

Feminized Roommate

Tanya O’Neil


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED:  No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser. Your non-refundable purchase allows you to one legal copy of this work for your own personal use.  You do not have resell or distribution rights without the prior written permission of both the publisher and copyright owner of this book.  This book cannot be copied in any format, sold, or otherwise transferred from your computer to another through upload, or for a fee. Warning:  The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this work is illegal. Don't do it. Criminal copyright infringement is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000. Publisher’s Note:  This is a work of fiction. All characters, places, businesses, and incidents are from the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual places, people, or events is purely coincidental. Any trademarks mentioned herein are not authorized by the trademark owners and do not in any way mean the work is sponsored by or associated with the trademark owners. Any trademarks used are specifically in a descriptive capacity. All characters should be assumed to be over the age of 18. They all give some form of consent (including tacit). The cover model is also over the age of 18. Cover created Shutterstock imagery.

First Edition

Power Play Erotica

©2020


Feminized Roommate

“What about me?” I asked as I looked over at Vanessa.

“No.”

Seated on her expensive, leather couch, every line and curve of her furniture glistening under the large window, she had her legs crossed. Occasionally, my eyes drifted along her high-heeled shoes, over her stockings, all the way up to her short black skirt and the shimmering red blouse she wore.

“Oh,” I said, pulling my gaze away. She was one of my best friends, but something had changed between us over the last year. Ever since she graduated from college with me, she had embraced her new life. While I was still pretty much the same guy from college, she had thrown herself into working at her firm.

Adept at dealing with people, negotiating, forming alliances, and maneuvering for the best possible advantage, Vanessa may have been one of the newest analysts at her company, but she had become one of the most powerful as well. It was ridiculous. This girl should have been treated like little more than an intern, but she carried herself with the poise and power of a veteran who knew exactly how to get what she wanted.

“I’m not going to live with a boy,” she said. Only then she reached up, tapped one finger against the side of her mouth, tilted her head to the side, and seemed to consider me.

When we first met back as freshman at City College, Vanessa had been sweet, bubbly, and nervous. Now she gazed at me like a shark debating whether or not she should grab this fresh prey.

I never admitted that she could intimidate me, but I also suspected she could tell. It was just one of those unspoken truths in our relationship, like how I sometimes checked her out or wondered what it might be like to kiss her or touch her.

“Unless…”

“Unless? Unless what?” I asked, maybe stammering a little too fast.

She leaned forward now, her eyes focused entirely on me. I gulped and retreated back to push my shoulders into the cushions behind me. “Unless we make a few changes.” She got up, and she walked away, her high heels clicking against the wooden floors. “Follow me.”

Her voice cut through the air as an obvious command.

Before I realized what I was doing, I jumped to my feet and chased after her. I did this without thinking. It was automatic.

She crossed the threshold into her expansive bedroom. This space was larger than my entire apartment, kitchen and bathroom included. She had this enormous bed covered in ridiculously expensive sheets. I touched them once, gliding my fingers along the soft fabric. Up until I played, I didn’t think expensive sheets or blankets really made a difference, like a thread-count was just this huge scam perpetrated on rich people who had too much money. But then I touched her sheets and wondered what it would be like to actually sleep in this kind of bed.

I stopped at the threshold to her bedroom.

She walked in, turned around, and beckoned me forward, “Get in here.”

I found myself swallowing.

This girl had been my friend for five years, but she still made me so nervous. And once I was in her room, my heart started beating faster. I felt like a bunny who had wandered into a bear’s cave.

“What are we doing here?” I asked, fighting hard not to sound nervous.

“Come here,” she said, pointing to a spot beside her. I approached, she put her hands on my shoulders, and she nudged me toward the full-length mirror in the corner. I found myself looking at my reflection and hers.

Damn it. I didn’t want to get this close to Vanessa, if only because she was taller than me by several inches without the high heels. Dressed up like this for work, she seemed even more powerful, daunting, and intimidating.

My lips had tightened together into a frightened line. I tried to relax my body, straighten my back, and act like a real man, but I didn’t succeed. That much was obvious.

