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Miss Sissy Secretary

“Thank you for all of your hard work, especially with the Morgan Account. You did a wonderful job, Alexa, but we have decided to go with Josh instead.”

She sat there, stared across the table at the hiring committee, and decided to ask, “Why Josh? As near as I can tell, I’m a better candidate by every objective measure.” It was true. As one of their sales representatives, she brought in more business, made more contacts with potential clients, worked more hours, and reversed more cancellations. By every metric, she should have gotten this promotion.

At this point, several of the members of the hiring committee looked back at one another. It was Terrence who finally spoke up. “Yes, you are an amazing candidate, and you obviously have so much to offer. You make this company much stronger, Alexa, but we were focusing on some of the undefinable characteristics.”

Undefinable characteristics?

As a sales representative, Alexa knew how to school her features and remain utterly impassive. After all, she needed to talk to clients and answer their questions, no matter how foolish or asinine without seeming to judge them.

But how could this committee make a decision like this?

As she stared across the table at the five male employees, her nostrils nearly twitched. The corners of her mouth tugged downward, but she smiled anyway. She made sure her good cheer reached her eyes as she stood up and said, “Well, gentlemen. I really appreciate you taking the time to consider me. I hope you keep me in mind for the next management position.”

All five of the men seemed relieved. Perhaps they had worried she might freak out or get hysterical.

As the rancor bubbled in her chest and she struggled with the urge to punch a wall, Alexa maintained that outward veneer of calm professionalism. Simultaneously, she raged at the sexism here.

Oh, it wasn’t something blatant or obvious. If asked, none of these men would have said sex or gender entered into the equation at all. How could it? But then, they were friends with Josh. They loved joking about dating, women, and they shared so many of the same experiences. Their decision didn’t need to come down to questions of sex or sexism to still enter into the equation. If they simply decided to hire people who looked exactly like them, they could be sexist without ever realizing it.

And yet, it hardly mattered.

Alexa couldn’t do anything about it.

So she shook their hands, gracefully exited the room, and wondered what else she should do. Theoretically, her contacts trusted her, not this company. They relied on her advice and the relationships she formed.

In the meantime, she needed to go home and vent to her boyfriend.

Jason was a good guy, but he lacked her ambition. He didn’t have a job; he didn’t see why he needed one. Yeah, he took care of their house and kept it fairly clean, but she still had to do the cooking and laundry. Occasionally, it didn’t seem fair to Alexa, especially since she spent so much time working, but he said he wanted a job. He said he was sending out resumes.

When Alexa got home, she dropped her keys by the front door and glanced over at her boyfriend. Jason was on the couch, playing some videogame. With his controller in hand, he controlled a soldier on the screen. His character ran, dove, jumped, and rolled to avoid sniper fire. He switched between weapons as he processed all of the information on the screen.

It looked like noise to Alexa.

She sat down, watched, and stared without really seeing.

Sometimes she wished life could be as simple as one of these games. The objectives were always clear. Better yet, losing didn’t really mean a whole lot.

“How was your day?” Jason asked, though his eyes remained locked on the screen in front of him.

She didn’t say anything.

She waited, knowing that he wasn’t paying attention to her, not yet. Even if his mouth asked a question, his brain was busy with the aliens on the screen.

After his luck ran out and one of those aliens managed to hit him in the chest with some enormous missile and his character disappeared in digital fire, Jason finally switched over to some menu screen and turned to his girlfriend. “Hey,” he said.

“I didn’t get it.”

“Get what?”

“The promotion,” she said, clearly enunciating every syllable. She spoke crisply, coldly. The anger sizzled just beneath the surface of those syllables.

“Oh, that was today,” he said, backtracking. “Sorry.” Then he realized this was a big deal. “I’m really sorry. I know how much you wanted that.”

He said all the right things, but Alexa jumped up onto her feet. She paced back and forth right there in front of their couch as her hands swung out. It felt like she was trying to chop the air or punch some invisible enemy. “It’s just not fair,” she said. “I know it’s their company and they can do whatever they want, but I’m way better with sales. More importantly, I’m better with people. If there’s a problem, the other employees come to me, not Josh.”

“That sucks,” Jason said, only his eyes drifted back toward the screen.

Clearly, he wanted to play some more.

“Do you know what really, really bothers me?”

“What?”

“I think I would’ve had a much better chance of getting hired if I was a guy.”

“Really? You think so?”

“Yes,” she hissed back at him. “Why else would they go with him? What’s the difference between us? Oh, that’s right. I’m better on paper in every single way. But now they’re going with some BS intangible garbage.” She recalled something one of her economics professors pointed out in college. For decades, women had been denied management positions. When asked why they were hiring only men, the people who made those decisions said that females lacked gravitas.

Gravitas? What the hell was that? A female candidate could have been better in every way, but because she didn’t have this one intangible, unverifiable characteristic, she could never get ahead. Again, the men didn’t need to think of themselves as being sexist. They didn’t need to understand what they were doing, so long as they played into and reinforced a system of male superiority.

“I’m sorry,” he said again. “But hey. You don’t really like this company all that much. You don’t even really like your job. Maybe you should quit.”

“Quit? That’s not the point! I’m sick of getting passed over.”

“And go somewhere else. But whatever you do, you need to calm down.”

She turned around slowly, her eyes narrowed, sharp, and dangerous. He still had his eyes on the screen, but the silence made him look up. As Jason did so, he realized he had never seen Alexa this angry before.

“Calm down? Are you seriously giving me some pat answer about how I need to calm down? I get to be angry, Jason. I get to be pissed off because I worked really hard, and I got slapped in the face.”

“You—” the Jason started.

“Be quiet,” she answered, cutting him off. She marched right up to that spot in front of him.

Still seated on the couch, he felt a lot smaller all of a sudden as he looked up at his girlfriend. Her eyes still shined with anger as one of her bangs fell forward, gliding across her face. It reminded him of a blade, like a scimitar.

“Jason, you don’t understand because you aren’t working. You don’t understand because you don’t care about the politics of a hierarchy. But maybe you should.”

“What are you talking about?” Like so many other boys, he didn’t know how to read this young woman, which also meant he had no idea how dangerous she could be.

“I’m talking about what you do around here. You think I should calm down? You think this isn’t a big deal? Fine. Let’s do this differently then.”

“What are you talking about?”

“I’ve been letting you live with me for quite a while. Rent-free. I’ve been very generous. But now, I’m going to add some stipulations to our relationship.”

She reached down, grabbed him by his wrist, and yanked.

Jason suddenly felt himself get pulled off of the couch. He never imagined his girlfriend could be this strong. Sure, they were roughly the same size, but that hardly mattered. He was a boy, and she was a girl, which meant biology was supposed to be on his side.

She yanked on his arm, pulling him. She walked faster than he expected with every angry stride. She pulled him toward the back bedroom where they slept. When they got there, she stepped behind him and shoved Jason forward, right in front of the mirror.

“I do a ton of work in the office, so I need a secretary. I need someone who can help me deal with the logistics of handling so much business. Since you don’t think this is a big deal and since you don’t have a job anyway, I’m going to promote you.”

“What are you talking about?”

She still hadn’t explained, but maybe she didn’t consciously understand what she had in mind. Or maybe this idea had lurked somewhere on the edges of her fantasies for quite some time. Either way, the anger unlocked so many different possibilities.

“I’m talking about you. Unless you want me to kick you out right now, you are going to be my secretary.” Her tone sweetened softly. “Unless you think you can’t handle it? Or unless you have been mooching off of me on purpose all this time? Maybe you aren’t really looking for a job? Maybe you think you have a girlfriend who can just take care of you? Is that it, Jason?”

“No!” His voice heightened, rising embarrassingly. In that little word, he sounded way more feminine than he ever meant to.

“Interesting,” she said. “You actually have a pretty girly voice. I never noticed that about you before,” she said, reaching out and touching his chest.

“In fact…” Alexa continued, “I’m starting to think that maybe I have been seeing you all wrong. You think I should calm down? Okay, Jason. I’m very calm right now.”

“What are you talking about?” Everything was happening so fast, and he obviously couldn’t keep up.

“Strip,” she ordered, leaning over and whispering that single word into his ear.

Some of the color drained away from his cheeks, but he still stammered out, “What? Why?”

“Because I’m your boss, and I just told you to.”

“You aren’t my boss,” he said, his brows crumpling with confusion.

“Actually, I am. Since you can’t pay rent, you are going to be my secretary. What’s wrong? Can’t keep up? Come on. I know lots of secretaries are ditzy, but I expected better of you, Jason.”

“Fine. I can be your secretary or whatever, but then why do I have to strip?”

“Because I’m your boss,” she said, “And I told you to.”

He kept his hands at his sides, his fingers balled into fists, but he still couldn’t summon the courage or bravery to move. On some level, Jason knew he needed to spin, face his girlfriend, and tell her she couldn’t do this to him.

There was just one problem.

When she looked at their reflections, she finally noticed something. He wasn’t taller or all that much stronger. Better yet, Jason had much finer and more delicate features than she had ever really noticed before. When they first started dating and before he moved in, she had appreciated his sense of humor, the way he made her laugh, and how she always felt safe with him. But now, she studied the lines of his nose, the curves of his cheeks, and his slender physique.

He didn’t look much like a man, not really.

She ran the tip of her tongue along her teeth as she nodded to herself. “Strip. If you don’t, you’re going to get in trouble. You don’t want me to take you back to my office and spank you, do you?”

She kept a home office with a desk and everything. She could do it, he realized.

“I shouldn’t have to do this,” Jason protested, yet his hands moved, seemingly on their own. He grabbed the edge of his T-shirt and peeled it up over his body.

Jason still had no idea what she was thinking, not really, but seeing this boy shirtless didn’t help his case. Unlike so many other men, he didn’t have the broad shoulders or developed pectorals to prove his masculinity. Instead, he looked soft and sweet, more like a girl than any real man.

“Nice,” she said as the plan coalesced.

She didn’t say anything, not yet, but Alexa silently ran the calculations as she compared sizes and figured out precisely what he could wear. A lot, she decided.

“There. I took off my shirt. Is that good enough?”

“Nope,” she answered with a pop of her lips.

Jason turned and tried to stare her down. He aimed all of his “gravitas” down at her, yet his girlfriend remained unperturbed. She studied him, matching his gaze until he finally looked down. He raised his right leg, pulled off his shoe, raised his left leg, pulled off that shoe, stripping before her.

“Lose the pants,” she ordered casually. She sounded just like his boss.

He obeyed. First he loosened his belt, and then he pulled down his trousers, but not his black boxers. They looked good on him, but Alexa didn’t care, not this time.

“And the underwear,” she commanded.

Bossing him around like this actually felt really good. It felt right. Natural even.

His shoulders tensed, and he took a breath. Clearly, Jason was trying to figure out precisely what he should do or say, probably because he never imagined himself in a situation like this.

