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The Delta Chi Sissy

As I sat demurely on the other side of the office with my back straight and hands in my lap, I couldn’t help but smirk slightly. Fortunately, Dean Chambers had his eyes locked firmly on Jason. The Dean’s tone remained professional, yet it was also low and cold. Clearly, he wasn’t happy about any of this.

Jason’s defense didn’t help, “But what about free speech? Seriously, I should be allowed to say whatever I want.”

Dean Chambers exhaled slowly. “You are free to say whatever you like,” he told the college boy. “But there are going to be consequences.”

“You can’t punish me!”

“Jason, when you publish misogynistic videos about how women secretly want to be assaulted, you draw attention to yourself. You also draw attention to this college. Now, freedom of speech applies to government entities, but this is a private school. I am responsible for how we are perceived by the broader community. I am also beholden to our donors and alumni. Currently, there is a firestorm started solely by you. Something needs to be done.”

“This is bullshit,” he growled under his breath.

“What was that?” Dean Chambers asked.

“Nothing,” Jason grunted even as he glanced over at me.

I winked at him.

Why? Because I could. Because Jason couldn’t stop me.

“And why is she here?” Jason finally asked.

“Because quite a few of your videos talk specifically about the Delta Chi Sorority. As the chapter president here, I thought it would be appropriate for her to join us.”

“Jason, I think it’s clear that everyone here wants to help you,” I said. I sounded completely reasonable and kind, more like a big sister than his peer.

Jason fumed, but he was smart enough to stay quiet at this point.

Sitting up a little bit straighter, the Dean made his decision, “I have decided that you will be expelled from the dorms. Currently, you are on a scholarship from our Student Foundation, which you will be allowed to keep, but only with the consent of the president of Delta Chi.”

“Excuse me?” Jason snarled.

“I’m not done,” the Dean said. “I’ve already spoken with Courtney here. She has said that you will be allowed to stay with her and her sisters while they determine what to do with you. In the meantime, you will obey their every command. They are in charge of you. They will be responsible for you.”

“You can’t do this,” Jason said. And by this point, he couldn’t help himself. He shot up onto his feet. It looked like he wanted to slam his fist against the Dean’s desk, only he thought better of it at the last moment.

“Jason, if you want to drop out right now, I think that would be perfectly fine.”

There. That was it. Of course this punishment was absurd, but Dean Chambers wanted to make sure Jason simply walked away.

The young man must have realized the same point.

“Fine. I’ll deal with the girls,” Jason said.

At this point, I smiled again.

“You must be really happy with yourself,” Jason said as I strolled out of the office. He said those words under his breath. Once the door to the Dean’s office closed behind us, I turned around.

Jason was an interesting young man. He wasn’t especially tall or strong. In fact, he had somewhat feminine features. I smirked at the thought, having already made my plans. In fact, my sisters were getting the last of the “supplies” ready.

“Why would I be happy, Jason?”

“Because this entire institution just proved everything I’ve said. Women are whiny, sensitive, and can’t handle a little bit of criticism. When I point out the unfairness of different systems, you have to play the gender card.”

“You’re going to regret saying that,” I told him.

The words probably annoyed him, but I was certain my tone was even more infuriating for Jason. After all, I didn’t sound angry. I just patronized him, addressing him like he was some little kid who didn’t understand the consequences of his actions.

“Come with me unless you want to drop out right now,” I said, snapping my fingers and striding toward the exit.

I walked quickly. Jason, much to my surprise, struggled to keep up. Maybe it was the nervous energy now pumping through his body. Or maybe I have always walked faster than most of the boys around me.

In any case, I went outside and headed toward the Greek houses on the edge of campus.

“What are you going to do?” Jason asked just as we crossed the last street toward the Delta Chi House.

“You’ll see,” I said.

“Look, I can pay you,” he said.

“But I thought you were on scholarship?”

“My videos are making a pretty decent return.”

“It’s fascinating how much guys want to hate women like me.”

“It’s not about hatred,” he said.

I stopped, turned, and faced him. At this point, I realized I was several inches taller than Jason. To his many fans, he was probably a special kind of masculine, the kind of guy who could say whatever he was thinking, no matter how absurd. Then again, he could mostly hide behind his screen. He never confronted girls like me. Instead, he spent most of his time whining about male pride, male power, and the need for more patriarchy across society.

“Be quiet right now. If you say another word, I will have you kicked out of the school.” At this point, I had no interest in debating him. I had watched seven of his videos, I had listened to his rants already, and I had no reason to talk to him anymore.

After all, this wasn’t about diplomacy or negotiation.

He pressed his lips together into an angry line. He didn’t want to admit it, but I intimidate him.

Good.

A few minutes later, we made it all the way to the Delta Chi House.

I love my sorority house. It is a pink craftsman style home with two rounded pillars out front, steps leading up to the front door, and a big porch. I opened the door and strolled inside.

The living room had a couple of couches, and there were two other girls waiting for us: Kayla and Alyssa. Like me, Kayla has blonde hair, only hers was short wavy while mine was long and straight. Alyssa has bouncy brown hair, bright green eyes, and freckles along her cheeks. They were both really pretty and smart.

But now, they jumped up and walked over to our new guest.

“Ladies, I would like you to meet Jason.”

Kayla had a more a predatory grin. “Oh, I’ve been looking forward to this.”

“Being with a real man?”

“Where?” Alyssa asked right before both of them started giggling uncontrollably.

All of his faux confidence dissipated. Under normal circumstances, he probably would have run off to his laptop so he could record another video talking about how dumb and incompetent girls really were. But now, the two young women knew what to do. They grabbed him by his wrists, and I led the three of them back upstairs.

“Jason, we have something very special planned for you. Now, before I show you this room, I want your final decision. Are you going to stay here with us?”

We stopped just outside of a pink door. That wasn’t all that remarkable considering all of the doors up here were pink.

“Yes. I’m not going to let you chase me out of my own school.”

“Are you sure about that? Are you really, really sure?” I addressed him like he was some little kid. I even leaned forward slightly and held his gaze like he couldn’t be trusted to answer on his own. Still holding onto his wrists, Kayla and Alyssa giggled.

“Yes, I’m sure,” he said.

“Remember, we can kick you out whenever we want. And if we do, you will be expelled. But in the meantime, you’re going to do everything you’re told. As far as you’re concerned, you are now the house slave.”

“Fine,” he said. “Whatever.”

At this point, Jason probably assumed we were going to make him cook or clean or do something else demeaning. He was partially right. He just had no idea what he would be wearing and how he would be retrained while he did it.

“Follow me,” I said, opening the door to his new bedroom and strolling inside.

At first glance, his bedroom didn’t look all that different. It had a twin sized mattress, a desk in the corner, and several dressers. But then, he noticed the dress form with his new uniform.

“What is that?”

“That, Jason, is what you’re going to be wearing. Don’t worry. There are other variations in the closet, but I think this is my favorite.”

His jaw actually fell open, probably because he couldn’t imagine a scenario where we could be serious.

Kayla and Alyssa placed their hands on the small of his back and nudged him forward. He nervously approached the dress.

It was adorable, like something a French maid might wear, only the colors were even less dignified. The dress looked like shimmering pink silk or satin, and it was accented with lots of white lace. I especially liked the apron that went over the front.

“You can’t be serious,” he said, spinning around and facing the three of us.

“Oh? We can’t? Why not?” I asked.

“This is crazy. I’m not going to do this,” he said, swinging his arms and striding out toward the door.

Alyssa and Kayla knew what to do. They grabbed him, yanking him off balance and shoving him down onto the twin sized bed. From there, I straddled him, shoving my weight down against his torso. Jason may have liked to talk about masculine superiority, especially when it came to physical strength, but he was outnumbered three to one. More than that, Jason didn’t really know how to fight.

This had always been a pet peeve of mine. So many boys watched action movies and assumed that they could operate just as well. They never really imagined how fragile the human body could be or what kind of training it took to be an actual warrior. You couldn’t just pick up a sword or a gun and instinctively know what to do.

Oh well.

He was a silly boy.

And he was about to learn what it really meant to be a house sissy slave.

The girls strapped him down. They pulled the buckles out from under the mattress, looped the leather straps around his wrists, and tied him down to the bed within a matter of seconds.

By the time he really started struggling, it was too late.

“Settle down,” I ordered.

When he didn’t obey me, I put my knee on his chest and pressed down, making it harder for him to breathe.

That got his attention.

“Jason, I told you that you’re going to be our slave. That’s right. As long as you want to go to the school, you’ll be an obedient sissy slave.”

“A sissy?” That was a word he had never used before. Whenever he wanted to denigrate other men, guys who weren’t powerful or masculine enough to suit his needs, he called them other words.

“That’s right,” I said, gazing down at him. My blonde bangs fell forward, and they almost tickled the tip of his nose, but that wasn’t enough to erase the fear from his eyes. “You’re going to be a sissy slave from now on. You’re going to wear that pretty little dress and do everything you’re told. As far as you’re concerned, every girl in this house outranks you.”

“Is that all?” Alyssa asked from a few feet away.

“Oh,” I corrected. “I’m sorry. Alyssa is right. Every girl in this house outranks you, plus every girl on campus. In fact, you should probably just assume that whenever you’re told to do something, you had better obey. Or there will be consequences.”

“What? You’ll expel me?”

“Nope. But we can spank you. We can paddle you. Or we can add time to your sentence.”

“My sentence?”

My sorority sisters giggled because they knew exactly what I meant. He didn’t, not yet, but he would find out soon enough.

“Don’t worry about it. Right now, we just need to get you naked.”

His eyes widened, his lips parted, and he struggled to come up with something to say. He probably wanted to stop us, but then the other girls pulled out pairs of scissors. Kayla handed me one, and I snipped it along the air.

“You probably shouldn’t move. You don’t want us to make a mistake,” I told him.

We snipped through his trousers and shirt, yanking away the fragments of fabric as we worked. “Say goodbye to your boy clothes,” Kayla taunted.

We shredded his outfit in a matter of seconds. Soon, he was just down to his shoes, socks, and boxers.

“Look at that. He’s excited,” Alyssa said, holding her hands up and pointing to his underwear. Sure enough, there was a bulge.

This time, Jason didn’t have anything to say. There were no clever retorts, no defense for what we were seeing. After all, this was supposed to be a punishment, but some part of him actually enjoyed being helpless.

I cocked my head to the side as I considered this new information.

“It doesn’t change anything,” I said. Then I stopped myself, remembering. “Actually, we’re going to need some ice. Alyssa, can you go to the kitchen and grab some?”

“Ice? Why do you need ice?” The moment he asked, Jason probably regretted it. But then, I yanked off his shoes. I pulled away his socks. Then I reached up for his boxers, and I pulled down his underwear, stripping him so that he was completely naked now.

“What do you think?” Kayla asked, nodding toward his erection.

I shrugged. “Pretty small, actually. I mean, sex really depends on what a guy’s willing to do. It doesn’t matter how small he is if he knows how to use his mouth and tongue. But yeah, he’s not going to impress anyone with that equipment.”

All at once, Kayla and I burst out into childish giggles, but we couldn’t help ourselves. We were both excited to wield this kind of power, especially over a jackass misogynist who thought women belonged in the kitchen, always ready to make their boyfriends and husbands a sandwich.

Alyssa finally came back with a bowl of ice.

“What, what you going to do with that?” Jason asked again.

With a glance at my sorority sisters, I made it clear that we didn’t need to answer his questions. So we all plucked out pieces of ice, and then we reached for his erection. We slid those shards of frozen water along his length, making him shrivel and shrink. Pretty soon, his erection vanished even as he squealed and struggled as hard as he could. He flailed out with his legs, and he pulled with his arms.

All three of us were careful not to get kicked by accident as we worked.

After a little while, he started begging, and that was so much fun. “No! Please, stop!”

He had never had ice against his shaft before. He didn’t know how to deal with the stabbing sensations. It probably didn’t hurt, not exactly. It was just wildly uncomfortable.

“I thought you were a real man. I thought you could handle a little bit of hardship,” I said, smirking cruelly.

Kayla darted back to one of the dressers and opened a drawer. When she came back, she held out the small, red box.

“This is our gift to you. Think of it as a welcome home present,” I told him as I opened the box. Then I held up the chastity cage.

“No. Oh hell no!” He hollered out those words. “You know what? I don’t care about my education anymore! Just let me go!”

“Sorry, Jason,” I taunted. “It’s too late for that. You had your chance, and you squandered it.” It was true. Right outside of the bedroom door, I gave him one last opportunity to leave. Now, it was too late.

“What is it?” Alyssa asked.

“Jason, would you like to explain?”

“Go to hell!”

“And for that, you’re going to spend one week in this chastity cage.”

“You can’t do this!”

“Two weeks,” I said, holding my fingers up.

His eyes widened, blazing with a mixture of anger and fear. He pulled even harder on his restraints, but the straps stretched without breaking. Whether he liked it or not, he wasn’t going anywhere.

“Go on, Jason. If I remember correctly, you had a video about these.”

We waited several more seconds. His chest continued to rise and fall frantically. His heart must have been kicking and thrashing in his chest, but he finally started to calm down.

“It’s a chastity cage,” he said.

“And?”

“And there are women out there, sick, twisted women, who use it on their boyfriends and husbands. Basically, it makes it impossible for a man to get off.”

“Why would women be sick or twisted?”

“Because men should be in control of their sex drives! If a guy wants to get off, that’s his right!”

“And it doesn’t matter if his girlfriend or wife says no, does it?” I asked, my voice dripping with disdain.

This time, he didn’t say anything, but then he was probably scared because I reached down, pulled up his scrotum, and slipped a plastic ring around the base of his shaft. Next, I forced his little dick into the plastic tube. I locked the pieces together, securing them all. When he heard the click of the padlock, he flinched, clenching his eyes shut.

He was scared.

“Very nice,” I said. “Now, Jason, I want you to notice that there isn’t a key here. Don’t worry. It’s safe and sound, hidden away. But I’m not going to share its location with you, so if you ever want to get out of this chastity cage, you’re going to be very obedient. Tell me you understand.”

When he didn’t answer, I reached down and gently tickled his balls. His shaft tried to harden, only he felt the confines of his cage for the very first time. He shivered again, utterly humiliated. His cheeks and neck turned a bright shade of scarlet, all while three gorgeous sorority girls watched.

“Fine! I understand!”

“Good,” I said. “So when we untie you, what you going to do?”

He blinked, probably confused because I didn’t give him anything specific.

Finally, he figured it out, “I’ll do whatever you say.”

“Yes, you will,” I said, clapping my hands together.

My sorority sisters released him from the restraints, so he sat up. He looked at the door, almost as though he wanted to make a run for it, but he was still mostly naked except for the chastity cage between his legs.

“It’s okay. Go ahead. Try to take it off. You’re not going to succeed,” I told him.

He bristled, but he had to know. This boy couldn’t ignore his curiosity. Or maybe it was some lingering hope he wished to cling to. In any case, he reached down, and he tried to remove the chastity cage. He pulled and tugged, squirming his hips as he did so.

Jason struggled so hard, but it was all fruitless. The chastity cage was quite secure. I may have purchased it from a sex shop, but this wasn’t some toy. Oh no. Once it had been locked on, it couldn’t be removed by anything less than a chainsaw, and I didn’t think he wanted to risk that.

“See? You can’t take it off,” I reminded him. “But there are some fun things you can put on now.”

As he tried to remove his chastity cage, Alyssa and Kayla had been busy, pulling out his new undergarments. There were stockings, panties, a corset, and a special bra-form that would give him a much more feminine figure.

Jason had hardly noticed, but now I stepped aside and motioned down toward the bed.

As he studied the different garments, the color drained away from his cheeks.

“Let’s get started,” I said, picking up the frilly, pink pair of panties. They didn’t look like something any woman would really wear. They were this odd blend of sexy lingerie and childish panties.

He took them, holding them by just two fingers. “I can’t wear these,” he said.

“Yes, you can. It’s actually been specially designed for a boy like you. Put them on. You’ll see.” He still didn’t move, so I addressed my companions, “He needs a spanking so he really understands his place.”

He dropped the panties, tried to step aside, but we were faster.

We grabbed him, bent him over the bed, pinned his hands to his sides, and started spanking him. Our hands flew down hard and furious. We made sure that every strike forced him to cry out.

Jason may have wanted to believe that he was better than this, but we taught him the truth.

With every smack, he yelped. He didn’t sound like an action hero, not when he was getting punished by three young, determined women like us. Pretty soon, his backside turned red, and his eyes were wet.

“Are you going to put on the panties?” I asked.

“Yes!”

That did it. He said the magic word, so we stepped aside. He had dropped his panties to the floor, but now he reached down for them.

Under our watchful gaze, he must’ve felt like he had no choice. He pulled the panties up along his feet, over his legs, all the way to his chastity cage.

“That looks really good,” I said with a nod to myself.

He looked down at the panties, and he finally saw how they had been specially designed.

They gave him a much more feminine silhouette, meaning that they tucked away his genitals, hiding them. All of a sudden, this sissy looked like a girl.

“Now, do you need help with the stockings?”

When he didn’t say anything, we pushed him onto the mattress, spread his legs, and rolled up the stockings just before we unfurled them along his legs. Actually, he looked quite good in stockings. Pretty soon, that thin material clung to his body.

“Now it’s time for my favorite part,” I said, picking up the bra form.

“No. Please, I don’t want to look like a girl,” he said.

“But your cheeks are already so smooth. You can’t grow a beard, can you?”

Behind me, Kayla and Alyssa laughed at him. He tensed up, and it looked like he wanted to move. He had all of this unresolved male aggression. But layer by layer, we were feminizing him, showing him how he needed to behave from now on.

I pulled the special bra up against his chest and hooked the ends together between his shoulder blades. The bra cups were filled, meaning that he now looked like he had an adorable pair of mounds. I smiled to myself, grabbed the corset, and wrapped it around his chest before yanking hard on the strings. I tied them, one after another.

“Too tight,” he said.

“But this looks so cute on you. Besides, you say that women get all of the advantages. You love talking about reverse discrimination, but you never really stopped to think about all the disadvantages women face. You don’t think about how women are held to a higher aesthetic standard even as we are told to put on makeup and dress adorably.”

With every word, I glared at him, so he finally backed down, perhaps recognizing that he really was wrong.

Good.

Finally, I nodded toward the dress. Kayla and Alyssa retrieved his new outfit. I pulled the dress down and over his head and shoulders. Suddenly, he could feel the snug bodice against his corset. He could feel the skirt as it swished around his legs despite the stockings. Last, we made him raise his legs so we could put him in the petticoats. The skirt was short, basically reaching down a quarter of the way down his thigh.

“Fine. I’m dressed like a girl. Is this really what you wanted?” Jason grumbled.

“You look perfect,” I said to him. “But we aren’t done.”

He didn’t like the sound of that. Too bad for him.

Next, we pushed him to the desk and sat him down. My friends yanked his hands to the sides of the chair where they cuffed him in place because we knew he was probably going to try to get up. When he felt the metal bands encircle his wrists, he flinched, but at least he didn’t struggle even as I picked up the tube of lipstick.

“It’s time for someone to get a makeover,” I said.

We applied foundation, gently brushing it along his cheeks. We put lipstick on him, eyeshadow, and a little bit of blush. We worked methodically and deliberately, taking our time with every detail. We made sure that this sissy looked lovely.

It didn’t even take that long. But once we were done, I picked up several small ribbons and tied them into his hair. And when we finished, Jason didn’t look like a boy, not any more.

He was a perfect sissy, and now he just needed to be thoroughly humiliated and broken.

“You’ve been spanked and feminized. You’ve also been locked in chastity. Are you ready to be a good servant for us?”

“What does that mean?” Jason asked, dipping his head down.

After we had dressed him, he no longer had the confidence to look up at us.

“From now on, you do as you’re told. Like right now, you’re going to put on a cute pair of shoes and go fetch us some coffee.”

“What? No! I can’t go out like this!”

“Sure, you can,” I said, stroking the underside of his chin. “Because if you don’t, I’m never going to give you that key.”

His lips parted. He must’ve felt so strange with lipstick spread over his mouth. But I liked that shade of pink. It looked good on him.

“Go,” I said, steepling my fingers and pointing out.

Reluctantly, he got up, and that’s when Alyssa handed him his purse. “Sorry. Your dress doesn’t have any pockets.” He bristled, probably remembering his video about how women were silly for getting so upset about pockets. But now he held that pink, leather clutch to his chest, and he was smart enough not to say anything. Once he was gone, I looked back at the girls, and we burst out laughing before we started thinking of what we would do next.

Luckily for Jason, we had about six coffee shops on campus, so it didn’t take him long to find one and return. He clutched his purse under one arm as he held the tray. He brought us our coffees, and we were tempted to send him back. We didn’t give him any specific orders, so he bought three different varieties and hoped for the best.

As Alyssa and Kayla went back to the living room, I looked down at the sissy.

“I like having you this way. But you know, I think there’s something you need to do to really embrace your place as a servant.”

“What?” Jason asked, his voice flat and devoid of any emotion.

“First, we need to get some pictures of you.”

His eyes got big. “No. Please, not that. Please, don’t take pictures of me, not like this!”

“What’s wrong with the way you’re dressed?”

“I’m dressed like a girl!”

“And you feel that makes you inferior?”

“Yes!” Jason called out. Then he blinked, perhaps realizing the implications of his words.

“You see, that’s probably the best example of systematic misogyny in our culture. Just stop and think about it. If a girl dresses like a boy, there’s no problem. If a boy wears a skirt or something pink, he becomes an object of ridicule. Right there, that proves how little respect we have for women. Fortunately, we are going to break you of that habit.”

“I don’t understand.”

Smirking, I grabbed my phone, pointed it at him, and snapped several pictures. But that was just the beginning.

“Smile for me,” he said.

“I don’t want to.”

“Too bad. You’re a sissy now. When someone tells you to smile, you had better do it.”

His nostrils flared, and I could tell he was upset, only that didn’t make the slightest difference. He used to think women got too annoyed when men encouraged them to smile or look happy. Now he got a taste of what that was like.

He forced a smile to his lips, and he actually looked pretty adorable. I took different pictures of him from different angles. Later on, I would make him pose for me. But now that I had this evidence, I backed it up online.

“I can blackmail you for as long as I want,” I told him. He already knew this for himself, yet I enjoyed his look of dismay.

At this point, I put my hand on his shoulder and forced him down to his knees. After everything he had already endured, Jason lacked the ability to fight or resist. Good.

Once I was in place, I reached down and ran my fingers along my skirt. That was probably enough to excite him, especially when I lifted up those pleats. The Navy blue fabric bunched under my fingers, and then I revealed the simple fact that I wasn’t wearing any panties. I strolled over to the chair where we had applied his makeup, and now I sat down and spread my legs.

“Crawl over here, sissy.”

“What, what you want me to do?”

“Think of yourself as a slave. Think of yourself as property. Until we decide otherwise, you’re going to stay in that corset and chastity cage. But fortunately, you have a cute mouth, and I want to feel it right here.” As I spoke, I raised my skirt again, only now my finger brushed along my opening.

He gulped nervously, yet he also obeyed, crawling along the floor. When he came close enough, I slipped my hand around the back of his neck and pulled his face up toward my pussy. He tried to talk, probably because he wanted to try to negotiate.

“You don’t like the idea of going down on a girl, do you?”

“It’s humiliating,” he admitted, although I still heard that edge of misogynistic anger in his voice.

“But I bet you love fantasizing about blow jobs,” I reminded him.

Jason didn’t contradict me, so I pulled his face even closer to my opening and I commanded him to lick. “Unless you make me feel really good, I’m going to tie you to that bed and make sure you get spanked for an hour by every one of my sisters.”

That threat definitely did it.

He leaned in and started licking, sliding his tongue up and down along my sex.

“Deeper,” I commanded.

This time, he only hesitated for about two seconds before he pushed his tongue between the walls of my opening. At first, he didn’t do a very good job, but I guided him, telling him what to do. It also helped that I reached down and grabbed his hair. Every time he moved in the wrong direction, I corrected him by yanking. Those painful little jolts to his scalp definitely helped.

As he swirled his tongue, licking up and down, then left and right, and tight circles, he started to panic. I relaxed into my power over him, savoring the simple fact that I had taken this boy and turned him into a sissy slave who would do anything I wanted. He would follow every single one of my commands.

“That’s right. Keep going, sissy. Keep going!” My voice rose. Pretty soon, I panted and cried out with pleasure as the explosion of ecstasy rocked my body. Finally, I pushed him back and dropped my skirt.

“Nicely done, sissy. You’re going to be so much fun.”

That night, we threw a party. We invited over so many girls and guys. People drank beer, chatted, laughed and danced. We had a blast. Well, pretty much everyone had a good time. The sissy slave probably didn’t like it as he scurried around, bringing drinks, getting pinched, and curtsying for our guests.

The last part was probably the most demeaning part for Jason.

Or maybe he really hated having to address everyone as “Sir” or “Mistress.” At first, people didn’t know what to make of him. The girls, in particular, seemed to be put off by the slave running around. But little by little, they became accustomed to teasing and demeaning him. Every time someone dropped something, they would make him pick it up, which meant he had to bend over, revealing his panties.

As I watched all of this, I almost felt bad for him. Almost.

But something else happened as well. I became more and more turned on. Having him go down on me was delicious, sure, but there was something else I craved.

About halfway through the party, I found Jason on his hands and knees. He had his ass up, and his panties were right there on display. I came up behind him and pinched him. He let out a little yelp before I grabbed his wrist. “Come with me,” I ordered.

Just a few minutes later, we were back in his new bedroom.

“What would you like, Mistress?”

“It’s funny, isn’t it? Just a couple of hours in a dress, and are already learning what it means to be subservient.”

With his eyes aimed downward the floor, he didn’t disagree.

“Get on the bed. Spread your arms and legs.”

He paused for a moment, but then he scurried forward and obeyed me. Elsewhere in the house, music played and pumped.

Once he was in position, I strapped him down. I restrained his arms and legs. Then I went to one of the drawers and pulled out a toy. It was a two headed dildo. When he saw it, he whimpered. Jason could probably guess exactly what was about to happen.

“You’re a sissy, which means your boy part will stay under lock and key. Fortunately, you have another hole I can play with,” I said, patting his ass before I pulled down his panties.

“Now, I’m already very wet. Seeing you at my party has turned me on, but I bet you would like some lubricant on this, wouldn’t you?” I showed him the rounded tip, the one that was about to penetrate him.

Jason swallowed. I expected him to beg or plead or argue. After an afternoon of feminization, he was learning. “Please, please let me have some lubricant,” he said, and that’s why I shoved the tip of the dildo into his mouth.

“Suck on it like a slut,” I ordered.

Although he probably hated himself for doing this, he wrapped his lips around the tip as he worked his tongue. I pushed it deep into his mouth. He nearly gagged. I slid it out, only to shove it back into his mouth again.

“There we go. Suck on it. There is a good sissy.”

He whimpered, but I pulled the dildo back out, and then I lifted my skirt and positioned myself right between his legs. I pushed it down, sliding the toy into his invulnerable ass. I penetrated him inch by inch. He squealed, desperate for it to stop, but powerless to do anything.

Once I had that toy wedged deep inside of him, I took the other end, and I impaled myself on it. I savored the soft give of the artificial phallus. And then I started to pump him. Using my hips and keeping the toy balanced with my hand, I fucked him hard, thrusting down, going faster and faster.

“This is what it means for you to be a sissy, Jason. This is how things are going to work until we decide to let you go. Don’t worry. I’m sure that’ll happen eventually,” I said, laughing.

I took my time with him, savoring every little sound he made. I especially loved it when he tried to pull against a restraint even though he must’ve known he couldn’t escape. I could play with him for as long as I wanted, minutes or hours or all night if I chose.

As I lost track of time, I pumped him, working myself up to my next orgasm. The pleasure rushed through my body as I finally came. And when I was done with my sissy slave, I untied him and told him to put his panties back on before he finally scurried to the party again.

He needed to serve my guests.

But right as he started to leave the room, I propped my head up on my knuckles and said, “This is going to be so good for you.”

Automatically, he replied, “Yes, Mistress.”

Once he left the room, I wondered if maybe this technique could be applied to other misogynists. That definitely seemed like something worth researching.

The End


Butterfly Sissy:

A Feminization Story

The Complete Novel

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

Power Play Erotica

©2021


Contents

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7


Butterfly Sissy




Chapter 1

Now

Chloe gets out of her car, slams the door, and marches up to the front. She slides her key into the lock and opens the door. Other young women come home to find husbands or boyfriends sprawled out on the couch, maybe playing video games or messing around on their phones. Not Chloe.

Instead, there’s a feminine figure on his knees. He wears a tight corset, a short, pleated skirt and high heels. He looks adorable with his hair grown out and little butterfly barrettes clinging to the strands of his dark mane. Of course, his cheeks are smooth, but he looks adorable.

“Hello,” Chloe says.

“Welcome home, Mistress. How was your day?”

This isn’t a man, not anymore. Before they met, perhaps he had a chance. But now, his manhood is safely locked away in a chastity cage, and he knows that there’s only one way for him to get pleasure. While his Mistress has been gone at work, this feminized boy has been hard at work cleaning and making sure that Chloe’s house is presentable.

“Frustrating,” she said.

At once, he gulps. He knows what this might mean.

Chloe lowers her briefcase to the floor. Her purse follows a few seconds later, and then she marches forward without removing her high heels. The feminized boy looks up, following her with his eyes. He swallows again, doing his best to pretend that he’s not scared, but he knows what it means when she has a frustrating day. He is a servant; he is a slave. He is been so thoroughly trained that only one thing can possibly make him happy. Her pleasure. Her satisfaction. If she’s frustrated, then she gets to take it out on him.

That’s what it means to be owned.

All of those thoughts flash behind his eyes as she heads down the hallway.

“Come along,” she says.

He scurries to follow, prancing forward. He used to stride powerfully, but now he walks more like a girl. It’s one more facet to his training.

She goes into her bedroom, opens the door and motions for him to follow.

“What, what would you like to do, Mistress?”

“You know, I was thinking about enjoying a massage, but I think I just want to feel your tongue between my legs before I spank and fuck you.” In court, Chloe would never use that kind of language. But this is her house, and she can talk to this sissified boy however she wants.

“Get over here,” she says. She climbs up on to the mattress, spreads her legs, and she slips her hand beneath her tight, charcoal gray dress. She pulls down her panties and tosses them to the floor.

Like a well-trained servant, the sissy climbs up as well. He slips down onto his chest and elbows, and he crawls closer and closer to her inner thighs.

“Get started,” commands Chloe.

“Yes, Mistress.”

For a second, their eyes meet, and Chloe feels just a shade of the frustration disappear. Yes, being an attorney is difficult, especially with her reputation. The partners always expect miracles, which is fine because she knows that she will win in the end. That said, it’s still a struggle. It still requires countless hours. Fortunately for her, she has this boy here to serve her needs.

The sissy obediently begins to lick, sliding his tongue up and down her crevice. She’s already wet. That happens sometimes when she gets irritated at work, mostly because she knows that she can come home to this. Other wives and girlfriends have to put up with selfish husbands. If they’re lucky, a guy might be able to put down his remote control or phone or tablet just long enough to pretend he is paying attention.

Chloe, on the other hand, can snap her fingers and demand that her sissy slave do whatever she wants. That is just one facet of keeping him trapped like this. He has been so thoroughly trained that he can barely think for himself. Good, she thinks as his tongue slides up and down her pussy.

It feels good, wonderful. Heat ignites within her body, splashing along her skin. Pretty soon, she raises her knees and haunches, making it easier for him to go deeper. His tongue swirls in little patterns, tight circles before shifting to left and then right, then up and down.

“Good. That’s really good. I’m proud of you. You’re so good at serving me. You know exactly what you have to do. I’m so glad I took you,” she says to him.

At this point, he knows better than to try to argue or say anything at all. After all, his mouth and tongue are busy. He can’t stop, not until she gives him permission.

So he licks eagerly, working his tongue along her clitoris. He teases that one special spot, and she puts her hand on the back of his head. She pushes him down a little bit more. Then she grabs his long hair and pulls him back. She shoves him down again a moment later.

The sissy knows that he’s being used like a sex toy, but he can’t help himself. Everything about his life is constraining, making sure that he behaves like a feminized slave. The corset is tight around his waist and chest, making it harder to breathe. His high heels weaken his balance and force him to really think about walking. He can’t take movement for granted anymore. Even his makeup and the barrettes in his hair are reminders of his status now.

He’s not the alpha male he once hoped to be; he’s not the kind of guy who can walk into a bar and try to hit on random girls.

Any girl who sees him now is more interested in where he got his skirt or how he can do his makeup.

With all this in mind, he continues to lick, down and up, hot, quick movements.

For her part, Chloe grins. Then her expression shifts, morphing from aroused to serenity. She starts to pant as her heart kicks in her chest. Yes, this is what she wants. Yes, this is what she expects. She’s worked hard on this boy, breaking him down, feminizing him, training him to obey.

Pretty soon, she won’t have to worry about her slave at all.

He will be so thoroughly broken in that there won’t be any chance of him trying to act like a person ever again. He’ll just be a doll, a helpless sissy.

She starts laughing even as the orgasm builds. Within several seconds, it explodes along her skin, flashing out to every inch of her flesh. She feels it in her fingertips, her toes, the arches of her feet, her palms, legs and arms. It’s everywhere, and it makes her cry out.

She grabs onto his hair again and pulls his head back.

“Did that please you, Mistress?”

“It was a nice appetizer,” she replies.

Some of the color drains away from his cheeks.

The sissy was probably hoping that maybe she would be so tired after her day at work, plus the orgasm, that she would decide to just go to sleep. Or maybe she would realize that she was hungry, so he could scurry off to the kitchen to make her a sandwich or salad for her dinner.

Instead, she raises her head and grins at him. “Fetch me the paddle and strap-on, sissy.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he says dutifully.

Chloe marvels at how quickly he responds. Even though he knows that this is going to be hard on him, he still obeys. He still surrenders. He’s still willing and eager to give her anything she demands. After all, she knows what’s best for him. That was an important part of the enslavement. He didn’t quite realize it was happening. Their relationship brought too many benefits, so he never understood exactly what she craved.

He had been naïve enough to believe he understood women. As far as he had been concerned, girls just wanted dick. He never stopped to talk to them, to really ask, to try to understand. Women were nothing but objects, human sex toys ready to go down on him—or so he had wanted to believe so badly.

Silly boy.

He returns moments later with the strap-on harness, a pink dildo, and the paddle. Almost reverently, he sets them down on the mattress.

“Come up here. Get on the bed.”

He obeys again, assuming a position on his hands and knees. He keeps his head forward, so she leans in, and she kisses him softly.

“Why is this for your own good?”

“Because I serve you, Mistress.”

“And why do you serve me?” Chloe asks.

This probably isn’t necessary. After the full sum of their relationship, he knows his place, but she still enjoys giving him this reinforcement.

“Because you know what’s best for me, Mistress.”

“That’s right, I do.” She grins at him before patting him on the head. Then she slips back around. She pulls off her dress so that she’s wearing nothing but her bra. She pulls on the harness, and then she slides the dildo into place, watching as it dangles between her legs.

She has never actually envied a guy for his cock. As far as she’s concerned, it’s a liability more than anything else. Plus, penises seem to make boys incredibly stupid.

And yet, the active penetration is ridiculously fun.

Chloe doesn’t really know how other women feel about this, but the idea of being able to trust down into a boy, to take control so thoroughly…it’s intoxicating.

She could take him right now, but she instead picks up the paddle.

“I had to deal with this arrogant brat today. He just graduated from law school, but he thought he could talk down to me. Why is it that so many guys automatically assume they know the most?”

“I don’t know, Mistress.”

“Was he foolish?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good,” she says. “If I can’t spank him, I’m going to punish you instead.”

The sissy is just about to say something. He’s probably about to agree. It doesn’t matter. She swings down, whooshing the paddle through the air before it claps against his backside. Like a good sissy, he’s wearing panties because he hasn’t been allowed to wear boxers for a very long time.

His panties are actually very cute, pink with little white hearts all over them.

She smiles for a moment, thinking of how frustrated he had been when he first started wearing girls’ underwear. Back then, he thought that it was demeaning and humiliating. He thought that if he wore female underwear, he would be losing something. He was right.

She strikes several more times, bringing the paddle in quick. Then she pulls down his panties, and she marvels at the smooth, reddened skin. She glances over at his face. Sure enough, his eyes are damp.

“It’s okay if you need to cry. I know you aren’t a real man. You can’t help yourself. You get so emotional.”

He gulps audibly, and it’s clear there’s probably something he wants to say, but he’s smart enough to keep it to himself.

She goes back to spanking him. “Boys are so stupid. I swear, they have no idea what’s going on, but they think that if they’re loud enough, they will look like they know what they’re doing. It’s shameful.” Chloe makes sure to punctuate every comment with another paddling for her sissy boy.

After that, she grabs a small bottle of lubricant, and she quickly pours some onto the palm of her hand. She rubs it a long her dildo. It feels good to feel this solidity right here.

She grabs him and pushes him down.

Her fingers immediately wrap around his wrists, and he gasps, “Would you like me to struggle, Mistress?”

“Is that what you want to do? Do you want to try to fight?”

“Yes, please,” he says in a small voice. Unlike so many other guys, this sissy isn’t good at making requests, not anymore. He no longer carries that instinctive assumption that he should get what he wants just because of who he happens to be.

“Try to struggle,” she says with a giggle. At the same time, she thrusts down, perfectly aiming the tip of her artificial member. She pushes down into him. By this point, he has taken her cock so many times. His body reacts, but he still tries to struggle.

It’s adorable. She loves feeling that resistance, especially because they both know that he can’t possibly win.

He tries to push himself back up onto his hands and knees, but it doesn’t matter. On a physical level, she is in the perfect spot to hold him down. She pushes her weight into the small of his back even as the dildo slides into him. He feels that invasion, and he knows what it means.

He is a sissy, he is a slave, and there’s only one way for him to have sex now. His “boy” part has been safely caged, and she only lets him out for those rare moments when she really wants to mess with him.

The sissy never knows whether or not he should hope for that outcome or not. Is it better to be released and teased or should he just wait for moments like this where she rides him hard, thrusting her hips and pumping into him?

He really doesn’t know.

Then again, it doesn’t matter because he doesn’t get a choice. He’s a slave, a doll, and a toy.

All of those thoughts flash through his mind even as he tries to push himself back up. Gravity fights him, and he’s just not strong enough. The young woman who had once been his girlfriend pushes into him again, penetrating him. He feels the rounded tip, and he starts to pant.

“If you get your panties wet with your sissy cream, it’s going to go very badly for you,” she promises.

He gasps, fighting hard to keep himself from climaxing. He can’t help himself. Despite the chastity cage, he can still sometimes orgasm. Worse, his shaft will routinely drip, getting wet and soaking into his panties.

Fighting hard, he tries to keep his body under control even as he shoves upward again. He tries to dislodge her hands, but it’s no use.

With every thrust, his struggles become more intense as the adrenaline flares hot through his body. He may have been trained as a dainty little sissy, but he still fights with everything he has.

It just isn’t anywhere near enough.

She rams harder and harder, going faster and faster. As she does so, the pleasure continues to kindle through her body. One orgasm probably won’t be enough. She loves that little bit of pressure. Mostly, this is about the psychological side of controlling and owning this sissy, especially after what he’d done. Even after all of this time, she still hasn’t forgiven him, not really.

She doesn’t think she ever will.

That’s why he deserves this. That’s why there’ll be no escape for him.

Finally, she pulls back.

She withdraws, her pussy wet. Breathing out slowly, she rolls him over onto his back. She grabs his wrists and pulls them toward the corners of the bed. At this point, he isn’t struggling, nor will he try to break free. She loops restraints around his wrists, securing them. The straps are made from leather, so there’s no chance of him breaking free. The buckles are metal.

Once she’s done with his arms, she straps down his legs. Then she looks down at his skirt.

“What am I going to find when I check your panties?”

His voice trembles. “I, I don’t know.”

“Are you lying to me?”

She stalks forward, crawling along the length of his body.

Underneath all of that feminine clothing, the lace and the satin, he possesses a male form. It doesn’t help him. It can’t grant him any confidence or strength, not when it comes to confronting Chloe.

In this household, she wears the pants and strap-on. When necessary, she will even hold his leash.

She looks down into his eyes. They’re big and frightened. Good. She loves that.

“I’m going to lift up your skirt and check your panties, sissy. What am I going to find?”

