

Pretty Sissy

Tanya O’Neil


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

First Edition

©2017

Power Play Erotica


Pretty Sissy

Beautiful, sexy, dangerous. Smart.

At the center of the campus quad, the three girls sat there, examining the different prospects. Their eyes roamed over the different guys, even as they took in the female competition with hardly anything more than a sneer.

Of the three, Veronica was the most dangerous. With her blonde hair, slightly darker browns, vivid blue eyes, and shapely features, she exuded the easy confidence of a girl who knew she would always win. In fact, Veronica had never actually been rejected for anything. From her childhood onward, she had always succeeded.

More than that, it hardly took any effort. Consequently, she took risks that no one else would have dared. And she won. Again and again and again, she got whatever she wanted. People couldn’t stand in her way. No one dared try to defy her, especially within her social network.

Veronica glanced over at her two friends. “Well?”

Katherine, a dark-haired girl with glasses, glanced around. “What about that one?” She nodded toward a boy wearing shorts and a dark red T-shirt. He was headed toward the chemistry department.

“If you like,” Veronica said, her tone imperious. When she spoke, she really did come off more like a princess. Regal was easy for her.

“Well, what do you think?” Katherine asked, sounding just slightly petulant.

Veronica smiled, enjoying her friend’s deference. “I think he’s going to be too focused on school. He looks like the kind of guy who probably gets good grades, so he would be perfect for you. Remember, you want someone who will do whatever you say.”

“I like that one,” said Veronica’s second friend, Leslie.

Blonde, just like Veronica, she was a little bit shorter, and her breasts were a little bit smaller. Most of the time, she dressed very similarly to her friend, though she could rarely design an outfit to the same effect.

Like at that moment, Veronica wore a dark blue, pleated skirt, knee-high socks, and a little button up blouse. Her shirt came with puffy sleeves that made her look almost innocent. Of course, whenever the boys around them saw her eyes, they could tell that she was dangerous. It became obvious that she couldn’t be some innocent schoolgirl, no matter how she looked. After just a couple of seconds, the same guys usually gulped before scurrying off, terrified of what might happen. And of course, it was all instinct. She never needed to utter a word or make a sound.

Just as easily, she could turn on this incredible smile, feminine and glorious. Guys would be attracted to her like magnets geologically programmed to head in just one direction: hers.

“I want that one,” Leslie finally said.

“Go ahead.”

Leslie jumped up from her concrete perch, and she headed down the steps toward the other side of the quad.

“Do you think she will get him?”

Veronica considered Leslie and the boy she had started talking to. Then she nodded. “Yes. But I don’t think he has good facial features for what we have in mind.”

“This is going to be so much fun,” Katherine said, her voice vibrating with excitement.

“Yes, it will,” agreed Veronica. Then she glanced over at her friend. Katherine still had her attention fixated on the groups of students coming and going. For the most part, they concentrated on the solitary boys. The ones who already had girlfriends obviously wouldn’t work, not for this game.

And yes, it was a game.

That thought alone was enough to make Veronica hot between her legs. She felt that spark of warmth run through her body, tickling at every inch of her skin.

She came up with the idea just a couple of days ago, only she hadn’t been sure it would work. Then, when she decided she wouldn’t be able to get it out of her head, she brought the notion to her friends. Of course, they agreed with her. Katherine always agreed, and Leslie recognized the potential.

This could be fun.

More than that, it could make them legends.

Veronica smirked to herself, wondering if this would become some sort of tradition.

“I’m going to go for that one,” Katherine said, though she lacked Leslie’s certainty. Veronica gave a slight nod, so the girl with glasses hopped up and headed across the quad. With a nervous glance over her shoulder, Katherine double checked, just to make sure that her friend hadn’t changed her mind.

Instead, Veronica had her eyes on a different boy: me.

To be honest, I didn’t know them. I was just a college freshman, new to campus. Sure, we had already survived a couple of weeks, so I had a decent grasp on the expectations. I had fairly solid grades in most of my classes, but I wasn’t doing all that well when it came to socializing. I had a couple of friends and a new girlfriend.