She grabbed my chin and turned my head to the left, then the right.

“What are we doing in here?” I asked, struggling hard to sound annoyed, like I thought this was some sort of waste of time.

“Be quiet,” she said. It wasn’t rude or hostile. It was just the command of a powerful woman to some boy who had to obey.

“I don’t have to do what you tell me,” I said, probably sounding more petulant than defiant.

She looked down at me, her dark blue eyes glimmering with something mischievous, “Are you sure about that?”

I wasn’t. I really wasn’t.

When I didn’t say anything, she smiled this Cheshire grin, the corners of her mouth rising to reveal the white of her teeth, “That’s what I thought.”

Staying quiet now, I didn’t move as she circled me. Her eyes moved along my dirty sneakers, up my worn jeans, and along my T-shirt. She grabbed my right arm, turned it from side to side, examined my hand, my fingernails, virtually every inch of me. “Take off your shirt.”

“What?” I squeaked.

“Take. Off. Your. Shirt.” Each word felt like a slap across my face until she finished, and that’s when I scrambled. I obeyed my friend, pulling off my T-shirt. I held it bunched up in one hand until she grabbed it from the and tossed it off into the garbage. “Hey, that’s mine!”

“It’s garbage,” she replied.

My eyes widened, and I glared at her.

If Vanessa even noticed, she didn’t give any sign of it.

“Tell me something, were you serious?” She continued to circle me, examining me. At one point, she pinched my side. All the while, I inhaled, tensing the muscles along my torso as I tried to look good for her.

I imagined Vanessa with some guy. He would be a powerful and healthy male who worked in finance or as one of the leaders of some technology firm. Utterly confident, tall, broad and powerful, he would be able to walk into any room, pick out a random girl, and seduce her in a matter of minutes. If he acted like a jerk, she would imagine he was dangerous. If he decided to be polite, he would become her knight in shining armor.

When I approached girls, their eyes usually glided over me, I didn’t exist at all.

“Serious about what?”

“Becoming my roommate,” she said.

Blush curled along my cheeks. I’ve always hated that reaction, but I couldn’t help myself. Worse, she started snickering.

“Yeah, I guess,” I told her. “You haven’t been able to find anyone you like, we’ve always got along. I thought it could work.”

“You couldn’t afford this place,” she said.

I bit down, clenching my jaw. “Maybe not.”

“So maybe we can come to some other arrangement.” She stepped forward, closer to me. My body responded, my shaft hardening. I tried not to get aroused, especially with her proximity. But this was Vanessa. We had been friends for so long, and I thought about this more than once. Every time fantasies of her started to coalesce behind my eyes, I fought hard to imagine some other girl. Sometimes it worked. Sometimes it didn’t. I had pictured Vanessa on her knees, on her back, in so many positions. I imagined myself running my fingers through her midnight black hair, stroking her cheek with the back of my hand, kissing her neck, sucking on her nipples…

“What kind of arrangement?” I asked. I tried to step back, only her hands shot out, and she grabbed me by my wrists, pulling me close. Only an inch separated us.

“Do you remember what I said about boys?”

“You won’t live with one,” I repeated.

“Very good,” she said, talking down to me like I was some kid who just passed a test. “But that doesn’t mean I can’t live with a sissy.”

“What?” There was no inflection in my voice, just this puff of air. “You can’t be serious.”

“Why not?” She shifted and stepped behind me. She reached up and grabbed my jaw, her fingers pressing into the sides of my face. “Look at you, Alex. You have these adorably feminine features already. You could almost pass for a girl.”

“So what?” I asked derisively, practically spitting out every word, “You would want to dress me up as a girl?” I tried to make it sound absolutely insane.

“Not a girl. I’m sorry, but you’d never be as good as a girl. But a sissy? Yes, I think we could do that quite easily. I think you would look adorable in a pleated skirt or a black dress. You already have the body for it.”