He throws his head back, arches his spine and calls out, “They’re going to be wet!”

“I told you not to moisten your panties. And you went ahead and defied me?” She clicks her tongue and shakes her head, like she can’t believe how badly he has behaved.

Of course, she’s just toying with him.

After the ride he gave her, he will obviously be wet. It doesn’t matter. When she gives an order, he has to obey, even when her commands are impossible. That’s just one more benefit of being in charge, she reflects.

She slips down, grabbing the hem of his skirt and peeling it back. She looks at that simple little triangle of pink and white.

Sure enough, there’s a dark spot.

“You leaked into your panties. I guess that means you and I are going to have to have a talk about self-control.”

“No!”

“No?” Chloe repeats. “Did you just say no to me?”

At once, he realizes mistake. Fear shoots through his body, and he tenses up. He pulls hard on the restraints, yanking the leather taut.

Unfortunately for him, she expects more than just fear. She expects obedience. That means he isn’t allowed to say something like “no” to her.

“You and I are going to have a very long talk about self-control,” she says. And just like that, she reaches for her necklace. She pulls the golden chain out, and now the sissy can’t help but stare. His breath catches as he sees the key attached to the end of that chain.

“I’m going to unlock you, sissy. Then you and I are going to have a talk about self-control. Doesn’t that sound instructive and useful?”

The sissy doesn’t say anything. He already knows he’s in trouble. Maybe he can’t risk uttering a word. If he says the wrong thing, his punishment could be two or three times worse. He already knows this.

As his mistress slides her eyes up and down the length of his body, studying him, she considers all the different possibilities. There’s so much she can do. But really, it’s all about patience, about possibility.

Because in the end, there’s nothing cooler than “maybe”.

“I want you to know something, sissy boy. I might let you have an orgasm. I might touch you and squeeze you until you can’t help yourself. You might get to feel that rush of ecstasy. You might. Maybe. Possibly. If I feel like it.”

He gulps, and he’s not sure exactly what to say. In cases like this, he knows that it’s smartest to remain quiet. After all, she’s trained him to be docile and more feminine, which most often means being quiet.

After one final check, she slides the key into the lock, and she opens up the chastity cage. She pulls away the pieces one at a time. There’s the plastic ring that goes around his scrotum, the tube that encases his shaft. She pulls them away, setting them aside. She’ll wash them later, while he’s still strapped down.

“You’re so pretty,” she says, especially as she glances at his smooth skin. As a part of his training, he has been required to remove all of his body hair from his eyebrows down. There isn’t a speck of stubble, nothing.

“Nice and smooth,” she says, “Just the way a sissy should be.” Her fingers brush along his shaft, and he’s nice and hard. After so much time in chastity, even an erection feels like a reward—at least at first.

After her fingers toy with his member, she touches his pubis. Then she goes down to his balls and his inner thighs. She might be checking for stray hairs. Or maybe she just wants him to feel as delicious as possible.

The sissy should know better, but he closes his eyes and relaxes into the sensations. They feel so good! Pleasure cascades through his body, and he starts to wonder what it would be like to have an orgasm, a real orgasm. Like any other sissy, he is usually required to get his pleasure from behind, when he’s down on his stomach or his hands and knees. In those cases, the pretty sissy gets pegged or fingered. He has to take whatever his Mistress gives him.

But right now, this feels exotic and alien and natural all at the same time.

Before he met this girl, he used to be able to touch himself whenever he wanted. In high school, he would get in bed and masturbate. He’d wake up and do it again. But now, his dick belongs to her. She holds the key. Besides, he doesn’t even know if he’d be able to touch himself while dressed up this way. He puts on panties and tights in the morning. He’s bound up under layers and layers of captivity.

That’s just the way she wants it.

Those thoughts flash through his head, and he can’t even think about any of his old fantasies. He no longer imagines girls in bikinis or schoolgirl uniforms. He can’t.

“You like this, don’t you? Yes, I’m sure you do. You love being touched. You love it when I play with your sissy clit.”

He doesn’t want to answer, but he purrs  affirmatively.

“I like playing with you, little sissy. I like knowing that you’re all helpless and laid out before me. In fact, maybe I should let you enjoy something even more special. Would you like that?”

He quickly nods his head down and up, a flash of his chin, quick movements indicating his desperation.

With one hand, she wraps her fingers around his shaft as she moves her palm up and down. That rhythmic movement doesn’t change, not even when she brings her other hand up to her lips. She licks the tip of her finger slowly.

Damn it. This only adds to the arousal pounding through his body to the point where he can’t think. He’s nothing but a horny, eager little sissy. At this point, he would agree to anything.

But this is a punishment.

The sissy tries to hold onto that simple fact. The corset, the panties, and a chastity cage aren’t punishments. Those are just normal, a part of his everyday existence. As he exhales slowly, he tries to maintain some veneer of self-control. Only then her hand goes beneath her skirt, and she starts to touch herself. He can catch glimpses of it. Not only that, excited moans and growls begin to vibrate in her chest. At the same time, she looks down at him.

She might make a mistake, he realizes. As she touches herself, both of her hands move faster. He can feel that rhythmic pulse against his shaft. Even if he is just a sissy, one who has to wear a chastity cage and who cleans her house dresses in the most degrading costumes, he can still get off.

She might mess up; she might make a mistake!

The excitement pounds harder and faster through his body because he thinks he might really be able to get off.

“You like this, don’t you?” She rubs her pussy. And as her fingers go deeper and deeper she enjoys the swell of desire, her hand squeezes just a little bit harder on his shaft.

It’s almost enough to let him get off.

Normally, she teases him mercilessly, meaning that she can touch him for minutes or hours. She keeps him stimulated, right there on the edge of release. She can usually make sure that he doesn’t go over, that he doesn’t climax without her explicit permission.

“Yes, Mistress. I like that it can feel so good!”

“Good,” she says.

She pulls her hand away from his cock.

His eyes widen. The shock is there on his pretty little face.

“Oh what?” Chloe asks with a wicked grin. “Did you think your Mistress was going to make a mistake? Is that what you were hoping for? No. I’m sorry. That’s not how this works,” she tells him.

“No, that’s not what I was thinking,” he tries to explain.

“I think that’s exactly what you were thinking.”

She strains her shoulders back and she raises her chin. Her face clenches, and he watches all of it. She must love that orgasm. It must feel so good for her!

Jealousy wells up inside of his chest, but he doesn’t argue or complain.

After she’s done, she reaches down again and strokes him, bringing him back to that edge.

All of a sudden, he realizes that she’s not going to mess up. She won’t make a mistake and squeeze too hard. Chloe knows exactly what she’s doing, so she can tease him over and over, bringing him right to that point, then stopping. “Please, please I’m sorry. I’m sorry messed up! I’ll be good! I swear! I will be good! I’ll do whatever you want. I’ll obey!”

“Sweetie, you aren’t offering me anything because we both know that I already own you. Isn’t that right, slave?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

“And that means you will do anything I want, right?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

“That’s how you prove your loyalty to me? That’s how you prove your obedience?”

“Yes! Anything. I’ll do anything!” Unspoken is that one little caveat that they both know about. He will do anything, but he really, really wants an orgasm. He will do anything for release.

For a couple of seconds, he makes the mistake of thinking that this is a negotiation. He’s a foolish little sissy that way, because he thinks that he gets to argue or take a position. Most of the time, his silk and satin dresses, his lacy panties, and his ruffled tops remind him of his place. But right now, on his back, with this hot girl’s hand on his cock, he has forgotten.

“Good. Now promise me that you aren’t going to have an orgasm.”

His eyes widen with dismay and shock and he doesn’t know what to do. He starts to stumble, stuttering as he tries to speak coherently. “What? No. You can’t mean that!”

She pulls her hand away, and then she straddles his stomach. With her knees pressed up to the sides of his ribs, she leans forward and looks down into his eyes. His bottom lip trembles, and he wants to plead with her.

His brain turns as he tries to come up with something, some words, something he might say to convince her. And yet, he’s grasping through emptiness. He knows that his owner will do whatever she wants.

“You promised,” she says.

Defeat.

It slams into him, knocking the air from his lungs. He literally looks like he’s deflating as a pathetic sigh passes his lips. “Yes, Mistress,” he finally says. His eyes are wet with disappointment.

A spanking is one thing. A paddling can sting. But this kind of disappointment stabs into him. Although she brushes her fingers along his shaft again, he knows that he won’t get the completion. All of his instincts scream out to him to somehow make it happen, but she is in charge, and she isn’t about to offer him any kind of release or satisfaction.

“If you want, you can beg? Do you want to try that?” Her eyes crinkle with amusement.

Obviously, she won’t change her mind, but that doesn’t stop the sissy. Frantic and uselessly, he pulls against his restraints, desperately pleading with her. “Please, Mistress! I know that I mess up, but I do my best. Please, give me another chance! Please, I can be a better servant for you.”

“Oh? You mean you haven’t been doing your best all this time?” She grins at him.

“That’s not what I meant,” he says.

Chloe reaches down and touches a finger to his lips. That’s good enough to silence him. “Oh no,” she tells him. “It’s okay. I know that you aren’t very smart. You’re just a silly sissy, and that’s why you look so pretty because you are just cute. You don’t need to be smart or articulate.”

Despite everything he’s gone through and all of the training, he still bristles at those words.

“Tell me that you are dumb but pretty.”

His lips open, and then he closes them. He tries again. This time he succeeds. “I’m dumb but pretty.”

“Good. Now tell me you want me to go get a bowl of ice.”

He quivers in place. Spread out and helpless in his sissy garb, he doesn’t know what to do. He looks up at her again, and he desperately hopes that she might change her mind. But there’s nothing for the sissy to say. There aren’t any arguments he can make.

This isn’t his old life. He can’t just bluster or bully his way to what he wants.

“I want you to go get me a bowl of ice,” he says.

“Say please.”

“Please.”

“Okay. Now, if you can get yourself off before I come back, you can have that orgasm,” she says.

There it is again, that dangled a possibility, the hope.

As she slides off of the bed, she heads back toward her kitchen. For his part, the sissy doesn’t know what to do. He raises his head, fully aware that he only has a minute or two at most. And yet, he sees his erect shaft. He won’t get to enjoy that tumescence for long, not when she comes back with the ice.

He shivers instinctively. His nipples harden underneath his corset.

Of course, this might also be his only chance.

He throws his head back, he exhales again, and he starts to contemplate the different possibilities. An orgasm would be wonderful.

He just needs the right fantasy.

Delving back down into his old desires, he tries to think of himself in a classroom with some other girl, maybe Julia. He hasn’t seen her in more than a year, but she was always so gorgeous with her perfectly shaped face, her big blue eyes, and her straight blonde hair. She had strong hips, big breasts, and a slender waist. Guys were magnetically attracted to her, pulled in by the gravity of her sex appeal.

And now he thinks about her.

He imagines her desperate, on her knees. “Please! I really, really need your help. Please, I’m not smart enough to do homework on my own!”

That does it. Something gets triggered inside of the sissy. In the real world, he might be dressed like a cute little girl. But in his fantasy, he can be strong. He can wear jeans and sneakers and a snug T-shirt to show off his biceps.

“If you really want my help, are you willing to earn it?”

“Yes! I’ll do anything!” Then she grins as she crawls over to him. She reaches up, and she pinches the zipper tab on his jeans. As she pulls it down, she reaches in, and she finds his shaft. She starts to pull it out, only to seem confused for a second.

“What’s wrong?” the boy asks in his fantasy.

“It’s so small. Are you sure you want me to try to suck on it? I mean, I’m worried that you won’t even feel anything.”

Without waiting for an answer, his fantasy version of Julia stands up. Then she looks down at him again. She seems taller now, stronger. “Why would I go down on you anyway? I mean, you’re a girl!”

She stumbles back, looking down at his body. And sure enough, his jeans and T-shirt are gone, replaced by a snug, shimmering pink dress. It looks so girly and feminine, like something a five-year-old might want to wear for her birthday party.

“No. This is what I want to wear!”

“But you look so cute!” Julia grabs him, and she shoves him up against the wall. This is supposed to be a fantasy, and he’s still getting turned on, but he can’t help himself. He can’t force himself to fantasize about the things he should crave—the things he longed for before meeting Chloe.

“How about this, sissy? I bend you over one of those desks and take you from behind. Would you like that? Would you like me to ride your tight ass?”

“Yes,” he says in his fantasy, yet he whispers those words just as the ice comes down in the real world.

Chloe is pinching the pieces, and she rubs them from the base of his shaft all the way up to the curved tip. Cold stabs into him, making him howl. He pulls as hard as he can against the restraints, desperate for escape. But he can’t tear through that leather.

“Oh, was someone fantasizing?” Chloe asks, laughing cruelly. “I bet you were trying to pretend that you were some big strong man capable of taking any girl you wanted. Is that what you are thinking about?”

Hissing through his teeth, the sissy can’t actually answer. His voice abandons him as the cold flashes down, cutting to his core.

“Just remember, you deserve this. This is what you need. You shouldn’t ever consider yourself to be a real man.”

She slides the ice cubes up and down his length, going from side to side. Pretty soon, his member is wet with cold water. Not only that, it starts to shrink back down. Despite all of the denial and teasing, his erection wilts until he looks tiny and flaccid.

Chloe picks up a wipe, and she cleans him off. From there, she takes his shrunken boy part and slides it back into its cage. She locks him into it again, and then she looks right down into his eyes. “What do you say?”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

She grins, savoring one simple fact. She has total power over her sissy.

Then

It wasn’t always like that, of course. Just a few months before this, around half a year, Chloe had barely known that boy. In fact, she had spent most of her time with her law firm, working on the Jorgenson case.

She only became aware of that potential sissy when she heard her sister talk. “Alex and Amy,” said Chloe’s little sister. “We sound perfect together.”

“I wish you wouldn’t do this to yourself, Chloe said.

Her sister was five years younger and a sophomore at Heidegger University.

“It’s hard.”

As they sat in the small café, waiting for their soups and sandwiches, Chloe tried to think of something to say. In court, she always did such a good job. In fact, the Jorgenson case had just cemented her position at the firm. She’d even earned herself an equity position. That kind of reward was unheard of, but then, no one had ever expected her to actually win.

It had taken a year. A year of sleepless nights. A year of stress. A year of research. A year of people being convinced that she didn’t stand a chance. After all, she was a recent graduate. Her firm only took on the case as a favor, so they threw one first year at the problem, assuming that the token effort would be sufficient.

But now she won, and she was exhausted, and her little sister needed help.

“I know it’s hard. I know it hurts.”

“Have you ever felt like this?”

Chloe opened her mouth as she looked at Amy. Obviously, the correct answer was supposed to be, “Yes.” Like anyone else, Chloe had been hurt by romance. There was that one boy in high school, the one who left her crying when he bailed on her senior prom at the last minute. Then there was Derek, the guy she had dated for a couple of weeks in college before he cheated on her.

Although those names and faces floated up, Chloe realized something. Amy and Alex had broken up months ago. Chloe always bounced back so much faster, if only because she had her other tasks and goals. Maybe this was just one more benefit of being a workaholic.

“No, I guess I haven’t,” Chloe admitted.

“Alex and Amy,” her little sister said again. “We just sounded good together. You know? It’s like, whenever we were together, everything seemed to slow down and speed up at the same time. I think that’s what real love is. It’s a game, but it feels serious and fun all at the same time. It’s like you get to lose yourself in this amazing whirlwind.”

“He’s just one guy. There plenty others out there. Billions, in fact.”

“Maybe,” she said. “I’m serious.”

Amy may not have been an attorney, but she had her older sister’s penchant for argumentation. “Yeah, I know. I’ve heard the clichés. I know there are plenty of fish in the sea and trillions of stars in the sky or whatever, but I don’t think the clichés are going to help.”

“But it’s true. There are lots of guys out there, and you’ve only met a tiny fraction of them,” Chloe said, doing her best to use logic to diffuse her sister’s frustrations.

“Yeah, but I’m not going to meet all of them. It’s not like all the men of the world are going to line up in a neat little row and introduce themselves to me. And even if they did, what are the chances that the one who would be perfect for me would actually like me back? For all I know, my perfect guy is gay and married in Paris.”

“If he’s gay, he’s probably not your perfect guy,” Chloe replied, smiling at her sister.

Amy lowered her head to the glass table. At first, her sister thought that this was some kind of joke, a skit or a bit or something. But then, Amy sat up again, and her eyes were wet. Not only that, her bottom lip shook as though it took all of her self-control not to burst out into tears at any moment.

“We were going to be perfect together. Alex and Amy. I mean, we had so much fun, and we just fit together like two puzzle pieces. I miss him. I miss him so much…”

Chloe got up, and she sat down next to her sister. She wrapped her arms around Amy’s shoulders and pulled the girl closer. Within seconds, she could feel the tears soak into her blouse.

“It’s okay,” Chloe said, running her fingers along the top of her little sister’s head. “I know this is hard. I know it hurts. But it’ll be okay.” Just because Amy couldn’t see, Chloe indulged in a cynical smirk. Another cliché was “Love makes time pass, and time makes love pass.” Chloe figured this was true, but it also meant that her little sister would feel better eventually.

“I just want him to like me again.”

“You’re better than him.”

“Am I?” Amy nudged her sister back as she lifted her hands and wiped away some of the tears. “It’s just not fair. I mean, I try to get over him, but then there are these moments where we see each other on campus, and I feel like we could have had something really special. Just the other day, I was studying, and then he came up to me.”

“Why?”

“I mean, we are trying to be friends still,” Amy said.

“Are you sure that’s wise?”

“Yeah, we’re friends. We’re adults. We can still hang out.”

This time, Chloe had to bite back her response. If this had been a trial, deposition, or a hearing, then Chloe could have come out attacking. She could’ve pointed out all of the flaws with that logic. Instead, she had to be more diplomatic.

“But if it hurts you, are you sure you want to be friends?”

“Yes.”

“Please just tell me that you’re only going to hang out, maybe grab some pizza or something.”

When Amy swallowed, Chloe instantly knew the truth. “We miss around sometimes. It’s not a big deal. We’re friends.”

Chloe reached up and rubbed that spot between her eyes. “Unless you can make a clean break, I don’t think you’re going to get over him.”

“Yeah, I will. I can. I know I can,” Amy said, although it wasn’t clear if she was trying to convince her big sister or herself.

“You know, I love you. I want you to be happy, but this just isn’t going to work. You can’t be friends if you still have these kinds of feelings.”

“I can try,” Amy said, insistent and stubborn. It was a streak that both sisters shared. But for the moment, Chloe had to be the mature one. So she swallowed back her frustration, and she did her best to pretend.

“You look pissed off,” Olivia said the next day.

For Chloe, this felt like an alien experience. She hadn’t been around for most of Alex and Amy’s relationship, primarily because she was working on the Jorgenson case. Yesterday, she had gone out with her sister, and now she was catching up with her best friend.

“Frustrated,” Chloe admitted. At work, she never would have admitted to having strong feelings. For an attorney, getting emotional was absolutely a liability. But her case was done, and she had some time off. She could relax.” She wanted to laugh at that idea, especially because normal people relaxed all the time. They could go to work for eight hours, come home, have a beer and maybe watch some TV. For so long, Chloe hadn’t done anything but eat, sleep and work.

This should have been a vacation, yet she kept thinking about her little sister pressed up to her chest, crying right there in the café over some guy.

“It’s Amy,” Chloe said.

“And Alex,” Olivia said.

“You’ve been talking with her?”

“Yeah, she asked me for some advice about a week ago.”

“What did you tell her?”

“Don’t worry. I told her that if she’s with this guy, and he keeps hurting her, she needs to cut him out of her life.”

“Good.”

Just then, the server brought their salads. Chloe looked down at the salmon, and she picked up her fork and stabbed it down into the meat. She heard the crunch of lettuce and it almost made her feel better.

“I just don’t know what to do about her. Seriously, she’s not going to listen, and I know this kind of guy.”

“What do you mean?” Olivia asked.

“Okay, so I don’t know him that well, but I’ve been talking to Amy, and I met him once. This is what my instincts tell me.”

“You’re good at reading people.”

“Alex wants to be some big, bad ass alpha guy. He wants to think of himself as an action hero or something. As far as he’s concerned, he probably deserves to be the big man on campus who can get any girl he wants. But that’s not who he is. He might be funny or whatever, maybe a little bit charismatic, but he got lucky with my sister. She fell in love with him. That’s why he broke up with her.”

“Because he thinks he can do better?”

Chloe hated to admit it, but yes, that was her theory. “I think so. And now he’s on his own, and he’s not doing great out there because other guys are bigger and stronger and frankly more attractive.”

“I like it when you’re brutal with your descriptions,” Olivia said, smirking as she took another bite.

Chloe exhaled, doing her best to not to sigh. “But here’s the problem. Amy is addicted. She’s already messed up because she thinks she’s in love with this guy. Worse, he told her something really, really bad.”

“What?”

“He told her that they might be able to get back together someday.”

“At least it sounds hopeful?”

“It’s vicious,” Chloe said. “If you really want to mess with someone’s head, you tell them that there is still a chance. That way, they never really know when to move on. They never really know when to let go.”

“Yeah, that sounds about right,” Olivia said. “So I guess the better question is, what are you going to do?”

“Is there anything I can do?” Chloe asked. “If this was a work thing, I’m sure I would come up with 100 ideas. I’m good at dealing with professional stuff. But some college guy? I mean, maybe Amy just has to go through this.”

“You could try to introduce her to someone else,” Olivia suggested.

“Maybe.”

With a shake of her head, Olivia dismissed her own idea, “yeah, I don’t think that would work either. If she’s totally into Alex, she’s not going to see any other guy. He could be right in front of her, and he wouldn’t be good enough.”

“Worse, they’re going to be in school together for at least another two years. I hate the idea of my little sister wasting her college career mooning over some guy. But if he keeps messing with her like this, that’s exactly what’s going to happen.”

“It sucks,” Olivia agreed. “But you know, there’s nothing you can do to change her mind.”

“I know.”

Olivia sat up a little bit straighter. “What about him?”

“What?”

“Can you change his mind?”

“What are you thinking?”

“Maybe go talk to him. Tell him what he’s doing. He might be willing to back down. Besides, you can be intimidating when you want. Break out your lawyer voice.”

Chloe arched an eyebrow, not really sure if she thought this was possible. “I don’t think I would work,” she finally decided. “If anything, he would probably just run off to Amy and whine about me trying to scare him.”

“Interesting.”

“What’re you thinking?”

Olivia could be especially devious when the urge struck her. “Maybe you should mess with him. Maybe you should do it in such a way that he can’t admit it or talk about it with Amy. This way, you don’t need to worry about him tattling on you.”

Chloe tilted her head to the side as she considered her friend and that possibility. Could something like that work?

“You’re coming up with something, aren’t you?”

One idea struck Chloe, but it seemed impossible. Nothing like that could possibly work. And yet, if she could pull it off, it would mean that Amy would never look at Alex the same way again.

“I’m going to seduce him,” Chloe said.

“What?”

“It will be perfect. He’s a boy, and he’s desperate, right? That’s going to make him easy to manipulate.”

“But your sister, she would be incredibly hurt.”

“She’s not going to find out,” Chloe said. “You’re right. I’m good at reading people, and I know that he wouldn’t risk messing up. And by the time he figures out what’s going on, it’s going to be way too late.”

“Are you sure about this?” Olivia asked, her voice loaded with uncertainty.

“Actually, it’s going to be very easy.” A wicked glimmer played along her eyes even as she smiled.

Chloe wasn’t going to admit the second part of her plan. The seduction was just to entice him. And yet, this entire timeline began to spread out before her. It was like an argument. When she got up in front of a judge, she usually had her points planned out, but there were moments where she would jump to something else, and she would follow a line of reasoning, letting it lead her to some brilliant point.

That’s how it now felt.

After she and Olivia hugged and said goodbye, Chloe walked back to her car. Adrenaline and excitement simmered just beneath her surface as she got into her car because she knew that he was going to be the perfect target.

For one, he was already deeply attracted to her. The first time they met, Alex had looked back at Amy and asked if her older sister was single. More than that, he tried to talk to her every time they were in the same room. Granted, that happened very rarely, but she could read his interest. At the time, it had been slightly disheartening. If he really loved Amy, Alex shouldn’t have been looking at anyone else.

But he wanted to be impressive. He wanted to get that sexy, older woman. He wanted to prove something to himself and all of his classmates.

She was going to use that against him. It would be easy enough; as a lawyer, she knew how to lie and how to hide beneath the various souvenirs before striking. She was going to take him and feminize him.

Yes, she would turn him into a pathetic, panty-wearing slave. It would take a lot of hard work, but she could do it. Pretty soon, Chloe found herself tapping on her steering wheel as the possibilities unfurled before her.

This was going to be fun.




Chapter 2

Now

She has left him strapped down and frustrated, squirming helplessly. It always feels good, knowing that he’s there, on her bed, utterly trapped and helpless. There’s something about his surrender that always serves as an aphrodisiac. It is such an addictive and powerful sensation, knowing that she is in complete control of another person.

But because it has been a couple of hours, Chloe has decided she wants something else.

She wants to feel his mouth and his tongue. That’s why she goes back into the bedroom. She’s wearing her harness again, only now the dildo stretches out before her, and she grins at her plaything.

“Should I release you?”

“Yes, please, Mistress,” he says fervently.

“Okay,” she says, her eyes glittering. She leans forward and unbuckles the leather restraints. At once, he is freed. Even so, the sissy doesn’t quite know what to do. Good. He should wait for a command.

“Get on your knees. I want you to suck on my dildo.”

The sissy slave looks up at her, his eyes big as he unbuckles the straps around his feet. He knows he is allowed to do this, if only because his Mistress doesn’t want to bother.

Once he’s done, he slips off of the bed and gets down on his hands and knees. As he crawls forward, he looks like a well-trained girl, an obedient slut who will do whatever she’s told.

This is one aspect of the transformation that has always fascinated Chloe. There are so many guys out there who would love to spend some time with her sissy. Between his delicate bone structure, his targeted workout routine, his diet, and his training, he looks incredibly feminine.

They should have a conversation about that once again, she reflects. But for now, she watches as her sissy straightens his back. He opens his mouth, just as his Mistress places her hands on the back of his head. She rams the dildo forward, shoving it into his mouth. Almost immediately, he nearly gags.

“Take it, sissy. Show me that you can be a good little slut.”

His eyes water almost immediately, but he’s trying hard not to gag as the dildo goes deeper and deeper. It pushes against the back of his throat, and yet he still sucks and licks. She isn’t entirely sure, but she believes she can feel little flecks of his tongue.

Obviously, she can’t feel the dildo or his mouth on that artificial phallus. But it doesn’t matter. This about power and authority, not physical sensation. In fact, the control is so much more hedonistic and desirable than base sensations.

“Good girl. You’re doing such a good job. That’s right. Suck. Take it all.”

If the sissy knows that he’s being trained, he doesn’t say anything about it. If he knows that he could be used by a real man at any point, he doesn’t complain or argue. At this point, he has been so thoroughly broken that he must accept all of it.

“Now get back down on your hands and knees. Pull down your panties and show me your sissy hole.”

He complies at once, obeying without question. Once he’s in position, she kneels behind him, and she aims her dildo for his opening. She slides into him, he takes it, one inch after another because he doesn’t have any other options.

When she first started to break him in, he had complained and shouted, practically screaming at the indignity of it all. But now he accepts the fact that he is a sissy, and his Mistress wants to use him this way. If he has an opinion about this, he isn’t allowed to express it. Doing so would be a waste of breath, and it would also risk his owner’s wrath.

So now she savors the moment as she pushes into him, the rounded tip of her dildo pushing between his butt cheeks, going deeper and deeper. As he is filled up once again, he tries to deny the simple fact that this turns him on.

Before she took him, manipulated him, and claimed him, this sissy really thought of himself as a traditional guy, strong, independent, and able to make his own decisions. He thought that he would always be in control of his own life. As such, he never imagined that he could be turned on by rectal stimulation.

She shows him that he’s wrong as she pumps into him. She thrusts her hips, sliding the dildo in and out. With every movement, he feels his shaft as it struggles against its cage. He tries to get hard. Worse, he can feel himself dribble into his panties.

Biting down, the sissy tries so hard to maintain some semblance of dignity or stoicism. It doesn’t work. This girl wants him, and she’s taking him. Once again, she demonstrates the simple fact that she is in charge.

He’s a slave, a servant, a toy to be used.

“Oh, that feels so good, doesn’t it? You like this, don’t you, sissy? You just want to be screwed all the time. Isn’t that right? Tell me I’m right.”

“Yes,” he pants. “Yes, Mistress. You’re right!”

“That’s right, sissy. Be a good girl. Take it. Take every inch. Tell me how you’re grateful. Smile for me. You want to be cheerful for me. You want to be obedient and do as you’re told, but you need to look happy about it,” she calls out, laughing as she mocks him.

So many girls have received those messages, but now it is this sissy’s turn.

“Yes, Mistress.”

She can only see the side of his face, but she smiles anyway. He looks like he’s enjoying it. He probably is.

Despite the fact that he’s caged, the sissy gets closer and closer to an orgasm. She pumps him hard and fast, claiming his ass. She shows him what it means to be penetrated all over again, and then she withdraws. With another gasp of finality, she pulls back.

“Get over here, pretty girl. Lick me.”

Chloe lowers herself back down onto the floor and she spreads her legs.

“May I remove your panties, Mistress?”

“You may,” she says, almost sounding indulgent, like this is somehow for his benefit.

Diligently, he slips forward, bracing his weight on his knuckles for a moment before his fingers go up to the elastic of her panties. He pulls down her underwear and exposes her sex. Sure enough, she is already wet.

He bows his head down, snaking forward until his lips are close to her opening.

He can smell her arousal. He knows that she is going to enjoy an orgasm, and he will provide it. Unfortunately, it doesn’t matter how well he does. He could give her the best oral sex anyone has ever experienced, and yet she doesn’t have to reciprocate.

“Start licking,” she commands.

He dips his head down, opens his mouth, and sticks his tongue into her crevice. He’s gentle at first, moving slowly and deliberately, just as he has been trained to.

But moment by moment, he starts to speed up. At the same time, she puts her hand on the back of his head. She barely touches him, yet that little bit of weight is enough to remind the slave of his place. He’s a sissy boy, so he has to do a good job. Because if he doesn’t, she can make him suffer.

This is how it’s supposed to be, she thinks as she loses herself to the ecstasy of his mouth on her pussy.

Then

Chloe grinned at her reflection just as she performed a quick little spin in front of the full-length mirror. She had on a tight, shining silver dress. It hugged her waist and showed off her best contours. They instinctively imagined how would feel to run their fingers along her body, to get lucky enough to touch her. The hem stretched down to her mid-thigh, revealing the toned curves of her legs. Oddly enough, she was in even better shape now than she had been at the beginning of the Jorgensen case. Although she continued to scan through her tablet for different precedents and arguments she might be able to use in court, she had still spent a lot of time on the treadmill in her office building’s gym.

All of her hard work showed.

While she had been working on her case, Chloe never went out. In fact, she had lost contact with several friends. She was grateful that Olivia stuck it out, occasionally bringing her sandwiches or Chinese food for some of those late nights.

But now, Chloe got to use all of her feminine wiles. She picked out that dress, she applied her makeup, and she did her hair. Her soft tresses fell in layers around her face and down toward her shoulders, she grinned at herself as she examined her reflection from different angles.

Chloe never liked to think of herself as the kind of girl who needed to get ahead with her appearance. Throughout her career, she had worked hard to be the smartest person in the room. And when that wasn’t possible, she had redoubled her efforts.

But now she slipped her feet into a pair of strappy, silver sandals that matched her dress, and she drove to The Raven.

After she parked her car, Chloe got out and headed toward the line. There were already several girls waiting.

With a glance, she looked over at the bouncer. Despite the darkness, he had on a pair of shades. He swept his gaze up and down the length of her body. Then he stepped aside, letting her pass.

Once she was inside, she could hear the music as it pounded and pulsated on the air. There were several girls carrying trays with different bottles. Some of the patrons were drinking cheap wine, while others aimed for vodka or whiskey.

For her part, Chloe just enjoyed the ambience. She didn’t want to dance, not yet.

A guy came up to her. “Hey, baby. Can I buy you a drink?”

“You can if you really want to, but I’m waiting for someone else. How does that make you feel?”

The guy shrugged. “Maybe next time,” he said. He bowed his head and headed toward one of the many crowds of college kids.

Pretty much everyone here went to Heidegger University. Despite the fact that she was several years older than the other patrons, Chloe still blended in. With her legs and cleavage on display, she looked like any other college girl out to have a good time. If anything made her seem unusual, it was the fact that she wasn’t encircled by a gaggle of female friends.

Since this was a small town, there weren’t very many clubs for college students. If Chloe was right, she would find her target soon enough.

She went to the bar. The guy serving drinks quickly took her order. He smiled at her, and Chloe enjoyed her Moscow Mule. She took a couple of sips as she scanned the expansive room. There was the dance floor, with different people bobbing up and down to the beats. Then there were the tables along the perimeter. Different groups were shouting at one another, chatting and laughing.

Chloe didn’t know how long she would have to wait, but she was certain he would come here. It was a Saturday night, after all. If he wanted to prove his acumen, he would need to go where the girls were.

The minutes ticked by, guys came up to her, and she kept telling them that she had someone else she was waiting for.

About twenty minutes went by before Chloe spotted him. Then she grinned, thinking that luck had been on her side. After all, there had been no guarantee that he would come to The Raven at all.

Still, she was confident in her ability to read people. She made some good guesses.

Currently, he was sitting at a small, round table with a couple of other guys. For the most part, they were laughing, but it was obvious that they liked to stop and look around. Chloe made eye contact with one of the guys. Clearly, he was intrigued.

Realizing she didn’t have much time, Chloe snagged the bartender’s attention. “Can you send one of these over to the guy in the blue shirt?”

“Sure thing,” said the bartender. He looked confused, though only for a moment since this was the kind of place where a hot girl never needed to buy drinks. Then again, he didn’t understand that the girl in front of him had someone special in mind.

One of the cocktail waitresses scurried between the eddies of people with the drink on a tray. She brought it to the small table and gave it to the guy in the blue shirt.

Adorably, he looked confused, like he couldn’t possibly understand. Then he looked around, and his eyes locked onto Chloe. Even more adorably, his jaw fell open, probably because he never even imagined something like this.

His friends started grinning and laughing. They slapped him on the shoulder, as though he had achieved something great. Or maybe they were mocking him. As the music flew onto the air, she would’ve had a hard time understanding them if they had been a couple of feet away, let alone on the other side of the club.

Still, she didn’t look away. She continued to study him. She leaned slightly against the bar, her silver dress catching the light.

Finally, he huffed out his chest and braced himself. He walked toward her, doing his best to saunter. He wanted to look like he really knew what he was doing, like he was popular at The Raven. Although he may have been a regular denizen here, Chloe really, really doubted that he had ever been successful.

She tried to figure out what was wrong with him. As he approached, he just seemed weak. There was something about him. Her girl instincts would have rejected him immediately. It wasn’t his face. He wasn’t ugly. He wasn’t misshapen in any way, not really. She wondered if there was something more subtle, something with his bone structure. He did have a certain feminine grace, she thought. Maybe that was the problem. Well, it wasn’t going to be an issue for her, not with her plans.

As she studied him, he came right up to her.

“What are you doing in a place like this?” Alex asked.

Alex probably expected the question to sound debonair and mysterious, like he could be relaxed and casual. Somehow, his voice nearly broke, despite the fact that he was close to shouting.

“It’s pretty loud in here,” she called back to him. “Do you want to go for a walk?”

“Oh, uh, sure thing!”

Resisting the urge to smile, she knew that this was going to be one of the very first steps. Already, she was taking control. She put her hand on his shoulder, and she nudged him out toward the door. He didn’t resist. In fact, he glanced over his shoulder and flashed a thumbs up to his friends, all while Chloe pretended not to notice.

Once they were out on the street, they started to walk. Despite her high heels, Chloe moved easily and gracefully. For his part, it looked like Alex didn’t know what to do with his hands. He kept putting them in his pockets, only to pull them out again.

Yeah, he would have been adorable if he wasn’t the bastard who had consistently hurt Chloe’s little sister.

“I was surprised to see you there,” he said. “You don’t go there a lot, do you?”

“Not a lot,” she replied. “A bit more when I was back in school, but to be honest, I spent most of my time studying.”

“A nerd?”

“I can appreciate the geekier things in life,” she said, her voice locked with confidence.

“Cool,” he replied. “That’s cool.”

“So tell me, why did you go out tonight?”

“I want to have some fun with my friends.”

“But you aren’t with your friends now,” Chloe pointed out.

“Maybe I’m hoping to make a new friend,” he said.

They walked along through the dark as the cool air brushed over their exposed arms and faces. At the same time, she glanced around at the different window displays. Most were dark. A few were lit. There was a toy shop with different stuffed animals arranged in little rows along with models and dolls. Next, she found herself intrigued by the clothing boutique. There was one mannequin outfitted with a black vest, white blouse, and a tight skirt. It looked cute and domineering at the same time. She wondered if she should get it.

“Friends are nice,” she said to him.

“I like to think so. I was surprised that you bought me a drink.”

“But you didn’t want it?”

“I thought a conversation would be more fun,” he told her. He was getting a little bit more confident as they continued to walk, except Chloe knew how to study people, so she still heard that little tremble in his voice. He was working hard to hide it, but it remained recognizable nonetheless.

“How are things going with my sister?”

He paused for a second, his feet frozen to the ground. Then he stumbled forward, doing his best to catch up because Chloe didn’t slow down.

He was off balance, both literally and psychologically. Good. “What do you mean?”

“You guys are still friends, right?” This time, it took some effort not to let the derision drip into her voice. Friends? Yeah, right. He just wanted to keep her little sister on the side.

“Yeah, I guess you could say that,” he replied cautiously.

“You think that’s a good idea?”

“Why wouldn’t it be?”

“Well, friendship comes with certain responsibilities. And by definition, responsibilities negate certain possibilities.”

He tilted his head to the side as he glanced over at her profile. His thoughts whirred and hummed like some old-timey machine as he tried to work out a particularly difficult calculation.

Since he didn’t know what to say, Chloe continued to walk forward. At this point, she sped up slightly, and she brought her hands to the small of her back. She swayed her hips, and she knew that he drank in every detail: the shine of her hair from the street lights, the shimmer of her dress, and the smooth contours of her legs. He couldn’t help himself, she knew. Like so many other guys, he would be enticed, attracted, and entranced.

Again, she resisted the urge to laugh. For the last year, she been dealing with high-end attorneys and powerful consultants, the kinds of men who knew how to control themselves. Those were the guys who didn’t allow a beautiful face or sexy dress to throw them off.

But this college sophomore was pathetic.

She glanced over her shoulder. As she did so, she let her lips curve upward into a tantalizing smile.

“Are you okay?”

“Yeah,” he said, clearing his throat. “I’m fine.”

They turned again. Pretty soon, they would come back to The Raven. Already, she could spot of the different clusters of friends waiting outside and hoping to get in.

They had to cross another street now, so she stopped, turned around, and stepped right up to him. It was funny that just by coming closer, she made his lungs lock up. He clearly couldn’t breathe, and she smiled at him seductively. She leaned in, closer and closer.

Alex kept thinking about whether or not she was going to kiss him. Disbelief, excitement, and worry about missing this up all vied for his attention. This girl was so beautiful, after all. The first time he had seen her, something inside of his chest tightened. He wasn’t in love with her or anything; he hadn’t spent enough time with her for that, but this all felt like a fantasy.

Right before she was about to kiss him, she pulled back. The corners of her eyes crinkled delightfully, and she grinned. “This has been a lot of fun. You want to hang out sometime?”

His voice stuttered and shook. “Y-yes!”

“Good,” she replied. She reached up and ran her fingers through his hair, lightly massaging his scalp. “I would like that. But you know, I don’t think it would be a good idea for Amy to hear about this. Are you okay with that?”

He gulped. “Yeah. Sure. I can keep a secret.”

“If you want to do this, you shouldn’t talk to her. Okay?”

“You just want me to cut her out?”

Without answering, Chloe shrugged and walked back toward her car. She moved quickly now, and he wasn’t brave enough to chase after her.

Over the course of the next week, Alex wondered if he was an idiot. Or lucky. Or both. Or maybe he was as awesome as he always wanted to believe. Those thoughts kept swirling through his head.

