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Natalie’s Sissy

On this night, five girls were about to play around. Of course, this was a sleepover. They were going to have fun and do some silly things. Maybe they’d watch a movie, ogle some famous actor, and imagine what their lives might be like now that they had graduated from high school. It was all about fun, friendship, and intimacy.

And yet, one little question could change everything.

“Hi! Hi and welcome!” Megan said as she opened the door.

“I can’t believe this is really happening! I can’t believe you’re really doing this!” Kelly gushed as she stepped out of the cold, wintry air. Outside, rain drizzled down on the street, but the dark-haired girl just shook it off and grinned as she marveled at this small property.

By most standards, it wouldn’t have been impressive. Most real estate agents and rental managers would have just shrugged. It was a cute house, small and clean, but that was about it.

Except for these girls, it felt like a palace.

“Why wouldn’t I?” Megan asked. “This is all mine now. My kingdom!”

“Does that make you a queen?” Kelly asked.

Two other young women sat on the couch. Another sat on one of the chairs. One of Megan’s friends glanced up, a redhead with dark blue eyes, and quickly interjected, “We all know Megan is a princess!”

“I’m good with princess,” Megan preened. “Okay, ladies. Now that everyone is here, let’s get this party started!”

There were only five of them, but they were close, especially after having survived high school together. Lots of other cliques and friend groups had fallen apart between freshman and senior years. But somehow, these girls felt closer than ever.

When Megan, Amber, Kelly, Alice, and Natalie promised to be loyal to one another, they meant it. More importantly, they were going to do their best not to let the stupid rivalries or mistakenly hurt feelings get in the way of remaining friends.

Sometimes, they felt like more than friends—they could’ve been sisters!

The furnishings were unimpressive and fairly spartan: a pale blue couch, black coffee table, and a couple extra chairs. Even so, Megan was the first one to have her own house and property.

Granted, it had been gifted to her, but it still counted!

“What should we do first?” Kelly asked. With her straight black hair, dark eyes and matching complexion, she attracted a lot of attention from the boys. Then again, they all did. Some of them knew it. Others didn’t.

“Movie night?” Natalie asked.

Their other friend, Alice, shook her head. “No. We should do something special.”

It was Megan’s house, but Amber spoke up first. “Ladies, I think we should relax for a little while. And to help with that, let me go get something.” She scurried back into the kitchen, and the other girls glanced back and forth at one another.

“What’s she doing?”

“I don’t know,” said another.

“It’s probably going to be pretty special,” said someone else.

Megan sighed, “You know Amber. She decided to bring the party.”

When Amber came back, she held up the wine bottle.

Natalie’s eyes widened. Alice’s did too.

“Is that real?”

“Totally,” Amber acknowledged with a slight nod, “Maybe a couple of other supplies too.”

“Do we have glasses?” Kelly asked, “Or are we going to drink straight from the bottle?”

“Amber is our noble hostess,” Amber replied. “What shall it be?”

With her four friends’ eyes on her, Megan gulped. With glasses, wavy blonde hair, and vividly blue eyes, she was quite pretty by most standards. Even so, she lacked Amber’s confidence and natural drive. Even so, she nodded along and said, “Let’s make this classy!”

Classy—usually ironic with these girls.

Amber pulled the cork from the bottle, they all squealed when it popped, and then she held it out for Megan.

The blonde took it, glanced around at her friends, and then she held the bottle up. The liquid sloshed around before slamming against her mouth. She quickly pulled it away, coughing as the alcohol burns down her throat. She blinked as her eyes watered.

Then she held it out to Alice.

“Are we sure we want to do this?” Alice asked. “Technically, it’s illegal.” She whispered that final word like nothing could be worse or dangerous.

“Alice always loves following the rules,” Natalie said with an amiable shake of her head. The other girls giggled.

“What’s wrong with following the rules?” Alice shot back. No, this wasn’t a new conversation for these young women, but it felt right and familiar.

“You don’t have to drink you don’t want to,” Amber reminded her.

Megan nodded, “That’s right.”

“But if you want to get wrecked,” Kelly said, “you know we’ll take care of you.”

This wasn’t some random party at a guy’s house. They weren’t out at a club or trying to sneak into a bar either. Instead, this was actually Megan’s house, which still felt so ridiculous.

“I can’t believe someone actually gave you a house,” Alice said. “But hey, if something as crazy as that could happen, then I guess I can try this.”

She lifted the bottle with great care. A few droplets hit her tongue, and the alcohol tasted vile when she handed the bottle off to the next girl.

Natalie took it next, stood up, and said, “Okay. I can do this.” She lifted the bottle, and she started sipping it. When she finally stopped, she coughed again and again. The other girls laughed. Amber stepped over and patted her on the shoulder.

“Are you okay?”

“Fine,” Natalie replied even as she bent forward and put her hands on her knees. Her waves of brown hair fell forward, like a curtain across her face.

As they passed around the bottle, Amber sat down on the arm of the couch. Megan fell in beside her, Kelly took a spot on the floor along with Natalie, and Alice picked up one of the other chairs. Arrayed in this circle, the girls kept passing the bottle around.

“You know what we need?” Amber asked.

“What?” Natalie wanted to know.

“A boy,” replied their de facto leader.

“A boy?” Alice asked. “Why?”

“The usual stuff,” Kelly shot back. Her eyes twinkled, and the other girl started laughing.

“That’s not what I meant,” Alice protested, but her points got washed away by laughter from her friends. As her cheeks reddened, she decided to sit there and how to while they enjoyed themselves.

A few seconds later, Megan shook her head and said, “We know. We know, it’s okay.” Turning back to Amber, she asked, “Okay. So why? Why do we need one boy here?”

“Because it’d be fun,” Amber said.

“But why not a bunch of guys? We could make it a party,” Kelly said.

“No, no big parties,” Amber announced.

The others looked back at her, apparently confused.

Megan started to blush, especially because she didn’t know if this was fair. Was what she about to say something ridiculously lame? Was she about to lose her friends’ respect?

Before Megan could start to say anything, Amber raised a hand. “Actually, it makes sense. If we get a bunch of guys here, they’re going to trash the place.”

“Yeah,” Megan said, a little cowed by her own indecision.

“But one boy?” Alice asked.

“One boy, we can control,” Natalie said. As she spoke, her eyes glittered with possibilities.

They had laughed about this before. It had been a joke, something ridiculous. None of them had really meant it.

Leaning back, Kelly tried to remember exactly when it had come up.

Sophomore year. They were watching some old Disney Channel Original Movies at a sleepover. She couldn’t recall if it had been at Amber’s house or maybe Alice’s either way, the movie had been an interesting piece. Basically, a young woman had some weird set of circumstances where her cell phone became magical. It allowed her to control the boys around her. If she gave the command with her phone, it prompted the males who heard that order to obey.

Wacky hijinks ensued.

Zapped. The movie had been silly, sure, but maybe it intrigued these girls. Maybe they watched it, and they started thinking about the different possibilities. Maybe a seed had been planted that night.

So yes, they joked about it from time to time. They teased one another with the possibilities. When Kelly started dating Alex during their junior year, the other girls wondered if maybe they needed to get her an obedient app for her phone. Whenever a guy messed up around them, they brought up the same idea.

Wouldn’t it be nice if they could force the boys to do whatever they wanted?

…It was just a fantasy…

Only now, Amber lifted her hand up to her mouth, and she looked at her friends, “What do you think would happen?”

Megan shook her head. “He would probably mess up. I mean, boys always do that, right?”

The others snickered. It was easier to tease the rough half of humanity when the guys weren’t around. Of course, when a boy did appear, especially if he was cute or hot, then maybe it got harder to think clearly.

Amber seemed to think about this for a few seconds. Then she shook her head. “We would outnumber him. Plus, this is your home turf, Megan. We could do pretty much whatever we wanted with him.”

“Are you sure about that?” Alice asked. “I mean, he would come over, sure, but what then?”

By this point, each of the girls had enjoyed a couple of sips from the bottle. Realistically, they probably weren’t drunk, but there was the relaxed atmosphere of a party, including the easy intimacy of being with their closest friends.

“What then?” Amber repeated the question. Slowly, she looked at each of her friends. “Let’s talk about that then. What would you do?”

“Do?” Megan asked. Maybe she had a good idea, but she wasn’t going to admit it, not yet, not here, not now.

“Come on,” Amber insisted. “We’re just talking right now. It’s not a big deal.”

“Yeah,” Kelly said. “We’re probably not going to do anything.” Having been raised to focus on the importance of her grades and transcripts, Kelly followed the rules almost as closely as Alice.

Megan nibbled on her bottom lip. The silence stretched out between them. On some level, she knew exactly what Amber was doing. If they all remained quiet long enough, someone would break. Someone would have to share her ideas.

Slowly, Amber added, “If we had a boy over here, we could do whatever we wanted with him.”

“We could tease him—train him,” Megan said.

“Train him?” Kelly made the sound like a question, only her voice trailed off, and it was obvious some idea or fantasy had started to percolate behind her eyes.

“We could make him follow our rules,” Alice said, only her eyes widened, and she quickly glanced to down toward the floor as she tried to hide her face.

If she worried about everyone else noticing her slip and laughing at her, she didn’t need to be. Each of these five young women had their own thoughts and ideas, different possibilities that could take place—if only they had the chance. Their fantasies were all so alluring, all so tantalizing.

Seizing control, Amber looked around, made a choice, and nodded toward her friend. “Megan. You go first.”

“What? Why me?”

“Because I think we can all guess what you want,” Amber replied with a supportive little smile.

“It’s okay,” Natalie said. “I mean, I think—maybe—we all have some pretty similar fantasies.”

For several long seconds, Megan didn’t respond. At the same time, she understood perfectly well that she could have shaken her head, giggled, and waved off the question. Her friends wouldn’t have been hurt or offended. They wouldn’t have forced her to keep going.

More importantly, part of her itched to tell the truth and share this idea. Maybe she had joked about it before, but this was different. It was a Saturday night, they had one, and this was her house.

Technically, she was an adult…

Megan puffed out her cheeks, and she said, “Okay. Control.”

After that, she stared off into the distance.

Natalie quickly told her, “We love you, Megan, but I think you’re going to need to add a little bit more than that.”

“Control,” Megan said again. “I want control. Like—real, total control. I want power. I want to see a boy tied down. I want to know that I can put him in a collar and leash him.” As she uttered those words, Kelly started to blush. She definitely refused to make eye contact with any of her friends.

“It would be so incredible, you know? I would love to just to know that I could have him and make him do whatever I wanted. He would be my servant.” Another word had popped into her head, but she hadn’t been able to utter it.

It was Amber who finally voiced that other possibility. “You want to enslave him?”

“I do!” Megan answered or shipper energy than she expected.

The other girls glanced back at one another before the tension popped, and they all burst out laughing. After all, this was just a conversation. They were fantasizing and playing with one another. It wasn’t like any of this would actually happen.

“Would you want to spank him?” Natalie asked.

“Yes. I want to spank him or paddle him. I’d want this boy to know that he had to do whatever I said. And if he didn’t, there’d be consequences.”

“You sound like a teacher,” Alice told her. But even as she spoke, Alice could sense this similar excitement thrumming through her body. Maybe her fantasies weren’t exactly the same, but they were similar. Very similar.

“Your turn,” Megan said to their unofficial leader.

At this point, Amber could have deflected. She could have snorted or chuckled, saying this whole thing was ridiculous. They wouldn’t really do any of it, so they could move on to another topic. Maybe they would start talking about makeup, their favorite singers, or the newest superhero movie with that ultra-hot actor.

But now, Amber decided to keep going. “Chastity.”

“Isn’t that a stripper name or something?” Alice asked.

With a little smirk on her lips, Amber chuckled, “Yes. But something else as well.”

“What?” Megan asked, genuinely intrigued.

“Okay, so you know how we had to do that medieval research project for European History?” Amber asked. She started nibbling on her lower lip. “I did a couple of random searches, and I found something.”

“What?” This time it was Natalie’s turn to ask.

Oddly, Amber could usually delve into any topic, especially when she asked questions. Sure, she usually guided and provoked the group into action, but this time felt different because it was her idea—her fantasy. “I don’t know exactly what it’s called. Chastity domination? Chastity training? I guess it doesn’t really matter. If you type in a bunch of search terms, you will get there eventually.”

“Get there?” Alice asked. “Get to what?”

“For me, I guess I was interested in the pictures of girls talking about it.”

“You still haven’t told us,” Alice protested.

“Basically, there are women out there, wives and girlfriends or whatever, who lock their boys up in chastity cages.”

Kelly whispered loud enough for everyone to hear, “What is a chastity cage?”

Amber tried to sound completely clinical and attached, like this wasn’t something she had thought about for a long time. She definitely hadn’t picked out her favorite boys off of the soccer team and imagined what they would be like if they had to wear those plastic or metal prisons between their legs. They’d be so eager to please…

She nibbled on the inside of her mouth and finally said, “Okay, so you know how a guy will get excited, and he gets hard? Basically, there are these tubes you can put on a boy so that he won’t be able to get hard.” She fumbled with her explanation, but she hadn’t done this before.

Suddenly, Amber felt like she should have been nicer to her sex ed teachers.

“Why would a guy let you do that?” Kelly asked, genuinely confused.

“Some of them are into it,” Amber replied with a shrug. “But it’s just a fantasy, and my fantasy is a little more extreme. I like the idea of making a boy wear a chastity cage.”

“Why?” Kelly asked, sounding genuinely intrigued.

“If he was in chastity, then he wouldn’t be able to get off,” Amber said to her group. “He wouldn’t be able to have any orgasms. Not without my permission.”

Orgasms. There was a word she didn’t get to say every day.

“So he’d get desperate?” Kelly asked as she nodded. “Pretty soon, you’d probably be able to get to do whatever you want.”

“I think so,” Amber said. “Yes. Exactly. That’s the idea. But more than that. It’s like, if you lock him up, you have something special. You can take control, and he won’t be able to fight you.”

“He wouldn’t be able to argue with you,” Natalie said.

“I can see the appeal,” Megan added.

Exhaling slowly, Amber tried not to let her sigh of relief become obvious or apparent. And yet, she had been holding her breath without really noticing.

“Who’s next?”

“Me,” Kelly said. “If we’re talking about what we would do in an ideal world where we wouldn’t get caught or in trouble, there’s something I want. There’s something I’ve been thinking about for a long time. I don’t know why. I don’t know where this idea comes from. It’s just something that occurred to me one day, and I really, really like it.”

“What is it?” Natalie asked. “Trust me. I think we’re being honest with one another right now. It’s okay.”

Kelly nibbled on her bottom lip and asked, “Really?” She sounded so uncertain, so vulnerable and nervous.

“Really,” Megan said. Her friends echoed the idea, one after another.

Even so, the Asian girl glanced down at the floor. “I think about boys, when I do, I wonder what it would be like to train them as dogs.”

Silence.

“That’s not so different from what I want,” Megan told her.

“But this is different,” Kelly insisted. “I understand that you want a slave. And that’s cool. There could be a lot of fun. I get it. But in my fantasy, he would be trained to stay down on all fours. I would get to have him like an actual pet.”

“What would that entail?” Natalie asked.