He ran his tongue along his bottom lip for a second. “Can we talk about this?”

Alexa stepped up to her boyfriend, invading his personal space. He tried to retreat back, probably without even thinking about it, only her hand flashed up, and she grabbed him by the back of his neck. “No,” she said. “I’m giving you my terms. Unless you become my obedient little secretary, I’ll kick you out.”

“You’d break up with me?”

Her eyes remained flinty and unreadable, which made it very easy to bluff, “Yes,” she said. “I would break up with you.”

His muscles tensed for just a moment, but they weren’t terribly impressive, and she wasn’t worried. Eventually, his body slumped as he surrendered. He pulled off his pants, and that’s when she inspected his shaft.

“You’re hard,” she pointed out. With a smile, she asked, “Does that mean you like getting bossed around by your girlfriend? Does that mean you have always hoped I would do something like this to you?” She leaned in and whispered, “Because it’s going to get a lot worse, Jason.”

“What do you mean?”

“You’ll find out,” she said. “But first, let’s go over the rules. They’re going to be simple. Even a little secretary like you will be able to understand.”

A little secretary like you.

The words resonated behind his eyes. Somehow, he kept hearing them, condescending and demeaning, again and again.

A little secretary like you.

A little secretary like you.

A little secretary like you.

His nostrils flared, but he didn’t argue with her.

“Get on your knees for this conversation. I think that would be a lot more appropriate.”

“I’m not getting on my knees! No secretary would ever do that!”

She ran her fingers through his hair, gripped his scalp, and pulled. Part of him wanted to reach up, wrap his hand around her wrist, and shove her back. Still, something held him in place, trapping him.

Fear.

His girlfriend actually scared him; she intimidated him, making it harder for this young man to act. Throughout his life, he always learned that men should be powerful and assertive, yet he couldn’t confront the young woman in front of him.

“On your knees,” she ordered. “Now.”

Authority rang through her orders, forcing him to obey. He fell to his knees, dropping down in front of her.

“Very nice,” she said. “This is where you belong. This is who you are.”

“I don’t understand.”

“You don’t,” she said. “Not yet. But you will. And you know, when you are working for me, I think I’m going to instill a very strict dress code. To begin, I want you to go take a shower.”

“A shower?”

“Yes. And I want you to use this.” She reached over into one of her dresser’s and pulled out a spare razor. Pink and contoured, it had obviously been designed for a woman.

“You want me to shave,” he said. That didn’t sound so bad. Not yet.

“That’s right,” she replied. “You’re going to shave off all of your body hair. From your eyebrows down, I want you to be completely smooth when you step out of that shower for your inspection.”

“You can’t be serious,” he said.

Her hand flashed down, and she grabbed him by the wrist. She pulled him up and shoved him across the bed. Bent forward, he had no idea what was about to happen, not until she started spanking him, bringing her hand down hard and fast against his unprotected backside.

SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

The flurry caught him off guard. The sounds washed over him as the pain jabbed straight into his psyche. He tried to push up, to shove away from the mattress, but she held him down with one hand on the nape of his neck.

“Are you ready to cooperate?”

“Yes!”

“Good,” she said. “Then you know exactly what you need to do.”

She held out the razor. Taking several seconds to rebuild some equilibrium, he didn’t know what to do or say. Part of him wanted to find another strategy, something he might be able to tell her to make her stop all of this. An apology? Some brazen declaration? Maybe he needed to argue with her?

But with his backside still throbbing, he instead stood up straight, gingerly took the razor from her, and walked toward their bathroom.

Jason could hardly believe that he was really doing this.

It was ridiculous. He was actually shaving off all of his body hair. He started at his arms, working slowly as he slid to the pink razor along his skin. He was careful not to nick himself, which made this take so much longer. Not only that, he never really understood how much body hair he had along his toes, over his legs, on his arms and chest, seemingly everywhere.

Luckily, he had a smooth back and buttocks, which made this somewhat easier.

Distantly, he thought he heard the front door open and close, but he could have been wrong about that.

In the meantime, Jason kept working. He shaved one inch after another, carefully removing every stray hair until he was genuinely smooth from his eyebrows down, just the way she wanted.

He turned off the shower. He toweled off.

Jason opened the bathroom door and found his girlfriend standing there with her arms crossed. Not only that, she had a fairy dangerous smile on her face. He didn’t know what to make of her self-satisfied expression.

“Lift your hands into the air and do a small turn for me,” she said.

“Do I have to?”

“Yes,” she said simply. “Especially if you don’t want another spanking.” She smiled as she threatened her boyfriend with additional punishment.

His pulse quickened, but he lifted his hands into the air and did a slow turn like a ballerina.

“Very nice, Jason. Not bad at all. Now, follow me.”

Without checking to see if he would obey, she sauntered down the hallway and back to their bedroom. That’s when he first saw the outfits spread out.

“What is all of this?” He saw the black, pleated skirt, the white blouse, the padded bra, and panties. His eyes drifted down to the panties, and he didn’t want to react, but he imagined his girlfriend wearing that sleek, silky red, and he started to get hard.

She stepped up to him. With an inscrutable smile, she leaned in. She touched her forehead to his, the ridge of her nose to his, and then she leaned in to kiss him. Her lips only brushed his for a second before she pulled back and said, “This is what you’re going to wear for me. Since you’re my secretary, I set the dress code.”

His hands went to her chest, and he tried to push her back. For once, she allowed him to nudge her as she stepped away. “What? No way. I’m not going to dress like a girl!”

“My secretary,” she said. “You didn’t think my getting passed over was such a big deal. So I’m sure you’ll be willing to do this for me.” She grinned. “Besides, I think we both know you don’t really have a choice.” She spoke with the friendly authority of a boss comfortable with taking command.

“I’m not wearing panties!”

“Yes, you will.”

He bit down, wishing that she didn’t make him nervous. She had never done so before.

“Look, I—”

Alexa wasn’t interested in hearing him complain, argue or protest, so she grabbed his wrist, pulled hard, threw him off balance, and shoved him against the mattress. Bent over again, he tried to put his hands down and stand, but she swatted his backside five times in quick succession. With every painful smack, she broke down that reluctance until he finally called out, “Okay! I’ll do it!”

“Good,” she said. “But first, I need something to ensure your obedience. I don’t want to hear you whining about following every little command.”

“What are you talking about?” Jason asked.

“Just a little incentive,” she replied with a smile.

She reached down and picked up a small plastic bag. When she pulled out the box, Jason had no idea how to interpret the picture on the front. It was a plastic tube. The general shape and silhouette seemed familiar, but he didn’t know how, not at first.

Then he saw the text and repeated the words, “Chastity cage?”

“That’s right,” she said as she opened the box and spilled the contents out onto the bed. “I have to be honest with you, Jason. You have never been all that impressive when it comes to sex. You’re just not very big, you don’t try very hard. That’s why I decided to lock you up.”

“But you can’t!”

“Why not?” Alexa stared right back at him as she waited for some sort of answer.

As hard as he tried, he couldn’t come up with anything. His thoughts turned to distorted static as he stumbled through one possibility after another.

“Lay down,” she ordered.

Before he realized what he was doing, he climbed up onto the bed, lowered his shoulders down, and stayed there.

“Relax,” she said.

He couldn’t do it, but then she tilted her head to the side and smiled down. “You’re going to be in panties, Jason. You’re going to be a cute little secretary for me. And trust me. The panties and the skirt are just the start. I’m going to dress you every day in something adorable. You know why?”

As her frustration blazed over him, he felt his shaft soften. “Because I have to deal with a world where guys get all of these stupid little advantages. Individually, they might not mean much, but they do add up. And if I have to live like this, then you get to be my sissy.”

His lips parted as he heard those words.

Despite having never done this before, Alexa worked fast, sliding the different components into place. She slipped the plastic band beneath his balls. She connected it to the tube that slipped over his shaft. With one piece after another, she imprisoned his cock, locking him up.

And when she finished, she smiled down at him. “Besides, you’ve never really been able to satisfy me. You’re just too little and pathetic. But that’s okay. I still like you. I still love having you all adorable and helpless and scared on your back just like this.”

As she taunted him, he should have gotten angry. A surge of strength should have rushed through his body, enabling him to leap up and tackle her. Then he could show her that he was a real man!

Click.

He didn’t understand the sound, not until he looked down along the length of his body and saw his padlock now dangling from the side of the chastity cage.

“Don’t worry about the key,” she said. “I’ve hidden it.”

His lips parted, and he wanted to ask a question. Then he realized how foolish it might sound, so he stopped, swallowing back those words before he could say something he might regret.

“You’re not getting out of that cage,” she said simply.

As he took another breath, he glanced down at the device.

Feeling puckish and perhaps a little cruel, she smiled at him and said, “If you really want to try to take it off, go ahead.”

He didn’t believe her at first, but she offered an encouraging nod. Summoning his courage, he reached for the device and felt the solid plastic around his shaft. He tried to pull it down, tugging gently at first. When the device refused to budge, he pulled a little bit harder.

Nothing was working.

“It’s staying on, Jason. I think that much is obvious. Now go get dressed.”

“No,” he said. “I know I can take it off!” As he worked the chastity cage, the lock clanked against the side.

When she stepped forward, he pulled his hands away from the device. Worse, he glanced down at the outfit waiting for him.

“Get dressed, Jason.”

“Do I have to?”

“Yes,” she said simply, making it clear he did not get a choice in this. She had made the decision, and she would stick with it.

With a nervous gulp, he picked up the panties and pulled them up his legs. He didn’t want to enjoy the soft silk against his body. But then the material cupped his balls, making him flinch.

“What’s wrong? Do you like wearing panties?”

“No!” Jason called back immediately.

“Oh, I think you do. I think you love wearing panties. And why wouldn’t you? You are my Miss Sissy Secretary.”

A sharp inhalation cut between his teeth, drawing his mouth as he glared back at her. Unfortunately for him, he couldn’t intimidate her. “Now the skirt,” she said.

When he picked it up, he wasn’t quite sure what to do. Obviously, Jason had never worn a pleated skirt before, and he didn’t even know how to put it on.

Moving quickly, she grabbed the sides, pulled them up his legs, and zipped the skirt into place. He felt the snug material around his waist, gently digging into his sides and reminding him of what he wore and how he must have looked.

“You’re not done,” she reminded him as she picked up the bra. Unfortunately, this wasn’t designed simply for support. With the extra padding, it could give him the feminine silhouette of a young lady.

He couldn’t get the bra on without help, not that Alexa objected. She sat up, pulled the bra into place, and connected the clasps. For a few seconds, he wondered if he should try to remove it himself, but then he discarded the idea, knowing full well he would need her help to do that too.

“Now your blouse,” she said, holding it out to him.

His nostrils twitched, and he shook his head.