That night, he went back to his small apartment, and he kept grinning like an idiot. As he sat down on his dingy couch, he looked at the small laptop in front of him. Technically, he had a couple of chores he needed to take care of. He needed to transfer some money to his landlord and pay his utilities bill. Behaving like an adult was still somewhat new for this college kid, but he had done okay so far since moving out of the college dorms.

Even though those tasks needed to be completed, he found himself staring off into space as he thought about that girl.

There was something magical about her, he thought.

Chloe. Her name became an incantation, this special pair of syllables. Every time he thought of her name, he conjured her face in his fantasies. He thought of that silver dress she wore and the musical notes of her voice. She had been incredible, he thought.

Spending time with her felt like a game. He was grateful for every second.

Of course, he had been attracted to her from the very first second. He remembered when he was with Amy. They had been dating at the time, and she asked if they could stop by her sister’s office to drop off some food. “Yeah, she’s working on this huge case or something. I don’t really know the details, but she almost never gets out for a real meal. I think this would just be nice, you know?”

Alex had shrugged noncommittally.

He had done his best not to be impressed as they walked into the lobby of the enormous building. After checking in with the front desk, they rode the elevator up an insane number of floors. Even though the elevator sped through the building, it seemed to take a long time. Alex did his best not to think about what would happen if the elevator mysteriously dropped.

Obviously, they got out safely, and he did his best to pretend that he wasn’t nervous.

They walked between a bunch of different cubicles, and everyone there was dressed to leave an impression of competence and professionalism. Once they were out of the elevator, he found himself getting a little bit bored, especially because all of the females were older.

As far as Alex believed, every guy was entitled to check out every female. Girls were hot, after all. So if you wanted to spend a few seconds staring, it was his right. He didn’t want to be creepy about it or anything, but he didn’t really care if Amy noticed.

Unfortunately, all of the employees at this law firm were old or gross for one reason or another. The boredom grew stronger at least until his girlfriend knocked on one of the office doors.

“Come in.” That was her.

He tensed up, just for a second. Suddenly interested, he didn’t know what it was about her voice, but he thought she sounded like a singer, energetic, feminine, and attractive all at the same time.

He braced himself for some middle-aged hag. He figured she would be stooped over a computer, worried about an Excel spreadsheet or something.

But Amy opened the door, and they walked inside, and Chloe was already up and walking toward them. She was dressed professionally and conservatively, just like all of the other women at the office, only there was something about the shape of her face, the lines of her neck, the curves of her lips, and the bright shade of her eyes.

“Thank you for bringing me some lunch,” Chloe said, addressing her sister.

Standing back, Alex did his best to not to stare now. Even so, time seemed to slow down for him. She was a little bit older, but she had to be in her twenties, he thought. She had on a simple jacket over a white blouse. Even so, he could make out the contours of her breasts.

As his heart thundered faster in his body, he stepped forward and held out his hand. “Hello. My name is Alex.”

“He’s my boyfriend,” Amy said, grabbing his arm and pinching it.

Doing his best to ignore her, Alex smiled and said, “You have a very impressive office here. You’re an attorney?” He straightened his back, perhaps hoping that he might look a little bit taller and more impressive.

“Yes, and I’m working on a pretty hard case right now.”

“Anything you can talk about?”

“No, not really. Let’s just say there’s a lot of money at stake,” Chloe replied.

“I’m sure you’ll do great,” he said.

Amy glanced over at her boyfriend. Then she looked at her sister.

Every detail of that first meeting seemed important, but after they left, Alex had told himself again and again that he needed to focus on the girl he already had. Besides, females got twitchy about this sort of thing. It wasn’t like he could date Amy and then go ask out Chloe. Of course, the idea excited him. He wanted to be the kind of guy who could date one girl, then move on to her older, hotter sister.

But now, maybe that was really going to happen.

As he was sitting in his living room, staring down at his computer screen, his phone buzzed. He quickly snatched at it and hoped that it would be Chloe.

As his eyes took in the other name on the screen, he exhaled with aggravation.

It was Amy.

He read the text message, only it still felt like a waste of time. Apparently, she was going to go to the movies tomorrow, and she wanted to know if he’d like to come. She said she was getting a couple of people together.

“Yeah, right,” he said.

It was kind of fun, having this girl on the side. They weren’t dating, but he could sleep with her pretty much whenever he wanted. She was always so easy, he thought.

And yet, he exited his texting app and tossed his phone aside. The volume was still on, so he’d get the notice once Chloe messaged him.

But she didn’t.

She didn’t send him a message the day after that or the one after that either. He kept thinking about his time at the club, and he wondered if maybe he should try to contact her. He could go online, figure out something she might like, and send it to her.

But no. He didn’t want to look desperate. He didn’t want to seem overly eager because he knew exactly how unattractive that could be.

So he had to wait.

It was infuriating!

Not only that, he bounced between frustration and arousal because just the memory of walking around downtown with her was enough to make him hard. He kept thinking of that silver dress, her cleavage, and the perfect shape of her breasts. He wanted to put his hands over her nipples and squeeze. He wanted to straddle her. He wanted to be on top, to run his fingers along her body.

He couldn’t wait to see her naked.

Yes, Alex was arrogant enough to think that any date would be enough of an opportunity for him to seduce her.

Pretty much every night, he found himself on his back, in his bed with his hand down between his legs. He would feel the contours of his erection as he stroked.

And the fantasy would always be the same.

“I’m going to take you,” he wanted to tell her. “I’m going to do whatever I want with you, and you’re going to be grateful for it.” From there, he would grab her and kiss her. Maybe he would shove her down against the mattress or a wall, but it wouldn’t matter. With his hands around her wrists and his lips on hers, Alex was going to seize control.

In fact, he had this idea that he would get her to indulge one of his favorite desires: he wanted her as a slave girl. She was the smart, beautiful, and powerful lawyer, but he could slide a collar around her neck, strip her naked, and push her down onto her knees. She would look up at him adoringly, grateful for how he owned her.

Perhaps there would be little flickers of resentment or reluctance, but he just needed to show her how to obey, how to do as he wanted.

In his fantasy, he touched her all over, pinching her nipples and making her moan. Then his hand would slide down along her firm body, his fingers passing over her pubis and down toward her slit.

His fingers dipped into her, teasing her, taunting her. All the while, she would grit her teeth as she tried to fight the pleasure.

“It’s no use,” he would tell her. “You know I can do whatever I want with you. You can’t help yourself. You’re going to enjoy every second of it.”

The fantasy version of Chloe shook her head from side to side as he closed his eyes. “I’m not going to let you win,” she’d say to him.

“It’s too late, I can do whatever I want with you,” he would say to her.

His fingers would dart along her crevice, and she would instinctively part her legs for him. “That’s right,” he’d want to growl down at her. “You know you’re mine. You know that you need to belong to me. Why fight it?”

“I’m stronger than you!”

At this point, his hands would snap up, grabbing her breasts. “Are you? Are you really?”

In his fantasy, Chloe would glower at him, her expression tight with frustration. She would try to resist, to somehow push him off. But she wasn’t as strong as him, so it didn’t make the slightest difference.

Then he would lean down, and she would try to turn her head away, but he would kiss her anyway. Soon, the desires would overwhelm her, and Chloe would kiss him back. She would start to moan again. Perhaps that lingering frustration would flash through her body, but she wouldn’t be able to help herself.

In his fantasy, she would press herself up into him, rubbing her breasts against his chest. Oh, he wanted to feel that softness and give so badly. Chloe’s breasts were bigger than Amy’s; they were better than Amy’s.

Even if he hadn’t touched Chloe in the real world, his mouth watered at the prospect, and he yearned for the opportunity.

He was going to have that girl! He was going to take her. He wanted to slide a collar around her neck and tease her until she learned to obey. She was going to submit to his will and authority. He was the man in the relationship, so it was going to happen. That’s what he told himself over and over again.

A week. An entire week went by, and Chloe hardly noticed. For her, she monitored her sister’s progress. Little by little, Amy seemed to get just a little bit better. They hung out, went to the movies, and there were a couple of instances where Chloe might point out some hot guy walking out of the parking lot or along the street.

“What do you think of that guy?”

At first, Amy just shrugged. Clearly, her thoughts were elsewhere. Chloe didn’t need to think hard to figure out where.

But then, after a few more days, Amy glanced up at Chloe. “Want to hear something weird?”

“What?”

“I haven’t heard from Alex. You think he’s okay?”

“I bet he’s fine,” she said. “But hey, I need your help with something.” After that, she talked about a legal argument that had been bothering her. Her sister’s perspective was interesting if naïve and amateurish, but that wasn’t the point. She distracted Amy.

Surprisingly, her little sister didn’t bring up the bastard boyfriend again.

After that week, however, Chloe knew that Alex could slide right back into Amy’s life. If she wanted this plan to continue, then she needed to make a decision. She would have to go forward with it. Fine. She could do it.

She told herself that she was doing it for her sister. But as she typed in his phone number and pressed the screen’s green button, she knew that there was something else. At first, she thought it was curiosity.

At first, it felt more like a tickle, this little reaction. Maybe she felt that when she first sat down with Olivia and started talking about the different options. Or maybe it was the spark of inspiration. It could have been something else. Chloe didn’t really think about it a whole lot, not until she started to listen to the ring tone.

“Hello?”

“Alex, it’s me. Let’s go out tonight.”

“Chloe?”

“Are you free?” A sharp implication hung on the air; if he said no, then she might just hang up.

Back in his apartment, Alex had been playing one of his favorite games. The controller sat next to his lap, and the frozen characters were still displayed on the TV screen. It was a first person perspective; his blaster pointed out, digital and dangerous to his pixelated enemies.

In the game, he was so powerful. In real life, he didn’t know what to do as this girl spoke. He was supposed to go out that night with some of his friends, but he quickly swallowed back those concerns. “Yeah, I’m free.”

“Glad to hear it. I’ll pick you up at seven.”

Before he could check with her to make sure that she knew where he lived, she hung up.

This time, she didn’t put on a silver, sparkling dress. Instead, she wore snug, black pants. They were tight, just like a second skin. She knew that she was showing off her shins, thighs, and ass. He was going to check her out, but she didn’t mind. That was the entire point. She wanted him to pant after her, to do his best to focus, only to fail time and again because his libido would get the best of him. For her top, she selected a pale blue blouse. Over that, she wore a form-fitting vest. Once she was done, she slipped a hair band over the top of her head. It was black and sleek.

With a nod, she checked herself out in the mirror. For today, she decided to tie her hair back into an elaborate braid. It snaked down her skull and along the back of her neck. She looked good, she thought, maybe a little bit like an action hero. She enjoyed picturing herself holding a laser in one hand, maybe a sword in the other.

She could be a space pirate.

Then with a grin, she shook her head, got into her car, and drove over to his apartment complex. Chloe hadn’t necessarily enjoyed sneaking a peek at her sister’s phone, but she didn’t want to ask for the address; that would have raised too many obvious questions.

But she had the information, and Amy was the kind of girl who didn’t see any reason to lock her phone. She was sweet like that, thought Chloe.

As she walked the halls of the apartment complex, Chloe couldn’t quite help but smile to herself. Even though she had one specific task tonight, she still enjoyed reminiscing. She had never lived in this particular area, but her first apartment had been really similar.

She found his door, knocked, and waited. As she stood there, she had her head tilted slightly to the left. The door opened, and there he was.

He probably thought he appeared professional and daunting in his black slacks and dark gray, button-up shirt. Alex smiled at her before motioning for her to come inside. “Would you like a drink or something?”

He was trying so hard to be a suave gentleman.

“No. Let’s go grab something to eat.” She turned around and walked away.

Chloe never would have behaved this way with anyone else, but it was all part of her strategy. She knew people, and she knew that this boy would follow. Sure enough, he grabbed his keys and his phone and his wallet and scurried after her. She heard the jingling of his door knob as he double checked to make sure the apartment was locked. After that, he had to jog to catch up.

Because she didn’t want him to think that he really had any kind of power or control over this new relationship, she went straight to her car and got into the driver’s seat. “You don’t want me to drive?” Alex asked. He actually sounded confused.

“Nope,” she replied. “Does that bother you?”

Without waiting for an answer, she opened the door, got in, and slipped the key into the ignition. She wasn’t really going to leave without him, but he yanked on the door handle anyway and fell into the passenger seat.

She glanced over at him. “Good boy.”

Chloe didn’t ask him where he wanted to eat. Instead, she drove straight to a small Italian place. She chose it for one reason; Amy hated it. There was no chance of them getting caught here.

Until her project had preceded a little bit further, Chloe knew that her sister wouldn’t understand. Right now, she just looked like a backstabbing traitor.

“You look really good tonight,” he said. “Pretty.”

“Which part?” Chloe didn’t take her eyes off of the road.

“Excuse me?”

“You said I look good. What part do you like best?” Again, she didn’t glance over at him. Not only that, she sounded marginally disinterested, perhaps more like a teacher talking down to a student. She needed more information; he had to improve his comment if he wanted to earn a good grade.

Although she didn’t look at him, Chloe could still imagine his lips moving as he fumbled for an answer. He stuttered a couple of times before finally saying, “I like your hair.”

“I’ll keep that in mind,” she said. This time, she did reward him with a glance. He had on a big, almost drunken smile. She given him a taste of a reward. Now she made things hard for him again. “So tell me, how old are you?”

“Twenty-two,” he said.

“Really?” That seemed unlikely.

“Yeah.”

“Are you lying to me?”

“What? No!”

Chloe wanted to laugh at him. He was like some little dog desperate for attention, so he kept barking, all without realizing that he was in a lot of trouble.

“I think you’re lying.”

“I can prove it.”

“Show me your driver’s license,” she said just as they pulled into the parking lot behind the eatery. Now that she didn’t have to drive, she turned to him. She held out her hand, her palm up.

“I’m not going to show you my driver’s license,” he said.

“Why not? Is it because you’re lying?” As she spoke, Chloe really wished that all of her verbal opponents were this easy. Seriously, this kid had no idea what he was doing. It almost amazed her that he was able to inflict so much harm on her little sister. Maybe he could be more confident when he was dealing with someone his own age. A five-year gap shouldn’t have made much difference, but she started to understand just how much someone could learn over half a decade.

“Because I have a bad picture?” He definitely didn’t know how to live.

“Show me your picture or we’re done.”

This was it. He could have just shrugged, gotten out of the car, and called a ride. It would have been easy enough, but he had been thinking about this girl all week. In fact, the moment he sat down next to her and she started driving, he had gotten harder. Even now, he was grateful for the fact that his shaft pressed up against his pants in such a way that wasn’t noticeable.

“You’re not serious,” he said, doing his best to believe she was bluffing.

“I am,” she said without a twitch of uncertainty. Then she leaned forward slightly, maybe a quarter inch or so. It was enough to speed his pulse. “Alex, I’m interested in you. I think we could have a lot of fun together. But that means you need to learn to do what I want. Because if you can’t, I can go find another guy who will.”

Just like that, she made it very clear how the relationship would work.

At this moment, he could have gotten out. He could have walked away…considering it would have been easy enough to go seduce Amy again, Chloe knew she was risking a lot.

His hand fell to his pocket, and he took out his wallet. A second later, he removed his driver’s license. He handed it to her.

Chloe didn’t check. Instead, she dropped it into her purse.

“What are you doing?”

“Having some fun,” she said. From there, Chloe got out of the car and slammed the door.

Like an eager pet, Alex jumped out of the vehicle and followed after her.

Inside the restaurant, they were seated quickly. Over and over again, Alex kept wondering if he was supposed to ask her about his driver’s license. He didn’t know exactly how she would react once she looked down at the laminated card, so he thought he should bring it up.

Unfortunately, the opportunity didn’t present itself, or he didn’t know how to use the right words.

“Tell me something. How do you feel about dress codes in middle schools and high schools?”

Alex had picked up the menu, and he started to scan across the different possibilities. This was an Italian place, so he expected simple words like “spaghetti” and “lasagna”. Instead, he was confronted by a bunch of foreign words that he didn’t understand. What was zuppa? How about Lesso e pearà?

As his brows knitted through his confusion, he glanced up at Chloe. At ease with her surroundings, she closed the menu and looked at him.

“Well?”

“Dress codes?”

“That’s what I said.”

“I guess they’re fine?”

“You don’t see anything discriminatory or unfair about them?”

“I don’t understand,” he confessed.

She tilted her head to the side again as she put on a condescending smile. Something inside of him tightened. He tried to tell himself that he hated this, especially because he should have been able to take control of the conversation. He had tried when he said that she looked good, but it was impossible to know how this girl would act or what she would say.

But in the end, he was going to have her. Over and over again, that’s what he told himself. If Alex could cling to that possibility, he knew he could win.

“What is a dress code?”

He squinted at her like he didn’t quite understand, but then he answered, “A set of rules.”

“Designed to do what?”

“To make sure that everyone is dressed appropriately?”

“That’s a good start. But why would it be unfair?”

“I don’t know.”

“You used that one word, ‘appropriate’. Who determines what is appropriate?”

He shrugged. “Society, I guess.”

“Does society treat everyone equally?”

“For the most part.”

“If you went out shirtless on the street, would anyone react all that badly?”

“No. In fact, I work out, so I think a lot of the ladies would be grateful.” He smirked at her, doing his best to appear completely confident. His latest attempt to flirt with her failed as he looked into her cold, flinty expression. Her face was set, and she obviously wasn’t amused.

His shoulders fell back, and he slumped down slightly.

“I’m serious. This is an important question.”

“Why?”

“Because dress codes set the tone for how we view people. But more than that, they tell us something. The message might be unspoken, it might be subtle, but it is still there.”

“I think you might be reading too much into it.”

“What would happen if I walked out on the street topless?”

“You would be arrested,” he said.

“Or worse,” she pointed out.

His eyes flickered wider. He hadn’t thought of anything like that. Now the moisture drained away from his mouth, and he could hardly believe that this was what they were talking about on a date.

“What does that have to do with dress codes?”

“It indicates a double standard. And when we talk about dress codes, who do you think is most severely restricted?”

“Girls.” The answer popped out of his mouth before he could stop and think about it. But fortunately for him, Chloe smiled. She flashed her teeth, and she nodded her head, almost as though he had impressed her with his response.

Suddenly, he straightened his back, and some of that confidence returned.

“How so?”

“Well, girls want to put on a lot of outfits that are pretty provocative. I mean, if a female is wearing a really short skirt or something, she’s going to get a lot of attention.”

“That’s true,” Chloe said.

“But then it’s not right. I mean, those girls shouldn’t be getting attention for what they’re wearing.”

“No, they shouldn’t.”

As she agreed with him, it felt like he was winning. This was it. He was going to get to take control of their date, and he would lead her back to his apartment. He would invite her in, hold her hand, and tug her across the threshold. On his small couch, he would lean in and kiss her again, molding her body to his. He would start to touch her, and she would discover just how good it could feel.

As those thoughts spun through his head, she asked another question.

“So the girl gets a lot of attention, who’s responsible?”

“She is,” he blurted out.

“Why? Are you saying that boys can’t control themselves?”

“They can, but—”

“But what?”

Alex blinked. He didn’t know what to say. Since he didn’t fill the silence, Chloe continued, “Guys like to think that they are in control, but then when it comes to what they say or do, they sometimes shirk their own responsibilities.”

“I guess.”

“If you look at me, is it my fault because I put on a tight top or is it your fault because you can’t control yourself?”

Instantly, Alex understood that there was a right answer. If he argued with her, saying that girls wanted it or needed it or were asking for it, he knew exactly how he would sound. He gulped back his trepidation and gave her what she wanted.

“Guys can’t control themselves.”

“So it’s your fault?”

“Yes.” Behind his eyes, he thought he was answering this way in order to get what he wanted from her. That was what he had to focus on.

“That’s impressive,” she told him. “Most boys get incredibly frustrated and fragile. They like to see society in one way, but they can never alter their perspectives.”

“I like to think that I’m flexible.”

“Really?”

“Oh yeah,” he said. He leaned forward slightly and rested his arm on the table. He glanced around the surrounding restaurant. There were other couples seated in the corners. Little candles at the center of each table flickered as people chatted and talked.

“Tell me about it,” she told him, turning those words into a command.

Even if he lost some of his bluster, Alex continued, “Well, let’s just say I’m the kind of guy who is interested in experimentation.” With a smile, he reached down and picked up his glass of water. He started to take a sip.

“So how would you feel if I went to the bathroom and took off my panties?”

Alex nearly choked on his water. He gulped it down quickly, doing his best to not to look like an idiot. He didn’t quite succeed.

Then, without another word, Chloe got up and walked away. She didn’t glance over her shoulder, although she was certain he turned. He must’ve been checking out the way her top clung to her waist, showing off her slender physique. His eyes probably wandered down to her ass.

Good.

She went into the bathroom, pulled off her panties, and came back with them bundled up in the palm of her hand.

“You’re flexible, right?” Chloe asked as she came back to the table.

“Absolutely.”

The hot lawyer leaned down and whispered into his ear, “Then I want you to wear these.” Simultaneously, she took her panties and pressed them down into the palm of his hand. He felt the soft silk against his skin.

Without thinking about it, he took the gift, but then he looked down at them. The color drained away from his cheeks, like he couldn’t really believe it.

Perfectly comfortable, Chloe sat down. She leaned back in her chair and watched him. “You like to brag about how you’re so flexible. Go ahead. Prove it. Go to the bathroom and put those on.”

“What? I can’t!”

“Why not?”

“Because it’s your underwear!” He hissed, although he made sure to keep his voice low so that no one else would hear.

“Are you scared?”

“No, of course I’m not scared!”

“Then prove it. It’s just a garment, Alex. It’s not a big deal,” she told him. Without even trying, she addressed him like a student. Clearly, she knew what was best, so he simply needed to obey.

It worked.

As he looked at this beautiful girl and clutched the panties in his hand, he realized something. This was a huge achievement. Without working at all, he had gotten this girl out of her panties. Of course, there was going to be a price, but when he told his friends about this, he didn’t need to mention her ultimatum.

So he breathed out slowly and made his decision. Without another word, he got up and headed back toward the restrooms. Along the way, he decided that he was going to tell her that they didn’t fit. He tried to put them on, but it wouldn’t work. Then he glanced over his shoulder, and she still had her eyes on him.

It wouldn’t work.

He had to at least try to put them on.

Alone in the bathroom, he made sure to lock the door. He pulled off his pants and his shoes. Next, he dropped his boxers, and then he looked at the underwear. He held it up to his skin. His shaft had remained hard all night, even through the conversation about school uniforms. Now, he looked down at the panties, and he expected his erection to wilt away.

It didn’t.

Instead, he held up her panties, and he examined the texture, the lace, the abstract pattern woven into the front. Damn. These were sexy.

But he couldn’t actually put them on, could he?

No. Of course not. He was a man. He didn’t wear panties like this.

He started to reach down for his boxers, only something struck him, a bolt of curiosity. He told himself that no one else had to know and that this was only a game. Obviously, Chloe wanted to play with him, so the best response would be to show her just how confident he could be.

He spread his legs and put the panties on, pulling them up along his shins, past his knees, and up over his thighs.

The panties were tight, of course, but they did fit him. Not only that, he felt the material along his shaft. It felt good, really good.

He looked down at the panties, and something overwhelmed him. He pushed his fingers down into his hands as he tried to understand what was happening to him.

“They’re just panties,” he said.

Panties.

The word seemed somehow magical. He didn’t know if it was because they had been on Chloe herself or maybe all women’s underwear felt like this. Either way, he grabbed his pants and put them on.

A couple of minutes later, he came back to the table, and Chloe leaned forward. She rested her elbow on the table and her chin on her knuckles. “Are you wearing them?”

“Yes,” he said, his voice straining.

“How do they feel?”

“Weird,” he said.

“You know, it’s okay if you like wearing them. They can feel good.”

“They’re panties,” he hissed. He wanted to sound outraged, only there was something else in his voice. He couldn’t name it.

But Chloe could. He was intrigued. He liked this.

“Want to hear something fun?”

Just then, the server came back. She set some kind of pasta dish in front of Alex. She gave another bowl slowly. “I hope you don’t mind, but I went ahead and ordered for you. You were taking such a long time.” Chloe flashed a condescending grin.

He didn’t really care about the food. Instead, he watched as the server left.

“Can I take them off now?”

Chloe leaned back in her chair and pouted, her lips pressed together into a disappointed line. “I guess you can, if you really want to,” she allowed because he needed to enjoy that illusion of freedom. “But you know, I think it’s really sexy.”

“You do?”

“Absolutely,” she purred. “Are you sure you need to take them off?”

He gulped. There was something about the way she watched him. It was hungry, like some special desire swirled through her body. Because he really didn’t know how to deal with her, he quickly said, “Yeah, okay. I think I can wear them for a little while.”

As they ate, she proceeded to tease him. It was simple enough to slide her foot out of her shoe and pet him with the tips of her toes. She stroked his ankle, the back of his leg, and even his thigh. In fact, she noticed the way he sat forward, sliding up to the edge of his seat. His legs were spread, so she could even poke her toes up against his erection.

Chloe didn’t say anything about it; she didn’t need to. Instead, she let that grin play along her face.

After they ate, she picked up her purse. “You know, I think it’s time for dessert.”

“Yes, please,” he said.

That’s when the server came back with the bill. His eyes lit on the number, and he nearly choked. Chloe easily pulled out her credit card and dropped it on the bill. The server took it away.

“Thank you,” he said. “I can get it next time.”

“Or you can let me pay,” she said. “You are secure enough in your manhood to let a woman pay for you, aren’t you?” Then she leaned in, lowering her voice to a whisper. Even so, he dreaded the possibility that someone else might here. “I mean, you are man enough to wear panties after all. And they’re so girly and feminine. I can’t wait to see you in them.”

“Do you mind if I take them off?”

“Actually, yes, I do.” With her eyes locked on to his face, she continued to palpate his crotch with her toes. Her foot played along the outline of his erection. The sensations became even more intense due to the silk now touching his shaft.

He sat there, doing his best to appear nonchalant, especially when they were surrounded by so many other dining patrons.

And yet, the pleasure coursed through his body.

He nearly climaxed right there in his pants.

“Please, I can’t wear them, not outside.”

“Why not?” Chloe asked. There was something about the glimmer in her eyes. He knew that they were going to go fool around; dessert couldn’t mean anything else. But still, he couldn’t go out in panties! He was a real man, and he couldn’t have some dainty garment wrapped around his manhood.

“Because, it’s embarrassing,” he said, struggling to come up with the right words.

“Careful, Alex. You might hurt my feelings. I’m letting you wear them. You should be grateful.”

“They’re panties,” he hissed. But even as he said the words, he came closer and closer to losing control. She pressed to down with her foot, just enough to get him close to an orgasm.

If she continued to massage him like that, Alex knew that he was going to lose control. He would come in his panties.

No. Reasserting his strength and independence, he told himself that he could do this. He can handle it. It was just a little bit of stimulation. Only that wasn’t true. As he looked across the table, he could feel the excitement rush through his body. Desire overwhelmed him, making it harder and harder to think.

“You’re going to wear those out or I’m going to take you back to her apartment,” she said.

“Fine!”

“No. I want you to have a better attitude than that. Like I said before, you should be grateful. So say thank you.”

“What?” Alex gasped. His voice got a little bit louder. Another couple two tables over glanced in his direction. His face flooded red as he blushed.

“We don’t have to play if you don’t want to,” she said. She had her chin resting against her knuckles again. She brushed her foot from the base of his shaft up to the tip. She pushed down, applying just enough pressure to make him desperate. “I can take you home. I mean, I just want you to wear something. No one has to know. Besides, it’s so sexy.”

“I…don’t…know,” he said, straining every word. It really felt as though he might climax at any moment. He could lose control, and she would be laughing at him.

He didn’t think he would get another chance with Chloe, so he told himself that he was only playing along for her benefit. In time, he would take control—after they were alone and at her place. More than anything, he wanted to claim her. He imagined himself poised on top of her, thrusting down, showing her what a real man could do.

“Fine! I’ll do it!”

“Good boy,” she said.

Since she had already paid, Chloe got up and sauntered toward the exit.

He watched her go for a second before he remembered what he had to do. Then he got up, and he chased after her.

Once again, she walked ahead, taking easy, confident strides. Seconds later, she got into her sedan, and he heard the engine come on. He raced forward, jumping into the passenger seat. He didn’t think she would have left without him, but when he glanced over at her, Chloe didn’t show any signs of sympathy or mercy.

They drove in amicable silence, all while he squirmed in his seat.

When they arrived, she turned her head to him. “I want to have a lot of fun with you, Alex, but there’s one really important thing you should know.”

Before he could ask, she reached out, brushing her fingers along the back of his neck. She took a hold of him and pulled him close. A moment more and he sensed the heat of her breath on the curve of his neck. Obviously, she was in control as she spoke, but something inside of him still clenched deliciously.

“I love having you in panties. I love knowing that you’re wearing my underwear right now. It really, really turns me on.”

With a wicked grin on her face, she popped her door open and got outside. She strolled up the lawn to the front door. Alex looked at the windows, shocked by the home she apparently owned. A small Victorian, it nonetheless dwarfed his tiny apartment. Even in the dark, he could make out the understated colors and manicured lawn. This girl had money, he thought.

For just a second, this little surge of intimidation ran through his body. Then he straightened his spine and told himself that it didn’t matter. Amy was a gorgeous girl, but he managed to wrap her around his little finger. He was going to do the same thing with her older sister. And hell, some day, he might even be able to enjoy a threesome with both sisters. Now that was going to be a lot of fun, he thought to himself.

After he got out, he loped up the lane, running until he jumped up behind Chloe. That’s when she reached out and took his hand. She had a firm grip and she pulled him across the threshold, right into her entryway. She continued to walk, her high heels clicking against of the hardwood floor.

Chloe turned on several lights, and then she sat down.

Just as he was about to join her, Chloe snapped her fingers. “That reminds me. You and I never finished our conversation about your honesty.”

“My what?”

She giggled, like he was just flirting or playing a game. “You remember. You told me you were one age, but I didn’t believe you, so I took your driver’s license. I never had the chance to check, did I?” She still had her purse. It was braced to their owner’s waist.

Some of the moisture drained away from his mouth.

“Does it really matter?” Alex asked with badly feigned indifference.

“Absolutely,” she told him. “I want a man who can be honest with me. Is that you?”

“Okay, a little confession,” he told her.

“No.” She cut him off with one raised finger. “I’m going to check right now. And if I don’t like what I find, there are going to be consequences.” Those words certainly sounded ominous enough, although the smile on her face seemed more flirtatious than menacing.

She reached down into her purse, and Alex could feel the heat run along his skin. He didn’t want to admit it, but he could feel that nervous anticipation grip him.

With two fingers, she pinched his license and pulled it out. Then she looked down at his birth date. “My oh my, I think you lied to me.”

“It wasn’t a very big lie.”

“You’re young,” she said. “In fact, you shouldn’t have been at The Raven at all.”

“They don’t check IDs,” he told her.

“And you think that makes it okay? I’m an attorney. I believe in the law. I don’t think that you should break it.”

“Look, I don’t think you are interested in me because of my legal skills. You want to mess around, don’t you?” He did his best to sound confident and secure, like he wasn’t worried she would kick him out at any moment.

“You’re right,” she said. “Yeah, I am.”

“I want to touch you and feel you. I want to have a lot of fun with you, Alex. But that means you need to be punished first.”

“I—what?” His mind turned blank; he didn’t know what to say to that.

“I’m serious,” she said. “If you really want me to do this with you, you need to be disciplined. You lied to me, and that isn’t acceptable.”

“What kind of discipline?” He squinted his eyes slightly at her.

“Well, I think you should strip down to your panties. I’ll be back in a minute. If you aren’t ready, I’m just going to ask you to leave.” She got up and walked deeper into the house. He saw her vanish behind a bedroom door.

Crap. What was he going to do?

He tried to play out different scenarios where he might be blasé or stubborn. But whether he liked it or not, this girl knew what she was doing. Again, he consoled himself with the idea that he would play along just until he had the opportunity to seize the upper hand. It was going to come around sooner rather than later, or so he needed to hope.

He pulled off his shirt, his pants, his shoes and his socks. He stripped down until he had on nothing but that little triangle of silk.

Of course, his cock remained hard. After spending so much time with Chloe, he couldn’t help himself.

She came back, and something dangled between her fingertips. It swayed back and forth, carried by the momentum of her strides. Then she gripped it tightly in her fingers and raised it up.

A paddle.

“What, what is that?”

“You know what this is,” she said to him. “You tell me.”

“It looks like a paddle.”

“You’re right,” she said. “Now you’re smart enough to figure out why I have it?” When Alex didn’t respond right away, she stepped closer. She reached out and poked his chest. “Come on. I’m sure you can try to guess.”

He needed to appear cool, like none of this affected him. Despite his best efforts, he failed. Alex gulped nervously, and then he stared down at the floor before timidly raising his gaze again. “You want to punish me.”

“That’s right. I want to punish you with this paddle.”

“You can’t be serious.”

“If I’m not, you can leave right now,” Chloe replied.

He inhaled a sharp, frustrated breath. “Fine.”

“First, I want to inspect you. Do me a favor and stand still with your back straight and your hands just above your buttocks.”

“You have to be kidding.”

“No. It’s okay, Alex. Just let me do this. You’ll feel so much better when we are done.”

He glared at her, only then he obeyed. Maybe it was the fact that he had already done so much. She couldn’t be certain one way or the other, but she didn’t really care either. He was going to cooperate, and that’s what mattered.

Sure enough, he stood there, and she started to circle him. She examined his legs, his hands, his arms and his chest.

“You look good,” she said, thinking about the rest of her plan.

He puffed out his chest as much as he could. Like so many other guys, he thought that he would be more impressive if he could make himself seem larger.

“I’m going to have a lot of fun with you,” she promised. Then she reached down and pinched his buttock. He felt her fingertips, and he shivered even as his erection poked out against of the silk of the panties.

“You want to have fun with me? Because I want to have fun with you.”

“Yes. Yes, please,” he told her.

“Good.”

Having inspected the boy who would become her plaything, she sat down on the couch again. Back straight, knees together, she tapped her lap. “Get down across my lap, bottom-up.”

He hesitated for a second, only then he moved forward. He started to slow down, so she grabbed him by his wrist and yanked. He fell forward, landing hard on the couch. Then she grabbed his butt and pinched it. “You have such a nice behind,” she told him. “Now, I want you to know that I don’t like punishing you, but I will do it if that’s what you need. Remember, Alex. This is good for you. You need it.”

He didn’t believe her, but he wasn’t ready to argue or fight either.

After everything he had already done, he felt weak and malleable, she realized. With a grin, she grabbed the paddle, touched it to his buttocks, and then cocked it up. She had never done this before. She had never paddled a boy, so there was this little flicker of doubt. It might have even been regret or reluctance.

Only she thought of Amy and how she was still hoping for some chance with a boy who was always going to exploit her and take advantage of her. Alex needed this. More importantly, it could ultimately be good for Amy too.

Breathing out to savor the moment, Chloe nonetheless brought the paddle down hard. She channeled as much strength as she could. Even so, her aim was slightly off, so it smacked against the side of his butt.

Apparently, that was pretty good anyway because he let out this sharp exhalation.

“What? You didn’t like that? Because you know, this is turning me on a lot.”

“Just get it over with,” he said.

“As you wish,” she retorted.

From there, she started spanking him hard and fast, bringing the paddle down over and over.

She couldn’t see his skin, not while it was hidden by her panties, but she loved the way the redness began to spread outward toward his thighs.

“Count for me,” she ordered.

She smacked his backside.

“One!”

“Good.” She struck four more times. He entered the count with, “Five!”

Because she felt like messing with him, she giggled. “No. I was only four.”

“It was five!”

“There you go, lying to me again.” She clicked her tongue and smacked his backside five more times. With every blow, she rested for a fraction of a second, just enough to recharge.

He didn’t really comprehend what was happening. “How many times did I just think you?”

“Five!”

“No. It was four. Let’s try that again and don’t lie to me this time.”

She raised the paddle and brought it down in a smooth, fluid movement. It almost felt like art to her even as the pain blossomed through his skin. Heat burned along his skin as Alex did his best to remain motionless. He didn’t want to make a sound; he didn’t want to satisfy her with any sign of dismay.

THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK!

“How many was that?” Chloe asked.

Panting now, he didn’t know what to say. Every time she paddled him, the pain drilled straight into his brain. Now, he lifted his chin, and he licked his lips. He intended to defy her, to prove that he was a real man.

“Four,” he said, slumping back down. His chin pushed into the soft cushions.

Chloe rolled him over and looked down into his eyes. “Good boy! I’m very proud of you!” She was giggling, like this was nothing but a game. “Now we can play.”




Chapter 3

Now

“How are you doing in here?” Chloe asks.

“I think dinner will please you, Mistress,” he tells her.

“I’m sure it will,” she answers, calling back into the kitchen. Of course, Chloe has more important things to do. As she answers emails from her firm, she offers advice and support to some of her colleagues. She doesn’t have a major case yet, but that’s fine. She’s in no rush to go back to anything intense or especially difficult, especially when she has been so busy training her sissy.

A smirk dashes her lips as she wonders if she should go back to that kind of intense work. When it comes to the practice of law, she has so many different options. She’s lucky in that way.

“Sissy, get in here,” she calls out.

Taking careful steps in his high heels, he walks back out of the kitchen. She loves this uniform. He has on a purple, satin dress styled like something a French maid might wear. No, not an actual French maid—this is obviously a fantasy with the tight bodice, the short skirt, and of the puffy, quarter-sleeves. He has on white stockings, and high heels. Oh, she loves those high heels. Black and tall, they give him another couple of inches. More than that, they make it hard for him to take confident steps.

Perhaps most importantly, Alex wobbles. He still has to raise his hands to keep his balance. It’s adorable, and the sight makes her wet. She doesn’t know why exactly. It probably has something to do with seeing him struggle so mightily with something so feminine. That’s something so many guys fail to realize. It’s harder to be a girl; they’re more challenges.

Even if they are small difficulties, like high heels, makeup, or raised expectations, they have a cumulative effect, making it generally more difficult to be female.

“I want your opinion on something, sissy.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he says, bowing his head down.

“You think I should take on some major case?”

“Why would you do that, Mistress?”

“Gravitas, respect, money,” she answers.

“Do you have enough money already?”

“Actually, I do,” she answers.

“Do you want more respect?” Before his training, Alex would have simply offered an opinion without asking very many questions. Chloe smiled to herself, thinking about how much he has learned.

“I’m not sure. I certainly get a lot at home, don’t I?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And why is that?”

At this point, he bristles. He has to tighten his jaw as he bites back some controlled response. He knows that he’s being teased; he understands that she’s playing with him. And yet, there’s nothing he can do about it! That thought makes her want to clap her hands and tease him that much more.

“Because you’re my superior, Mistress. It is my job to respect and obey you.”

“There’s a good sissy,” she says. Then she motions for him to come closer. He takes several wobbly steps in her direction, and she smiles.

“Show me your panties.”

“Yes, Mistress.” Tentatively, he reaches down, and he lifts up his skirt. She looks at the bright, shimmering purple of his panties. There are little butterflies all along his crotch.

“There’s a good sissy,” she says.

Then she grabs her pen and tosses it to the floor. “Oh no. I seem to have dropped my pen. Could you pick it up for me?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he says, only now she can hear a growl in his voice.

“There’s a good sissy.” She loves saying those words to him, especially because she can see the color darkening his cheeks every time she does. “You like obeying me, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress. I do.”

“And why is that?”

Alex stands up again. He’s wobbling on his heels, but that’s just fine. He’ll get used to them eventually. Holding out the pen, he waits for her to take it.

“I, I don’t understand.”

“Why do you like obeying me? It’s a simple question.” But really, it’s not. He stares at her, and he starts to figure out what she wants to hear.

No, he thinks to himself. He shouldn’t have to do this. He shouldn’t have to say this. He already serves her sexually and domestically. He goes down on her and cooks her food and cleans her house. He knows that he is basically a servant now, yet she still enjoys poking him, prodding him, and interrogating him.

Breathing out slowly, he remembers how it feels to be paddled, spanked, teased or egged. With all that in mind, his heart speeds up, and his breathing comes in quick, nervous gasps. That’s why he tells her what she wants to hear. “I enjoy obeying you, Mistress, because you are my superior.”

“Oh? How can you tell?”

“Because I’m a sissy.”

“That’s right!”

“Sissies have to obey. There are women and men and sissies. We are clearly inferior.”