“Think about a dog. Think about a loyal, loving dog, and think about what you could make him too. Think about having a puppy down on his knees, looking up at you with these big, eager eyes.” Kelly licked her bottom lip, glanced down, then up at her friends. “I know it sounds weird, but I’m not interested in a real boyfriend. I want to have that kind of control. I guess I want to have that kind of loyalty.”

“It’s kind of funny,” Amber said. “If you combine a lot of our different fantasies, you get a perfectly trapped guy. Megan wants a slave, I want him locked in chastity, and you want him to have the loyalty of a dog.”

The others nodded.

“I want something else,” Natalie confessed. She exhaled just as slowly as the others had. This was hard—way harder than she expected. Sure, she trusted her friends, but this wasn’t something they talked about a lot. They could laugh were joke, but in the quiet of Megan’s new house, it seemed so strange to admit all of this.

Then again, she remembered that first sleepover during their freshman year.

They had set up this big tent outside someone’s backyard. The sun set, and they kept laughing, playing games and teasing one another. But at some point, it got really, really late. The neighborhood turned quiet. The sounds of sirens, distant barking, and every other ambient noise just faded away until the girl started whispering back and forth.

They started talking about high school, their hopes and fears, everything they wanted to do.

They shared secret fantasies and fears about the possibility of a first kiss or what it might be like to actually be with a guy. Looking back, Natalie understood just how silly and sweet, innocent and naïve it had all been—especially now.

And now, this felt so similar. Yeah, they were older, but they still had the secrets to share.

By this point, Natalie held the wine bottle in her hand. She pushed it down against her lap. Her fingers tightened around the smooth glass as she squeezed. Her knuckles started to turn white as she inhaled. Then she stopped herself. “I, I don’t think I can do this,” she said.

The others didn’t say anything.

Slowly, it was Alice who reached out and put a hand on her shoulder. “You can do this,” she said. “I know you can. They’re just being honest with each other. That’s it.”

“I want a boy to be a dog,” Kelly said. “How much worse could yours be?”

Natalie gulped and peeked up at her friends for a second before looking away again. In so many ways, the world had become more accepting of many different tastes, desires, drives, and identities. And yet, this still felt so strange. Or maybe it was her family. They were traditional in so many ways…

“I found it a while ago,” Natalie said. “I was just playing on my phone.” She paused again.

The others waited.

“I think I was checking out makeup tutorials on YouTube,” she said. “It wasn’t supposed to be a big deal. It wasn’t supposed to be anything special or weird. But then, I saw one, and it was pretty simple.”

“What was it?”

“This one girl, I really like her.” Natalie stopped, licked her lips, nibbled on the inside of her mouth, tensed up, and froze in place for several long seconds. “Basically, she was giving her boyfriend a makeover.”

“That’s not so unusual,” Amber said.

“She dressed him up like a girl. She did his makeup, his hair, all of it.” Before any of her friends could say anything, she dove forward and admitted the truth. “I thought it was really sexy. But it was so strange. I mean, there was this guy, and he didn’t look effeminate or anything. He didn’t look like a girl when they started, but she gave him this makeover, and it was so incredible!”

“That’s kind of sweet,” Kelly said.

Alice agreed, “Yeah. I mean, if I had a boyfriend, I could see myself playing with him like that for a little while.”

“This is different,” Natalie said. “I don’t think I just want to treat him like a test subject or something. It wouldn’t just be an experiment. I, I would really, really want to keep him like that.”

“Dressed up like a girl?”

Natalie couldn’t face her friends, but she nodded anyway.

“I can see it,” Kelly said. “I mean, there is something really reassuring about knowing you can do whatever you want with the boy.”

“What you had him dressed up, would you do?”

Natalie breathed out through her teeth and considered this for several long seconds. Part of her didn’t want to admit any of it, but these were best friends. That’s why she said, “I think I would want to keep him like that. I mean, I like the idea of him wanting to go back to being a boy, but I would be able to make him do whatever I want. I would be able to turn him into like a little sister or maybe a maid.”

That’s when she glanced up again. Yes, her friends had admitted their secret fantasies and desires, but this was so different!

When Natalie glanced up at her friends, she expected to see discussed play along their features. Instead, they smiled back and forth at one another.

It was Amber who got up, walked over to her friend, and gave her a quick hug. She squeezed her tight and said, “It’s okay. It’s good. You can tell us anything.”

That’s when Megan glanced back at Alice.

“Do I have to?”

“You do,” Megan said with a little smile.

“That’s not true,” Kelly replied.

“But everyone else did it,” Natalie said. “Besides, could it really be that much worse?”

Alice let her mouth open for a moment, only then she stopped herself because she didn’t have a good answer. Was this worse? Was it really bad?

To her, the answer was obvious: yes.

That’s why she decided to rip off the metaphorical bandage. She huffed out, “I want to turn a boy into a baby. I want to strip away his adulthood, put him in diapers, make him suck on a pacifier, and just have real power over him. Like, I’d be his babysitter, and he’d have to do whatever I want. He would be all mine, and I’d be able to do whatever I want with him.”

There.

Alice had done it. She said all of it.

And now, she tensed her throat as she glanced up at the others.

Under almost any other set of circumstances, Alice never would have admitted any of this. Seriously, this was the kind of secret that was supposed to remain locked deep in the back of her mind. In fact, if she ever dated a guy, she didn’t think she would tell him. Yes, the yearning would remain, but she didn’t care.

Or maybe she hoped she would just outgrow it, like it could go away.

But now she uttered the words, and she didn’t know how to feel. Relief? Worry? All of that and so much more seemed to spiral through her chest as she looked up and around at her friends.

Amber embraced her friend. She squeezed her. Then Natalie, Kelly, and Megan joined. The five girls embraced one another, and Amber pulled away first. Without realizing what she was about to do, she said, “Let’s try it.”

“Try it?” Kelly asked?

“I don’t think that would be a good idea,” Alice replied.

Only now, this little, pouting smirking touched Amber’s lips as she looked from one friend to another. These girls were almost like her sisters. She trusted them, admired them, and loved them. So that’s when she said, “Tonight. Let’s do it tonight.”

Megan shook her head. “Do it? Do what?”

“You know what all of our fantasies have in common?” Amber asked.

The other girls glanced back and forth at one another, but none of them dared to offer an answer.

“Power,” Amber said. “Everything we want right here relates back to power in one way or another. Megan, you want to have a boy as a slave. That’s pretty amazing. Frankly, I think the boys could learn to be a lot more obedient. My tastes are pretty similar. We get there in different ways, but I would love to see a guy locked up, trapped in chastity, unable to get out, and willing to do anything for us.”

“Us?” Alice asked in a whisper. She may not have raised her voice, yet that one question seemed to spread out along the air.

“Us,” Amber repeated. “I’m thinking we should try this.”

“What?” Megan dropped the question out onto the air.

“We can do it,” Amber insisted as she looked from one friend to the next. “More importantly, we should do it. Seriously, there are five of us here, and we can do something spectacular. We can do something amazing. Why not? Why shouldn’t we? Look, we were all really nervous about telling the truth. Why? Because we are normally alone. But if we do this together, we can make it spectacular.”

They had seen this expression on Amber’s face before; they had heard this note of excitement.

They knew how unstoppable she could be…

Simultaneously, each of these young women wondered what it would really be like to have control.

For several long seconds, none of them said anything. They couldn’t. In fact, they had probably envisioned their fantasies as these strange, alien concepts, notions that should never be shared or actually acted upon. Now, Amber turned her gaze from one of her friends to another.

The silence persisted.

“What would we do?” Kelly finally asked.

“We take a vote,” Amber said right away. She hadn’t known what the answer would be until that instant, but now she nodded to herself. “Everyone votes, but you can’t vote for your own idea. After that, we will see how to proceed.”

“What about a boy?”

“Daniel,” Amber said.

Daniel. He was a classmate. More importantly, she knew he was the kind of guy who would come running if any one of these girls flipped her hair or smiled in his direction. He’d have no idea what he would be facing.

Again, no one said anything for several long seconds. Then it was Megan who finally said in this quiet voice, “It could work.”

“It could do a lot more than just work,” Amber said. “We could make one of our fantasies a reality. Tonight. We should do it.”

“I think we should,” Megan whispered.

Amber turned back to the other three. Kelly nodded. Natalie finally said, “I’m in.”

The other four understood instinctively they couldn’t do this without everyone’s approval. Their eyes turned back to Alice.

“Let’s do it,” she finally said.

Megan jumped up, ran to her backpack, pulled out a notebook, and tore out a piece of paper. She ripped it up into five strips, and handed them out along with pens.

“Remember, you only get one vote,” Amber said. “And you can’t vote for your own thing.”

“What if we don’t get a majority?” Kelly asked. “Technically, everyone could vote for a different idea, and we would have a tie.”

“Let’s see if that happens,” Amber replied.

Over the next couple of minutes, the girls considered exactly what they wished to do. A fresh silence descended, only this one wasn’t filled with uncertainty. Instead, nervous energy and excitement seemed to crackle along the air.

Each girl wondered what would happen if they picked her plan.

Finally, Megan said, “I’m good.” She folded up her piece of paper and set it down on the coffee table.

Amber, Kelly, Natalie, and Alice followed her example. Soon, they were almost ready.

“Who would like to do the honors?” Amber asked.

Natalie pressed her lips together into a nervous line until she said, “Me. I can do it.” She scurried over to the coffee table and examined those neatly folded piece of paper before she started to read off of the possibilities.

Silently, they all counted. Together, they tallied one vote after another.

“It’s official,” Amber said. They all did the math; they all understood what was going to happen now.

It was a Saturday night, but Daniel didn’t have any amazing plans. Yeah, he occasionally got together with some of the guys and walked around malls, drove through the hills, or watched some movies. But tonight, they were all in their bedrooms, controllers in hand as they slaughtered one another with their digital avatars.

And then his phone started ringing.

What? His phone was ringing?

Daniel, like pretty much everyone else he knew, didn’t use the phone app on his phone. Text messages and other apps were so much easier.

But then he saw the number.

Megan.

He pictured that beautiful girl, and his insides tightened. Why would she be calling him on a Saturday night?

He answered, grateful his voice didn’t crack or break as he asked, “Hello?”

He heard her voice along with giggles coming from the background. She was probably at a sleepover or something. Right away, he started to envision this as a prank call or something. And yet, other possibilities occurred to him, one of which made him harden almost instantly.

Then again, he was eighteen. It didn’t take much to make him hard.

“Hi,” she said. Then she started giggling. Before he could think of anything to say, she tried again. She coughed, cleared her voice, and began again, more seriously this time. “Daniel, do you feel like coming over? I’ve moved into my new place, and I think we could have a lot of fun.”

“Who’s there?”

“It’s just me, Kelly, Amber, Natalie, and Alice,” she said, rattling off the names of her friends.

“And no one else?”

“Well, we know we could have some fun with you,” she said.

His fingers tightened around his phone. “Yeah,” he said. “Just text me your address. I’ll be there!” He couldn’t hide the excitement in his voice.

“Perfect,” she said, only her tone shifted now. It sounded almost predatory, but then old didn’t notice. In fact, he was already thinking about what it would be like to spend the night with five gorgeous girls.

By the time he ended the call, his shaft pushed up against the inside of his pants. He exhaled, forced his body to relax, but he kept thinking about what it might happen tonight.

Could this be something extraordinary?

He had no idea.

Daniel found her place.

He parked, jumped out of his car, and rushed up the steps.

The lights were on, and everything seemed normal. Even so, he experienced this twinge of nervous energy right at the pit of his stomach. He kept thinking this might be some kind of prank or something. But then he told himself that Megan was this really nice girl, and she wouldn’t mess with him like that. But now, he raised his hand, knocked on the door, and stepped back.

The door opened, and there she was. Megan looked amazing with her wavy blonde hair and her bright blue eyes locked on him. “You made it!” she bubbled out.

“Absolutely,” he replied with as much suave confidences he could manage.

Megan reached out and grabbed him by his wrist. Her touch was warm, soft, and firm all at the same time. Without hesitating, she pulled him into the house, and Amber appeared beside her. She grabbed his other arm, and they started pulling him into the living room.

“What’s going on?” Daniel asked. Girls never treated him like this.

“Get down on your knees,” said another young woman. He recognized her from school. Her name was Alice.

“What’s going on?” Daniel asked again. He grinned. As a guy, he always thought he had the advantage in pretty much every situation, especially when it came to girls. Only now, five of them circled him, and some of his certainty started to evaporate.

“Basically, the five of us have decided we want to play a little game. We’re going to play this little game with you,” Alice told him.

“What kind of game?” Daniel asked, his voice tight with a new twinge of nervous energy.

“Don’t worry,” Amber said to him. “You’re going to have a lot of fun, but right now, you should probably get naked.”

His lips parted, and he glanced from one pretty face to another. He saw a girl with red hair, a blonde, two brunettes, and one with shining, black tresses. His heart kicked wildly in his chest as he glanced from side to side. Then he started to spin around, but he really was surrounded. These girls had encircled him, and now he didn’t know where to go or what to do.

After several inappropriately long seconds, he started chuckling. He tried to laugh this off because Amber had to be joking, right?

“You’re not serious,” he finally declared.

In sync, all five of these young women crossed their arms over their chests, and they watched him. He searched their features for some sign of insecurity or doubt. But no. They seemed utterly confident, like this made perfect sense to them. They really thought they could do it. They thought they could get away with it.

“I, I’m not going to get naked,” he said. Then he blushed, and Amber took advantage.

She stepped away from the others, approaching him, and she reached out. When her fingertips glided along his jawline, he thought he should smack her hand away or something, yet her soft touch felt incredible.

Not only that, his body responded. A blast of arousal flared through his frame, hardening his shaft and pushing up against the inside of his pants because he almost never came this close to a girl as hot as Amber or any of her friends.

Like most boys, he had endured inappropriate erections before, but this one seemed more intense, especially because all five of these girls were right there. This wasn’t some moment in algebra when he allowed himself to start thinking about Alicia, he got hard, and he had to hope no one would notice. He was young; he didn’t comprehend how arousal and fear could mix together.

Then he started to wonder something. If he tried to leave at that moment, would these women stop him? Would they be able to stop him?

Would he be able to escape?

When or how did this turn into a question of escape?

This questions pounded through his head as he turned from side to side one more time. Only then Amber said in a low voice, “Look at me.”

He obeyed. It felt so strange to do as she asked, but he did exactly what she wished. He turned back to her, and now she studied him. She was watching him as a bug pinned to some velvet display.

“Daniel, we’re going to have some fun with you, but that means you’re going to get naked for us. Now, if we have to hold you down and use a pair of scissors to get you out of that shirt and his pants, we’ll do it.”

“This is a joke,” he said.

Amber slowly shook her head from side to side. “Nope,” she said with a pop of her red lips. “No joke.”

“You’re kidding,” he said again, desperately grasping for any possibility.

“We aren’t kidding,” said another one of the girls.

“You can strip on your own,” Alice said, surprised by the sound of her own voice and the ease with which she uttered these words, “or we can do it for you.”

Another one of the young women asked, “What’s it going to be?”

