enjoying her new found authority.

When we had been dating, we had been equals. But now everything was different because I wanted her forgiveness. I shrugged off my shirt and glanced around, wondering where I should put it.

“Drop it,” she ordered, pointing one finger at the floor.

I let my shirt fall from my grip.

As she watched, I pulled off my shoes and my socks. I wasn’t particularly graceful as I did this. But then, I still had on my undershirt, pants, and underwear. “Go ahead. Don’t keep me waiting,” she said as something lascivious snaked through her voice.

Up until this point, I had never really understood what objectification might mean or feel like. As a college student, I had been to classes where feminist teachers talked about the idea. They mentioned the concept that women could be objectified so easily. They could be stripped of their personhood, put on display, used as an object. That’s what objectification is all about, after all. It’s not just checking a girl out. It’s not just admiring some beautiful woman. Instead, objectification happens when you take away that fundamental subjectivity, when a person is no longer anything but a fantasy.

That’s how Kendra made me feel.

As she watched me, I wasn’t a real man. I became something else. I became something less.

On some level, I must have known right then and right there that she wanted me as her toy; she wasn’t interested in a boy at this time. No, she wanted a plaything, and I was just kidding myself if I tried to hold onto any other hope.

Like an idiot, I kept stripping for her. I pulled off my shirt. I unbuttoned my pants and let them fall. I kicked them off, trying to take off my clothing as gracefully as possible, especially because Kendra was still watching.

“I can’t wait to put that chastity cage on you, Alex. I think it’s going to look really good.”

This was my first time getting naked in front of a girl since we’d broken up. My body responded, my shaft hardening.

My face was flushed, my boxers tented. I gulped, looking from my erection over to the beautiful girl. “Please, don’t make me take off my underwear.” The words came out, awkward and stilted, but I still had to make the attempt, right?

“Take them off right now,” she said simply. Her voice brooked no argument.

Reluctantly, I hooked my thumbs into the elastic of my boxers, and I pulled them down. Suddenly, I was naked in front of her.

“Come here,” she said, beckoning me toward her lap. Confused, I didn’t know what to do, so I stepped forward. Her hand shot out; she grabbed my wrist. She yanked hard.

I fell down between her legs. Suddenly, I was positioned on the edge of the couch, and she sat behind me. She wrapped her arm around my torso, confining me. I told myself that I was strong enough to break away if I so chose, but it was easy to feel the press of her breasts against my chest, the heat of her body.

It felt good to be right there against her, even if she was fully clothed while I was naked.

“I haven’t played with this in a long time,” she said.

I meant to speak, but Kendra reached down, and her fingertips lightly played along my scrotum, moving up for the base of my shaft, along my length…Those sensations became undeniably delicious. She remembered exactly how to touch me, which spots to press, where to caress…

A groan of desperation vibrated from within my chest. I hadn’t been with a girl in such a long time, and now my body ached for release. I wanted more.

“Should I make you come right now?” Kendra asked me, her voice low and seductive. Although she barely whispered into my ear, I loved those sounds.

“No,” I said, my voice straining. “We need to talk,” I said. Strangely enough, I really meant those words. I wanted to get her to understand that I wasn’t just that there for sex.

Somehow, this felt like a trap. After all, I kept thinking that she would get me off, and then she would be disgusted or something and then she would kick me out. I couldn’t let that happen, not if I wanted to be with this girl again. As far as I was concerned, she didn’t really mean that stuff about teasing and chastity.

This was a test. Yeah, that was it. She wanted to see if I was really interested in her or just getting off.

“Please, let’s just talk. You, you don’t have to do this,” I said, bowing my head forward, my chin pressed into my chest. My heart kicked wildly, and I started to sweat, my breathing coming harder and faster as she teased me. By this point, there were little droplets of excitement right there at the end of my cock.

“I’m not interested in talking, Alex. I’m interested in owning this orgasm.”

I didn’t really understand what she meant, but she had her arms tight around my torso. Feeling confined, especially with her hand on my member, I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t know how to think for myself.

She wrapped her fingers around my cock, squeezing gently. Her palm moved up and down. Another round of animal desperation vibrated in my chest. More. I wanted and needed more. The cravings became undeniable, uncontrollable.

And yet, I was seated there. I wasn’t moving.

Even though it was hard to think, I was smart enough not to try to break her hold. Other guys might have stood and turned around, demanding that Kendra pull down her pants or something. I couldn’t do that. Instead, I became utterly helpless, putty in her dexterous fingers as she kept stroking me and teasing me.

“I can’t take this,” I said.

“Yes you can,” Kendra replied breezily. She leaned forward again, her breath hot against the contours of my ear. “You can take whatever I give you, Alex.” She giggled again, the sound breathy, teasing.

I didn’t know what to do. Confusion played through my body, paralyzing me. Her fingers moved back down to my scrotum. She played with the underside of my balls, light caresses and gentle strokes that warped my thoughts.

I couldn’t tell if time seemed to be going slower or faster. Either way, she could do whatever she wanted with me. My muscles remained clenched, like I yearned to break her hold or leap up, only I couldn’t summon the strength to do so.

For her part, Kendra seemed to enjoy my indecision.

“Come for me,” she said, gliding her fingertips along my most sensitive skin. Before I knew it, she had her hand wrapped around my shaft again. She squeezed a little bit harder, a little bit faster. She set this intoxicating rhythm, one that wiped away every coherent thought from my brain.

She triggered those natural desires, so my shaft began to throb. I lifted my head. Distantly, I could hear her voice. “This orgasm isn’t yours, Alex. It belongs to me. Come for me., Hard. I want you drained and weak and empty. You might not believe me yet, but this is going to make it so much easier to train you and break you.” She spoke those words as the orgasm raced through my body.

Then it was over, and I really did feel drained, like I had nothing left. The tension dissipated from the muscles in my body, and I relaxed.

I had come so hard. When I got my eyes open and glanced down, I saw that she was holding my shirt, using it as a shield so that my ejaculate didn’t shoot over onto her coffee table. She threw the shirt back down onto my pile of clothes. She was probably making a mess, but I couldn’t bring myself to worry about it.

“Stay right where you are,” she said, reaching toward the coffee table. She picked up the chastity device, and she started to pull it apart, her fingers moving with expert dexterity. She knew exactly what she was doing.

I closed my eyes and didn’t move. I kept my legs spread. By this point, my eyelids felt very heavy. I just sort of relaxed, even when I felt her slide a plastic ring up and over my scrotum. She pressed it down into my skin. Next, she took out some sort of tube and fitted it over my cock. By this point, my member was flaccid and small, utterly spent. Next, she used a couple of interlocking pieces of plastic to connect to the ring to the tube.

“Open your eyes, Alex. I want you to see this,” she said.

It seemed so strange, being positioned there between her legs. I looked down, and I saw the glint of a brass padlock. She slid the metal strip into place, and she pressed it down, into that little golden box.

“Your cock belongs to me now,” she said, locking the chastity cage in place.

She clicked it, once then twice. The mechanism was now engaged, and there was nothing I could do about it.

“Very nice,” she said. “Now you belong to me.”

Once I was locked in the chastity, something strange happened. I never would have imagined this. Seriously, it didn’t feel real or right. Even as I think about it now, I want to believe that this didn’t actually take place.

When she locked me in a chastity cage, it felt as though something had been taken away from me. Something primal had been stripped away, some aspect of my masculinity. I kept looking down at the chastity lock, thinking that this shouldn’t have been a big deal. I wasn’t even horny at that particular moment. But knowing that Kendra held the key to that small lock changed everything.

“Get up,” she said.

Moving like an automaton, I obeyed her. I slid from my spot on the couch, and I got up. As I did so, I could feel the weight of the cage tug down on my genitals. It wasn’t painful, yet it would also be impossible to ignore or forget.

“That cock cage belongs to me. Your shaft belongs to me. You belong to me,” she said as I stood and turned around, facing her.

“I understand,” I told her, even though I didn’t, not really. She had said something about wanting me to do whatever she wished, but I still didn’t comprehend what that would really mean.

As I stood before her, she swept her gaze up and down my body. “I think it’s time for someone to take a shower.”

Again, I didn’t really understand what was happening, especially when she took my hand and brought me into her bathroom. She turned on the water, letting it spray down to the tiled floor. Then she grabbed a pink razor and handed it to me.

“Alex, I want you to shave every little bit of body hair from your eyebrows down. Can you do that for me? Because if you can’t, you should leave right now.”

All of it?”

“That’s right. Shave your arms, your legs, even your pubic hair.”

She leaned in, whispering. “Because when you’re done, I’m going to give you a nice inspection. Then we’re going to talk about our relationship, but you have to do this first.”

Swallowing back my nervousness, I nodded my head. Okay, if this was going to be a condition of our relationship, then I would obey. It was easier, especially with the chastity cage on.

Feeling docile, I stepped into the shower, and I started to work.

As I ran the blade gently along my cheeks, and down my neck, along my chest, even between my legs, I kept thinking about what I hoped to achieve. Oddly enough, I kept hitting the psychological block, this weird mental wall. Because really, I didn’t know what I expected to happen.

In my fantasies, Kendra and I would have started talking, laughing, and flirting. Then we would have started to touch each other. Before we left that café, we would have started to kiss, and maybe we would have ended up back in my room or her apartment. We would fool around, and it would have felt so good.

As those thoughts streamed through my head, my shaft started to harden. Or at least, it made the attempt. My cock worked against the confines of its cage, only to feel that unyielding, industrial plastic. No, I couldn’t achieve an erection, not while I was wearing this.

What did Kendra really want?

She had been honest with me, but some part of me simply couldn’t believe her.

I finished shaving my arms. I worked on the little bits of hair on my knuckles. After that, I used to the blade on my legs. It felt so strange, leaning down. It felt oddly feminine, dainty even.

Eventually, I finished. It took a long, long time.

Even stranger, I double checked everything. I triple checked. I made sure that there weren’t any errant hairs anywhere in my body. Disappointing Kendra seemed like the worst thing I could possibly do.

Okay, so I was fairly certain I had done a good job. I turned off the water and stepped back out. I grabbed a towel and dried off.

When I was done, I stepped back into her bedroom, and there she was, sitting on her bed, her legs crossed. She had her phone out. Right away, she glanced up at me.

“Not bad,” she said. She beckoned me forward, and my cock strained again. She was lovely, especially as she sat there. She had on a simple white cardigan and dark blue jeans. Her outfit may have been simple, yet I wanted to feel her body again.

“Are you ready for your inspection?”

“I, I think so,” I told her.

“You know, I think you should start addressing the more respectfully than that.”

“What?”

“Since I basically own you now, it’s important for you to address me with the proper degree of deference and respect.” She smirked. “From now on, you’re going to address me as Mistress. Tell me you understand.”

“I, I understand?” There wasn’t any certainty in my voice. Mistress seemed like an odd word, one that I had never really used before. I understood that it was the feminine version of “Master” but that’s not really who she was going to be, was it?

“No, I don’t think you do. From now on, every time you say something, you should use my title. If you don’t, they’re going to be consequences.”

“I guess I understand,” I told her.

Kendra put her hand on the back of my neck, and she pushed me forward, thrusting me down against her bed. I fell into the mattress, and her hand grabbed my ass. She squeezed, her fingernails pushing into my skin. Then she yanked her arm back, and I didn’t understand what was happening.

“Alex, you’ve never really been spanked, have you?”

“I—”

She didn’t give me the chance to finish. Then again, Kendra wasn’t really interested in hearing what I had to say.

Her hand came down hard, in a tight arc. To be honest, I didn’t think that a spanking could really hurt, not that I had never really thought about it.

When her palm crashed against the curve of my ass, I had no idea that embarrassment and pain could mix together like this. The sensations roared through me, hot and swift. My breath caught in my throat even as my eyes started to water.

Kendra was a girl. She never should have been able to strike that hard.

And yet, she was just getting started.

“From now on, how do you address me?”

“Mistress! You’re my Mistress!”

“And what does that mean?” Kendra asked.

I pressed my lips together, horrified and confused. Not only that, the pain from that first spanking continued to reverberate through my skin.

When I didn’t answer fast enough, Kendra gave me another spanking. Only this time, she slapped my other butt cheek. Then she raised her arm. Going faster now, she spanked the other side. Her hand flew down, fast and certain.

“You know, when you broke up with me, I really thought that I had done something wrong. But the more I thought about it, the more I came to one conclusion, Alex. You’re just a selfish jerk. It’s a good thing you’re desperate because now you’re mine.”

Part of me didn’t believe that. Part of me couldn’t accept it.

And yet, the spanking kept going, one smack into the next, harder and faster. The pain drilled into me, making it impossible to think. I grabbed onto her sheets, bunching them under my fingers and palms.

“How do you address me?”

“Your my Mistress,” I said, gasping out those words.

“And what does that mean?” Kendra repeated.