“We?” She clearly understands, but she still wants him to say it, to explain.

“Sissies, Mistress.”

“Very good. And why are you inferior?”

“Because I’m not as strong as you or as smart as you, Mistress.”

“That’s right,” she says.

Then she reaches for the chain she wears around her neck, and she pulls out the key to his chastity cage. Alex can’t help himself. When he sees it, his eyes light with hunger. He swallows again. He really shouldn’t react; he shouldn’t make it so obvious, only he can’t help himself.

Every time he sees that key, his shaft hardens—or at least, it tries to. Erections are always denied to him, at least while he’s locked in his cage. Right now, he can feel the plastic tube around his genitals. There’s that extra weight from the plastic restraints and the metal lock.

“Should I release you, sissy?”

“It’s your decision, Mistress. Please, do whatever you want to do.”

“That’s the right answer,” she says.

“You know, I’m not quite hungry for dinner yet. But it looks like you could use something to eat.” She points down to that spot between her legs. She sits up just enough to get access to her panties, and she pulls them off, exposing her sex beneath her skirt.

He’s going to eat her out again; he’s going to please her with his mouth. Alex does his best to hide it, yet he exhales slowly, knowing full well that he will obey. They both know it.

Then

“Do you want to play now?”

“You paddled me,” he said.

“That’s right, I did. Because you lied to me. Do you think that’s acceptable? Do you think you should be able to lie to a girl?”

His ass still stung, and his breathing hadn’t slowed down yet. In fact, he could barely think clearly.

Chloe rolled him off of her lap, and he found himself on his knees, poised in front of her. He still wore nothing but her panties, the silk shining under the light. He didn’t know how to feel; he never imagined anything like this.

“It looks like you still want to play. Tell me how much you want to mess around right now.”

“Yes, please,” he said, his voice ragged. After everything he’d endured so far, he figured he could do this.

“Then come here. I’m going to touch you. I’m going to make sure that it feels really good.” Her voice practically purred with possibility; he knew that this could be amazing.

She spread her legs and leaned back against the couch, giving him more room.

With his face tightening through the confusion, Alex didn’t really understand what she wanted, not until she reached down and took him by his wrist once again. She pulled him back up, and he thought that he was going to straddle her. He had this image in his mind where he would climb up onto her lap, grab her, and lean in to kiss her. It would be powerful and romantic, and it would show her that he belonged on top.

Only then, she maneuvered him down so that his back pressed into her chest.

Alex was just about to protest when her hands slipped down into the panties. “I love seeing you like this,” she said, whispering into his ear. Despite her quiet tones, her voice still buzzed along his body. His nipples hardened even as his erection ached for attention.

Finally, she touched him. Her fingers brushed along his scrotum, then up toward his shaft. She squeezed him gently. “Do you like this?”

“Yes!” Alex panted out. He didn’t make much noise, yet the desperation was obvious.

He couldn’t see her face, so he didn’t know that she was grinning. Of course, that satisfied smile on her face had absolutely nothing to do with his cock or his pleasure. On the contrary, she just enjoyed how well everything had gone.

Her hand moved up and down the length of his member. All the while, she teased him, breathing out slowly. “If you’re very good, I’m going to fuck you. Would you like that, Alex? Would you like me to ride you?”

“I should be on top,” he said.

Chloe stopped. She still had her hand down in the panties, but she didn’t stroke him. She pulled her hand away, stretching the silk.

“Oh?”

The sudden cessation made him wince. He didn’t understand what he had done wrong.

“Care to try again?” Chloe asked. There was a playful note of joy in her voice.

Even so, he needed her to continue. He reached down, and he was going to grab her hand and push it back toward his length. Instead, she reached up with her free hand and tapped him across the face. It wasn’t quite a bitch slap, but it had the desired effect. He remembered that this girl could be hard to predict and maybe impossible to control.

“Try again, Alex. I know you can do it. There’s something I want to hear.”

“You should be on top,” he told her. He didn’t sound enthusiastic, but it was the correct answer, so she started touching him again.

Incandescent pleasure raced through his body, but it quickly morphed into something nefarious because he craved more. He needed that blast of ecstasy, the release that would come with an orgasm.

Instinctively, he wanted to reach into his underwear and touch his shaft. He needed to take himself in hand, only he couldn’t. Every time the desire swept through him, he remembered how it felt to be paddled, how easily this girl could take control.

Besides, she knew what she was doing. Like so many other guys, he had masturbated plenty, but this was different. It felt almost magical. It was certainly addictive.

Alex was breathing heavily now, and he knew he might come at any moment.

“I want to have sex with you, Alex. I want to feel you deep inside of me. I want you on your back, and I’m going to hold you as I ride you so hard. You’re going to feel incredible. You want that, don’t you? You want me to ride you, right?”

“Yes, yes please,” he said, his voice shaking. Alex couldn’t help it.

She teased him beautifully, playing with his tip, his base, and his balls. Her fingers moved lightly and dexterously, practically dancing along his most sensitive spots.

She knew precisely how to press his buttons.

Of course, he was lost to the sensations all while she resisted the very strong temptation to laugh at him. Part of her could hardly believe that he didn’t see what was happening. Then again, he was a boy. She knew that they could be easily swayed by their dicks. While she enjoyed her libido, she could hardly imagine what it would be like to let it control her. On the contrary, she enjoyed a special kind of precision when she was turned on.

Alex never would have been able to understand the exact reasoning. And even if he did, he would’ve been rightly terrified. Still, having him pressed up against her did turn her on. But for her, it was all about the game. She was enjoying what she could do with him, how she could tease him, play with him, and manipulate him.

Resisting the temptation to use her free hand to touch herself, she instead had one arm wrapped around his torso as she played with him.

“Please,” he said, his voice stretched and strained.

“What is it, Alex?” Chloe asked. “Please, I can’t take much more of this!”

“Why not?” Chloe asked. “You’ve been so patient all night. We’ve been flirting and playing with each other, and I just want to touch you. I want to make sure that is really, really good for you.”

Just like that, she squeezed him again.

He hissed through his teeth. He barely managed to keep himself from climaxing right there.

No. He wasn’t going to blow his load prematurely. He clung to that idea. He turned that thought into a promise. He could handle himself. He could control his body.

After all, Alex remembered a party he had gone to. Apparently, a guy and girl were about to hook up, so they snuck off to one of the bedrooms in the house. But just a few minutes later, she came back out. Drunk, she was laughing at him.

The guy had gotten excited; he had gotten so turned on that he couldn’t control himself. Before he even got his pants off, he came. For the rest of the party, people were laughing about that story.

Alex wasn’t going to let that happen to him!

So he bit down.

Once or twice, he tried to turn around, but each time he did, Chloe tightened her grip on his shoulders and chest.

“Please,” he said again.

“Oh no. We’re going to take our time here. We’re going to do this right,” she said. Then she leaned over and gently grazed her teeth along his ear lobe. The fresh sensation sparked something else within him.

“I love touching you just like this, Alex. It feels so good. I’m having so much fun. This is what I want.” To tease him further, she said, “I can’t wait for the chance to feel you. I want you to ram me hard. Do you understand? Do you understand, Alex?”

Honestly, he barely heard her. With every second, he had to focus all of his energy and attention on keeping himself from losing control. At any instant, it would have been easy to let his shaft throb, to pulsate as he came.

He had never, ever been this horny before.

Whenever he had been with Amy, the sex had been simple. He would push her down onto the bed, pin her, and yank down her panties. He would be on top, and he would come at her hard. He didn’t even have to go down on her. There wasn’t really any kind of foreplay. His dick got hard, and that was good enough for him.

“I’m going to let you lick my breasts. I want to suck on my nipples as I ride you. I’m going to push down on you, Alex, and it’s going to feel so good. You’re going to feel just how tight and wet I am right now. I can’t wait, can you? It’s going to feel so, so good when we fuck…”

Those tempting, tantalizing words proved to be too much. Or maybe it was the fact that she squeezed him just a little bit harder. Second by second, she studied this boy, and she made a little prediction. This would be it. This would be the moment when he lost control.

She may as well have been learning how to play a videogame as she learned to master his joystick. “You like this, don’t you? It’s okay. Enjoy yourself,” she said.

Enjoy yourself.

Somehow, that sounded like the magic words. Arching his back, tensing, he clenched every muscle in his body as he started to come. She squeezed him again, one more time. For a second or two, everything turned to pleasure. He clenched his eyes shut, and he basked in that wonderful release.

“Ew!” she cried out. She yanked her hand away from his shaft. Suddenly, he didn’t have that pressure, and the orgasm seemed to fade. He was still pulsating and throbbing, but it wasn’t anywhere near as good. “What’s wrong with you?” Chloe was practically squealing.

She put her hand on his back and shoved him to the floor. He stumbled down onto his hands and knees.

His lips moved, only he didn’t know what to say. Alex struggled to come up with something, only he saw that look of repulsion on her face.

“I’m sorry!”

On the inside, she was laughing. On the outside, Chloe looked at him. “What was that? You came in my hand!”

To prove her point, she raised her palm.

“I can clean it up!” He jumped to his feet, and he was going to rush off to the kitchen to find some paper towels or something.

“No.” Her voice snapped out onto the air, a bark of command.

He froze there on his knees.

“This is really disgusting, Alex. We were fooling around, having some fun, and you came in my hand? What the heck is wrong with you? Do you have any self-control?”

He bowed his head down. Hot shame rushed through his body. He couldn’t believe it. He had been given the chance to be with this amazing, super sexy girl, and he had blown it. He only had to wait a little while longer, but he couldn’t even do that.

“Get over here and lick my hand clean.”

“What?”

Chloe leaned forward. Extending her hand like he was a dog eager to sniff her, she said, “I’m going to explain this to you, and I’m only going to explain it once. This is your one chance, Alex. You just messed up badly. And if you want to make it up to me, you’re going to lick my hand clean. Tell me you understand.”

“I understand.” He didn’t, not really.

“Then get over here and clean up your mess.”

She was pissed. As he looked up at her, shame weighed him down. Corrosive and sharp, it ran down into his chest. Again and again, he wanted to apologize, to say that he was sorry, especially as his eyes started to dampen. But then he told himself that he was a real man, and he wasn’t going to cry, especially over something like this.

“I really like you, but I’m not sure you want to be with me, especially if you can’t control yourself.” Behind her eyes, Chloe wondered if maybe she should have been an actress. She loved seeing that puppy dog distress on his face. He was so scared that he wasn’t going to get to be with her again. Good. Because she meant it. Like all good attorneys and negotiators, she knew when to walk away. So if he didn’t obey, this would be the end of their little experiment.

What was he going to do?

He crawled forward.

Fighting hard to keep a straight face, she watched as he lowered his lips toward her extended hand. He was going to do it! He was really going to lick the come off of her palm! Hot excitement surged through her body.

“Go ahead. You can do it. I know you can,” she said to him.

“Please, I don’t think I can.”

“If you want the chance to be with me, you’re going to do this. This is you making up for messing up. This is you making things right. You can do it.” At this point, Chloe just couldn’t help herself. A big, eager grin spread across her face. At least she wasn’t laughing at him.

For his part, Alex seemed to be trapped in his own embarrassment and shame. He opened his mouth and he started to lick. Like a good boy, he slid his tongue up and down the palm of her hand as he cleaned her.

“Good. Very good,” she said.

He swiped his tongue up and down until she was finally satisfied.

“For that, I’m going to let you watch me touch myself.”

“Yes, please,” he said because he thought this could only go one way. She would touch herself, she would get excited, and then they would finally have sex!

Chloe sat up, and she raised her skirt. Since he was wearing her underwear, she was already naked beneath that thin layer of fabric. She spread her legs. He stared straight ahead, his eyes darting from her face down to her slit.

Excitement thrummed through his body. He could feel himself start to get hard again already. Yes!

She reached up and sucked on two of her fingers. Then she brought her hand back down, and she started to caress her pussy. She was already glistening before she began, but he still watched, fascinated.

“This is amazing,” he whispered.

“You like watching me pleasure myself?” Chloe asked.

“Yes. Very, very much.”

“Maybe you can help me later,” she said.

“Yes, please,” he said, sounding just like some little kid eager to be helpful.

Her fingers moved down and then up, and then she penetrated herself. She started to go faster and faster.

Their night together had worked her up, and Chloe didn’t feel like she needed to delay this. No, she was hungry for an orgasm, so she was going to take it. Maybe Alex wasn’t going to enjoy that same thrill, only she didn’t care.

Closing her eyes, she considered all the possibilities and what she was going to do with this boy. She glanced down at him again. He looked so good in those panties, but other ideas played through her head. Fantasies, desires, and half-considered possibilities swelled through her imagination.

Skirts, dresses, collars and leashes. Paddles, restraints, and cages.

Yes! She was going to do it to him!

Their eyes met for a moment, and gave her a weak smile.

He didn’t know it yet, but she was going to take everything from him!

She panted, coming hard. The pleasure exploded through her body, and then she pulled her hand back.

Breathing in and out slowly, she looked down at him. “Okay, you can get dressed and head out now.”

“What?”

She reached down for him. She touched her fingertips to his cheek, smearing some of her juices along his face. Then she explained, “You made a big mistake tonight, so we are not going to have sex. But don’t worry, I’m going to give you another chance later. Go home, clean up those panties, and bring them back to me.”

“Okay,” he said. He gathered up his clothing.

Before he could ask, she explained, “Don’t worry. Your apartment isn’t that far from here. You can walk.”

He nodded his head again. Just like a good boy, he put on his clothing and left. Once he was gone, she threw herself down onto the couch, and she started giggling. This was going to be amazing!

As he walked along the sidewalk, heading back to his apartment, he thought about pulling out his phone. It would have been easy to go online and lose himself to some game or a random article. Instead, he kept daydreaming about what could have been.

How had he lost control like that? How had he surrendered?

He was supposed to be able to do whatever he wanted.

Amy had never touched him or teased him like that. He wanted to get angry or annoyed, but he couldn’t. It had felt so incredible. And now, he wanted more. In fact, he found that he was grateful for the possibility that Chloe might go out with him again. But no matter what, he wasn’t going to mess it up a second time.

By the time he got back to his apartment, he couldn’t help himself. He pulled off the panties, and he meant to throw them to the floor. He was going to have to wash them, obviously.

He didn’t get rid of them, however. Instead, Alex held onto them. He clutched them in the palm of his hand as he threw himself down onto his bed. Having already taken off his pants, he left his hardened shaft exposed. He started to rub himself. It felt so good, especially as he imagined her touch, her hair, her lips.

He wanted her to go down on him. He wanted her to wrap her wet lips around his cock and suck on him. More than that, he really, really needed to enslave her.

Damn. That would feel so good. He would look down at her, and she would finally give him the respect that he deserved. He was the man, so he had to show this girl that he was in charge. He would always be the boss. It was a function of society and testosterone and aggression.

So why did that never work out?

Alex quickly discarded that thought. Instead, he lost himself to those fantasies.

The next day, her number appeared on his phone.

“Hello?”

“Hey, how are you feeling. Is everything okay after last night? I just wanted to make sure that you made it home okay.”

“I’m fine. Thanks,” he told her. The words he chose seemed relatively nonchalant, like he expected nothing less. But at the same time, his voice cracked. He just couldn’t stop it, not when the sound of her voice felt like an injection of adrenaline straight into his bloodstream.

“Would you like to come over tonight? I was hoping we could relax.”

“What were you thinking?”

“I don’t know. Maybe watch a movie or something.”

Watch a movie. It sounded like a lovely euphemism for sex. They were going to hook up! Finally!

“That sounds great,” he told her.

“Oh, and Alex?”

“Yeah?”

“Maybe you should make sure that you control yourself a little bit better tonight. You think that will be okay?”

“Yes,” he grumbled.

“I’m glad to hear it. I mean, I know that you are a very virile boy, but I want to have some fun with you. You know what I mean?”

“Yeah, I think I do,” he told her.

It was their second date.

He hated this part. As he stood in front of her door, anxiety rushed through his body. It filled him up, like someone was pumping him with helium or something. And yet, he had to stand there, waiting, wondering if maybe he’d gotten the day or time wrong or something. He was tempted to pull out his phone and double check the text messages.

She opened the door, only she wasn’t wearing a tight skirt or blouse or anything like that. Instead, she had on a T-shirt and sweatpants.

“Hey,” she said, beckoning him in with a wave of her hand. “I’m glad you could come!” She sounded excited.

“I wouldn’t miss this for anything,” he told her, hoping that he sounded romantic.

“So I was thinking we could watch some movies, and maybe you could help me with my nails.”

“What?” He glanced over at her coffee table. Sure enough, there were dozens of little bottles of nail polish. They looked like a rainbow forest.

“Yeah, I thought we could watch some movies and maybe we could do our nails or something. If you don’t want to do yours, that’s okay. You can just help me with mine.”

She hopped down onto the couch and pulled off her socks. Sure enough, she had sexy feet. Alex never imagined such a thing was possible. He knew that some guys could get excited by a girl’s feet, but that had never been his thing. He didn’t know what it was about her small toes or the high arches of her feet, but his mouth started to water. He wanted to be close to her.

“Yeah, sure,” he finally said. He sat down, and she pulled her knees up to her chest.

“What color do you think would work best?”

“I don’t think I really have an opinion,” he confessed.

“Sure, you do. It’s okay. Just go with your instincts.”

There were so many different shades arrayed before him. Blues, pinks, yellows, and reds. He thought about picking one of the shades of red, if only because it was so traditional, right? Most girls painted their nails red as far as he knew. But then, there was something else, one that was this bright shade of pink. It was almost a neon. He picked it up, just to look at it. “Oh, that’s cute!” Chloe said.

He glanced back at her. In her pale pink sweats with the little hearts embroidered along the sides and that white T-shirt with the yellow star over the front, she looked more like a little girl.

There was something about her voice as well. She sounded more feminine, childish even.

This could be it.

But he had to be patient.

Alex knew that he was going to be able to take her. He would be able to seize the initiative and show her what he could do. But he couldn’t rush things, so he held it up. “You like pink?”

“Read the label.”

It wasn’t just a shade of pink. Apparently, it also came with little sparkles.

Chloe grinned at him. “Go ahead. Put some on me.” She brought her legs up and rested her calves along his lap. The proximity made him hard instantly. At the same time, he looked over at her.

Maybe he thought he could handle her.

Cute.

Wiggling her toes, she grinned at him. They had only been together a couple times, yet her proximity intoxicated him. “Go ahead. You can paint my toes. I give you permission.” He had her feet before him, but he didn’t know what to do.

“I’ve never done this before,” Alex told her.

With every second, he hoped to that she might pull her feet back. If she wanted to paint her nails, that was fine with him. He could just watch or something. And yet, she wiggled some more, giggling all the while. “Oh, it’s okay. I think you’ll be great at it. You know, we can just kind of play pretend. It’s like we are best friends and you’re just one of the girls.”

“I am not one of the girls,” he growled at her.

“Then prove it by being all big, strong, and brave. Do something you’ve never done before.”

Alex hated that logic, but there was something about this playful side of her that made him start to unscrew the bottle. Gingerly, he pulled out the brush and looked at the bright, sparkling pink. Glistening there in front of him, the brush felt light in his hand; he felt something, a strange sort of anxiety, a different kind of excitement. He breathed out slowly.

Alex never would have admitted this or shared it with her, but he could remember that strange feeling he got when he was back in elementary school. There had been a couple of times where the boys weren’t around for one reason or another. Consequently, he had to play with the girls. They always had their childish games of House and Pretend. While he and his friends always liked to imagine conquering the world or saving the universe, those girls seemed more interested in domestic fantasies. And since he didn’t want to be alone, he had to play along. Still, there was something relaxing and joyful about being with the girls. He didn’t know what it was or why they fascinated him, but they did.

Now, he bit his lower lip as he brought the brush down to her big toe. Almost like a Renaissance painter working with some masterpiece, he dabbed the brush down. “That’s right. Just smooth, easy movements,” she said, careful not to move.

He concentrated entirely on what he was doing. “You know, I think you’re really good at this.” After a few more seconds, he finished with the first brushstrokes. She raised up her foot and examined the pink sparkles.

She lowered her calf back down to his lap.

It had to be the intimacy, he realized. There was something so magical and mystical about being this close to a girl. It was like she trusted him, like she would allow him into her inner sanctum. That thought made his heart beat faster.

As far as he was concerned, he was still going to get that moment where he claimed her, but he could enjoy this for a little while at least.

After her big toe, he worked his way down, brushing the polish onto each of her toenails. All the while, he lost himself to this perfect focus. And when he was done with her left foot, she raised her leg up and exhaled gently. “Very nice. I’m super impressed! What are you majoring in again?”

“Civil Engineering,” he told her. This was the first time they had talked about his education.

“Very nice. Well, I think you could have a career in cosmetology if you wanted.”

He chuckled. “No thank you.”

“What, do I detect a note of judgment in your voice?”

“Well, yeah,” he said. “It’s just that I want to do something a little bit more important.”

“Why do you think engineering is more important?”

“Because you make more money.”

“Importance shouldn’t be judged based off of how much you make.”

“Because you need buildings, but you don’t need to look good.”

“It’s not about need, Alex,” she said. He recognized that tone of voice. It was instructive and didactic, like she was the teacher and he was a student. This meant that his opinion didn’t really count, and she was going to educate him. He bristled at the thought, but there was nothing he could do. Still remembering the last time he got paddled, he didn’t want to provoke her. “It’s about desire, fantasy, and comfort. People need buildings and safe places to live, you’re right, they also should be happy. What’s the point of having a safe place to live if you don’t care about your surroundings? They both matter.”

“Whatever you say.”

“Tell me they both matter,” she commanded.

He glanced over at her. For a moment, he was tempted to taunt her, to argue, to defy her.

Only then, something inside of him broke as their eyes locked on to one another. Whether he wanted to admit it or not, this girl knew exactly how to intimidate him. “Fine. They both matter.”

“No smile for me when you say it.”

He flashed her a grin. Maybe he didn’t realize exactly how demeaning that comment had been, but she didn’t really care.

“Other foot,” Chloe demanded. She raised her toes up and the air, and he went back to work.

“Good job. That’s right. You’re doing such a good job.”

“Thank you,” he told her. This time, he made sure to smile, even though he felt silly.

“Now, we need to figure out what we’re going to do with your toes.”

“What?” For a second, he really thought he had heard her incorrectly, but one glance at this girl made it clear she wanted to play with him. “No. I don’t want to do anything.” The idea of having painted toes felt so feminine, so girly.

“What’s the big deal? It’s just you and me. Besides, it’s not like anyone would know.”

Alex froze as he considered those different counter arguments, but then she tilted her head to the side. “Are you sure you don’t want to play? I mean, otherwise, you should probably just go.” She looked slightly annoyed at the prospect, but she would let it happen if he really insisted on being stubborn.

“Look, if you paint my toes, it’s going to feel weird.”

“Why?”

“Because painted toes are for girls,” he said.

“What’s wrong with that?” Chloe asked, seemingly innocent.

He opened his mouth, only to choke off the words of the last moment. He realized that anything he said could be taken as insulting to women.

“That’s what I thought,” Chloe said. “Besides, you were already wearing panties. Which reminds me, what are you wearing now?”

“My boxers,” he growled.

“And where are my panties?”

“In my apartment,” he said. “They’re still drying.”

“So you washed them like a good boy?”

Like a good boy. That phrase made him sound like he was a pet for a child or something. Alex didn’t like it, but then she nodded. “That’s really good. Thank you for taking care of that. But you know, I think it’s really sexy when you’re in panties. Maybe you could wear another pair for me?”

“No!”

She pulled her legs away from his lap, and he worried that maybe she was going to kick him out. Instead, she sidled up next to him.

The aroma of her strawberry perfume filled his senses. He imagined what it would be like to touch her, to kiss her, to have sex with her. All of these different possibilities glowed bright in his imagination, only to be cut off when she said, “I think it’s really sexy when you wear panties, Alex. Don’t you want to be sexy for me?” Her voice took on this husky tone. It was full of promise and possibility.

“Fine,” he said. “Good!”

Chloe jumped up onto her feet. Holding her toes out and raised off of the floor, she walked on her heels right out of the room. He watched her go, and Alex couldn’t help but smile.

But wait a second. Had he really agreed to wear panties again?

Yes.

And because he already agreed, he knew he wouldn’t be allowed to change his mind, not unless he wanted to get out of there.

The thought filled him with fear. It made his skin go cold because he loved being around Chloe. He couldn’t help it, not when she was so beautiful, so sexy. She was the kind of girl every guy would fantasize about. And if he played along for just a little while longer, he knew he would be able to conquer her.

It was only a question of time.

Still hopping forward on her heels, Chloe reappeared before him, except now she held something in one hand. She raised it up like a flag.

Another pair of panties.

These were a bright shade of purple, and they had a black butterfly embroidered along the front.

“You have got to be kidding me,” he complained.

“No. I think they’re going to look really cute on you, Alex. Besides, we are super lucky that you’re so small. I mean, they’re going to fit you just right, I’m sure. Now put them on.”

“I don’t want to,” he complained.

“Too bad. You’re going to put them on because I said so.” Her eyes sparkled. Technically, those words were probably meant to sound like a joke, like she was only teasing him. And yet, there was this certainty that he could barely resist.

Exhaling with frustration, he got up, he unbuttoned his pants, and he dropped them to the floor. Next, he kicked them off, followed by his boxers.

“I’m always amazed by how boys can feel comfortable being naked in front of other people,” she said.

He took the panties from her and pulled them up along the length of his legs. Moments later, he felt that soft silk against his scrotum, between his legs, and up the length of his shaft. He was hard through the entire thing.

“You know, it’s okay if you enjoy wearing panties.”

“I don’t,” he insisted.

Chloe came closer to him. For the moment, she seemed to forget about her toes as she pressed her body into his. Because they were almost the exact same height, it was easy for her to look right into his eyes as she came closer and closer.

All at once, he realized that she meant to kiss him. Their lips were going to touch, and it was going to be amazing.

“You don’t need to be embarrassed or ashamed. It’s okay. It’s just the two of us here. Just you and me. You can tell me the truth.”

“I don’t,” he said. She was so incredibly close now. If he moved even a quarter inch forward, their faces would have touched. Somehow, he couldn’t bring himself to lean in and kiss her. She was older, stronger, and more mature. She was gorgeous and way out of his league. All of those variables combined to keep them frozen in place.

Then she made it even more difficult for him to act because her hand went down to his crotch. She began to touch him, running her fingers up and down his length. With every soft movement, she sent pulses of pleasure dancing along his nerve endings.

“Are you sure you don’t like this? Are you sure you’re not turned on? Because you feel awfully hard right here. And I’m good with that, Alex. I want you to be excited. Having you in panties turns me on. It makes me so wet.”

He gulped, his mouth dry, his throat tensed.

“Fine,” he said. “It turns me on,” he mumbled.

“No. You can do better than that,” she said. “Tell me that you like wearing panties. Tell me that turns you on.”

Alex wasn’t sure if this was true or not, but he loved the idea that he could turn her on. “I like wearing panties. It turns me on!” The words sounded forced, but she didn’t care.

She leaned in and kissed him on the cheek.

“You know exactly how to make a girl happy,” Chloe said to him before she threw herself back down against the couch. Her fingers tightened around his length.

He started to say no; he began say, “Stop!” Unfortunately, Alex couldn’t get through half of that word before he lost control. His body seized up as the pleasure slammed into him. He had been so close to her—so aroused. The temptations took him and swept aside all of his will power.

As his shaft throbbed, he felt the splash of come against the inside of his panties. Helpless to stop it, especially because she continued to stimulate him, Alex lost it. He closed his eyes and wrapped his arms around her as he surrendered. All the while, she continued to touch him for a few more seconds.

“Oh no,” she said. “Alex, I think you just came in your panties. You must really, really like them.”

She put her hands on his shoulders and nudged him back. His eyes and face were aimed down at her feet.

When she touched the underside of his chin, he didn’t resist. “Hey there, are you okay?”

“I can go,” he said. He was so disappointed in himself. He was supposed to be better than this.

“Why?” Chloe asked.

“Because we can’t fool around now.”

“Maybe not,” she said. “And maybe you definitely need to go take a shower and then you’ll have to put on another pair of panties, but that’s not a big deal.”

“It’s not?”

“Alex, I’m having a really good time hanging out with you. If you want to leave, you can, but I think it would be fun if he stayed.”

“But you said you were turned on.”

“I am. And maybe if you’re a lucky boy, I’ll let you help me with that later,” she said.

He wondered if he could recover. Almost assuredly, he told himself. Some of his old confidence began to inflate his chest once again. “Okay.” He flashed her a smile.

“Go ahead. Go take a shower.”

He turned around and started to walk toward the guest bathroom. “By the way, there’s something I’d like to ask of you.”

He froze, his back going rigid. “Yes?” Alex asked tentatively.

“Do you think you could shave off all of your body hair for me?”

“Why would I do that?” He turned around, which was a mistake. She batted her eyes at him adoringly. “Because it’s only fair. I mean, I’m nice and smooth.” Technically, he didn’t know that for sure. After all, he had never had the pleasure of seeing her naked. “So it’s only fair. I’m smooth, so you’re smooth. Besides, body hair just really isn’t attractive.”

He gulped. She was going to let him stay; they were going to hang out together even though he had just messed up. Remembering all of this, he nodded his head down and up. “Okay. I think I can,” he said.

She skipped toward him, taking his cheeks in her hands. She kissed him on the tip of his nose and looked right into his eyes. “No. I want you to do a good job. I’m going to give you a nice little inspection when you’re done, and you’ll be naked and in front of me. And if you do a really, really good job, I’ll let you give me an inspection. Doesn’t that sound like fun?”

“Yes, please,” he said. Gratitude rang through his voice.

Not only that, he could feel his erection start to stir again.

They were definitely going to fool around!

Alex couldn’t believe that he was doing this. He was actually going to shave off all of his body hair. Not only that, he had to use a pink razor to do it! He exhaled, feeling like an idiot as the hot water pounded down into his body. He had already washed his crotch, but now he looked down at his pubic hair. He hadn’t been smooth since elementary school.

Sure, he was clean shaven, mostly because his facial hair took a couple of days to really be noticeable. He could go for a while without shaving, and no one would notice.

He shaved his face first, and as he did so, he wondered if this was a new razor or if it had actually touched Chloe and some of her most sensitive spots. The thought made his mouth dry despite the steam rising up all around him.

After he finished with his face, he shaved his arms. As he worked, going inch by inch, he realized just how much work this really was. He could hardly believe that girls would shave so much of their body.

Whatever.

He remembered her promise of an inspection. That thought kept him moving. He shaved his arms, then his chest, and then he looked down his legs.

He breathed out slowly and then got to work. He took his time, making sure that he got every spot. After all, he didn’t want to give Chloe any excuse to back out of their deal.

All the while, he was hard. He couldn’t help himself, not when he thought about how much fun it was going to be to see her naked. And that was just going to be the first step, he believed. He was going to see her naked, and then he was going to touch her. He would get to run his fingers along her breasts. He would be able to punch her nipples. And once she was horny and desperate, he would be able to take control. As far as he was concerned, it was an inevitability.

Since there wasn’t a clock in the bathroom, Alex had no idea how long it took. At the same time, he kept checking and double checking different parts of his body. He shaved his arms, his legs, his underarms, and his legs. Every time he checked, however, he found some little patch of hair, maybe a stray strand.

More and more, he just wanted to give up.

He wasn’t going to, however, not with the incentive that Chloe had given him!

By the time he finally decided he had gotten every little bit of extra hair, he turned off the water and grabbed a towel. He glanced over at one of the mirrors, only it was completely fogged up. He couldn’t see anything of his body.

Once he was done however, he wrapped a towel around his waist, and he stepped out into the hallway. The air felt cool against his skin, though he enjoyed it.

He went into the living room, where he found her watching TV.

“I’m done,” he announced.

“Good,” she said, turning off the screen. She jumped off of the couch and spun around. She came right toward him.

Without asking for permission, Chloe grabbed a towel and pulled it away. His finger shot down in a vain attempt to get it from her, but it was too late. He was soon naked in front of her.

“Awesome!” Chloe clapped her hands together.

He wanted to say something confident and smug like, “Oh yeah. You’re lucky to have this, babe.” Or maybe he could have said, “Say thank you.” Instead, he just watched her. His lips parted for a moment, only to close again.

Naked like this, he couldn’t summon up any real confidence, especially because she began to circle him. He kept his hands at his sides, and he looked straight ahead.

“I’m very proud of you. It looks like you’ve done such a good job. And hey, you have pretty legs!”

Didn’t she mean handsome?

Alex decided that he didn’t want to ask. As she circled him, her eyes moved up and down his body, and he felt like something she could buy. This really did feel like an inspection, like she was about to make a purchase. Then her fingers began to slide along his body. She started with his leg, her fingers moving gently up his thigh. As she touched him, her fingertips trailed little sparks of electricity through his body.

He was definitely hard now.

“You look amazing,” she said. “I think you should keep yourself shaved like this from now on.”

“What? No. That’s way too much work,” he said.

Chloe looked right at him. “True, but if girls have to do it, I think you should have to do it too. It’s only fair, right?”

Naked and shaved in front of her, he couldn’t summon up the courage to argue. “I guess,” he finally said lamely.

“That’s right. Now, make me a promise.” She was doing it again, talking down to him. He may as well have been in kindergarten, which would make her the teacher.

“I promise. I’ll keep myself shaved.”

“Every inch below your eyebrows?”

“Every inch,” he promised.

“Good boy.”

She stepped in front of him, and he was about to remind her of her side of the deal, only her fingers pinched at the side of her skirt. She pulled on the zipper, loosening the fabric. Suddenly, it fell down around her. She pulled off her top, and soon she was down to her bra and panties.

Alex could hardly take it.

This girl was magnificent. Another wave of powerful desire pounded through him, but he breathed slowly and did his best to maintain that self-control. Even so, he could feel the need to climax once again. He had been horny before Chloe really came into his life, only now the desires seemed so much more powerful.

He studied the release of her bra, the little patterns of her panties. Suddenly, he was thinking about what it would be like to wear that underwear, to be where her pussy had been.

“You like these?” She spun like a ballet dancer, her hair flashing up and falling back against her shoulders. “I think these panties are really cute.”

“They’re beautiful. But you’re more beautiful.”

“Oh, you’re so sweet!”

Then she stepped closer, but she still wasn’t naked. She touched him, rubbing her chest on him. Then she slipped around behind him, and she whispered into his ear, “I can’t wait to take you back into my bedroom. I’m going to lay you down and ride you so hard.” As she spoke, she touched his genitals again. “Well, you’re so smooth. This is going to be amazing. I can’t wait for us to have sex, Alex.”

She wrapped her fingers around his length, and suddenly he knew it was going to happen again. Time slowed down, and he wanted to pull her hand away. He needed a second to relax, yet there was something so magical about her touch. Besides, it felt so good. He could barely fight it despite the frustration flashing through his body. It burned bright along his skin, overwhelming all of his self-control.

Inside, he was cursing. He almost wanted to cry, but it was too late and it felt too good.

She squeezed him again, and he came hard, he shaft pulsating. After all of his work shaving, all of the effort spent, and now her proximity made it impossible to keep this from happening, especially with her sound of her voice whispering in his ear, “It’s going to be so amazing. I can’t wait to feel you inside of me. I’m so hot right now, Alex. This is going to feel so good.”

His shoulders slumped even as he tensed up, and she squeezed him, practically milking his cock. He blew his load again, only now he wasn’t even wearing panties. His come shot forward, splashing against the floor.

Then she opened her eyes, and she feigned frustration. “Again? Did you really just come again?” She sounded like an owner talking down to a disobedient dog.

The last traces of pleasure dissipated, and he looked down. His heart beat faster, and he spun around. Or at least, he tried to, but she didn’t release him. Maybe she really was stronger than Alex, or maybe this was just his own psychosomatic weakness. Either way, he couldn’t make himself argue with her or fight her hold on him.

“I’m sorry,” he finally whispered. “I didn’t mean to. You just feel so good.”

“It’s okay. But now we have a little problem.”

“What?” With every sentence she spoke, Alex kept expecting her to kick him out.

“I’m still very horny, Alex.”

“I’m sorry. Maybe if you touch me or something, I can get—”

“You really think the only way for you to get me off is with your dick?”

He didn’t understand.

But then, she stepped back and hooked her thumbs into the elastic of her panties. She shimmied slightly as she pulled the underwear down, letting the dark silk stop at her feet. She pulled her toes from the underwear, and then she stepped back to the couch. “Come here. I want you to get down on your knees in front of me. You’re going to go down on me.”

She didn’t even make it sound like a command; it was a simple observation of fact, one that he would not be able to resist or deny.

“I don’t think I can,” he said.

“Why not?” She seemed more curious than anything else.

“Because that’s not something a guy should have to do.”

“Why not?”

Because it would be demeaning. Because it would be humiliating. Because he was supposed to be better than that! He was supposed to be able to stimulate her with his cock and his fingers.

Obviously, Alex didn’t say anything like that because he knew he would insult her. So instead, he glanced around the rest of her living room as he tried to think of some good excuse. But then, she snapped her fingers, and that prompted him to obey. He soon found himself naked and on his knees. “Actually, go ahead and put on my panties first. I’m not using them.”

“Do I have to?”

“Yes. Unless you’re telling me you just want to leave right now.”

He hated the way she could blackmail him like of this, yet that ultimatum always hung on the air, and he knew he would never get a girl as hot as this. Although some small part of him cried out against of this, Alex remained quiet as he picked up her panties. They were still warm from her body heat. He pulled them up the length of his legs. He loved the way the silk encased his shaft. But really, it was what this meant, that he had been marked, that he somehow belonged to this girl…

But he still did it because he loved being with her and he didn’t want to leave.

Besides, at least he was getting to see her mostly naked.

“Would you please take off your bra for me?”

“Say pretty please.”

“Pretty please!”

“Promise that you’re only going to wear panties from now on.”

He blinked, unable to process those words. Surely, he had heard her incorrectly. There was no way she really wanted him to wear panties all the time, was there? Only when he looked up into her eyes, he could see that hunger, the eagerness. She wanted this, and she was going to get it.

“I, I’m only going to wear panties from now on.”

“Good. I think we can go shopping. Would you like that? We can go shopping for your panties together!”

He bowed his head down, ashamed. But really, he didn’t know if he was more mortified by the fact that they were going to do this or the reality that it turned him on again. After coming twice, his shaft twitched, but he couldn’t get another erection, so he couldn’t beg for the chance to have sex.

“And remember, if you don’t wear panties every day or if you try to lie to me, I will know about it.”

Before he could say anything else, she reached down and put her hand on the back of his head. He looked up at her one more time, and their eyes met. He had masturbated to the idea of girls going down on him so many times. Not only that, he had enjoyed Amy’s mouth plenty of times.

Chloe thought about this, and she could feel the revulsion at the back of her throat. Although she and her sister had never talked about Amy’s love life in that kind of detail, she was sure that she would be the kind of sweet girl who would give her boyfriend whatever he wanted. If he asked for blow jobs, Amy would get down on her knees. She would probably even smile. She might even be naïve enough to say that she liked it.

So it is time for Alex to begin working off his deficit.

“Start slowly. Just use the tip of your tongue.”

He didn’t respond, but she tightened her grip on his scalp. It felt good as he began to press down. He was going too hard, too fast. Obviously, he just wanted to get this over with, so she yanked his head back. “No. Slow down,” she ordered.

Alex had no choice but to obey as she yanked on his hair. The pain flashed through his scalp.

When she loosened her hold and allowed him to come and closer again, he started to lick tentatively, like he didn’t really know what he was doing. “That’s right. Nice and slow. Take your time. You aren’t in a rush.”

Since he couldn’t say anything while his mouth was otherwise occupied, he took the flash of his tongue and gently licked up along her pussy. For the first time, he tasted a girl’s juices. Embarrassment hit him like a hammer. He wanted to flinch, to look away, to scramble back. Over and over again, he thought of those little promises he admitted to himself, even to his friends. That’s right. Alex had promised his friends that he was never going to go down on a girl because he was better than that. If she wanted sex, he would give her real sex. But only a girl should ever get down on her knees.

Those declarations boomed to through his head as he licked her.

“Okay,” she said with a feral grin. “Now you can go deeper.”

He obeyed at once, tentatively sticking his tongue deeper between the walls of her pussy. “Oh, that spot feels really good. Lick me right there,” she said. He had gotten lucky, discovering her clit almost immediately. “Remember that spot. You’re going to spend a lot of time working it.”