“I’m leaving,” he said. That’s when he turned back toward the doorway. These girls were crazy, obviously. And maybe he would regret this kind of decision later, especially if they wanted to get naked, but he was a guy. Sure, he could fantasize about a pack of wild girls picking him, but he had no idea what they had in mind. His instincts told him to get out of there!

He started to take one step, and that’s when the girls pounced.

They grabbed him, two on one arm, two on the other, and the fifth wrapped her arms around his waist. They yanked, pulling him down in an instant.

Daniel would have been able to overpower one of these girls with ease. Maybe he would have struggled with two of them. Outnumbered five-to-one and still confused, he had no idea how to fight back. They dragged him down onto the floor, pinned him, and that’s when they did exactly what they had promised.

He had no idea where the systems came from, but he saw the light as they sparkled along the sharp edges. His breathing froze in his chest as the young women started working.

They cut through his shirt and sliced through his pants.

“Be careful. You don’t want to cut him by accident,” one of them announced.

“This is crazy!” Daniel howled out at them because he couldn’t think of anything else. He snarled, shaking his body from side to side. He fought as hard as he could, twisting and yanking, but these girls pushed down. It only took one of them to hold on his right arm and another to hold down his left. Each of the girls had both of their hands on his forearm. They also pressed down with their knees.

He tried to squirm away, but they kept adjusting, ensuring that he stayed right there beneath them.

“You’re going to get in trouble for doing this,” he tried to protest, only to realize how childish that sounded.

“Really? For what? There are five of us and just one of you,” Alice replied.

“Yeah,” Kelly added. “We’re a bunch of nice young ladies. No one would think we would lie about something like this.”

Then Amber reached down and slid her fingers along his cheek again. When her eyes focused on his, he stopped thinking. He lost himself to that quiet, confident gaze. “Besides, by the time we are done with you, you won’t be thinking about reporting us. You won’t want to call the police.”

“What, what’re you going to do?”

“Don’t worry,” Amber said. “You’ll find out soon enough.”

Refusing to accept her answer, he tried to fight again. He kicked out with his feet, but his heels just slashed through the air before slamming back down against the floor. He tried to punch out with his arms, but these two girls easily held him down, keeping him pinned.

Then it was done. They had cut through everything. They slid his shoes off, yanked down his socks, sliced through his pants, ripped through his shirt, and even tore away his boxers.

“Not bad,” Alice said.

“I think he’s pretty cute,” Megan added.

“And look at that. He’s enjoying this,” Kelly told the assembled girls.

At first, they had been nervous about admitting to noticing, but his shaft was right there, erect like some little monument.

“That’s so cute,” Amber said with a shake of her head. Considering her desires, she had fantasized about something like this for a very, very long time. In fact, each of these girls could face one simple truth: they’d all yearned for something like this.

Maybe the exact manifestations of their desires were different, but this was incredible nonetheless.

They could savor these first tastes of real power and control.

“Should we take him to the bedroom?” Amber asked.

“I think that’d be a great idea,” Megan said.

The other girls teased him.

One said, “You should feel really lucky. We went online and bought all of the supplies just for you.”

“Yeah, we had to pay extra for two-hour shipping.”

“It really is amazing what you can get online,” said another.

“I mean, you’re probably not going to like it, but that’s okay.”

“Let me up!” he demanded, like he really believed these girls might listen to him.

“Wouldn’t you like to know what we’re going to do with you?” Amber asked.

Megan reached down, and she slid her fingers along his chest. On some level, he still couldn’t recognize the simple fact that they had stripped him and now held down.

Her question cut through the mixed haze of panic and anger, so he blinked and glared up at her. “Fine. What, what are you going to do to me?” He hardly believed something like this had happened. Only a few minutes ago, he had shown up, thinking they were going to chat or flirt or something.

Daniel hadn’t understood how aggressive and predatory young women could be.

“You can ask,” Amber said, “First, I think you want to see us in the bedroom. Now, are we going to have to drag you, or can you walk on your own?”

“He can’t be trusted to walk,” Megan said. “Let’s use the other toys first.”

Toys? What did she mean?

“Go get them,” Amber instructed.

The other girls giggled. They were chuckling back and forth, whispering. Although he strained as best he could, Daniel couldn’t pick out the exact sounds or words. He didn’t know precisely what these females had planned for him.

Seconds later, Megan came back, and the packages had already been opened. Apparently, these young women had been playing a little bit before he even arrived.

“Roll him over,” she said first.

The others complied immediately, grabbing him, shoving him onto his stomach, and pulling his arms behind his back. He kicked out with his feet, but the girls were careful to remain beyond his reach. He could struggle and twist, but they still held him down fairly easily.

Then he felt the felt the handcuffs. He heard them click into place. The cold metal pushed down against his skin, tightening as the young women made sure he wouldn’t be able to tear himself free.

“What, what are these?” Daniel demanded.

“Handcuffs,” Amber replied, make it sound obvious.

“New rule,” Alice said. “You get to wear them from now on. How does that sound?”

“This is stupid. This is really stupid!” he snarled. “This can’t be happening.” This was a new sensation, one that a boy like Daniel simply wasn’t used to: hot dread. Sure, he could get nervous around some beautiful girl or maybe an upcoming test or presentation, but this was completely different.

He didn’t get much time to think about his emotions, however.

The girls forced him up onto his feet. Then they shoved him along. Two of them held him by his arms, their limbs woven around his elbows. They forced him forward, and this almost felt like a stroll.

Another girl opened the door, and that’s when they dragged him into the guest bedroom.

There was a twin mattress, and he quickly saw the other set of restraints.

They waited near the foot of the bed.

With every step, Daniel tentatively and furtively pulled against his handcuffs. At the same time, his fingers moved along the edges while he searched for some release lever. There had to be a catch he could use, right?

Kelly noticed what he was doing, “You’re not going to be able to get out.” She sounded so definitive and matter of fact, like there could be any possible disagreement.

Pressing his lips together, he glared straight ahead even as the girls marched toward that small bed.

Disappointment stabbed into him as he came closer and closer. The bed made him nervous, especially since he saw the straps for his ankles. He understood that once they had him down, he really would be trapped and helpless.

“Why are you doing this?” Daniel asked as he tried not to think about the lack of a release lever on the handcuffs. As a kid, he had played with toy versions of these restraints. They had been silly, made from cheap plastic, but they always came with a little button or lever he could pull on with his thumb to free himself.

“Because we want to have some fun with you,” Megan said.

“Yeah, we were thinking about how we could play with you, and this is what we came up with,” Kelly told him.

Alice chirped, “We voted!” She made it sound like a legitimate democratic process.

“This is ridiculous,” he snarled again. “You know you’re going to get in trouble for this!”

“Do we?” Amber asked. As she spoke, she sounded playful and girlish.

Even so, he glanced in her direction and saw the certainty play along her sharpened to gaze.

They knocked him down onto the bed. He landed hard. The handcuffs pushed up against the small of his back, taking into his skin. He still struggled, pulling on those narrow chains, but he couldn’t tear himself free, no matter how much effort he channeled into his arms.

Off-balance with his hands trapped behind his back, He didn’t know what to do, but these young women did.

They grabbed his right ankle and pulled it toward the corner of the bed. Another group of girls grabbed his left.

Instinctively, he fought to kick out. He didn’t really want to hurt any of these girls, but if he could not just one of them back, but maybe he could snap them out of this delusion. Seriously, they didn’t really think they could restrain him, did they? They didn’t think they can hold him down and trapped him here…

As much as he needed to believe those silent protestations, he kept turning from one pretty face to another, and he saw that certainty there.

Some of them were having fun. Some of them seemed more serious, like they knew that this was a task they wished to complete correctly.

They pulled the first leather strap around his left ankle. They tightened it almost instantly, drawing the band around his skin.

Then they worked on his right ankle.

When they finished, all five of the girls stepped back. Some of them had their hands on her hips; others cross to their arms over their chests. Either way, they watched him.

They were studying him like he was some animal at the zoo.

Although he realized exactly what they wanted, he couldn’t help himself. He gave it to them.

With a feral snarl, he started to fight his handcuffs again. He pulled and twisted his body from side to side as he tried to work his limbs free.

Simultaneously, Daniel attempted to kick out again. He threw his legs to one side or the other, only he still couldn’t free himself. Whether he liked it or not, these young women had been quite thorough. They had him chained and strapped down.

“You know,” Megan began, “I think you should consider yourself to be pretty lucky. We voted on what we’re going to do with you.”

“Yeah? So what?” Daniel growled back he didn’t really care. Of course, behind his eyes, a storm of primal fear swirled and roared.

“You’re not going to like it,” Megan smiled.

“Oh, I don’t know,” Amber said. “It might not be so bad.”

“Are you ready? Are you ready to get owned?” Kelly asked him. She sounded so earnest, like she couldn’t wait to hear the answer and figure out exactly what this boy needed and deserved.

This time, he didn’t answer. Trapped and bound, he continued to struggle, thrashing from side to side. He tried to kick out, to break free, but none of his efforts changed his circumstances. Whether he liked it or not, there were five pretty girls poised above him, looking down as he struggled futilely against the restraints.

Finally, Amber looked down into his eyes.

“It’s time.”

Megan and Alice scurried back toward the closet. They pulled out the packages, and that’s when they showed him.

“Are those panties?” Daniel asked incredulously. Utterly confused by what he was seeing, he glanced from one young woman to another like he expected some logical explanation.

“Natalie,” Amber said, almost like a presenter giving her the spotlight. “Would you like to get this boy started?”

Slowly, the brunette exhaled and stepped forward. She glanced down at this captive boy, stripped naked, cuffed, and spread out. For a moment, she thought of what it would be like to have a little brother. She imagined herself tweaking the tip of his nose or pinching his cheek.

Instead, she had something else in mind. They all did.

They had voted, so it was time to play with him.

She had to remind herself of that one simple fact. Natalie could enjoy this boy however she saw fit. It’s what her friends wanted her to do. They supported her! This, more than anything else, gave her the courage to keep going.

Taking a breath, Natalie glanced over her shoulder for just a moment. After all, she wasn’t like Amber or Megan. She didn’t unconsciously wield that same kind of confidence, nor could she demand control.

And get, she still had to take it.

My friends are with me. I can do this.

“Tonight, we are going to give you a makeover,” she said. “And after that, we will see what else we want to do with you.”

“A makeover?” He uttered those two words, and flattened disbelief reverberated with each sound.

She tore open the package slowly, taking her time. Simultaneously, Natalie did her best to ignore his skeptical stare and the nervous energy still storming through her stomach.

She pulled out several different possibilities. “What do you think of these?”

He says stared at her as she lifted up the sleek, purple panties.

“You can’t put that on me,” he said.

“I think we can,” Natalie retorted.

“No way. It’s not going to happen.”

For one or two seconds, Natalie opened her mouth, and she didn’t know what to say, probably because part of her actually believed him. It was silly, especially considering how they had him strapped down. Maybe she thought this young man could make his own decisions. She forgot about the handcuffs around his wrists and the straps on his ankles.

Then another thought occurred to her.

“Can we roll him onto his side?”

The other girls glanced back and forth at one another. Alice and Kelly seemed confused, but Amber grinned as this mischievous sparkle played along her eyes. Yes, she could guess exactly what Natalie had in mind.

“If you’re going to misbehave, then I guess we are going to have to discipline you.” Natalie flashed him a wicked little smile.

His bluster started to fracture and fade. He looked nervous and uncertain.

Good.

The other girls grabbed him, tilted him over, and exposed his right butt cheek. She looked down, reached for him, and he shivered as her fingertips slid along his vulnerable skin.

Because she was feeling cruel and because she didn’t like how he tried to talk down to her, Natalie asked a very simple question, “Do you need another spanking? Yeah, I think you should get spanked.”

“Spanked?” Daniel asked. The bluster had definitely faded now.

“As far as I’m concerned, you’re basically going to be like a little sister to all of us. We are going to get to own you, tease you, and play with you.”

“I’m not your toy, and I’m definitely not your sister!” Daniel spat back at her.

Natalie didn’t let the nervous energy overwhelm her, not this time, especially as she looked down at this bound boy. Then she decided to give him a taste. Her hand flew up in the air, hovered there for a second, and then she brought it down hard.

They all heard that smack. Better yet, they picked up on the sound of his quick, frantic gasp as the pain glanced through his body.

“Care to try again?” Natalie inquired.

“No!”

“Ladies, how many times you think he needs to be spanked?” Natalie glanced from one friend to another.

“Two times?” Alice suggested.

“Five, I’m thinking,” Megan announced.

“Make it ten!” Kelly squeaked.

“Let’s start with ten,” Natalie declared.

For just a moment, all five of these girls watched as he froze and his muscles up. He probably tried to hide it, but his lungs contracted, and his stomach tightened as the fear coursed through his body.

“Poor boy. You still think you should try to be some big, tough, macho man, don’t you? But no, that’s not how this going to work. You want the sweet and dainty. You want to be an obedient girl for us. You want to be a sweet, cute, sexy little sissy!”

The words pounded down against him even as he tensed up and dreaded what was going to happen.

She had only slapped his ass once, but it had been enough.

It was ironic in some ways; boys like Daniel consumed so much content where pain could be shrugged off effortlessly. Action and superhero movies had characters getting punched, thrown through walls, kicked, even stabbed or blasted with energy weapons, only to get up and shrug off the sensations like they didn’t even matter. Each time, they could emerge from the fallen debris with some noble cut along a cheek or maybe the ridge of his nose.

And yet, Daniel had only been spanked once. Just once and he could feel some of his resolve already breaking.

With coils of desperation spreading through his body, he tried something else, “Let’s talk about this, okay?”

“Negotiation?” Alice asked.

“What are you offering?” Megan wanted to know.

“What do you have to offer?” Amber sneered.

But then, Natalie reminded herself that this was her fantasy, and her friends had already voted. “I don’t think you have anything,” she said. Only then she spanked him hard and fast.

Some of the others whispered back and forth or giggled as they enjoyed the show. They could respect Natalie for doing something like this, for taking the initiative and giving him a dose of pain. Her hand struck six times in quick succession, one hard slap after another until she imagined she could spot pinkened handprints along his firm contours.

“Okay,” Natalie said, shifting the tone of her voice. She sounded so much more chipper now! “What do you have to offer?”

“Yes, if you let me go right now, I won’t call the cops!”

“Oh, you’re definitely not going to call the cops anyway,” Natalie said.

He stayed silent. Biting down, maybe he thought the quiet could stretch and become toxic, like the girls would start to get nervous.

Nope. That wasn’t how this was going to work.

“Kelly, do you want to tell him why he can’t get us in trouble?”

Her friend stepped forward and looked down at the boy. He really was astonishing, especially with his hands trapped behind his back. All of the young women assembled here enjoyed the way his cuffs shined. Those restraints almost looked like jewelry against his wrists. At the same time, there was something so exquisite about having this male specimen spread out in naked while they were fully closed and capable of making their own decisions.

Clothes meant power.

Exposure meant enslavement.