“It, it means you are in charge,” I said, stuttering, unable to articulate. “You can do whatever you want. I, I belong to you, Mistress.”

Her arm had been poised, ready to strike again if I disappointed her. But I did everything right, so she reached down, and she petted my reddened ass. “Good boy,” she said. Her touch felt incredible, like electric jolts of pleasure running through my body. I wanted more even as I started to relax.

“There’s something you need to know, Alex. Ever since you texted me, I’ve been thinking about what I should do with you. I think a punishment is in order. Obviously, you’re going to obey me if you ever want to get that cage off, but there’s something else I’ve been thinking about.”

“What, what’s that, Mistress?” I asked, my insides clenching. What did she have planned? What was she thinking about?

“You know, ever since we met, I’ve been curious about something.” She reached up, touching my back with one finger. She dragged her nail along my skin. The sensation was distracting and alluring at the same time.

“What? What have you been curious about, Mistress?” It seemed strange, but I was careful to use her new title.

“I’ve wondered how it would feel to play with you…” Her voice trailed off.

Although I didn’t have a good idea of what she meant, something about the glint in her eyes or the curve of her smile made me shiver. It was an animalistic instinct, a primal dread that seemed to spread through my bare body.

“What kind of play?” I had to ask.

“Take a look at the bed,” she said, pointing toward the other side of the room.

Slowly, I approached the mattress. As I did so, my heart started pounding away in my chest. Technically, what I saw shouldn’t have frightened me. Spread out neatly on the bedspread, there was an outfit. Several pairs of panties, a pink dress with white ruffles, a choker, tights, and a pair of flats with little buckles on them had been set out neatly.

“This is what you want to wear?” I asked, although I already had a good idea of what the answer would be.

With a slow, calculated shake of her head, Kendra smirked happily has she said, “Those aren’t for me.”

It was a dumb question, but I had to ask because I wanted to cling to some lingering thread of hope, “Who are they for?”

Kendra pointed right back at me.

My eyes got big, and I started shaking my head. I began to walk backwards, right up until the point when I bumped into the wall. Kendra strode toward me, moving with a loping, predatory grace. When she came right up to me, she touched her hands to my shoulders, holding me in place. “I’ve always wanted a sissy doll, Alex. When we were dating, I figured that I should have more respect for you. But since you broke up with me, I don’t think that’s really an issue.”

“A sissy doll?”

“That’s right. I’m going to dress you up like a girl and show you off. I’m going to train you and play with you so that you are my little toy. I’m going to have so much fun using you, Alex.”

“No. You can’t,” I said those words, yet they felt more like an automatic reflex.

“I gave you your chance to leave. So now you’re going to get dressed up for me.”

One hand moved from my shoulder up to the back of my neck. She grabbed me and pinched, just hard enough to make it clear that I shouldn’t try to get away.

Again and again, I told myself that I needed to just shrug off her grip and leave. But for some reason, I couldn’t do it. Some part of me may have needed to believe that this was a joke, that she wouldn’t take it very far. Or maybe I hoped that it would just end. She would want to dress me up once, and then she would be satisfied.

No matter the reasoning or the logic, I couldn’t go. So when she pulled me back over toward the bed, I told myself that I could do this for Kendra. If it was what she needed, then I didn’t feel like I had any choice.

She brought me right to the foot of the bed, and she grabbed the dress. As she lifted it up, I noticed that there was a small padlock near the back of the opening for my neck. “What’s that?” My voice trembled, like I could barely get the words out.

“A lock,” she said reasonably.

“Why does it have a lock?”

“Don’t worry. I’m going to show you,” she promised.

Kendra held up the dress. She brought it right up to my chest, and then she nodded to herself, apparently pleased. “It will give you the exact silhouette I will want you to have eventually, but I think this is a good start, especially on such short notice.”

With a gulp of trepidation, I nodded my head, like I could somehow go along with this.

“Raise your arms,” she said.

Perhaps it was her confidence. When she ordered me around, it was obvious that she expected immediate and total obedience. Maybe that’s why I gave it to her.

Like a good little doll, I raised my arms into the air, and she pulled the dress up and over my hands, my arms, down to my shoulders. Suddenly, I could feel the soft, sleek satin against my skin. When it rubbed against my scrotum, it was light and airy. It made me want to get hard, but that obviously wasn’t a possibility while I still wore the chastity cage.

Once she had the dress on me, she touched the zipper at the small of my back. I couldn’t see her face at this point, yet it was easy for me to imagine Kendra grinning with triumph.

“What do you think of that, sissy?”

“I’m not a sissy,” I said it.

“You will be,” she promised. “You’re going to be my little sissy slave.”

I didn’t want to believe her, only she zipped me up. Suddenly, I could feel the satin squeeze at my waist and my chest. It was tight, confining. It felt a little bit like a fabric prison.

At first, that sensation was only metaphorical. I didn’t like how the dress tightened around my body. But after a few more seconds, she held up the lock. She made sure I got a good look at it before she slid the mental brace into a set of fabric loops near the back of my neck. That’s when I heard it, another pair of clicks.

The lock engaged, and I didn’t understand. I could feel the extra little bit of weight near the back of my neck, but this was a dress. How could she have connected it to some kind of lock?

“Go ahead. We both know you want to see what I’ve done,” she taunted.

Reluctantly, I reached back, and that’s my felt the small, square of metal. Sure enough, the dress could be locked on. And that’s precisely what she had done.

Grabbing my hand, she pulled me over to the large mirror in the corner of the room. I didn’t want to look, so I kept my eyes aimed down toward the floor. But even then, in my peripheral vision, I could see the pink outline.

Kendra giggled happily, sounding more like a girl having fun with her doll. “Oh, you look adorable! Don’t you want to see what you look like, sissy?”

I gave a quick, nervous shake my head. No, I really didn’t want to see any of this.

Paralysis gripped me, freezing my thoughts in my head.

Kendra pressed one finger up against the underside of my chin. She forced me to raise my head, to look at my reflection.

I had never really thought about my haircut before. But now, I realized that it could pass as feminine. It wasn’t that my hair was particularly long, but maybe there was something about the shape of my face. In regular guy clothes, I never would have noticed this. But as I stood there, feeling vulnerable, I didn’t look like a guy in a dress.

Kendra clapped her hands together. “Oh, this is perfect! Just look at you!”

I couldn’t look away. I drank in the sight of my pink dress, the white ruffles, every little detail. Not only that, my shaved legs added to the effect. The dress only went down to the midpoint of my thighs, so everything seemed that much smoother, softer, and girly.

Instinctively, I reached back for the lock at the back of my neck. I wanted to get this thing off. My fingers fumbled with the mental, and Kendra just watched. She leaned against the edge of the bed, enjoying the show.

“You’re not strong enough to break metal, silly sissy. You might as well give up and accept the fact that I get to dress you however I want whenever I want.”

As my fingers fumbled, desperate to get this thing off, my eyes started to water. I couldn’t help myself. It felt like I couldn’t take this! I wasn’t supposed to be a girl! I wasn’t supposed to be a sissy!

The dress stayed on. Eventually, my fingers fell away as I dropped my hands back to my sides.

Kendra seemed to sense the overwhelming defeat that permeated my body. She got up and sauntered over to me. She put her hands on my hips and returned my attention to the bed.

“You still need to pick out a pair of panties,” Kendra told me.

“No. I can’t,” I said. I won’t!”

“Yes, you will. Because if you don’t, they’re going to be consequences, and you’re not going to like them.”

She pinched my chin and guided my attention down toward the bed. I looked at the three pairs of panties, and I told myself that they were way too small. I thought of my boxers, discarded like trash in the living room. My heart butted in my chest as I drank in the sight of each one. The panties looked so small, sleek and feminine, just like everything else in this room. When I first saw them, I assumed that they must have belonged to Kendra, that she would wear them.

“Please, I can’t wear panties,” I told her.

“Yes, you can.”

“I’m not a girl!” I clenched my eyes shut as I said those words, but the after images of the little briefs still glowed behind my eyelids. I could see the black pair, sleek and sexy, the pink pair, feminine with the little ruffles, almost like my dress, and that white pair, innocent and adorable.

“Nope. You’re not a girl. You’re less than a girl. You’re a sissy, Alex. That’s what you need to remember. You’re a doll and a plaything. Say it.”

“I can’t,” I told her.

Gingerly, she raised up the hem of my dress, and she squeezed my ass. It was smooth and tingled with her touch. “Say it,” she ordered.

“I’m a doll and a plaything,” I said. As I spoke those words, it really did feel like I was giving something up. That wasn’t just a blind comment designed to make her stop. It was so much more than that. When I said those words, they seemed true somehow.

“Good. Are you sure you can’t pick out a pair of panties? Because if you can’t, there are going to be consequences.”

Naïvely, I shook my head. No, I couldn’t pick out a pair of panties.

Somehow, underwear seemed even worse than the dress. If I had anything like that on, then it would demonstrate that I really had been feminized. I shook my head again. My eyes were wet, and I felt disoriented.

“It’s okay, sissy. If you really can’t pick out a pair of panties, then I have something else that should help you.” Kendra actually sounded kind as she put her hand on my ass. She squeezed as she nudged me forward.

“Lay down your stomach,” she ordered.

I didn’t really understand what was happening. This had all disoriented me. Maybe it was the fact that I was still hoping we would be able to get back together, that I would be able to earn my way into her good graces. Or maybe it was something else. I couldn’t be sure one way or the other. All I knew for certain was that I wanted to cooperate if it didn’t include wearing panties.

After all, if I could show her that I would do what she wanted, then maybe she would let me out of the dress?

Kendra had me on my stomach. She spread my arms and my legs. Next, she told me to close my eyes, and I obeyed. The next thing I knew, I could feel some sort of stiff fabric around my wrist. At first, I really believed that she was putting some sort of bracelet on me.

Seconds later, she did the same thing with my other arm. Another fabric loop went around my wrist, and then she moved down to my legs. Pulling back my skirt, she stroked the back of my thigh, and my cock twitched in its cage. I must have shivered because Kendra giggled some more.

It was so strange. At one moment, she could be absolutely domineering, a woman who would not brook any sort of disagreement. In the next, as she toyed with me, she could seem more like a child playing a game that only she could understand.

In any case, I didn’t move, not even when she applied another strip of fabric to my left ankle, then my right.

“Okay. Go ahead. See if you can get up.”

With a swallow of nervous energy, I tried to get up onto my hands and knees. I still had my eyes closed, so I didn’t understand where the resistance was coming from. I pulled on my limbs, hoping to bring them under my torso, only I felt something holding them back. I tugged, and the loops of fabric tightened around my wrists.

Confusion got the best of me, and I opened my eyes, looking at my arms. Sure enough, there were black strips of fabric secured around each of my wrists. More importantly, they were connected to a set of straps that moved along the mattress and disappeared under the bed. They must’ve been tied to something, maybe the frame, maybe the bottom of the bed.

In any case, I started to pull harder, thinking that maybe I would be able to slip my arms free or tear the fabric straps.

It didn’t work. Sure, there was a little bit of slack, and the strap stretched slightly. But that wasn’t good enough. I had to get free!

That wasn’t going to happen, not anytime soon. I bucked and thrashed, forcing myself up onto my elbows as I tried to get free. At one point, I reached down with my lips, thinking that maybe I would be able to bite into the fabric and tear it that way. But no. I couldn’t get close enough.

As I bucked and wiggled, desperate to get away, Kendra watched all of this.

“You strapped me down!” I called out, those words morphing into an accusation.

“Sure, I did,” she said. “That’s my prerogative. If I want to let you pretend to be free, I can do that. If I want to strap you down and play with you, then that’s another option for me.”

I turned my head and looked up at her. There wasn’t a shred of guilt anywhere in her expression. As far as she was concerned, she had the right to do this.

I dropped back down to my stomach.

“Now, you are a good sissy, laying down and letting me strap you in the place with hardly any trouble. I guess that means I should go easy on you when I spank you.”

“What?” I asked, gasping.

But it was too late. Kendra wasn’t interested in explaining.

She raised my skirt and looked down at my ass. Simply because she didn’t strike right away, I could tell that she enjoyed this. I had disobeyed her, refusing to pick out a pair of panties, so now she wanted me to be nervous. She enjoyed the way I squirmed, writhing helplessly like some damsel in distress.

Over and over again, I tried to brace myself. I told myself that I could handle a spanking, especially because I knew what to expect.

But then, she smacked my bottom, and it wasn’t simply with the palm of her hand. No, she had a paddle now. The solid wood clapped into my backside, loud and painful. Heat spread through my skin. I could feel the curves of my ass start to turn red.

“That was just to get you warmed up,” she taunted. I pulled against the restraints, desperate to get up.

“Oh, you aren’t going anywhere, sissy,” she said to me.

“I’m not a sissy!” I called out, yet when I made that declaration, it sounded more like whining than anything else.

