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   Mandy’s Doll 
 
      
 
    Heavy, stifling exhaustion clung to him. As hard as he tried to put his thoughts together, he couldn’t push through the weighty darkness of his eyelids. 
 
    Not yet. 
 
    “Go on,” Jason heard her say. Despite the fatigue clinging to his brain, he still recognized the sound of her voice. 
 
    He always loved how she spoke—her soft tone. 
 
    Her voice rippled through the air and resonated along his body. He shifted awkwardly, trying to move, only to sense the restraints around his wrists and ankles. As he recognized those leather shackles, his eyes widened in the dark, but he still couldn’t see anything. 
 
    “You can do it,” she coaxed him. “Struggle. Fight. Show me what a big, strong man you are. Come on. You should be able to do it. Didn’t you always like to brag about how much you work out?” He couldn’t see it, but a smile curved along her lips. 
 
    “Mandy?” Jason asked. “Is that you? What—what’s going on here?” 
 
    “Your punishment,” she said simply. 
 
    “My, my punishment?” Jason asked, stammering as nervous energy began to pump through his body. 
 
    Discordant sensations pulsed through him. Distantly, he recognized that this was dangerous. Mandy, his ex-girlfriend, was poised somewhere above him out in the dark. He should have been scared or angry. At the same time, this bizarre grogginess clung to his brain, turning his thoughts sluggish and slow. 
 
    “That’s right,” she said. “You were a jerk, Jason. You never appreciated me or everything I did for you.” 
 
    She clicked her tongue. Even though he couldn’t see anything, he imagined Mandy shaking her head from side to side. This girl was always good at disdain. 
 
    “I helped you,” she said. “While you were in school, I supported you. And the moment you graduated and got your job, what did you do? You broke up with me. You used me, Jason. And now, it’s my turn to use you.” 
 
    “No,” he said as he pushed as much authority and vehemence into his voice as he could. He tried so hard to sound determined and defiant. At the same time, he tugged on his restraints again. They held fast. 
 
    “Come on,” she said. “Can’t you even admit it? Can’t you tell me that you were a jerk and a bastard? Own it.” 
 
    “Just because we were dating, that didn’t mean I owed you anything,” he shot back. 
 
    But then he tensed when her fingers brushed along his shin, up along the curve of his knee, then over his thigh. Her fingertips were soft. Her nails were sharp. 
 
    His breathing quickened, and she giggled, “What’s wrong? Are you scared?” 
 
    “How, how did you do this?” 
 
    “What’s wrong? You don’t remember?” 
 
    Jason clenched his eyes shut, and he tried to search through his memories. Images of going to work crystallized first. He recalled arriving, going at the break room, drinking coffee, sitting at his desk and working in his cubicle. He remembered a disagreement with Tonya from Accounting. 
 
    But then everything became fuzzy and hazy. 
 
    “Think about that red dress,” she said to him. 
 
    Jason pressed his lips together. A red dress? 
 
    Yeah… 
 
    After work, he went straight home. He started to make his dinner—spaghetti and meatballs—and that’s when he heard the doorbell. He was surprised. He wasn’t expecting any guests or incoming packages. 
 
    But then he had opened the door, and that’s when he saw her. 
 
    Mandy. 
 
    Gorgeous with her dark hair, her red lips, her perfect breasts, and her trimmed waist. She was amazing, he thought. In that moment, right when he opened the door, he hadn’t been able to remember exactly why he had dumped her. 
 
    He wanted someone else. He wanted someone who’d worship him. 
 
    Jason never said those words out loud, but he didn’t need to. Deep down, he knew what he craved. More importantly, he knew what he deserved. 
 
    In her red dress, she had sauntered in and asked for some wine, so he had obliged. 
 
    At first, Jason had suspected this would be some kind of trick or trap. He expected her to start whining about how they broke up, but she twisted some of her hair around one finger, glanced down, giggled, and said, “I’m thirsty.” Her eyes twinkled with mischievous delight, like this was college and a hookup could be a lot of fun. 
 
    She told him everything he needed to hear. 
 