Few boys could recognize the privilege of being male and some of those unconscious biases that gave them an advantage. Heck, lots of girls didn’t see it. But at one point or another, they all recalled those moments when they raised their hands to speak in class, but the teacher picked a boy anyway even if he had already spoken. They all recalled what it was like to feel unseen, vulnerable, and powerless. Nothing terrible her dramatic had ever happened. Instead, each girl faced a series of moments that made it clear that their perspectives and opinions weren’t quite as important. Their ideas couldn’t be counted is quite as good.

But now?

Here, they were in charge.

“Sure thing,” Kelly chirped as she stepped forward. She waited until she had his attention. He made eye contact, and then she flashed him a big smile, “Basically, we’re five, very nice, very good girls. We got good grades in high school. We’re going to college. People listen to us.”

“That doesn’t matter,” he said. “You’re holding me hostage!”

“Besides,” Kelly said, speaking over him with ease. “What are you going to tell the police? That we tied you down and dressed you up? Are you really going to accuse us of putting you in a cute pair of pink panties with adorable little ruffles?”

“It’s a shame the really cute outfits haven’t arrived,” Natalie said. “That’s why we have these more generic options for you. But really, we tried to buy you better stuff.”

Just as she made that point, someone rang the doorbell.

The girls all tensed up.

Daniel opened his mouth like he thought he might be able to convince these girls to change their minds or at least delay the inevitable, but Alice and Kelly glanced back at one another.

Natalie focused all of her attention on the bound boy, “Look at that. I think we’re going to get some really good stuff for you.”

“They’re a little bit late, but it works for me,” Megan said.

Kelly and Alice disappeared out of the room. They raced down the hall and back to the front door.

At once, Amber figured out what Daniel was about to do. This look of concentration flashed across his features, but she still had the panties from before.

Right as he inhaled, she called them up and shoved the panties between his teeth.

Then she looked down into his eyes, “If you make another sound, there are going to be serious consequences. Understand, sissy boy?”

His nostrils twitched, and he growled back at her, but he didn’t try to shout or scream.

Then it was too late because they all heard the front door shut again. The entire transaction it only taken a few seconds.

Kelly and Alice came back. They held up three large boxes, and that’s when Natalie turned back to the boy.

“We’re going to do this as a little obedience test, okay?”

An obedience test? Where did that idea come from?

But then, the dark-haired girl decided she didn’t really care. She ran the tip of her tongue along her teeth, and she grinned down at him again as the ecstasy of power and authority flowed through her petite frame. “My friends and I are going to go check out your new outfits and clothing. In the meantime, you’re going to stay here, and you’re going to keep those cute panties wedged between your teeth. If we come back, and they’re out, you’re going to get punished.”

His eyes narrowed as he glowered at her. Hot, animalistic aggression radiated off of his body, but he didn’t spit them out right there.

Daniel hated to face the truth, but he was intimidated by this pack of females. When they worked together, they were stronger than him. They had already restrained him, stripped him, and spanked him!

Worse, he knew they could do it again…

The girls shuffled out of the room. Within seconds, he started to hear them giggle and laugh back and forth.

In the meantime, Daniel struggled again. He was alone now, so he secretly hoped he might stumble across some brilliant solution.

Although he knew it was probably futile, Daniel tried to feel around the handcuffs. He kept thinking that maybe these girls made a mistake. There could be a button, a lever, or some other release. If he could just find it…

Nothing.

There was just the smooth, cold steel.

Knowing that time wasn’t on his side, he continued to twist and wiggle. Then he glanced down toward his feet. What if he could get his ankles out of the restraints? His hands would still be trapped behind his back, but maybe he could squirm and slide his arms underneath his ankles? Maybe he would be able to get his hands back in front of him?

The girls’ prisoner sat up as much as he could and braced himself on his elbows. He stared down along his naked body to the soft cuffs around his ankles. As near as he could tell, they could have been removed in just a few seconds…if he had the use of his hands.

Aggravation swelled inside of his chest, and he glanced toward the door again.

Then he heard the footsteps.

Something close to animal panic raced through his chest and reverberated through the rest of his body. Struggling twice as hard now, he tried to kick or punches way free.

Then the pack reappeared.

“Look what we have for you!” Natalie called out.

Her friends marched in. They carried several different packages. Right now, they were just unassuming brown boxes, but then the girls open to them. Apparently, they had already checked out the contents because they didn’t need to tear through the table or rip through the package.

“You want to see my favorite part?” Amber asked.

“No!” he mumbled with the panties in his mouth.

Amber smirked, but then she glanced over at Natalie again. “I know this was my thing, but we really don’t have to do it if—”

Feeling confident, Natalie cut her off. Amber was their de facto leader, but there was something about having this young man tied down and so powerless that made her feel like she could do anything! “We can share this boy,” she announced. Then she grabbed his gag and pulled it out.

Amber reached into one of the boxes, and she came back with something, a much smaller package.

“Have you ever heard of a chastity cage?”

His eyes widened. Yes, he heard those words, only he couldn’t bring himself to answer. Instead, he focused completely on the small box which sat there on Amber’s palm.

“So many boys get to feel all masculine, big, and powerful because of their erections. We are taking those away from you,” Amber announced.

“Instead, you’re going to stay nice and soft and tucked into your panties like a good girl,” Natalie told him. She reached down and pinched both of his cheeks. “Would that affect you? Aren’t you looking forward to getting locked up?”

Even as she taunted him, he couldn’t get the image in on the box out of his head.

There was this guy standing there with his hands behind his back, his head bowed down. And right between his legs? There was some kind of plastic tube locked around his shaft.

Daniel didn’t know what to do. He didn’t know what to say.

Amber started pulling out the pieces.

“It’s okay if you get a little bit excited. We know what to do.”

“Should we?” Natalie asked. “Should we allow him one more erection before we take them all away?”

“What does that mean?” Kelly asked.

“Definitely,” Alice said. Then she made a pair of fists and pushed her elbows down against her sides, “Let’s do it!”

“He’s your sissy,” Megan said. “What do you want to do, Natalie?”

The brunette glanced down at him.

Yes, she loved that little flicker of nervous anticipation running along his eyes. Still, she wanted her friends to have fun, so she nodded. This may not have been her fantasy, but she still said, “Let’s do it.”

“Say goodbye to this cute little guy,” Kelly said as she glanced down at him.

“What? You think you can excite me? You think you just turn me on how you want?” he said and did his best to taunt his captors.

“Easily,” Amber answered, her eyes glowing.

“No,” he said. Then he clenched his eyes shut, bit down, and he focused on relaxing his thoughts and distancing himself from anything alluring or sexy.

This was a mistake.

Because he closed his eyes, he heightened his other senses.

The girls must have whispered back and forth again as they made their plans. They understood how easily they could manipulate a boy like this. His psyche was malleable. More importantly, he was already so sensitive. Lots of guys couldn’t help themselves.

Megan crouched down beside the bed, and she reached up. Her fingers gently started to slide along his neck and down his shoulders. Her fingers trailed little sparks of excitement.

Still, it wasn’t quite enough.

Kelly started to massage his right leg. She pushed her palms softly down along his calves and up toward his thighs.

Then there was Natalie. She leaned over, grinned, and whispered something to Amber.

Both girls started tittered and giggling as they made plans.

He wanted or needed to know what was so funny; opening his eyes, he glanced up at them, and they had their eyes aimed at him for just a moment. Then they turned to one another, and they seemed to forget all about him.

Natalie had to wonder just one question: Are we really going to do this?

Yes, she had already enjoyed those other moments of quiet intimacy with her friends. They had gone swimming together, played, whispered secrets in the dark, and accomplished so much more. Heck, they had a captive boy tied down right there, and they were going to dress him up just like some little sissy sister…

But now, she knew this was just a performance, yet a different kind of anticipation started to swirl and spin right at her center.

Part of her didn’t believe this could happen. They’d chicken out at the last second, or—

Amber reached up and brushed her fingers through Natalie’s hair. Natalie took a tentative step closer. Then he leaned forward, and they were really going to do this.

Around them, their friends grinned back and forth at one another. There was this strange mixture of allure and embarrassment.

Sure, they did this once at another party, back when they want to keep boys to howl with excitement. This time, they were only teasing one boy.

Natalie didn’t glance down. She didn’t see exactly how his expression shifted, but she thought she could hear him gasping or panting.

Then their lips touched, and the two girls started to make out right there in front of Daniel. It was so easy. It felt right.

Natalie lost herself to the sensations. Amber was aggressive as always, grabbing her, pulling her close, kissing her softly, then firmly. The delicious give of her lips was incredible, so Natalie just closed her eyes.

With those delicious sensations pulsing through her body, she forgot all about the captive boy.

But then they broke off the kiss, and they both peered down at him.

“You liked that,” Natalie said with a little smirk.

This time, he didn’t bother to argue or disagree. Their boy must have known that it would be utterly futile.

Almost simultaneously, the five girls glanced down toward his shaft. Yes, he was hard. Yes, his stiffened member pointed upward.

“Should we tease him just a little bit more?” Amber asked.

“I think it would be nice to have that kind of experience,” Alice said thoughtfully. “He’s obviously not boyfriend material, but someday, I’m going to find the kind of guy I want to be with.”

With that idea hanging on the air, the girls circled around him. Some of them sat on the bed. Some of them reached down.

Eyes widening, Daniel didn’t really understand what was about to happen, not until they started to stroke and tease his shaft.

Hot excitement coursed through his body. He fought hard to battled back those reactions. He didn’t want his frame to respond to this way. He didn’t want to get excited or turned on!

He was supposed to be better than this!

They were holding him as a prisoner. He couldn’t enjoy it!

But even as those ideas and instincts surged through him, the sensations continued pulse and battered down his defenses. Soon, he was arching his back, wiggling his hips, and moaning for more.

Without even realizing it, he started to beg, “Please. Please, don’t stop!”

The girls teased him. Some of them stroked or massaged the base of his cock. Others work to the middle. Then another girl gently teased his tip.

“I think that’s enough,” Megan announced.

Following her lead, the others pulled away.

With his eyes shut, Daniel didn’t see what was about to happen next. Instead, he focused on the way his heart kicked and hammered away in its cage, not to mention his frantic breathing.

Then he screamed as the cold exploded through his body. It started right at the top of his manhood before blasting down into his frame.

The girls were touching him again, only they weren’t using their soft, playful fingertips. Instead, they had plucked out little piece of ice, and now they were rubbing them up and down his shaft.

He tried to squirm away.

He jerked his body to the left, then to the right and back again.

The girls laughed at him. Those vivacious sounds washed over his trapped frame even as he continued to struggle with all of his might. He still couldn’t get away, and the cold stepped down into him again and again, draining away the excitement.

“No. Please, stop,” he begged. On some level, he understood just how pathetic he sounded, but Daniel still couldn’t help himself. “No. Please, you can’t do this to me! Please, I can’t take it!”

The girls didn’t answer.

Natalie answered, speaking for the others, “It’s okay. Just relax.” Certainly, she reached up and brushed her fingers along his for head and into his hair. “Just relax. You don’t need to get hard. You don’t need to get big. After all, you want to be a good little sissy for us, don’t you? You want to be cute. You want to be our little sister!”

“Stop it!”

By now, his shaft to become completely flaccid.

One of the girls grabbed a small towel, and she dried him off.

In the meantime, Amber opened the box.

Exhausted by everything he had experienced and been through, Daniel shut his eyes and pushed his weight down against his shoulder blades.

He recognized what was happening. She had started to slide the chastity cage into place. She started with a plastic tube over his softened shaft. Then another ring slipped up underneath his balls. She added a couple of connecting pieces, and then Natalie’s voice cut through the haze.

Layer by layer and piece by piece, they worked to imprison him.

“Open your eyes,” she said. “This is super cute, and I want you to see it.”

Daniel didn’t know why he obeyed. Maybe there was something about the confidence and certainty in her voice. Or maybe, as a guy, he had been programmed to enjoy the sounds of a cheerful young woman.

In any case, he watched as Amber lifted up the heart-shaped lock.

“Isn’t this cute? Also, it’s made out of titanium, so you can’t even cut it off!”

He gulped, lifted his head, and looked down along the length of his body to his recently imprisoned manhood.

“Now, no matter how much you want to, you aren’t going to be able to enjoy erection,” Amber promised him.

“I think every boy should have to wear one,” Alice announced.

Kelly agreed, “Definitely!” She grinned, glanced around, and decided to be boldly, “Just think about how many boys would be so much more obedient if they couldn’t get hard!”

The other girls nodded along thoughtfully.

“So right now, we need to make sure that this little sissy is dressed up appropriately. Now, would you like us to get you your dress?”

He looked up at Natalie.

“Don’t do this. Please, you can’t do this.”

“Yeah, we can,” Natalie said. She reached over for another box, opened it, and that’s when she showed him his panties.

Before, they had probably botch something from some random department store. Yes, they had been feminine and sleek, but these were so, so much worse!

His eyes widened, and he stared. His lips parted, only he couldn’t speak. His brain blanked as he looked up.

Those didn’t look like real panties for a woman.

They were childish, dainty, and hyper-girly!

Unlike that first pair, these were pink, ruffled, and embroidered with little rosebuds. Natalie made a point of taking the panties and holding them up for him to see; she turned them from side to side, slowly so he could absorb every single detail.

“Are you ready? Are you ready for your panties?” As she spoke, the other girls removed his ankle restraints.

Horrified by the panties held above him, Daniel hardly noticed his newfound freedom.

“Legs up,” Natalie said.

“No,” he repeated, except now his voice hardened with flinty resolve. He stared at her with every iota of dignity he possessed. Very calmly and reasonably, he tried to tell her, “I don’t know what you think you’re going to accomplish here, but—”

“Roll him over,” Natalie said with an aggrieved sigh.

The boy’s heart hammered again as the girls pounced on him. They grabbed him, rolled him onto his stomach, and forced him face down onto the mattress. Then it was Natalie who pinched his bottom.

“I’m going to spank you until you beg for those panties,” she promised.

“I won’t!”

She smacked him once, twice, three times in quick succession.

Through that first barrage, Daniel managed to bite down and stay quiet. He knew that if he put on those panties, he would lose something primal and important. He wouldn’t be able to feel like a man, not anymore.

But then, these girls were serious about stripping away his dignity and self-respect. They wanted to turn him into a sweet, cute little sissy girl.

“How about now?”

“Never,” he growled.

She struck hard and fast, bringing her hand down in another quick succession. This time, she didn’t stop at three. Instead, she’s kept spanking him. His captor went for the same spot, striking over and over again as the pain shot through his body. She understood precisely what was happening.

He could try to maintain his defenses. He could attempt to protect his stubbornness, but it wasn’t going to work, and they all knew it. One way or another, he would break!

After a second, third, and fourth round of spankings, Natalie marveled at his endurance. Actually, this was pretty impressive, but she wasn’t going to let this boy spoil her fun.

She’d break him!

For so long, she had craved a sissy as her secret desire; she yearned for some guy she could strip down, dress up, and turn into her personal plaything.

With the help of her friends, Natalie was going to get it!

“Paddle,” she said, holding out her hand like a surgeon waiting for some fine instrument.

Alice grabbed it from the box and gave it to her.

Then she smacked the palm of her hand, and he flinched as he heard that noise. He understood exactly what he pretended, just as Daniel knew what would happen next.

“Are you ready to start begging? Are you ready to start begging for your cute panties?”

