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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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