“Sure, you’re not,” she replied with a giggle.

Clenching my eyes shut, I tried to fight this. I needed to resist somehow.

But what could I do?

She smacked my other butt cheek. The pain stabbed into me, spreading in waves. It felt like the agony danced along with my racing pulse.

“You need to understand that you’re my slave now, Alex. I can do whatever I want with you. Because when you disobey me, I spank you or punish you some other way. And trust me, there are lots and lots of ways I can punish you. This is just us getting started.”

SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

The wooden paddle came down in a blistering flurry of blows. She didn’t cause any real harm, but it stung so badly. Tears dribbled from the corners of my eyes, no matter how hard I tried to fight them back. Not only that, I started whimpering.

“Yes, you see, that’s what you want to do. Give up on any façade of masculinity, Alex. You’re just a sissy now. You’re soft and weak and pretty. That’s all you need to be.” She chuckled. “Oh, and obedient. Obedience is obviously very important for a feminized slave such as yourself.”

“I, I understand!”

“Oh, so you’re willing to apologize for trying to defy me?” She seemed intrigued, like she really wanted to know how much I could take before I finally broke.

Just as I meant to start apologizing, she smacked my ass again and again and again. With a set rhythm, she punished me, and I arched my back, pressing my stomach in the mattress as I squirmed, twisting from side to side, only Kendra had no problem adjusting. When I pivoted to the left, she shifted slightly, making sure that I would feel the full bite of the paddle as it came down.

“I’m sorry! I’m sorry I was a bad sissy! I should always do whatever you command, Mistress!”

“Good sissy,” she said.

The paddling continued. The blows rained it down, one after another, and there was nothing I could do to stop them. Kendra must’ve been reveling in her newfound authority. In fact, she told me, “I want you to know something, Alex. I want you to know that this turns me on. Having you here, dressed up like that, your naked ass on display and ready for a paddling? Yeah, this is absolutely exquisite. I don’t think I’m ever going to be able to let you go.” She laughed after that, so I could only assume she was joking.

I could only hope and pray that she was joking.

She had to be, right?

“Now, have you had enough of a paddling?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said quickly. I had to get the words out fast; otherwise, she might decide to continue before I had the chance. “I would not defy you again. I understand that I’m your sissy doll.” There. I had said it. That had to be good enough, right?

“I’m glad to hear it. Another something I want to show you.”

Strapped facedown, I couldn’t really see what she was doing, especially as she worked behind me. I strained against the restraints, hoping that I could get a glimpse of my ex-girlfriend, but it was pretty much impossible. I couldn’t get the right angles.

“Alex, do you remember how you used to gently request anal sex? Oh, you loved the idea of coming at me from behind, didn’t you? You thought it would make you feel like such a big man.” She clucked her tongue, laughing.

I didn’t say anything. But then, she walked up, and she had changed. She had stripped out of her pants, though she still wore her blouse. Under that, however, her panties seemed different. They looked like they were designed to hold something with a small aperture right between her legs.

When she pulled her hands from behind her back, I saw what she was holding. That silicone cylinder grabbed my attention, locking my eyes onto it. It was a dildo, I could tell right away. My heart pounded in my chest. Why did she have that?

“Open up, sissy,” she ordered, snapping her fingers as she pushed to the dildo up against my mouth.

When I kept my lips sealed for that first moment, she just chuckled. “Do I need to spank you again?”

After my last paddling, I knew that I couldn’t resist. My resolve shattered, and I opened my mouth, letting her shove the phallic device right into my mouth. She moved it forward and back, like she was fucking my face. I hated every second of it, but then our eyes met, and I could tell that this pleased her. She loved it!

“That’s right, sissy. Get used to it. You’re going to do a lot of sucking from now on.”

Still trapped on my stomach, I tried to shake my head, and I yearned to tell her how I wasn’t going to do this ever again. Somehow, I would figure a way out of the chastity cage, and then I would be free of this degrading treatment.

But even as that thought crossed my mind, I looked up at her. There was something so enthralling about this young woman. It was her beauty, her power, and her authority. She was the kind of girl who could wrap me around her little finger, especially now.

Before, I only broke up with her because I mistook who I was and who she was and what she could get away with. Before the breakup, she had been kind. Now, she let that go. It was easier and more fun for her to be controlling.

Those thoughts trickled through my head as she moved the dildo forward and back, making sure that it was coated with my saliva. It felt like I was getting a blow job, but I still couldn’t stop.

As the shame burned through my body, she used my mouth. She probably could’ve stopped several minutes before, but she must have appreciated the expression etched into my face.

“Very good,” she said. “I bet you’ve enjoyed that, didn’t you?”

“No, Mistress,” I said after she withdrew the cylinder.

“Oh yeah. I can tell. You loved the idea of giving head. Alex, it was probably the best part of your day.”

“No, Mistress, that’s not true,” I told her.

She didn’t answer, although I could tell she was still having fun with me. She walked around to the other side of the bed, outside of my line of sight. I squirmed some more, pulling against the bonds that kept me helpless.

Then she climbed up onto the bed, right between my spread legs. She pulled down my panties, yanking them to the point between my thighs.

“You’re a cute little ass. And since you’ve been such a good slave, I’m going to give you what you’ve always wanted. You always loved whining about anal sex, so that’s what you get, Alex.”

“No!” I didn’t use her title, not that she seemed to notice this time. No, Kendra was thinking about other things as she slid the dildo into her harness. In must’ve still glistened with my saliva because that was the only lubricant I was going to get. She came up behind me, and she pressed down, pushing the member into my most sensitive opening.

Obviously, I clenched down, determined to make her fail. I didn’t care if I would get paddled or spanked. I didn’t care if she left me in that chastity cage for days or weeks or even longer.

I wasn’t going to give her this.

Like I had a choice.

My ex-girlfriend pushed, thrusting forward and then back. She pulled away, letting my body relax, right before she plowed down again, using the artificial cock on me. My body held out, at least at first.

I tried to fight it, to wiggle away, but she had an intuitive grasp for where I would try to go. She was a huntress, which made me the prey. She wanted me just like this.

At one point, I relaxed. I don’t know why it happened, but it did. My body betrayed me, and she slid down, thrusting into me hard. She took me, claiming me. I felt like some helpless little virgin girl from mythology.

“That’s right, sissy. You’re getting fucked from behind,” she growled. At this point, her tone shifted. It wasn’t playful anymore. “You’re mine. You belong to me,” she breathed, turning those words into promises. “I’m going to keep you as my little plaything. You’re going to stay dressed up just like this. I’m not letting you out of that outfit because it’s good for you. Better yet, it’s great for me.”

Every breath from her lips became strained. This was hard on her as she pumped into me. And yet, the exhilaration seemed to grant her extra strength. She worked me hard, her artificial shaft plunging down into my opening, then pulling back. I could feel the friction.

Worse, I started to growl. But those weren’t the sounds of a trapped animal. No, they made it sound almost like I was enjoying myself.

“Oh, do you want to comment? Is that what you want, little sissy slave? Well, I’m not going to let you. You don’t get an orgasm, not yet. You haven’t earned it.”

She pumped me, every quick movement another reminder of my place, another declaration of my status in her eyes. I was no longer a man. I was less than a girl. I was a slave…a sissy.

Sissy. Sissy. Sissy.

I kept hearing this one word in my head, a drumbeat of repetition. Those two syllables pummeled into me as she used that member. At this point, she put her hands on the back of my arms. She pressed her weight down into me, making me feel every ounce of her body.

Trapped and helpless, there was nothing I could do. Powerless and at her mercy, I could only lay there and take it like a good sissy.

“What are you?”

I could barely make out the words, yet I knew the answer. “I’m, I’m your sissy slave, Mistress!”

She pulled out, panting hard.

All at once, she grabbed the paddle and swatted my ass one, two, three, four times. The blows came in quick succession. I opened my mouth, and I tried to breathe, yet she spanked me so hard and so fast that I didn’t even get the chance.

As I tried to recover, the pain still echoing through my body, Kendra pulled the straps away. She released my wrists and ankles and rolled me over.

“Are you ready to serve your owner?”

I couldn’t think. My eyes were probably glazed over, and I know that I would have done anything for her. She saw this at once, and she grinned. Not only that, she leaned down and kissed me hard. It felt like such a strange sensation, especially considering that Kendra and I had made out before.

Only this was different. Exotic—because she seized control. While we were been going out, I was her boyfriend, and she was my girlfriend. But now, I had on this little pink dress and panties and she had just taken me in my ass.

I tried not to think about any of that; instead, I wanted to lose myself to the pleasure of her lips against mine. Within seconds, however, I could feel my cock twitch against the boundaries of its prison. Yes, I was still locked in chastity. No, I couldn’t ignore it.

For her part, she started to giggle even as we made out.

“Mistress, can you please take the chastity cage off of me? Please?” I asked, begging and pleading all in the same couple of sentences.

“No,” she said, touching the tip of my nose. “But you will get to please me. You’re going to satisfy me.”

“How can I do that when I’m locked up?”

Kendra threw her head back and laughed, her hair playing along her shoulders. “Oh, you silly, silly sissy. You have a mouth to satisfy me,” she said, making it sound like the most obvious thing in the world.

That’s when she discarded her panties, yanking down the strap-on harness and throwing it to the floor. That’s when I saw her pussy again. While we’ve been going out, I’d see her naked, obviously, but now her expression was totally different. She wanted me; that much was obvious, only she wasn’t interested in a boyfriend or even a man. No, she just wanted to use me as her plaything. I saw it over and over again.

She rotated herself, straddling my head, her toes pointed toward the wall. She lowered herself down, inch by inch. Soon, her pussy was right there, poised above my lips. “You never liked going down on me. Now, you don’t get a choice.”

It was true. If I ever wanted to get out of that chastity cage, then I had to do it she commanded.

I could already smell her arousal. The scent permeated the air, wafting along my nostrils. I closed my eyes, doing my best to shift away from those memories where we would be having sex and she would ask me to eat her out and I would always try to make up some excuse.

Really, I never thought that the guy should have to go down on a girl.

I was a selfish idiot.

But now I didn’t have a choice. My ex-girlfriend lowered herself down another little bit, and I opened my mouth. “Kiss me,” she said. I was confused, but I did my best. I raised my head up a little bit, and I pressed my lips to her pussy. Immediately, I could feel the heat and some of the moisture against my mouth.

“Good. Now start licking me. Show me exactly what you can do with that mouth of yours, sissy. Oh, and if you don’t do a very good job, I will punish you. I’ll make sure you regret it.”

I believed her.

Swallowing back my trepidation, I tensed up the muscles in my neck and shoulders as I lifted my head. It felt awkward, but she grabbed my wrists, and she held me down even as she forced me to serve her.

My tongue flicked out, quick and timid. When she started the purr, I took that as a good sign. I moved my tongue along the length of her opening. At this point, I was just looking for outer lips, but she seemed to enjoy it anyway.

“Deeper,” she commanded.

Hating myself for the fact that I couldn’t resist, I did just that. I moved my tongue, deeper between her lips. I licked her pussy, eating her out. I strained my neck and raised my head. I pressed my mouth against her crevice as I used my tongue, going deep, moving up and down, left and right. I swirled the tip of my tongue.

Pretty soon, I could feel the engorged swell of her clit. Like any her slave, I licked, sliding my tongue up and down, left and right. I did everything I could to please her, working my mouth and my tongue.

“Oh, that’s good. That’s so good,” she said, breathless. I couldn’t see her face, not from this angle. And yet, that didn’t matter. While I kept my eyes closed, I could picture her gorgeous face, her cheeks flushed, her lips parted as she panted.

She loved this. She loved having me on my back, my mouth available for her use.

All the while, my cock throbbed with desperation. I wanted to whimper and beg, but I came to one conclusion.

If I really hoped to get out of this cage, even for just a little while, then I needed to do a good job. If I could please my ex-girlfriend, then maybe she would allow me a reward? A treat? I could see myself begging for it, and I didn’t even care.

Somehow, my self-respect didn’t seem very important.

That’s why I did my absolute best. That’s why I gave her everything I had. My tongue kept moving, faster and faster. I tried to listen to her, to feel the way her legs squeezed against my cheeks. I wanted to get a sense for what she really enjoyed and what she truly craved.

Pretty soon, she was on the verge of her orgasm.

“Faster!”

Like a well-trained animal, I obeyed to the best of my ability. My tongue felt exhausted, but I didn’t care. I kept working, lifting my head, going deeper and faster.

“Yes! That’s right! You’re just my sissy!” With those words echoing through the room and my body, I heard her scream out with her orgasmic climax.

She pulled away, and I dropped my head back down against the mattress. I was breathing heavily, my lips wet with her juices.

Kendra positioned herself between my legs. At this point, I wasn’t strapped down, yet I didn’t dare move either. I didn’t want to do anything that might upset or offend her.