I stared back at my reflection and refused to believe it. Even so, I couldn’t deny my slight frame, my narrow shoulders, and my small waist. She circled me again, coming up in front of me, touching the underside of my chin, and saying, “You don’t like living in that crappy little apartment. You could be my roommate.”

“But I couldn’t afford a place like this. There’s no way I could pay my half of the rent.”

Vanessa burst out laughing.

“Oh, you’re right about that,” she said.

I gulped, embarrassed. I couldn’t help it. While she jumped right into the corporate workforce, quickly climbing the hierarchy faster than anyone expected, I had wandered around, taking a few odd jobs in the city and picking up a little bit of freelance work.

“That’s settled.” I tried to hide the disappointment my voice.

“No,” she said, her eyes sparkling. “It’s not settled. I like the idea of having you here.”

“As your sissy,” I said. The same disdain echoed in those three words.

“As my sissy…” Vanessa agreed, “…servant.”

My throat clenched again.

“Just think about it, Alex. You already look like a girl, and I think I would have so much fun dressing you up and treating you like my little servant toy.”

“Your toy?”

Vanessa kept talking, ignoring my question, “I could dress you up and put you in adorable little panties. I could do your makeup and your hair. I could show you off to all of my friends. Oh, and don’t worry about paying for the rent. You could always do chores for me.”

“You have got to be kidding,” I said, quickly shaking my head.

I stepped back, only she grabbed me again, her hand tight around my wrist. I felt the heat of her palm and her fingertips as she locked her grip on me. Part of me wanted to yank my arm away, yet I suspect that I wouldn’t be strong enough to break her hold.

“If I reach between your legs right now, are you going to be hard?” Vanessa asked. “Because if this turns you on, I’m pretty sure you want it. I can see it in your eyes. Maybe you are dealing with all of that masculine BS about trying to be a real man, but you’re never going to be that guy, Alex. Even look at your name. It already sounds like a girl’s name. It be such a nice name for a sissy. Or better yet. I could just call you Alexa.”

“I…I…” Somehow, my voice failed me. I kept waiting for the right words to jump into my throat and leap out of my mouth, but they refused to appear.

She pulled me closer. Intimidated and hypnotized by this girl, I kept looking up into her eyes. With her free hand, she reached for my jeans. She didn’t just check for a bulge, however. She first stroked my stomach, then she loosened my belt. She unbuttoned my pants and unzipped my fly. Then she reached in and felt my shaft. With a giggle, she said, “Oh well. Everything about you is small, isn’t it? You’re short and adorable and already half-feminized.”

“I’m not,” I insisted.

“Do you even have to shave?”

I did…maybe once a week.

When I answered, she burst out laughing, “This’ll be good for you.” She had her hand down my pants, her fingers moving along my shaft, up my tip. It wasn’t a long journey. She stroked me, playing with me until her fingers wrapped around my balls. “This is going to be so much fun, Alex. Get on the bed. Get naked.”

She stepped back, only to wipe her hand on the side of my jeans. I pulled my pants down the rest of the way and kicked them off, all in a haze. Next, I looked down at my boxers. I didn’t expect anyone to see them, yet her eyes freely roamed along that black cotton.

“You’re going to wear something much prettier,” she promised.

I pulled down my boxers, stepped out of them, and stood before Vanessa, naked. Then I turned and walked over to her bed.

“Very nice,” she said.” Now, I was dating a guy who brought over some very special toys. I think they’re going to work even better on you.”

I didn’t understand what she was talking about, not until she darted to her closet, grabbed a red tote bag, and dropped it at the edge of her mattress. She pulled out a pair of black handcuffs, each one shining under the light.

“What, what are those for?” I asked.

“Just in case you get cold feet,” she said, flying her way forward. I gulped, lowered myself to my back, and instinctively spread my arms toward the corners of the mattress. My heart kept pounding. Some part of me told me to stop this, that this was absolutely insane and it couldn’t happen.

And yet, I felt the metal around my right wrist, then my left.

“I’m not going to get cold feet,” I promised.

Click. She shackled my right wrist to the bed.

“You’re right about that,” she agreed.

Click. She shackled my left wrist to the other bedpost.