“Do I need to spank you?”

He shook his head again, surrendering to his girlfriend. Clearly, she could do whatever she wished with him. He held out his arms, and she slid the blouse on him, working the buttons up the center quite quickly. Then she took out a pair of high heels.

“No!”

“What’s wrong, Miss Sissy Secretary? You think you’re too good for the dress code?”

“No, it’s not that,” he struggled to say.

“Face it, Jason. You are my sissy now. I’ve already got you all locked up. I can tie you down, spank you, or do whatever else I like with you. In fact, I think you’re going to need some makeup after this.”

“No!”

“Then is it going to be a spanking?”

This time he had the same answer, only without the vehemence. “No,” he said. “You don’t need to spank me.”

“Put them on,” she said pointing toward the floor.

When he saw the high heels right there, his insides clenched.

Raising one dainty foot, then the other, he slipped his toes into the high-heeled shoes. Again, he experienced the constricting sensations of girl clothes. And once his feet were in, she stepped back and told him to walk.

“Where?”

“It doesn’t matter,” she answered, her eyes sparkling with mischievous delight. After all, Alexa could now witness what her boyfriend looked like as a girl. He wasn’t much of a man. But a sissy? Oh yes, he was a really sweet little sissy secretary!

The humiliation pumped through his body, but Jason walked around the room. “You know, I never noticed it before, but you really do walk more like a girl. You have that little sachet with every step.”

“No, I don’t!”

When she didn’t answer, he blushed again. She didn’t see the point in arguing with him, not over something that was obviously true.

He took one awkward step in his high heels after another. Simultaneously, he looked down along the length of his body. As much as he hated to admit it, Jason knew that he didn’t seem very much like a man. In fact, he probably looked just like some college girl on her way to her first job interview.

Before he could consider what all this meant, she grabbed him again, pulling him over to her desk. “Sit. I’m going to do your makeup now.”

“What? No. No way. This is it. I don’t care if you kick me out, but I’m not letting you put me in makeup!” He started to rise.

She pushed him down. Not only that, her hand flew to the bag, and she pulled something out. Before he could see what she was doing, she slipped the handcuffs around his wrists. She locked him there to the chair.

Stumbling, he glanced down at the restraints. He tried to pull on them. “What are you doing?”

“You were behaving like little brat, so I cuffed you to the chair,” she explained simply.

“You can’t do this!”

“Jason, I own your cock now. That means I own you. Oh, and you still can’t pay rent, which means you’re going to have to work for me. I control you now. Say it.”

There was something almost hypnotic about her utter confidence.

“I belong to you now,” he said.

“Good. There is a good little sissy,” she said, pinching his cheek before she opened the first container.

When he saw the foundation, he didn’t know what to make of it. She dabbed some onto a small, white cube and started touching it to his face. He hated the sensation of makeup. It felt so strange, heavy and light at the same time.

“I’m not a girl,” he said, whispering to himself.

“Nope,” she agreed. “You are not a girl. But you are a sissy.” She grinned at him cheerfully, like this was good news.

She didn’t stop with the foundation. Instead, she pulled out some blush and began to apply it with a soft brush. As the makeup was applied to his face, he shivered through the embarrassment. Seriously, he should have been able to stop her. But he looked down for a moment and saw his smooth skin and short skirt.

She wasn’t done with his makeup.

Alexa added eyeshadow and lipstick. From one stage to the next, she made sure her sissy looked so adorable.

“Very nice,” she finally decided. “I think I’m done.”

Done? What did that mean?

She stood, reached down, and unlocked the cuffs. Suddenly, he could move. He should have taken this opportunity to flee, run away, or fight. Instead, with the makeup on his face and the tight outfit on his body, he felt somehow defeated, as though he couldn’t possibly resist the force of her personality.

With her fingers tight around his wrist, he rose to his feet. With study steps, he followed her over to the full-length mirror.

His eyes moved up and down his reflection as the embarrassment flooded through his body.

“There’s no reason to be embarrassed.”

“I’m dressed like a sissy!”

“Oh, I love that tone of voice. You know why?” She ignored his point about being a sissy. As far as Alexa was concerned, that much was obvious. “Because you sound just like a girl. You never had a very deep a voice. Just listen to you now.” A bright grin flashed across her face. “Now, you just need to tell me about your new life.”

“Please, can I take the makeup off?”

“No,” she answered patiently. “But you can be an obedient sissy and tell me about your new life.”

He inhaled, filling his lungs, and waited for some rush of defiance or rebellion. Instead, he said, “I’m going to be your secretary and do whatever you tell me to.”

She clapped her hands together, “Yes, you are! That’s right!” Another fierce grin played across her lips as she reached down with one hand. She loosened her pants and pulled them off as she kicked away her shoes. Next, her panties fell before she walked over to the bed.

“What, what are you doing?”

“Getting ready. As your boss, I get to enjoy all of the fringe benefits of having a secretary.”

“What?” Jason couldn’t say anything else.

“Get on your knees, Jason,” she said.

This time, he didn’t need to be punished.

Jason lowered himself down.

“You know, I’m thinking another name would be more appropriate for you,” she said as she brushed her fingers through his hair and pulled his face between her legs. “What do you think of Jasmine? Yeah, I think Jasmine would be a much better name for a sissy like you. I’ll even be generous and address you like you’re a girl. What you think of that, Jasmine?”

The sissy secretary on her knees looked up. Under all of that makeup, he really did look like a girl.

“I’ll do whatever you want,” Jasmine answered, her voice quivering.

“Good. Let’s start with an orgasm.”

On her knees and with her head between Alexa’s legs, he should have been able to anticipate this, yet there was still that stab of worry, of shame as he leaned forward. With Alexa guiding him, Jasmine gently started to lick at his owners opening. He served this woman, tasting her. Simultaneously, he could feel the chastity cage, tight and restrictive. It proved that Jasmine was no longer a boy or a man. Men could control themselves. They had access to their own bodies. But this sissy had to do whatever she was told. So she moved her tongue up and down, gliding and tasting, serving and obeying.

“Good. From now on, you’re going to cook and clean, answer my phone, and take care of all of those other little chores. I like you dressed like a secretary, but if you ever make me really angry, I might dress you as a maid instead. You don’t want that, do you? No, my Miss Sissy Secretary doesn’t want to get demoted, does she?”

Since Jasmine was busy licking, she couldn’t say anything. She was on her knees and getting used just like any other plaything. She might offer other services, but truly, she’d been demoted to the status of a sex toy.

As her tongue darted up and down, left and right, she could feel the heat radiating off of her owner’s body. Clearly, Alexa loved this. Having her own sissy secretary—slave—satisfied her like nothing else.

Reaching down into Jasmine’s hair, she took a firm grip and pumped her face, working her hard.

Hot pleasure coursed through her. It became more and more intense, a blaze, an inferno, an explosion of ecstasy.

Finally, she shoved Jasmine back as she gasped through the orgasm.

Clenching, she savored those shivers of light until she finally grinned down at Jasmine.

“That was lovely,” she told her. “But I think there are some dishes that need to be washed. After that, you can make me a sandwich.”

Jasmine parted her lips and waited for her chance to rebel. Instead, the feminized boyfriend bowed her head down and said, “Yes, Miss Alexa.” She had no idea where those words came from, yet it hardly mattered because Jasmine knew her place. More importantly, she knew how to obey.

The End


Unlocking His Secret

“I love having you like this,” she said, breathing those words like a confession as she looked down at her boyfriend.

He was amazing, all spread out, his arms and legs pointed toward the corners of her bed, his naked body on display, and his wrists and ankles shackled.

She ran her fingers along his skin, making sure he understood precisely why this meant so much to her. “So many guys get aggressive. But not you. When I look at you, I know I can take control.”

Under most circumstances, he could’ve overpowered her. He was only taller than her by maybe an inch, but he was definitely more muscular. He could have drawn on that physical superiority to wrestle her to the floor, hold her, strip off her blouse, rip down her jeans, and claim her for himself.

But that wasn’t how their relationship worked.

Instead, they started flirting about six months ago, started dating, and now she had him under her power, and it was wonderful. Delicious. Everything she craved.

Her fingers moved down his neck to his chest.

“You just like me the helpless,” he said, turning those words into a complaint.

Dana wobbled her head from side to side as she considered this before agreeing, “Yeah. Pretty much. But you know, I don’t think you need to talk anymore.” She touched a finger to his mouth.

“You aren’t going to silence me,” he said.

Only then she reached over to the nightstand and pulled something back in front of his gaze. When he saw the ball gag dangle from her hand, his lips remained rigid as he inhaled and exhaled.

“If you want, you can beg,” she said. “I bet getting gagged by your girlfriend is going to be one of the more humiliating experiences of your life.”

“Don’t do it,” he started to say as a plea.

“Oh, that wasn’t begging. That was in order. You don’t give your owner orders.” The corners of her eyes crinkled, and she grinned right at him.

His nostrils twitched, and he halfheartedly pulled against the scarves holding his arms over his head.

She reached down, stroking his shin, then his inner thigh, then his balls and cock. She wrapped her fingers around his member, teasing him to an erection.

Her boy arched his back and grimaced as he enjoyed all of that. “Go on,” she said. “Beg for me. I bet you can do it. Beg like a good boy.”

“I’m not going to beg.”

She tightened her grip around his shaft. “Are you sure about that?” Dana teased.

He glared at her harder. Other girls might’ve been intimidated, yet she reveled in having him strapped down and helpless. His impotent glower only made her giggle. With her boy tied to her bed, she reveled in her power over him. He was like a wild beast brought to heel, whether or not he could admit it.

Suddenly, he gasped, only then she pulled her hand away. “You’re going to have the ball gag in your mouth,” she said, taunting him up every syllable.

Perhaps she realized she was serious because he gulped and started to plead with her, “Please. Please, don’t put that in my mouth.”

“Oh, come on,” she said with mock disappointment. “You can do so much better than that!”

He bit down and fought through his disappointment. But then he tried again, “Please. Please, Mistress.”

“Mistress? I like that. Keep going.”

He bristled, obviously frustrated, but he did as she commanded, “Please, Mistress. I belong to you. I know I belong to you. Please, you don’t need to gag me. If you gag me, I won’t be able to beg anymore!”

His eyes were wide, his face red, and all of this pleased her tremendously. She still shrugged and said, “True, but I really want to see you with a ball gag in your mouth. I want to know I can touch you and tease you and you won’t even be able to argue with me.”

“No, wait—” he started to say, only she seized the opportunity. As he opened his mouth, she slipped the red rubber ball between his teeth and shoved it in. She held it. He tried to spit it out, but she brought the straps up along his cheeks, over the contours of his ears, all the way to the back of his head. She secured the buckle, latching it in place.