“That was very, very good, sissy.”

“Thank you,” I said.

“For that, I’m going to edge you.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” I said, even though I didn’t understand what she meant.

“Spread your arms,” she ordered.

I obeyed.

She strapped me down again. At first, she moved languidly, like she couldn’t quite get the strength back into her arms or legs. With each second, however, she found her footing. She soon had me strapped down, on my back. She didn’t bother with the leg restraints. Instead, she pulled my panties off all the way, and then she bundled them up.

“Open your mouth,” she ordered.

She intended to gag me with my own panties.

My eyes must’ve blazed for a second, but only a second. Remembering my place and what I really wanted, I parted my lips for her. She stuffed panties between my teeth, gagging me.

I told myself that I could spit these out at any time, but one glimpse of my Mistress made it clear that I wasn’t going to do that. I would never risk offending her.

Gagged and docile, I watched, excited as she left the room. When she came back, she was holding the key to my chastity cage.

“Would you like me to take this thing off of you?”

I whimpered into the panties, nodding my head fervently down and up. Yes, I want her to take them off of me. I wanted that so badly!

“Only because you’re being so good,” she said, sounding indulgent. I had no idea what to expect or what Kendra could do to me.

She unlocked the cage and pulled it off, sliding it gently away from my member. She pulled off the other ring as well, so I could suddenly feel freedom.

I inhaled through my nostrils, grateful. And even if I was still wearing a dress and was still gagged with those panties, I didn’t care. I couldn’t worry about any of that.

Kendra started to stroke me. Her fingers glided along my balls and up toward my shaft. She teased me gently, grinning down at her helpless little sissy.

My breathing became quick, rapid little puffs of desperation. After everything I had been through, I wanted and needed to get off. She squeezed my cock, and I could feel the little dribble of excitement at the tip of my shaft. Yes, I wanted more. I needed more so badly.

For her part, Kendra just kept teasing me. It kept going on and on. Then it felt like I was about to climax. The muscles in my legs tightened, and I inhaled, my nostrils flaring.

She pulled away as I was about to climax.

Panting, I looked up at her, confused. Why had she stopped?

“Oh? Did you think I was going to let you get off just then? Nope. Sorry,” she said without a hint of sympathy.

She pulled her hands away, her fingertips now resting on her knees. She studied me, watching me. For long, frustrating minutes, Kendra didn’t say anything. I expected her to get bored, only she didn’t. Instead, she seemed to enjoy this. While her face remained mostly neutral, her lips twitched every few seconds.

Behind my eyes, I imagined what I would say if I didn’t have the panties in my mouth. I wanted to tell her that I would be a good sissy, that I would obey her and follow all of her commands. She would be in charge, and I would submit to her authority. And yet, I couldn’t speak a single word.

“Okay. Would you like me to touch you again?”

I bobbed my head down and up, every movement fraught with desperation.

I watched hungrily as her hands moved back down toward my groin. Kendra started with my balls. She gently caressed them. Her fingertips played along my sensitive skin, making me whimper, making me wiggle.

That didn’t seem to bother her. In fact, she moved one finger up toward the base of my shaft. She barely touched me, and yet the electricity of her proximity seemed to energize me.

Then she did it again. Kendra slid her hand around my cock. She squeezed it gently, like she was about to get me off. And just as I was about to succumb, she pulled her hand back.

“I like bringing you right to the edge before I stop,” she said.

Wait. Did that mean she wasn’t going to let me have an orgasm?

More than anything, I wanted to spit out the panties and ask. Instead, I instinctively pulled against the restraints, like that would make some difference. It didn’t, and she remained poised above me, her expression bright with delight.

“Okay. Go ahead. Get out of your restraints. If you can break them, I will let you have that orgasm. In fact, I’ll go down on you myself,” she said.

My eyes flickered bright, and I pulled, yanking, twisting, thrashing about helplessly. But Kendra understood just how strong the restraints really were. She knew that I wouldn’t be able to tear my way free, no matter how hard I tried.

Still, seeing me thrash about definitely entertained her. I kept at it, straining my muscles until I didn’t have anything left. Then, exhausted, I fell back to the mattress, my arm still spread, my shaft still beyond my reach.

“Silly sissy, you thought you could get up, didn’t you? But no, you can’t because you’re not strong enough,” she said to me, almost adopting the singsong tone of a girl talking down to a child or a dog.

I whimpered something else incoherent into the panties, but she just shook her head. I may as well have been babbling or barking. “It’s okay, sissy. I know that you still have that core of a silly boy. You don’t really understand how the world works now, do you? You don’t know what I’m going to do to you. You still think that this thing between us is based on equality.”

She leaned down slowly. She nuzzled the top of her nose against my ear, and I could feel her breath as she started to speak, every sound and sensation another intoxicant. “It’s not. I’m your superior because I’m your Mistress now. I own you, Alex.”

She seldom used my name.

Her hands went back to my cock. She teased me, touching me, bringing me right to the cusp of an orgasm before her hands came away.

Because she had been my girlfriend, she knew exactly how to touch me. She understood right where that line was, that point between an orgasm and disappointment. She used this information against me, making me weak, keeping me desperate.

Then she did something I didn’t expect. Kendra plucked the panties from between my lips. She threw them to the floor and tilted her head to the side.

“Is there anything you’d like to say?”

I took a breath. Anger warred with confusion and frustration. Part of me really wanted to tell her that she couldn’t get away with this, that I was never going to let her do this to me again. And yet, that primal, fundamental need kept pounding through my body, gripping me tight.

“No, Mistress,” I finally said. Because really, this was my only option, the only way I would possibly be allowed an orgasm.

“You know, you could always tell me how much you want to be my slave…”

I locked my teeth together, clenching my jaw. Really? She wanted me to beg for the chance to be her slave?

She squeezed me again, bringing me close, so ridiculously close to an orgasm. It genuinely felt like I was going to lose control at any moment. More importantly, I wanted her to surrender, to just let me come. I wanted to feel the pulsating throb of my shaft as I blew my load. But with my hands still tied to the sides of the bed, I couldn’t get the relief I needed so badly.

Her hands came away, and she grinned down at me. “Well?”

“Please, can I be your slave?”

Kendra shook her head. “You’re going to have to do a lot better than that, slave sissy.”

With a gulp of worried energy, I looked up at the ceiling. I suddenly started to talk, and the words tumbled out. I didn’t really think about any individual phrase. Instead, I just spoke, hoping that maybe I would somehow hit the right answer.

“Please, may I be your slave? I’m desperate for you, Kendra. I want to be a good boy for you. I mean, I want to be a good sissy for you!” I blinked, worried that she might cut me off at that point. Instead, her hands went to my cock, and she started stroking me. “I know that I don’t have what it takes to be a real man. I’m your sissy now. I belong in a dress, panties, tights, whatever you want. You should be able to dress me however you like because I belong to you, Mistress.”

Her hands continued to move. Kendra’s fingers played along my body, teasing me, tormenting me to new heights. Close, I was so incredibly close. Just a little bit longer, and maybe I would actually get to come.

“I’m yours. I’m…I’m your property. I’m going to be trained. I, I really want you to train me. I want you to domesticate me, just like I’m your pet. Teach me what you want. Show me how to behave for you. I, I will be such a good sissy slave for you. I’m yours, I’m whatever you want me to be!”

She squeezed me again, and it felt like I would actually get the orgasm this time.

Unfortunately, Kendra took her hands away at the last second. Then she tilted her head to the side.

“Luckily for you, I’m eager to own you.” She leaned down and kissed my lips again before settling back between my legs.

“Aren’t you, aren’t you going to let me come?” My voice trembled. When I talked, I didn’t sound strong or intimidating. Instead, I just came off as frustrated and desperate.

“No. I’m not. I’m going to put you back in your cage once your cock settles down.”

“But, but that’s not fair!”

“This isn’t about fairness, Alex. This is about you doing as you’re told. It’s about teaching you what it means to be an enslaved sissy.” She grinned again.

I opened my mouth, thinking that maybe I could attack her. There were so many things I might say, different declarations or promises. I could have threatened her, only I lacked the courage and conviction to do anything like that.

As my heart pounded and my lungs pumped, I started to settle down.

“You really are going to make an adorable plaything,” she said to me.

Somehow, I just nodded my head. I was spent, frustrated and primed for release, but also exhausted.

Kendra remained utterly patient. My shaft stayed hard for a long time, and the erection refused to go down. Maybe some of that had to do with my own thoughts. I kept glancing up at her. There were these moments of fantasy, where I pictured myself on top of her. Yeah, I wanted to believe that I could grab this girl, force her to the bed, spread her legs, take her. I imagined myself pumping into her.

At least at first.

After a little while, I started thinking of other scenarios. My mind would drift, and I would think of myself on my stomach, my arms and legs spread, strapped down to the bed. Kendra would come up behind me, and she would force her dildo down into my ass. She would spank me as she rode me, turning me into her bitch.

Every time those thoughts drifted through my head, my erection sprang back up.

Kendra grinned down at me whenever that happened, like she could guess precisely what I was thinking about. She didn’t ask. She didn’t say anything.

Almost meditative, she simply remained right there between my legs, her eyes gliding along my body as she studied me.

Finally, my erection wilted away altogether, leaving me flaccid. She locked me back in the chastity cage. She retrieved my panties and pulled them up my legs. She did the same with my tights, making sure that I looked like a young woman again.

“That was amazing,” she said. Now, I’m just going to do your makeup before I send you out for a little errand.”

I hardly registered those words. Instead, I watched as she dressed me, making sure that I looked like a proper young woman.

Once she had me in my sissy gear, I really did look so much more feminine. There was nothing to indicate that I might actually be a boy. Then she made it even worse.

With me still strapped down, Kendra pulled out her phone, and she snapped a couple of pictures. “I know I don’t have to blackmail you, Alex, but I do like the option.” She winked at me, making it clear that she would have no problem spreading those photos. Friends, classmates, family members and even potential employers might see the shots of me dressed like a sissy.

“Please, you don’t need pictures,” I said.

“Need them? No, you’re probably right. I don’t need them. I just want them,” she said, speaking like a spoiled heiress.

Simply because she could, she took this opportunity to snap a couple more pictures. Then she grinned down at me, flashing her teeth.

“Okay. So you know what happens if you disobey me.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, even though I wasn’t sure she was really asking me a question.

“Tell me.”

Filling my lungs, I hesitated. Then I lowered my head back down against the mattress, and I yielded, giving her precisely what she craved. I told her the truth.

“If I defy you, you might leave me in the chastity cage. I won’t be able to get it off because it’s locked on. Second, you could always destroy my reputation.” Saying those words aloud somehow made it more real.

“That’s right. Just think. I could upload those pictures, and they might follow you forever. Would you like to see them?”

“No, please don’t make me look at them, Mistress,” I said, my heart thundering away in my chest.

Kendra wasn’t interested in offering any sort of mercy, however. She flipped the phone around, showing me the screen. On it, there was my picture. I was strapped down, my legs spread. In this particular shot, the skirt covered up my cock, yet my face was right there. It was obvious that I was dressed like a young girl. The pink ruffles were on display. Not only that, I somehow looked dainty and feminine. In this outfit, it really seemed like I was supposed to be a sissy.

More than anything, I wanted to look away, yet my Mistress wouldn’t allow it. If I even blinked or turned my head, I knew there would be consequences.

“This is the thing about you, Alex. You actually look really cute as a sissy. I think there are lots of people online who would love to see you just like this. Oh, and there are so many other pictures I could show them.”

I didn’t know she meant it or if she was just teasing me. And yet, it really was hard to tell that I was male. In that picture, I looked like a natural sissy, helpless, demure, adorable.

“If I sent you outside, I’m sure a lot of guys would love to see you in your cute little dress. What do you think of that?”

I shook my head from side to side.

“Okay,” she said, although I wasn’t sure exactly what she meant. She turned the phone around, and she started tapping her fingers along the screen.

“What did you do?” I asked, terrified of the different possibilities. What if she had uploaded those pictures? What if she decided to share them? Since we had dated, we were friends with most of the same people.

“I just saved the pictures to a couple of online accounts. This way, even if you try to do something stupid like take my phone, I’m still going to have them. Isn’t that right, sissy?”

“…Yes, Mistress.” I answered with two words, each one loaded with misery.

“Now, there’s something I need you to do for me.”

“What do I have to do, Mistress?”

She gave me the instructions. I listened, wishing that I could block out the sounds, the orders. I didn’t want to hear any of this, mostly because I knew that I wouldn’t be able to resist. Unless I wanted to risk Kendra’s wrath, I had to be a good sissy…an enslaved sissy.

Once she finished explaining what she expected, Kendra released me from my straps. She put her hand on my shoulder, and she guided me over to the small desk in the corner of the room. This was where she did her makeup. She sat me down, and she applied a liberal amount to my features. Blush, lipstick, foundation. She touched me up, making sure that I looked nice and feminine for her.