“Very nice,” she said. “By the way, those are real handcuffs. You aren’t getting up until I say so.” She shifted her weight, repositioning herself between my legs. She looked down at my shaft. “You know, I’ve been with a couple of guys, and I think they were all at least twice as big as you.”

I blushed.

“Have you ever been able to please a girl with this?” She ran a finger along my legs. Her touch left electric sparks in its wake, hot energy coursing through my body now.

When I didn’t answer, she clicked her tongue and shook her head, “Oh, I’m sorry. You haven’t really mentioned dating any girls. Does that mean you’ve never been with one?”

Refusing to answer, I pressed my lips together and tried to look dignified and experienced all at the same time. “That, that’s none of your business.”

Vanessa wasn’t impressed, but she was entertained. She threw her head back, her black hair splashing along her shoulders. Her pale skin pinkened just a little bit as she burst into another round of laughter. “Oh, you silly little sissy. It’s okay. I don’t think all men are born to be powerful predators. Some of them, like you, aren’t big or dangerous. You’re just a cute and adorable little sissy.”

“I’m not a sissy!”

“You sure about that, cutie?” For so many men, their cocks could be symbols of power and intimidation. Not me. When she saw me, she called me “cutie”!

“If you really think you’re big and powerful, go ahead and get up. Break out of those restraints. Show me what kind of real man you are.” The corners of her eyes crinkled as she grinned ferociously.

“Okay,” I said. “I can do it.”

“And by the way, if you can’t, I’m going to lock you in chastity.”

“What?” I asked with another puff of disbelief.

“Yes,” she said. She reached over to her nightstand and pulled out a chastity cage. “I bought this is a joke for a boyfriend, but I think it would fit you pretty perfectly. It was going to be way, way too small for him, but I think this will be nice and snug on you.”

I had seen a chastity cage is online before. I wandered around the wrong website, saw that plastic tube, and increased my browsing confusion as I stared at the screen. But this wasn’t the screen or a mistake. She set the chastity cage right there on my chest. I felt the cool touch of the metal padlock, smooth and curved along my skin.

“This is insane,” I said.

“You don’t have to wear it if you can get away,” she said.

“Vanessa, please, we’re friends,” I protested.

“No,” she said with a shake of her head. “We stopped being friends when you decided you wanted to sleep with me. We stopped being friends when you thought you could sneak into my apartment and live with me. What were you hoping for, Alex? Did you think I would fall in love with you? Well, I might, just not the way you hoped!” She clapped her hands together, settled back on her knees, and grinned downward.

“Struggle. Struggle as hard as you can. Because I’m serious. Unless you can get up, I will put that cage on you.”

“For how long?” I asked.

“Do you really want to find out?”

I didn’t. In fact, I stared at the device. I considered what it might mean and what it could do to me. She had already laughed at my small manhood, but I couldn’t imagine what it would be like to lose access to my body, to be locked up and helpless before a girl like her.

“Vanessa, this isn’t a joke. Let me up right now.”

“If you can’t get up on your own, why should I bother helping you?”

My nostrils flared and my nose twitched as I glowered at her, but she just looked serenely down at me.

There was no way I could intimidate a girl like Vanessa. She spent her days arguing and hustling with real man. She saw me, she smiled, laughed, and decided she wanted me as a toy.

Adrenaline splashed through my body, and I pulled against my shackles, twisting tentatively at first. I felt the bite of the metal as I tugged and tested the right bond, then the left. The cuffs were cold, at least at first, only then they heated along my skin.

“Who knows how much time and I’m going to give you, Alex? You should try harder.”

I glowered up at her, angry that she could do this to me, but then she picked up the cage. “You can wear this under your new panties. Think about how cute you’re going to look. Oh, and as my sissy, I might not ever let you out. I might keep you locked up. I can wear the key wherever I go, and you’ll always see it dangling around my neck. How would that be?”

Finally, something sparked in me, breaking. With an explosion of movement, I kicked out with my feet, flailing my legs even as I pulled on the cuffs. The metal bands pressed down into my skin, leaving little grooves. My heart pounded, and I felt the cuffs again and again, each one holding me in place.