Then Dana sat back, clapped her hands together like a little kid, and laughed as he started struggling twice as hard. He rotated his body from side to side as he attempted to slip free, yet none of it did any good. This boy was trapped, and he knew it.

“What’s wrong? Are you stuck? Are you stuck, slave boy?”

Her boyfriend grunted and growled like a wild animal as he pulled. His muscles clenched and tensed as he attempted to rip through the scarves holding him to her bed. But then she leaned forward and kissed his cheek, the line of his jaw, and then his neck. Her teeth grazed his skin before she moved to his collarbone, then his sternum.

“I love having you all exposed like this. At moments like this, I really believe you belong to me. I can do whatever I want with you, and you can’t stop me, can you?” She raised herself up above him, grinned, and shook her head. “No, you can’t stop me. Why is that again?”

With another muffled grunt, he tried to communicate with her, but Dana just laughed. “Silly slave. I can’t understand you when you’re gagged. Maybe later, if you do a really good job, I’ll take that ball out of your mouth. But right now, I love knowing I can do whatever I wish with you.” Her eyes glittered with amusement.

“Oh, don’t worry about it. We both know you enjoy slavery,” she said.

His nostrils twitched again as he scowled.

“What? Are you going to try to tell me you want your freedom?”

Her enslaved boyfriend jerked his head down and up again. With just his eyes, he tried to communicate, “Yes! Get this gag out of my mouth! Untie me!”

“No,” she said, enjoying the way she could guess his thoughts. “I don’t see why I should let you go.” She brushed her nails along his vulnerable skin. “Besides, you look amazing all spread out before me. Why would I give this up?”

He tugged, twisted, and pulled again.

“You just don’t understand what it’s like,” Dana said. “You’re a boy. People instinctively respect you. They look at you and decide to give you the benefit of the doubt. When they see me, they think I’m just some random girl.”

Dana shook her head as though she could dislodge of those thoughts and problems. “But right now, I can play with you. Want me to show you?”

Nervously, he jerked his head from side to side. No, he believed her. He didn’t need a demonstration of her power, especially while he was strapped down before her.

Even so, she leaned back and stroked his shaft. She touched him and teased him, making him grumble with desire. He yearned for this and more, yet he didn’t control it. He wanted her, but he couldn’t control her.

“Poor, horny boy. Oh well. You’ll get used to being my property. You’ll get used to being my slave.”

“Never!” He grunted through the ball gag and somehow managed to clearly convey that one word.

“Are you sure about that? Maybe you need some more proof?” She smiled brightly at him, glanced over at the nightstand, and noticed his wallet. Underneath it? His cell phone.

“Let’s have a look,” she said. She reached over, taking her time as she deliberately stretched her hand forward. She wrapped her fingers around the black device, pulled it up, and pressed the button on the side to wake up the screen.

He watched his girlfriend as the panic started to swirl through his body.

“What’s wrong? Are you trying to hide something from me? Is there something you don’t want me to see on here?”

He shook his head from side to side and tried to stretch out for the device. Heedless of the scarves around his wrists, he still made the futile attempt.

“Relax,” she taunted. “It’s not like I can get into your phone, not when you have it password-protected. Unless of course, I can figure it out…” Almost theatrically, she reached up and touched a finger to her chin as she contemplated the different possibilities.

“Can I figure it out?” Dana asked no one in particular.

Her boyfriend grunted and tried to throw himself forward. Ignoring the straps around his wrists and ankles, he lifted his back as much as he could. But then he ran out of slack, so gravity soon pulled him back to the bed.

“Let’s see. Could it be one-one-two-three?” Her birthday.

She typed in the numbers, watched as the screen cleared, and suddenly she had access to his phone.

Eyes wet now, he stared up at her as his irises shined brightly.

Dana hardly noticed. Instead, she chided him, “Oh, you decided to use my birthday. That’s so sweet!”

Without looking up at him, she started to scroll through his history.

The pitch of his pleading changed. He still couldn’t utter a coherent sound, but that hardly mattered. She understood the desperation vibrating from the base of his throat as he tried to get her attention.

“It’s okay,” she said. “What do you think I’m going to find? What scares you?”

That’s when she saw the picture of a pretty girl with her hands tied behind her back. Dana stared down at the screen, studied the pixels, and realized something. That wasn’t a girl at all. Underneath, there was the caption, This boy thought he could take on his big sister. He thought he could be strong enough to control her. Now look at him, all dressed up in a cute little skirt, knee-high socks, and a snug blouse. He thought he could be a big brother. Nope. But he’s going to be an adorable little sister!

Furrowing her brows, Dana considered this. She didn’t really understand.

On his back, her boyfriend froze. He stared upward, obviously hoping she might set the phone aside. Or maybe he was trying to guess what she was thinking.

Dana swiped the screen and went to the next picture.

Here was another “girl,” and she looked cute with her hair tied back in pigtails, but then the caption made Dana pause, This “boy” thought he could blackmail his best friend into sleeping with him. She decided he’d look better in her prom dress instead.

Picture after picture and caption after caption followed the same pattern.

“This is what you want,” Dana said, shocked at the simple truth of the matter. She spoke, “You want to be dressed up like a sissy, don’t you? You want a girl to take you and force you to wear panties, maybe a pleated skirt, something sexy-sweet. You want her to do your makeup and keep you as her little plaything. Isn’t that right?”

This time, her boyfriend didn’t bother shaking his head. Straining against his bonds, he pressed his shoulder blades into the mattress.

Instead, he closed his eyes and took long, slow, studying breaths, except the nervous energy running through his body was easy to see. This boy probably wouldn’t have admitted it, but he was terrified as he waited to hear what she might think.

While Dana studied the images, she didn’t look down at him. Instead, she allowed her boyfriend to soak in his worry.

Even as she said, “This is interesting,” she didn’t give any indication of what she felt.

In the pictures, there were sissies tied up, strapped down, some on their knees, others begging. Lots of the sissies were smiling. Others were pouting. A few looked pathetically desperate.

As she studied the materials, she nodded to herself. “It’s clear what I need to do,” she said.

She reached over for the nightstand again and grabbed another scarf.

Her boyfriend tried to speak to her. He tried to talk, but she slipped the blindfold over his eyes, making it impossible for him to see what she had in store for him. She tied a simple ribbon and slipped off of the mattress.

In spite of everything, he remained hard as anxiety and arousal pounded through his body.

Dana stood in front of the closet and considered her options, both in terms of her relationship and their immediate plans. She nibbled on the inside of her mouth as she considered the possibilities.

All the while, excitement pulsed through her body. She glanced over at her boyfriend and wondered if she could really do this.

She could.

It would take persuasion and power. It would take their relationship to a new level, one where she would always be in control and have the advantage.

A sly grin spread across her face as she made up her mind. She knew what she wanted him to wear, especially for this first time.

She picked everything out of her closet, grinning because she had originally purchased of these items to wear for him.

Dana liked to think of herself as a good girlfriend, a big part of which meant understanding how the relationship worked. Usually, if a girl was dressed or upset, she needed someone to comfort and listen to her. He didn’t have to fix her problems (the mistake lots of guys made), nor should he try to stimulate her. Just holding her, petting her, and agreeing with her would be enough.

But guys were different.

When a boy he needed to be comforted, his girlfriend needed to be sweet and sexy, molding herself to his fantasies. That’s why she had this schoolgirl uniform.

Because she paid attention to her boyfriend and his desires, she knew he didn’t just want something slutty. He didn’t want her to prance around in some generic costume from one of those Halloween stores that pop up for three months every year. No, he craved something more realistic—but still sexy.

That’s why she chose the blue, tartan, pleated skirt, matching tie, white blouse, and knee-high socks. Oh, and she couldn’t forget about the black, leather shoes. She loved their little silver, buckles, and the straps that went over the top of foot.

These were going to be perfect.

Gagged and blindfolded, her boyfriend squirmed helplessly on the bed. Occasionally, he pulled or twisted. There were these random moments where he got angry or upset and fought to tear himself free. He struggled so hard, which might have been noble under other circumstances, but there and then, Dana just enjoyed it.

She’d never realized that power like this could be so intoxicating.

Then again, back in elementary school, there had been a little boy who wanted to play House with her. Like so many other little boys would have done, he tried to take over the game, insisting that their house was now on an alien world where zombies and monsters might attack.

Dana had stood over him, jabbed him in the chest, and told him very clearly and unquestionably that he was wrong, there were no zombies, and that, since he couldn’t behave himself, he was now going to be the baby in the family. That meant he couldn’t talk and would stay right where she put him. Dana remembered the delicious look of fear that flashed across his face. She didn’t hit him or hurt him, but her power had cowed him utterly. He surrendered, playing that game with her just like a good boy.

She hadn’t understood it at the time—maybe she still didn’t comprehend it—yet she savored this pulse of wonderful heat deep within her chest. It was a pleasant glow which came from knowing she was in charge.

Once she had the outfit set up, she turned back to her bound boyfriend and said, “I think you’re going to like this.”

She nodded to herself.

“Yes, this is going to be pretty perfect, especially because we both know it’s what you need.”

He tensed up.

She studied him, watching him like some animal in a zoo. Then again, most of those creatures weren’t actually strapped down.

He bit into the gag and tried to say something. He wiggled helplessly there against of those scarves.

All the while, he remained hard, his shaft erect and pointed up toward the ceiling. She brushed her fingers along his scrotum, toward the base of his cock, all the way to the tip. She gripped him as she lowered her voice and started to explain.

“I saw those pictures. I know what you want. I know what you need.”

He gulped, freezing up. She gave him another soft squeeze, and that made him grimace, then groan. “It’s okay,” she said. “If you really wanted to be my little sissy slave, you should’ve just said something.”

Suddenly, he was jerking his head from side to side, bucking his hips, thrashing, and shouting into the gag. He probably summoned as much volume as he could, yet the rubber sphere in his mouth kept him quiet.

He kept going on like this until she burst out laughing. “You know what’s so funny?”

Red blush snaked down his cheeks, along his neck, all the way to his chest. “The funny part about all of this is you think you can stop me. I’m going to make you wear whatever I want. Yes, I am. I know who you are now, slave. I know what you need.”

He gave a quick, nervous shake of his head.

“And if you don’t cooperate, I’m going to tell everyone. I’ll tell your friends. I’ll tell your sister. I’ll make sure everyone knows.”

“No one would believe you!” he tried to shout.

Few people would have been able to understand him, but Dana picked out the right consonants and syllables, putting them together so she could fill in the muffled blanks. Sliding her fingers along his balls, she chuckled and said, “But you’re forgetting something.”

He was?

That a look of confusion along his face was pretty hilarious, especially with his eyes covered and his mouth gagged. Then she reminded him, “I have your phone. Remember? I can tell people whatever I want. Or rather, ‘you’ can tell them whatever I want. Did you think about that? Should I text your sister right now and tell her how much you want to wear panties? Should I tell her how she should boss you around and make you curtsy for her? Oh, sure she and her husband would just love to have a little French maid!”