When she was done, she put a choker around my neck. It was dark pink leather. It went nicely with my dress, or so she said. Finally, she placed a bow in my hair. Yes, I had my masculine haircut, but that only seemed to accentuate my newfound femininity.

“You know what you need to do?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said.

“Good. And remember. I want you to tell me all about it.”

After that, she guided me back into the front of her place. That’s when she handed me something, a purse. I looked down inside and found my wallet and keys.

“Don’t worry. I’ve already called a car for you. You’ll be able to get home without too much trouble, I think.”

Exhaling slowly, I nodded my head.

Kendra put her hand on my ass, and she guided me outside. It wasn’t necessary, especially because it was mostly dark. As we walked, however, I saw a couple of guys coming back toward the complex.

They glanced over at Kendra and winked at her. Then their eyes fell upon me, and I was technically taller than her, but in my pink dress with all of the frills, I definitely held their attention longer.

“Cute!” called out one of the boys.

“You want to go talk to them?” Kendra asked me, barely keeping her voice down.

“No!”

“Actually, I think they’ll be fun. Before I let you back in my apartment, you’re going to need to get a guy’s number. Think you can do that, sissy?”

“No, Mistress. Please, please don’t make me do that. Please, I’m begging you!” I seriously would have dropped down onto my knees and held my hands together, pleading for some semblance of mercy.

Yeah, Kendra wasn’t interested.

“Alex, just remember, you look adorable. Oh, and as a sissy, your name doesn’t even need to be changed. Maybe that’s a sign?” She was mocking me. Back when we dated, I always mocked her interest in horoscopes.

“Go over to those boys. Say hi. Just remember to make sure your voice sounds nice and girly.”

When I didn’t move, she kept her hand on my ass, and she pinched it, making it clear that she could punish me if she decided to. The boys saw us alter course. They smirked back at one another.

I didn’t know how to make myself sound more feminine or girly. Surely, they would be able to look at me and see that I didn’t really belong in a dress, right?

Wrong.

“Hey, guys. My little friend here is curious to see what boys think of this dress. She says it might be too feminine, but I think it looks good on her. What you guys think?”

All of these guys were taller than me. They had bigger, stronger shoulders. Two of them had some stubble along their cheeks, and another wore glasses. Somehow, I instinctively knew that they would all be stronger and faster than me.

I wanted to shrivel up and to slink away, but Kendra reached her hand around my waist, pulling me close, like we were two good friends.

“It’s cute,” said one of the guys and nodded.

“I like it. Kind of like a sexy schoolgirl thing,” said another.

“What you think of her tights?” Kendra asked.

“Very nice,” another guy said.

I clenched my fingers into fists, and I stared down at the concrete, terrified.

“Hear that, Alex? These guys think you’re cute. You should probably say thank you.”

I lifted my head. I inhaled. “Thank you,” I said, raising the pitch of my voice. And as I did so, I realized something. I sounded breathy and feminine, just the way Kendra wanted.

“Sorry about her. She’s a little bit shy,” Kendra said with a grin aimed at the guys. She quickly waved and grabbed my wrist, pulling me away. “Have a good night.”

“Hey, if you want to hang out, I’d be down,” one of them called out after us.

“Sorry. We already have plans.”

Finally, the guys were out of earshot. I exhaled, worried that one of them would turn around and chase after us. We were two hot girls as far as they were concerned.

After a few more steps, I glanced back, but the guys had disappeared into the complex.

“Please, please don’t make me do this, Kendra,” I said.

Right there, I made a mistake. She touched her fingers to the underside of my chin. She stared at me for a moment. That’s when I realized what I had done. “Mistress, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to call you that.”

She exhaled, stepping behind me. She wrapped one arm around my torso, crossing my wrists over my heart. Then she reached down, and she smacked my ass one, two, three, four times. Between the dress and my panties, it didn’t really hurt. But it was definitely embarrassing.

“That was a very bad mistake, Alex. You don’t get to call me anything other than your Mistress. Isn’t that right?”

“Yes, Mistress. I understand, Mistress. I’m sorry, Mistress.” I kept using her title, like that would somehow ameliorate the mistake.

And yet, Kendra still held me in that position. I didn’t understand what she was doing, not until the car pulled up. Then she let me go, and I saw the driver.

“Remember, you need to get a phone number,” she said, squeezing my ass. Just then, she slipped something else and my purse.

I sat in the back seat, my legs held together daintily. I kept looking out the window even as I could feel the driver’s eyes on me. He kept sneaking glances at me.

“Interesting outfit,” he said.

I didn’t want to answer; I didn’t want to respond. Or better yet, I could have told him to mind his own business. Yeah, snapping at him would have been incredibly satisfying.

But somehow, I couldn’t bring myself to do it.

I felt too helpless, too feminine and small. I didn’t want to risk being rude or aggressive. What was happening to me?

Was it the clothing? It had to be. I could feel the snug form of the dress tight around my body, constantly reminding me that I was imprisoned in this satin. And of course, whenever I looked down, I could see the childish fabric and design.

That’s something a lot of people don’t think about. When it comes to gender dynamics, clothing is probably hugely important. Everything is symbolic. Everything can have meaning.

To make matters worse, I had to clutch my little purse to my chest. It had my wallet and my phone. If I lost of those, I’d really be in trouble. It was something I did my best not to think about.

My heart kicked in its cage as I tried to think of something to say. Finally, I used that same girly tone of voice. “Thank you.”

“Are you dressed up for some occasion?” The driver was young, probably a college guy like me. He may have been a junior or senior. In fact, he may have gone to the same college.

Granted, I tried not to think about any of that. “No. Nothing special,” I said. For some reason, I wanted to add another word. I wanted to address him as “sir.” Why? Why did I want to do that?

Because he was a guy, and it seemed like I should give him an honorific. Gritting my teeth, I did my best to look down. Somehow, that seemed to intrigue him even more.

“I meet a lot of people. Usually, they aren’t wearing pink dresses,” he said, grinning at me in the rearview mirror. I could tell that he was checking me out. He thought it was cute. That thought sent a shiver of dismay running down my spine even as it excited something within me. How is that possible?

Again and again, I told myself that I hated every part of this. I didn’t want to be dressed like a girl. I didn’t want to feel helpless in the back of a car.

But Kendra had given me my orders. Unless I wanted to try something back near my room, this guy might be my best option.

“It’s part of a game,” I said, shocked at how easily I could sound like a girl. It wasn’t fair.

“What game?”

“Just something between me and a girlfriend,” I said, thinking that those words were close enough to the truth.

“Sounds like fun,” he said, grinning at me.

“What’s your name?”

“Stephen,” he said. “And yours?”

“Alex—er, Alexa.”

“Alexa. It’s a very pretty name,” he said.

“Thank you.” I started to suck in my bottom lip, which he definitely noticed. Somehow, he liked the idea that I was nervous, but I didn’t quite know what to say. It probably made Stephen here feel like he was in control. Guys like that, don’t they?

I rubbed my hands along the hem of my dress. It was soft and smooth and reassuring. “So Alexa, are you a student?”

“Yeah, I am.” With every answer, I kept thinking that he was going to figure out what was going on. He would realize that I wasn’t really a girl. What would happen then? And yet, I still felt compelled to speak. “I’m majoring in Fashion Design.” That wasn’t true, but it made him smile in my direction.

Was I flirting with this guy? Was I really doing it?

No. Of course not.

“Very nice,” he said. “I assume you want to design for children?”

“What makes you say that?” I said with a little squeak, almost like I was indignant. More and more, this came easily to me.

“Well, your outfit isn’t the most mature I’ve ever seen,” he said.

I pouted back in his direction. Between my makeup and the bow in my hair, I really did look like a coquettish college girl. I tried not to think about that. And yet, it was true. It was so true.

Slowly, we rolled up to the destination. This was my last chance. I opened the door, and I didn’t want to do it, only I didn’t see any other alternative. Outside, there was my building. Unless I wanted to go try to talk to one of those guys, I needed to get his phone number.

“Um, Stephen, do you think I could get your phone number? Maybe we could talk sometime?”

“You want my phone number?” He sounded smug about it.

“If that’s okay,” I said, still using that feminine and servile voice.

“Only if you do a curtsy for me.”

“What?”

“You look super feminine made right now. I would love to see you do a curtsy for me.”

The smug bastard!

I glanced around, terrified that someone might recognize me. After all, this was my building. I would know a bunch of the people who lived here. They’d recognize me, even if they didn’t know my name.

As my mouth tightened, I could feel my lipstick. This was what it was like to be a girl, to flirt, to get teased by a boy. I didn’t like the sensation. It made me feel small, more and more like a sissy, like I would never be able to get out of this.

I stepped back, and I grabbed onto the hem of my skirt. I bowed down awkwardly. “Wow, that was terrible,” he said. And yet, Stephen still grabbed a piece of paper from the passenger seat, and he quickly scribbled out a set of numbers. “Call me,” he said, handing the folded scrap of paper to me.

As he waved goodbye, I did the same. Then I looked down at myself again, thinking about how much my ex-girlfriend done to me. At the same time, I clutched that little piece of paper.

When I looked down at it, I couldn’t help but experience this thrill of excitement because I had done it. I had succeeded!

Wait a second. I wasn’t supposed to be proud of this! I wasn’t really a sissy, and I didn’t care about that driver or anything he said.

Still, I folded it up neatly, and I placed it in my purse. From there, I walked back into the building. I moved quickly, practically jumping from one foot to the next. I needed to get up to my room.

I took the stairs, thinking that it might be faster. But as I did so, I could feel my skirt swish around my legs and thighs. I hated it, especially because the door opened a little while later on a lower floor. I kept thinking that some guy might be able to look up and see my skirt, my panties…

What was it about wearing this outfit? Why did it make me feel so vulnerable?

Finally, I made it up to my floor. My heart was pounding in my chest, and I could feel it against the satin prison Kendra had forced me to wear. I went straight for my door, and I stepped into my small room.

It wasn’t much, but it was mine.

Then I saw him, the small teddy bear. He was the reason for my visit. I’m sure that Kendra just wanted to embarrass me, sending me out in the public on an errand, but she also wanted that stuffed animal. When we dated, I gave it to her. After we broke up, she never asked for it back, so I kept it.

I grabbed the teddy bear, looking down at him. I clutched him under my arm, wishing that I could put it somewhere else, but I was going to have to take my backpack, it wouldn’t fit in my purse.

For a few seconds, I stood there in the middle of my room, wondering if maybe I should just wait here. Or maybe I should call the cops or something.

Then again, I didn’t think that my Mistress had technically done anything illegal. When I seriously thought about it, I couldn’t come up with anything obvious. Sure, she had said she wanted to blackmail me, but that could have been a “joke.” She put me in a chastity cage, but maybe I should have fought harder.

Still clutching the teddy bear, I fell onto my bed. I curled up into a little ball. I closed my eyes because I needed a few seconds to think about this. When I was with her, everything became distorted. It became impossible to really process any information.

When we broke up, I never imagined that it would do something like this to her, that she would become so controlling or powerful. Because when I was in her presence, it felt like I needed to do whatever she said. No matter what I tried to plan, she seemed smarter, stronger, better able to handle anything and everything.

It wasn’t fair.

Because I needed to try, I rolled onto my back and spread my legs. I pulled down my tights and my panties. Then I reached for the chastity cage. I touched the plastic, feeling the smooth material.

Right away, I knew that I wouldn’t be able to get this thing off. If I could find a chainsaw or something, I might be able to cut my way through it, but was I really going to take that sort of risk?

Never.

I rolled over onto my stomach and reached for the lock that kept me in this dress. When my fingers connected with the cold metal, I couldn’t deny how trapped I really was. I couldn’t even take off this dumb dress!

I rolled over onto my back again, and I looked up at the ceiling. I clutched the teddy bear in my arms, and I closed my eyes.

That’s when I heard my phone start to vibrate.

I picked it up, looking at the number. Kendra was calling.

“Hello, Mistress,” I said, fairly certain she would punish me if I didn’t respond.

“How’s my enslaved sissy doing?”

Really, I didn’t know what to say. What did she expect from me? Because I didn’t have any other answer, I responded with something generic and bland, “Fine.”

“That’s good. You have my teddy bear?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“That’s good. On the way home, I want you to buy some wine. Can you do that, sissy?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

That’s when she hung up on me.

My Mistress had given me my phone, so I could hail another ride. First, I went to the small grocery store just off of campus. They didn’t check for ID there. I was able to buy the wine, but as I did so, I could feel the other guys in the store staring at me. I couldn’t tell if they knew I was a boy or if they just wanted to make out with me.

Somehow, I couldn’t stop myself from thinking about what they’d crave.