Then, as I made my way toward my psychology class, one of the most beautiful girls I had ever seen stepped in front of me.

I froze, halted by the vibrancy of her crystalline, blue eyes. Not only that, there was just something about the way she held herself, how she stood, the tilt of her head. This girl wielded body language like a scalpel, using it to cut through any problem.

Was I a problem?

That was to be seen.

“Hi. What’s your name?” She sounded almost perfunctory.

“Colin,” I said.

“Interesting. There’s not a lot to work with there, but I like your facial structure, and you are a little bit small. I think you’re going to work nicely for me.” She nodded her head even as her eyes worked their way up and down my body. I had never felt so objectified before.

“Okay,” I said, thinking that I should step around her.

“Stop,” she ordered before I could finish I first step. “Colin, my name is Veronica, and my friends and I are playing a little game. Would you like to play with us?”

I hesitated, only to make a mistake of saying yes.

*She wouldn’t tell me about the game; she didn’t explain the rules or tell me what I should anticipate. Instead, she held out her hand and demanded my phone. I gave it to her, and she typed in her address. “Show up at seven. The festivities start at eight.”

After that, she snapped her fingers and told me I could go. I had never been so officially dismissed before, and it felt strange.

Disoriented and almost in a daze, I made my way between the different clumps of students as I took my classes. But at the same time, I kept thinking of that bizarre encounter. How is that possible?

First off, hot girls like Veronica never just showed up and started talking to me. She had been gorgeous, I thought, recalling the curves of her chest, the gentle slopes of her legs, the way the light seemed to glisten off of her lips and eyes.

She had sparkled, like something angelic.

I had no idea how dangerous she could be. Or what she had in mind.

The excitement simmered in my chest, making it impossible for me to focus in class. Fine. Whatever. I waited through the minutes, and it was finally close to seven o’clock. I left my dorm and did my best to not to break into a run.

What did she want? What she want with me?

From middle school onward, there had been guys who were constantly lucky with the girls in our classes. Those guys just knew how to talk, how to stand, how to do the right thing, whatever that was. Girls flocked to them, hovering around those boys. Of course, I tried to figure out what their tricks were, but there was never anything specific. Sure, I could have come to kind of useless conclusions like “They are confident,” but that didn’t really help. They were probably confident because they kept winning.

But this time, maybe luck had been on my side.

I made my way across campus to the apartments at the edge of our university. Soon enough, I was standing in front of her door.

I knocked, feeling nervous, wondering if this was some kind of cruel trick. These horrifying, waking nightmares kept flashing behind my eyes. Like what if she just wanted to mess with me. Maybe it was part of her game to hand out some fake addresses to see how many guys would show up. Or maybe she was off with her boyfriend at some bar, laughing at the idiot who believed he would have a chance with her.

Because yes, I was an idiot and yes, I did think that maybe she wanted to fool around.

That happened in college, right?

It did, just not to guys like me, and that wasn’t about to change. Veronica had something else in mind.

Finally, the door opened, only it wasn’t Veronica standing there.

A girl with dark brown hair tied back into a ponytail smiled at me. She was pretty, though she seemed softer and younger than Veronica. Veronica was the kind of hard woman who could be a model, more beautiful like a frosted rose—with iron thorns. The girl standing in front of me seemed nicer. She was cute like a plush kitty cat.

“Is this Veronica’s apartment?” I asked, uncertain.

“You must be Colin!” said the brunette. “I’m Katherine. We’ve been waiting for you.”

She reached out, grabbing my wrist and yanking me across the threshold. I stepped forward, stumbling. And then I was in Veronica’s apartment.

The blonde girl sat on a black, leather couch. These apartments weren’t particularly nice, yet her place still seemed wealthy and powerful somehow. Maybe it was the art on the walls, different abstract paintings. Just as easily, it could have been the fact that there was Veronica, the other blonde co-ed, and Katherine here.

“Come here,” Veronica said, beckoning me with one finger.