    Like any other horny guy, Jason gave her the glass of wine, listened to her for a couple of minutes, and then he moved from the chair to the couch. He sat next to her, he reached up, and he brushed his fingers through her dark tresses. Then he gripped her scalp, leaned in, and he kissed her. 
 
    With his eyes closed, he didn’t see if she slipped anything into his wine. 
 
    “Yes,” she said back in the present, “I drugged you, Jason. I slipped a little sedative into your wine, so we didn’t even have sex.” 
 
    Anger roiled and cut through his chest as he twisted from side to side. “When you first woke up, I told you to struggle. You’ve barely tried. Come on, Jason. Show me what you can do.” 
 
    He hated to cooperate, but he really believed he would be able to rip himself out of those restraints. 
 
    His muscles twitched. He tensed and struggled, flexing as much as he could even as he yanked and kicked out. 
 
    The shackles jerked an inch from side to side, but he couldn’t move more than that. 
 
    “Poor boy,” she said. “This must be really frustrating for you. You can’t get away, can you? Well, maybe you just need the right incentives.” 
 
    Licking his lips, he wondered if he could try something else. If he could pick out the right strategy, he knew he could get out of this. 
 
    Besides, Jason understood what he really wanted to do. If he could get out of these restraints, then he could grab this girl, throw her down, hold her in place, and take whatever he wanted. 
 
    She thought she could screw with his head? Well then, he could screw with her body. 
 
    His nostrils twitched for a moment as he fought to keep his anger in check. 
 
    “You’re not going to get away with this,” Jason promised her. “If you want to avoid prison time, you should let me up right now.” 
 
    “Jason, I have plans for you…” Mandy stroked his thigh again. Her fingers moved up along the flat of his stomach, then back down to his other thigh. 
 
    Her prisoner worked to hold back his body’s natural reactions, yet he couldn’t help himself. The arousal played just beneath his skin, searching along his body until his shaft stiffened. 
 
    “You’re excited,” she purred. 
 
    He blinked his eyes, clenched his brows, and finally realized why everything was dark. 
 
    A narrow mask covered his eyes, blocking out every bit of light. He would have realized he wore a blindfold, only his thoughts still weren’t coming as quickly as they should have. And now he tried to twist away, to hide his genitals from her, but she slid her fingertips along the base of his shaft up to his tip. 
 
    A growl of frustration vibrated in his chest. Except then she pulled her hand away, and he worked hard to ignore the disappointment. 
 
    “Is this why you broke up with me? Were you hoping I was going to enslave you the whole time?” 
 
    “Enslave me?” Fear rippled through his voice until he got his emotions under control. He focused on the anger, coaxing it and roared, “You aren’t going to get away with this! I’m going to get free right now!” 
 
    Right now. 
 
    He would come to regret those words. 
 
    Jason yanked and twisted as hard as he could on his bonds. He fought the restraints with everything he had a for several long minutes. From one moment the next, he bucked and thrashed like a wild animal. But as he writhed there in captivity, his ex-girlfriend stood over him and watched. 
 
    She enjoyed the show. 
 
    As his strength diminished, he finally gave in and dropped back down. His back hit the soft pad beneath him, yet his arms remained spread and his legs still pointed to the bottom corners of the bed. 
 
    Mandy touched a well-manicured fingernail to his by and gently dragged it up along his skin, leaving a wake of little electric tingles in his flesh. 
 
    “Poor boy. You tried so hard, and you still failed. It’s like me. I tried to be a good girlfriend, but you still dumped me. I mean, I thought I knew you, but you just took advantage of me.” 
 
    “No, that’s not true,” he said. 
 
    “Yes, it is, and you’re going to admit it,” she said. A moment later, he felt something graze his thigh, then his flank. She brushed of the rounded tip along his forearm, then down his bicep. 
 
    Jason froze. 
 
    Although he couldn’t know what she held in her hand, he was certain he wouldn’t like it. 
 
    With another little giggle, she asked, “Would you like to know what this is?” 
 
    Defiant, he kept his mouth shut and his teeth locked together. If she expected him to play her game, he intended to disappoint her. 
 