Those guys would see me as some helpless, hyper feminine creature. They would think about grabbing me, holding me down. They would run their hands along my body, taking whatever they wanted, and I would be too small and too weak to stop them. They could kiss me, fondle me, stroke me, force me to enjoy it.

Since I couldn’t take this, I got up. I ran my hands through my hair, and when my fingers brushed up against the bow clinging to the top of my head. I gritted my teeth and exhaled slowly.

Fine. I had to go.

My Mistress had given me another chore.

When I hailed another ride with the app on my phone, I got lucky. It was a girl who drove up this time. She raised an eyebrow when she saw me, but I didn’t say anything. Instead, I just got into the backseat of the car, and I sat there as she started to drive.

“I like your dress,” she said as she pulled out onto the street.

“Thank you,” I said, my voice just above a whisper.

“Are you going out on a date or something?”

The question struck me as odd, considering that I didn’t think most girls would wear anything like this for a date. After all, my dress was so girly that it seemed more like something a kindergartner might wear.

“Yes,” I said.

“Is he cute?”

I glared back toward the driver, only she had her eyes on the road, so she couldn’t see. Somehow, getting visually groped by the last guy had been better than this. I squirmed, hating the fact that she really thought of me as a peer.

Then again, my Mistress probably would have punished me for such an arrogant boast. As far as Kendra was concerned, I wasn’t a girl, and I could never be a girl. I was an enslaved sissy, only an enslaved sissy. I could never hope to be anything better than that.

“Yeah, he’s cute,” I said, hoping that maybe this would end of the conversation.

“Just remember, guys are easy. Smile, flirt, and you can usually get whatever you want.”

She was offering advice. I stared out the window, desperately hoping that I wouldn’t have to say anything else. Fortunately for me, the grocery store was coming up.

I got out and went inside. I found some wine, something that I thought my Mistress would like. I paid for it and went back outside. Another car came for me.

I stood outside of the door to Kendra’s apartment. I was shivering, though it wasn’t really that cold.

I kept looking down at my dress. Not only that, my skin tingled, especially along my backside as I wondered what she would do with me now. What did she want? What were her plans?

Theoretically, I could have gone off and found a pair of scissors and cut my way free from the dress. That would have been reasonably easy. There was still the problem of the cock cage, however. Again and again, I tried to figure out some way out of my predicament. How could I get Kendra to let me go? Failing that, what could I do to escape her clutches?

Nothing.

There were no options, nothing I could do. She had me right where she wanted me.

Because even if I got out of the dress and escaped the panties, I still had the cage locked on my manhood. And even if I somehow got that thing off, she still had those pictures.

Those pictures.

I remembered how I looked on that screen, just like a girl. But of course, if anyone saw me, they would be able to recognize me.

Friends. Family. Potential coworkers. Everyone would know. I would never be able to get those pictures back once they were released.

That’s why I lifted my hand it knocked on her door.

At first, I kept my eyes down. I didn’t want to see the look of triumph on her face, only then I heard chuckling. It wasn’t her voice. Glancing upward, I found myself looking at a man.

He was older than me, probably somewhere in his twenties. He had on a dress shirt and a nice coat, black slacks. His shoes actually shined, and I didn’t have any trouble imagining this guy taking control of an office or a team of salespeople or something. Not only that, I caught the aroma of his cologne. It was strong and alluring, the kind of scent women would enjoy.

“Oh, sorry,” I said, automatically adopting my feminine tone of voice. “I think I have the wrong place.”

“So you’re her new pet.” It wasn’t a question.

I glanced up at this man again. He was taller than me by more than a couple of inches. He looked like he worked out, his muscles and shoulders tight against his coat. Gulping back my nervousness, I wanted to retreat.

“I, I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said, stuttering pathetically.

“She’s waiting for you.”

He stepped aside, motioning for me to enter the apartment. I didn’t want to walk past him; I didn’t want to get anywhere near this guy. It was easy for me to picture him grabbing me, holding me down, bending me over a bed or couch, doing whatever he wanted.

And yet, I couldn’t defy him either.

Like an obedient girl, I walked into the apartment, passing the threshold. Sure enough, this was Kendra’s place. And there she was, waiting for me. “Alex, be a good little sissy and go fetch us some wine glasses.”

Instinctively, I answered, “Yes, Mistress.” Head down, I marched into her kitchen.

I got lucky on the first guess and found of the cabinet with the glasses. I grabbed two, and I set them on a tray. It was awkward because I still had my purse and the bottle of wine. Even so, I brought the tray back to Kendra, and I set it down in front of her on the coffee table.

“Very good. Now, I want you to pour us some wine.”

“Who is this?” I asked, unable to help myself. I could hardly believe that Kendra had another guy in her apartment.

“He wants to know who you are,” Kendra said, raising her voice.

The man turned to me. He approached, taking several confident strides. All the while, I wanted to shrink back and hide. It wouldn’t do any good, I knew. Really, I probably should have attempted to hold my ground. But that really wasn’t an option, not while I was dressed in this way.

“Who do you think I am?”

Kendra giggled. I turned back to her. At the same time, I retreated, circling around to the other side of the couch.

“This is Roland, my boyfriend.”

Her what?

My thoughts spun, everything breaking apart. No way. She couldn’t have a boyfriend. It wasn’t possible, and yet I tried to come up with some good, logical reason. I searched for some recollection that would tell me she was still single. And yet, she never made that claim.

“It’s true,” Roland said, his eyes on mine. “She’s my girlfriend.”

Timid, I shook my head from side to side, still standing back.

“Unless you want to be punished, you’d better start pouring for us,” Kendra ordered.

Roland stood there, and Kendra enjoyed her seat. She shifted her position slightly, looking back at me. In that moment, it was clear she expected my obedience. If I gave her anything less, she would make sure I regretted it. My ass tingled at the thought of another spanking. To make matters worse, he would be here.

Hesitating for only a few seconds, I eventually walked back over to the coffee table. I grabbed a bottle of wine. I opened it with a pop, and then I poured it, first into the left glass, then into the right.

“Offer me some.”

“Would you like some wine, Mistress?” I asked. The golden liquid bubbled inside of the glass.

“Yes, I would.” She held out her hand. I lifted the tray and brought it to her. As I did so, my skirt rose up slightly. I shivered at the thought of the spectator behind me. Was he looking? I told myself that he wouldn’t, that he was focused on his girlfriend.

How is this possible? How is this happening?

“Don’t be rude. I’m sure Roland would like some wine as well.”

I looked up at him, wishing that he would go away.

Reluctantly, I lifted the tray and brought it over to him. As I did so, I felt like some cute little waitress at a restaurant. Suddenly, I was the kind of girl who would do anything for a good tip.

“Why am I here?” I asked as I looked back at Kendra.

My Mistress raised her leg, resting it on the coffee table as she brought the other up and over her knee. Lounging back, she seemed utterly relaxed, like this was everything she could have possibly hope for.

“You know exactly why you’re here, Alex. Care to tell us again?”

I didn’t want Roland to be in the room. I didn’t want this bigger, stronger man to see me in this position, especially when he knew the truth about me. Somehow, it hadn’t seemed quite so bad when those other guys thought I was a girl.

“I’m here to view your plaything, your enslaved sissy,” I told her, hating those words even as they tumbled out of my mouth.

“That’s exactly right. You’re a silly little sissy, and you do as you’re told. Like right now, you’re serving me, but you’re also going to learn to serve your new Master.”

“My what?” I said, practically choking on the words.

“Your new Master,” Roland said.

I looked back at him. I wanted to ask the same question again, only I couldn’t bring myself to do it. This man exuded authority. He was the kind of guy who could walk into any room, and everyone would know that they should listen to him. It would be instinctive and automatic.

“I, I can’t have a Master,” I said. I no longer spoke with that girly tone of voice, yet there was still something shrill and pathetic in every word.

“Why not?” Kendra asked, tilting her head to the side. As she did so, she looked deliciously seductive.

My cock twitched in its cage again. For once, I was grateful for the skirt, since it meant that neither Roland nor Kendra would be able to see me.

“Because…”

“Alex, I know this is probably going to be difficult for you, but your ex-girlfriend here wants a real man. That’s me. If she wants to play around with you, that’s fine, but you’re going to serve both of us from now on.”

“Serve you?” I turned my attention back to Roland. He took several steps closer, and I stood my ground this time. But then, he was right in front of me, and I could feel my resolve melt away.

“Yes. She is your Mistress. I am your Master. Around here, you are a servant. You do as you’re told. Isn’t that right, sissy?”

“No,” I started to say, but his hand shot out, and he grabbed me by the back of my neck. He forced me to bend over the couch, and his hand went straight for my ass. I couldn’t believe it, but soon I was getting spanked by a man.

He was bigger than me, stronger than me. He had no problem holding me in that spot with just one arm. I flailed about helplessly, utterly humiliated. And yet, there was still nothing I could do to stop him.

One after another, he struck at my ass.

Then he let me go. I got up, and I stumbled back.

“Now get down on your knees and apologize to your Master,” Roland commanded.

I wasn’t supposed to do it. I was supposed to be better than this. And yet, my knees buckled and I fell forward. He walked up to me, and he grabbed my hair, pulling my head back. My face was right there in front of his crotch.

“Would you like to see what a real man does to his girl?”

I gulped, unable to speak. My voice completely abandoned me.

Roland released me, and then he walked over to the couch. He beckoned for Kendra to stand. Much to my surprise, she obeyed.

While we’d been together, she had always been independent, the kind of girl who would never follow a command. But with Roland, she was different.

She stood up, and he ran his fingers up along her biceps, past her shoulders, all the way into the hair just above the nape of her neck. He wove his fingers into those dark strands, holding her. A little whimper of excitement escaped her trembling lips.

Roland kissed her, hard. He pressed his lips into hers, and she tried to retreat back. It was obvious that he intimidated her, but Roland wasn’t about to release her. As far as he was concerned, he was the man, and he would not tolerate anything less than her obedience.

Once they started kissing, her resistance fractured and dissipated. In fact, she was now rubbing her body against his. I could see his shaft harden, pressing out against his dark trousers.

He was definitely bigger than me.

Kendra and Roland made out right there. His hands ran along her body, her waist, her legs. He even reached up at one point, his thumbs working her nipples as they pressed out against the boundaries of her blouse.

For my part, I could only stand there, helpless.

Then Roland broke off the kiss, and he looked back at me.

“Kneel. You should be on the floor when you get the privilege of enjoying something like this.”

Enjoying this?

He had to be insane, and yet I could still feel that heat permeate my body. Maybe he was right. Perhaps some part of me was turned on by this.

In any case, I fell to my knees like a good sissy. I stared up at my superiors.

They went back to kissing, at least at first. As their bodies rubbed up against one another, I could practically sense the impatience burning through them. Yes, they were having fun, but Roland expected more from his girl. He wouldn’t settle for anything less than total satisfaction.

The man who expected me to address him as “Master” pushed her down onto the couch. He nudged her, making sure that Kendra got onto her back. At the same time, he began to strip her, pulling off her top. Next, he went for her jeans.

His movements were graceful, domineering, and absolutely in control. He had my ex-girlfriend down to her bra and panties.

For the moment, this seemed to satisfy him. Ronald moved his hands over her breasts. He squeezed, probably savoring of those little notes of ecstasy that vibrated from the base of her throat. “You feel divine,” he said, pinching one of those buttons. She twitched, arching her back and moaning again.

Kendra couldn’t help herself. She loved this.

When Ronald glanced back at me for a moment, he almost seemed sympathetic. There I was, the enslaved sissy, forced to watch as another man claim the girl that I wanted.

He didn’t say anything; he didn’t need to.

In that one expression, he made it abundantly clear that I was going to be her toy. In this circle, he was in control, followed by Kendra, and I came last. I would be the one to have a Master and a Mistress. I would be the obedient one, the one who can get punished and disciplined without notice or warning.

Those thoughts left me frightened, yet I lacked the strength to jump up onto my feet and run through the door. I should have fled. Somehow, I couldn’t bring myself to do that.

Locked in chastity, trapped in a dress, I knew that I had to be a good little sissy.

“Mine,” he said, kissing her even as his hand slid down her body. He touched her chest, her stomach, her pubis. His hand slid down under the black fabric of her panties and he was fingering her. I watched as his knuckles stretched to the material, his digit playing down into her wet crevice.

While we dated, I had touched Kendra all over. I had the privilege of exploring her body. I knew how warm and wet she could be, just how good it feels to push down into her. Now that is what Roland got to do. He was in charge. He was the man.

Gulping back my trepidation, I watched helplessly as he continued to tease her. Soon, she lifted her shoulders and tensed up as the first orgasm raced through her. A gasp of ecstasy left her lips, and she opened her eyes, staring up at the ceiling, all without really seeing it. Her thoughts and reactions were elsewhere.

“Very nice,” he said, pulling his hand out. He touched his moist fingertips to her lips, and she eagerly started to suck on them.

“Thank you,” she said.