His cheeks burned red, and he wanted to argue or disagree. He probably could have murmured or moaned, but he would’ve still been a boy on his knees, naked and shaved. All the while, he continued to lick. She held his head between her hands, guiding him, forcing him to slow down or speed up based on her whims.

He knew that she was in charge, but there was nothing he could do about it. He flipped his tongued, harder and faster, working her until she decided to lose control and embrace the orgasm. The pleasure raced through her body as she squeezed his cheeks with her inner thighs. She cried out, threw her head back, and then she looked right down into his eyes. “That was very nicely done, Alex. Now, can we paint your toenails?”

Right away, he knew that it wasn’t a request. She was going to play with him, and there was nothing he could do but go along with it.


Chapter 4

Now

“I want you to tell me about your life before we got together.”

“What would you like to know, Mistress,” asks the trapped boy on the bed. His arms and legs are spread, strapped down to the corners. He can’t really move. He might have a couple of inches of wiggle room, but that’s it.

He isn’t wearing anything except for a collar and the chastity cage that keeps him from getting an erection. He doesn’t know if she will remove it. Sometimes she does; sometimes she doesn’t. It’s all about her impulses and whether or not she thinks it would be a good idea for his training.

“Tell me about your friends.”

His friends.

Even though the sissy didn’t really like them, he hung out with a bunch of other guys. They would play games online, insulting one another, shouting, and screaming about good or bad moves.

And girls.

“What did you talk about?”

“Sometimes video games.”

“And most of the time?”

“Hooking up,” he answers.

The sissy could probably try to lie, but that would be a very, very bad idea. He knows what the consequences can be.

“Locker room talk?” Chloe asks as she tilts her head to the side, gazing down at his body. Ever since she instituted the workout routine, he has become more toned. She has been very careful, however, not to allow him to do any exercises that might get him to bulk up. She doesn’t want a thick sissy; she wants him lithe and sexy, slender and small. He’s a doll, after all. Besides, he looks better in skirts and panties, tights and bodices.

“Yes, Mistress,” he says.

“Tell me about that.”

He really, really doesn’t want to admit anything. Because if he tells her this, he knows that he might be punished. He doesn’t know whether or not the discipline would include pleasure or pain, but the risk feels like it’s too much.

Of course, disobedience would be even worse.

“We used to talk about what we would want to do with different girls.”

“Celebrities or people you actually knew?”

The sissy closes his eyes, thinking about of those testosterone-fueled nights with his friends. “Both,” he admits.

“And what would you want to do?”

“We talked about how we would get girls to go down on us or have sex. We talked about the different merits of different kinds of sex,” he says, every word slow and cautious.

“Interesting,” she says.

His Mistress smiles down at him. “Were you foolish?”

“Yes, Mistress. It was really dumb. We were a bunch of dumb boys.”

“Are you a dumb boy now?”

He shakes his head from side to side. Somehow, he can’t quite bring himself to say anything else.

“Tell me.”

“No, Mistress. I’m not a dumb boy anymore.”

“What are you now?”

“A sissy.”

“Is that because you’re so feminine and girlie?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“But you can’t be a real girl, can you? You’re less than a girl, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he says obediently.

“Men and women are still trying to figure out who’s better and stronger, but there’s no question that you belong at the bottom of the totem pole.”

“Yes, Mistress. I belong at the bottom of every power structure.”

“Are you a beta?”

He hates that word; it reminds him of how much he has lost, but he swallows back the last vestiges of his pride. He is done this so many times before, but he must do it again because it’s what she wants and expects.

“Yes, Mistress. I’m a beta.”

“Good,” she says. She takes have the key, unlocks the chastity cage and pulls it off one piece at a time. His cock springs up, and she looks down at him. “I’m going to leave you here for a couple of hours. I want you to fantasize about what it’s like to obey and how good it feels. Let yourself soak in your need to do as you’re told.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he says. She pats him on the head, brushing her fingers through his hair. Then she smiles and leaves them there to his thoughts.

Then

Two days. Another two days of waiting, of wondering what she would do or want next. At the same time, he still touched himself, thinking about that moment when he would inevitably get her.

Alex knew that he didn’t really have to wear those panties, but he did. When he eventually left her house after going down on her, he could have thrown them to the floor. He could have shredded them. Or he could have just taken them off, folded them, and not worn them again.

But he did it.

Especially when he wanted to masturbate, he slipped into that soft, silky underwear, and he felt it.

His cock pushed out against the interior, and he told himself that he was going to get her.

Only then, she texted, she told him that she was on her way to his apartment. It was time for them to go shopping.

When he looked down at the phone screen, his eyes flickered wider. He gulped, thinking that maybe they should just go shop online together. That way, he wouldn’t have to deal with the embarrassment of buying panties out in public.

She showed up at his front door, knocking several times. He opened it for her, and he had on the same panties he had worn before. Having washed them, he still felt like they were special because they belonged to her.

“Hey, cutie,” she said. She reached out and took him by the hand, lacing her fingers through his. She had a strong grip, he thought as she tugged him forward, back out toward the parking lot.

“You know, I was thinking maybe we could just get some lunch and then go shopping online.”

“No. You can’t buy panties online. That’s silly.”

“Why? I mean, it would be a lot easier. It would probably be cheaper too.”

“Don’t worry, I’m buying.” There was something about the way she said those words that made him blush again. He never remembered his cheeks turning red around anyone else; it was a singular talent that only Chloe seemed to possess. “Don’t worry. I will find some way for you to show me just how grateful you are.”

“Fine. Whatever,” he said, rolling his eyes.

Moments later, he realized that they were headed toward the mall. No. Not bad, he thought. He figured they would hit a department store, somewhere bland and generic. Instead, she parked, got out of the car, and he sat there, feeling foolish. Not the mall. Anywhere but the mall, he thought. He kept thinking of his time in high school when he and his guy friends would walk between the different shops. And inevitably, there would be these swarms of young, hot girls. High school students didn’t have anywhere better to go, so they would wander around, sometimes buying, sometimes just flirting and joking with one another.

Practically skipping, Chloe took him by the hand again. He didn’t like being led around, but Alex still enjoyed that little flutter of pride because he was so close to this girl. If they were holding hands, everyone would know that they were together.

His joy quickly evaporated as they stepped into the first boutique.

“Panties,” she said, leading him directly toward the underwear in the back of the shop. There were different pieces all arranged neatly on a little stand. She held them up, and then she aimed them toward his crotch. “This is going to look so good on you,” she said.

Chloe didn’t bother to lower her voice.

“Please, do you have to make it so obvious?” Alex asked.

“Hey, I’m buying you these, so I can make as much noise as I want.” When she grinned at him, the corners of her eyes crinkled. Obviously, she was having so much fun with this.

He shriveled.

But then, there were a couple of girls off to the side. They were probably in high school. They were trendy, stylish, and sexy. They had on short, denim skirts and tight tops.

Alex made the mistake of glancing in their direction. They saw him, and they started giggling.

Worse, they were whispering to one another. They must have been talking about him.

“Can we please go?”

“Not yet. I want you to pick between the pink and red,” she said.

“I don’t care,” he told her.

“Okay then. We can buy both.”

She picked out one set of panties after another. Some satin, some cotton, some silk. They would all be tight and snug and incredibly feminine.

“Are you sure you don’t want to reconsider?” Alex asked again. “I mean, I can just wear boxers or briefs. They’re a little bit like panties.” He couldn’t believe that he was making that argument to this girl, but Chloe just looked up at him and laughed.

“Nope.” That was it. Then she took the armful of underwear she had and she went straight to the counter. “I’m buying these for my boyfriend.”

The clerk blinked, apparently confused. “Oh, well I, I guess he will appreciate them.”

“Come over here,” Chloe said, calling out to Alex. He had drifted back toward the other side of the store, only now her voice rang out.

And he noticed something else, that edge in her tone. If he didn’t do exactly what she wanted, then he would be punished. He thought of how she had paddled him before. For about half a second, he tried to convince himself she wouldn’t do that again, only he knew this girl, her confidence, and her determination. She could take whatever she wanted, so he scurried back to her.

“I think my boyfriend will like these, don’t you?”

“Yes. They’re very cute,” said the clerk.

“Which ones are your favorite, Alex?” She used his name.

Shivering, he didn’t know what to say. His mind turned blank, but he had to respond, didn’t he? “I don’t know,” he told her. “The red ones, I guess?”

“Okay. And after I pay, you can go back to the dressing room and put them on.”

“What?”

Alex made the mistake of glancing up at the clerk, as though he hoped someone else might be willing to help him. Instead, she was just grinning, like it took all of her self-control not to burst out laughing at any moment.

“Go back, sweetie. Put them on. I want to see you model for me.”

The clerk snorted, and Alex glanced around the rest of the shop. There was a line behind them, so another clique of three girls watched. Although they had their cell phones out, their eyes weren’t on the screens. They were watching, listening, and enjoying the show.

Hoping to shut this down as quickly as possible, he grabbed the panties and quickly marched back to the dressing room. Luckily for him, he found an empty space, and then he closed the door.

He couldn’t believe that he was going to do this. He was putting on panties in public!

The moment Chloe came back, he was going to talk to her. In fact, he held up the panties, and he wondered if he could tear through the material. He wanted to rip the fabric like it was nothing but paper. He could shred it, destroying the purchase she had made only a minute to go.

Something stopped him.

He knew that if he did this, she would punish him. Maybe she would break up with him. The idea made him freeze. Or maybe she would paddle him again. For a second, he couldn’t decide which one was worse.

Before Alex could come to a conclusion, she opened the door without knocking. She stepped inside and swept her gaze up and down the length of her boyfriend’s body. “Hey there. I’m glad you waited for me. Go ahead. Put them on. I want to see you in your new panties and nothing else.”

She leaned in and nipped at his earlobe.

There was a flicker of pain followed by that surge of desire. He was hard again.

“Look, we need to stop this. Let’s just go back to your place, and we can fool around. Let’s make out like a normal couple.”

“But I don’t want to be a normal couple,” she said. “Besides, we aren’t done shopping.”

“I think we are.”

“No,” she replied, easily disregarding his burst of courage. “We have a couple more places to go, Alex. You’re going to put on your panties and you’re going to model for me. Yes, you are.” She pulled back and grinned. “Do you know why?”

He hated that condescending note in her voice, but he still found himself asking, “Why?”

“Because I’ve never been this turned on before.”

It was true. Excitement buzzed through her body; anticipation made her wet.

He gulped again. He looked around the small space. And then he started to pull off his shirt, his undershirt, his socks, his shoes. Soon, he was down to the panties he had already put on. “And look at that. You’re already hard. I bet I can make you come right here.”

“No!” Obviously, it would have felt good, but the idea seemed like too much. There were people around. What if someone walked in? What if someone caught them?

Chloe stepped closer. “Are you sure, Alex? Are you sure you don’t want me to put my hand in your panties? I mean, we’ve already got so many panties for you, it’s not like you need to worry about keeping those clean. A little bit of a mess wouldn’t be a big deal.”

“I’m not going to come in my panties,” he insisted.

Her eyes lit up with a different kind of excitement. “Oh, that’s something to challenge.”

She flashed her white teeth as she stepped closer and he fumbled back, eventually bumping into the corner. There was nowhere for him to flee to, and then she was leaning in again. She nuzzled his neck with the tip of her nose even as her fingers pressed into his shaft once again.

No, not this, not again, he thought. But those were conscious, intellectual ideas. Biologically, primal need began to spread through his skin. He could feel it flash from his crotch out into his stomach and then up along his spine. Desperation made him breathe heavily.

Eyes open, he didn’t see anything. He was too busy concentrating on the dancing movements of her fingers along his erection.

“If you really don’t like this, then you’re obviously not going to have an orgasm. Orgasms mean you like this. Orgasms mean you want me to keep going,” she said.

“No. That’s not true,” he tried to say, only his voice stuttered and broke.

Chloe knew that she was teasing him; she understood exactly how that logic could be used, but for the moment, she really didn’t care.

It was impossible for her to feel any kind of sympathy because she kept thinking of her little sister. Amy was still pining over this boy. She was still clinging to the hope that maybe someday they could get back together.

Someone had to do something; someone had to make sure that Amy could no longer see Alex as a real man ever again. And once that happened, she would be able to move on.

At the same time, Chloe loved that look of dismay on his face. He was so easy to tease and manipulate. For a year, she had dealt with legal sharks and administrative predators. But here, she had this college sophomore, and he was about to lose control. Sure enough, she could feel that spurting, the moisture, the heat soaking through his panties.

“Unless you want some of those girls to know what’s happening, you’re going to be nice and quiet for me. Don’t make a sound.”

His lips opened as he tried to moan, only he somehow held those sounds back.

All the while, Chloe laughed at her boy.

“Very good,” she said. “But hey, look at that. You got some on my hand.” She only touched him through the panties, but some of the droplets still soaked through. So she held up her palm.

“Can’t I just use the underwear?” He didn’t want to say panties; he didn’t want to admit what she had tricked him into wearing.

“No,” she said with a demeaning shake of her head. “When you make a mess, you need to learn to deal with the consequences.”

But that wasn’t fair! She made him do it! Even as that idea crossed his mind, he couldn’t really say anything, not when it had felt so good.

So he leaned in, and he licked away the juices that had soaked through the panties. He swiped his tongue up and down the flat of her hand until she pulled back. “Good boy. I’m very proud of you,” she said, pinching his cheek. Then she grabbed his panties, pulled them down, and he stepped away. She bundled them up and set them aside before holding out another pair.

“These are super cute,” she said. “I know they’re hard to see, but you can make out the little butterfly imprints along the back. What do you think of that?”

“I think I shouldn’t be wearing panties,” he said.

“But you look so good in them,” she replied.

“I’ll put them on,” he said. True to his word, he slipped his legs into the elastic opening, and then he pulled them up. Just like the previous pair, these were snug around his shaft. He was soft now, but he still enjoyed the sensations. He didn’t want to, but he couldn’t deny the way they made him feel.

“Sexy,” she said. “Now do a little spin for me.”

He glared at her for a second, wishing that he didn’t really have to do this, but her will was stronger, and she was patient. More than that, she could have punished him at any moment.

“Do a pretty little twirl for me,” Chloe ordered.

He spun around. As he did so, he felt like an idiot.

“Now, hold your hands above your head like you’re a ballerina.”

“I’m not a ballerina!”

“Not with that attitude, you’re not,” she said. At the same time, Chloe held one hand above her mouth like she was trying to hide her snickers from him. “Trust me, Alex. If I want to make you into my cute little ballerina, I could.”

He held his position for a few more seconds. Somehow, that slight delay assuaged his ego, at least until he raised his fingertips to the air, touching them together. Then he did another spin for her.

“That’s amazing! You look so cute!” When he finished with the spin, he dropped his arms back to his sides. “I don’t want to look cute!”

“Yes, you do. And you know why?”

“Why?” Alex felt like he had to ask.

“Because cute gets me hot. Cute makes me wet,” she explained to him, her eyes locked on his, her tone absolutely serious.

He found himself swallowing again and wondering if she really meant it.

But then, she snapped her fingers and told him to get dressed. They had more shopping to do!

For more than two hours, they wandered from one shop to another, exploring the different boutiques. He trailed after her, feeling as though he had no choice. Occasionally, he protested or insisted that they had enough. Each time, Chloe convinced him that they needed to continue. She was in charge; more and more, that became obvious. But he kept thinking about what might happen when they went back to her place.

They bought him a bunch of different panties in different styles. Most of them looked like bikini briefs, but she also got him a thong. Finally, she looked at him. “I think we’re done. I think we can leave now.”

“Finally!”

They got back into her car, and she started driving them. But it took him a few minutes to figure something out. “I thought we had to turn down that street to get back to your place.”

“Who said we’re going back to my place?” Chloe asked.

“I thought…”

“You don’t need to worry about thinking, Alex. Don’t worry about it. I’m going to drop you off, and you’re going to wear these panties every single day. In fact, I think you should stop wearing boxers altogether. They don’t look good on you, not like these. These are so cute!”

“They make me look really feminine,” he said, speaking the word slowly and deliberately. He hated uttering them.

“And what’s wrong with that?”

Her question trapped him, and he knew it.

“There’s nothing wrong with it,” he finally acknowledged.

“Good boy.” She reached up and stroked his cheek with the back of her hand. It felt incredible. He wanted more. But now, she pulled up in front of his apartment complex. “Now you’re going to go off, have fun with your friends or do your chores, and then I will call you, and we will hang out some more. Does that sound good?”

If he argued, she could just break up with him.

Remembering that simple fact, he nodded his head. Then he got out. “Don’t forget your panties!” Chloe called out to him. He walked around to the back of her car and picked out the different bags. Each one was clearly labeled. They were pink, purple, and gray, each one bearing the name of the different boutique where they bought his new panties.

At first, Alex did exactly what she wanted. He wore his panties out, even when he went to grab lunch with his friends. They talked the way they always had, checking out the different girls, debating which celebrities were the hottest and needed to be banged the hardest. Some of them told stories, but Alex found that he contributed little.

Instead, he kept glancing down at his phone, desperately hoping that she would contact him again.

“What’s up, man?” That was Darrell.

Alex quickly put his phone away, realizing that an embarrassing message could come through at any point. “I’m just waiting for something.”

“What?” Darrell asked.

Their other friend, Chris, tilted his head to the side. “Don’t tell me you gave your number to a girl.”

“Totally rookie move,” Darrell said.

“No, I didn’t give away my number. I’ve been hanging out with someone.” Right away, Alex regretted those words.

These two friends glanced in his direction. “Yeah, right.”

“No way.”

“What? You don’t believe me?” Alex asked, his pride pricked. Of course, he didn’t even know what shape his ego was supposed to be in at this point. He was with his two best friends, but he was also wearing panties underneath his jeans. Every time he moved, he could feel the soft silk. Or maybe that was a psychosomatic reaction. Either way, he couldn’t forget what that girl had done to him.

He needed to stop this.

“What’s her name?” Chris asked.

“Chloe.”

“So you’re done with Amy?”

Alex pressed his lips together for a second. He didn’t think his friends would say anything; he didn’t anticipate any moment when they would be in the same room as Chloe or Amy. And yes, he kept thinking of Chloe and what she would do. He kept thinking of how he might disappoint her.

If he disappointed her, she might punish him.

The thought tightened his back. He breathed out slowly, doing his best to remain nonchalant in front of his friends. He didn’t want them to sense any weakness, to realize just what this girl was doing to him.

A different sort of shame flashed through his body.

“No. I’m not done with Amy. Just seeing this other girl on the side. You know how it is.”

Darrell and Chris both chuckled appreciatively. “But what about you, Darrell? How are things going with you and the girl you met?”

Thankfully, his friends moved on to that topic of conversation. Alex didn’t know what he was supposed to say, but he came to one conclusion. He could lie to Chloe because he wasn’t going to wear panties anymore.

Chloe let him wait; she didn’t call him for another nine days. For the first couple, he was fine. He went about his days, relaxing, watching TV, playing video games, and messing around on his phone. It was summer, after all, so he could enjoy himself a bit. Or maybe that little hint of anxiety gave him patience.

Because really, when Chloe called him, he had no idea what to expect.

For her part, she relaxed, savoring the simple fact that she didn’t have anything to do. Sure, she occasionally went into the office to answer a couple of questions, sit in on some meetings, and consult with other people, but the partners were giving her a lot of leeway. Considering what she had pulled off, they respected her.

More than that, they didn’t quite know what to do with her. A junior associate wasn’t supposed to score that kind of victory. Now Chloe found herself in a category all on her own.

A thought occurred to her.

If she left him alone long enough, how long would his obedience last?

It was a fun question, an interesting one.

So she decided to give him a little test.

Chloe texted him, Hey, what are you doing?

The response came almost immediately. She smirked at that, having expected him to make her wait for a couple hours at least.

Clearly, he was hungry for more attention. This boy couldn’t help himself. Maybe he yearned to believe he wielded some real strength in their relationship, but he didn’t. Little by little, she was training him, even if he couldn’t see it.

I’m good. Just hanging out.

Are you at your place?

Yeah, why?

No reason, she typed in and hit send. Then she got out of her car, and she walked up to his apartment door. She knocked. At the same time, she smirked, thinking that he would probably be on his couch. He would freeze, perhaps wondering if this was just a coincidence or not.

But then he opened the door.

“I’ve never actually been in your apartment,” she said. “I thought it was time for a tour.”

“Chloe!” He probably didn’t want that panic to shoot into her name, but he couldn’t help himself. She pushed forward, walking past him.

“Actually, this isn’t bad. Whenever I think of a college guy’s apartment, I assume that he’s going to be a slob.” Yeah, there was a dirty cup on the coffee table, but that was pretty much it. It looked like Alex was a pretty fastidious guy. She filed away that little detail, thinking that it would be helpful for later on.

“I’m still in my sweats, so I’ll change, okay?”

Without waiting for her permission, he started to walk back toward the small bedroom. It was a tiny apartment, just a kitchen, bathroom, living room, and bedroom. He only needed to make it a few steps.

Still, her hand shot out, and she grabbed him. She took him by his forearm, and then she tugged him back. “No. There’s something we need to deal with first.”

“What’s that?” His voice rose an octave, probably because he knew precisely what she had in mind, only he couldn’t face it.

“Are you okay, Alex? You look nervous.” She came closer. She put her hands on his hips.

He probably could have shoved her away, but that would have pissed her off. He kept thinking, scrambling, desperate to come up with some kind of strategy. But he didn’t know what to do, especially because she was grinning, and he was looking into her eyes. He got lost in her irises.

“You look very nervous,” she told him.

“I’m not nervous.” His voice cracked. He was a terrible liar.

“It’s okay. Just tell me what’s going on.”

“Nothing,” he answered, way too fast.

“Good.”

She grabbed onto the elastic of his sweats and yanked down his pants. Sure enough, she saw that he was wearing a pair of boxers.

“That’s not good.”

Then she noticed something else, a pile of clothes in the corner. There was his shirt, another pair of boxers, and his pants. She noticed the belt still looped into his jeans.

“Get on your knees. I want you in front of your couch right now.”

“What, what are you going to—?”

“Now,” she commanded, her voice cutting through his meek words.

Alex didn’t think he could do this, especially because he had just been watching TV a few minutes ago. He had been checking out the actress, thinking about how hot she looked. Of course, whenever he tried to focus on a celebrity, his thoughts inevitably shifted back to Chloe. But now, he found himself on his knees in front of his couch, and he turned his head to watch as she retrieved the belt from his jeans.

Oh no.

“The last time we hung out, you and I came to an arrangement. You remember what that was?”

“Look, I just took a day off. All of the other panties were dirty,” he said. “I had to do laundry!”

“You shouldn’t try to lie to me. You aren’t very good at it.”

“I’m not lying!”

She moved with graceful confidence, like some fairy queen from mythology. She lowered herself down onto his couch, and she bunched up his belt, folding it. The black leather shined along the curve.

“We had an agreement,” she said simply. “Strip. I want to naked right now.”

“What? No. I won’t!”

Chloe looked at him for just a second. That’s all it took. Something fierce and ferocious and hard in her expression, destroying every ounce of willpower he possessed. Suddenly, he found it necessary to pull down his boxers, to take off his shirt, to remove every thread of clothing.

And when he stood there naked, he realized something else humiliating.

He was hard once again.

“No. You’re not going to enjoy this,” she said. “I don’t like liars, Alex. I don’t like that you made a promise and that you broke it. I also don’t like the fact you thought I would be dumb enough to believe you.”

“I’m sorry,” he said, spitting out the words.

“You might be,” she said. “I don’t know if I can trust you, but I do know that I can punish you. So get over here right now.”

He crawled forward, and then she put her out her hand. She placed her fingers against the back of his neck, guiding him face down onto his stomach. He was on her lap now, and she touched the belt to his backside. He felt the smooth leather as it caressed his skin.

“Are you going to lie to me again?”

“No. I’m sorry.”

“Then why did you lie to me in the first place?” Chloe asked.

“Because, because I thought I would get away with it…” His voice trailed off.

Fortunately, he had his face down, so he couldn’t actually see the grin on her face. She really appreciated that answer. It was honest.

Still, she cocked the belt up into the air before bringing it down in a tight arc. It was loud as it cut through the air right before it smacked down into his ass.

Red instantly blossomed along his buttock, prompting her to grin ferociously. Oh yes. She felt it again, that little jolt of power. This wasn’t a negotiation; it wasn’t diplomacy. This was power, pure and unrefined. With just a few words, she could get this boy to do whatever she wanted. He might struggle or argue, but he would obey.

“That was just one,” she said.

“Please, I’m sorry!”

“I believe you,” she said. That prompted him to exhale with relief, only then she smacked his ass one, two, three, four, five more times. Each time she struck, he winced. At first, he did a remarkable job of holding back his emotions. Like so many other boys, he thought it would be a sign of weakness to show his feelings. Or maybe he just wanted to impress her.

Either way, it took four lashes of the belt before he finally cried out. His voice cracked. Not only that, his eyes were getting wet.

Strangely enough, his cock remained hard the entire time. She could feel it as he shifted, like he thought he might be able to get away. With one hand on the back of his neck, she held him down, pinching that sensitive spot even while she used his own belt on him.

“Apologize.”

As the pain dissipated, he found himself crying out, “I’m sorry! I’m sorry I lied to you.”

“So what you going to do from now on?”

He gulped. “From now on, I will wear my panties every day, just the way you commanded,” he said.

Commanded. She liked that word.

“Are you in charge?”

Through that haze of pain, he knew what he had to say. “No. I’m not in charge.”

“Who is in charge?”

Deep down, he thought that he was just playing a game, that these words didn’t really mean anything. He was wrong.

“You are the one in charge,” he said.

She tossed the belt down onto the floor. It clattered just before she began to caress his backside.

He was so sensitive! Her every touch and stroke made him shiver. Something close to electricity jolted through his body, but he remained right where she wanted him.

“I don’t like punishing you, but I will. I will because I know that it’s good for you. Now thank me.”

She expected gratitude? Alex felt the surge of anger, but then he thought of her beautiful face, the dulcet notes of her voice, and just how good it felt when she touched him. Besides, if he walked away from this, then he would be admitting that he couldn’t handle it.

So even as this girl sculpted his ego, it held him down and encouraged the worst decision. “Thank you,” he said.

“For what?”

He pressed his lips together and thought about it. Different words fluttered to the forefront of his mind, but he didn’t really want to admit any of them. Despite this, he said, “Thank you for punishing me. I never should have lied to you.”

“No, you shouldn’t have lied to me. That was a very foolish thing to do, Alex.” She nudged him off of her lap, so he was naked and found himself back on his knees. She put her hands on his cheeks and looked down into his handsome face. “I really care about you, but I think it’s important for us to understand something.”

“What? What do we need to understand?”

“I have your best interests at heart, and I also make better decisions for you, so I should be in charge. Say it.”

“You should be in charge.” He didn’t know why, but he said those words so easily. They just fell out onto the air. They seemed almost…natural.

“Good boy. Now, go get your panties. Pick out something nice and frilly, something that will please me.”

His lips tightened together into a frustrated pout, yet she pulled her hands away, and he got up onto his feet. He walked back into his bedroom and retrieved one of his pairs of panties.

He didn’t put them on right away. Instead, he brought them back and quickly asked, “Do you like these?”

They had a tartan, red pattern. They actually reminded her of something a schoolgirl might wear. “They do look amazing,” she said to him.

“I’m glad.”

“Now come here.”

She spread her legs to make enough room for him. He obediently slipped into his panties, pulling them up the length of his legs. And once they were on, he had to admit, if only to himself, that they felt really good. How could that be possible?

He was supposed to be a lone wolf, hunting through clubs, searching for hot girls to have sex with. But instead, he was doing whatever this young woman said.

Because she was hot. Because she was strong.

This time, when she grabbed his hand, she was gentle. She tugged him down so that he sat between her legs.

“I think today might be the day, Alex. I think we could finally have sex. What you think of that?”

As she spoke, she brought her hand back down between his legs, and she started to touch him.

“That sounds incredible. Can we go to my bedroom right now?”

“No, not yet,” she replied, her tone chiding. “But soon, so soon. First, I need to make sure that you have some endurance. I mean, every other time I’ve touched you, you’ve lost control so fast. And yes, it’s adorable, but it doesn’t make for the best of lovemaking.”

“I know what I’m doing,” he growled back at her.

“I’m sure you do,” she said, only her voice was so patronizing! “But there’s just one problem. If you can’t control yourself, then I can’t have fun. So we need to work on your endurance. Like right now, can you hold out?”

“Yes,” he said, but he could already feel that strain against his endurance. “I can do this.”

“If you can hold out for a minute, then I will take you right back into your bedroom and fuck your brains out,” she whispered. “Do whatever you want, Alex. You can use me, tease me, and turn me into your own private harem girl.”

She whispered those fantasies into his ear, and he kept picturing her on her knees, looking up at him adoringly. Finally! That’s what he needed. For so long, he had played her games, but if he could just go for an entire minute, then he would get everything he wanted. He wanted to plunge down into her, to take her, to claim her. Because once he did that, the dynamic of their relationship with change inexorably. They would never go back.

In fact, he wanted to grab some of these panties, stuff them in her mouth, and hold her down. He wanted her to whimper and cry out as he slid into her, making it clear she belonged to him now.

Yes. That’s what would happen!

But then she squeezed on his shaft. Up until this point, her fingers had lightly and deftly teased him.

It had to have already been a minute, right?

Wrong.

She squeezed again, forcing him to climax. He lost control as the impulse overwhelmed him. Suddenly, he was shooting his load up into his panties again.

Distantly, he could hear her laughing. Or maybe that was his imagination. Those giggles vibrated along his eardrums, all while she squeezed, forcing him to come in that silk.

“Oh, look at that. It looks like you lost control again. Yeah, we definitely need to do something about your endurance, Alex.”

He slammed his head down, his chin brushing into his chest. How had this happened again?

“It’s not my fault.”

“Really? Why not?”

“You were teasing me.”

“Alex, if you can’t handle my hand. How do you think you could handle real sex?” It was a valid question, and one that he couldn’t answer.

“But don’t worry. I have a special treat for you.”

“What?”

“Seeing you in your panties and punishing you have gotten me really turned on,” she said.

“Does that mean you still want to mess around?”

She put her hands on his shoulders and nudged forward. He fell to the floor. On his knees, he looked up at her. He drank in the sight of her shining hair, her bright eyes, and the curves of her breasts. He may have been spent, yet his libido wasn’t satisfied.

Too bad for him.

“Absolutely,” she told him. “Just because you got off doesn’t mean I’m done.”

“What do you want?”

Chloe touched the underside of his chin. Her nails dug into that soft flesh. “I want to feel your mouth on me, Alex. I want you to stay on your knees and lick me. I want you to eat me out as eagerly as you can. Show me what a good boy you can be.”

A good boy. That label wouldn’t apply for much longer, especially since he was already shaved and in his panties. She only a few steps left, she thought, suppressing a triumphant giggle. After his transformation was complete, he would be something else, something special, something better. Chloe couldn’t wait as she thought of her butterfly boy. Those plans excited her; they made her wet. They sent heat cascading through her body.

“Keep licking. It feels so good,” she said. “I love having you on your knees, Alex. You feel so good. That’s right. Keep going. Oh yes. Don’t stop. Don’t, don’t you dare stop!” Her face tightened with ecstasy as she clenched her eyes down. But then she forced herself to relax even as his tongue darted left, then right, swirling from side to side, up and down.

“I love having you like this. I love knowing that you’re shaved and in your panties. Damn. You are so sexy!”

That’s what he wanted and needed to hear. After all, his ego had been battered, but if she told him that he was sexy, then maybe he could put up with this for a while longer. She manipulated him instinctively; he took everything as complements because he needed to know that he was good at this.

So Alex did his best, licking faster and deeper. He teased her clitoris with the tip of his tongue. He worked hard, doing everything he could to make her feel incredible.

It worked.

Pretty soon, her hands were on his shoulders, and she pinched as he bobbed his head down and up. Her fingers pushed down, and then she threw her head back. She cried out, panting, gasping, finally screaming through her orgasm.

“That was so good,” she told him. “I’m very proud of you.” She released him, and he withdrew. When he looked up at her again he didn’t know what to say, so she patted him on the head just before she brushed her fingers over his cheek.

It was time to send him home.

She made him wait again, four days this time. Along the way, he touched himself, wishing that she would respond to his text messages. Although she was never rude, he never got the desperate responses he wanted. He might send her a little emoji or a picture or something, and then she would answer with one word.

Pretty soon, he learned that she didn’t like to communicate via text messages. Unless she was going to tell him that she was on her way or something, he needed to wait for her.

More than once, he would be sitting on his couch, playing some games or watching TV, and the screen wouldn’t be able to anesthetize him, so he would keep thinking about Chloe. He imagined her lips, her cheeks, the shape of her breasts and the tight lines of her waist. Over and over again, he would think about how much he wanted to hold her, touch her, take her.

His shaft would get hard, followed by something else.

Embarrassment.

First, he always wore his panties. He didn’t know when she might want to see him or check on him, so he no longer touched his boxers. Panties every day. That’s what she wanted, so he gave it to her.

But there was another reason for him to be ashamed of those erections.

They had been dating for weeks now, and he had only felt her hand. She never went down on him, and they never had sex. By this point with Amy, Alex could have snapped his fingers and told her to get on her knees, and she would have obeyed!

Amy.

Occasionally, he thought about calling her or texting her. The idea would flip behind his eyes, and then he would immediately shove it away. No. He wasn’t going to call her. He wasn’t going to mess around with her. Alex didn’t know if he had a good thing going with Chloe or not, but he didn’t want to give her up, especially when he had done so much for her.

His thoughts drifted back to that prick of humiliation. He hated to think about it, but he needed to learn control somehow. Whenever he came close to Chloe, he got hard. And after just a few strokes, a minute or two of touching, he came. Why? Why couldn’t he hold out?

His nostrils flared, and he started wondering if maybe he should practice or something.

Just as the thought crossed his mind, he got another text message.

At first, he figured it would be from Chris or Darrell. But no, it came from Chloe.

Like always, when he saw her name on his screen, his heart started to pump faster. He held his breath as he opened the message, wondering exactly what she wanted this time.

Hey. Come on over. I have a present for you.

As Alex walked through the door, he told himself that he wasn’t nervous. But she was pointing toward her dining room table. On it set a small box, neatly wrapped, about the size of his fist. He didn’t know what it might contain, but he took several tentative steps closer.

“You know, I’ve been having a really good time with you, and I appreciate how patient you have been. But there’s something else I think we should do.”

“What?”

“Do you trust me?”

“Yes,” he said automatically.

“And you know I have your best interests at heart, right, Alex?”

“Yes,” he said.

“Okay, so you know that when I ask you to shave and when I put you in panties, it’s because I really like it, but I think it’s good for you too.” She leaned in. “I think that’s why you get so excited.”

“Maybe I should go back to being a regular guy then,” said the boy.

Chloe laughed at him. She burst out with giggles and chuckles mixed together like he had said something really funny. That must have been a great joke.

“No, sweetie. I like having you this way. In fact, I want to do another inspection. Strip down of everything except for your panties.”

“Do I have to?”

The look on her face answered him immediately. Yes, he had to do this. And if he didn’t, there would be consequences.

His shoulders slumped slightly as he exhaled. Breathing out, he pulled off his shirt, pants, socks and shoes. Soon, he was standing before her.

“Very nice. I love how you’re so smooth.”

Chloe began to circle him. She had no problem touching him, her fingers brushing along his chest, raising his arms, and caressing his legs. “You look just like my doll,” she said.

“I don’t want to look like a doll,” complained Alex.

“Oh really? Are you lying to me again?”

“No,” he said, his voice flat and brittle.

“Then why are you excited?”

Alex didn’t know, but at least he had an answer. “Because I’m close to you and you always turn me on. You’re so sexy.” He sounded immature with those comments, but he didn’t care. It was probably the truth.

“Oh, you look so cute. I’m never letting you go back to being a regular guy. Regular guys are gross and hairy and lame. I want you to be sleek and sexy. I love it when you look  just like this.” Only then she reached up and ran her fingers through his hair. That soft, easy intimacy only added fuel to the arousal burning through his body.

And of course, she made sure to reward him. She reached down and stroked his scrotum and shaft through the soft satin of the panties.

“You look so cute. Now go open your present.”

“Okay.”

He walked over to the dining room table, so she checked him out. She loved his smooth legs and his tight little bottom. In fact, she started thinking about what she could do with that ass of his.

Just not yet.

Pushing down her excitement, she watched as he picked up the package. She studied him, focusing in particular on his face.

He tore through the wrapping paper. Then he looked down, right before he turned to her. “I don’t understand. What is this?”

“It’s a chastity cage,” she said. She strolled up to him and took the box from his hand. “See this tube here?” Chloe asked, pointing down to the picture on the box. “It goes over your penis. Once it’s in place, you won’t be able to get an erection or climax while you’re wearing this.”

“And you want me to wear it?”

“Absolutely.”

“I, I don’t think I can.”

“Why not?”

He tried to say something, except the words broke apart in his throat. He stuttered and stumbled instead, finally stopping and staring down at the floor. He was mostly naked while she had on a black, leather skirt and high boots. Suddenly, he realized that she even felt taller in those heels. A boy like Alex didn’t want to admit it, but this girl intimidated him so easily.

“Because,” he finally said.

“Because why?” Chloe pressed down on him.

“Because it doesn’t seem fair.”

“Alex, this isn’t about fairness. This is about what you need and what will be good for us.” Silently, she added, For me. “Now, I’m going to take you back to my bedroom, and I’m going to play with you a little bit. Doesn’t that sound nice?”

Chloe took the small box from his grip, and then she placed her other hand on the small of his back. Nudging her plaything forward, he took one tentative step after another. Really, he probably only did it because he wanted to be back in her bedroom. He wanted to see the walls and her bed. Maybe he was even clinging to the hope that he would get to seduce her somehow.

Chloe had already set everything up. She had always loved her fourposter bed, but now she had attached a set of straps to each of those wooden pillars.

If he noticed them, he didn’t say anything. He must’ve realized that he wasn’t going to be able to get her to change her mind. She pushed him down onto his back.

From there, she climbed up onto the bed, and she took a hold of his panties. She pulled them off, and his erection sprang up instantly.

“Look at that you must be really excited right now.”

“Please, you don’t have to use that cage on me.”

“Oh? So you’re telling me that you can control yourself now? Is that what you want me to believe?” Skepticism dripped from every word.

“Yes!”

Chloe touched one finger to the corner of her mouth. “But I don’t think I can believe you.”

“Why not?”

“Because you have lied to me in the past.”

His face flushed when he heard that. Biting down, he tried to think of something good to say. “Please, you can trust me.”

“How about a little game?”

“What? Anything!” He didn’t mean to sound that frantic, but Alex couldn’t help himself now either.

“If you can keep yourself from losing control again, then you don’t need to wear the cage. But if you do lose control, you’ll not only do you wear it, but I keep the key.”

“Fine, yes, anything!”

“Are you sure?” Chloe teased. “I mean, once I have you locked up, I won’t have to let you out at any point, not unless I make the decision.”

Alex probably still thought that she was a girl, so she needed a cock deep inside of her. Of course, he should have considered the fact that they hadn’t yet had sex, and she seemed perfectly happy with things as they stood.

Grinning down at him, she waited for his answer. “Yes. I’ll do it.”

He breathed out, grateful for the fact that he had taken care of himself a little while before.

“Okay then.”

She reached down and took his hand and then toward the corner of the bed. “What’re you doing?”

“I’m strapping you down,” she said.

“Why?”

“Because it turns me on, and it’s going to be fun.”

“You don’t have to tie me down,” he told her.

“I don’t have to do anything. I want to do this,” she answered quickly.

Then he felt the first restraint as she pulled it tight around his wrist.

In this first couple of seconds, he told himself that these were probably just novelty restraints, like something she picked up from a joke store at the mall. She secured his other wrist, followed by his two ankles. Spread out now, naked, and trapped, he decided to test the bonds.

At first, he just rotated his wrists as he tried to slip free. This was supposed to be easy, he thought. Instead, the straps just dug down into his wrists. This only got worse as he pulled harder.

All the while, Chloe remained poised above him. Braced on her knees, she watched.

“Go ahead. Struggle. Your absolute best. Show me that you can get away. In fact, I would even take back the chastity cage without any problems if you can free yourself.”

“You’re serious?”