As I struggled, Vanessa remained sedate above me. “Come on, Alexa,” she said, using my new name. “You can do better than that. If you don’t want to be my feminized roommate, you had better try harder.” She practically sang through the constant threats.

Within moments, however, my strength abandoned me, and I fell back to the mattress. Panting, my chest rising and falling with every desperate gasp, I didn’t have anything left.

“Oh? Is that the best you’ve got?”

At some point over the course of my struggles, my erection had wilted, making my penis look even smaller. “So cute,” she said. “So adorably tiny!”

She laughed as I blushed, only then she picked up the chastity cage, slipped it over my miniscule member and locked it on. The whole process took less than a minute. And when I heard the click of the padlock, my insides clenched, and I stiffened, my shoulders bunching near my neck.

“Oh, relax. It’s not like you were going to use it anyway. I’m sure a boy like you thinks about girls like me all the time, but you never stood a chance. This way, you can be more honest with yourself. Doesn’t that sound like an improvement?”

“Please, just let me go!”

“Why would I do that? I’m going to make you into my sissy servant!” She clapped her hands together and practically sang the words as she chanted, “Sissy servant! Sissy servant! Sissy servant!”

“I’m never, ever going to be your servant,” I snarled back at her.

She stopped, her eyes becoming cold, her expression locking up with a mixture of anger and disdain.

“Oh, Alexa. You really don’t understand what it means to be a sissy, do you?” Mock sympathy dripped from every word.

Then she reached over to the red tote bag and pulled out a paddle. Long wide and thick, it looked brutal. I saw the polished metal, my eyes got big, and I started squirming away. With my arms chained to the corners of the bed, I couldn’t escape or evade. She grabbed me by my side, shoving me over.

With access to my butt, she tightened her grip on the paddle, brought it down hard, and I felt the first slap against my backside. I cried out immediately. I didn’t maintain any kind of dignity, no self-respect, zero defiance.

“Ow!” I howled out before she pulled back, swinging down two, three, five more times. She struck each blow in quick succession, each one slamming down against me. The pain drilled into my psyche. It flashed through every kind of defense I might’ve attempted to build.

She stopped, touching the smooth paddle to my skin. “Do you need more?”

I panted, my eyes wet, my bottom lip trembling. I knew I was on the verge of crying like some little girl, but I couldn’t help it.

She still braced one hand against the small of my back, which meant I couldn’t roll over or face her.

“Well?” Vanessa tease. “More?”

I still didn’t say anything. I was hesitating, perhaps hoping for some brilliant streak of diplomacy. Maybe I could talk to her, convince her to let me go. Maybe…

The paddle cracked down against my ass again. It all happened so fast! I howled out, crying and whimpering. I made these pathetic little sounds. Worse, I didn’t sound like a real man. Those weren’t the grunts or growls of masculine defiance.

“You cry out like a girl,” she said. “You’re whimpering like a sissy.”

She was right.

She struck five more times, picking different spots, making it impossible for me to predict what might happen or to prepare for it. Inevitably, I lost control.

“I’m a sissy!” I called out, feeling weak and defeated.

“Yes, you are,” she said, letting me drop onto my back. I fell into position and stared upward, my eyes wet.

“Are you ready to be mine?”

I quickly brought my chin down and up. “Yes. Yes, I, I can be yours.”

“There’s a good little sissy,” she said. She unlocked the handcuffs, and I pulled my arms down, crossing them over my chest. She surprised me by sliding her hands underneath my shoulders and pulling me up. Then she hugged me, holding me tight.

“We’re going to have so much fun together. You can be my little sissy slave, and I will let you serve me.” I registered the words, understanding what my future might entail, but I still enjoyed the feel of her body pressed up against mine. My shaft twitched uselessly in its new prison.

She held me tight, savoring the feel of my diminutive body against hers. She squeezed at a few points. She ran her fingers along my hair. “You’re so soft,” she whispered into my ear. “I’m going to let you grow it out. I bet you’re going to look so pretty. I’m going to put flowers in your hair.”