“I’m not done with you yet,” he said, forcing her to sit up. With a practiced movement that I never could have matched, Roland unhooked her bra and threw it down onto the floor. It landed right beside me.

Although I wasn’t strapped down or physically bound, I still felt trapped. More than anything, I wanted to grab her bra and feel the heat from her body.

I didn’t. Somehow, I couldn’t bring myself to take that sort of risk.

Simultaneously, I didn’t dare disturb them. They were my superiors, I knew. I felt this as a visceral fact, like something in my blood.

Now that she was topless, Roland pushed Kendra down onto her back. He grabbed her wrists, pinning them over her head even as he dipped down, his mouth going straight for her left nipple.

The left one wasn’t supposed to be as sensitive as the right, but that didn’t matter, not when it came to Roland’s expertise. His mouth moved over her nipple, licking, teasing, sucking. He grazed his teeth along that spot, and she whimpered some more. He knew exactly how to touch her to make her moan. Normally, Kendra could be an incredibly articulate, intelligent young woman. But when it came to this sort of stimulation, he made it impossible for her to think clearly.

As I watched, my shaft strained. It ached with desperation, like I could feel this tingling in my balls.

In my mind’s eye, I kept picturing myself jumping up and demanding that they stop. I wanted to believe that I could confront Roland, that I could reclaim my girlfriend. But no. I had messed up, so now she had another man, a better man.

I was a sissy. I was her enslaved sissy.

My mouth went dry as he moved his head, his lips tightening around her right nipple. Just as he gently bit down, he made her cry out.

Sure, Kendra had made lots of sounds when we made love, but nothing like that. Primal, animalistic need gripped her body. She was no longer the intelligent young woman I had always known and respected. Instead, she became something base, something fueled by lust.

I could never get her to this point. I never could have turned her on like this.

Sitting up, he grabbed her panties and yanked them down her thighs, past her knees, all the way down to her feet and off altogether. Having stripped her, he grinned.

“Touch yourself for me. I want to see you come right here in front of me and in front of your enslaved sissy boy.”

“That’s not a boy,” Kendra said, grinning.

Roland laughed even as Kendra obeyed him. She raised her hand, and her fingers trembled slightly. She was an adventurous girl, sure, but like so many other females, she had her own hang-ups. The idea of masturbating in front of someone else always made her extraordinarily shy.

Yet this was Roland, a real man. He wielded authority instinctively. His intuition could guide other people to obeying his commands.

Kendra was no different. She lowered her hand down to her pubis, resting her palm right between her legs. Next, she gently brushed her fingers up and down her opening.

“Go deeper,” he said. I straightened my back when I heard those words. I thought of Kendra and how she had once ordered me to lick her harder and faster.

For a moment, I wondered if maybe I could use that information to my advantage. She had used me, ordering me to go down on her. Certainly, that might be enough to make someone like Roland jealous.

Preposterous.

Even as the disappointment welled up inside of me, I realized something. He wouldn’t get jealous. He wouldn’t be envious, especially of me. I was her slave, her little plaything. I may as well have been a dog confined to her purse. I was a toy, and he was never going to feel anything but contempt for me.

If he even felt that…

For her part, Kendra demonstrated once again what kind of authority this man could wield over her. Her fingers danced and slid along her crevice. She closed her eyes, clinching them shut.

“Look at me,” Roland ordered to keep her from hiding. She wouldn’t be able to disappear behind the darkness of her eyelids; she wouldn’t be allowed to lose herself to a fantasy.

“What do you enjoy most about this?”

She pressed her lips together, pouting for a second. Clearly, she didn’t enjoy being the toy, only it didn’t matter. His masculine ethos made it impossible for her to resist. Her best attempts at defiance withered when it came to this man.

“I, I love having you here,” she confessed.

“Really? What’re you hoping will happen?”

Suddenly timid, she bit down into her lower lip. Obviously, my Mistress had something in mind, except she couldn’t bring herself to say it.

“Kendra…” His voice trailed off, almost menacing.

“I, I’m hoping that you’re going to take me. I want to feel you. I want to have sex with you,” she said.

“That’s good. That’s very good. If you do exactly as you’re told, maybe you’ll even get your reward.”

At this point, I opened my mouth, inhaling. More than anything, I want to tell Kendra that she doesn’t have to do this, that she doesn’t have to tolerate this sort of treatment. Maybe if she could just let me out of the chastity cage, I could be her boyfriend, and I would be so loyal, so dedicated to her pleasure.

Only there was a problem.

Kendra wasn’t interested in anything I had to offer. She didn’t see me as a real man, so I was just there for her amusement. I may as well have been a doll on a shelf or a dog leashed and bound in a corner of the room.

With her eyes still aimed up adoringly at Roland, Kendra kept touching herself. Her fingers darted along her opening, playing with her sensitive spots, pressing down against her clitoris.

“That’s right. Keep going. I want to see you come. I want you to tell me exactly when you come.”

Lips hardened, she panted, breathing from one puff to the next. Her heart must’ve raced in her chest, but she nodded her head, a quick, nervous little movement.

The seconds kept going by, and she twitched and shivered. Shutters of pleasure wracked her body, but she wasn’t quite there yet. She hadn’t climaxed.

“After this, you’re going to go down on me,” Roland said. “I want to see you on your knees. I want my girl to show me just how grateful she really is.”

Her eyes widened, lit with irritation, though only for a second. Kendra was still a strong, independent woman. She had some boundaries, lines that she wouldn’t cross.

That gave me hope. It made me think that maybe there could be friction between them.

Rather than stop, she pressed down a little bit harder. She continued to play with herself, masturbating right in front of Roland. Even I could see it. I loved the movements of her hand, watching as she pleasured herself.

As her breathing quickened, she closed her eyes, and then she cried out, screaming through the rush of delight.

For my part, I reached down, sliding my hand under my skirt. I felt for my panties and the outline of my chastity cage. The shame welled up inside of me. I couldn’t do anything about the arousal spinning through my body. I want an orgasm so badly! Kendra had taken me to the edge time and time again. Now I had to watch all of this. And sure, having Roland there probably dampened some of that primal need, but it remained, lingering, gripping me tight.

“You think of me going to go down on you?” Kendra asked, grinning up at her man.

“Oh yeah,” he said.

Even though she was naked, Kendra wagged a finger, beckoning Roland.

He leaned forward, and she touched her hand to the back of his neck. She turned his head to the side so that his eyes were now aimed at me. Not only that, she started to whisper something.

His eyes got slightly larger, though only for a second. In fact, I couldn’t even be certain I saw it at all.

Either way, they were both looking at me now, snickering. “Okay,” he said. If that’s how you want to use your sissy. Feel free to turn her into a slut.”

“What?”

Kendra got up off of the couch, and she strode over to me. She was totally naked, yet that didn’t detract from her air of authority. This girl was accustomed to command, at least when it came to me. This was something she wouldn’t give up anytime soon.

“Sissy, I just found an even better use for you.”

I strained my neck as I raised my chin and looked up at this woman. My eyes drank in the sight of her lines and curves, the dark shimmering of her hair and the vivid light glinting from her eyes. She was gorgeous, absolutely perfect.

Despite this, my insides seemed to shrivel. Instinctively, I already knew I was going to hate whatever she had to say to me.

“Since I’m your Mistress, and he’s your Master, you’re going to serve both of us however we want. For the most part, we’re probably is going to use you as a sissy servant. You can please us by fetching things, cooking, cleaning, basically following whatever command we give. But then, there are some things that you know I don’t like to do.” She drew out the explanation.

The longer she spoke, the more I wanted to interrupt.

Over and over again, I yearned to snarl at her, to demand that she tell me what the heck was going on.

With an almost triumphant grin on her face, Kendra finally said, “You know how much I don’t like giving blowjobs.”

My eyes got big. I looked at Kendra first, but nothing in her expression indicated that she might be joking. Reluctantly, I turned my attention to her boyfriend. His face remained equally impassive and unreadable.

“No,” I said. “You can’t, you can’t be serious.” My voice stuttered, meek and small.

“When we were dating, how did I feel about going down on you?” Kendra asked.

“You, you were willing to do it.”

“That’s true,” she said. “And you remember why?”

I didn’t want to say.

“Why?” Kendra asked again, taunting me. “Why would I do it? Why was I such a good girlfriend? Why would I touch you and stroke you and lick you and suck you off?”

If Roland disliked that a visceral description, he didn’t give any sign of it. In fact, he seemed perfectly content, right there next to his girlfriend, his hand gliding possessively along her skin.

“Because you loved me,” I said it.

“That’s right. Now tell me how I felt about it.”

Distaste rippled through my body. I didn’t want to think about it, only I had no choice. With my head bowed down low, I looked at my shimmering dress. It seemed so pretty, so innocent, and yet I already knew that I was going to be used. They wanted to play with me. More than that, they wanted to break and domesticate me.

Torn between arousal and desperation, it felt like I didn’t have any choice. They were going to succeed, and there was nothing I could do to stop them.

“You hated going down on me,” I said, fighting hard to get through the words. “I know you didn’t like doing it, but you wanted to please me. You wanted to make me feel really good.” I closed my eyes, hating the simple fact. “You wanted me to feel loved.”

“That’s right. Do you know what I find most amusing about guys, sissy?”

“What, Mistress?” I lifted my gaze and I looked up at her beautiful face. She was right there, next to this man, this strange and powerful man. His fingertips moved along her skin, lightly touching her. Right then, I could tell that he did it both for his pleasure and hers. His fingers moved up toward her breasts, and it became harder for my Mistress to think.

Despite this, she plowed through these fresh waves of desire. Yet, this was just playful. If Roland really wanted to get her attention, he could take it with ease.

“Guys are interesting creatures because they think of sex a lot, but most of the time it’s not just about getting off. More often than not, when a boy is horny, he wants something else as well. That sex represents love or power, ego or control. Isn’t that right, Alex?”

I pressed my lips together, thinking about this. I didn’t really want to process it, especially when I considered the state of my cock. Then her eyes were on me, which meant that I had to speak. I couldn’t just stay silent. To do so would invite punishment.

“Yes, Mistress. You’re absolutely right.”

“Good. Because I want you to understand what you’ll be doing. I want it to be very, very clear.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

At this point, Roland decided that he wanted more. Maybe this conversation did something. Maybe he didn’t like the attention she was giving me or maybe he just felt like reasserting his authority.

In any case, he leaned over and kissed her, possessively once again. A guy like Roland naturally claimed what he craved. He had his hands on her cheeks. He made sure that she couldn’t get away, and I could tell that she loved it.

Little traces of red touched her skin as her heart pounded and the desires swam through her body. She loved this. She loved everything about it. Kendra couldn’t help herself.

As they kissed, I remained there, kneeling on the floor like some supplicant. I bit on my inside lip, wishing that I could look away, yet it felt so good. My cock throbbed. I had never been this horny before, yet I didn’t dare move.

That’s when she started giggling.

Right away, he broke off, and she whispered something to him.

Roland returned his attention to me. His manhood remained tumescent, and I was certain that he wanted a blow job. They wouldn’t ignore that forever, but he smirked.

“Sure,” he said, granting his girlfriend permission.

“Sissy, I’m going to make out with my boyfriend. And while I do, I want you to give me a foot massage.”

She wanted me to participate, to please her even as she enjoyed the company of another man.

That same mixture of humiliation and frustration shot through me, gripping me tight. It wasn’t fair! She wasn’t supposed to be able to do something like this. But she could. She was in charge and he was in charge.

An enslaved sissy, I couldn’t complain.

This is why I lowered my head again. “Yes, Mistress.”

Those words felt more and more natural. They seemed like the right thing to say, like the natural cadence of my lips, the right words all the time.

Kendra raised her feet up onto the coffee table just as Roland decided to straddle her. He lowered his body on top of hers and he grabbed her wrists, holding them above her head. Then he leaned in, kissing her forehead, the spot between her eyes, the tip of her nose, and then her mouth.

All the while, he turned her on. That’s why he did it. That tenderness triggered something inside of her.

She flexed her toes, drawing my attention.

This was my position, at her feet. I was there to be used.

Even as I recognized this, I sat up a little bit as I reached down for her feet. I started to massage her ankle first, pressing down in all the right spots. Strangely enough, I had massaged her feet before, so I knew what she liked.

Kendra began to moan. The different kinds of pleasure swirled through her body, seizing control. She had a powerful man kissing her, touching her. That’s right. He brushed his fingers along her thighs and upper sides.

Every time he did, she shivered or shook. She moaned, flexing her fingers, balling them into fists. She’d probably never been turned on like this before.

“Make her come with your mouth, slave.” Roland said those words, he said them to me.

At first, I really didn’t understand what he meant, but he spoke with the calm authority of the man who would not be defied. I hated that I had to do whatever he wished, yet I obeyed nonetheless. I was a sissy, enslaved and feminized, small and weak.