    “Oh, it’s cute when you think you can resist, Jason. I’ve been thinking about you a lot for the last few months. Other girls would have just gone out, gotten drunk with their friends, and moved on. Me? I’m resentful. I’m angry. And that’s why I’m going to enslave you.” 
 
    “The moment you let me out of these restraints, I will—” 
 
    “Do whatever I want,” she said, interrupting him. “You’re going to be whatever I want too. Yes, you will. You might think this is hyperbole, but you’re wrong, Jason. Now, should we get started?” 
 
    “Started? Started with what?” Mandy’s prisoner asked right before the blaze of agony blasted through his skin. Pain! It crushed him, wrecking his thoughts and instincts as it swept everything away. 
 
    When he felt the rounded tip of her electric baton, he hadn’t known what was. Maybe he imagined she was holding onto a dildo or something. It could have been some other sort of sex toy. 
 
    But now she pressed the black tip against his side, pressed the button, and the electricity surged from the smooth metal into his receptive skin. 
 
    When the electricity swarmed into him, Jason stopped. His thoughts froze, scattered and broken. While the torrents of pain washed over him. Everything became white agony as the heat flashed across his skin. 
 
    Then it stopped, he was panting, and his heart kicked frenetically in his chest. He blinked beneath the eye mask as he tried to get his thoughts in order. 
 
    Throughout his life and academic career, Jason had always been able to articulate himself. But now his thoughts jumbled together, and he didn’t know what to do. 
 
    “That was the lowest setting,” said the beautiful girl who stood above him. 
 
    “Would you like another taste?” 
 
    Because he still didn’t understand just how much it could sting, he stayed silent. 
 
    She jabbed a different spot along his side, pressed the button, and watched as he howled out. His lips pulled back, revealing his teeth as he screamed. 
 
    Mandy grinned. 
 
    Really, she had wondered how she would feel, especially because she understood what her friends would have said if they heard about this. Sure, lots of them joked about kidnapping their ex-boyfriends and making them pay for all of their misdeeds, but how many girls actually did it? 
 
    Although Mandy couldn’t know, she was proud of herself for taking the initiative. 
 
    Too often, boys like Jason got away with their misbehavior. They could lie, cheat, manipulate, and ultimately get away with it. Someone had to make this boy pay. 
 
    So now, Mandy decided to give him another dose. 
 
    He was stammering, struggling to catch his breath and speak at the same time, but she stroked the tip of her baton along his right leg. Then she jabbed it against his skin, pressed the button, and watched as he tensed up and cried out. 
 
    Finally, she stopped. 
 
    “How was that?” Mandy asked. 
 
    “No more,” he panted. “Please, no more.” 
 
    “But I thought you were so strong? I thought you could handle anything? Isn’t that what you liked to go on about, Jason?” It was true. He was the kind of guy who really believed willpower and determination could overcome any problem. 
 
    “Come on, Jason. You can do better than this. I mean, just stay stoic. Isn’t that what you told me when we broke up? I just had to master my feelings? Well, okay. Master yours.” 
 
    “I was wrong!” 
 
    It didn’t matter. 
 
    He could have admitted anything, and she would have continued to punish him anyway. 
 
    This time, she pressed the baton down against the right side of his stomach. Still on the lowest setting, she unleashed another barrage of electricity. The pain coursed through his body, leaping from one nerve to another as his muscles locked. 
 
    The white agony gripped him again, and maybe he was shouting. He couldn’t even be certain. But then it stopped, and he jerked his head from side to side even as he frantically tried to punch and kick his way free. His breath remained broken and ragged as he puffed his lungs. 
 
    The shackles held him down; they made sure this captive boy wasn’t going anywhere. 
 
    Perfect, she thought. 
 
    Jason knew he had to try something else. 
 
    “Please…” he begged. The word trembled from his mouth, and he clenched his eyes shut beneath the eye mask. He kept waiting for another burst of agony, but his ex-girlfriend seemed to hover above him. She surprised him. 
 
    At first, he didn’t know how to react, but his body did. With one hand, she stroked his balls. With the other, she wrapped her fingertips around his length. She started to stroke and tease, to squeeze and rub him. His most sensitive spots responded instantly! 
 