Now the color drained away from his cheeks as he froze up, locked in place like a terrified bunny. All the while, his shaft remained stiff.

Dana leaned down and said, “Don’t worry. If you behave like an obedient little sissy slave, then you won’t need to worry about anything at all. Just do as you’re told. Obey me.”

He gulped, clearly confused, but he wasn’t going to argue either. “Now, lift your legs for me. Straighten your toes and bend your feet down.”

He hesitated for several more seconds until Dana continued, “Would Michelle like you as her sissy slave?”

His shoulders bunched up.

“I imagine getting bossed around by your little sister would be really frustrating. I mean, she’s always respected you as her big brother. You’re supposed to be manly and powerful. But just look at you.” Dana couldn’t help but chuckle.

It was true.

Her boyfriend was clearly male, yet he had the petite build of a young woman. Perhaps that was why Dana had been attracted to him in the first place. Their bodies almost matched perfectly. While other girls would’ve craved someone bigger, taller, stronger and broader, she loved the way he had those thin arms, sleek legs, and narrow waist. In fact, she was perfectly confident he would be able to wear her clothes. Not only that, his cheeks were mostly smooth anyway. He was the kind of boy who only needed to shave once a week.

As Dana contemplated all of this, she knew she was making the right decision. “Or you can just behave right now. Be a good little sissy boy for me, and I will take whatever I want.”

His nostrils flared as he surrendered, raising his feet, and that’s when she grabbed that pair of panties. They were simple and white silk with a little heart near the front. She didn’t know if they would fit him, but she couldn’t wait to find out.

Dana slid the soft, sleek material along his toes, up his feet, down his shins, closer and closer to his erection.

All the while, she saw that his face had turned a bright shade of red again. He couldn’t hide what this was doing to him.

That’s why she cooed down at her sissy, “It’s okay. There’s nothing wrong with getting enslaved by your girlfriend.”

Enslaved. She loved the word and everything it meant.

“Just relax and acknowledge how you belong to me. You’re going to be such a good plaything for me. I can’t wait to have you as my doll. Oh yes, I’m going to dress you every day and play with you. This is going to be so much fun!”

For a second, she enjoyed the same spark from elementary school. Her boyfriend may as well have been that same little kid who tried to insist the zombies and aliens could invade her perfect world. He might try to assert himself, but it wasn’t going to work. Dana was in control. This sissy now belonged to her. And she proved it as she slid the panties into place, cupping his balls and buttocks, encasing his erection, and holding him in place.

“They fit,” Dana said proudly.

Sure enough, the panties would have been a little bit loose on her, which meant they had plenty of room for his erection. They were snug, cupping his body and holding him in place.

“Look at that. You really were meant to be a sissy, aren’t you?”

Her boyfriend tried to say something, but Dana just ignored him.

“Let’s get you into the skirt next!”

He shook his head from side to side.

That’s when she picked up the phone and touched the smooth screen to his thigh, just above his leg. She moved along his body, letting him wonder precisely what she was doing. “You know what this is, don’t you?”

Since he couldn’t figure it out, she said, “It’s your phone. Now, do I need to send that message to Michelle?”

The sissy seemed to consider this for a few seconds. That’s why she pretended to type on his screen, “Dear Michelle,” she mocked, “I must confess I have been lying to you over the course of my life. I’m not a real man. I’m just a pathetic little sissy who should be dressed in panties, put on display, and treated like a human doll. I should be trained to obey my superiors. As such, I’m begging you to own me.”

Dana lowered the phone and looked back at her sissy. “Are you going to be good for me? Because if you won’t be good for me, maybe you’ll be good for Michelle.”

He lifted his legs again, higher this time. She slipped the skirt past his ankles, tightening it around his waist. And when she finished, she patted him on the head. “Very good. Now let’s get you into your shoes and socks.”

Her sissy gulped, but cooperated as he felt the soft cotton along his ankles, toes, and feet. Next, she pulled the shoes up. First, Dana really didn’t think they were going to fit. This wasn’t really going to work. And yet, they did fit! They must’ve been snug on his feet, but that didn’t bother her in the slightest. She pulled the straps and buckles tight, making sure his new leather shoes would stay right where she wanted them.

Finally, she knew it would be time to let him out of the restraints. “Now, I want you to know I have placed a secret program on your phone. I downloaded it a few minutes ago while I watched you struggle. This program gives me remote access to your device whenever I want it. Do you know what that means?”

The sissy didn’t seem to react.

“It means,” she explained, her tone haughty and condescending, “That I can still send these messages. Even if you get your phone back, it won’t be enough. A full factory reset wouldn’t be enough to delete my program. So from now on, you will do whatever I say. If I tell you to curtsy, you’ll curtsy. If I want you to clean the kitchen, you’ll do that for me. You belong to me now, sissy.”

He flinched when he heard that last word, his new title, especially because there was nothing he could do about it!

“Now, I’m going to let you up, but I’m not going to take the blindfold off of you. You won’t try to remove it, and you won’t try to argue with me or fight with me. Do you understand?”

The sissy doll understood, so he hesitated but nodded.

“That’s right,” Dana said. She loosened of the scarves on his wrists and allowed him to sit up. He did this, and she touched his hands, stopping him when he tried to take the ball gag out.

His knuckles dropped back to the mattress. Only after he seemed to accept her authority did Dana finally loosen the gag and pull the rubber ball free from between his teeth.

“Please, let me out of the panties.” Those were his first words!

Giggling, Dana shook her head before she remembered he still couldn’t see her. “No, I don’t think I’m going to be doing that anytime soon,” she said. He grimaced. “Oh, it’s okay. Don’t worry. You wanted this, remember. It was your secret desire.”

“No, it wasn’t! I just—”

“Don’t lie to me,” she commanded, cutting him off.

Obedient, he stopped talking. “Now, stand up.” He slipped off of the mattress, and that’s when she put one hand on his waist and took his wrist between her fingers. She guided him over to the full-length mirror she had in the corner of the room.

“Please, can I take the blindfold off?” He sounded so desperate and helpless.

She loved it.

“No, not yet,” she replied.

Returning to the bed, she grabbed the simple white corset and slipped it around his waist. He didn’t understand what he now wore, but that was fine with her. She cinched it tight, making him gasp. “What are you—”

“Quiet,” she replied, interrupting him.

And the sissy knew better than to try to talk over his girlfriend, so he remained quiet as she finished tying the course it into place. Next, she picked up one of her tank tops and slipped it over his head and shoulders. She guided his hands into the air, treating him as though he really were nothing but a doll.

All the while, she grinned, shocked at how she couldn’t wait to see how he might turn out.

The corset definitely helped, giving him a more feminine silhouette. The tank top covered it, and now she pulled the white blouse over his shoulders. He slipped his hands into the fabric, and she started to button it up before tucking it into his little skirt. Finally, she drew the tie tight around his neck.

“Very nice,” she said, inspecting him. Dana stepped to his left, then his right. She reached down, gliding her fingers along his smooth legs.

“You look amazing,” she said.

“Please, don’t do this to me,” the sissy begged.

“Why not? We both know it’s what you want. We both know this is what you need. You aren’t a real man, after all.”

A quiver ran through his body.

“You can try to lie to the rest of the world, but you can’t lie to me, not here and now. As far as you’re concerned, I’m in control here you belong to me. You are my sissy, my slave, my doll. Say it.”

“I’m your sissy, your slave, your doll.”

She reached up and tapped him on the cheek. “Very nice. Now, sit down.”

She helped him into the chair where she did her makeup. She looked out at the different items. For the most part, Dana didn’t bother. She was one of those lucky girls who had a great complexion, bright red lips, and vibrant eyes without any extra effort.

Still, she knew how to apply makeup, so now she turned his chair away from the mirror and removed the blindfold.

He looked down along his body and shook again. He tried to jump to his feet, but she placed one hand on his shoulder, stopping him instantly. “No, no,” she chided. “You aren’t going anywhere.”

“Fine,” he said. “What are you going to do?”

“Let’s start with your pretty mouth,” she said, reaching out and grabbing a tube of red lipstick. When he saw it, he straightened up, his back stiffening. In fact, it seemed like every muscle in his frame froze.

“That’s right,” she said. “Don’t move.” Gently, she touched to the underside of his chin, forcing him to raise his head. Then she added, “Pucker your lips for me.”

Her sissy obeyed and behaved just like a little mannequin. Puffing his lips, he could only sit there as she applied that first to touch of makeup. She ran the lipstick along his mouth and grinned, revealing her teeth.

“Now press your lips together and kiss the air.”

He looked confused but still obeyed. “Don’t worry. I’m sure you’ll get used to this in no time.”

“Please, don’t do this. Don’t feminize me.”

“What’re you wearing?”

The question caught him off guard.

“Tell me,” she reiterated. “What are you wearing?”

This was another lesson for her sissy slave.

“Panties,” he said.

“And?”

“Shoes.”

“What kind of shoes?”

He glanced down, past his skirt, all the way to the black, leather schoolgirl shoes.

“Mary Janes,” he said.

“That’s right,” she said. “What else are you wearing?”

“Please, don’t make me say it,” he pleaded with her.

“Say it.”

“A blouse.”

“And?” Dana teased.

“A corset!”

“Yes, you are, but that’s not the best part,” she chided.

Her sissy boy hesitated for several more seconds. His heart beat wildly in his chest, but he knew he had to give up here and now. “Panties. You made me wear panties.”

“Because it’s what you secretly wanted,” she said.

“That’s not true!”

“Yes, it is. And now, stay still. I want to finish your makeup.”

She applied foundation, some blush, and eyeshadow. She took her time, gliding the brushes over his face as she carefully applied the makeup. It took a while, but when she finally stepped back, crossed her arms, and nodded to herself, she knew she had done an excellent job.

“Close your eyes,” she commanded.

Her sissy obeyed and shut his eyes. She helped him stand and turned him toward the full-length mirror.

“Open them.”

When he did, he hardly recognized the reflection before him. Between those knee-high socks, little shoes, short skirt, and snug blouse, he didn’t have the same lines or shape. He didn’t look at all like a boy!

“Get this stuff off me,” he ordered, only she stepped behind him, grabbed his wrists, and held them tight in her grip.

“No,” she returned. “I worked hard to turn you into a sexy little schoolgirl, so you’re going to stay like this for a while.”

“How long?”

“As long as I want,” she whispered back. Then her voice rose with excitement, “Now, I never knew that the idea of being with a schoolgirl could turn me on, but I’m really hot right now. You’re making me very, very thirsty.” She flashed a grin to reveal her teeth. Then she sauntered back over to the edge of her bed, pulled herself up, and sat down.