She leaned in, snaking along his body until her lips were close to his ear. “Not only will I take back the chastity cage, I will even go down on you, Alex. Wouldn’t you like that? I will give you the best blow job you have ever had.” Her voice was ripe with lascivious intent. This girl must have known what she was doing.

His heart raced faster, especially as she pulled back. Smirking down at him, she watched as he mentally prepared himself. Then he started to fight, pulling, twisting, and yanking. The restraints went tight, all of the slack vanishing as he struggled to get free.

He bucked and thrashed around, clearly eager to get off of that bed. And yet, he couldn’t do it.

Alex simply needed to free one of his hands. If he could get the use of his fingers back, he would have been able to open the straps. But that wasn’t happening.

His arms and legs were still stuck.

“You’re running out of time, Alex,” she said.

Although they never agreed to a timeframe, Chloe wasn’t going to let him continue to fight forever.

Then he settled down, falling back to the bed. His chest was rising and falling like he just finished a marathon or something.

Cocking her head to the side, Chloe let a bang fall in front of her face. “Well? Is that the best you’ve got?”

Teeth locked together, he tried again. He pulled and fought with everything he had. She watched as the strain danced along his features. He was using all of his energy, but then he had to give up. The seconds ticked by, and he ran out. He fell down against the mattress.

“Okay. I guess that means you don’t get a blow job. But don’t worry. We still get to play the second part of our game.”

“Chloe, do you think you could let me up for a minute? I’m not sure I can do this.”

“No.”

His eyes widened and his lips parted.

“Alex, let me explain something to you. When you enter into an agreement, you have to keep your word. You can’t just make a promise and break it. That’s not how this works.”

Satisfied that he understood her message, she started to play with him.

First, she slid up along his body. She touched his cheeks and slid her fingertips down to his jaw, his neck, and finally to his chest. She put one hand over his heart. “You must be really excited right now,” she teased.

“I’m not,” he said, doing his best to deceive her.

“Liar,” she said with a giggle. Then she brought her hands lower. Every time she touched him, he felt it, that rush of anticipation. It was hot, magma, electric. The frisson couldn’t be ignored as it pumped through his flesh.

Chloe smiled a down at him again. “Don’t worry. I’m not mad, not this time. It’s okay. You’re all excited, so you can’t help yourself. Just relax. Let this happen.”

If he relaxed, he would lose control, he knew. And yet, the tension wasn’t helping either. He was so hard.

He looked down along the length of his body, and he saw his erection pointed toward the ceiling. More than anything, he wanted an orgasm. He wanted to feel that explosion of pleasure, the inferno of desire as it rushed through his body.

She kissed him right on his forehead, then between his eyes, and then on the tip of his nose. As she did so, she rubbed her breasts over his chest. She began to go down, lower and lower.

Before, she teased him with the possibility of a blow job. Was she going to do it now?

If so, he didn’t stand a chance. Alex knew right away that he would come so hard!

It might even be worth it, he thought.

Only then, she pulled back. Sitting up, she reached down and stroked him. This may not have been her mouth, and it wasn’t the blow job he hoped for, yet the desire began to pump through his body anyway. It tightened around his chest, his arms, and his legs.

“Can you hold out? Can you show me you don’t need to be locked up?” Chloe asked. “Because remember, if you lose control, I get to hold your key. It will belong to me.” She giggled. “Hey, if you wear a chastity cage and I own the key, does that mean I own your dick too?” She sounded like a little girl asking a silly question.

Alex wanted to answer, only he couldn’t bring himself to make a sound. All of his concentration led toward one goal: he needed to keep himself from climaxing. He didn’t know how much time he had left, so he decided to hold out for as long as he possibly could.

“You know, I am kind of flattered. I mean, if you keep coming in my hand, I guess that means you find me really attractive. That’s so sweet!” As she teased him, she stroked him again, assaulting his senses with her touch and her voice.

Everything about her intoxicated him, making it harder and harder to hold out. Inevitably, he was going to lose; it was only a matter of time. How long could he stand this? How long could he keep his body from surrendering to her sexual magnetism?

As he inhaled and exhaled, gasping and panting, Alex did everything he could. He clenched his eyes shut, and he tried to think of something else. He needed to shunt his thoughts in another direction. Taxes. His water bill. That old professor who gave him an F that he didn’t deserve.

None of it worked.

He opened his eyes again, and he saw the dark allure of her irises, the smooth curves of her cheeks, and of the cute line of her nose. Everything about this girl entranced him. He tried to look away again, only he couldn’t. She was a visual addiction.

“Look at that. You’re doing such a good job. Can you keep it going?” Her tone made it clear that she didn’t think he stood a chance of success. But it was fine if he wanted to struggle. She was having fun with this game.

Because to her, it was just a game.

“Want to hear something funny?” Chloe asked her bound boy.

He didn’t have the energy to respond. As his heart pattered in his chest, he pulled against the restraints again, perhaps hoping that this would distract him. Or better yet, maybe he would get free! Neither of those things happened, and then she was speaking again, her soft tones cutting down to his core. “I’m just playing with you, Alex. I can make you come whenever I want. Just a little bit of touching, some soft caresses, and you can’t help yourself. You give up right away.”

“That’s not true.”

“What if I use both of my hands?”

She provided a demonstration, still stroking him with one hand even as she reached down with her other. She stroked his thigh before lighting her fingers up under his scrotum. Electric desire shot through his body, snapping along his nerve endings. He arched his back, and then she squeezed down, making him climax.

The rush of pleasure overwhelmed every thought, every impulse, every little bit of control he may have possessed. It flooded his system, leaving him awash in satisfaction. But even as it felt so good, his eyes got big again. “No! No!” He cried out those words, like they might make the slightest difference. Of course, they didn’t. She made him climax, so he squirted his load up along his pubis, all the way to his navel.

“Look at that,” she said with faux disappointment. “I guess you still can’t control yourself. At this rate, we’re never going to get to have sex.”

“No. Don’t say that!”

“It’s okay, Alex. If you really want out of this, you could break up with me right now. Is that what you want? Do you want to dump me?” She sounded almost distraught at the prospect.

His head spun, like he couldn’t even understand what she was saying. But then the words burst from his lips. “No! Please, not that.”

“Okay then,” she teased. “Does that mean I should put you in a chastity cage?”

He nodded his head, a quick little movement, almost like he couldn’t acknowledge what he was doing.

“Say it.”

“Yes. You should put in a chastity cage.”

Really, he had no idea how this was going to feel. He didn’t know that these things even really existed until she showed him. But now she opened the box, and she took out the different pieces.

He threw his head back against the mattress. Still tied down and helpless, he couldn’t really stop her anyway.

Before she started to put the cage on him, Chloe made sure to wipe him down. This came close to getting him excited all over again. But he breathed through his teeth because he didn’t want that embarrassment.

After she was done cleaning him off, she brought a ring up around his scrotum. A tube went over his shaft. The weight felt odd, he reflected. Because he didn’t want to think about it or really experience it this moment, Alex did everything he could to zone out entirely.

When she was done, she straddled him. He could feel the heat of her thighs against his flanks. “There we go. How does that feel?” Reaching behind her back, she brushed his scrotum.

His body reacted immediately. Despite his recent climax, he was young and horny and he never got to the release he truly needed. A hand job wasn’t the blow job or the pure sex he craved.

Almost immediately, his shaft started to harden again. Or at least, it tried to.

“How does that feel? Does it feel good? Does it make you feel like you can finally control yourself?”

Alex didn’t say anything, not as he felt his shaft push its way up against of the sides of its new cage.

“Oh, that’s the most important part.” She hopped back between his legs, picked up the lock, and then she slipped the small bar into its opening. “Get ready. This is the best part.”

Click.




Chapter 5

Now

“Mistress, if you are ready, everything has been prepared.”

“Good sissy,” she answers as she rises from her spot at the head of the dining room table. Leaving her tablet, she walks back into the living room. The floors have been recently vacuumed, and the TV has been dusted. The windows sparkle as sunlight streams down through them.

Up until she procured and started training her sissy slave, she had to worry about hiring someone. Even when she brought in outside help to keep her place clean, she never got to the level of quality that she expected and demanded.

Of course now, everything is different because she owns this sissy.

He knows it; he also knows that if he doesn’t do an excellent job a, he will do it again. And again. And again. Plus, there will be additional consequences. His life is very simple and explicit in this way.

“How do you feel?”

“Nervous, Mistress,” he says, his voice high-pitched and timid. He may not make very much noise or raise his volume, but he still speaks clearly.

“Why are you nervous, sissy?”

“Because I want to please you,” he says.

She starts laughing; she can’t quite help herself, not when she enjoys that simple, honest answer. It feels good to know that he understands his place.

“Show me your panties.”

He raises up his skirt. He isn’t wearing stockings or tights on this particular day, so she can see the trim musculature of his legs. More importantly, they seem so dainty and feminine when they are shaped like this. She shakes her head for a moment, considering the simple fact that so many men hate the idea of being feminized, yet so many of them possess these ideal bodies. They might want to focus on their broad shoulders or strong jaws, but their beautifully long eyelashes and slender legs are ideal. Plus, so many of them have these tight little asses, just like her sissy.

When she looks down at his panties, she can’t help but smile at the bright pink satin. She comes up to him, and she strokes his underwear. “You always look so cute in your butterfly panties,” she says. “You like wearing them?”

“I don’t know, Mistress.”

“You don’t?”

He shakes his head. “No, Mistress. But I can say that I like them if that’s what you want me to do.”

“Yes. Do it.”

“I like my panties, Mistress. I like them very much.” His eyes remain aimed at the floor because he doesn’t want to look up at her.

“There’s a good sissy,” she says, tapping his cheek. His skin is so smooth, so soft. She loves that about him. He moisturizes several times a day. His beauty regimen is intense, but she knows he can handle it. Because if he doesn’t, he will be punished.

“You may lower your skirt,” she tells him.

From there, she walks away, beginning her inspection. She checks the mantle, running her finger along the top. From there, she walks over to the sliding glass window that leads to the backyard. She checks the corners, searching for smudges or smears.

After that, she heads into the kitchen. She brushes her fingers along the countertops. They’re smooth, cold granite. When she glances over at the stove, she sees that it looks brand-new. There isn’t a single stain anywhere on it.

“Not bad,” she says.

From there, she walks to the small laundry room at the rear of the house. She opens the dryer and washing machine. Each one is empty, and both units practically sparkle. When she glances around the floor, she doesn’t find any dust, not even a speck of dirt.

Her sissy follows her around, although he makes sure to keep a respectful distance.

When she glances over at him again, she can’t help but smile. Not only has he done an excellent job so far, but she just enjoys looking at him. He’s so cute, so pretty.

“Do you ever wonder what would happen if I let you go back to your old life?”

At once, he shakes his head. “No, Mistress.” Surprisingly, she believes him despite the fact that he understands there are certain answers he has to give. Much of the time, he might feel like he’s “lying,” which doesn’t matter in the slightest. She might tell him to explain how much he enjoys wearing his panties. Even if he hates them, he has to gush about how cute and pretty and sweet they all make him feel. He might have to beg for a spanking, even if he doesn’t think he deserves one. Because he really does belong to her, he will always obey and do everything he can to please his Mistress.

This time, she believes him. She starts to think that maybe he really doesn’t think about his old life or what it could have been like before she imprisoned him in panties and caged his shaft. As an offhand comment, she asks, “Why not?”

For her, the answer might not really matter, but the sissy looks down at the floor again before he closes his eyes. “I don’t think I can go back to my old life, Mistress. I think I have been too thoroughly trained.”

“Oh, what do you mean?” She still grins at the idea that she has broken him so totally and completely that he can’t imagine what it would be like to be a man again. He doesn’t have it in him, not anymore. She drained away that vital essence. She tricked him, and now he belongs to her. Yes, that idea definitely makes her grin. It fills her with this bright satisfaction that can only come from a job well done.

His jaw clenches as he considers his answer. He knows he must respond; he has to answer as he doesn’t get any kind of privacy. “Well, before you started training me, I guess I thought I could be whatever I wanted. But now I know that I’m just a sissy, Mistress. I know that I need an owner to tell me what to do.”

“Tell me something, how long did it take before you figured out that you were never going to get to be a real man again?”

He whispers, “Too long.”

Then

Staring hard, Alex focused on his reflection in the mirror. When he looked at his face, he felt mostly normal. If he focused, he could summon up his normal confidence. He could walk into a store, an office, or a classroom and still feel like himself.

Of course, he was wearing a dark blue shirt and jeans. He didn’t have on his shoes or socks, which meant that he decided to glance down. When he did so, he shivered as he saw the bright pink nail polish. A surge of humiliation ran through his body, but it was only going to get worse.

He unbuttoned his shirt and shrugged it off. Next, he loosened his jeans and pulled them down the length of his body. Now he was naked except for his panties and the chastity cage underneath. As he looked into the mirror now, he saw his smoothly shaved skin.

He looked down at his hands. There should have been little strands of hair along his knuckles and down the sides of his wrists. Instead, they were smooth. His arms were smooth; his chest was smooth. When he looked down at his legs, he found the same thing, and he knew just how feminine they looked.

Chloe had done this to him.

When he looked down at the panties, he felt even worse. He was wearing panties! What was wrong with him? How had he allowed this girl to do this to him?

Adding to his frustration was the desire.

It had been weeks now since she last touched him, weeks since she allowed him the pleasure of her fingertips along his erection. They still hadn’t had sex!

He tried not to think about it. The moment he considered what Chloe might look like naked or how it would feel to slide his member deep into her, his cock started to harden, only to feel the boundaries of his plastic cage.

He shook his head and did everything he could to swallow back his frustration. No, he wasn’t going to allow himself to think about her. No, he wasn’t going to think about sex with her.

Instead, he had a different goal in mind.

Alex needed to break up Chloe.

He had his phone right there on the bathroom counter. He just needed to grab it, pull up her name, and send the message.

He smirked, thinking that he might want to try to ghost her. He liked the idea of fading off, just disappearing. She could message him again in a day or week, and he wouldn’t answer. He could change his phone number and vanish into the digital ether…

But that wouldn’t work, Alex already knew. If he disappeared, he had the distinct impression Chloe wouldn’t even notice. She was so beautiful, he thought. He pushed his fingertips down into the palms of his hands as the frustration gripped him. This wasn’t fair! He wanted her so badly! He needed to be with her!

And yet, she put him in a freaking chastity cage!

Incensed, Alex grabbed the panties and pulled them down. He kicked them off as fast as he could, and then he looked down at his cock, now trapped in that plastic tube.

He grabbed onto it, and he pulled, tentatively at first. Then he tried to work it from side to side, thinking that maybe he would be able to get it off. If he could free himself from this cage, maybe he would feel like more of a man again. Maybe he would have the strength to buy some nail polish remover, some real boxers, and to let his hair grow out again. He wanted to feel manly and powerful. He wanted to hold onto that sense that his masculinity gave him something special.

Alex never really noticed what being a man had meant to him. It was just unspoken, this wonderful right that meant he could go out and try to conquer the world. As a guy, he only needed the most basic etiquette. And for the most part, if he was honest, that was fine because he was a man, and he didn’t need to worry about what other people thought. Sure, there might be consequences. Someone might call him an asshole or something, but he didn’t need to care. He wasn’t some girl who needed other people to validate his existence.

Now he wore panties. Now his cock and been taken away. Because really, that’s what this meant. He hadn’t been able to touch himself or masturbate for weeks. Even the thought was enough to make him pant. As his chest pumped up and down, he grabbed onto the bathroom countertop.

He needed to rub himself, to touch himself, to get off!

Gulping back some of the desire, Alex walked out of the bathroom. He marched into his bedroom and he threw himself down onto his mattress. Still mostly naked, he began to stroke his balls. He touched himself lightly, which only meant that his cock started to harden again. As he shaft tried to stiffen, he felt the trap once again. The cage wouldn’t allow him to get hard. It wouldn’t allow him to feel the pleasure of stiffening.

Before all of this, Alex never knew or realized how good an erection could feel. As far as he had been concerned, that was just the beginning, the first step toward something really powerful.

Now orgasms felt more like dreams, and he didn’t know what to do.

No, that wasn’t true.

He had to break up with her.

He had to dump her. He needed to write the message. He wasn’t even sure what he was going to say. Although he had fantasized about it many times, the exact words never materialized.

In his imagination, he would write the message, send it, and Chloe would show up at his place, her eyes brimming with tears. He wanted to see her as she fought to keep her lower lip from trembling. He wanted to hear her struggle to find the right words as she begged him for forgiveness. She would hold out the key on the palm of her hand, and then she would get down on her knees and promise that everything would be different from now on. He would be in charge; he would master her, taking whatever he wanted, and she would be grateful for the attention he gave her.

Alex opened his eyes again. He couldn’t allow himself to think like that. It was a mistake to get excited, a mistake to turn himself on like that. He rolled over onto his stomach, and he pressed his hips downward. He wanted to rub himself into the mattress, to climax without touching himself.

But he couldn’t. No matter how hard he tried, the chastity cage wouldn’t allow it.

He needed to break up with her!

There was no other choice.

Alex got up, and he went back into the bathroom. He picked up his phone, and just then, he felt it buzz in the palm of his hand.

Hey, Alex. I was just thinking about you and your panties in your chastity cage. It always makes me so wet. You want to come over? We can have some fun. It was from Chloe.

His eyes scanned across those words again and again, and he knew that this was a trap. Every time he went over there, she stripped away another layer of his masculinity. She taught him how to please her, whether that meant using his mouth or his fingertips. More and more, she wanted to control him.

He wasn’t a complete idiot; he knew what was happening, but he still couldn’t stop himself.

Gripping his phone so tight that his knuckles turned white, Alex began to type his response. This time, he forced himself to be a real man.

You know what? No. I’m not going to go over to your place. So far, I’ve let you get away with acting like a total bitch, Chloe. But that ends now. From now on, I’m in charge. From now on, I will do what I want. So if you want to come over here and beg for my forgiveness, you can come to my front door, get on your knees, and knock. You’ll stay on your knees, and you’ll wait for me. Then I’m going to let you in. Maybe. And if I do, you had better show me the respect I deserve. You’d better be ready to spread your legs and open your mouth because I’m going to fuck you into submission. You’re a girl, and you need to learn to act like one.

His fingers typed frantically across the digital keyboard. Once the message was finished, he stopped. If he touched the screen one more time, the message would jump out onto the network, eventually filtering back to his girlfriend.

More than anything, he wanted to hit send, but he kept thinking about that girl. Chloe. Whether it was her name or the color of her hair or the shape of her face, something held him back. Maybe it was the fact that he hadn’t yet been with her, not really.

He knew that he had to break up with her, but the phone buzzed in his hand before he could make a decision one way or the other.

Come over tonight, and I think we can have a lots of fun. Just think about how good it could be. I want you on your back, ready for me.

Alex lowered the phone. His arms went slack at his sides, as if all of his strength abandoned him. Moments later, he lifted the device back up, and he deleted the previous message he had been about to send it.

I’ll be right over.

Along the way, Alex felt like a complete and total idiot for doing this. Where was his dignity, his backbone? Didn’t have any pride?

Apparently not. It seemed like he would do anything for this girl, and he just couldn’t help himself.

Granted, Alex didn’t think of Amy at all. That other girl was little more than a phantom in his mind, someone he had played with and someone who had entertained him. She wasn’t anything else, not even when she had stood in front of him. Apparently it had been their six month anniversary or something, and her eyes were wet. “Don’t you care about me? Seriously, don’t you care about me at all? I don’t feel I ask for much, and I really want to be with you because I love you, but it always feels like you don’t care.”

At the time, Alex had said something consoling. Maybe he had wrapped his arms around her and held her tight as he whispered into her ear. Actually, he couldn’t really remember, mostly because he didn’t care that much about anything that happened while he was with her. She had a tight mouth and knew how to use it. But after that, he couldn’t worry about her one way or the other, especially now.

Although he had mostly gotten used to walking around in a chastity cage, it still felt unusual. There was something about the weight pulling down on his genitals. No matter how far he went or how long he had worn this thing, it never let him forget about it.

Normally, when he wore his boxers or even his satin briefs, Alex could forget about the garments underneath. He never really worried about his socks or his pants either.

But the cock block was completely different. There was always that little pressure, that tug of gravity between his legs.

But at least he found himself standing in front of her door once again, and as he raised his arm, Alex told himself that he was going to do better this time.

For one, he was going to get the chastity cage off. Second, he would have his way with this girl. He wasn’t sure how he would do it, especially because he could already feel the adrenaline spike in his bloodstream. He didn’t want to think about it or admit it, but he was nervous. He’d been to her place many times, yet the fear still pushed into him, nearly making his knees buckle.

She opened the door, and that’s when his eyes widened to the size of quarters. All the moisture seemed to drain away from his mouth, and that recently reconstructed confidence broke apart.

She wore a pair of black panties and a lacy, matching bra. Although it didn’t seem like she wore any makeup or even tried much with her hair, she still looked gorgeous, like some movie star who had spent hours to make sure that she seemed normal and naturally gorgeous.

In Chloe’s case, it might’ve really been effortless. He could certainly believe it as he stared at her. Everything about this girl attracted his attention, his focus, his desire. All of a sudden, he felt like he wanted to please her. It shoved into him, claiming him.

“Hello,” she said with a wicked grin. “I was hoping that maybe you could do my toenails again?”

Not only did she wear her bra and panties, but then he saw the necklace. She wore a gold chain with a small key dangling at the end, just above her cleavage. Once again, his body stirred, and he thought he was about to get an erection. Inevitably, the equipment he wore prevented that from happening.

The key.

Alex started to reach out for it before he remembered his place. He dropped his hand back down and lowered his gaze. “May I come in?”

“So polite,” she purred. “Yes, of course you can come in.”

Alex walked past her and soon spotted the nail polish on the coffee table in front of her couch. His heart started to speed again. After he licked his lips, he looked back to this beautiful girl. “I was hoping we could do something more intense.” He despised the uncertainty in his voice.

“Too bad,” she said with a giggle. The corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement. He could say whatever he liked, except she didn’t have to take him seriously. In some ways, he still felt like her little sister’s boyfriend.

He exhaled slowly and stepped forward. He walked back to the couch and sat down, although he didn’t relax. Rather, he kept his back straight like he thought he might have to jump up at any moment.

Sauntering back, Chloe glanced at him. Right away, she could read of the irritation radiating off of him. He hated this, and he was humiliated by all of it. Somehow, that didn’t bother her. Maybe she knew that her power over him with strong enough, that it could endure his best efforts.

“Stand up and strip for me. You’re always so pretty when you’re wearing nothing but your panties.”

“That’s not the only thing I’m wearing,” he muttered. Chloe immediately grabbed onto her key. She pinched it gently between her fingers, savoring the edges against her fingertips.

“No, it’s not,” she said. “But I think it’s really good for you. I mean, you are learning self-control, aren’t you?”

“Yes.”

“When was the last time you touched yourself?”

“I haven’t been able to masturbate in weeks!”

“So when I finally decide to mount you, you’re going to have all of the self-control.”

“I don’t think that’s how it works,” he protested.

“Sure, it is,” she said, knowing full well that she had no intention of letting him out of the chastity cage anytime soon. After all, it made her so wet to think of his manhood trapped under that plastic and locked away.

For a second, she indulged in a simple question: what would the world look like if every man had to wear a chastity cage? How would they behave differently if the women in their lives owned their pleasure?

Shaking her head, she pushed the question aside because she needed to focus on manipulating the boy.

“Anyway, don’t think about it. I’ll let you know when you get your reward. Besides, aren’t you grateful for the chance to see me like this?” Almost unconsciously, she brushed her fingers down one shoulder, along her bicep, to her flank, then the elastic band on her panties. She pulled it, snapping the material against her hip.

He started to groan with frustration. Another wave of hatred for the chastity cage swept through him, but he still wasn’t going to be able to take it off.

“Go ahead. Strip for me.”

She lowered herself down onto the couch. She kept her palms on her thighs as she watched him.

He stood up, and he started to take off the garments, just as he had done on so many other occasions.

“Look at that. You must be really excited right now. You’re soaking into your panties.”

“I know,” he said.

“Don’t worry. We’re going to do something about that,” she said, although Alex noticed she didn’t add any specifics.

“Yes, please,” he told her.

She smiled back at him as he pulled down his pants. Sure enough, she saw the satin briefs. She grinned, tilting her head to the side slightly.

“You look so cute in those panties. I love it when we can play like this.”

Once he discarded his jeans, she reached out, grabbed him by his wrist and pulled him down onto the couch beside her. Then she lifted up her feet and rested them across his lap.

“I already cleaned them off this morning. I just want you to paint them again.”

“Do I have to?”

“Do you ever want to get out of that cage?” She sounded like an adult talking down to a child. Obviously, he wanted to obey her because if he didn’t, there would be consequences. It was that simple.

“Yes. I really, really want to get out of it,” he said, each word shaking.

“Then I think you want to paint my toenails. Come on. It’s going to be fun! You can just be one of the girls.”

“I don’t want to be a girl.”

“A sissy then?”

The color drained away from his cheeks, leaving his skin white and frightened.

When Chloe saw him like this, she had to suppress the urge to laugh. It was hard. Really hard. She kept wanting to giggle at him because he looked so adorably scared.

“I’m not a sissy.”

Chloe pulled her legs away from his lap. She sat up on her knees, so she now stretched several inches taller than him. She touched his chin and looked down at him. “Alex, I’ve got you in panties, and your toenails already sparkle. There’s nothing to be ashamed of if you’re a sissy. It’s okay. I mean, you want to be with me, right?”

“Yes,” he said.

“Are you willing to do anything for me?”

“Yes,” he said again. Somewhere deep in his psyche, a voice raged against all of this. It told him that he needed to fight with her. That was the same voice that prompted him to try to break up with this girl, not that Chloe even knew about his deleted text message. Some part may have wanted to fight, but it was too weak to resist her aura of confident beauty.

“That’s right. You’ll do anything for me, which means you will be a sissy if that’s what I want. Right?”

“Yes,” he said.

For a second, his eyes flickered, and she started to wonder if maybe he really would summon up the energy and confidence to resist her. That’s why she gave him a very special treat. She reached down into his panties and started to stroke him again. Her fingers worked along his scrotum. She teased the underside of his balls with gentle caresses.

“I like having your balls in the palm of my hand,” she said.

“It feels really, really good,” he confessed. And that was true enough.

After so much denial, any stimulation drove him wild. It became harder and harder to think clearly. His whole being buzzed with pleasure and anticipation. In fact, he started dribbling almost immediately, the tip of his cock wet with excitement.

“You like this, don’t you, sissy?”

“No. Please, don’t. Don’t call me that,” he said, his voice strained with need, but he couldn’t stop her. That’s what sounded like he was whining.

“It’s okay if you like this. Every sissy gets excited when he’s wearing his panties.”

“No. But I don’t want to be excited,” he complained, his eyes shut as the pleasure gripped him.

It wasn’t fair. Even if Chloe didn’t have access to his shaft because of the cage, she could still turn him on. Hot arousal surged to through his body. It felt like rivers of magma in his veins. The pleasure was overwhelming and so intense. It made him pant; it made him gasp. The adrenaline kept pumping through his body, only didn’t have anywhere to go.

“Tell me you’re my sissy,” teased Chloe. “Tell me you love being my sissy.”

“Yes! I’m your sissy!” Just a little bit more, and it felt like he might be able to climax. He didn’t even know how that was possible, yet it was there, intense powerful and ultimately undeniable.

“Yes! I, I’m your sissy!” Alex repeated.

“That’s right. So when I tell you to paint my nails, you’re going to do it. When I buy you a cute pair of panties, you’re going to wear them, and when I want to do your makeup, you won’t argue with me, will you?”

“No. I, I won’t argue!”

Just like that, she pulled her hand back from his panties, and he shivered again.

Alex couldn’t put any coherent thoughts together. Every word, sound, and idea felt jagged and wrong inside of his head. Had he really just said he was a sissy? Had he really surrendered so totally to this girl?

Yes. He had done it. Not only that, Chloe didn’t even need to spank or punish him. Instead, she just made it happen with a few light caresses. As he thought about this, he tried to get angry. Only then she nudged him back to the couch, and she pulled her feet up and spread them along his lap.

“Go ahead. It’s time for you to do my nails. Do a really good job a, and you’ll get a reward.”

Alex wasn’t sure if he could believe her or not.

He bowed his head down, however, and he reached out. He picked up one bottle of nail polish. It was a shade of electric blue. Like most of the others, it sparkled. “Would you like this?”

“Maybe. Try something a little bit more feminine, maybe something cute and green.”

“Green?”

“What? Did you think it had to be bubblegum pink?” Chloe shook her head. “No, femininity can come in many different shades.” She grinned at him. “Although I do really like you in pink and purple.”

Alex tried not to blush, but there was something about the easy way she looked at him.

“Whatever you say.”

“That’s right. And how can you tell I’m in charge?”

Pressing his lips together, he gulped. “Because you can spank me?”

“Yes. I can. And?” She reached up and gently began to touch the key to his chastity cage.

“And because you have that,” he said.

“What is it?”

“The key,” he replied quickly, hoping that his response would be enough. It wasn’t.

“The key to what?” teased Chloe.

“The key to my chastity cage,” he finally said. “You have the key to my chastity cage. It’s yours. It belongs to you.”

“That’s right. Now pick out a pretty shade of green, something that you would like to see up close.”

He narrowed his eyes slightly, but then he plucked out a jungle, sparkling shade of green. He opened the bottle. The stringent aroma hit his nostrils, but he still aimed the small, round brush for her big toenail.

“This is always so relaxing. I love it when you do my nails. And Alex, you’re really, really good at it.”

“I guess,” he replied.

“Oh, don’t sell yourself short. I’m really happy with what you can do for me.” She smiled at him, but there wasn’t anything encouraging in that expression. On the contrary, she seemed to be mocking him, deriding him for his “abilities.”

“Now go ahead and paint my nails, sissy.”

He inhaled, opening his mouth, it was clear he wished to say something. At once, she knew that he wanted to ask her not to call him that again. But just a few seconds later, he must have realized it was going to be futile, so he closed his mouth.

Smart sissy.

Like a good servant, he worshiped her, slowly painting each of her nails. Pressing his lips together, he took his time as he focused on the task before him. Yes, his body was tight with desire, but he didn’t slow down or complain.

“I feel so good,” she said. “I think when you’re done, I’m going to let you give me a foot massage.” She made it sound like she was doing him a favor.

“Okay,” he said.

“Come on. Where’s the enthusiasm? You should be grateful. You know how many guys would love to get this close to me?”

It was true, Alex knew. And yet, in his fantasies, he was always the one who would take control. “Besides, I have something very special planned for later.”

“What?” Alex asked, his tone shifting. He sounded excited, very excited.

“Just a little something special for my sissy.” She grinned at him. “Would you like the chance to make me feel really good?”

He had gone down on her before, and he wanted to do it again. He sometimes imagined a scenario where he would lick her pussy, and she would get so excited that she demanded his cock. His member stirred once again before it pressed up against the boundaries of its cage.

“Yes, please,” he finally said to her.

“That’s what I like to hear.” She grinned back at him for another moment before she said, “keep going.”

Alex could hardly believe it, but he really did double his efforts. He tried as hard as he could, making sure that the nail polish was nice and smooth along each toe. And when he finished, he exhaled slowly, breathing down.

“You may massage me now,” she said, the language sounding more like some ancient Princess.

Even so, he did everything he could. He pressed his fingers down against the sides of her feet, her heels, and even her toes, although he was incredibly careful not to smudge any of the polish.

“Oh, that feels good. I like it when you massage my feet. Maybe this will be something I have you do more often.”

“But I have classes starting soon,” he said.

“That’s true, although I suppose I could have you just come live with me.”

“What?”

“Would you like that? Would you like to move out of your crappy little apartment?”

“Yes!” He couldn’t hide the excitement from his voice, especially when he imagined how it would feel to sleep with this beautiful girl every single night. He would be able to wrap his arms around her, to grab her breasts, to tease her and feel her. Obviously, he would get out of the chastity cage finally!

“That’s something you can work toward,” she said.

He worked twice as hard now, and she could feel it. He worked her skin slowly and deliberately, pressing down. Even though she loved this, she still lift her head and smile at him. “You know what? I think you need to show me what kind of roommate you would be.”

“What? How?” Even as he asked those questions, he didn’t stop massaging her.

“Go ahead and get up. I like to see you clean my house for me. Start in the kitchen, make your way out here, and then go to the guest bedroom.”

He stared at her for a couple of seconds, his expression blank with confusion. He really didn’t understand. She wanted him to clean? That didn’t make any sense.

Chloe lifted her feet and wiggled her toes. Apparently satisfied the polish had dried sufficiently, she got up and walked back into the kitchen. When she came back, she held up a frilly, black apron with white trim. It almost looked like something a French maid might wear.

“Put this on.”

Alex stood up. He didn’t reach for the apron, however.

“Now,” Chloe said, her voice strict.

Almost automated, his arm rose up, and he took the apron from her. He held it with both hands now, but he didn’t quite know what to do. Clocking her time, Chloe came up behind him, grabbed the apron, and pulled it over his head. From there, she started to tie it into place, securing the ribbon near the small of his back. It looked really cute, especially just above his panties.

“Do a little spin for me,” she said, stepping away.

He didn’t want to do this, and he tried to say so, only something stopped him. When he glanced over at Chloe, he felt it, that tightness, the desire, the hope. She might allow him to live with her! The prospect made his body run hot with hope.

So he turned around slowly. Holding his hand over his chest, he worked his way in a tight little circle while she examined him.

“Very cute,” Chloe said with a nod of her head.

Alex didn’t say anything.

“What? You don’t like being cute?”

He answered with a timid, almost angry shake of his head.

“Be honest with me,” she ordered, touching one finger to the underside of his chin. She raised his gaze and made him look up at her. “How does it feel when a beautiful girl like me pays this much attention to you? How does it feel, knowing that you are mine now?”

“This isn’t what I was expecting,” he replied truthfully.

Chloe threw her head back and laughed because her sissy could be so funny!

“Tell me.”

“I like it. I just, this isn’t what I thought I should get…”

“Don’t try to expect anything,” she told him. “Just do as you’re told. Just obey.”

He looked at her like he didn’t understand, like those words didn’t make any sense, only then he nodded his head. Perfect. He was learning. Little by little, Alex would accept her authority. They had already come a long way, she reminded herself.

Chloe stepped back, and even though she was very wet, she looked at him again. “Alex, I know that this has been difficult for you, especially because of your little problem.” As she said that, she pointed her pinky down toward his crotch. He blushed again, humiliated by the fact that he kept losing control. Now it was only the chastity cage that kept him in check.

As he breathed out, she continued, “But I think you have a lot of potential, and I love having you as my boyfriend. So that’s why you’re going to show me just how useful you can be.”

“How?”

“By cleaning up my house.”

“You want me to act like a servant,” he said, practically spitting out the words. Alex lifted his gaze, and he glared at her, if somewhat furtively.

With every second, he expected her to deny it. He thought she was going to say that was crazy or something. Instead, she shrugged. “It’s important that you do as you’re told. So get to it, and then you’ll get your treat.”

“What do you mean?”

He didn’t expect a real answer, but then she put her hands on his hips and tugged him forward. He fell to the couch, right beside her. Sitting up, she leaned in and whispered along the curves of his ear, “I’m going to have sex with you.”

He pulled back slightly, thinking that maybe she intended to have him go down on her again. But there was something about the sparkle in her eyes…he believed they really would finally have sex.

That’s why he moved, pushing himself back up onto his feet.

“I’ll be my bedroom. Come get me when you’re done,” she said, dismissing him. Just like that, she got up, and she walked away, heading down the broad hallway to her bedroom.

Alex didn’t know what he was doing. Once he was left alone in her living room, anticipation and nervous energy began to run hot along his skin. On the one hand, he wanted to go have sex with her. On the other, he knew that wouldn’t happen, especially if he didn’t do a good job cleaning. When it came to his apartment, he was a reasonably clean guy, especially for a college student. But Chloe was different. She was an attorney, and she took things like cleanliness seriously.

He got up and walked to her kitchen. Fortunately, there were a few dishes in the sink already. He spotted the sponge, some soap, so he went to work. He cleaned the dishes, washing them quickly. As he finished each one, he made sure there weren’t any little specks or stains that he might have missed.

One dish after another, he put them back on the drying rack. He also made sure that they were neatly stacked.

He didn’t want to give Chloe any excuses to back out.

Already, his cock ached with anticipation. He couldn’t wait for that moment when they could finally have sex, when they could finally be together.

It would feel so amazing, he told himself.

A couple points, he had to pull back his apron to look down at his panties. Sure enough, he had a dark spot right in front of his shaft. He was dripping because he was so excited.

Alex told himself to stop worrying about it. Instead, he went to the closet and found her vacuum. He ran it across the living room floor, and then he went into the separate family room. After that, he looked around. Luckily for him, Chloe was pretty clean, so he didn’t think he needed to dust or do anything like that.

There were a couple of books on the dining room table, so he returned them to her shelf. After that, he didn’t quite know what to do, so he decided that he was probably done.

Alex marched forward. Before he had been put in panties and his chastity cage, he would have barged in on her. But now, he couldn’t bring himself to do it. Instead, he stopped right in front of the door, he raised his hand, and he knocked gently.

“Come, come in!” Chloe called out.

He turned the doorknob, stepped across the threshold, and he found her there on her back. She pulled off her panties, so now she ran the tip of the vibrator along her crevice.

He stood there as he watched his girlfriend masturbate. She was so sexy, so hot!

It took all of his self-control not to rush across the room and throw himself up onto the bed and start kissing her.

Alex already knew that would be a mistake, so he held his spot.

“Oh, wow, I didn’t think you would finish so fast,” she said sheepishly, pulling the vibrator away from her pussy. Straightening her back, she looked at him sheepishly. “Come here.” She beckoned him with the curve of one finger.

Alex didn’t need to be asked again. He rushed forward, practically jumping up onto the bed. That’s when she grabbed him, used his momentum, and pushed him down onto his back. She straddled him, and now she kissed him.

It felt so good to have her mouth on his. She was wet and slick, warm and hot all at the same time. Not only that, he felt the key to his chastity cage brush along his chest as it fell down. She pulled back from his lips and went for his neck. From there, she scratched at his chest, her nails grazing his skin.

“You like this, don’t you?”

“Oh, yes!”

“Do you like watching me masturbate?”

“Yes!”

“Then get to the foot of the bed and watch me do it one more time. I want you to see me come before we have sex.”

There. There it was again, that promise. She made it sound like an inevitability.

His shaft strained again against its plastic prison, but he didn’t want to argue with her; he couldn’t risk giving her any excuse to change her mind. So he retreated back. Still dressed in panties and that lacey apron, Alex positioned himself right at the edge.

He watched as she picked up the vibrator and lowered herself down onto her back. She spread her legs.

Alex drank in every detail; he wanted to memorize this moment. After all, they were going to have sex. Finally, they were going to have sex.

She turned on the vibrator, sliding it down along her crevice. “Have you ever thought about using something like this?” Chloe asked. Her eyes were lit and glazed with pleasure as the device thrummed along her most sensitive spot.

“I love seeing you right here, Alex, especially in what you’re wearing.”

He should have just ripped off the apron and panties, only he couldn’t do it. “Can I take them off?” He made the mistake of asking, so she grinned at him and shook her head.

“No,” she breathed as she brushed the vibrator up and down her crevice. “No, of course not. You look so cute dressed like that. I can’t wait to pull down your panties and take you.”

He gulped, his mouth turning dry as he heard those words. Alex started to suck on his bottom lip as she pushed the dildo deeper into her opening. She pushed down, savoring every sensation as they pulsated through her body. More. She wanted more!

Chloe kept going until she arched her back and climaxed. The orgasm made her scream out, but she didn’t pass out. Instead, she opened her eyes again and looked right at her sissy.

“You never told me how you felt about using something like this.”

“I don’t think I could,” he said.

“Sure, you can. So why don’t we experiment?”

She beckoned him closer with that same curve of her finger. He crawled toward her, and then she grabbed him. She pushed him down onto his stomach. It was so easy for her. The excitement of authority raced through her body.

“It’s okay if you’re a little bit nervous. I’m going to make sure that it’s nice and easy for you.”

Then she did something he didn’t expect. She leaned down, and she kissed him, first on his neck, then the back of his head. Her fingers moved along his exposed back, gently gliding soft caresses over his skin. Little bumps appeared near his shoulders and biceps. At the same time, the excitement became almost overwhelming. He kept imagining that moment when she would let him out of the chastity cage.