“Never,” he said again, only this time his voice shook. He couldn’t summon the same iron-clad certainty from before.

“Okay,” she replied, sounding almost cheerful.

Natalie tightened her grip on the paddle, lifted over her head, and then she brought it down with all of the force she could summon from her shoulder. The flat, wooden surface crashed down against his backside.

The paddle only struck once, but that was all it took to make him hiss through his teeth. His eyes watered. The pain drilled it down into his body.

“Poor boy. Poor little sissy boy,” she said. “You know you need this. You know you were never as good as the other guys. It’s time for you to give up. Accept what we are going to do to you because it’s going to happen.” She made all of those words sound utterly inevitable like they fit together as the only possible conclusion. There would be no escape, no way out for this guy. He could struggle, snarl, and fight, yet it still wouldn’t change anything.

They had him, and they weren’t letting them go!

Without waiting for an answer, Natalie lifted the paddle again. Basking in this moment and everything it represented, she struck again and again. She let the paddle fall down hard. Once. Twice. Three times. The pain lanced through him. It exploded along his body, coursing from one nerve to another in an instant.

He fought so hard to hold back at those impulses.

Only a few minutes ago, these girls had overwhelmed him with pleasure. Now the pain threatened to do the same.

“Are you ready? Are you ready to beg?” Natalie asked him this question several times. The chorus seemed to echo through his head as he grimaced and struggled against the onslaught.

Then she spanked him again, lifted the paddle, and something inside of him shattered.

“Please!”

“What do you have to say?” Natalie asked.

His nostrils twitched, and he knew he had no other choice. Whether he liked it or not, he had to surrender to these girls.

Blinking, he turned his head and glared at them, yet something lurked just beneath the surface of his rage. From the one with the black haired to the redhead to the girls with varied shades of brunette tresses, he was overwhelmed. The rage couldn’t sustain him much longer…

He sniffled, swallowed back those tears he refused to shed and started to plead. “Please, please, can I wear the panties?”

“You’re going to have to beg better than that,” she said. Then she smacked him again.

Their captive sissy boy cried out, yanked on his handcuffs, and he had this one impulse: snarl, growl, and insult these girls. He could have cried out every curse word he knew.

Instead, he glanced up at Natalie again, and she seemed utterly content. There was this playful serenity glowing along her features. She was beautiful, yes, but it was more than that.

She knew exactly where she was supposed to be. And now, she would make sure he yielded to her.

“Better than that?” Daniel asked, apparently bewildered.

Still down on his stomach, he could just barely see her. He had to stretch and strained to get a good view of her lovely face, but now he flinched as she stroked the paddle along the curves of his buttocks.

“Try again,” she instructed. “I’m sure you can do it. Show us what you’ve got.”

Daniel bit down on his lower lip. Then he clenched his eyes shut, and he tried again, just as she ordered, “Please. Please, can I wear those panties? Please. They looks so soft and pretty. Please, can I wear them? I want the ruffles! Please!”

“Roll onto your back, lift your ankles, and get ready to put on your first pair of panties, little sissy.”

The moisture drained away from his mouth. He blinked, mystified and humiliated, but he obeyed her commands.

It felt like he had no choice, like these girls would get whatever they wanted, and he wouldn’t be able to stop them.

“Good boy,” Natalie commented as she pulled the panties over his toes and down along the length of his feet. She smiled as she drew the panties closer and closer to his imprisoned cock.

Her friends were glancing back at one another as they marveled at what they were accomplishing here.

For too long, the boys around them always seemed so arrogant, so incredibly cocky and condescending like they couldn’t be stopped.

Could a chastity cage, paddle, and handcuffs accomplish all of this so easily? And if Daniel broke, about the other boys?

But right then and there, they had proof of something special.

These boys could be tamed.

For her part, Natalie just enjoyed that look of chagrin as a continued to play out across his face. There was something so sweet and adorable. Yes, he hated that this was happening, but part of him must’ve realized he didn’t get a choice, so it was okay.

Then she pulled the panties up all the way to his imprisoned shaft, and suddenly his member seemed to disappear altogether, tucked away underneath the ruffles and smooth silk.

“There we go,” she said. “How does that feel?”

The material was cool against his buttocks, thighs, and genitals. Closing his eyes, he just shook his head, like he couldn’t face the reality of what was now happening.

“Let’s get you into your corset,” she said. “But first, Amber wants to tell you something.”

He finally opened his eyes and glanced back at her. “What? What is it?” As Daniel spoke, he tried so hard to seemed fierce and intimidating, like he could still be a threat.

In his ruffled panties, he just looked adorable!

Yes, these young women could start to see him as their little sister. Dainty. Cute. Meek. Weak. Helpless.

As he may not counters with Amber, he watched as she lifted up the key to his chastity cage. “You can’t take that off without our help you need this. Now, I’m going to go hide it somewhere very, very special. If you ever want to get out again, you’re going to have to cooperate. Understand?”

He grimaced, “Yeah. Yeah, I understand.”

“There’s our sweet little sissy,” Natalie said. Then she clapped her hands and watched as her friend scurried out of the room. Once Amber was gone, Natalie put her hands on her hips, and she looked down at him again. “And just in case the chastity cage isn’t enough of an incentive, I want to remind you of something.”

He didn’t ask what she had in mind, yet he continued to watch her, staring as he waited for more bad news.

“We still outnumber you, don’t we?”

“Yes…”

“So what does that mean?”

Daniel didn’t want to say it.

“So what does that mean?” Natalie asked again, her tone a little sharper this time.

His eyes narrowed, and he glowered at her, but that didn’t change anything. Whether he liked it or not, he had to answer her, “It means you could overpower me.”

“Can we?” Natalie asked as she leaned forward and held her hands just below her tummy. “Can we really?” She adopted the same taunting, singsong tone so many girls used when talking to puppies and babies. “Because I think you’re right! I think we can overpower you whenever we want. We can hold you down, spank you, paddle you, and basically make you cry. You don’t want to cry, do you?” She pouted out her bottom lip with mock sympathy.

“No,” he answered simply.

She flashed another tantalizingly cruel smile, “No.” She shook her head from side to side. “You don’t want to cry, which means you want to behave. Isn’t that right, Daniel?”

“I want to behave,” he said, his voice flat.

Then another thought occurred to her. “Smile for me.”

“No,” he snapped back.

Natalie may have been a petite girl, but it hardly mattered because she grabbed him. One hand flew down onto his neck, and she shoved him right back to the bed. With his hands still locked behind his back, he didn’t have the leverage or the right angles to resist.

“Bad little sissy!” Natalie called out as the other girls laughed. This was all so silly, all so childish, all so easy…for them.

“Bad, bad little sissy!” As she spoke, she grabbed the paddle and started striking again and again until his backside reddened once more.

With the heat and pain flowing across his skin, he didn’t know how to answer, what he should do or what he might be able to say.

“I’m sorry!” Daniel finally called out. He couldn’t think of anything else. His thoughts turned to mush as the pain flashed along his nerves.

“Very good,” she said. Then she held out her hand, one of her friends gave her the key to the handcuffs. She inserted it, turned it, and he felt this shutter of relief run through his body as she unlocked the restraints. She yanked off the cuffs, but he remained right there, pinned by this girl’s small hand.

“Tell us you’re going to be a good little sissy.”

“I’m going to be a good little sissy,” he confessed.

“And now, I want you to open your eyes and smile at all of us. Smile like a sweet little sissy.”

He clenched his jaw; at the same time, he absolutely hated himself for giving and like this, but he couldn’t deny the power of the paddle or this young woman’s authority over him.

He looked at them, glanced down, forced a cheerful smile across his face, and he said, “I’m going to be a good little sissy.”

“Very good,” she replied as she reached out and patted him on the head.

Fresh waves of shame blazed through his body. It felt like a storm. Angry clouds of embarrassment raced along his extremities, but they were just getting started.

Amber returned with that same swagger in her step, grinned, and said, “Excellent. I want to see him get dressed!”

“I think a bra would be appropriate before the corset,” Natalie said as she swept her gaze up and down his body.

“You can’t be serious,” he muttered.

“What was that?” Natalie asked her prisoner.

Daniel glanced at each of the young women before he dropped his gaze back down to the floor, gave a quick shake of his head, and said, “Nothing.”

“That’s what I thought,” she said.

Then he saw the “bra.” Realistically, this had to be something else, he thought, but Daniel didn’t know the term, nor could he explain where they got something like this. It reminded him vaguely of a push-up bra, only this one seemed to compensate for his flat chest.

They pulled the straps over his shoulders and along his rib cage. They locked the clasps, so now he had a much more feminine outline.

“Very cute,” she said.

They were just getting started.

Next, they held up the corset for him to see. It was smooth, black, and shining under the light.

“Hands over your head,” Natalie demanded.

Kelly and Alice pulled the corset down along his arms so that it encircled his sternum, stomach, and waste. After that, they pulled it tight. Tighter! It felt like he couldn’t breathe, but Megan chuckled and said, “If you think this is hard, you have no idea what it’s like to be a girl.”

“But we’re just getting started with you,” Natalie added. “I’m sure you’ll feel like a good little sissy in no time at all. You’re already smiling like one.”

He narrowed his eyes back in her direction, but that was the best he could do.

They tightened the corset even more, squeezing it against his ribs and stomach. Then they started to tie the little ribbons along the small of his back and up toward his shoulder blades.

Once they finished, the girls glanced back at forth at one another.

“This is an amazing start,” Natalie said. “Please. Isn’t this good enough? Can’t you just stop here? Look, you dressed me up. You have had your fun. This should be good enough,” he grumbled.

She touched the underside of his chin. She enjoyed the soft give of his skin, especially because he didn’t have much stubble. Despite being a boy, he was pretty smooth.

“You know, once we give you a little bit of makeup, I’m sure you’re going to look so pretty and sweet.”

“Please!” His eyes widened with wild, genuine desperation.

“This is going to be good for you. I know it doesn’t feel that way now, but we are going to have so, so much fun with you.”

That’s when she skipped back over to the newly delivered boxes.

Then she reached in, and she started to pull out the different costumes and options.

“What do you think? Japanese schoolgirl? American schoolgirl? French maid? Little Red Riding Hood?” With each question, Natalie pulled out the different choices for him. He saw the pictures of the models, and a bright, jagged shard of humiliation seemed to lodge itself right in his chest.

Yes, they had removed the handcuffs so that they could trust him, but he still felt trapped. His eyes darted over toward the doorway, but he froze. As much as he wanted to sprint away, he knew these women would keep him there.

He was their prisoner. He was their captive.

These thoughts kept swirling through his head.

“You don’t get to decide, Daniel. But I like the idea of hearing you out. Which one would you like to wear?”

Japanese schoolgirl. American schoolgirl. French maid. Little Read Writing Hood. Her friends held up the different options for him to consider.

Worse, they shared their opinions.

Megan said, “Personally, I like the Little Read Riding Hood costume. I mean, it’s so cute, especially with the red dress, the petticoats, and look at those shoes. Aren’t they adorable?”

“Definitely,” Alice agreed, “But I think the American schoolgirl works better. I mean, just think about how sweet he would be with this tiny little skirt. Every time he bends over, we’d be able to see his panties and pinch his bottom!”

Kelly shook her head. “But you want to use him as a servant, don’t you? You want to be able to snap your fingers and send him off to do whatever you want? Definitely a French maid.”

“All excellent points. What do you think, Daniel? What should we dress you up as?”

He tried to inhale and filled his lungs, but the restrictive corset didn’t allow him to take a complete breath. Instead, he sweet these quick little puffs of air as he glanced across the different possibilities.

“Please, can I just wear something else?”

“We could dress you up as a harem girl,” Natalie said.

“No!”

“What? You don’t want to look like some adorably sexy coed?” Amber teased him. “Just imagine it. You could picture yourself getting hit on by all of the cute boys.”

“Schoolgirl,” he said.

“Okay,” Natalie said. She clapped her hands together and glanced over at her friends. “The good little sissy has made her decision. She’s going to be dressed like a Japanese schoolgirl.”

“No, that’s not what I meant,” he stammered out.

“Let’s get Daniel into her little pleated skirt, that tight white top, and the sailor collar,” she said.

“You’re not listening to me,” he protested. “I don’t want to be dressed like a Japanese schoolgirl!”

“Shush,” she said, holding up one finger and pressing against his lips.

“I’m serious!” Daniel shouted. “You can’t just address me up like a Japanese schoolgirl! I won’t let you!”

Each of the young women in the room froze. Slowly, they turned back to him.

Kelly cocked her head to the side and asked a simple question, “Are you shouting?”

“That wasn’t very ladylike,” Megan said.

“I’m not a lady,” Daniel snarled back.

Each of these young women stepped forward, pressing in on him and cutting off his personal space.

“I think the little sissy needs to get down on her knees and ask for forgiveness,” Natalie said. “You owe us all an apology. As far as you’re concerned, you need to be ladylike. You might just be a sissy, that means you have to be subservient and obedient for us. The corn his very, very important, especially once we get you all dressed up.”

“I, I’m not getting down on my knees,” he said.

“Yes, you will. Then we are going to finish dressing you, and after that we will do your hair and makeup.”

He should have known all of this was coming. It should’ve been utterly predictable, but the adrenaline flashed through his body, making it harder and harder for him to think.

Then two of these young women grabbed him by his shoulders and shoved him down.

He hit the floor hard, but he still didn’t speak while Natalie reached out and grabbed the paddle.

“You know, I think she really likes using that on you,” Amber told him.

“We could all hold you down. We could decide to you won’t be a sissy. Maybe we will decide we should just spank you for the rest of the night. You think you could go all night?”

“No!”

Panic spiked into his voice as he called out that single word.

They crossed their arms and glanced down at him.

His throat felt dry, yet he had no choice. “I’m sorry,” he started to say.

Clearly, the young women all around him weren’t impressed. They expected so much more.

“I’m sorry. I spoke out of turn. I raise my voice.”

“Should a deferential little sissy raise her voice to her superiors?”

I’m a man! I’m a man, and I can make my own decisions. I’m not a sissy, and I can do whatever I want! Those words flashed behind his eyes, and he opened his mouth, but he said something else completely, “No. I shouldn’t raise my voice to my superiors.” As he spoke, he sounded so sweet and meek, like he couldn’t possibly confront these powerful young women.

They had all of the authority, while he was just there plaything.

More and more, he was becoming their doll…

“Okay,” she said. “Let’s get you dressed up, sweetie.”

She reached down and grabbed him by his wrist. Megan did the same, and they pulled their toy back to his feet. After that, they grabbed the blouse and opened it for him. It would button up the front, covering his corset and bra.

He slid his arms into the sleeves, first the left, then the right. They pulled a close, and the girls fussed over him, working the buttons in the span of just a few seconds. Next, they held up the white tights.

“Do I have to wear those?”

“Yes,” Natalie said.

No discussion. No debate.

Reluctantly, he sat on the edge of the bed. The panties had started to feel normal, but now the snug stockings slid up along his legs. They encased his skin, pushing down and giving him this smooth, dainty silhouette.