I felt like a servant being summoned, yet I still strode forward. I glanced over at her she gave me a shy smile. Leslie seemed more interested in remaining upright.

“The other boys are just relaxing in the guest rooms.” This apartment couldn’t have been very big, but you wouldn’t know that, not from the way Veronica spoke. “Now, I want to know whether or not you are comfortable with the rules.”

“What rules?”

“Actually, there’s just one. I rule. That’s the only rule.” She smirked at me, and there was something delightfully addictive about the curves of her lips, the way her eyes crinkled at the corners.

“I guess,” I said uncertainly.

Veronica stood up. Even without high heels, she was probably taller than me. She pressed in close, invading my personal space with ease. Then she touched me, her fingertips gliding along the back of my hand. At the same time, only a hair’s breadth separated my chest from her breasts.

“Tell me you understand.”

My voice nearly failed me. “I, I understand.”

“Good.”

She reached down, sliding her fingers through mine. She tugged, pulling me. We headed down a short hallway, and she turned me to the left. We walked into a small bedroom, and that’s when I saw them.

Her bed came equipped with a series of handcuffs, each one of the bedposts holding onto those listening, metal bands. “Be a good boy, strip, and lay down.”

I didn’t know her, yet it still felt like I could and should trust her. I didn’t know why. What was it about her? How could she con me into this false sense of security?

I was an idiot.

Thinking that she just wanted to fool around, I started to unbutton my shirt. I pulled it off and threw it down onto the floor. My shoes, socks, even my pants followed.

At the same time, I looked over at her, wondering when she would take something off.

Instead, she kept her eyes aimed at me as she watched. At the same time, I could tell she enjoyed this. She started to nibble on her lower lip, like she couldn’t wait for the festivities to begin. That was enough to make me hard. My shaft stiffened, tenting against my boxers.

“Let’s see what you’ve got,” she said.

Again, there was that sense of being objectified, like I was nothing but a pet for her to play with. Or maybe it was even less than that; perhaps I’d become just an object, a toy…

In any case, I slid my thumbs into my underwear. I told myself that this was college, and I could take a risk. I pulled down my underwear, letting it fall to my feet. Then I stood there, holding my breath as I waited for her judgment.

“I think you’re going to be perfect.”

She grabbed me, pulling me up toward the full-length mirror she kept in the corner of her bedroom. Her fingers slid along my cheek, down my neck, along my chest. Then she gently caressed my balls, and I shivered, doing my best to pretend that this didn’t affect me, only to fail terribly.

“You’re going to be so pretty,” she said, turning those words into a promise.

Pretty?

Before I could question her, Veronica grabbed me by my wrist again, yanking me back across the room toward the bed. Her hands went to my chest, and she shoved me down. My naked buttocks hit the bed, and then she pointed toward the headboard. “Lay down. Spread your arms and legs for me.”

I should have questioned her; I didn’t. Instead, I just obeyed.

Once I lowered myself onto my back, I closed my eyes. That was another big mistake. But it felt so right when she straddled me. Veronica climbed on top, and I could feel her naked thighs against my rib cage. When her hands went to my wrists, I knew something bad could happen, only she started kissing me. Her lips pressed gently against my forehead, the ridge of my nose, down closer and closer toward my lips.

Click. I felt the first handcuff. She kissed my right cheek, then my left. Click.

I was now handcuffed to the bed, and this was just the beginning.

Once she had me shackled to the bed, I figured she would want to make out, maybe have sex. More than that, it seemed like I was right because she withdrew, repositioning herself between my legs. Then she reached down, dragging her fingertips along my flanks, closer and closer toward my cock.

Before I knew it, she was stroking me, and delicious sensations ran through my body. They overwhelmed me, making it impossible to think. My breathing became ragged, my heart beat a staccato rhythm deep within my chest. I could feel the blood pound through my body, and yet she kept touching me. Her soft caresses along my most sensitive spots made me tense up even as I savored those feelings.

“Are you ready? Are you ready to come?” Veronica asked me.

What was she doing?