“Please, do you have to do this?” She pulled back, kept her hands on my shoulders, and looked right into my eyes. For a second, I could meet her gaze, but then I steeled myself and stared back at her.

“I don’t have to do anything, Alexa.” She grinned as I twitched. “I want to do this. I’ve always wanted a little dolly girl, you know, like a little sister. That’s going to be you. But you’re also going to get to cook and clean for me.”

“Please,” I said, stretching out the word.

“Oh, I know, it’s going to take some getting used to. But every time you defy me, I’m going to paddle you again.”

She loved it when I flinched. That much became clear.

“Now, go stand up in front of the mirror again. I’m going to get you dressed, put some ribbons in your hair, and do your makeup.”

“Fine,” I grumbled. Her hand shot out again, grabbing me by my wrist. “No,” she corrected. “I don’t like that the voice. Try again.”

“Okay… I will do what you want.”

“There’s a good little sissy. But from now on, you will address me as your Master.”

“My what?”

“Master,” she said. “I like the dignity it expresses, especially since you’re nothing but a slave now. Isn’t that right, sissy servant?”

Sissy servant Alexa. That would be me. I had a new title and a new name.

“Yes, Master,” I said, my insides shriveling as I surrendered another chunk of my dignity to this girl.

“There we go,” she said, reaching up and pinching my cheek.

Following her command, I scurried over to the mirror again. When I looked at myself, I shivered with embarrassment. I now wore a chastity cage, and one of my best friends held the key.

She came up behind me, only to slip something black around my neck. She drew the collar tight, clasping it near the nape of my neck. I tried to twitch away, to struggle, but her hand felt my ass, and she gave me a firm squeeze. “You’re a slave. And slaves wear collars.” She made it sound obvious and inevitable.

“Yes, Master,” I told her. Master. The word made me shiver with embarrassment.

“What color?”

I gulped, unable to answer.

“I think for your first pair of panties, it should be something pink, something bright, almost neon.” As she spoke, she sauntered over to one of her drawers, slid it open, and nodded to herself. “I think this will fit nicely.” She held up the panties, an upright triangle. At first, I didn’t want to look, but then I forced myself. Determined to offer some modicum of bravery, I glanced in her direction and saw the panties for the first time. “No. Please, not those. Please, they’re too much!”

Neon pink, as promised, these panties also came with little white ruffles along the edges. It looked like something a horny wife might put on to please her husband.

She tossed the panties, and I grabbed them, sensing the extra weight of my chastity cage as I did so.

“Put them on,” she ordered, and I followed her command because I didn’t want to endure the humiliation of another paddling.

I slid them up along my legs. When I felt the soft material over my scrotum, I shivered. I hated the way the study material seemed to hug my butt cheeks even as everything felt so tight and restrictive.

“Very cute,” she said. “Do a little spin for your Master.”

Like a timid girl, I held my hands to my chest as I did a slow turn for her.

Vanessa threw her head back and laughed at me because nothing like my feminization could be this entertaining for her. With a slow clap, she added, “That’s good. Oh, that’s so good. I love getting to play Dress Up with my new sissy!”

Silent, I stared down and scrambled to come up with some argument or reason for why she should stop. In the meantime, she returned to her closet, picked out an outfit, and came back within minutes. “I think this is going to be perfect for you,” she said, handing me a plaid, pink dress.

“What is this?”

“Something slutty and humiliating all at the same time,” she promised.

“Please, please stop this,” I begged even as my hands went to the shoulders of the dress. I held it up, looking at it.

“Oh, that’s right. Maybe I should give you a nice bra to wear too! That way, you can have a really girly physique.” She snapped her fingers, skipped back, and grabbed a bra from her closet. “This is a little bit older,” she said, holding up the white harness. “But if we stuffed it, I think it will look really cute on you!” Even as I held the pink dress, she pulled the bra up over my shoulders, strapping it in place. I felt the hooks connect between my shoulder blades, I shook with dismay.