    “What, what’re you doing?” stammered her boy prisoner. 
 
    “Playing with you,” she said, like it didn’t really matter. 
 
    “No. Wait. You can’t!” 
 
    She was rubbing him faster now, bringing him closer and closer to an orgasm. He didn’t want to experience that throbbing pulse of pleasure. He didn’t want to enjoy any second of this, especially after all of the pain she had inflicted. 
 
    And yet, Jason didn’t get a vote. 
 
    She teased him, more and more. 
 
    Just a few more moments. Within a few more pulses of his heart, his shaft would pulsate, and he would come hard! 
 
    But then she drew her hand away, and he was left panting there on the bed, strapped down and powerless. 
 
    With a grimace, he wanted to say something, but he knew that this girl could do whatever she liked with him. That was the point, he realized. He had no control here. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I’m sorry I broke up with you,” he said as he tried to think of something she might wish to hear. “I messed up, okay? I was a jerk.” 
 
    “You still haven’t admitted the truth,” she said. 
 
    She picked up the baton and stroked it along his rib cage, down his sternum, then along his stomach. 
 
    She didn’t push the button, however, so he didn’t into her another storm of electricity. 
 
    “The truth?” Jason asked. Again and again, he tried not to flinch when she touched to the smooth tip to his exposed skin. 
 
    “That’s right,” she said. “You need to tell me how you used me. You need to admit the truth about being a manipulative bastard.” 
 
    His nostrils flared, and he clenched his eyes shut. 
 
    Like so many other guys, Jason needed to believe he was a man of honor. He thought he had a code. He went out with his friends and denigrated women when they joked about “sluts and whores,” but he still thought of himself as a modern gentleman. It was easy for him to ignore his own hypocrisy. 
 
    His stubborn streak surged back to life, “No. I didn’t use you!” 
 
    “Are you sure about that?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Liar,” she said almost playfully. Then her fingers glided along his ankles, up his legs, and along his torso before she stroked his neck. 
 
    “It’s funny. I’m starting to think maybe you even believe that. Maybe you think you really cared about me, but you didn’t. If you had it, you wouldn’t have let me take care of you.” 
 
    “You didn’t take care of me!” 
 
    “I cooked, cleaned, worked, and made sure you had everything you needed while you were in school,” she replied. “Four years. For four years, I made sure you didn’t have to worry about anything but your grades. Most students don’t get that kind of support. But you did it because I loved you.” 
 
    “And I loved you too!” 
 
    If he hoped this declaration would help him, he was wrong. 
 
    A scowl played across her beautiful face as she jabbed him again. She held the baton down against his skin and hit the button. Then she paused and smirked before she let the electricity blast through his body. 
 
    He howled out again, screaming until he couldn’t breathe. Then she pulled the baton away. “Just in case you’re curious, I want you to know that the device I’m using has been perfectly calibrated. It will sting quite a bit, and it can definitely make you cry out, but it won’t cause any permanent damage.” 
 
    “Screw you!” 
 
    She punished him again. And again. And again! 
 
    Mandy used her baton until she started to wonder if maybe the battery would die. But no. The woman who designed this implement of punishment had done an amazing job, so Mandy could continue working on her ex-boyfriend until he broke. Besides, she could tell it wouldn’t be long now. 
 
    He was just a boy, and boys liked to tell themselves stories about how strong they were, but in reality, they needed to be tamed. They yearned for it. She could see it along his features. Even if she couldn’t see his eyes, she knew exactly how to read this boy. 
 
    “Have you been happy?” 
 
    He licked his lips, “What?” 
 
    “Have you been happy?” Mandy repeated. 
 
    He inhaled, filling his lungs as he got ready to lie. But then, after everything he had already endured, Jason had to tell the truth. For once, since waking up, he had to be totally honest. 
 
    “No…” 
 
    “There. You see. It’s better when you’re honest with me. I bet you thought you would be able to run out and start dating all of these girls. You probably thought you could just grab some random sorority brat. But that’s not what has happened, is it? No. You might be a handsome boy, but I know who you are, Jason.” 
 