I didn’t understand, but I just nodded anyway. Yes, I was on the verge. It felt like I could lose control at any moment.

Veronica giggled, sounding more like a girl playing with a puppy. “Colin, I’m going to train you tonight and show you off. This going to be fun.”

Before I could question her, she wrapped her fingers around my circumference. She moved her palm down and up, touching me in all the right ways. She used the exact amount of pressure, squeezing, and then I lost control.

I could feel my body clench as the relief shot through me. At the same time, my cock pulsated in her hand, blowing my load. I could feel each splash against my pubis, up toward my stomach.

“You’re just like a little gusher,” she said with another giggle. I raised my head and looked down at my chest.

Veronica didn’t say anything. Instead, she got up, and she grabbed a bag of from the corner of the room. First, she took out some wet wipes, and she cleaned me off, wiping me down. Halfheartedly, I pulled against the handcuffs. Not only that, I probed them with the tips of my thumbs. I kept thinking that I would find the emergency release. Only there was a problem. These handcuffs weren’t toys; they didn’t come from some sex shop.

These handcuffs were real. She had locked me in, and I wasn’t going to get free without the key.

Once I was clean, Veronica reached to down into her bag again. She pulled out a box and held it up for me to see.

“You know what this is?”

“No,” I confessed.

“This is a chastity cage. You know what that means?”

Chastity. I was vaguely aware of the word. I remembered hearing something about chastity belts in one of my history classes. A female instructor had sneered at the concept, saying that it was completely stupid.

But now, Veronica opened the box in front of me, and she held it up, that small, plastic tube. Not only that, there were matching rings.

“I’m going to lock you in chastity tonight, Colin. This will be the first part of your training.”

“I, I don’t understand.”

“That’s okay,” she said with another giggle. “You don’t need to understand. You just need to obey.”

Obey? She made me sound like I was a dog…or a slave.

Nervous, I could only watch as this skilled, beautiful and utterly confident girl went to work. She started with the tube, sliding along my now-flaccid member. Next, she brought a horseshoe shaped piece of plastic up to the underside of my scrotum. She locked those pieces together with a set of plastic connectors. Finally, she made sure that this thing wouldn’t come off with a padlock about the size of my thumb. And when she was done, she leaned back, admiring her handiwork. “Lovely,” she said. “There’s nothing I like more than an imprisoned dick.”

I still didn’t understand. That confusion must have registered on my face because she leaned forward again, only this time she let me look down her blouse. Despite my recent orgasm, fresh desire spilled through my body, flashing along my skin like hot sunlight.

From there, she leaned in and gently pressed her lips to my neck. She grazed her teeth along my skin, biting me.

I tensed again, torn between arousal and worry.

“What do you want?” Her voice came out like a feline purr.

“Please, touch me,” I said, and she obliged, much to my surprise. Her fingers moved along my chest, down toward my hips. She stroked my thighs, and then her touch slid back up toward my neck.

“No, that’s not what I meant,” I said.

“Oh, you want me to touch your cock? Is that it, Colin?”

“Yes,” I told her, straining. At the same time, I could feel my shaft struggle against of the plastic prison. Arousal spread down between my legs, only I couldn’t achieve an erection, not with that tube holding my cock down.

“Only because you asked so nicely,” Veronica said.

Sitting up, she reached down, stroking the chastity tube with her fingertips. She pressed down a little bit harder this time.

“This is what you wanted, right?”

“Please, take it off,” I said to her.

“Why would I do that, Colin?”

The beautiful, powerful, vicious girl above me just smiled. She liked the look of trepidation on my face; she drank in the worry radiating off of me. Then she continued, “Colin, I don’t need to do anything you say. Do you know why?”

“Why?” I asked. I did my best to keep the tremble out of my voice, and I mostly succeeded.

“Because I own you now. As long as your cock is in this little prison, I can do whatever I want. You belong to me because this belongs to me.” She grabbed the tube, squeezing.