Vanessa loved it. She grabbed some tissues and stuffed my front, evening everything out and making me look dainty and feminine.

“Oh, this is so perfect. Such a cute little sissy!” She reached over and pinched my cheek.

“Okay. You already put me in a bra and panties. This has to be enough. Please, just change your mind,” I said.

Vanessa came up to me, grabbed my ass, and squeezed ferociously. Her fingernails dug down into my skin, leaving little grooves as she said, “this is your new lifestyle. Say it.”

She squeezed harder, I obeyed, “This is my new lifestyle now.” I mumbled the words, but it didn’t matter because I agreed to this. I gave my consent, surrendering to the feminization she had planned for me.

“Good sissy,” she said, reaching up and stroking my hair.

Vanessa stepped back and waited for me to give in again. Within a few more seconds, my reluctance broke. Despite my yearning to resist or fight her, I pulled the dress up over my head and shoulders. My hands found the short, quarter-length sleeves, and I pulled the dress down over my body. As I felt the waistline squeeze against my torso, my insides clenched.

This was too much. I should have been better than this, stronger. And yet, she stepped up behind me again. Grinning from over my shoulder, she pinched the zipper tab and pulled up. Suddenly, the dress became even tighter.

“Don’t worry. I will give you a hand when it’s time to let you out.”

I wouldn’t be able to take the dress off on my own.

“There are some shoes and socks by the foot of the bed. Put them on, sissy.”

“Yes, Master,” I said to her, scurrying to obey. I saw the white, knee-high socks, my insides tensed again, especially because they came with ruffles, just like my panties. I pulled the socks on, one after another. Next, I looked down at the shoes. They were black and velvet with high heels and silver buckles.

“No. Please, not that,” I said.

“What’s wrong? You don’t want wear pretty high heels like a pretty girl?”

“No!” I said. “Please, don’t make me!”

“I’m not making you do anything, Alexa. I’m just giving you what you really need. You asked to be my roommate. And that’s exactly what will get. Granted, you didn’t know you were to wear a collar and panties too, but that’s okay. This is a compromise I’m willing to make.”

I didn’t move right away or laugh at her little joke, her expression hardened. “Put them on, Alexa.”

I raised my feet, first my left, then my right, and I slipped my toes down into the shoes. She buckled them on for me, and suddenly I was wobbling, uncomfortable and unable to keep my balance. My arms flailed out, but that just made her chuckle again. “Don’t worry,” she promised, taking my arm and steadying me. “You’ll get used to them. It’s not like you have a choice.”

When I gulped, I felt the tension from the collar around my neck. I followed her back to the mirror, but this time she positioned me at the desk. She sat me down for one reason, “Let’s do your makeup!”

Vanessa started with a cold wipe. She cleaned off my face with cool pads, starting at my forehead, working down to my temples, my cheeks, then over to my chin and up back to my nose. She was very thorough, telling me when to turn my head or close my eyes.

“This is so much fun. I should have done this years ago!”

Silent, I decided not to dignify her comment with an answer. If she even noticed, she gave no sign of it, especially as she continued on with the blush. She dabbed it along my cheeks, making me look adorable. Next, she applied some eyeliner, eyeshadow, and finally lipstick.

With every second, my heart kicked wildly in my chest, and I tried not to look back at my reflection.

Eventually, she gave me no choice. “Check out the pretty little sissy!”

I shook my head. No, I didn’t want to see myself, not like this.

“If you don’t look at your reflection, I’m going to start taking pictures and sending them to all of our college classmates.”

My lips parted, my jaw dropping as I jerked my head back in her direction. Sure enough, she was serious.

Defeated, I turned back to my reflection, only to feel like I was seeing myself. Yes, I had always known that my features were dainty and almost girlish, but she had highlighted my high cheekbones, big eyes, and full lips. In just a few minutes, she had stripped away my understated masculinity and highlighted just how girly I could look.

“How does that feel, sissy?”

I jumped up, while on my feet, and raised a finger toward her.

Big mistake.