For a long time, her sissy just stared at his reflection. He’d fantasized about things like this before, but he didn’t know how long he would be forced to dress like this.

Then he turned back to Dana, only to see she had pulled down her pants and tossed them to the floor along with her own panties. “You’ve been a naughty schoolgirl, and you need to make it up to me. Think of me as your headmistress.”

“This isn’t fair,” he protested.

“This isn’t about fairness. This is about you coming over here, getting on your knees, and licking me.”

“Please, can’t I at least be naked?”

“You want to take off your uniform? No way!” She giggled. “That is against the rules.”

His chest pumped with fresh force as he took several tentative steps in his new shoes. He felt the squeezing, constrictive leather around his feet. But then he lowered himself to his knees as she braced her palms against the mattress. She spread her legs and leaned down, sliding her fingers through his hair and pulling his face closer and closer to her wet pussy.

“Go on,” she teased. “Lick me. If you want to avoid attention, you had better be a good girl for me.”

A scowl spread across his face, but then he had no choice. He stuck out his tongue and lapped at her sex. He glided his tongue along her opening, starting low and working his way up.

As he serviced her, Dana just couldn’t help herself, “Oh, this feels so good. I love having you all adorable and feminized. I can’t wait to buy you a bunch of different outfits. You don’t need to be my boyfriend anymore. You can just be my sissy doll! I’m going to have so much fun with you. I’m going to play with you every single day. I’m going to get to do whatever I want with you, and you won’t be able to stop me, will you?” She chuckled. “No. You’re just my little plaything now.”

He needed to say something. He needed to speak, but his mouth was busy.

Before she could climax, she yanked on his hair and pulled him away.

“You’re going to give me lots of orgasms by going down on me, but I want something else right now. Get on the bed.”

“Why?”

“Because I’m in charge,” she said simply.

Her sissy doll couldn’t deny her simple, overwhelming logic. He clambered up onto the mattress and was about to negotiate with her, but she grabbed him by his shoulder and shoved him down to the sheets. He fell to his back, and that’s when she spread his arms, bringing them back toward the scarves.

“No! Not again!”

“I want you to feel like a damsel in distress when I have sex with you,” she said simply.

Her sissy doll complied, allowing himself to be posed. She tied the scarves around his wrists again, pulling the material tight and making sure he wouldn’t be able to get away. From there, she slipped her hand down into his panties and said, “This is what you’re going to wear from now on. Even if you have to go to work or class, you’re still going to be in panties. You’re going to wear them all the time and you will remember the you belong to me now.”

“No…”

“Yes,” she replied instantly. “You belong to me.” She pressed her palms down against his chest, peeled back his skirt, and yank to down his panties to expose his cock. She brushed her fingers along his erection before enveloping him. She lowered herself down, and the walls of her pussy tightened around his circumference.

“You belong to me,” she said. “I own you now. Say it.”

“You own me now!” With his girlfriend poised on top of her, he couldn’t feel like a real man. He couldn’t try to take control.

She rode him slowly at first, moving her body up and down along his like as she controlled him. “Don’t you dare—not until I give you permission,” she growled at down at him.

“Yes, ma’am!”

“Mistress,” she replied, taking that title because it suited her.

“Yes, Mistress!”

She moved up and down, savoring the heat and attention of her body against his. The friction sparked bursts of pleasure throughout her body as she owned him—because she owned him. “You belong to me,” she breathed again. “You belong to me, and I’m going to have so much fun keeping you. I’m going to use you whenever I like. You don’t get to fight me. You’re just a feminized little sissy now.”

“Yes, Mistress! You’re right…you’re right about me!”

Riding him harder now, she slid up and down, reveling in the mix of physical and psychological pleasure. She loved the power she wielded over him now. As she closed her eyes and arched her back, she still kept her hands on his chest. She pictured outfits: he could be a maid, a harem girl, or maybe a ditzy little bimbo. He could grow out his hair and she could dye it a bright shade of blonde!

With a ferocious grin on her face, she pumped him harder and faster until she cried out, “Now! Come now!”

The dam shattered, and his shaft began to pulsate. He came hard, pumping as he lifted his hips and bucked beneath her. Strapped down, he thrashed like a wild animal, but it didn’t do any good as she extracted every drop of pleasure from his body. Then she pulled away, kissed him on the cheek, and grinned.

“Welcome to your new life, sissy.”

The End


Pretty Toes

We’d been friends for about three months when I asked if she wanted to go for a walk. We had done this before, so it wasn’t special or unusual. We were both college students, only she was a junior who lived off-campus while I was a freshman. The age difference alone probably should have told me I shouldn’t bother trying.

What girl would want to date a freshman?

But I really, really liked this girl.

There was something magical about Katie. With her long brown hair, her sharp, nearly feline cheeks, and her slender physique, she was gorgeous. Her skin was smooth like ivory. But more than that, I loved the way she smiled at me and how she laughed.

I could be ridiculously stressed over a midterm, essay, or final exam, but five minutes with this girl would make me relax and feel so much better.

And that’s what I told her. “I really like you, Katie, and I think we could make an amazing couple.”

We were walking along our favorite park, just on the edge of campus. She turned to me, took my hands, and looked into my eyes, “Adam, that’s really sweet of you, but I can’t.”

“You don’t like me like that?”

“I don’t think I like guys like that,” she told me.

I blinked, shocked. “What?” I squeaked out.

Over the course of our friendship, she never mentioned anything about her taste in guys. Then again, I never asked. Perhaps the preference just didn’t exist in this girl…

“Can I ask—?”

Katie cut me off, “To be honest, I’m not sure what I want. I don’t really feel like him into girls. I don’t really feel like him and boys either.”

“Oh,” I said.

After that, it was hard to go back to just being friends. To be honest, I didn’t think it could work. Back in high school, I had lots of classmates who dated, “fell in love,” and broke up. Each and every time, those couples insisted they were going to stay friends, but it never worked. There was too much resentment. She still loved him. Or he still loved her. Or she was still angry about what he did. Or he still wanted to flirt with her.

For one reason or another, he never worked.

But Katie and I broke that trend, probably because we never actually dated. Somehow, I still really liked her, but I did my best to keep my eyes open for other girls. The campus was huge, and there were so many opportunities.

So we stayed friends. We kept going for walks, had our movie nights, and went out drinking every few weeks. It was amazing. She was my best friend, and I really liked having her in my life.

Then she gave me my nickname, “Pretty Toes”.

We were at her place, a small apartment a few blocks from campus. I loved going there. Every time I left my dorm room and headed toward her apartment, I felt like I was being admitted to a special club.

On my way, I picked up a cheap pizza and some soda. We started watching a movie, but it wasn’t very good. We chatted through most of it, but Katie pulled off her socks, took out her nail polish kit, and opened one of the bottles.

We kept chatting, and I watched as she painted her toes. Under her tender brushstrokes, she gave herself bright red nails. Despite everything, I still found myself attracted to her. I marveled at the curves and lines of her feet.

Girls’ feet never really turned me on before, but I could see myself making an exception for Katie. Then I shook my head and pushed those thoughts aside.

“Want me to do yours?”

“No,” I said faster than I expected. “No, thank you.”

“Oh, don’t be such a wimp. It’s only nail polish. And besides, I’d put it on your toes, so it’s not like anyone would see.”

“I don’t think it would be a good idea.”

She arched an eyebrow. “Why not? Your fragile male ego can’t take it?”

Some of the moisture drained away from my mouth, and she sat up straight, patted her lap, and motioned down toward my shoes. “Come on. We’re doing this,” she declared.

At this exact moment, I could have told her no. I could have insisted that I didn’t want to do this, and I really believe she would’ve backed off. And yet…I loved her grin, and the glint of excitement in her eyes, so I pulled off my shoes, peeled off my socks, and awkwardly lifted my left foot.

“You have really cute feet, Adam.”

My face got warmer as I said, “Thank you?”

“Now, we need to pick a color.” She leaned to down into her tackle box filled with different shades and hues.

“We can’t just go with red?” I asked, pretending to be bored more than anything else.

“No. I don’t think red would go well with your color. Let’s try something else. How about purple?” She shook her head. “No. I think I want something else for you.”

“Do I get a vote?”

Katie glanced up at me, gave me a strange look, and said, “Of course not.”

“But they’re my feet,” I protested.

“And it’s my nail polish,” she said before sticking her tongue out in my direction.

A smile tugged at the corners of my mouth. No matter how hard I tried to seem serious, she always knew how to make me laugh.

“I like this one.”

“You have got to be kidding me,” I said as I studied the bright pink, sparkly bottle.

“What’s wrong with this? It’s got a nice shade, and it looks super feminine.”

“I’m a boy.”

She grinned at me, the corners of her eyes crinkling with undisguised delight, “For now.”

I must have looked genuinely scared because she burst out laughing and waved my fears away, “Don’t worry about it, Adam. It’s just some nail polish. Besides, if you really hate it, I can take it off you later.”

“Fine,” I said. I put my foot across her lap, she opened the bottle, took out the brush, and started to touch my feet.

It was delightful, almost exquisite.

I didn’t want to admit any of this except I loved having all of her attention focused on me. I tried not to look, like I was bored or something. After all, I was a guy, and I wasn’t supposed to enjoy getting my toes painted by this girl.

Simultaneously, I remembered an episode of some old sitcom. A girl spotted one of her best friends, asked if she could paint his toes, and they started flirting. Eventually, they fell in love. It was sweet and romantic and made me wish something like that could happen even as I understood it wouldn’t. Or maybe I started thinking of another movie where a bunch of girls grabbed a boy and dressed him up. They put him in a pleated skirt and blouse. They made him look just like a girl, and part of me wondered what it would be like if something like that happened to me.

“Now, you can’t walk for a few minutes,” she said.

“Does that mean you just wanted to hobble me?” I asked.

“Maybe,” she said with that same grin. Patting her lap again, she said, “Now your other foot.”

“No,” I replied. I kept my eyes on the screen now, as though I actually cared about the movie.

“Adam…” Katie said, stretching out my name like she was a babysitter and I’d face some serious consequences unless I cooperated.

“I don’t have to do it you say,” I told her.

“But you’re hobbled,” she reminded me. “I could sneak over there, grab your shoe, pull off your socks, and paint your feet any color I want.”

“I don’t think so,” I said.

Katie jumped from the couch, strode over to me, and reached down. She touched to the underside of my chin and asked very plainly, “Do you want to challenge my authority right now?”

There was something about her dark hair, her bright eyes, and the set look of determination on her face. I didn’t want to be intimidated by a girl, but she exuded the kind of power and authority I didn’t know how to match.

Before I realized what I was doing, I shook my head: no, I didn’t want to challenge her authority.

“Tell me you’re going to be a good boy for me.”

“I’ll be a good boy for you,” I answered.