Just as I started to try to say something, to beg or plead or argue, she reached down toward me again. Her fingers glided along my scrotum. She used both hands, cupping my balls. Another sense of dread shot through me, like she might squeeze. I already knew exactly how much pain she could inflict. And yet, it still felt so good. She caressed me, teasing me. One fingertip went for the underside of my scrotum, and I tensed up, arching my back. I pressed my buttocks down into the mattress as I lifted my hips as much as I could, encouraging her.

Because she could, Veronica pulled her hand back. “Oh, sorry about that.”

“What? Don’t stop!”

She smacked my thigh, her hand flying down hard. Pain radiated from that spot. In fact, I could imagine a handprint beginning to form. “Colin, you don’t tell me what to do. I’m in charge because I own you. Say it.”

When I didn’t respond fast enough, she smacked my leg again.

It wasn’t supposed to sting like that. I imagined some little kid getting spanked, and it was not supposed to hurt like that. And yet, she struck over and over, her hand flying down. She went for one thigh, then the other. And then she straddled me. She looked down, right into my eyes. Some of her hair came loose from behind her ear, brushing along my cheek. It felt wonderful and dangerous at the same time.

“Colin, say it.”

“I, I belong to you.”

“Good.”

She kissed me, hard. I could feel her lipstick smear along my mouth. I wanted more, especially because she continued to touch me, her hands at my cheeks, then my neck, then brushing along my shoulders. Every grazing caress added to the arousal spinning through me.

One orgasm wasn’t enough. It wasn’t nearly enough.

Veronica broke the kiss off, and then she grinned down at me.

“I’m going to take this key, and I’m going to hide it. If you ever want to see it again, you’re going to do whatever I want whenever I want however I want. Understand?”

“Yes…” My voice trailed off into a mix of confusion and despair.

I watched her go. My eyes followed her silhouette. She was lovely, incredible. She could have any guy she wanted, but she chose me. And then, I lifted my head and looked up toward the handcuff around my right wrist. I tugged on it, listening to the metal jingle.

My nostrils flared, and I exhaled slowly, thinking about what it really meant to be helpless like this. To be honest, I had never been chained down. I’d never been truly immobilized.

The thought made my heart beat faster, kicking in my chest. I held my breath, if only to prove that I still had some control over my body.

Then she came back, and she smiled at me. “I’m going to let you up. But first, you’re going to say it again.”

“I belong to you,” I replied immediately.

This time, it seemed easier to say those words—like repetition could make them true.

With a different key, she unlocked the handcuffs, one after another. By this point, my arms and legs were stiff. I stretched them out as much as I could. Then I sat up, and I looked down at the cage.

“It’s okay. You can go ahead and play with it,” she said.

Damn. I really had been waiting for her permission. And now that I had it, I touched the plastic prison, gingerly at first, like I worried something bad might happen. But no. It was just a solid, plastic tube. “Just to save us some time, you can think about how to get it off. That plastic is very strong, so the only real way would probably be with something like a chainsaw.”

My eyes got big as I jerked my head in her direction.

She saw the expression of terror on my face; she drank it in laughed! “Oh, that’s good. Don’t worry. I have the key, though I was just giving you some other options. I mean, a chainsaw would probably do significant damage. But hey, it would be your choice.”

“What, what do you want?” I asked of this girl.

She grabbed my hand and pulled. She brought me over to the full-length mirror again, and now I stood, naked, wearing nothing but that chastity lock on my cock.

“See this? This is my canvas. This is what I’m going to play with. My friends and I are going to have a little competition tonight. I want to win, Colin.” She leaned in, brushing away some of my hair from the top of my ear. “I want to win with you. I want to turn you into Callie.”

“Callie…but that’s a girl’s name,” I said. With her so close, it was hard to think clearly. The arousal still pumping through my body didn’t help either. It felt like low grade adrenaline, just enough to distract me.

“Yes. Yes it is,” she said. “But it’s also a very good name for a sissy.”

“A sissy?” I asked. It was a dumb thing to do.

She put her hand on the back of my neck, squeezing gently as her fingertips pressed into my skin. “Yes. You see, when it comes to gender, there is a clear hierarchy. Women and men are basically equal, but beneath us, there is someone like you, a sissy, a little doll, a toy for people who are better and stronger and smarter.”