    “And who is that?” Jason snapped. 
 
    “My slave,” she said. “My pet. My plaything. And that’s why we’re going to get started with you. Are you ready?” 
 
    “Ready for what?” 
 
    “Are you ready to be broken and remade as my plaything?” 
 
    The moisture drained away from his mouth. 
 
    That’s when she reached down and pulled the mask off of him. Suddenly the bright illumination played along his face. By this point, the sedatives had burned away completely, but he blinked quickly, doing his best to get his vision to adjust. 
 
    He saw her face and had just one thought, Damn. She’s beautiful. He didn’t know why this idea popped into his head. And yet, it hardly mattered because she used the baton again, and this time she was determined to drain the battery 
 
    “There we go,” she said as he cried out, howled, and thrashed against his restraints. 
 
    She used to the tip of her baton along his arms and legs, his sides, his stomach and shoulders. 
 
    At several points, he might’ve thought she had finally finished. She would pull the baton away, only to push it down against the different spot as she unleashed another acidic rush of agony. 
 
    Then she yanked the baton away, and his muscles went slack. 
 
    “Jason…” she said, her voice soft and tantalizing. 
 
    To avoid another dose of pain, he quickly gasped out, “What…what is it?” 
 
    “Relax this little guy,” she said and nudged his shaft with the tip of the baton. Although he flinched, the pain didn’t rush into his body because she didn’t press the button and activate the electrode. 
 
    “What? Why?” In spite of the electricity—or maybe because of it—his shaft had remained hard. 
 
    “Because I’m going to lock you up,” she said. 
 
    Opening his eyes and staring at the blank ceiling, Jason gasped. He concentrated hard and worked to let the arousal dissipate from his body. First, he thought about every piece of paperwork he needed to do his taxes. Next, he remembered that one girl who used to have a crush on him back in high school. She was the one who thought it would be nice to try to cast a magical spell on him. 
 
    Even now, strapped down and helpless in front of his ex-girlfriend, Jason shivered when he thought about the so-called “witch”. 
 
    It worked. 
 
    Because Mandy gave him the time he needed, the desires began to fade from his body. He closed his eyes and relaxed as best he could. 
 
    That’s why he didn’t see his ex-girlfriend gather up the different components. 
 
    He didn’t see the cylindrical cage, the metal band, the lock or the rivets. Instead, he relaxed as best he could because he feared what Mandy might to do. 
 
    If he had understood the price of cooperating, he might’ve fought harder. 
 
    But that it didn’t matter because she grabbed his flaccid shaft and slid it into the cylindrical cage. Cold metal glided along his flesh. The chill made sure his shaft wouldn’t go erect again for the next couple of seconds. Then he wouldn’t get the option at all. 
 
    From there, she slipped the metal band underneath the base of his scrotum. She used the different connectors, securing one after another. 
 
    By this point, Jason jerked his head up and looked down along the length of his body. He saw the chastity cage. 
 
    “What is that?” 
 
    Mandy chuckled. “Do you like it? It’s a cock lock. You’re going to be wearing it from now on, sissy slave.” 
 
    Cock lock? Sissy slave? 
 
    The words punched into him, but he didn’t really understand what they meant. 
 
    “What, what are you talking about?” 
 
    Once she slid the lock into place, she peered down into his eyes for several long seconds. His bottom lip trembled, and he struggled to come up with some question or a sharp remark, something to provoke a response. 
 
    Only then, before he could come up with anything good, she leaned to down, the tips of her hair brushed along his neck, and she kissed him firmly on the mouth. 
 
    Alluring arousal pulsed through his body, especially because she stroked his neck, caressed his chest, and ran her fingers along his inner thighs. Then she let her fingertips glide along his scrotum. Not only that, she gently teased him beneath his balls. When they dated, Mandy did this every time they had sex because she knew exactly how much he loved it. 
 
    The desperation pulsed through his body. 
 
    His desires hadn’t changed, and she knew precisely what to do, the rhythm and tension, the perfect kiss to turn this boy on. 
 