The tights soon enveloped his panties, and he shivered, but then one of the girls held out of the navy blue skirt. Pleated and adorable, it looked exactly like what a Japanese school girl might wear…

In fact, he had probably seen skirts like these in some of his favorite K-pop videos.

“I’m already wearing the blouse. Isn’t that good enough?”

“Nope,” Kelly said with a pop of her lips.

They handed him the skirt, so he stepped into it and drew it up around his waist. Suddenly, he could feel the skirt swish and splash against the middle of his thighs. The hem was so short!

“I feel like a doll,” he complained, turning those words into a complaint.

“But you look so ridiculously cute!” Natalie told him.

“Yeah, I think you just look precious,” Alice agreed.

“But you know, we aren’t done,” Megan said as she lifted up a pink, plaid tie. He could already tell that it would just hang there from around his neck, just barely reaching down to the middle of his torso.

He shook his head from side to side. He started to step back.

“I think our little schoolgirl is getting shy,” Megan said.

“Get her,” Natalie ordered.

Generally, Natalie didn’t take control of this clique, but the girls were having so much fun! They moved quickly, pouncing on him. They grabbed him, pushed him down onto his knees again, and then they pulled the tie around his neck, carefully sneaking it under the collar of his shirt. They pulled it tight, and now he really did look like a little Japanese schoolgirl.

“What about his hair?” Alice asked almost immediately.

“That is a very, very good idea,” Natalie said. “Unfortunately for you, Daniel, we got you this.” She reached into the package again, and now she pulled out a wig with straight, blonde hair.

When he saw it, he started to shake his head, but these girls moved quickly, sliding it along the top of his skull, pinning it in place, and then it was done…

…And “she” looked exquisite!

He had this extra weight on his chest, between his legs, and pushing down against his scalp. He felt trapped underneath it all, constricted and restrained.

“Now the heels,” Natalie said. She took out a pair of black pumps and lowered them down onto the floor.

He chose not to look. Instead, he just closed his eyes, stepped forward, and slid his feet down into the high heels. Suddenly, his feet felt very strange, like he never developed the musculature to walk around in high heels.

Natalie reached out to put one hand on his shoulder. Another girl grabbed him by his wrist.

Then there was Alice, down on her knees right in front of him.

He didn’t understand what was happening, not until the click of the first lock. Then his eyes flew open, and he glared down at her. These were just regular high heels; instead, the straps came with little openings for another set of padlocks. This way, he wouldn’t be able to get out of his shoes until these young ladies decided to release him…

…If they decided to release him…

“Do you see that little desk right there?” Natalie asked as she pointed toward the corner.

“Yes?”

“Walk over there,” she said. “And try not to fall down.”

“I’m not going to fall down,” he insisted.

At the same time, their captive boy glanced down along the length of his body. He saw the bright blue sailor’s collar, the snug blouse with its sparkly buttons, the pleated skirt, and his smooth legs. Last, he looked down at the high heels.

For just a second, he thought about complaining about the footwear. Maybe he could have said something about how that wasn’t authentic for a Japanese schoolgirl. Surely, they just wore something else.

But he didn’t want to find out what they actually used. He didn’t want to face any of this!

Doing his best not to think about what they had done to him, he walked over to the desk. Or at least, he made the attempt.

His steps became awkward and uncomfortable as he raised his right foot. Then he set the heel down against the floor, and he nearly tripped.

“You have to be careful. A little sissy like you will get used to high heels eventually, but it might take some time,” Natalie said, her tone consolatory.

He opened his mouth, inhaled, and he wanted to say something about how he would never, ever get used to this nonsense.

Of course, he was smart enough to stay silent.

He walked slowly and carefully. He hated how much effort this required, but he eventually made it over to the small desk. The girls grabbed him again and quickly forced him down into the padded seat.

“I can’t do this,” he said and started to stand.

The girls pushed him right back down, only this time they grabbed his hands, pulled them behind the chair, and quickly slid the cuffs back into position.

Just like that, they made sure this captive little sissy wasn’t going anywhere.

The renewed sensation of the cuffs around his wrists drained some of the rebellion out of their toy. He dropped right back down and slumped until Amber touched to the underside of his chin and forced him to look up.

“He has excellent bone structure,” she said.

“Agreed,” Megan replied.

“Just a little bit of blush, some foundation, maybe a little bit of eye shadow.”

“We could go for that kind of smoky effect? Maybe something pink since he has dark guys?” Alice said to the others.

Natalie nodded along. Yes, she knew a lot about makeup, yet there was something so incredible about watching this boy as he went through his transformation.

Trapped there before these young women, Daniel stayed silent. He tried to look frustrated and angry, but they hardly noticed. Instead, they enjoyed the way he pouted. There was something delightful about his aggressive stare, especially since they were having so much fun with him!

They powdered his cheeks, applied blush, slipped the eye shadow below his brows, and continued to whisper back and forth about the different details.

He tried not to pay attention.

Then one of the girls did something he didn’t expect.

Without even thinking about it, Natalie pulled some of his blonde hair into one braid, then another. She accidentally put him in pigtails!

“Amazing,” Amber said.

“Natalie, you’ve done such a good job with him!” Alice hopped up and down as she clapped her hands together.

Megan nodded. “She looks so cute! I would love to have a little sister just like her!”

She.

Daniel pulled in another breath and glowered, but it didn’t have any effect on these young women. They were so excited.

“Okay, okay,” Natalie said. “Let’s do a little inspection. What you think of that, sissy?”

His brows tightened, his lips hardened, and he glared at her for all he was worth, but she just flashed him another cheerful smile. Yeah, he could glare and rage, but everyone in that room knew that these girls were in charge, so it didn’t matter how he felt what he wished to do.

They had him.

Natalie considered exactly what she wanted from him. “I think we’re done here,” she said. “Let’s get her into the living room.” He snapped her fingers and pointed toward the door.

Grumbling, he rose to his feet. Again, he wobbled on those high heels.

Worse, he hardened his lips into another pout, and doing so reminded him of the makeup along his face. These girls had been generous with all of it: blush, foundation, eyeshadow, lipstick, and other concoctions he didn’t even understand.

“Oh wait,” Megan said as they passed her bedroom door. “I think the sissy should get to see herself.”

Stop talking about me like that! Daniel yearned to snarl those words back at these young women, but he didn’t want to provoke their wrath. After all, these girls kept grinning back at him, at one point was abundantly clear: they could spank him or paddle him whenever they like.

Megan opened her bedroom door, and two other girls nudged him forward. He felt one casual hand on the back of his skirt. Someone else touched his shoulder and pushed him across the threshold.

Within seconds, he saw Megan’s bedroom.

Before the start of the night, this would have seemed so amazing and incredible. It was her bedroom!

He marveled at the painted unicorn on the mounted canvas, the bed with those dark red sheets, her makeup stand, and the full-length mirror in the corner of the room. Like so many other guys, he may not have had a lot of respect for women, but they still fascinated him. Her bedroom seemed somehow special, like some magical sanctum for a creature from another realm.

But he wasn’t an interloper here. He wasn’t speaking in to see what she was like more to discover any of her secrets. Instead, he was a captive, a prisoner, a pet and a toy.

His insides shivered as he held onto those realities. But now, he could still feel the weight of the padlocks between his legs and along his feet. They reminded him again and again of his captivity.

Suddenly, he was in front of that full-length mirror.

“What do you think?” Natalie asked.

“Who cares what she thinks?” Megan taunted.

Alice laughed, “Yeah. If we dress her up like a little girl, then her opinion doesn’t count!”

“Did you see those panties? They are so ruffled! They’re so adorable! I don’t think I ever wore anything like that, not even when I was a baby!” Amber chimed.

These girls kept teasing him, and the sounds washed over him, but he stopped listening. He couldn’t process each phrase and taunted, not while he lifted his head and looked back at his reflection.

Daniel couldn’t recognize himself.

These girls had done it.

Between the corset, the bra-form, the skirt, blouse, tie, tights, and shoes, they had transformed him. At first, he didn’t want to move. Instead, the light bouncing off of the mirror smacked into his pupils, stunning him.

Then he knew he needs to turn away because he wasn’t supposed to see this.

Natalie and Kelly stood at his sides, and the two girls grabbed his hands, lacing her fingers through his. These gestures could have been sweet and kind, but he knew why they were doing it.

He wasn’t done looking at his reflection.

These girls were going to let him turn away.

Daniel couldn’t hide.

Whether he liked it or not, he had to face the cute sissy girl in the mirror.

His heart hammered, but he obeyed their silent command; he continued to study his reflection from one second to the next.

With his blonde hair, pigtails, pouty lips, smoky eyes, slender waist, and long legs, he looked exactly like a pretty girl. If he had seen something like this walked down the street, he would have yearned to reach out and slipped his hand up her skirt. He would’ve hoped to see her panties flash if she bent over…

“I’m not a sissy,” he whispered.

“What was that?” Natalie asked him.

“Nothing!” Daniel squeaked back.

“Good,” she said. She reached up and brushed her fingers along the top of his head. Between the bangs and of those pigtails, Daniel looked utterly adorable! “You know, there’s nothing wrong with being cheerful and quiet.”

“Remember, a sissy should be didn’t hear, obedient, and very, very sweet,” said one of the other girls.

It wasn’t fair.

They had taken everything a guy like Daniel might have believed about femininity women and he did upon him.

“Now, I think it’s time for you to take a selfie,” Natalie announced.

She pulled out her phone, held it up, and waited for him to take it.

“A selfie?” Daniel asked, almost like he couldn’t comprehend the word or idea. “You, you can’t mean it.”

He didn’t turn around. Instead, the sweet sissy glanced from one girl’s reflection to another. His eyes and had barely moved, but he could still see each of their faces. Although this sickening dread seemed to speed through his body, he saw the contentment and serenity on each of their faces.

They were serious! They meant it!

He started to take a step back, but the two girls grabbed him by his hands once again, trapping him there.

“You don’t want a spanking—do you?” Natalie said. “No, no—you want to act like a teenage girl and take a selfie.” His nostrils twitched, especially when he picked up on that self-deprecating, nearly sarcastic tone in her voice. She was teasing him, and it wasn’t fair, but he couldn’t do anything about it either.

Recognizing this fact, he took her phone. As he held the device, he wondered if maybe he could try something else. A little spark of hope resonated through his chest because he had to get out of there. He had to escape the chastity cage, the locking high heels, and every stitch of fabric they had forced him to wear.

With an audible gulp, he glanced at her and asked, “Can I use my phone?”

Instantly thought of his phone, his keys, and his wallet. Those three items felt like the source of his independence. They represented something vital.

“Don’t worry about those,” Amber said. “We took care of your stuff.”

“Where is it?”

“Somewhere safe,” Alice chirped.

“Yeah,” Kelly said. “You don’t need to worry about it. We’ll make sure that it’s nice and secure.”

They sounded kind and helpful, but his chest seemed to constrict, only this time it didn’t have anything to do with the corset.

“Please? You give me back my stuff? Please?” He sounded so pathetic as he asked.

These girls had taken him as a prisoner. They feminized him! They were turning him into a sissy!

Despite all of this, Daniel still couldn’t summon any wild storm of rage. He couldn’t launch himself forward like a real man. He couldn’t attack, ball his fists, or start throwing punches.

Something about his chastity cage, the makeup on his face, the pigtails dangling down toward his shoulders, and the adorable little skirt sapped him of his strength. It made him feel so dainty and small, like he really had become their little sister or something…

“No, I don’t think so,” she said. “Now, selfies are really important.”

“But, but if I take a picture, you could show someone,” he started to say.

Click, click.

He heard those two sounds, turned, and that’s when he saw them. Kelly and Alice had their phones out, and they were aimed right at him!

“What, what did you do?” Daniel asked, even though he already knew, even though it was completely obvious.

“They took your picture,” Natalie said.

He shook his head from side to side. Worse, that made his pigtails sway from side to side as he swung his head. The girls noticed this and quickly started giggling. They loved seeing him like this, especially without pouty look of panic on his face.

“You know,” Megan said, “I’m starting to understand why so many guys might like this style. Seriously, just look at her! She is so freaking cute!”

“But it’s the power, isn’t it?” Natalie asked. “There’s something so spectacular about knowing that we could just walk up to her, shove her against the wall, and take whatever we want.”

No, you can’t! Daniel cried out behind his eyes and between his ears, only his private declaration sounded so shrill and pathetic. Seriously, he knew these girls could overpower him. His clothing didn’t change his musculature, but they were training him. They were teaching him to be small and helpless.

Natalie continued, “Just think about it. We have her, and we have completely remade her. More importantly, we can get her to do whatever we want.”

Her.

Daniel tried to shake his head. It was the best he can do, but these girls are having way too much fun. They hardly noticed anything he did.

“Just don’t let anyone see those pictures, okay?”

“Too late,” Kelly said.

“Yeah, I shared them the second I took mine,” Alice added.

The color faded away from his cheeks as the shame washed over him. Cold seemed to spread up his spine and into the rest of his body. “No,” he said with a shallow shake of his head. “You couldn’t have. You didn’t!”

“Why wouldn’t we?” Alice asked, make it sound like such a simple, silly question.

His mouth suddenly refused to work. He tried to push any real words, but they fluttered and failed somewhere along the back of his throat.

Returning to the matter at hand, Natalie held up her phone again, and she said, “Selfie.” With that one-word command hanging on the air, she waited for him to obey her. As far she was concerned, it would happen. One way or another, he would do as he was told.

Holding onto the phone, Daniel gripped it. He looked down at the screen. She had already unlocked the device.

He started to wonder if maybe he could quickly text one of his friends and call out for help. But then, he knew that would be impossible.

Although it was futile, he still ran through the different steps. He would have to somehow secretly type out a phone number, write out his message, and hit Send without any of these young women realizing what he had done…

It was impossible.

His insides clenched again, but Natalie was becoming impatient. She stepped up behind him, and now she rested her chin on his shoulder as she started to brush her fingers along the back of his leg, just beneath his skirt and the edges of his ruffled panties.

“Are you going to start misbehaving? Are you going to start being a naughty little sissy?” She whispered those words. Yes, they sounded ridiculous, but they still pummel against his psyche.

“I, I will be good,” he promised.

“Yes,” she agreed. “You will be good. You’re going to be a good, obedient little sissy and do whatever we want because we are in charge. Where you again?”

“I’m your sissy,” he admitted.

“Yes, you are our sissy. Our little sissy doll!”

His shoulders bunched up, and he obviously wanted to jump forward, spin around, and rip all of this stuff off of his body, but he couldn’t. They had him. Over and over again, that simple truth be down against his psyche.

With his hands trembling, he lifted the phone, aimed the camera, and he saw his reflection digitized on the screen. Once he did this, these girls would have it forever. They would share it amongst themselves and their friends.

Everyone in that room may have already graduated from high school, but those social networks remained strong. How long would it take before one of his crushes saw this stuff? The football team? His friends?

“Don’t worry,” Natalie said as she teased him. “No one needs to know about your chastity cage. But hey, as long as we’re playing around, I think I want some more pictures.”

“No,” he gasped back at her. Every time he took a picture, he would give her more ammunition.

With one shot, maybe he would be able to convince everyone else that he had been blackmailed. But if he continued to pose, that argument would become more and more difficult…

“I guess you really are going to need another spanking,” Natalie said.