She patted me on the head, though I didn’t want to enjoy her touch this much, but it was amazing. Grumbling as though I hated all of this, I pulled off my other shoe and my sock and I lifted up my leg, sliding it across her lap just the way she wanted.

While she worked on my second foot, I gazed down at my painted nails. They sparkled and practically glowed. They were pink, a soft shade that looked so ridiculously dainty and feminine.

Not only that, it looked like I had a girl’s feet.

“This is a lot of fun,” she said. She glanced up at me. “And I like intimidating you.”

“You didn’t intimidate me,” I said, only my voice lacked any real resoluteness.

“Are you sure about that?” Katie asked. “What if I decide to keep going?”

“Keep going?” I asked, but it sounded more like a squeaked than a real question.

Her eyes lit with something close to excitement, “That’s right, Adam. Maybe I don’t stop at your toes. Maybe I put you in a pair of tights, some cute panties? Oh, I could make you wear a little black dress. What do you think of that?”

“No way,” I said, my voice flat.

“Come on, Pretty Toes.”

Pretty Toes. That’s what she called me, and a shiver ran down my back. She must have recognized the uncertainty on my face.

When she finished with my second foot, she nudged me back, got up and walked right to me.

She leaned down again, only this time she didn’t touch my face or pat the top of my head. Instead, she said, “This is my apartment, and I can do whatever I want. Now, sit here like a good boy. I’ll be back in a few minutes.”

She strode away, and I twisted as much as I could without lifting my feet. “Where’re you going?” I asked, tempted to follow.

Without glancing over her shoulder, she stopped me, “If you get any of that nail polish on my couch, I’m going to be pissed.”

I fell back into place. Whether I wanted to admit it or not, this girl did know how to intimidate me.

In her bedroom, she gathered up supplies. I couldn’t guess what she had in mind, but she came back and set several items down on the small chair off to the side. I craned my neck, eager to see what she had retrieved, but Katie stepped in front of me, then sat down beside me.

“Okay, Pretty Toes, I think we can continue.” She leaned down and touched my feet, her fingers brushing along the nail polish. It didn’t smear, so it was dry.

“Stop calling me that,” I told her.

“Why?” She feigned confusion despite the obvious amusement on her beautiful face, “It fits. You have really pretty toes. In fact, I’m thinking I should dress you up completely.”

“What?” I asked. “No. No way.”

I shook my head from side to side. I started to stand, but her voice snapped out, “Sit.” That’s all she said, and that’s all it took to knock me back to the couch.

She grabbed my chin and turned my head from the left to the right. She was examining me, inspecting me for something. “Yeah, I think this could work. I think this could work pretty perfectly.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Let’s call it an experiment.”

“No, thank you.” I started to get up again. Her hand shot out, and she grabbed me by my shoulder, shoving me back to the cushions.

“Adam, this is my apartment, and I’ve decided I’m going to play with you. Do you understand?”

Theoretically, I could have shouted, thrown a punch, or just jumped and sprinted for the door. I didn’t do any of those things. Instead, I stared back into her brown irises, gulped, and nodded.

“That’s really good. Because now that I have seen just how feminine you look, I don’t think I’m willing to stop.”

“I don’t look feminine,” I said.

“Actually, you do. You have a pretty slight build, a narrow waist, and really nice cheekbones. That’s why I think dressing you up like a girl is going to be so much fun.”

“I don’t want to be dressed up like a girl,” I said, protesting as much as I could.

“We’re best friends, aren’t we?”

“Yes,” I admitted.

“That means you’re going to cooperate,” she said.

“But that doesn’t make any sense!” I protested again.

“Oh, and if you don’t do what I want, I might decide to spank you.”

“You can’t be serious,” I told her.

“Do I look serious?”

I couldn’t read her expression, and I didn’t know what to do or what to say. My heart kicked faster in my chest as I bit down on my lower lip.

“Strip for me,” she said just a second later. Her tone shifted, becoming playful and friendly.

Before I realized what I was doing, I got up. I braced my weight on my feet, pulled off my shirt, and loosened my belt. I glanced over at her again, like this was some sort of bizarre dream, but she had no problem controlling me.

Maybe part of me wanted this? Maybe I was curious or hopeful?

Different emotions swirled behind my eyes as I pulled down my pants along with my boxers. I stripped just the way she wished. Soon, I was naked and standing in front of her, although I kept my hands in front of my genitals, as though that would make some kind of different or really mean something.

“You’re perfect,” she said, her eyes glowing bright with something I didn’t recognize.

She turned back toward the pile of clothing and pulled out two different pieces. “What do you think?” Katie held up a pink pair of panties. Sleek and shiny, they had little red hearts all along the front. “Pink and super girly? Or…” She reached down and picked up a second pair of panties. These were black and shined under the light, “Black and seductive?”

“I’m not wearing panties,” I said in a shaking, tentative voice. As hard as I tried, I didn’t sound firm or authoritative.

“Pink,” she said, ignoring my response. Holding onto the corners, she pushed them in my direction. “Put them on.”

“I can’t,” I said.

“Actually, you can. And you will. Because I can still spank you. Or hey, I could always tie you down to my bed and dress you however I want.”

“You’re joking,” I said.

“Am I?” Katie asked.

Hoping to get this over with as fast as possible, I pulled the panties up along the length of my legs. Moments later, I sensed the soft silk over my balls and shaft. I shivered because it felt good, but I wouldn’t admit that.

“Very cute,” she said. “Now the tights.” She held out black leggings.

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

She stepped up to me, walked to fingers from the base of my sternum up toward my chin and practically purred, “You’re my Pretty Toes. And I really want to see what you will look like as a girl. There’s nothing wrong with that.”

“I can’t be a girl,” I said, my voice cracking now.

“But you can be my sissy,” she said. Before I could react, she leaned in and added, “Go on. Put on the tights like a good little sissy. You know you want to. You know you can’t help yourself.”

“I don’t want to do this,” I protested again, but I raised my right foot and started to slide the tights on just the way she expected.

As I got dressed, I experienced the snug fabric along my ankles, shins, knees and thighs. It felt so strange, but at least the panties were covered now.

“You have really pretty legs,” she said. “Too bad. I already gave you a nickname.”

“Pretty Toes is not my nickname,” I shot back.

“Yeah, it is,” she said before she walked back over to the pile of clothing. “Put this on. I think it’s going to fit you.” When she handed me the padded bra, I didn’t know what to do or say. The moisture drained away from my mouth, and I shook my head.

Just as I was about to tell her no, that she was going too far and that I wouldn’t cooperate, she grabbed me and bent me over the armrest. Everything happened so fast! I couldn’t react.

She spanked me.

She spanked me!

Her hand flew down, hard and fast. Maybe the panties and tights absorbed some of the force, but it didn’t feel that way. “You can’t do this!”

“How can you say that? I already am!” She laughed as her hand pulled back, swung down again, and connected with another painful slap against my backside.

When I tried to shove myself away from the armrest, she proved that she was stronger than me. Maybe it was the angle or because she had gravity on her side, but Katie held me down.

Ready soon, I was just begging for her to stop, “You can’t spank me!” An instant later, I went on with, “Please, please stop! Please, Katie! Please, stop spanking me! Please, I can’t take it! Please, I’m begging you!”

“Will you cooperate?”

“Yes!”

“Are going to let me dress you like a pretty little sissy?”

This time, I hesitated, but she grabbed my ass again and pinched. The implications were clear, so I exhaled slowly and surrendered, “Yes.”

She reached up with her other hand and grabbed onto the hair just above the nape of my neck. “Say it. Say all of it.”

With my heart pounding and my mouth dry, I still managed to call out, “I’m going to let you dress me like a pretty little sissy!”

She released me, and I panted, filling my lungs as I frantically tried to rebuild some kind of composure.

“There we go,” she said, consoling and kind now. She seemed genuinely pleased, like she couldn’t wait to get started. “Now put on the bra.”

“D-do I have to?”

When she gave me a stern look, my defiance shriveled instantly. I knew what I had to do. I pulled the bra on and up over my chest. I felt the weight of the extra material and the strange straps along my chest. Then I reached up as I tried to get the hooks into place, but my fingers fumbled.

“You can’t do it, can you?” Katie asked with a smirk. She didn’t look unnecessarily cruel, but it was obvious that she liked the idea that I couldn’t dress myself.

Bouncing over to the spot behind me, she deftly pulled the hooks into place and connected the clasped. It only took her a second. But now I was wearing a bra and tights and panties.

“This goes on next,” she said, holding out a dress.

When I saw the smooth, black lines, I whimpered, held my hands together, and peeked up at her again. “Please, Katie, you don’t need to do this.”

“This isn’t something I need to do, Pretty Toes. Something I want to do.” She stepped closer as she sensed my reluctance. “Sweetie, I’m sorry about all this. I’m sure it’s very embarrassing for you, but this is something I want to do. I think this is something I may have wanted to do for a long time.” She tilted her head to the side as she seemed to consider this. Then she decided, “I just never had the chance before.”

I took the dress from her. Hoping to get this over with, I pulled the snug fabric over my head and shoulders. Then I felt the squeeze of the material against my sides and stomach. Once it was on, the hem of the skirt fell to the midpoint of my thighs, she stepped up to me, grabbed the zipper, and pulled it up, tightening the material even more!

“Not bad,” she said. “But you know, I think you’re missing something.”

“My dignity,” I muttered.

She touched her palms to my cheeks, chuckled, and said, “No, silly. That isn’t it.”

“What then?” I asked even though I probably didn’t want to know the answer.

“Makeup,” she replied. Her eyes widened and brightened at the same time. Oh yes, she liked the idea. She liked it a lot.

I took a step back, but her hand shot out, and she grabbed me by my wrist.

“Oh no, sissy. You’re not going anywhere. I’m not done dressing you.”

I already wore the dress, tights, and panties. What else did she want from me? That’s when she pulled her hand out from behind the couch. When I saw the high heels, I didn’t know what to do or how to respond.

Searing anxiety shot through me as I looked at her. I tried to laugh, but it came out like some choked yelp. “You, you can’t be serious…” I said. “I can’t wear high heels.”

“Why not? Because they are for girls?”

“Well…” I started, only to finish, “Yes!”

“Silly sissy. You get to wear this now.” She put the shoes down on the floor and pointed.

“I can’t,” I said as I looked down at my feet. “I won’t.”

“Do you need another spanking?” Just like that, she held my focus and made me pause.

The notion of being forcibly feminized had never crossed my mind or entered my thoughts. Everything was happening way too fast.

“Go on,” she said, almost shooing me forward. With my heart thundering, I stepped forward, slipped my right foot down into the shoe, then the left. “Hey,” she said with purring amusement, “I think we wear the same size!”

As a man, I should’ve been bigger and stronger. All of this should have been impossible. Or at the very least, if she insisted on dressing me like a girl, I should have looked ridiculous.