But she didn’t. Instead, she continued to kiss him and touch him. She squeezed his exposed ass and brushed her fingers over the backs of his legs. He shivered; this felt really good.

“You like being my sissy, don’t you?”

“I, I don’t want to be a sissy.”

Her hand lashed down hard, smacking into his exposed buttocks. When she spanked him, he winced. At this point, he couldn’t even try to hide it. The pain flashed through his skin, making him clench down, like he might be able to hide from the sensations. But no, this girl had him, and she wasn’t going to release him.

“I’m going to strap you to the bed. I want you totally helpless, Alex.”

“No, please, don’t,” he said, only this girl had done something to him. The training had been going on for so long that he could hardly resist as she pulled his hands up toward the corners of the bed. Then she pulled the straps out. She took them from their hiding spots, and she wrapped them around his wrists, pulling them tight so each strap gripped his wrists.

“Very nice,” she said.

She retreated back. For a second, Alec started to worry that maybe she would just leave him there. But no, she spread his legs, and then she tied those down as well. He felt another set of manacles around his ankles. The straps were pulled tight, making sure that he couldn’t get away. He was spread out and totally vulnerable now.

“How does this feel?”

“I don’t like it,” he said.

“Are you sure about that?” Chloe asked, guiding her hand back down between his legs. She teased the underside of his scrotum, her fingers dancing lightly, sending fresh waves of need to through his body. “Because I could stop if you ask really, really nicely.”

Alex didn’t believe her.

He stayed quiet, thinking that maybe this would preserve some of his dignity. And yet, her fingers sped up, taunting him with their merciless skill and efficiency. With every second, the intensity built, nearly overwhelming him.

“You want me to fuck you, don’t you?”

“Yes!”

“Then tell me how much you love being helpless.”

Alex could hardly believe it, but he surrendered to this young woman. He had done it so many times before, only this felt different because she actually had him helpless. It didn’t even feel like he was making a choice now. He pulled against the restraints, only to feel their firm solidity. He wasn’t going anywhere; he couldn’t possibly get away, and they both knew it.

Still, some animal instinct prompted him to struggle, to pull and yank and twist as hard as he could. He thrashed about helplessly, all while she continued to stimulate him. With her fingertips brushing and caressing his skin, he could only moan through the desperation.

She grabbed a pair of scissors and cut away his panties, snipping through the satin like it wasn’t there at all. Then she took the dildo, and she held it up to his mouth.

“Suck,” she commanded, only to shove the rounded, silicon tip straight into his mouth. It slipped between his lips, and he tried to fight her, only to fail because this girl was insistent. She wouldn’t be deterred.

All at once, the flavor hit his taste buds. He could feel the warm, slick wetness of her juices. She had been using this on her pussy; she had pleasured herself with this toy, and now it was in his mouth. She moved it forward and back, teasing him, humiliating him.

It felt like he was giving a blow job.

The idea was degrading, only then she made it worse by making him enjoy it. As he sucked on the dildo, her fingers went back to that spot just below his scrotum. She taunted him with the pleasure, stretching her arms as she stimulated him from both sides.

“That’s right. Take it, sissy. You know that you’re a sissy, so you should have a nice toy in your mouth. Maybe I’ll gag you later. Would you like that? Would you like to be gagged?”

“No!” Alex shouted, only the toy in his mouth made that word virtually incomprehensible.

Chloe laughed again, savoring the humiliation she inflicted. It seemed to radiate off of his body.

“It’s okay. Just relax. You know that you belong to me now. You’re my sissy. You’re going to be my little sissy toy. And I’m going to use this on you. Yes, I am. You know why? Because I made you a promise. I said it that we were going to have sex, and we will.” She giggled again, this time with anticipation.

Alex tried to spit the dildo out, only he couldn’t. Each time he turned his head to the side or when he tried to push it out with the tip of his tongue, she compensated. She moved it, matching his struggles. Worse, she was stronger than him, so she had no problem sliding it forward and back, fucking his face like he really enjoyed every second of it.

“That’s right,” she cooed. “Take it. Take every inch.” Sure enough, she pushed it deeper and deeper into his mouth until it brushed up against the back of his throat. “Look at that. I’m impressed, sissy. You’re doing such a good job! It’s almost like you are a natural!”

No! Silent this time, Alex shouted that word inside of his head. His eyes watered with humiliation as he took it, inch by inch, deeper and deeper.

Finally, she pulled it back. Gratitude welled up inside of him before he remembered that this was absurd. She’d forced it on him; she made him suck an artificial cock.

Worse, she looked down into his eyes. At first, she couldn’t quite get the angle right, so she grabbed his hair and pulled his head back. His neck strained, but there was nothing he could do to stop her, not while he was spread out and strapped down.

“You liked that, didn’t you?”

Futilely, he shook his head from side to side. “No! There is absolutely no way I enjoyed that!”

“Oh, it’s okay if you did. Don’t worry about it.” She grinned. “I mean, you are a sissy. It makes sense that you would like it.”

As his eyes watered, she just smirked at him again. “Don’t feel bad. It’s okay. I mean, I am training you for this. Besides, you’re a natural! This is who you are now.”

He shook his head from side to side; he refused to believe it. He would not and could not accept it.

He wasn’t a sissy; he wasn’t some doll for this girl to play with!

But then, it felt so good as she touched him, teasing and stroking him until he wanted to accept it. Some part of him rebelled against his natural instincts. Some part of him thought that maybe it would be good to belong to this girl, to get her attention, even if it meant panties, aprons, and a chastity cage.

“I can see it. You want to accept this. You want to be my sissy for ever and ever,” she teased. “And you know what? That’s good. Give in to those instincts. Just surrender, Alex. You know you can do it.”

Desperation flickered through his body. “No. I won’t!”

“Okay.”

She laid the dildo down right next to him before she got up and walked across the room. He turned his head to keep her within his line of sight. That’s why he got to watch as she opened one of the dresser drawers. She took out something sleek and black. It looked like a pair of panties, only it had a strange opening at the front, right over her pubis.

“You know what this is?” Chloe asked as she pulled it up along the length of her legs. Soon she wore that black underwear with the bizarre ring in the front.

She walked back over to him, and she raised the dildo in her hand. It still glistened from his saliva and her juices.

She slid it down into the ring, locking it in place.

His eyes went wide. It was a strap on harness!

Even though he knew the answer, Alex couldn’t bring himself to make a sound. His body locked up as she twisted her body from side to side. As she did so, it really looked like she had an erection in front of her. Sure, the texture and color were wrong, but that hardly mattered. This girl looked like she possessed her own member now.

“Are you ready?” Her eyes twinkled as she grinned.

Alex scrambled to get away. Even though he should have known he couldn’t break those restraints, he still channeled all of his strength, all of his efforts. He worked so hard as the adrenaline blasted its way through his body. He had never been stronger, yet it didn’t make the slightest difference. He was still helpless, and she was going to keep her word.

They really would have sex.

“This is what you’ve wanted, right? You wanted to have sex with me? Now it’s going to happen, Alex,” she cooed.

“This isn’t what I meant!” Alex hollered out, his voice rising.

“Oh, I like that. You sound more and more like a girl. I mean, you can never be a girl because you’re a sissy, but I still like the way you squeal.” She grinned happily to herself as she took the position right between his legs. She looked down at his ass.

“Just relax. This is going to happen,” she said, savoring the reversal.

Guys like Alex probably loved fantasizing about taking girls, showing them where they really “belonged”. But now, it was his turn, and he couldn’t stop her. No matter how hard he fought or struggled, he couldn’t free himself. She could do whatever she wanted, and at that moment, she wanted to take him very, very badly.

That’s why she leaned in, aiming her fake dick right for his crevice.

He had probably never imagined having sex like this. The idea never occurred to him. “You’re going to enjoy this, sissy. I know it.”

Slowly and carefully, Chloe worked the dildo between his butt cheeks. He tried to clench down, to fight it, but the toy was so slick that it slipped right in.

“Good. Doesn’t that feel good?”

It did.

Alex didn’t want to admit it, but getting penetrated like this triggered something within him. She was pressing a button that he never knew he possessed.

A different kind of desire swirled up within his chest. It gripped him, making his heart beat faster and harder. Every second seemed like another kick to his chest as she worked the dildo deeper and deeper into his opening.

“Feel that? This is how a sissy has sex,” she said, whispering those words into his ear.

Because she took her time, she spoke with perfect confidence.

“But I’m not a sissy!”

“Yes, you are,” she said, dismissing his objections like they meant nothing. To her, they were just words, nothing significant, nothing she needed to worry about. “You’re my little sissy now. I’m going to dress you every day and play with you because you’re going to live with me from now on. Isn’t that right?”

“No!” His objections should have made her stop. But they didn’t. After all, Chloe was doing this for Amy and for herself. It felt so good to take a boy like Alex and feminize him. In fact, she got so hot when she thought about what it would be like to see him in a pretty pink dress. As her breathing finally started to speed up, she pressed down again. Then she realized something. This was making her so hot, so wet. There was pressure from the dildo as she shoved it down. It rubbed up against her pelvis and her pussy. There was just enough friction to excite her.

In fact, it might even be enough to get her off, she realized.

Thinking this, Chloe grabbed his wrists and pressed to down. She started to thrust harder and faster. The friction of her shaft against his body made him shiver and shake. He tried to get free, but between the weight of her body and the strength of the restraints, Alex wasn’t going anywhere.

He was spread out and trapped, nothing but a toy for this girl to play with.

She plunged down again, making him feel every inch. As he took her cock, he tried not to react, only he could feel something begin to crackle deep within his body. His balls ached after so much teasing and desperation.

“Are you going to come? Are you going to come like a happy little sissy?” Chloe teased. “It’s okay. Just take it. Take it because I own you now. You’re going to be my little sissy boy. You’re going to wear the panties I put you in and do the tasks I give you. Think of yourself as my pretty little servant.”

He tried to shake his head from side to side, but then she threatened him with something even worse.

“Or I can stop.” Just like that, she froze. He no longer had the friction of her slick shaft deep within his body.

“What’s it going to be, sissy?”

“Please,” he said, his voice straining.

“Please? Oh, are you asking for something? What do you want?” Her eyes brightened with fresh excitement and anticipation.

“Please, please take me. Please, please fuck me!” Although she could hear the angry desperation in his voice, she knew that he could do better than that. She still didn’t move. “I’m your sissy! Okay? I’m your sissy slave! I’m your servant. I’m whatever you want!”

“Yes, you are,” she purred just as she doubled her efforts, speeding downward as she pushed her shaft into his opening. Chloe worked him hard and fast as she fucked him. As she pushed down, he felt the slick, sliding member. It delved deep into his opening, prompting another frustrated moan.

Deep inside, he tried to fight. He worked to find that courage…but he couldn’t.

“Get ready to come!” Just like that, she sped up. As her tip pressed down into his body, he tried to deny it, to hold it off. Again and again, he failed. Every mental barrier he attempted to erect broke apart under the onslaught.

Alex was close to an orgasm.

Something shivered through his body. He couldn’t get an erection, not really. And yet, he shivered; he shook. His frame twitched as something close to pleasure pounded through him. Then she pulled back, and she released a low moan, her voice tight with satisfaction.

“Oh, that was good. It was very good,” she said.

Chloe started to release him. She freed him from his restraints, and he wanted to think that he had the strength to grab her, to pounce on her, to push her to the bed and insist that she use that key on his chastity cage. Instead, he remained motionless.

Chloe rolled him over onto his back and tilted her head to the side as she looked down into his face. “Say, ‘thank you’.”

“Thank you.”

“Say, ‘Thank you, Mistress’.”

Alex heard that final word, so he tried to resist it, to defy her power over him.

And yet, he couldn’t. Something inside of him snapped, breaking apart, fading away into nothing. More and more, it felt like she chipped away at his masculinity. “Thank you, Mistress.”




Chapter 6

Now

“Since you did a very good job, sissy, I have a little present for you,” Chloe says.

He looks at his Mistress tentatively, probably because he doesn’t know whether or not this is going to be something genuinely good. Occasionally, she might smile at him wickedly and say, “I have a little present for you,” only for it to be a spanking or some other torment.

Currently, he’s in the kitchen, scrubbing down the countertops. He’s done this so many times that; as he cleans her house, he realizes that it feels…natural. It’s normal for him now. Then again, everything about this is both normal and horrifying at the same time.

If he really wants to, he can stoke those old embers of masculinity and independence. He can remind himself how it felt to be a real man, to be on the cusp of taking his place in the world, only to be tricked into panties by this girl.

He turns back to his Mistress. As much as he wants to deny it, he still experiences that jolt of pleasure every time he sees her. She’s so beautiful with her hair and her lips and her breasts and her waist. Right there, Chloe stands in front of him with one arm behind her back. She has on a white blouse and a black, leather skirt. She looks incredible. There’s something about the way the clothing clings to her skin.

Despite all of his time in chastity, his shaft still twitches impotently against the bounds of its cage.

He lowers himself down onto his knees. “How may I serve you, Mistress?”

“I was just thinking about your first ruined orgasm, and I was thinking that I want to watch you masturbate.”

She pulls her arm from behind her back, and that’s when he gets to see it, the small, pink dildo in her hand. The smooth cylinder is ready for him. She has even lubricated it for him.

“Let’s go to your room, sissy.”

Chloe turns around and starts to walk away; she already knows that her sissy slave will follow. Sure enough, she hears his footsteps just a few seconds later. She thinks of how frustrated he must be as he navigates on his high heels, but that’s okay. It’s good for him to be off-balance, to feel like he must concentrate hard.

Once they are back in his small bedroom, she turns around. She looks at him. Technically, he’s taller, especially with those high heels on his feet.

There’s an easy solution here. She puts her hand on the back of his neck, and she nudges down. He collapses to his knees like a good slave. “You’re going to masturbate for me, sissy. I’m going to sit here on your bed, and I’m going to watch you as you pleasure yourself.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“I’m not letting you out of your chastity cage,” she says.

He looks up at her, and even though he tries to hide it, there’s still that flash of disappointment.

“Poor sissy. That really frustrates you, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he confesses.

“That’s too bad.” Making it sound normal, she tells him, “Go ahead and lift up your skirt and pull down your panties.”

He hesitates for only a moment, but when he glances back up at his Mistress, he knows that he really doesn’t have any choice. So he grabs the emerald green of his satin panties and he pulls them down. Then he looks back at the dildo in his hand.

“Go ahead. Pleasure yourself. Show me just how much you love being taken. Show me how much you want something hard and deep in your sissy hole.”

His lips harden for just a moment, but then he relaxes. He lowers himself down onto his stomach, and he takes the dildo, and he presses it between his buttocks.

“You really don’t like doing this, do you?”

“I hate it,” he says, his voice rising another octave. When he talks like that, he sounds so much more feminine and dainty, like a helpless girl.

“You hate it, but you love it.”

“I love it, but I hate it,” he tells her.

If he’s hoping for any kind of mercy, he won’t get it, and he knows it.

“Go until you get an almost-orgasm,” she orders.

He pushes the toy down, pressing it, sliding it, making it go deeper and deeper into his body.

Of course, she has had sex with him like this so many times, but the humiliation is still there. Shame burns along his skin, making wish he could get away, but he wears high heels, panties, and a corset. Between all of that and his skirt, he knows that he won’t be taken seriously. He is a sissy and a slave and he belongs to this girl. Those are the facts of his life, so he can’t argue or resist. He won’t even try.

“That’s right. Go. Go deeper. Show me what you can do. Show me what you can do with that sissy hole of yours,” she teases.

The slave looks up. As hard as he tries, he can still feel it, that swell of passion and desire and longing for his Mistress. Seeing her only makes the passion in his body more difficult to endure. Before he knows it, he pushes the dildo in deep, then pulls it out, almost withdrawing it entirely. He pushes it down again. As he does so, he blushes, his skin bright red with arousal and shame.

Then she makes it worse. “Oh, you don’t need to feel bad, sissy. You belong to me. You’re my toy, so if I decide that you can have some pleasure, you should be grateful.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he answers, gritting his teeth.

“But you’re still upset, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress!” He jerks the dildo down and up as he pumps it into his body.

“Oh, you poor little plaything. You’re so frustrated, especially because you still think you deserve real orgasms, don’t you?”

“I, I don’t know!”

“Don’t worry. Maybe I will decide to ride you. You would like that, wouldn’t you? You would love for me to be on top of you, holding you down, making you feel like such a silly sissy. That’s what you want. That’s what you need. Yes, it is.” The words pound to him, mocking, promising, a mix of encouragement and insult all at the same time.

The dildo slides down and pulls back up as he grips it tight, his knuckles turning white. On some level, he knows that he’s physically capable of yanking it out and flinging it across the room. But somehow, he won’t. He’s trapped, and he knows it. Locked down by her training and her coercion, he will surrender to her.

“Just relax and let it happen. Understand that you’re a sissy now. You belong to me, so you do as you’re told. Isn’t that right, little sissy? Say it. Tell me you’re a sissy right as you almost come!”

“I’m a sissy! I’m your sissy slave!”

His body shakes as he almost enjoys an orgasm. It’s not enough, but there’s that dribble, the flash of something close to relief.

She reaches down and grabs him by his corset, pulling him back up onto his knees. Dropping the dildo, he looks back up at her.

“Oh, your makeup is all messed up. Go fix it,” she says.

Without needing to be told to do so, he grabs his panties and puts them on once again. He knows that he’s a sissy, so he can’t go without that satin reminder. He gets up and heads toward the bathroom. Before he can make it through the door, she snaps her fingers. “Stop.”

He freezes in place, held motionless by his obedience. “Actually, I think watching you has gotten me excited, sissy. Get back over here.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he says. He comes back to her. She presses her hands down into the mattress as she leans back, and then she spreads her legs.

“May I remove your panties, Mistress?”

“You may,” she says with a quick nod.

He reaches under the black leather. Excitement trails through his body even as she glances down toward his crotch. Sure enough, there is a wet spot along his panties. He’s already soaked into the material again.

She shakes her head, clearly amused by all of this. It’s so much fun seeing him helpless, knowing that she can do whatever she wants.

The excitement buzzes through her body.

More, she wants more.

That’s why she allows him to take off her panties. Then she puts her hand on the back of his head and guides his mouth toward her wet slit.

“First you get to play with a dildo, and now you get to eat me out. Aren’t you a lucky sissy?”

The slave can’t answer, not while his mouth is busy.

Then

“This is going to be so much fun!”

“Please, I don’t think I can do it. Please, I’m already wearing panties and the stupid cage. Isn’t that enough? Do you really need to do the rest of this?” Alex asked, his voice tight with dismay.

She didn’t mind. Actually, she loved seeing him like this. There was something about the fear on his face, the instinctive understanding that he was helpless before her…

That never failed to turn her on. Even though Chloe could still tell herself that she was doing this for the sake of her little sister, part of her knew better. Part of her understood the truth.

That was fine with her; she could enjoy herself.

“Shush,” she said as he continued to try to complain or dissuade her. “I’ve made up my mind, and that’s good because I know what’s best for you, don’t I?”

“I don’t know,” he said.

“You like it when I touch you, don’t you?” Chloe asked. “You like being with me, don’t you?”

“Yeah, obviously, but—"

“But be quiet,” she said, snapping her hand in front of his face.

His shoulders tightened, and something inside of him clenched. He didn’t know when it happened, but he had started to defer to this girl; Alex knew that she was in charge, so he timidly nodded his head down and up. “That’s right. You know you belong to me, and that’s good. You want to belong to me because I can take care of you,” she said, talking down to him. She didn’t sound like a girlfriend talking to a boyfriend. No, it was more like a preschool teacher addressing a child.

And yet, she was still eager to do this.

She walked back over to her bed, and she pointed out the different items. “This is a corset. It also has some special modifications, so it’s going to give you a more feminine figure.”

Alex opened his mouth like he wanted to call out, “But I don’t want a feminine figure!” One glance from Chloe made him stop. He wasn’t going to argue with her; he wasn’t going to fight with her. After all, he already knew that he would lose. So what was the point?

“You’re going to look so pretty,” she said, sweeping her eyes up and down his body. As she did so, she savored at the look of dismay on his face.

“You want to make me happy, don’t you?”

“Yes,” he said. Then, very wisely, he stopped talking after that.

In some ways, he could be a smart sissy.

“If you’re pretty, that will make me happy. Because really, I like treating you like my doll or my little sister.”

The color drained away from his face as he thought of Amy. For just a second, he flashed to this image where maybe she would see him dressed in a skirt, a corset, a blouse, panties, all of it. She would know the truth about what he had become.

Just as quickly, he shook his head, almost like he wanted to physically dislodge those thoughts from his brain.

“I’m not any of that. I’m supposed to be your boyfriend.”

“And you are!” Chloe said right away. “You’re my sissy boyfriend.”

Alex stared at her. The seconds ticked by, and she stroked his hair. She ran her fingers along his strands until she caressed the back of his neck. “You know what would look really good on you? A choker!”

She rushed back to one of the dressers, and she opened the bottom drawer. She pulled out a thin, pink leather band. It had a ribbon tied to the front.

“Straighten your back and hold up your head,” she said.

Without even thinking, he assumed the required position, just the way she wanted. She looped to the leather band around his neck and buckled it on.

It was just one more feminine accoutrement to add to his new status as her sissy.

“Please, I don’t like this.”

“That’s okay you’re going to get used to it.”

Alex looked back at her. “What do you mean?”

Chloe didn’t answer. Instead, she walked back over to the bed. She picked up the corset and looked at him. “Put this on. I will tie it for you.”

“No. I’m not going to put that on,” he said.

He expected rage; he anticipated burning frustration. Instead, she just tilted her head to the side and smirked. “Are you sure about that? Is that really what you want to say to me?”

“No.” His eyes stared down to the floor. He was ashamed of how easily he gave in, but Alex couldn’t help himself. He surrendered just like that.

“That’s what I thought. But you know, you still need to be spanked.” She grabbed him by his wrist and tugged him toward the bed. She bent him over it.

For a second, he imagined that she was going to have sex with him again, that she would put on her strap on harness and that he would feel the dildo delve deep into his opening once more.

Alex tried to hate those memories, but he couldn’t. His shaft twitched in its cage as he considered how it felt to be penetrated by a girl. Part of him yearned to feel it again. No, that had to be the chastity cage. It was messing with his head!

“This spanking is going to be good for you, Alex. What you need. That’s why you get reminded. You forget your place. You forget the simple fact that I’m in charge because I know what’s best for you.”

He opened his mouth, perhaps ready to argue or disagree, only then her hand flew down hard, smacking into his ass. This wasn’t playful; it wasn’t just some teasing strike. Oh no. Chloe knew exactly what she was doing, so she made it sting. Her hand struck again and again, a staccato rhythm of her palm flashing down and crashing into his buttocks.

Pretty soon, his bottom lip started to tremble. Over and over again, Alex told himself that he should be better than this, stronger, but he wasn’t.

“I’m sorry!”

When he cried out those words, he heard how his voice had changed.

He sounded more feminine, girly even.

She grabbed him by his shoulders, turned him around, and looked right into his eyes. “Are you grateful?”

“Yes!”

“Why?”

Alex blinked a couple of times.

“Because, I’m grateful because, because,” he said, stuttering through the words, “Sometimes I forget that I’m yours.”

“My what?”

“I’m your sissy,” he said.

“What kind of sissy?”

He licked his bottom lip, lowered his gaze, and said, “I’m your sissy slave.”

“That’s right. You’re my sissy slave, and you’ll do whatever I want whenever I want because you belong to me. It’s okay. It’s just a game. Don’t worry about it.”

She touched his smooth cheek. For weeks now, he had been diligently shaving. He almost forgot what it felt like to have any kind of meaningful body hair.

She smiled at him again. “It’s okay, Alex. Some guys just aren’t born to be real man. They don’t have what it takes to be an alpha.”

“But that’s what I thought,” he said.

There was a little bit of ambiguity in those words, but she just stroked his cheek, then his jawline. “I’m going to get you dressed now. Put on your corset.”

“Okay,” he told her.

He picked up the garment. It felt strange and alien in his hands. But then she showed him how to put it on. He slid the corset over his hands, arms, head and shoulders. Then he felt it around his waist, especially as she stepped behind him and pulled on the straps. She tightened it, forcing some of the air from his lungs.

“Girls wear stuff like this?” Alex asked foolishly.

“Girls do when they want to be sexy. Sissies do when they want to be obedient,” she teased. “And you do want to be obedient for me, don’t you, Alex?”

“I do,” he said, not really sure if he meant those words or not. In any case, he needed to avoid another spanking. His butt cheeks still simmered with echoes of pain.

“That’s the right answer,” she said, patting him on the head.

He felt like a dog or a pet.

But the corset was just the beginning. He had to put on another pair of panties, stockings, a cute little skirt, and an adorable blouse. When he glanced over at the mirror, Alex quickly realized something. He looked like a schoolgirl now.

“Very sweet,” she said. Now let’s sit you down so I can do your hair and makeup.”

His hair was a little bit longer than when they first met. She picked up a brush and ran it along the top of his head, so it almost felt good, especially because he still loved being so close to her.

Next, she slipped a hair clip along the side of his head, just above his ear. It looked like a little butterfly.

Finally, she started to pick out different types of makeup. Step-by-step, Alex went along with her. “Pucker out your lips for me,” she ordered.

“Do I have to?”

“We both know the answer to that question,” she replied, grinning eagerly.

Alex hated himself for this, but he complied anyway. He puckered his lips, and then he felt the smooth, glossy sensation. She slid the lipstick along his mouth. As she did so, he tried not to look at the mirror. In fact, for every step of his feminization, Alex worked to pretend he was somewhere else.

He started to drift as his thoughts went back to what it was like to be a real man. He thought of Amy; he thought of how good it felt when he could hold her down. He loved feeling his weight push down into her, especially when they fucked. He loved seeing the adoration in her eyes, the desperation to please.

His shaft twitched within its cage again. He shifted his weight slightly, and he felt the skirt over his thighs and the panties between his legs. Another dose of humiliation shot through his body. How had this happened?

But then he glanced over at Chloe, and he instantly had his answer. This happened because he wasn’t strong enough; this happened because he wasn’t smart enough. He had allowed this girl to manipulate him. And even if he knew these things intellectually, he still lacked the strength to jump up and run away.

Chloe guessed his thoughts easily. “Oh, are you having second thoughts?”

Alex didn’t answer.

“It’s okay if you are, but you should know that it doesn’t really matter.”

“Why not?”

“Because you aren’t getting out of that chastity cage without obeying me. You’re going to be my sissy for as long as I want you, Alex.”

“I could leave. I could get this thing off.”

“Could you?” Chloe inquired as she dabbed some powder along his cheeks.

“Yes!” insisted the sissy, although he didn’t feel any kind of real confidence.

The fact that Chloe laughed at him stripped away even more of his bluster. “And how would you do that, sissy?”

“I, I could get some scissors or something,” he said.

“Really? You think a pair of scissors would be strong enough to cut through this industrial plastic?” She reached down and grabbed his cock through his panties. She squeezed at the material, tugging it lightly. As she did so, Chloe made it very, very clear that this material was incredibly strong.

“I could do it,” he said.

“No. That wouldn’t work.”

“Maybe I could cut through the lock.”

“Maybe with a buzz saw. Is that what you really want to try, Alex? Do you want to put a buzz saw that close to your body and close to your genitals?” It was easy for her to question him; she had practiced doing this all through law school.

“No!”

“Or I suppose you could go to a doctor. If you went to the hospital, they would probably be able to help you, though I’m sure some nurse would end up snapping a couple of pictures. You’d probably end up as an online sensation. Would you like that, Alex? You want to go viral?”

He inhaled, thinking that he could tell her something like that wouldn’t happen. People would be nice to him.

Only then he considered what he would’ve thought before encountering Chloe. How would he have reacted if he heard about some guy who had been caged and enslaved, feminized?

He would have laughed. He would have viewed that pathetic creature as some kind of bug.

“That’s right, Alex. You can fantasize about getting away all you want, but you belong to me. You’re going to be mine, and I like having you this way. You look so cute as a schoolgirl.”

“I understand.”

“You don’t, not really, not yet,” she said. “Stay here.”

Knowing that her command would be obeyed, she walked out of the room, only to return a few seconds later. She had one hand behind her back.

“Go ahead and pose for me. I want to see you look really cute and really feminine. Show me that you are a flirty girl.”

Another shiver of humiliation ran down his spine when he heard those words. Before all of this, Alex would have been aroused by that sort of image. He liked thinking of women as sweet and sexy, flirtatious and coquettish. But now, he was expected to behave that way?

It was too much!

Then, he got up from his seat by the mirror. He looked down at his feet and legs in the stockings, the little hem of the skirt that stretched only midway down his thighs, and the blouse tight around his waist. When he looked at his hands, they didn’t seem big or strong. They weren’t powerful.

Nothing about him exuded anything resembling authority.

He was a sissy, and then he glanced over at the mirror. Alex didn’t even consciously do it. It just sort of happened.

“That’s right, Alex. Look at you.” You’re so cute!”

As his eyes fixated on the feminized figure in the mirror, she pulled her phone from behind her back and started taking pictures, one after another. Alex saw her in his peripheral vision, so he spun around. Big mistake. He only made it easier for her to take even more photos.

For a second, he wanted to lunge forward, to grab her. In his fantasies, he would have been able to throw her down onto the bed. But those were just images in his mind, silly little delusions.

“Very nice. Now, I’m sure there are a lot of people you wouldn’t want to know about this. Like Amy for example.”

“You wouldn’t!”

“Not as long as you behave yourself,” she said in the singsong voice of a girl tormenting a puppy or a child.

Gritting his teeth, he panted there, helpless.

“Now, I want you to pose for me.”

“I’m not going to pose,” he insisted.

“Yes, you will. You’re going to do a little spin for me, and then you’re going to smile. Smile like a good sissy. Smile like a pretty sissy.”

She didn’t need to call him that, yet it still fueled her passions. As she stood there with the camera pointed in his direction, she couldn’t wait to start recording. Although she already had all of the evidence she needed, Chloe wanted more. She wanted him truly trapped and stuck underneath her thumb.

“If you don’t, I will send out that photo. Would you like to see it? I already have it backed up on three different servers. Even if you get this phone, you’re never getting your picture back. Sorry.” She clicked her tongue with mock sympathy, as though she cared about his image or ego.

Chloe turned the phone around, so he saw the digital record.

“You know, I would love to know how long it would take people to figure out that it’s you. I mean, would it just be a second? Would they recognize you right away? You don’t look like yourself, Alex. You know what you look like? You look like a girl version of you. That’s because I have feminized you.”

“No!” Alex cried back at her, his voice high-pitched and shrill. He couldn’t help it!

But that didn’t matter. No one would believe him.

Even if he told everyone the truth about the fact that she had tricked him into a chastity cage and seduced him and teased out his submission, he would only destroy his own reputation along the way.

“Yes,” she replied. Chloe grinned happily, flashing her teeth. As she did so, she took on this predatory mien. “Now do your little twirl and smile for me. Smile for your Mistress.”

Mistress.

He heard the word, and it punched into him. He recognized it right away. Usually, when people talk about a “mistress,” they’re referring to a lover. But in this case, he knew that she meant it as the feminine form of Master—as in owner.

He didn’t want to believe that he was owned like this; he didn’t want to believe that he was controlled. And yet, Alex looked around, almost like he desperately hoped some brilliant idea would finally occur to him.

Instead, he started to do a little spin for her.

Chloe threw her head back and laughed as he moved. She especially enjoyed the way the color abandoned his cheeks, just as it always did every time he was scared and embarrassed at the same time.

“You’re so pretty!”

He hated the complement, yet there was still nothing he could do about it.

Alex finished his rotation.

“You forgot to smile. I guess that means you’re just going to have to do it again.”

“No. Please, please don’t make me. You already have the pictures. You can already blackmail me!”

“Alex, it doesn’t count as blackmail if it’s something you already wanted to do.”

“I never wanted this!” the sissy called out, just a shrill as before.

He didn’t want to sound this way; he didn’t want to chirp like some female cartoon character inhaling helium, but that’s how his words kept coming out. “Tell me you wanted this.”

“I didn’t!”

She lowered the phone. “Is that really what you want to tell me right now, Alex? Because you know, we haven’t talked about your name or the other decisions I might make for you.”

“What other decisions?”

“We haven’t figured out what your major is going to be.”

“I’m an engineering major!”

She shook her head slowly from side to side. “I get to decide. Just like I decide what you wear to school.” Classes would be starting in a few days, he knew. His heart pounded wildly in his chest as he thought about this. So far, no one really knew about Alex or what his girlfriend could make him wear.

“You can’t do this.”

“Are you going to try to stop me?” Chloe inquired.

He filled his lungs, held his breath, and then something inside of him broke apart. He shook his head from side to side and answered “no.” He turned that word into an admission.

“That’s what I thought, Alex. You see, you’re too weak to try to fight me. You just can’t win. More importantly, you know you can’t win. You’re my sissy. You’re my little butterfly now.”

As he gulped, she gave him a few more seconds to consider this. Then her command snapped out onto the air. “Do another little spin for me.”

He obeyed at once.

Even as he acted the way she wanted, his thoughts kept spinning back toward the ultimate question. What could she do to him? What kinds of decisions could she make for him?

Chloe had plenty of ideas, but she was having so much fun right then and there.

“Good. Now, smile and tell me you love being my sissy.”

His lips twitched; the corners of his mouth started to rise up.

“I love being your sissy,” he said to her.

“With more enthusiasm.”

“I love being your sissy!”

“Are you pretty?”

Immediately, Alex thought back to the mirror in the bedroom. He recalled his reflection, and a horrifying thought occurred to him. He was pretty; there would probably be guys out on the street would see him in his short skirt with his trim legs and tight waist…and they’d be interested in him. Those guys would fantasize about Alex on his knees, giving them blow jobs.

“Yes.”

“Say it,” she ordered as she kept the phone’s camera lens aimed at him.

“I’m pretty. I’m very pretty.”

“Thank me.”

“Thank you for doing my makeup. Thank you for making me a pretty sissy.”

“Good. Now hold onto the sides of your skirt, dip down, and keep your eyes aimed toward my feet.”

“You want me to curtsy,” Alex said slowly. Even though he knew the truth, hearing the words come out of his own mouth only made this feel more real…and more inescapable.

“That’s right!” Chloe clapped her hands together. The sound made him flinch, like he really was nothing but a frightened sissy who would jump at every unexpected noise.

From that point forward, Chloe watched him, waiting for the inevitable moment when he broke.

In the first couple of seconds, Alex managed to hold out. He inhaled and exhaled slowly, determined to show her that he was capable of resisting. Only then his defiance melted away. He made the mistake of looking up into her eyes. She was beautiful, yes, but also strong and resolute. This girl wouldn’t be denied.

And if he tried, he would be punished. That inevitable thought made him grab the pleated sides of skirt, and then he bowed down, bending his knees slightly.

“Look back up at me and smile. Make sure that you show me all of your teeth. You have a pretty smile, Alex,” she said. With every word, it was clear that she was trying not to laugh at him. After all, she didn’t want to ruin the video she was recording.

He obeyed. He smiled, and he looked like he was thoroughly enjoying himself.

“Now, are you ready to go out?”

Chloe held his hand.

As they walked down to her car, he felt ridiculously self-conscious. With every step, he thought something terrible would happen. It almost seemed like the rest of the world would jump out of the bush and start pointing and laughing. But really, he saw his reflection in the car window just before she unlocked the doors, and he didn’t look like a man, not at all.

Alex had been transformed into a college girl.

He got in the car along with his Mistress. He glanced over at her, wondering if maybe he would hopefully see some sign of reluctance.

“You look very pretty,” she said.

“Stop saying that!”

“Why? It’s true.” Chloe turned on the engine, and they started to drive away. As the houses passed, Alex felt somewhat protected within the anonymity of the vehicle. It wasn’t like anyone would be peering through the windows. But when they got out, all of that would change.

“It’s not true.”

“Actually, it is. In fact, check the mirror.” When Alex didn’t move, Chloe ordered, “I’m serious. Do it right now.” There it was again, that edge in her voice. She would not tolerate disobedience.

Even though he hated himself for giving in, he checked the mirror, and as he did so, he saw the face of a young woman. He didn’t know how this could be. The makeup highlighted his soft curves. His eyes seemed big and adorable. His trimmed brows looked shapely and cute.

All of Chloe’s hard work had definitely paid off in the form of a sexy coed.

“I’ve done a great job with you, but you know what really makes me laugh?”

“What?” Alex asked miserably, fully aware that she would tell him anyway.

“Your voice.”

“What’s wrong with my voice?”

“Nothing. Nothing at all. That’s the point,” she teased as they came to an intersection.

Alex looked to his left, and he saw a group of college guys. It looked like they were heading out to one of the bars or clubs in town. For just a second, he worried that one of those guys might see him and recognize him. No, that was impossible.

Alex wouldn’t have recognized himself.

“I swear, you sound just like a girl now. Are you doing it on purpose?”

“No!” he squeaked, sounding like some freaked out sorority girl.

It made Chloe laugh.

“That’s so cute.”

Pushing his fingers down into the palms of his hands, Alex stared along his thighs, hips, and knees. He kept searching for some obvious sign of his masculinity, something that would make it abundantly clear that he really was a boy.

Nothing. He didn’t find any details, no telltale hints, nothing that would mark him as male. Sure, he had his shaft, but no one could see that beneath his skirt and panties. Besides, it was locked away, held the trapped by Chloe’s key and lock.

Those thoughts occupied him completely until the car came to a stop.

“Where are we? What are we doing here?” Alex asked, his voice shaking. He hated sounding scared, but the warble of worry seemed somehow appropriate coming from him now.

“It’s just a bar,” she said. “When I was in law school, a lot of us liked to come here to blow off some steam.”

Chloe got out and shut the door as she walked toward the entrance.

For about five seconds, Alex stayed right in his seat, paralyzed and unable to move.

Only then, the door opened, and Chloe stood above him. “Get out, sissy. This might be your chance to meet a sexy lawyer. Wouldn’t you like that?”

“I already know a sexy lawyer,” he said, looking up at her.

“Oh, you’re just adorable.” She smiled, apparently touched by his complement. Realizing this, Alex decided that there was something he had never tried before: groveling.

Tentatively, he reached down for the buckle. But before he pushed the release, he looked up at her. “Please, don’t make me go in there. Please, you have been so wonderful to me. Maybe we could just go back to your place again? I could be your little Dolly boy.”

“But you’re a sissy,” she said. The fact that she didn’t reply with a quick no gave him hope.

“Yes, I’m your sissy,” he agreed. In fact, he would acquiesce to anything if it meant that he didn’t have to go into that bar. He imagined a bunch of aggressive, alpha male proto-attorneys out to demonstrate just how strong they could be. In his corset and dainty little shoes, he didn’t feel like he could possibly compete. “I’m your sissy, Mistress, and I want to be good for you. I could be on my knees, serving you. I could give you a massage. I could cook you dinner and rub your back while you watch TV.”

“Oh, that sounds heavenly,” she replied. For a moment, it seemed like his plan was going to work. But then a cruel smile slipped across her face. “But I don’t think I want to do that right now. I think I want to take you in there and get a couple of drinks. I want to see how many guys hit on you.”

“None. No one is going to hit on me!” Alex cried back at her, only he sounded more like some elementary schoolgirl frustrated with having to do her homework.

Chloe snapped her fingers and stepped back.

The fight abandoned him. Dreading this, he nonetheless got up out of his seat. He walked toward the entrance to the bar. It was a brick building with black, glass doors.

A moment later, he and Chloe stepped inside. First, he noticed the groups of guys. There were so many of them. They were clustered around small tables and the line to the bar. Several of them looked up. They smiled, first when they saw Chloe, and then again when they saw Alex.

He could feel their eyes on him, and this worrying dread gripped him.

Alex didn’t know what he was supposed to do.

Fortunately, Chloe took his hand and guided him toward one of the small tables. A cocktail waitress in a short, dark red skirt walked around taking orders.

Immediately, she headed for Alex and Chloe’s table. “What can I get you guys?”

“A shot of tequila for me,” Chloe said. “And a margarita for my girl here.”

Alex stared down at the table.

As the waitress made a note on her tablet, Chloe whispered to Alex, “See that. She didn’t look at you twice. You know why? It’s because you are a perfect sissy. You look just like a girl.”