“No! Please!”

That’s when he noticed the other cameras. The girls were still pointing them at him.

But why? He didn’t hear the automated sounds of clicking…because they were recording all of this.

Before he could worry about what that might mean, Natalie had grabbed him again. She pulled him back toward Megan’s bed, and now she had him forward. He braced his weight on his elbows.

Like a pair of camerawomen, Alice jumped up onto the bed and hopped down to the other side. This way, she could see his face.

Kelly picked the different angle.

All of this would be recorded.

All of it could be posted online…

He pictured his classmates laughing, pointing at their screens, horrified and laughing uproariously anyway. The guys were just shake their heads, perhaps muttering something about how they had always known Daniel wasn’t a real guy. The girls would just snicker and giggle, and maybe think about how much fun something like this could be…

Those thoughts quickly scattered.

He blushed brightly when Natalie lifted up his skirt to reveal his ruffled panties.

“So cute!”

“Please, don’t. Please!”

“If you just cooperate and behave, then I wouldn’t need to spank you,” she said, making it sound so adorably obvious. “I swear, sometimes you are so silly!”

The words cut into his ego. They reminded him again and again of how they had ripped away every iota of power and independence he had once possessed. When he showed up, he had been capable of making his own decisions.

No more.

He really had become her toy…

He couldn’t worry about anything else, however, not as her hand flashed down and slapped against his panties. Sure, the fabric and ruffles absorb some of the force, but he still cried out. Worse, his eyes watered.

“Look at that,” Megan called out. “I think she might start crying.”

“Oh, that’s so sad,” Natalie replied as she pouted out her bottom lip.

No!

He wasn’t going to cry. He wasn’t going to let a single tear run down his cheek.

“Don’t worry,” Amber told him. “If we need to redo your makeup, then we will. It won’t be a big deal.” She made this sound like good news somehow…

His nostrils flared, he hissed through his teeth, and Daniel promised himself that he could take it. No matter what these girls said, he needed to believe that he was a real man. He could handle a couple jolts of pain.

Only her hand flew down again and again. She slapped his backside, spanking him harder and faster. The pain tore through his frame, glancing from one nerve to the next. His buttocks probably turned a bright shade of red, and his defenses cracked, breaking away a little bit at a time.

“I’ll be good!” Daniel squeaked out.

“What was that?” Natalie asked. She sounded intrigued.

“I’ll be good,” he said again.

“No, no,” Allison said. “You sounded different.”

Daniel didn’t understand.

“Maybe we should try spanking you again?” Natalie suggested.

She reached down and grabbed his ass. Her fingers pushed down against his posterior, and he squeaked out, “No. Please, please don’t spank me!”

“That’s amazing,” Megan said.

“Yeah, I know, right?” Kelly agreed.

“What?”

“Your voice,” Natalie said. “You sounded so cute.”

Cute. She meant “feminine” and “girly”.

“No, no I didn’t,” he protested. As he spoke again, he made sure to deep in the register of his voice.

“From now on, I want you to sound like you did before. You’re going to sound cute and sweet and very, very girly for us.”

“No, I won’t,” he protested.

“Are you sure about that? Are you really sure about that?” Natalie taunted him. Under so many other circumstances, she would have been the quiet girl of the room, the one who would have stood off to the side. Megan and Amber could be much more aggressive.

“No!” Daniel called out. Again, his voice rose. He did sound sweet! He did sound cute and feminine!

“Very nice,” she said, make it sound like they had come to an important decision together.

“Tell us how much you like your makeover,” Megan instructed.

He didn’t want to use this new tone of voice. He didn’t want to sound like a girl!

Despite those impulses, he quickly squeaked out, “I…I really like my new makeover…” His voice trailed off, only he didn’t sound like a real man. On the contrary, it would have been so easy to mistake this cute sissy for an actual girl!

“Perfect,” Natalie purred. “Just five more spankings, and then we can get back to your photo shoot!”

“No!” Daniel hollered out again, but these girls had made up their minds. They knew exactly what he needed, so they gave it to him.

Natalie slapped his rear hard and fast. Her hand flew down, and she reveled in the way he squeaked every few seconds. But then it was done. For a few moments, she was tempted to continue spanking him. It would have been so easy…

Instead, she shook off the impulse because she needed to be fair to her toy. Playing with him was fun, true, but she didn’t wish to break him. Besides, he needed to understand that when he cooperated, things could be better. She didn’t want to torture him, after all. Well, she didn’t want to torture him all the time.

“There we go,” she said. “Now, I want you to do a really cute selfie. I’m thinking you should smile and hold of the peace sign.”

She held out her phone again for him.

Daniel’s insides shook was he really going to do this? Was he really going to behave like some silly girl?

Yes.

He held up the phone, smiled, and made the peace sign for her.

“That is so cute explanation mark” Natalie said. “You’re a natural at this.”

“Yeah,” Kelly agreed. “You could totally be an influencer!”

“Oh, like we could dress you up all the time and you could do little makeup tutorials or something. That would be so fun!”

The girls talked about this, gushing over the different options and possibilities until Natalie shook her head. “I think we might be getting a little bit ahead of ourselves. For right now, we need to make sure that she is thoroughly trained and will do whatever we want. Isn’t that right, Daniel?”

As she said his name, she reached up and touched the corner of her mouth. “Oh, wait. I don’t think that really fits for you anymore.”

Oh no.

His insides twisted. He had wondered about this, but he hadn’t dared voice those fears.

“It really doesn’t,” Amber agreed.

“No way,” Megan said to the others.

“Please. You already put me in panties. You locked me up. I can’t even take off my shoes!” Daniel protested. “Please, please don’t rename me.”

“Don’t worry. It’s nothing legal or official…not yet anyway,” Natalie said.

His eyes widened, but she just burst out laughing. “Don’t worry. I’m just teasing. You don’t you take everything so seriously!” She reached over and brushed her fingers along the top of his head. She tugged on one of his pigtails, like that was supposed to be soothing or something.

“Besides,” Amber said, “it’ll be cute.”

“Really cute!” Kelly agreed.

“My name is Daniel,” he argued.

Natalie shook her head, easily dismissing his ideas and concerns because he was just a sissy and no one worried about his opinion anyway.

“How about Jenny?” Natalie suggested.

“Too common,” said one of the other girls.

“Michelle?”

“Old-school,” someone else replied.

“Annie?”

“What you think of that, sissy? Would you like to be Annie?”

It sounded childish knowing full well that these women weren’t going to listen to him either way, he made a pair of fists. He pushed his fingertips up against the palms of his hands as he tried to deal with the frustration and anger flooding through his body.

“You know a name I have always really liked?”. The others shook their heads, so she continued, “Amy. What you think of that, sissy? Would you like to be Amy?”

“No. Please, don’t,” he said.

“Do it in your sissy voice. Beg in your sissy voice,” Natalie ordered.

His insides clenched again, but he knew this might be the only way to get her to do what he wanted.

He pressed his lips together, swallowed back in the last vestiges of his pride, and he said, “Please. Please, don’t rename me. Please, I don’t want to be Amy or any of those other names!”

As he begged and pleaded with them, he sounded just like some desperate little girl. He knew it. He could hear it.

"But Amy is such a cute name," Alice told him.

"Yeah," said another one of the girls.

"It isn't a cute name! It's humiliating!" Daniel snapped back with a blast of anger. The emotion roared through his body, making him act rationally.

The girls looked back at their sissified toy. Then they smiled at one another, and it was Natalie who stepped forward. She touched one finger to his lowest button, and then she walked her digits up toward his neck. Along the way, she studied him, intimidating him with every moment.

"Amy is a cute name," she declared. "It's going to be your name. Now say thank you, Amy."

Something inside of him contracted and squeezed again.

"Thank you," he replied with his head bowed down. At the same time, he was grateful because he knew it could have been worse.

In fact, it was about to get worse!

"What's your name?" Natalie teased him.

He opened his mouth, glanced over at her, and his lips pulled back. He clearly wished he could answer with an automatic denial. It was supposed to be simple for him. He should have been able to say his name: Daniel.

Only he knew what this young woman expected. At the same time, there was this echoed memory of the spanking and paddling. Yes, these girls were dainty, petite, and beautiful, but they could be vicious and relentless. If they decided to break him, they would succeed.

He wouldn't be able to win.

"Please, please don't make me say it," he pleaded with her.

Natalie stretched up, and she slid her hand up along the top of his head. She grabbed him by one of his pigtails, forced his face back, and she looked down into his eyes.

"What's your name?" Natalie asked again, only her voice hardened this time. She wasn't messing around, which meant he had to respond but the one possible answer she demanded.

"Amy," he whispered.

"Say it."

"My name is Amy," he replied. As he spoke, he felt like he had just betrayed the man he had once been. Somehow, eighteen years of masculinity meant nothing when compared to his short skirt, his bright lips, and the makeup lining his cheeks.

"Do a little curtsy and tell us your name. Remember, I want to hear it in your sissy voice. Oh, and don't forget to sound cheerful."

He summoned all of his fury. All the rage coursed up along the length of his body, it was easily doused by one glance at the group of girls arrayed before him.

"Okay," he whispered.

Daniel (or Amy) reached down and grabbed the hem of his skirt once again. His fingertips pinched down, and he leaned forward, drawing one foot back and bending both of his knees. "My name is Amy," he started to say. He peeked up at Natalie and saw the look of irritation as it played across her features.

He may have cooperated, but that still wasn't good enough.

"My name is Amy!" he jerked back cheerfully. "And I'm really happy to be here!"

"That is a very pretty sissy voice," Kelly said.

"I liked it," Megan approved of his performance.

But for her part, Natalie wobbled her head from side to side. "Wasn't bad," she acknowledged. "But you know, I think this sissy can do a lot better. Let's go into the living room. I want to give her some more room to work with."

Utterly confident, Natalie strode out of the bedroom. Glancing down for the floor, Daniel wished he could just wait right there, only the other girls nudged him. Someone poked at his shoulder. Another female pushed up the small of his back. He stumbled forward and followed after his tormentor.

The rest of her gang followed behind.

Soon, they were back in the living room.

Natalie sat down and made a show of crossing her legs before demurely reaching forward and resting her hands on her knee. "Let's see you dance, Amy."

"I, I don't know how to dance," he said, which was true. Between sixth grade and graduating, he had always been afraid of school dances. The girls expected something special or unique, but he could barely follow the rhythm.

"You're a pretty sissy," Natalie told him. "And you're doing so well with your sissy voice." She nodded, apparently content, or maybe she just liked the way his cheeks colored. "But you have to learn to dance for us. Alice?"

Her friend pulled out her phone and quickly brought up a video.

"I just want to see you move with the music. Remember to spin around, shake your little bottom for us, and also be sure to balance your hair from side to side. Can you do that?"

"Aye, I don't know," he confessed.

"You can do it," she told him. Apparently, there wouldn't be any room for argument or debate. Natalie was in charge, and if this boy intended to avoid any kind of punishment, then he had to follow her lead.

He had to be a good sissy. He had to obey…

The music started just a few seconds later. An electronic beat reverberated out across the air, and the girls started whispering, bobbing their heads from side to side, or tapping your fingers against their legs. Apparently, they all knew this song quite well.

For his part, Daniel just stood there at first. The female vocals chimed out, and he probably would have enjoyed the song, only these young women were watching. More importantly, they expected a show.

He jumped up once, and the girls started cheering. They clapped.

He starts to feel a little bit more confident.

Yes, he knew that this was humiliating. He was dressed like a stupid Japanese schoolgirl! Even then, he had to wonder if actual girls in Japan wore uniforms like these, or maybe they were just some ridiculous fad or fashion statement for horny, American boys.

One way or the other, it didn't make the slightest difference. These women knew what they expected of him, and so he had to cooperate. He started jumping, hopping from 1 foot to the other. He did a quick spin.

"Bow forward," one of the girls called out. "Bow forward!"

For an instant, he froze, unsure what that really meant. But then he puffed out his cheeks, spread his legs, and he dipped his body forward. He pushed his hands down against the floor, and then they cheered again, louder this time!

His captors watched as Daniel humiliated himself. Yes, these moves and maneuvers technically qualified as dancing, but he lacked any real skill. Really, he was just putting his body on display.

Feminized empathetic, he hopped around.

"Shake your booty!" Kelly laughed even as she cupped her hands around her mouth and called out those words.

He turned around slowly, and he rotated his hips, shaking his bottom just as these girls demanded.

"Very nice!"

"Woot, woot!" called another girl.

"Shake it, Amy!"

He kept dancing until the sun finally came to an end.

Breathing hard, he didn't know what else to do, so he dropped to his knees in front of them. Hopping and dancing around on his high heels been incredibly difficult, but at least he didn't slip or twisted ankle.

Natalie got up, and she pressed her fingers along the top of his head again. "I think we can all say that Amy here did an excellent job. Now, Amy, tell us about yourself. Tell us how much you love dancing."

"I love dancing," he said, still using his best sissy voice. His pitch had risen, and he didn't know whether or not anyone would be able to recognize his voice. Did he really sound like a girl?

Judging by the looks on his captors' faces, he must have.

"Yes, you too," Natalie said, patting him on the head. "But now, I think it's time for more of us photo shoot. You're going to stand up, and you're going to pose. Make a little heart over your chest, turn around and smile at us, maybe leaned forward, or show off your bottom. You can do that, can't you?"

"I can," he said, whispering the words.

She patted him on the head, skipped forward, and plopped right back down onto the couch with her friends.

Before long, Daniel knew he had to cooperate again. So he started. He posed himself again and again. He leaned forward. He leaned back. He smiled. He twirled one of his pigtails around a finger. He glanced down shyly. Then he looked right at the camera.

More and more, they gathered evidence against him.

"You know, if we ever let you go, were still going to own you," Megan said.

Alice laughed, "Totally!"

As though he couldn't figure it out himself, Amber explained, "It's going to be so easy to blackmail you!"

Although he hated the reality of his situation, he knew that they were right. Each and every one of these girls was right.

"These are amazing," Alice said.

From there, the girls started to whisper back and forth as they looked down at the screen.

Several minutes went by, and they started talking about other issues. At first, Daniel genuinely didn't understand what had just happened. Had he been dismissed? Were they done with him?

It seemed unlikely, but he wasn't going to question his luck either. Seriously, that things happened when these girls paid attention to him…

But then, Natalie seemed to remember her sissified toy. "Oh, that reminds me, you're our slave, so you should go get us some drinks. Oh, and be a good sissy and make us some sandwiches."

He did down, thinking instantly of that common taunt he heard online.

When guys decided to behave like ass holes, they routinely told the girls who dared join the same servers that they should put down the controllers and go make some sandwiches.

"Do a curtsy before you go," Natalie ordered.

Hot exasperation spread through his body like an oil slick across the ocean as he dipped down to another adorable little curtsy. The girls saw it and drank in the image of this boy surrendering so completely. When I first caught him, he had been masculine and powerful. Maybe he was of the hottest guy at school or anything like that, but he was unmistakably a boy.

No more.

He did his little curtsy, and the others clapped again. Within seconds, they started to talk amongst themselves, leaving Daniel to his chore.