“You’re not better than me,” I said, only she didn’t release my neck. Instead, she yanked, pulling me back across the room. She bent me over the bed, and she still held me down. With her free hand, she started spanking me, her hand flying down hard against the contours of my ass.

I thought getting spanked against my thighs had been bad. This was so much worse! Almost immediately, my eyes started to water. But to make matters worse, there was that confusion, this arousal pumping through my body.

“Say you’re sorry.”

“I, I’m sorry!” I panted back to her.

“Good. Now tell me you’re going to be a good sissy.”

“I, I will be a good sissy,” I told her, turning those words into something close to a promise.

When she laughed at me, my cock struggled against of the boundaries of its prison. My nostrils flared, and I didn’t know what to do. I clenched my eyes shut, like I could hide. But then she pulled me back up.

“Do you know why I picked you, Colin?”

“No,” I said honestly. “Why?”

“Because you have a lot of potential. I think you could be very pretty. I want to win our little competition, so you had better cooperate.”

“I, I will do whatever you want,” I told her. And there were something else lacing those words, something just beneath the surface: …because I belong to you.

My captor brought me over to the mirror one more time. She had me stand there with my hands at my sides. For several seconds, she just circled me, studying me. Her eyes swept up and down my body. I felt like a piece of meat. No, something else. In her mind, I was little more than a mannequin. Maybe she liked my shape. Maybe she appreciated the contours of my cheeks or my eyebrows or something, but she really just wanted to use me.

For Veronica, I was an object—her toy.

Then she went back to her closet, and she pulled something out, a blue dress. My eyes locked on to it, going wide. “I, I can’t wear that!”

“Why not?”

“It won’t fit!” I said, scrambling for some kind of excuse. Obviously, she didn’t care about my dignity.

“Silly sissy, girls’ clothing is just a little bit tighter. Here. Lift your hands in the air.”

As if hypnotized, I obeyed her, raising my arms. She pulled the bottom of the dress up and over my body. The material was soft, but also clingy. It seemed to hug my sides, showing off the curves of my body.

Not only that, it somehow gave me a more feminine silhouette.

And once it was on, I kept my eyes aimed downward. I didn’t want to look at the material now pressed against my body, nor did I want to think of what it might mean. So instead, I’d stared at the carpet until she touched the underside of my chin, forcing me to look up.

“Very pretty,” she said.

Like always, I was clean shaven, my cheeks smooth. But to be honest, I have never had a lot of facial hair anyway, so I started searching for some sign that I was really a boy—a man. As I looked at the reflection, I couldn’t see anything.

Dressed up like this, I looked a lot more like a girl.

“Perfect,” she said, breathing that word into my ear. “See? You were never meant to be a man. You’re supposed to be a sissy, locked up in chastity, obedient, serving me however I like.”

I knew that I should have argued with her. I should have told her that she was wrong, that she couldn’t do this to me. And yet, I stared at my reflection. I looked like a young girl.

My short hair didn’t save me. It was just long enough to seem boyish, but still feminine.

“Now you need a pair of panties,” she said.

“You, you can’t make me wear this dress,” I said. It would sounded absurd considering I already had it on.

“You need to be spanked again?”

“No,” I told her, shivering.

“Do you need me to chain you back to that bed and tease you some more?”

“No!” I yelped.

“Then you had better be a good sissy for me. Don’t worry. You’re not going to have to wear that dress for much longer.”

She walked over to her closet, and she leaned to down. Under other circumstances, I would have admired the contours of Veronica’s ass, only I couldn’t escape the morass of my own embarrassment. I wasn’t a girl, I told myself. I wasn’t a sissy either. Somehow, I would figure a way out of this! Those thoughts reverberated through my head, and then she came back, and she held up a pair of shimmering, pink panties.

“These are going to feel so good on you,” she said. She pinched the edges of the waistband and her fingertips, holding them up for me to see. She showed me the front. She showed me the back. At first, they only looked pink, but as I drank in the sight, I could tell there were little heart imprints along the front and back.