    Within moments, he was tightening up. Better yet, his shaft started to harden, only to test the confines of those thin, smooth metal bars. 
 
    “You can’t get hard, can you?” Mandy taunted him as she broke off the kiss and looked down into his eyes. 
 
    Jason blinked several times as he tried to get his thoughts in order. 
 
    Then he looked down along the length of his body again. Sure enough, the cage forced his shaft down, making sure his manhood couldn’t get hard. 
 
    “What, what did you do to me?” Jason panted. 
 
    She could have picked up the baton, pressed to down against his skin, and unleashed another barrage of agony. And yet, she didn’t. Instead, she let the corners of her mouth rise up as she grinned ferociously at her boy. 
 
    “Your orgasms belong to me,” she said. “And don’t worry about your boy parts.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “I have the key,” she said. That’s when she pulled the chain from beneath her blouse to reveal the small sliver of metal. The key dangled back and forth. He studied its teeth. He saw the light glint along the silver exterior. 
 
    “This is the key to your chastity cage,” she elaborated. “This is something you’re going to want very, very badly. But it doesn’t belong to you. Who does it belong to?” 
 
    Jason stared at her hard. His glower practically glowed with bright anger and frustration. Even so, he couldn’t bring himself to utter a word or phrase which he might regret. 
 
    “Go on, Jason. You can do it.” 
 
    “You,” he finally broke. “It belongs to you.” 
 
    She patted him on the head. “That’s right. Now, I’m going to step out, and I’m going to put this key in a very special, very secure place. After that, I’m going to let you up.” 
 
    She spun around with a flip of her hair, practically skipped off, and Jason could only watch her disappear through the door as she headed back into some other part of her home. 
 
    Left alone now, Jason glanced at his restraints. He had already tried to fight so hard. As much as he wanted to escape, he already knew it would be futile. He could feel it deep within his core. There was no point in struggling. There was no reason for him to fight or waste of the last of his strength. 
 
    Then, after just a couple of minutes, his captor returned with a bright smile on her face. The beautiful girl practically hopped up to the spot right in front of his bed, and she grinned, “I left the key somewhere very safe. You could tear down this entire place, and you would never find it.” 
 
    Jason believed her. 
 
    “I, I understand,” he said, slow intimidated. 
 
    “Good.” She patted him on the head. “You know what our problem was when we dated?” 
 
    He gulped and shook his head. “No,” he said. “What, what was our problem?” 
 
    “We tried to date as equals. I was going to be the girlfriend, and you were going to be the boyfriend.” 
 
    “That’s how dating works,” he said, feeling snide. 
 
    She grabbed the baton, poked it against his side, and hit the button. 
 
    By this point, Jason tried to stammer out an apology, but it was too late. The barrage of electricity rushed through his body. “I didn’t like your attitude,” she said, as though he needed an explanation. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he quickly said. 
 
    “Good.” She patted him on the head. “You should be.” 
 
    Although he bristled, she went back to teaching her slave, “I’m not going to let you be a boyfriend any longer.” 
 
    “And what am I going to be?” 
 
    “My sissy slave,” she replied. 
 
    His brows creased. 
 
    When she first skipped back into this room, she had a bag with her. Mandy had dropped down beside the bed, outside of his line of sight. Now she crouched down, exposing some of her cleavage. Despite everything, he looked and studied her wonderful breasts. 
 
    Jason had never appreciated how gorgeous this girl really was. He had always wondered if he could do better. He’d been such a fool! 
 
    But now she unzipped her bag, reached down, and she pulled something out. Mandy held it up by the corners, and when he saw this pair of panties, he didn’t understand. 
 
    “What, what is that?” 
 
    “Panties,” she said as though he should have been able to figure it out all on his own. “Your panties.” 
 
    His body stiffened. “No,” he said. “No way.” 
 
    “You’re not a man anymore,” she said. “In fact, I’ve been thinking about it for a long time, Jason, and I have decided you were never meant to be a man either.” 
 
    “What, what are you talking about?” 
 