But when I glanced up at Katie again, I saw the murder on her face. But that wasn’t all. I also noticed that Ross satisfaction because she thought she was making the right choice. She thought this was good for me, good for her, good for us.

“Please,” I said, begging again. “You had your fun. Take this stuff off now.”

“Walk around the room, sissy,” she instructed as she ignored my desperate entreaty.

Nibbling on my lower lip, I obeyed. I took one step forward, wobbled, and nearly fell. I took another step forward, and the same thing happened.

“Be sure to move your hips. I want to see you walk like a girl,” she told me. “Do an adorable little sashay for me.”

No part of me wanted to obey, yet I moved mechanically as I followed her commands. My arms were now at my sides, my fingers pointed outward with my palms down. I walked just like a girl.

“I think this is who you were meant to be,” she said.

“No!”

“Yeah,” she continued. “And I can see the reluctance on your face, Adam. That’s why I’m going to train you myself. I’m going to teach you how to be an obedient sissy. You can think of yourself as my personal doll.”

I took another step forward, nearly fell, throughout my hand, and grabbed onto the wall. I steadied myself as I turned back to her. “Please, just let me take the stuff off.”

“Not until I do your makeup,” she said.

Oh no.

That meant entering her room.

I’d fantasized about moments like this many times before, only now the images twisted and warped into something terrifying. As she held my hand in her strong, slender fingers, I didn’t want to follow. I could barely keep up with her. Walking in high heels felt strange, almost unmanageable.

But step-by-step, I made my way down the short hallway to her bedroom. She opened the door for us, tugged me inside, and I crossed to the threshold.

At so many other places and times, I had fantasized about this moment, entering her room. But I was supposed to be a powerful man, the kind of guy who could seduce a girl as beautiful as Katie. I wasn’t supposed to be dressed up like her little sister!

Standing in her bedroom, I drank in my surroundings. I saw the art prints on the wall. There was an image of the Eiffel Tower, another of the Mona Lisa. A few feet away, I saw her bed. It had white sheets and a pink comforter. The matching pink pillow made me wonder what it might be like to lay down with Katie.

While I was lost in my reverie, she came up to me, grabbed me by my shoulders, and walked me to the small desk in the corner. She sat me down, and I saw that this wasn’t where she did her homework or studied. Instead, I saw a small forest of bottles, each one containing different kinds of makeup.

“Now, don’t move,” she said as she touched my chin again. She nudged my head to the left, then the right. She didn’t want me to move unless she guided my direction because she was in charge.

The frustration coursed through my body, but there was still nothing for me to do, no way for me to stop this.

“Let’s start with a little bit of foundation, that we can add some blush and some eyeshadow. What you think of that? Oh,” she continued without bothering to wait for my answer, “We’re definitely going to need lipstick. I’m thinking something like Scarlett Sin.”

None of those words really made sense to me, but she didn’t wait for any sort of acknowledgment either. As far as she was concerned, she was in charge, and I was just her plaything. That’s why it was so easy for her to add at the foundation first. She wiped along my cheeks, down my chin, and over my forehead. I glanced over at the mirror one more time before she nudged me back in her direction.

As she applied my makeup, I stared up at her. Every few seconds, I felt the urge to plead with her again, but I already knew it wouldn’t do any good. Besides, she was having so much fun.

After putting the foundation on my face, she picked up another, bigger brush. This one was stout and rounded. She moved along my cheeks and over the ridge of my nose.

“You’re going to look really sweet with red cheeks,” she said.

Next, she pulled out the eyeshadow. She applied it just beneath my brows as she worked diligently. Coming to herself, she had a lot of fun as she played with me.

By this point, I knew arguing with her would be a waste of time, so I remained silent as she played with me.

“Such a cute little sissy,” she said. “Have any other girls dressed to up like this?”

“No,” I said.

“You know you look amazing, don’t you?” Compelled by curiosity, I glanced over toward the mirror, but she put a finger to my jaw and kept my face aimed in her direction. “No,” she said with a smirk. “Not yet.”

As my nostrils flared, she continued her work. Last, she pulled out the lipstick.

“Scarlet Sin,” she announced as she twisted the tube. The red lipstick shined against the light as she brought it up to my mouth. I was pouting, but I wasn’t good enough. “Open your mouth for me,” she said.

I rolled my eyes and looked upward as she applied the lipstick, smearing it on.

“Perfect,” she said.

“Can I look now?” I asked.

“Not quite yet,” she replied. She opened a drawer, pulled out a ribbon hairpin, and slipped it along the top of my head. When the clasped engaged, she pulled her hands back and nodded to herself. “Very nice!” She clapped her hands together.

I didn’t want to look now. I had been curious before, but now a sense of dread rushed through my body.

“Look,” she commanded.

Slowly, reluctantly, deliberately, I turned my head, and I saw my reflection.

My body stopped. My thoughts froze in place as I studied the reflection in front of me. Part of me wanted to deny the truth, to simply believe that this was some kind of trick or illusion. But I couldn’t. I saw the ridge of my nose, the curves of my cheeks, and the lines of my face. I saw my dark hair there in the mirror.

The makeup made me look…

…cute.

“You’re just so precious,” she said. “You look sweet and innocent. I love having you just like this.”

Katie was about to say something else, but I jerked the chair back, jumped to my feet, and turned toward her. “Look, I’m glad you had fun, but I can’t do this.”

I started to reach up for my face because I needed to smear the makeup and get it off of my cheeks as fast as possible.

Before either hand could make it up, she grabbed my wrists, yanked them down, and stood up. She pushed me down. I fell to my knees.

“You don’t get to mess up all of my hard work, Pretty Toes.”

“That’s not my name!”

“Do you want me to give you a name?” Katie teased and suggested, “A girl’s name?”

My lungs contracted as my body froze. I gave a quick, frightened shake of my head. No, I didn’t want that. I didn’t want it at all.

“Tell me you like your nickname and.”

“I like my nickname.”

“And tell me want to be strapped down to my bed right now.”

“What?”

“Get down on your knees and close your eyes, sissy.”

I hesitated, but she leaned forward and whispered into my ear, “Do it right now or that are going to be consequences.” The moisture drained from my mouth, and I found myself sliding back down. I was soon on the floor with my eyes shut.

“I’m going to be honest with you, sissy. I bought a bunch of stuff. I never really thought I’d need it. I got it, I wasn’t even sure why. But now I know. Now I know you should be my sissy.”

What was happening? What was going on around me?

I could’ve opened my eyelids just a crack to try to get to see what she had in mind. I heard the mattress move, thudding forward and back as she got things ready. But really, what could she do?

Luckily for me, she didn’t own a fourposter bed, which meant strapping me down would be impossible.

Or so I thought.

The next thing I knew, she ran her fingers through my hair, gripped my scalp, and pulled me across the room. Obviously, I opened my eyes as I stumbled on my high heels before she tossed me down onto the mattress. Then she pounced, straddling me, grabbing my wrists and pinning them over my head.

I felt like a damsel in distress, some helpless girl before a powerful woman.

Moving with that same incredible speed, she grabbed my right wrist and pulled something around it. I felt the stiff fabric, and I sensed the Velcro engage as she pressed to the two strips together. The teeth locked on, and I jerked my arm. I turned to my right and examined the shackle with wide, nervous eyes. I jerked, thinking I might be able to pull free. The straps strained and dug down into my wrists.

No luck.

And while I worried about my right arm, she strapped down my left limb!

“There we go,” she said with obvious satisfaction. “You look amazing, just like some helpless girl.”

When I looked up at her, I realized something—finally. This excited her like nothing else. Her lips were parted slightly, she took a deep, aroused breaths, and her cheeks were bright red without the use of blush.

“Why’re you doing this?” I asked.

Katie considered it for several seconds, and then she leaned forward. She rested her head on my chest, cuddled up against me, and began to speak, “Honestly, I’m not really sure. When you came over tonight, I didn’t think any of this stuff is going to happen, Adam. But you know what? I’m really enjoying myself.”

She grabbed the hem of my skirt, peeled it back, and slipped her hand down into my panties before I could say anything. Her fingers brushed along my shaft, and I clenched my eyes shut, but I couldn’t deny how my body reacted. I was getting excited!

“What do you want right now?”

Somehow, I couldn’t bring myself to say it. I refused to utter the words, no matter how brightly they glowed behind my eyes.

Her fingers brushed the base of my shaft, my scrotum, up my length, and down beneath my balls. She played with me, making possible for me to predict which direction she might go in next.

“Please…” I said.

“I’ve spanked you, tied you down, and dressed you up like a girl. Is there anything I can’t make you do?”

“No,” I breathed back out.

“Then tell me you’ll be my sissy.”

“I’m going to be your sissy!”

“Good girl,” she said to me.

Good girl. Those two simple words echoed in my head.

Good girl. I understood what she meant.

Good girl. She was claiming me, turning me into her little plaything, and I couldn’t resist.

She pulled down my tight panties. I spread my legs, and she brushed my shaft some more, gently squeezing me.

“Having you like this gets me so wet,” she breathed. Her voice touched the air like a whisper.

She leaned down and kissed me. She probably smeared my lipstick, but she didn’t seem to care.

“I’m going to drag you out onto campus. I want all the boys to see you.”

My insides clenched with fear, yet I didn’t bother to contradict her because she was in charge. She possessed every iota of power and authority here. I couldn’t stop her, and we both knew it. “Don’t worry. I’m keeping you all to myself,” she said as she loosened her jeans and yanked them down. She flung them off to the floor with her panties. Then she stroked me again, her fingers snug around my shaft as she teased my body.

“Such a good little sissy,” she said before taking my shaft and aiming it for her opening.

Just like that, this girl who I’d yearned for took me. Her slit enveloped my cock, pressing at me from every direction. She lowered herself down as she enjoyed the friction of her body against mine. Hot ecstasy surged through me as fresh anticipation built.

“I love your pretty toes,” she told me again.

I bristled, humiliated but helpless to stop her. She moved up, slid back down, savored my body, and enveloped me all over again.

As she captured me between her legs, I knew that I wouldn’t be able to resist.

She slid up and down, riding me hard now. She grabbed my shoulders, and her fingers pushed down against of the fabric of my dress. “I’m going to take you out on dates and show you off. I want everyone to see my obedience little sissy,” she said. “And when I get you back here, going to spank you and fuck you just like this!”

Katie threw her head back and shouted for me to come. Her voice was irresistible. As her shrieks of delight bounced off the walls, I surrendered. There wasn’t any way for me to hold out. Within seconds, my shaft was throbbing, and I came so hard. I clenched my eyes shut, and my world became a blizzard of different colors.

When she finished with me, she got up, only to lower herself down again. She cuddled against my chest and gave me another command. She told me to say it. She told me to say it again.

“I’m your sissy,” I replied.

“Yes—you are!”

The End
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