Just as I started speaking, she shook her head. “No,” she growled out. “You are a slave. You do not try to lecture me. You can be thankful and that’s it. Now say thank you.”

“I won’t,” I told her.

She grabbed me by my collar, her fingers slipping into the ring at the base of my throat. Then she yanked me forward. Again, I nearly fell as she brought me over to the bed.

She bent me over, grabbed my wrists, and pulled them back toward the handcuffs. Click and click came the mechanical noises to tell me that I was shackled in place once again. “I know what the problem is,” Vanessa cooed. “You haven’t been treated like a girl yet, so you still think you can enjoy some kind of male privilege. Let’s fix that.”

She stepped back behind me, outside of my field of vision. Her hands moved down into the red tote bag as she searched for the equipment she needed. Then I heard her pants fall down. I could hear the rustling of fabric, the tightening of straps, and the banging of something leather and something plastic.

When she stepped back in front of me, climbed up onto the bed and knelt, she still wore her office blouse from earlier. Only now, my eyes stared up at the pink dildo positioned between her legs and held in place by a harness. “It’s double-sided,” she said, “One for you and another for me.” She grinned ferociously, showing her teeth all over again.

Before I knew what was happening, she grabbed me by my hair, forced my head up, making me gasp. She leaned in, thrusting her hips forward and pushing the dildo into my mouth and almost down my throat. “Suck it, bitch,” she commanded.

My eyes watered, a whimper vibrated from my throat, and I tried to pull my head back, yet she didn’t release me, so I had no choice. I lips tightened around the circumference, and I started sucking her artificial cock, giving her the blow job she expected. She pushed forward and pulled back, savoring the friction of that toy against my mouth. At the same time, she loved the way it pushed and probed her own opening.

While I was humiliated, she was aroused.

“That’s right,” she growled, “Take it. Take every inch!”

Ruthless, she shoved the tip of the toy deep into my mouth, brushing it along the back of my throat. At several points, I nearly gagged, yet I somehow managed to keep my muscles relaxed as I fought off those natural instincts.

“Very nice,” she said, pulling back. “But I’m done with appetizers. I want the main course.”

I didn’t understand what she meant as she slipped away from the mattress. Exhausted, I strode forward, ignoring the shackles around my wrists until she lifted my skirt, pulled down my panties, and ordered me to spread my legs.

“Spread them,” she repeated. When I didn’t obey fast enough she spanked my naked ass, forcing my obedience. That’s when she came forward, thrusting her wet dildo between my butt cheeks. She penetrated me, thrusting down. In one quick movement, she slid the tip of that toy deep into my body, burying her dildo to the hilt. I cried out, my shaft trying to harden despite its prison.

“You’re a sissy now,” she said. “This is how you have sex. Say it.”

Panting, I managed to keep my eyes shut as I tried to hide. Holding my lips still I said the requisite words, “I’m a sissy now! This, this is how I have sex!”

She practically lunged forward, thrusting down into me. She pulled back.

Vanessa enjoyed my body, the way I cried out, the way I struggled and the chains around my wrists clicked and jingled. To her, this was an aphrodisiac, pushing her closer and closer to that wonderful orgasm.

Pretty soon, she just grabbed my hair, pulled my head back, and promised, “You’re going to be a little sissy slut for me. You’ll do whatever I want. And guess what? This is what I want from you. I want to use you like my plaything. You belong to me now, Alexa. You belong to me because I’m better than you and stronger than you. I’m going to take such good care of you. I’m going to use you every single day and train you. I want to show you off to all of my friends. I want my coworkers to see what I can do with a weakling like you!” The words strained from her lips. These promises were for herself as much as me. Suddenly, she screamed out, the sounds bouncing off her bedroom walls as the inferno of pleasure sizzled through her body.

She pulled back, stood tall and finally released me from the restraints. I turned around, lowered myself to my knees, and slowly looked up at her. “How may I serve you, Master?” I asked, my eyes shining with the desire to please her.

She stroked my hair and said, “Let’s get you trained on the proper way to clean my apartment.”

The End
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