    “That was the problem,” she explained breezily. “I let you get aggressive. I let you pretend to be a man. Just look at your face. You’re practically smooth without shaving. You have hardly any body hair at all. And your muscles are so underdeveloped. I think there’s a reason why you couldn’t get away.” 
 
    How could she say anything like that? Yes, Jason knew that he wasn’t an especially muscular or bulky man, but this was crazy! 
 
    With a barbaric roar, he thrashed against his restraints. Crossing her arms over her chest as she still held the dainty panties in the palm of her hand, Mandy watched as he bucked like some wild animal. He was fighting so hard, flexing his muscles and thrashing about. 
 
    Then his strength gave out, and she tilted her head to the side while she looked down at him. “Are you done?” 
 
    His nostrils twitched. 
 
    “You can have the pantie—or the baton and then the panties.” 
 
    “That’s not fair!” 
 
    Mandy didn’t care about his protests. She grabbed the baton again and stroked it along his leg before jabbing it into his side. The rounded tip pressed into his skin, she tapped the button, and another storm of electricity exploded through his body, forcing this boy to arches back as his muscles locked up again. He cried out, shouting and screaming. He howled desperately. 
 
    “What’s it going to be?” 
 
    “Panties!” 
 
    “Do you need to wear panties because you’re a sissy?” 
 
    “Yes! Yes, I need to wear panties because I’m a sissy!” At that moment, Jason would have said and done anything to avoid another burst of agony. 
 
    “Good,” she shot back with a contented smile. She released his legs from the shackles, and he looked up at this beautiful girl. 
 
    She held the panties out for him. They would be snug, but the pink satin would fit beautifully along his buttocks and thighs. 
 
    Jason couldn’t believe he was about to do this. Throughout his life, he had recognized that he was smaller and weaker that a lot of the other men. Even so, he’d hit puberty, and he thought he could act like some alpha jackass. 
 
    He couldn’t. 
 
    He was always meant to be a sissy. 
 
    He had the perfect body for panties. 
 
    Now he felt the satin as she slipped the snug briefs past his toes, along his feet, up his ankles and over the length of his legs until his scrotum was encased in that soft, pink material with the white ruffles along the edges. 
 
    “Very good,” she said. “Very, very good.” 
 
    Then she reached up and released his from the shackles. 
 
    The moment his hands came free, he snapped his arms up. He meant to grabbed her, to take this girl, flip her onto the bed, and hold her down. 
 
    She caught his wrists in her hands, and she forced him to the mattress. She pinned him, climbed up onto the bed, and straddled him. 
 
    With some of her dark hair hanging loose, she grinned down at her slave. 
 
    “How?” Jason asked, genuinely confused. “How are you doing this?” 
 
    “Those drugs I gave you weren’t just sedatives,” she said. “I slipped some very special muscle relaxants in as well. From now on, you’re going to be taking medicine every day.” 
 
    “Medicine? What kind of medicine?” 
 
    “Don’t worry your sissy little head about that,” she teased as she leaned down and kissed him. He tried to turn his head away, but she released his left wrist, grabbed his cheeks between her fingertips, and forced her slave to face her. Then she kissed him. She enjoyed every second of it, especially as he whimpered beneath her. 
 
    Now that he had been freed from the restraints, Jason could feel it—a fuzzy sense of weakness deep in his arms and legs. 
 
    “Let’s get you dressed,” she said. 
 
    She slipped off of the mattress, and he stayed there on his back, helpless and spent. Feeling tamed, he didn’t know what to do or how to fight this young woman. 
 
    “Get up,” she ordered. 
 
    Reluctantly, he obeyed. He slid off of the mattress and stood there in front of her. She reached out, placed her hand on the back of his neck, and guided him over to the full-length mirror. 
 
    “That’s you,” she said. 
 
    There was the thin, adorably slender boy in pink panties. The satin glistened. 
 
    She stepped over to the closet, rolled the door open, and pulled out something special for him. 
 
    When he looked at the padded bra, his eyes widened, and he started to shake his head. 
 
    “Do I need to get the baton?” 
 
    “No!” Jason squeaked. 
 