In the kitchen, he checked out the cabinets and fridge. The girls had given them any specific orders, but he wasn't about to ask either. He was sure they would make things as hard as possible for him.

Puffing out his cheeks, he grabbed plates, some sliced turkey, cheese, mayo and lettuce. From there, he started to put it all together.

He was almost done when he sensed someone standing behind him. Maybe he saw her in his peripheral vision, or maybe Daniel could hear her chuckling.

"Okay," Natalie said in a low voice. Her friends were still busy, but she had all of her attention focused on him. "Now, I think I understand."

He focused on his work rather than respond, mostly because he didn't know what she was thinking. No matter what it might be, it would be good for him.

Natalie strode forward, and she stepped right behind him. Suddenly, her breath brushed along the back of his neck. Fear twisted and clawed at his insides right as she reached up and grabbed his rear.

"Very nice," she said. "Adorably tight. That's what I think spanking you is so fun."

"Your sound is almost done," he said.

"Oh, I know," she said. "But I'm thinking about tonight. Having you all dressed up like this, it's very exciting."

"I don't like it," he said.

She raised a hand and set her fingertips against the back of his neck. Slowly, she drew her nails down along his skin. She only touched him for an inch or two, yet he could feel the sparks of excitement raced through his body. Worse, his shaft twitched against his cage.

"Did you like that?"

"No," he said a little too quickly.

"You know, I could punish you for lying to me," she said. "You want to be a good sissy. You want to be obedient and honest sissy."

"I'm not a sissy!" But even as he uttered those words, he still used apathetically high-pitched tone. Whether he liked it or not, he sounded like a girl. Not only that, maybe he did belong in the kitchen. Maybe he did belong in his little Japanese schoolgirl uniform, on display, and ready to be harassed at any moment.

"Tell me you’re a sissy, Amy."

"I'm a sissy," he said.

She slid her hand along his legs, up his skirt, and then finally all the way around to his chastity cage. She squeezed that plastic prison, reminding him that his manhood had been rendered utterly useless. Trapped in those plastic confines, he couldn't be aggressive. He couldn't take what he wanted. These girls had the key, and they wouldn't let him out.

Only then, Natalie surprised him. "Tonight, I'm thinking you and I should have some fun together."

"I don't think you want to have fun with me," he snapped back.

"Oh, you shouldn't be so cynical. I'm sure I could make it very enjoyable for both of us."

He turned around and faced her.

She reached up, placed her hands on his shoulders, and then she shoved him down.

His knees banged against the floor, but he looked up along her body.

Natalie was a plain girl, a brunette with dark eyes. Popular athletes and charismatic lotharios would have completely ignored her, yet in that moment, she became his entire world.

Very carefully, Natalie stroked the underside of his chin. "I love how smooth your skin is," she told him. "I think I want you to be my little slut."

His eyes widened.

"No," he whispered back to her, buried the others might overhear her. "No, you can't be serious."

"I've wanted this for a very, very long time, Amy. I've wanted to have my own sissy, and obedient little slave girl who will do whatever I want."

"No!"

She crouched down a little more and looked right into his eyes. "It's cute when you think you can defy me, especially since we both know you can't."

His nostrils twitched for just a moment, but then he dropped his gaze back down toward the floor because he knew she was right.

Having just won, Natalie turned around and sauntered back into the living room.

As he watched her go, Daniel couldn't help himself. He checked her out. He marveled at her gorgeous body. But then he started to open his mouth, only to feel the lipstick right there, pressed against his lips.

No matter how much he hated getting feminized, he couldn't change the realities of what they had done to him. Just as importantly, he knew he wouldn't be able to defeat them.

Minutes later, he obediently brought the sandwiches back to the girls. He handed out the plates, one after another. After that, he poured them glasses of wine. They toasted, enjoying themselves. Finally, Megan nodded over to Daniel and said, "Amy, we want you to just stand in the corner."

Kelly chortled, "Needed we should have had to dress up like a French maid."

"Next time!" Amber called out.

He opened his mouth, inhaled, and there was just one point he wished he could make: there wasn't going to be a next time. He was never, ever going to let them put him in panties again.

Only another thought quickly popped into his head. How would he ever stop them? Worse, he had no idea whether or not they actually shared any of the pictures are recordings from before. For all he knew, their entire social network was busy laughing at him. Maybe cute cheerleaders, muscled athletes, and their best students were busy laughing at how ridiculous he looked in his little uniform. Or maybe not.

What would he do to protect his reputation?

Anything.

"We're going to have some fun with you," Alice promised him.

They went back to eating, drinking, and having fun. In the meantime, he stayed off to the side. Of course, he would be ready to scurry off and fetch more for these young ladies. In the meantime, he waited, like a toy set aside.

After they ate, some of the girls started to get drowsy. They pulled out their sleeping bags, but they continue to whisper back and forth. Amber had him turn off the lights.

One by one, they drifted off. The silence stretched longer and longer.

Daniel exhaled. Left alone in the dark, he wondered if maybe he could do something. But what? Maybe if he snuck around, he would be able to find the key to his chastity cage.

Before he could actually summon the courage to try, someone grabbed him by his hand.

"Shush," Natalie said.

"Aren't you supposed to be asleep?" Daniel asked nervously.

"No way," she replied. "I'm way too excited. Besides, I want to play with my sissy some more."

"I, I don't think that would be a good idea," he told her.

"Then it's a good thing no one cares what the little sissy thinks, isn't it?" She tugged on his hand and pulled him back down the hall. He kept hoping some of the other girls might pick up and stop them. But then they were back in the small bedroom, the same one where they had tied him down and played with him.

His captor closed the door and turned on the light.

"Hello," she said as the bright illumination swept away the darkness. He blinked several times as he waited for his eyes to adjust, but then she started circling him. "I love how feminine you can be," she said. "There’s something just so incredible about seeing you like this. You’re perfect."

"It's humiliating," he growled back at her.

"Oh? You think being a girl is humiliating? Do you think girls are less than boys?"

He tensed up, especially when she stopped and gazed right into his eyes. Quickly stammering out his answer, he said, "No. No, of course not!" Even now, without even realizing it, he used the appropriate tone of voice with her.

"It's okay," she said with a grin. "You don't need to be scared of me." Her eyes sparkled mischievously because that obviously wasn't true. "I want you to know that I don't think of you as a girl. Girls are better than you. We’re stronger than you and smarter than you. Isn't that right, Amy?"

He had to answer. If he didn't, the consequences could be severe.

Dipping his head down, he obediently replied, "Yes. That's right."

"No, no," she retorted. "I want to hear you say it. I want to hear you say all of it."

His insides thrummed with anger, but it still didn't make it to the surface. After everything is girls had done to him, he couldn't possibly confront her. He couldn't argue or confront her. Natalie had become his whole world. She controlled everything…

"Girls are better than me," he said. "Girls are stronger and smarter than me."

"Very nice," she said. Another quick little smile stretched across her lips as she reached up and grabbed him again. Her hand tightened around his neck, and she shoved him toward the bed.

If he had felt stronger or more defiant, then perhaps Daniel could have held out. Maybe he would have been able to resist her. Instead, he dropped down onto the mattress and bounced once. She scrambled to straddle him.

In her jeans and T-shirt, she seemed so completely normal. In his sexy little schoolgirl uniform, he looked like a fantasy.

She grabbed his wrist and push them towards the top of the bed. "Stay," she commanded.

"What, what are you going to do?"

This leaves had written down along the length of his arms, leaving more of his skin exposed. She stroked him, making him shiver. Between having this girl straddling him and the way she touched him, his shaft twitched again and again. Hot desire coursed through his body.

"Whatever I want," she said. Then she grabbed the handcuffs from earlier that day.

His eyes got big, and he quickly shook his head from side to side with frantic, panted little movements. "No. Please, don't," he said, only it was too late. She grabbed his hand again, pulled them behind his back, and she cuffed him.

"If it helps, I was thinking about strapping you down. But I like you this way."

What? Why?

Before he could think to ask, she dipped her head down low, and now only an inch or two separated their faces.

"You know, I like the idea of making out with a pretty sissy."

He gulped. Before he could come up with any kind of coherent answer, she leaned down again, destroying the distance between them. Their lips touched, and he started to relax. He couldn't help himself. This young woman knew exactly how to touch him, how to kiss him. Within seconds, he craved more.

Yes, his shaft strained against the boundaries of his chastity cage, but that didn't matter at all. Every few seconds, fresh spasms of desire rocked his frame, but she had him cuffed and trapped.

"I think I want to have you lick me," she said. "Beg for it. Tell me I'm beautiful. Tell me how much you want to worship me."

"You, you are so beautiful. You're the most beautiful girl I've ever seen. Please, please let me serve you," he said.

"Have you ever gone down a girl before?"

He tensed up, freezing in place.

"No…"

"Silly little sissy. This is going to be a skill you’re definitely going to have to learn," Natalie told him. Then she brushed her hands along his neck again before shoving him down. Only this time, she shimmied out of her jeans and pulled out her panties. She was half naked, yet that hardly seemed to matter.

"By the way, we have other toys," she said.

"Other toys?" Daniel starts to whisper, only then she straddled his face. She leaned down, and now she slid her dampened split along his mouth. The aroma of her excitement filled his senses. The heat from her body radiated down against his skin, making it harder and harder for him to think.

"Lick, sissy. Show me what you can do with that pretty mouth of yours. The girls did such a good job on your lipstick. But I think we can do better, don't you?"

Daniel managed to hold out for a few more seconds before he opened his mouth, and he started licking. His tongue darted up and down, forward and back in these tight little motions. With every moment, the tension built throughout his body. Not only that, he pulled on his handcuffs, wishing that he wasn't some trapped little sissy.

There were probably lots of guys out there who would love to see him like this, especially because they would have mistaken him for a girl…

But at that moment, he kept licking. His tongue darted and danced for her satisfaction. He surrendered to her completely, offering this young woman precisely what she wanted: his total obedience and complete surrender.

Hot pleasure coursed through his captor, but it wasn't just a matter of physical sensation. On the contrary, she had been right about her fantasies. For so long, Natalie had imagined feminizing a boy like Daniel. And now she had Amy, her little plaything.

The ecstasy burned through her frame, spinning brighter and brighter. With every moment, she knew she would be able to hold out for much longer. That's why she grabbed onto the bed frame, tightened her grip, and called out, "Yes! Just like that! Show me what you can do, Amy!" When she used his name, fresh need tightened along her chest and deep into her core. "You know who you are. You know how you have to be used!"

Then she pulled back so she could look down into his eyes. Not only that, the delayed gratification added to the experience.

"I'm not a sissy," he said. Her plaything shook his head from side to side, "And I'm never going to do this again!"

"Oh, such a silly little toy," she said. "Don't worry. I'm going to break you. Tonight." Then she pressed her slit down against his mouth again.

Without needing to be ordered, he started licking. He serviced her, moving his tongue along her opening until she couldn't take it. Hot desperation pummeled into her. The orgasm exploded through her frame. It started right between her legs, burst out into her chest and along her arms and legs before she arched her back.

Then she pulled away, and she stumbled off of the bed.

With his eyes closed, Daniel didn't know what was going to happen next, but he assumed she was done with him.

"Even now, you still feel defiant," she said. "You think you can win. You think you can go back to your old life. But you can't. You belong to me, Amy. You belong to all of us."

Distantly, he heard the sound of another box opening. Then she put something on, but he still didn't look. He didn't see any of it.

"Amy," she said. She allowed her voice to trail off.

"Amy, look at me," Natalie ordered just a few seconds later.

Tentatively, he opened his eyes and turned back to her.

He saw her, only now she wore something different. Mostly naked from the waist down, she had put on a black pair of leather panties, and they had something else. Was that a dildo? The purple rubber pushed out from between her legs like a fake cock.

His breathing quickened, and that's when she beckoned him forward with the curve of one finger.

He started to sit up, and he shook his head frantically. No! He had no idea why she wore a dildo, but he wasn't about to find out!

Scrambling now, Daniel crawled off of the bed, and he started to stumble forward. If he had been barefoot or maybe in his sneakers, perhaps she would have been able to dart away from her.

Unfortunately, he wore high heels with those damned locks! He stumbled forward, and she grabbed him, shoving him down. He hit his knees, and then she positioned the tip of the cock right in front of his pretty mouth. "You already went down on me once," she said. "Do it again, sissy."

"You can't make me!"

He probably intended to say something else as well, only Natalie interrupted him by grabbing him by both of his pigtails and shoving the tip of her cock right into his mouth, all the way against the back of his throat.

Seconds later, he made gagging sounds as the muscles along his throat tightened and clenched.

"You're such a pretty sissy," she said, purring out every word. "I expect you to be able to give an excellent blow job. So start sucking, Amy. We both know you're good at it!"

No, no, no! Daniel was supposed to be the one standing over some pretty girl. But as his eyes started watering again, he knew he had no choice, so he hollowed his cheeks, tightened his lips around the circumference of this rubber toy, and he bobbed his head forward and back. He sucked like an eager slut.

"There we go," she said as she admired him. "That's right. Now, are you ready to take it?"

She pulled back and looked down at him.

His eyes got big.

"I'm not a sissy," he whispered.

"Who are you talking to? Me or you? Are you trying to convince yourself?"

He was!

Just as desperate as before, he glanced back toward the door, and he rushed toward it. He crawled on his hands and knees, but that wasn't going to work.

Natalie grabbed him. First, she took him by his ankle. She jerked, forcing him to stop. Then she put her hands on his hips, and she pulled down his tights, his panties, and she even peeled back his skirt, giving her perfect access to his tight opening.

"If I have to go, friends, we are all going to do this to you," she promised.

Just like that, the fight evaporated from his body. Knowing that this wasn't a bluff, Daniel lost something. He dipped his head down, braced his weight on his elbows, and she forced his legs apart. Then she touched the tip of her wet cock to his opening.

"I want you to focus on this moment, Amy. You just gave me my first blow job. After this, you're about to lose your virginity."

He wanted to open his mouth, to argue with her, but this dinky little squeak left his throat as she pushed forward, thrusting her Remember deep into him.

She basked in this moment, throwing her head back so that her dark hair slapped against her shoulders. She pumped forward and back, savoring the sensations. The pressure between her legs was amazing, but this was so much more than that. Power and authority seemed to flow through her body. She had never wielded this kind of control before, and she knew it was addictive.

As she pumped his ass, she demanded, "Tell me. Tell me exactly what's going to happen, Amy!"

"I, I'm going to be your obedience sissy. I will serve you. I will do whatever you want," he promised. "I will cook for you, clean for you, and you can take me whenever you want.”

"For how long?"

"Forever!"

And that's when they heard it, the squeal of desperation as all of the sensations coalesced into his climax. It wasn't an orgasm, not exactly. While he was bound, he couldn't enjoy an erection, let alone the full nova of pleasure. But then she jerked back, and he dropped onto his side. He looked up at her. His makeup was smeared, and he looked pretty pathetic.

She unlocked his hands from the cuffs. "Go take a shower," she said. "I want to clean. In the morning, we are going to get you all dressed up again."

He nodded and moved to obey, finally realizing that he would never escape his panties, corsets, skirts or tights. This was his life now. He was a sissy, Natalie's sissy.

The End
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