As I breathed out, I looked down at her foot.

That’s what he wanted. He wanted me to grovel before her, to kiss her, to lick her feet. But even as the thoughts ran through my head, I could feel another surge of desire run through my body. I was aroused like never before.

So I bent down like a good sissy. I parted my lips, and I started to kiss the arch of her left foot. I nuzzled her with the tip of my nose and my lips.

Eyes opening, she stared up at the ceiling, not that she really saw anything. Instead, my Mistress started to moan. She loved this. She wanted more of it. That much was obvious. She loved the way that her boyfriend touched her and her slave served her.

I had to wonder how much of her excitement came from physical sensation and how much of it was simple enjoyment of the fact that she could own me. I had been her ex-boyfriend. I had hurt her when I got too ambitious, when I started to try to think for myself. But that was over now. Trapped in my dress, I was her plaything, and she could savor that fact with every darting movement of my tongue.

As I licked her, I had to wonder what had happened to my self-respect. Why was I doing this? Why was I so willing to surrender to her?

Because the more I thought about it, the more I had to come to one simple conclusion. I really would have done anything for her.

Moving my head slightly, I looked over at Roland. I watched as he rubbed himself against her. He kissed her neck, his tongue darting over her skin, his breath hot along her flesh.

He stimulated her more than I ever could.

He was in charge.

My fingers pressed into the palms of my hands as I thought about this. I didn’t want to be subordinate to him. Somehow, losing control to an ex-girlfriend didn’t feel quite so bad. After all, she was still beautiful. I could still be attracted to her. But him?

He was the guy who stole away my ex-girlfriend.

Part of me wanted to laugh at that idea. I didn’t have any claim to her. I never did. She was too strong, too smart for me. When we broke up, I wandered off and flailed about, hoping that maybe I could start dating a cheerleader or something.

Kendra? Yeah, she probably shrugged me off because I had messed up. This was all my fault.

I closed my eyes even as my tongue continued to work.

I brought my mouth up to her toes. I started sucking on the biggest. My head moved down and up. I ran my tongue over her curves. And then I froze for just a moment. Neither Roland nor Kendra looked at me, but I didn’t need their eyes on me. I knew exactly what I was doing and how this looked.

I may as well have had a cock in my mouth.

I shivered at the prospect, wondering if that was going to become an inevitability.

No. Maybe not.

Roland must’ve been horny. He wanted to have sex with his girl, right? He didn’t just want to shove his shaft into any opening he could find.

Those thoughts consoled me, yet I still worried. I couldn’t help myself.

As they continue to make out, I moved down, licking at her toes. She started to moan again, and I could tell that she was on the verge of an orgasm. He must’ve pinched her nipples or squeezed her wrists. He did something to turn her on because she cried out.

Her scream of pleasure echoed between the walls of her apartment.

“Touch yourself for me,” he said. “And watch.”

I didn’t understand what those instructions meant, not really. Then again, they weren’t talking to me, so my comprehension really didn’t matter. Roland pushed off of the couch and his girlfriend. He walked up to me, cutting the distance between us in just a few seconds.

“It’s a shame. If you were an actual girl, you’d be kind of cute,” he said. Those words stabbed into me. Then he shrugged like it didn’t really matter—like I didn’t really matter.

His hands went down to his fly, and yet he still spoke to me. “You know what you have to do now, don’t you?”

I looked up at him, wishing that I could just suck on her toes or massage her feet. But instead, I had this man before me.

“Yes, Master,” I said.

He pulled out his erect cock, and my throat clenched instinctively. No, no way. I couldn’t do this. I couldn’t to go down on a man. But then, he reached down, grabbing my hair, just as he had done with Kendra.

He held firm, sending little jolts of pain running through my scalp. “I know she’s trained you, and I’m sure she’s punished you. But you don’t want to feel me spank you, do you? You don’t want to know what it would be like to really be punished, do you?”

There was no pretending, not with this man.

I couldn’t bluster or bluff.

“No, no Master!” I squeaked out those words, and there wasn’t a hint of masculinity in my voice. I sounded like a sissy, docile and obedient. After all, he was bigger than me, stronger than me, smarter than me.

“Then show me where you belong,” he said. Those words could have just as easily come from Kendra. But they didn’t. They were Roland’s, and I had to obey.

Fresh frustration surged through me as I crawled closer. That made him chuckle. Then I glanced over at Kendra, almost hoping that maybe she would help me. It would have been easy for her. She could have told him to stop or maybe she could have said that they could let me go. Did they really need an enslaved sissy? No. They had each other.

I would have taken the opportunity to get out of there.

But that wasn’t an option for me. Dressed like a pretty girl, an eager little slut, I nonetheless got up on my knees. Suddenly, I found myself face to face with his manhood.

“Show him your cage,” Kendra commanded.

Roland glanced over at her, a smirk dashing his lips. For him, this was a mild amusement. For me, it was the worst kind of shame I could imagine.

In spite of this, I lifted up my skirt. I pulled down my panties and my tights so that they could see my imprisoned manhood. Of course, I was so much smaller. Even as my shaft struggled against the boundaries of plastic, it was obvious that I was a lot smaller than a man like Roland.

“Don’t feel bad. You’re going to make my girlfriend a very, very happy.” He smirked. “You might even make yourself useful to me from time to time.”

With that, he reached down and grabbed the back of my head, his grip incredibly strong.

He forced my face forward. Instinctively, I opened my mouth. I took his circumference between my lips and deeper. It wasn’t like I had any choice.

He pushed forward, thrusting his shaft deeper. Pretty soon, it felt like I was choking.

That made Kendra laugh. “Oh, you’re going to have to do better than that, sissy slave. Seriously, I don’t want to go down on a guy ever again. It’s demeaning. Humiliating!” Grinning, she called out those words even as she clapped her hands because she enjoyed the show.

As those words echoed in my ears, I moved my head forward and back, sucking on his cock. I licked him, swirling my tongue over his tip, which made me shake with revulsion. And yet, I couldn’t stop myself. To make matters worse, my shaft twitched, desperate for escape from the prison that Kendra forced me to wear.

“You like this, don’t you, sissy?” Roland asked, his voice loaded with derision.

I didn’t react, except to continue sucking.

“Look at me,” he commanded.

He forced me to raise my gaze. My sight moved along the length of his body. He looked like a god standing, while I remained on my knees.

“It’s okay,” Roland said. “My girl dresses you up like that, it makes sense that you would enjoy the role.”

More than anything, I wanted to shake my head, to tell him that he was wrong! And yet, I couldn’t do it. My mouth was otherwise occupied.

He pumped me, thrusting hard and fast, using me for his pleasure. He made sure that I almost choked several times. All the while, I did my best to breathe through my nose, to keep the muscles in my throat relaxed.

“I’m going to come in your mouth, Alex.” That was the first time he’d used my name. It made me shiver with shame. After all, I was not just a sissy. I was their slut, their little plaything. They could use me however they wanted. If he wanted to come in my mouth, he could do it.

Even so, my eyes widened, and I tried to shake my head, but he still had his hand on me.

“No. Just take it. Take it like a good sissy,” he said, his lip curling back with disgust. No matter what he said to me, he was always going to look down on me.

He pumped me hard and fast, going deep. I could feel the tip of his cock rub against the back of my throat. Not only that, I tasted his excitement. It was viscous and sticky. It was sweet and it made me nauseous all at once.

Even so, my shaft kept struggling for an erection. It was never going to succeed. It belonged to Kendra now. And she belonged to Roland.

He worked me, going deep, going hard, going fast.

Sure enough, he climaxed hard, pumping me as his load splashed against the back of my throat. I wanted to choke, to cough. It felt like I was drowning, but I knew that I would be punished if I messed this up. So I closed my eyes and concentrated just on his erection. I swallowed, gulping down his load.

I took every drop.

That’s when I heard Kendra call out again, moaning through her ecstasy. She had watched all of this. Not only that, she had enjoyed it.

“Nicely done, sissy,” she said, snickering some more.

This girl used to respect me. She used to think of me as the kind of guy she wanted to be with, her equal. Maybe more. But now, I wiped my mouth on the back of my hand, and I shivered with dismay.

“Come on. Both of you,” Roland said. He got up, and he gently took Kendra by her hand. Despite her nudity and the flurry of orgasms she had already enjoyed, she followed after him, her head down, her dark hair spread along her shoulders. She was gorgeous.

Roland glanced over at me. “You can crawl, Alex.” When he said my name, he turned it into an insult.

I got down on my hands and knees, and I crawled. This slowed me down. I followed them into their bedroom. That’s when I saw them, whispering back and forth to one another.

“That’s mean!” Kendra laughed.

“Do it,” he said.

As his beautiful girlfriend, Kendra obeyed. I figured she was going to put on something sexy, like maybe she would have to wear a collar as well. Roland seemed like the kind of guy who might enjoy that sign of authority. But really, he didn’t need it.

He took command; he didn’t have to rely on toys.

No. Instead, Kendra came back up to me. She opened the drawer beside me, and she pulled out a pair of handcuffs. She grabbed my wrists and yanked them behind my back. She took out another set of cuffs, only these looped around my ankles. She chained me so that my arms and legs would stay behind me, making it impossible for me to really move. At least I was upright. If she had me down onto my side, I would have been really stuck.

“Struggle,” she ordered.

I squirmed around, jangling the chains. The cuffs weren’t going to move. If I couldn’t tear through fabric restraints, there was no way I would be able to bend or break iron.

“What are you doing, Mistress?”

Kendra met my gaze, only she decided she didn’t feel like answering. Instead, she leaned forward and kissed the top of my head.

“We’re giving you a treat,” she said.

Somehow, I didn’t believe her. She reached back for the drawer, and she plucked something out, a key! My breath actually caught when I saw it.

Sure enough, she yanked down my panties and my tights. She pulled back my skirt, exposing my trapped shaft. She slid the key into the lock, and she pulled off the chastity device.

“Have fun,” she said before she scurried back to the bed. She jumped onto the mattress. Roland grabbed her, forcing her down. They rolled around together, moving like playfully wild animals, predators who could nip and bite at one another for fun.

In those first couple of moments, I really didn’t understand.

Only then, I couldn’t look away. I watched as this perfect specimen of a man played with my ex-girlfriend. I studied her breasts, the contours of her legs. I drank in the sight of these two people together. I listened as they touched one another, growling and moaning.

My cock was hard, so desperately hard.

And I couldn’t touch myself!

They kissed, they fondled one another. He grabbed her ass, and she scratched her nails along his chest. He pushed her down onto her back, and she rolled away. He grabbed her again.

It was incredible, intoxicating. I kept twitching against my restraints, thinking that I should be able to pull free somehow. But I couldn’t. I wouldn’t.

Then he got sick of this. His cock was hard again. He was ready to claim his girl. He pushed her down. She rolled away, and he grabbed her by the back of her hair. She was going to be on her hands and knees. To make matters worse, she was facing me!

With a primal grin on her face, she looked back at me. She was going to show me how good it could be when she was with Roland, not me, not a sissy, a real man.

He came up behind her. He smacked her ass, establishing his authority. He was in control, and he didn’t want her to try to get away again.

She grimaced for a moment, but then he was behind her, and he slid his cock up against her waiting opening. She was so wet by this point, her body ready for him.

He plunged forward, thrusting into her. He filled her, his shaft tight against the walls of her opening.

He pulled back, almost withdrawing entirely. Then he went forward again, one quick movement. She cried out, her body pushed forward.

All of this, I watched helplessly. The tip of my shaft dribbled with excitement, but I still couldn’t get off! I struggled desperately, wishing for an orgasm, but that wasn’t something I could force. And they both knew it.

In spite of that raging storm of frustration lodged within me, I didn’t make a sound. Like a good sissy, I stayed quiet as my Master used my Mistress.

They fucked. Hard.

I had to watch. I couldn’t do anything else. The minutes pumped by as he plowed into her, claiming her, using her. Then they came together, this storm of ecstasy. He growled like a wild animal. She cried out, exhausted.

And when they were done, they fell, collapsing. They weren’t quite asleep, but they held one another, all while I remained on my knees, poised to serve when they saw fit to release me.

For his part, Roland relaxed. But eventually, Kendra got up.

She started to whisper, “What have you learned?” She was naked, in front of me, and I kept my eyes down, almost like I wasn’t worthy. By this point, my shaft had softened again. Yeah, I was still horny and desperately aroused, but my body knew that I wasn’t going to get off. It was settling in, recognizing the authority of this man and this woman.

“I’ve learned that I belong to you, Mistress. I belong to both of you,” I said.

“There’s a good sissy,” she said, patting me on the head as she locked me back and chastity.

“Don’t worry. I’m sure I’ll let you get off in a couple of weeks or months,” she said. She kissed the top of my head again before she went back to her boyfriend.

As their sissy, I stayed on my knees and waited for the next command.

The End
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