    That’s why he put the bra on. He slipped it around his shoulders and along his back. Then he experienced the alien weight pulling on his chest. “You look good with curves,” she promised to just as she reached to down and pinched his bottom. 
 
    From there, she grabbed a dress. 
 
    When he saw the tartan pattern, he started to shake his head from side to side. 
 
    “What’s wrong? You don’t want to look like a schoolgirl?” 
 
    “No!” Jason squeaked. 
 
    “Too bad,” she said. “Remember. You’re my sissy slave now. You’re going to be so cute as you scurry around the house, cooking and cleaning for me. And yes, I’m looking forward to showing you off to all of my friends. I wanted to know what a woman like me can do with a sissy like you.” 
 
    “But, but I’m not a sissy!” 
 
    “Arms up,” she said, ignoring his protests. 
 
    In the next moment, she yanked the dress down over his head and shoulders. He felt the snug fabric against his sides. He glanced down and saw the stress didn’t come with any pockets. 
 
    Finally, she grabbed some tights and ballet flats. He put them on. Jason hated himself for giving in like this, but he didn’t see any other choice, especially with the muscle relaxants still running through his body. Deep down, he knew how easily this girl could beat him up… 
 
    Once his feet slipped into the ballet flats, she grabbed him again and pulled him in front of the mirror. This time, he shut his eyes. 
 
    That’s why he didn’t see her grab the hair clip. She slipped it along the top of his head, snapped into place, and now he had to see. Some perverse sense of curiosity prompted him to open his eyes. 
 
    Between his slender shoulders, the curves of his chest beneath his dress, his pale tights, and his cute little shoes, Jason didn’t look like a man any longer. 
 
    “My schoolgirl,” she chuckled. “My sissy slave.” 
 
    “Please, just let me go,” he begged. 
 
    “Never,” she said. “And unless you want to stay locked up forever, you’re going to be a good sissy slave. Right now, I’m going to start you out at a month.” 
 
    “A month?” Jason asked, obviously confused. 
 
    “That’s right. If you behave yourself like a good servant for the next month, I will let you out of your cage. You’re going to be tied down and carefully monitored for your orgasm, but at least you’ll get some release.” 
 
    “But, but I can’t go month!” 
 
    “And every time you disobey or misbehave, I’ll add another day.” 
 
    “But that’s not fair!” 
 
    “Demonstrating a bad attitude counts as misbehavior,” she told him. “So I’m adding a day. You won’t get an orgasm for thirty-two days.” 
 
    His jaw fell open, he stared at his ex-girlfriend, and he tried to comprehend what his life would now become. 
 
    “Do you anything else you’d like to say?” 
 
    “No…” 
 
    “Address me as Miss.” 
 
    His shoulders tensed, but Jason didn’t see any choice. “Yes, Miss.” 
 
    She patted him on the head, chuckled, and walked over to the edge of the bed. She pulled down her pants and panties. As Jason watched, he didn’t understand what this meant, not until she beckoned him forward with the curve of one finger. “Come lick me, sissy slave.” 
 
    Jason walked forward, got down on his knees, and felt the snug fabric of his dress and the clinging material of his tights. His shaft tried to twitch against of the bars of his cage, but it didn’t do anything. 
 
    As he looked up at this girl, he saw her face as she smirked down at him. Then he studied her breasts, her tight waist, and finally her dampened slit. 
 
    Feminizing him had clearly turned her on… 
 
    “Get started,” Mandy ordered. 
 
    Jason knew exactly what to do. 
 
    “By the way, your new name is Jessica.” 
 
    His lips parted just as he started to stretch forward. But now he looked up, and he had his cheeks between her inner thighs. 
 
    “What do you say, Jessica?” 
 
    “Thank you, Miss.” 
 
    She patted her sissy slave on the head, grabbed him by his hair, and pulled him forward. At once, he started licking, sliding his tongue eagerly up and down her slit. As he tasted her, he knew he belonged to her. She would drug him every day, punish him for disobedience, and use his manhood to compel his good behavior day after day until he finally broke. 
 
    It was time for Jason to accept his life as Mandy’s doll. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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