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

“Put them on.” Her voice made it very clear that if I didn’t obey, I would be punished.

With my ass still stinging, I took the panties from her. They were light. Not only that, they really were soft and sleek to the touch, like silk or satin.

If I put these on, it would feel as though I had lost something. And yet, I glanced over at my captor, and she held the key to my chastity cage, so I saw no other choice. I pulled the panties on, sliding one foot through the opening, then the other.

As I did so, my heart boomed against my rib cage. I pulled the panties up, and now I could feel them against my buttocks, between my legs, and over my pubis. They felt…good.

“That’s right,” she said, reading my expression. “You wear panties from now on. It’s just one more way I can control you.”

As I tried to say something, she took me by the hand and guided me over to her desk. She sat me down, and I looked at another, smaller mirror. “Stay still.” That’s all Veronica said as she started to work.

Right away, I suspected what she had in mind. But then, she started to work on my makeup, and my thoughts sank. No. I wasn’t supposed to wear makeup. Then again, I wasn’t supposed to be in panties or little blue dress either.

She worked on my features, making me more and more feminine. She knew exactly what she was doing, it seemed. This girl was an expert, an artist. She made my masculine features disappear. Pretty soon, I did look like a girl. If anything, I seemed more feminine than Veronica herself.

She explained what she was doing, but I hardly understood. She discussed foundation and blush, balancing and shading. She really did sound more like a sculptor or an artist.

She was clearly an expert.

And when she was done, she reached over, and she pulled out a white bow. She slid the strap into my hair, securing it. And when she was done, she stepped over to the full-length mirror. “Come here,” she said.

Timid, I got up, obeying her. I stepped in front of the mirror again, only I couldn’t look. I didn’t want to see.

Then she touched the underside of my chin, and she forced me to face my new reflection.

There I was, sissified and pretty.

If I had seen myself in a bar or in a classroom, I probably would have wanted to ask this girl out. I gritted my teeth, however. I told myself that I wasn’t a girl.

“Guess what?”

“What?”

“While I’ve been working on you, people have been arriving.”

I started to listen. Sure enough, I could hear the sounds of conversation coming from the living room.

I turned to her. Eyes wide, I begged. “Please, please don’t make me go out there. Please, you can’t let anyone see me like this!”

Nonchalant, like this wasn’t a big deal one way or the other, she asked, “Why not?”

“Because I don’t want to be a sissy!”

“Callie,” she said, as though this had always been my name, “It doesn’t matter what you want. This is a choice you don’t get to make. I know what’s best for you, whether that means what you wear or how you do your hair or how we style your makeup. I know what’s best. So I’m going to take you out there and put you on display. All you need to do is smile and look pretty.”

Again, she took my hand. She started to guide me toward the door, right before she snapped her fingers. “I almost forgot! You need some shoes!” She skipped back to her closet. When she came back, she had black, Mary Jane style shoes with the little buckles over the top. “Don’t worry. I will train you for high heels eventually. But right now, I think these will suffice.”

I slipped my feet into the shoes. Again, it felt as though I had lost something. When I wore these, I couldn’t be a man. I couldn’t get aggressive.

I was a sissy.

She opened the door and then she called out. “Ladies and gentlemen, I would like you to meet Callie!”

From there, I had no choice. She had her hand on the small of my back and she guided me forward. As we stepped out and as women and men saw me, I tried to look down, only she touched the underside of my chin with the curve of her finger. “Remember to smile.”

This was it.

People were watching me, judging me, studying and evaluating me. I moved as best I could. Then she ordered me to do a little spin. I obeyed. She taught me how to curtsy in front of everyone, and I did that as well. Then the other two sissies appeared, and it was time for the voting to begin.

Veronica won, which meant I lost.

These girls could do whatever they wanted; that much was obvious.

And when it was all over, she looked at me. She grinned, showing off her white teeth, her sharp canines. It was clear; this wasn’t about one night. This would be forever.

The End
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