When Alex heard those words, he couldn’t stop himself. He glanced up at the waitress. Their eyes met for just a moment, and he kept waiting for some sign of revelation, that instant when she would figure it out. But no, she just looked at Alex like he was some girl out to get drunk with her friend.

This couldn’t be happening.

His breathing quickened.

“Just relax,” Chloe said. “Because if you don’t, I’m going to have to leave you here, and I don’t think you would like that.”

“I could walk back to my apartment.”

“It’s getting late, and this isn’t a great part of town,” Chloe said.

Slowly, he put the different pieces together, and he understood the implications. He wasn’t some young man who could freely walk on the streets. He was dressed like a pretty girl. He would attract attention, maybe the wrong kind of attention…

“No! I’ll be good!”

“Sorry, what was that?” asked the server.

Alex dropped his gaze back down to the table top. It was a clean, round piece of faux wood.

“Nothing,” he quickly answered.

The girl left them alone, so Alex peeked back at Chloe. He was about to open his mouth and ask her if they could leave. Before he could do so, she smiled. Her eyes danced over his shoulder.

Before he realized what he was doing, he turned around as much as the corset would allow. There was a guy at the bar raising a glass in their direction. He had a little bit of stubble along his cheeks, he wore a dark shirt, and loose fitting jeans.

“Someone is checking you out,” Chloe said.

Alex dropped his head back down.

“And now he’s coming over here.”

Alex wanted to clear his throat, straighten his back, and behave like a real man. But he couldn’t do it. He felt constricted by his clothing, the fact that he had on a corset, satin panties, and a chastity cage. It all worked together to oppress him, to make him feel like he was nothing but a feminized plaything for this girl.

“Hello, ladies. Can I buy you guys a drink?”

“I’m Chloe. What’s your name?” She held out her hand, and he shook it.

“David,” he replied. “And if I can ask, what is your name?”

Alex had answered this question dozens if not hundreds of times over the course of his life. On the first days of school, when he met new people, at parties or job interviews…but now he blanked, he just didn’t really know what to say.

Chloe giggled for just a second. “Sorry. She’s a little bit shy.”

She.

The guy snuck a look along Alex’s physique. He studied his smooth cheeks, his slender neck, and his tight waist. Maybe he was even checking out as much of Alex’s legs as he could see. Under the scrutiny, Alex kept wishing that he could jump up and attack. He wanted to launch himself at the stranger, but he felt like he would lose no matter what. He was small and meek. He couldn’t be big, aggressive, or hostile.

“I don’t know why she would be shy. She’s very beautiful.”

Alex heard that, and he shivered again. Of course, he didn’t say anything. He stared off.

Only then, Chloe reached out and touched his hand. She gave a gentle squeeze. “Be polite. Say thank you.”

“Thank you.”

“Not me. To our new friend.”

Alex glanced up at David. When their eyes met, Alex really understood just how far he had fallen. Over the course of the summer, Alex hadn’t really thought about these changes, not what they meant as they accumulated. Instead, he had always just assumed that there would be some way out, but now there was this other element from the real world…

“Thank you,” Alex said.

His voice should have given him away, but David just nodded. “If you guys already ordered drinks, do you mind if I join you?”

“By all means,” Chloe said. She motioned to the third seat at their small table.

A few seconds later, the waitress came back and left to their drinks on the table. They were right in front of Alex and Chloe. David snapped his fingers. “You mind if I play a little game?”

“By all means,” Chloe said, leaning back.

“Okay. So here we have a shot of tequila and this very pretty drink, a margarita, right?”

“Right,” Alex said, surprising himself when he spoke.

Both David and Chloe noticed. What was wrong with him? Why had he made a sound? He didn’t want any more attention!

“So what do you do for a living?” David locked his eyes on Alex first. With every second, he should have figured it out, but maybe all of the training and to the slow erosion of his masculinity had made it impossible for anyone to discern the truth.

Alex was a guy, a boy, a man.

Right?

He didn’t know for certain, not anymore. Maybe he really had been transformed into something else, not a female, but a sissy. A pathetic little dolly for Chloe to play with whenever she wanted. And yet, those thoughts didn’t spark any real aggression in him. They couldn’t, not when he was dressed like something close to a schoolgirl.

“I’m a college student,” Alex said.

“Really? Undergraduate, right?”

Alex nodded.

“What? Are you about to be a sophomore?”

Alex shook his head. “Junior.”

“You look younger than that,” David said.

“Thank you,” replied Alex, but only because he didn’t know what else to say.

“What about you? Are you a junior, Chloe?”

“You really think something like that would work?” asked the attorney.

David shrugged. “It’s always better to err on the side of caution, but I can say this. You are both incredibly attractive.”

If only because of his confidence and brazen approach, Chloe threw her head back and laughed. She could respect this guy.

“What about you?” Are you hoping for something?”

“Hoping? Always,” David answered.

Seated there with his hands on his lap, Alex didn’t know how to contribute. Really, he just hoped that this would somehow come to an end.

If Chloe noticed, she gave no sign of it. Instead, she reached out and gently brushed the back of her hand along David’s shoulder. He must have noted that furtive, errant movement.

“What are you hoping for exactly?”

“Intimacy. Fun.” He grinned at her. There was something mischievous and playful in his expression.

“Then you’re very ambitious.”

“I would like to have my own firm some day. Let’s just say I believe in aiming high.”

“Interesting. I might go out on my own at some point.”

“Are you in law school? I haven’t seen you around campus.”

“Practicing attorney,” she said.

David leaned back for just a second, which nearly prompted her to start laughing again. Since she knew so many lawyers, she could feel him shift his priorities. Just a moment ago, he wanted to have sex. Now he was reconsidering his options, perhaps considering whether or not this would be a better opportunity to network.

Most guys only yearned for sex, but there was something about lawyers; they could always suppress their biological needs for the sake of professional advancement.

“Where?”

“Don’t worry about that,” she said.

“Interesting,” David said.

Seated there and feeling like a small girl, Alex knew that he couldn’t possibly contribute to the conversation.

“What makes that interesting?” Chloe asked, already guessing how he would answer.

“If you refuse to tell me, that means you either work somewhere very prestigious or somewhere very embarrassing. Which is it?”

“I might tell you. If you earn it.”

“You want to make me work?”

“Maybe I want to make you play,” she said. David opened his mouth to speak, but Chloe grabbed her shot, brought it to her lips, and downed it. The alcohol burned along her taste buds, then down her throat. Her eyes watered slightly, but she put on a feral grin. Like so many other lawyers, she knew how to drink.

“I like the idea of some play.” David glanced over at Alex. “Is that okay?”

Alex stared back, his expression neutral or confused. It felt as though he had lost control over his body.

“She likes to watch,” Chloe said.

“That would be fun.”

Alex sat in the back seat of her car. Chloe was driving, of course, and David sat in the front passenger seat. He had his hand out, and he stroked Chloe’s exposed thigh, his fingers lightly gliding up and down in neat little patterns.

Just watching was enough to make Alex’s cock twitch, yet there was nothing he could do about it. Every few seconds, he thought about trying to tell them the truth. He wanted to tell David that he was really a guy, but what would that accomplish?

Nothing. Nothing at all.

So he sat in the back seat, feeling like a child, and then they stopped in front of her house. Everything was happening fast, way too fast!

When they pulled up in front of her house he looked out through the dark along the line to her front door. David got out, and he stood there in front of the walkway. Chloe followed a second later, only to halt a few inches before him.

Alex couldn’t hear what they were saying, yet it was easy to imagine these two testing, teasing, and playing with one another.

Then he grabbed her, his hands on her waist. He pulled her close, so she must have been able to feel his erection. Alex sat there, staring through the glass as he watched all of this. They started to kiss. David opened his eyes for a moment, and as he did so, he peered back at Alex.

A hot blush ran along his cheeks. He couldn’t believe he was watching this. With every second, he hoped that something would change. He silently begged the universe to make a house explode or to drop a meteorite onto the street. He needed a distraction, just something to stop them.

But there was nothing.

They grappled with one another, kissing hard, exploring each other’s lips and mouths. Their hands moved along one another’s bodies, wrinkling their tops, grabbing at their asses.

Alex could hardly believe what he was seeing. Whenever he had spent time with Chloe, he’d always admired her refinement. She was the kind of girl who could be gorgeous and stony at the same time, her expression hard. But now, everything about her frame seemed to vibrate with needed.

Only Chloe didn’t need Alex; she wouldn’t ever be this aroused by a sissy.

She wanted someone older, more mature, stronger and more powerful. She wanted someone who was like her, another dangerous creature. A beast. A predator.

He clenched his eyes shut, only then they must have uncoupled. Chloe walked over to the car and tapped on the glass. “Come on,” she said. “You want to watch, don’t you?”

He did and he didn’t. Conflicting desires slammed into him, kicking at his chest, making it hard to breathe. But then, David looked back at Alex with something like hunger. Cold fear lodged at the back of Alex’s throat.

Chloe marched forward first, followed by David. Knowing that he would get in trouble if he dawdled for too long, Alex followed the pair. He hoped that they would drink some wine or flirt back in the living room. Instead, Chloe turned around just long enough to motion for David to follow into her bedroom.

This was going to happen now.

Alex tried to stop at the doorway. He tensed up, his thighs bound by the stockings tight against his legs.

“Come along, Alex,” Chloe said.

David glanced over his shoulder at the sissy, though only for a moment. He was far too fixated on Chloe to care about an androgynous name. Besides, Alex could be a good name for a girl.

Even though he hated himself for this, Alex trailed after the couple. They looked so good together, so natural, like this was right for them.

Inside of her bedroom, Chloe turned back to David. She stared at him for a few seconds. Their gazes remained fixed on one another, and then they stepped forward, as though listening to some signal that Alex couldn’t possibly hear.

This time, they moved more slowly, deliberately, taking their time. It was as though they had established some kind of connection, so now they knew exactly what to do. They followed a rhythm, some sort of dance. Her hand went up to his shoulder, and he put his palms on her waist.

From there, she tilted her head to the side as she raised herself up onto the balls of her feet. He leaned in and kissed her, his lips brushing along hers.

Alex stood back, dressed like a girl, helpless because he didn’t have the strength to fight any of this. At any moment, he could have shouted or pushed. He could have done something.

Yet as hard as he tried, he couldn’t summon up any real willpower. Instead, he watched as the girl he loved so much kissed another guy. That wasn’t going to be all, he knew.

Worse, the thought aroused him. He could feel the desires swirling, spinning, burning hot within his body.

He needed to watch this; he couldn’t look away. Chloe had her eyes shut as she kissed this man, which meant Alex could have walked away at any point. Sure, she would have noticed and certainly punished him, but he didn’t have to remain there, watching, studying, learning just how ineffectual he really was.

“Oh, that feels good,” Chloe said, pulling back for just a second. They touched their foreheads against one another. David and Chloe had only just met, but it seemed as though they knew precisely what to do. They were both strong enough to follow their instincts; they both knew how to read one another.

Chloe stepped back, retreating without turning away from David. She bumped against the edge of her bed, so she grabbed at the corners. Eyes slightly narrowed and hungry for something else, she waited for him to approach.

David didn’t make her way too long. Lowering his head slightly, he came toward her, and then his hands were on her shoulders, and he pushed her down onto her back.

Chloe giggled as she fell. But then she called out a command for her sissy. “Get on your knees!” She laughed out the words, and David didn’t even bother to answer because he knew that the command couldn’t possibly be for him.

If he wondered exactly what kind of relationship Chloe and Alex had, he didn’t say anything about it. After all, if a cute girl wanted to watch Chloe get fucked, that would probably be fine with him.

He started kissing Chloe again, his mouth on hers. Only now, he straddled her.

Alex ached to be in that position. He had fantasized about it so many times, thinking that it would be an inevitability. For Alex, he assumed that it was going to happen one way or another. He would get to be on top. He would hold her down, kiss her, graze his teeth along her neck, and touch her wherever he wanted.

Now he watched another man do that. A real man.

Pressing his lips together, Alex needed to look away, especially as David started to unbutton his shirt. He yanked it off, revealing his muscled biceps and toned shoulders.

Alex wasn’t the kind of guy to check himself out in the mirror all that much, although he was immediately certain that David had more bulk, more muscle, and more strength. It was one more step against the sissy’s ego.

Pretty soon, David wasn’t the only one to strip. Chloe pulled off her top and then her bra. The man before her didn’t have to argue or beg. He didn’t have to plead for it.

Somehow, the two of them communicated without speaking at this point. It was in their eyes or their lips, the way they moved, the speed of their bodies. Alex still didn’t understand, but he knew one thing for certain.

Even as he watched this, he couldn’t touch himself. More than anything, he wanted to get the chastity cage off. Even if he couldn’t participate, he wanted to free his member and stroke his length. He couldn’t. The desperation gripped him, but paradoxically, he couldn’t move. He watched, drinking in every detail.

Chloe was soon naked, and she sat up on her knees. David came up behind her. He licked gently at her neck, his teeth still softly scratching along her skin.

Over and over again, Alex thought that could have been him. If he had tried harder or been smarter, he could have figured it out. But no, he had never been able to master this girl. He had never been able to figure out what it would take to get her to respect him.

Why not? As hard as he thought about it, Alex just couldn’t come up with any solutions. There were no words, no ideas. He didn’t have any explanations.

Then her eyes opened and she looked right at him.

Chloe was almost entirely naked now. She had stripped down to her panties, although she still wore her necklace with the key right there. It dangled just above her cleavage.

They looked back at one another, and Alex didn’t make a sound, but he was still silently pleading with this young woman. The thoughts flashed through his head, Please, please let me take off the cage! I don’t need to wear it! Certainly he had learned all of his lessons, right? He was going to be an obedient slave for his Mistress…

At that moment, he didn’t even think about asking. That’s how obedient he had become. Chloe had to know this, right? She was so smart; she knew exactly how to read him. Along every step of their relationship, she had proven as much.

As her trained sissy, he knew what the answer would be.

Trapped in his chastity cage and bound by his own obedience, Alex just watched as they moved together, their bodies molding against one another. More than anything, he wanted to get up, to say something to her. He wanted to insist that he deserved…something.

But what? He was just a sissy!

He couldn’t stand up to David or Chloe!

That thought sent another shiver running down his back.

But then, Chloe pulled away from David, and she glanced over at her sissy. “Are we better than you?”

The question seemed to originate from nowhere, and yet he immediately knew the answer. Down on his knees, he leaned forward and pushed his knuckles into the carpet. “Yes, Mistress.”

“You two are definitely different,” David said.

But Chloe wasn’t interested in her lover. Instead, she reached up for the key, and she gently fingered it.

“Tell David what you are.”

Instantly, Alex knew what she wanted him to do. But this was a game, a choice for him to make. If he chose correctly, he might get out of his cage for just a little while.

If he chose incorrectly, he had no idea what would happen. David might leave in disgust, which would mean…actually, Alex didn’t know. It was easy to imagine David walking by, maybe punching him in the gut. Or maybe he wouldn’t say anything at all.

Or maybe Chloe expected Alex to insist that he was a man, to stand up, to finally try to defend himself. And yet, Alex just couldn’t do it. There was something about his panties and the corset, the skirt, the stockings. It seemed like he was bound along every inch of his skin, trapped in a feminine prison that made him look cute, like some college coed hoping for some male attention.

“I’m just pretty,” Alex finally said.

“A pretty girl,” David replied.

Chloe pulled the key back, dropping it down against her naked chest. Then she leaned up, and she whispered something to David. A predatory smile stretched along his lips.

“Are you sure you want to watch something like that?” asked the law student. Even so, it was obvious he knew what the answer would be.

“Absolutely,” Chloe replied.

What were they doing? What were they planning?

Alex had no idea, but his breath still slowed in his chest. David got up. He pulled off the last vestiges of his clothing, so now he stood above Alex.

“She just said that you love giving blow jobs. Is that right?”

Alex had sucked on a dildo. He had never had a cock in his mouth. Right away, he anticipated the rush of defiance and stubbornness. He didn’t think there was any possible way he could do something like this. And yet, Alex remained on his knees as this bigger, stronger, more powerful man approached. Step-by-step, David walked forward. His cock was huge and erect, a declaration of his virility.

“No,” Alex said, bowing his head and shaking timidly.

David reached down and grabbed Alex by his hair. Just a couple of inches away from David’s hand, there was the butterfly barrette clinging to the sissy’s tresses.

“You look like you want to be a cock sucker,” David said, almost snarling the words. As far as he was concerned, that made Alex into nothing but a little slut.

More than that, he could hear Chloe giggling on the bed. Since she wanted this, he would do it, happily, especially if it meant that he could enjoy a blow job from this pretty girl on her knees.

Alex watched as David came even closer. Now that enormous cock was just a few inches away from his mouth.

Worse, Alex’s shaft twitched in his cage, but he remained trapped, locked down by plastic and metal, ensnared by the girl kneeling on the bed. Chloe just watched all of this, her eyes lit with fascination.

Just how far had Alex fallen? Obviously, she had worked toward this, but she didn’t know how successful she could be.

“Suck, slut,” David commanded as he pulled Alex’s pretty red lips closer and closer to his member.

“Remember your training,” teased Chloe.

Just like that, Alex opened his mouth, and he reached out with the flat of his tongue. He started to lick, sliding his appendage up along the David’s underside. “Not a bad way to start. I like your enthusiasm,” David said.

But that wasn’t enough. He didn’t want just a few stray licks. Oh no, he wanted to see this pretty girl do so much more. That’s why he pushed, his hand still firmly based on the back of Alex’s skull.

“Take it,” he commanded.

Alex made the mistake of looking upward.

If anything, that only increased David’s desire. He wanted to see this girl on her knees, taking every inch, licking, sucking, desperate for everything he had.

“Start sucking, slut,” he ordered.

Slut.

Alex was no longer just a sissy. He was giving a blow job!

And sure enough, he had no choice. He opened his mouth, and he wrapped his wet lips around David’s shaft. He could feel the man’s circumference, the heat of his body. Worse than that, Alex tasted him.

Before this, Alex didn’t know what pre-come tasted like. Now he did.

Worse, he couldn’t just stop. He tried to pull his head back, only that hand remained behind him, making sure that he couldn’t get away. There was no escape, not for this sissy. He had to do as he was told. He had to obey.

“Oh, that feels good. You’re doing a very good job.”

“Hear that, Alex? You’re doing a good job!” Chloe sounded like she wanted to burst out into laughter at any moment, but maybe she worried about shattering the spell.

For his part, time seemed to slow down. Alex wanted to stop, to somehow catch his breath, but he took more and more of that shaft between his lips. Pretty soon, he could feel David’s cock against the back of his throat.

Alex nearly gagged! His eyes watered, and it felt like he was going to lose control as his muscles instinctively clenched up. But no, he worked at it. Just as he had done with the dildo, Alex sucked, moving his head forward and back, his lips moist against the firm give of David’s cock.

“Faster,” David commanded.

Despite the tension in his throat and the almost overwhelming urge to gag, Alex obeyed. Like a horny little slut desperate for cock, he licked harder and faster, shifting forward and back.

He looked up again.

As he did so, he saw a man who was his superior and always would be better, bigger, and stronger.

Something inside of Alex shriveled, nearly breaking apart. He couldn’t help himself. He felt so small and so weak. He was pathetic, just this little sissy who would do whatever he was told.

“Do you want me to come in her mouth?” David asked.

As he moved his head forward and back to the same eager rhythm, Alex couldn’t see the girl who had feminized him. He had no idea what she would say either. Did she want him to swallow? Did she want to feel David climax?

Desperately, he hoped that she would let Alex keep just some sliver of dignity. He didn’t want to swallow; he didn’t want to feel that load shoot up against the back of his throat.

As those thoughts echoed inside of his head, he heard her laugh. “Go ahead and come. I’m sure we can play some more.”

“Damn right,” David replied. With a grunt, he held on tight as he pumped his hips forward and back. He fucked Alex’s face, forcing him to serve his pleasure. Second by second, Alex surrendered.

Something inside of him dissipated, and he stopped thinking. Instead, he knew that he was just a slut, a little sissy whose mouth needed to be used. So he took every inch as he licked and he sucked, doing everything he could to please this man.

This was a man. This was a real man.

Not like Alex.

Just a second more, and David climaxed, his shaft throbbing as he blew his load. Come shot against the back of Alex’s throat, so he started swallowing, gulping it down without even needing to be told to.

“That’s right. Take it. Take it, slut!”

Alex heard those words. They cut down into him, but they didn’t seem as loud as Chloe’s laughter.

When Alex finished, he didn’t know what to do. He didn’t know what to say. He could only watch helplessly as David pulled back. His shaft was wet with Alex’s spittle as he turned away, walking back toward Chloe.

Despite his orgasm, he moved with the confident grace of a man who knew he could still do whatever he wanted.

One orgasm wasn’t enough to sap his strength.

If anything, that was just the appetizer.

Alex understood all of this. With the taste of another man on his lips, Alex remained down on his knees, helpless. He watched as they started to kiss again. Within moments, Chloe was moaning. She must have loved the way David held her, how his hands roamed over her body with that perfect confidence, as though he couldn’t imagine any other scenario.

Together, they fell down against the mattress.

With every second, Alex kept hoping that the universe might intercede. Maybe something could happen, something to stop this!

But you know, those two wouldn’t give up. It felt too good. Chloe had someone who was her equal. She could enjoy that. It wasn’t like those times she had been with Alex when he lost control, when she played him, when she teased him and used him.

Chloe could respect this man.

Moments later, David grabbed her and pushed her onto her back. His hands went to her naked breasts. He massaged them and fondled them. While Alex desperately wondered what it would feel like, he watched as this other man could enjoy the soft to give of her breasts. Not only that, David savored of the sounds Chloe made.

As her breasts were massaged and teased, stroked and caressed, she arched her back. At the same time, she opened her eyes and looked back at Alex. She must have really enjoyed the look of dismay etched into his face.

He looked like a jealous girl hoping for a chance to serve again. But then, Alex had already been given a chance to offer up a blow job. Apparently, he’d done a good job. Chloe enjoyed that fact more than anything else, and she started to wonder how she might use her slave.

Yes, her slave.

Step-by-step, he accepted her authority. She wasn’t about to let him go now. In fact, she had something even better planned, something that would make sure he abandoned every delusion of ever regaining control over his life.

Only then, Chloe stopped thinking about her sissy because David started to kiss her again. He had his hands on her wrists, and he gripped her hard.

Damn. That felt incredible!

She wanted more!

She leaned up, biting on his lower lip.

He grinned, laughed, and she knew that she was with the right person.

“Get up on your hands and knees,” he ordered.

Chloe instantly understood. There are going to have sex, and the sissy slave was going to get to watch.

She quickly assumed the position with her ass up and her face down. She raised her head, her eyes bright with arousal as she looked back at Alex. Strangely enough, the sight of her sissy slave didn’t turn her off. On the contrary, it reminded her of everything she had done and accomplished. He was a monument to her cunning and power.

When their eyes fixated on one another, Chloe grinned at him.

Just a second later, David came out her from behind, his cock still wet. He pushed into her, sliding into her eager split.

Hot pleasure danced through her body, overwhelming her. She bowed her head down for just a second, and then she ordered, “Pull my hair.”

With a chuckle, David obliged, grabbing onto her soft tresses.

Chloe knew exactly how this made her look. It seemed as though she had surrendered to this man. But really, she was still in charge, only she wanted Alex to understand that his fantasies were never going to happen. Whether he liked it or not, he was a sissy now, a pretty, feminized boy who would always do as he was told. Obedience was his life, and he could argue about it or try to fight it, but he would fail, each and every time, always.

Judging by the look on his face, he understood this.

His bottom lip trembled slightly, and his eyes shined.

She wondered if she was going to break him, if she would completely destroy the last remnants of his spirit.

She didn’t mind the prospect, Chloe realized. If anything, she loved the idea of turning him into her plaything, a toy who would do whatever she wanted without even trying to think for himself.

Perfect.

After all, she had him. She could use him.

So many girls had to worry about the fidelity of their boyfriends. They had to wonder what their relationships really were or really meant. But with Alex, she could always be certain that he would be there, ready to serve, eager to obey, desperate for her approval.

Yes.

A cruel grin played across her face as Chloe felt the friction of David’s body. He pumped into her, pounding hard and fast.

More. She wanted more!

“That’s right. Fuck me! Fuck me hard!” she commanded, her voice a booming out.

David chuckled as he obliged. But his best efforts quickly made him start to pant. He worked her hard and fast as she surrendered to every moment. Their bodies moved together, sliding into melded heat and ecstasy. And then she called out just as she felt him start to climax. Her own orgasm gripped her, turning everything bright and incandescent.

She screamed out just as he grunted. All the while, Alex listened, helpless, unable to stop any of this.

There was nothing a sissy could do.




Chapter 7

Now

“I want to play with you.”

His eyes widened, getting just a little bit bigger. Even after all this time and all this training, she knows precisely how to surprise him.

Her declaration hangs on the air for a moment before he nods his head. “Yes, Mistress.”

“How should I tease you?” she asks.

His throat tightens as he approaches, taking those dainty little steps she’s come to adore over the last few months. There’s something so delicious about seeing her sissy like this.

“How would you like?”

“Tell me. What would make you squirm the most? What would make you feel totally and utterly powerless?”

The sissy gets down on his knees. As he does so, his pink, pleated skirt flattens out against his thighs. Even so, she can see his thin knees, his tight waist, and his butterfly barrette flutters with his movement.

This really is perfect, she thinks to herself. This really is everything she has always wanted—even when she didn’t know it herself.

As she licks her lips, she waits for his response. “Tease and denial.” He says those words, but he doesn’t like them. He hates what they imply and what they mean, yet the sissy still can’t stop himself. After so much training, he wouldn’t dare try to lie to his Mistress.

“Go to my bed,” she orders. “And as you do, I want you to think of the men I’ve had sex with there. I want you to think about how much better they were for me, how, no matter how much you want it, you’re never going to get to fuck me. That’s because I have sex with you, but you never get off, not the way you want.”

By the time she finishes, he’s actually quivering! She can see his whole body shake.

Hot ecstasy runs through her skin as she grins down at him. Yes! This is what she has wanted; this is what she has craved.

Feeling wicked, she pats him on the head as he gets up and heads toward her bedroom.

He’s going to lay down; he’s going to spread out, making himself helpless and vulnerable.

Chloe doesn’t follow right away. She’s in no rush; it’s not like she has to worry about the sissy’s expectations. Besides, allowing him to soak in his anticipation and fear is always good. He doesn’t know what’s going to happen quite yet, but he does wonder whether or not this session will focus primarily on pleasure or pain. Ultimately, it doesn’t matter because it will all be about one emotion: humiliation.

It’s funny to think that no matter how much she torments this creature, her precious little butterfly, he’s always going to flutter for escape. He’s always going to yearn for that sense that he could be a real man.

Getting up, she walks back into the kitchen, and she pours herself a glass of wine. She does this slowly and carefully. She enjoys the deliberate movements.

Holding up the glass, she inhales slowly, savoring the powerful aroma.

Slowly, she takes a sip, letting the dry liquid burn along her taste buds.

He always thought that he was going to somehow get the upper hand. He would take advantage of some flaw, some weakness. She would demonstrate a vulnerability at some point. She was sure she had them; Chloe couldn’t possibly be so arrogant as to think that she was perfect, but she also knew with equal certainty that this sissy never would have been able to find it.

Young, arrogant, and handicapped by his gross sense of masculinity, he never stood a chance.

Then again, tormenting him wasn’t about a challenge. It wasn’t about the question of determining whether or not she could win. Chloe had enough real challenges in her life. Instead, she wanted to sculpt him. As far as she was concerned, he was a work of art, an instrument to be played, some clay to be molded.

Now she was going to see precisely what she owned.

Chloe finished her glass of wine. She turned around and strolled back into her bedroom.

Even though she had left him waiting for several minutes, his chest rose and fell in rapid succession as he took those quick, frightened puffs of air. He probably didn’t want to think about it, but he was scared like some woodland animal. As prey, he recognized her; he knew that he was in trouble, so the fight-or-flight reaction still kicked in, yet he understood he couldn’t get away. He couldn’t fight.

So he had to lay there and take it. That was his only hope. If he behaved himself, maybe she would be merciful.

Maybe.

“Look at you, all spread out and helpless. I could do whatever I wanted,” she says to him.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“I like your voice, sissy. It always sounds so feminine and curly. You done such a good job transforming yourself.”

“I’m glad you approve, Mistress.”

“Tell me about what you thought would happen when you first came into my apartment.”

He swallows. And even if his eyes are open, he’s not seeing the ceiling, not anymore. He doesn’t even bring himself to turn back and look at Chloe. Instead, he’s probably thinking about all of his old desires and fantasies.

As those thoughts coalesce inside of his head, she reaches up beneath his skirt, and she pulls down his panties. As she does so, she can feel the smooth skin along his inner thighs. She can’t help but grin, not when she sees his shaft, locked up, trapped, encased in plastic and held down by her lock.

Slowly, she draws out the key from beneath her blouse.

Chloe takes it off of the chain, and she dangles it in front of his face. It sways back and forth, teasing him with all of the possibilities.

“You still haven’t told me what I want to hear.”

“I thought I was going to be in charge. I thought I was going to get to do whatever I wanted with you. I thought I would be smart enough and strong enough to take command.”

“You wanted to own me, didn’t you?”

He presses his lips together into a frightened line. He understands the danger of this conversation, but there’s still nothing he can do to stop her. If she wants to talk about his foolishness, then he has no choice. He never does.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And why is that?”

This time, he can’t be sure exactly what she wants to hear. They have never followed this line of conversation before. Even so, he can guess; he can try to figure it out as he tells her, “Because I didn’t know the truth.”

“And what truth is that?” Chloe asks, and those words seem somehow indulgent.

“I didn’t know that I was a sissy, Mistress.”

She studies him, her expression both impassive and unreadable.

“What did you think you were?” Chloe asks.

They have gone through this before; they have had this conversation, but the reminder is helpful. It reinforces that basic truth: she had redefined this slave from boy to sissy.

Chloe wants to do this for her own good as well as his. After all, she can’t allow this boy to forget what he wanted to be.

“And tell me, what does it mean for you to be a sissy?”

At this point, he grits his teeth and inhales sharply. That puff of air is a stab against his ego and flagging self-respect. Of course, there’s always the threat that he will return to his old ways. He needs the constant reminders.

“It means that I submit to your will, Mistress.” There. That is a textbook answer, so she should be satisfied.

“You can be more specific.”

“It means I have to obey you. I have to do whatever you say. It means I’m yours!”

“And what have I done to you?”

“You feminized me, Mistress.”

“How?” She makes it sound like such an innocuous question, like it’s not really a big deal at all.

And yet, he must admit the truth about what he has become. “You put me in panties, a corset, and you have even had me on a leash.”

“What? Are you going to tell me that you don’t like your choker?”

His face starts to turn red. Even if he knows the truth, it still so difficult for him to admit. His eyes are getting wet, she realizes. But somehow, Chloe can’t summon up any kind of real sympathy. Why would she? He only suffers because he can’t embrace the truth of his situation.

In time, he might. Maybe.

“I’m going to tie you down, sissy.”

“I, I understand.”

“What gives me the right to do this to you?”

The answer is so simple, but he must give it anyway. With a nervous swallow, he tells her, “you can do this to me because you are in charge. You can do this because you’re better than me. You’re stronger than me.”

Chloe climbs up onto the bed, and she runs her fingers along his body, just as she has done so many times before. In this way, she has a lot in common with a sculptor. Her every touch leaves an indelible mark on his psyche.

“That’s right.” I’m stronger than you. And am I smarter than you?”

Before she sunk her fingers into his psyche, he never would have been able to admit this. But now, he has no choice. “Yes, Mistress. You’re smarter than me. You’re so much smarter!”

When she smiles, she reveals her teeth, all while she revels in her power. The authority is intoxicating.

“That’s right,” she says, and that’s when she grips the key. She slides it into the lock. The sissy waits, perhaps anticipating that moment when there will be a simple click. That sound doesn’t mean very much to anyone else, but for this slave, it’s everything. It signifies freedom and the chance to get off.

Before Chloe took him and trained him, he used to think about all these different choices which spread out before him. What was he going to do with his life and his career? What kind of girl would he seduce and marry? What sort of hobbies interested him? Those parts of his life had been closed off, buried, stolen. He always needed to remember that he belonged to her, so he could make a few decisions, yet they all revolved around one question: how could he please her best?

She pops the lock open. The bar slides out, and then she reaches for his chastity cage. At any moment, she could stop. She could change her mind. All of that is obvious to him, so he keeps his eyes aimed upward. He knows that if he seems too eager, she might decide to punish him for his temerity. He doesn’t get to decide what will happen, so he shouldn’t be excited.

She slides the plastic ring out from beneath his scrotum. She pulls the plastic tube away, exposing his cock. For a second, he swallows and lifts his head. His chin brushes along his chest, and he feels it, the rush of blood, the explosion of desire through his body. As his nerve endings light up, he knows what he really wants.

And yet, this sissy can’t bring himself to think about it.

“I’m going to play with your sissy clit,” she promises him.

“Yes, Mistress.” Those words are so automatic now. It’s like he can’t imagine any other response.

As he stares upward, she waits. With every second, the anticipation builds, becoming more powerful. It’s sent throbs to his core, making him wonder exactly when it will start.

Her hand raises up, and then she smacks his thigh, leaving a bright red spot there against his flesh. He tightens his teeth together again as his eyes shine bright. He can’t help himself, not when this girl knows exactly what she’s doing.

“Say thank you.”

“Thank you!”

“Tell me it’s my right to do whatever I want with you.”

“It’s your right because you’re superior and because I belong to you and you know what needs to be done. You’re smarter than I am, so I always have to listen to you and obey you.”

The words pour from his lips, and that’s when she reaches down, wrapping her fingers around his length. If she tightened her grip even a little bit more, it will be enough to get him off. In fact, he probably couldn’t stop it, even if he wanted to.

But he doesn’t.

If anything, he is desperately waiting and hoping for that moment when she might make a mistake.

With an almost feral grin on her face, she shakes her head from side to side, clearly disappointed in him.

She positions herself on her knees, and she leans down. “It’s funny. If you didn’t have this, you wouldn’t be in this situation. Isn’t that right?”

“Yes, Mistress. That’s right.”

“And why is that?”

“Because I fell in love with you.”

“Did you? Did you really?”

He wants to say yes because it feels like she clearly has something else in mind. There’s another conclusion he is supposed to draw.

Breathing out, he tries again, “I wasn’t just in love with you. I wanted you.”

“How?”

“I wanted to control you. I wanted to own and dominate you.”

Even if he’s being completely honest, it still makes her laugh. “How did that work out for you?”

Some of the color dissipates from his cheeks. His body goes cold as he contemplates that question and considers his life now.

“It didn’t work out for me.”

“Be you enjoy being owned, don’t you?”

Just as he might tell her the truth about how he hates his corset and his panties, she strokes him again, teasing him, tormenting him with anticipation. The hope blossoms in his chest, spreading out. It’s warm and addictive. She caresses him, squeezing him gently, and this is the most aroused he’s been allowed to be, in weeks if not months.

Arching his back, he searches for the right words. “Please, please don’t stop!”

“Tell me you enjoy being owned.”

“Yes!” He sounds frantic, desperate, like nothing is more important than getting Chloe to believe him. “I love it! I love being owned. I want you to own me! Please, please own me!”

If that’s what he would really say without her guiding attention, he doesn’t give any sign of this. If anything, he seems utterly determined and ardent in his desire to be controlled. So many girls find it easier to submit and mold themselves to the expectations of those around them. That’s how he has been trained, and so that’s what he does.

She squeezes again, dragging her soft skin up along his length until she gets to the tip of his cock. Then she pulls her hand away, leaving him panting, hot, damp, and eager for more. He can’t help himself. Even if he understands that she is teasing him and mocking him with those sensations, he still yearns for the release that his body tells him he should get.

A lifetime of male privilege is hard to eradicate.

“Why do you love being owned?”

“Because I’m a sissy! Because I can’t help myself!” He closes his eyes, shutting them tight. A couple of stray tears run down along his cheeks. She wipes them away with the back of her hand, soft little movements that are almost merciful. But then she touches one fingertip to her lips, and she sucks on it gently.

“Poor little sissy,” she says.

Then she resumes the touching, her fingers and hands moving along his genitals.

She brings him to the edge. Then she stops.

She brings him to the edge again. Then she pulls her hands away.

Each time, he can’t help himself; even though he should be able to understand that she has no interest in giving him that burst of pleasure he needs, some part of him still expects it. The disappointment crashes into him each and every time as she smiles down in his direction.

“Mistress, how may I serve you?” the sissy asks, his voice frantic.

“You’re doing just fine,” she says. That’s probably the worst answer he can imagine. After all, if he’s doing just fine and she is torturing him with anticipation, that means there’s nothing he can do. There is no escape.

Even though he doesn’t mean to do it, the sissy starts to struggle against of the bonds holding his wrists down. He yanks as hard as he can, instinct driving extra strength into his arms, his biceps, every ligament and muscle.

It doesn’t make any difference.

Chloe just laughs at him. Her giggles chortle out onto the air as she grips his dick in her hand again.

Just a little more, another half second. That’s all it would take!

She pulls her hand away before he can feel that rush of ecstasy. She makes sure that he doesn’t get it. He can wallow in his anticipation, and desire, but he won’t get any kind of real completion.

“Oh, you look so frustrated. This must be hard on you. I bet you are still thinking like a boy, aren’t you? You still think you’re entitled to an orgasm.” She clicks her tongue and shakes her head from side to side.

“No, Mistress,” he says, only to realize his mistake. He has now contradicted his owner. That’s never a good idea.

In fact, she pulls her hands away.

“What was that?”

The sissy doesn’t know what to say. His voice abandons him. Mouth dry, he looks up into her beautiful face for just a moment before turning away. He can’t bear her disappointment; he can’t handle the reality of angering her.

As his heart pounds, she touches one hand to his pubis, and she walks her fingernails up along his skin. Those sharp edges push down into his flesh. “Did you just defy me?”

The sissy doesn’t know what to say! If he says yes, he admits what he has done. If he says no, he risks doing it again!

“Oh, you poor, foolish sissy slave. You really don’t know how this works, do you? You keep thinking that you have a chance.” With another sad shake of her head, she makes him sound utterly pathetic for his inability to comprehend. “This is one who’s never letting you go. If I released you into the wild, you’d probably run off and try to pretend to be a man again. But you aren’t a man, are you?”

“No, Mistress,” he replies. His voice gets quiet, making him sound even more feminine.

“No,” she echoes in agreement. “You aren’t a real man. You’ve never been a real man. You are my sissy, and that’s why I get to dress you in these cute little outfits. You get to be girly and obedient. You get to enjoy the privilege of submission. Isn’t that right?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She slides forward and straddles his chest. Her knees push into his sides, so he can feel the heat of her thighs against his rib cage. When she comes in close, he almost wants to believe that she’s going to kiss him. But no, she almost never does that anymore. Instead, she reaches back and glides four of her fingers along his scrotum, up to the base of his shaft.

“Maybe you get confused because I let you keep this. Is that the problem? Maybe I should just get you fixed, you know, like a dog?”

“No!”

Chloe throws her head back and laughs, just as she has done so many times before to this sissy slave.

“You would let me do it, wouldn’t you? You’d let me find you a doctor or clinic, and we could get you fixed. We could get you clipped.” With a slow shake of her head, she grins again. “Oh, that is precious.”

The sissy only has one possible answer. “Yes, Mistress.”

Then

David had already left, but Alex still wandered around her house, wondering exactly what he could do. Dressed in his corset, his panties, and the requisite chastity cage, he kept looking around. At first he wondered, perhaps thinking that he would eventually find the strength to escape. After all, it would have been easy. It wasn’t like she kept locks on the doors or windows. There was really nothing stopping him from walking outside.

Except for the pictures. Except for the key.

Alex tried not to think about those. Instead, he returned to his small, girly bedroom, and he looked back into the mirror.

His makeup hardly smudged from the night before. He stared at his reflection, and he tried to find his masculine attributes. He searched desperately, his eyes gliding carefully along his forehead, down the arch of his nose, to his cheeks, then his chin. Everything had been feminized. Everything looked soft, gentle, and utterly unthreatening.

As a man, he liked the picture himself with a big gun, a sword, or maybe some huge vehicle to drive around in. But now, he looked more like a schoolgirl…

No one would take him seriously. He couldn’t take himself seriously.

Turning away from the mirror, he walked back into the living room. Apparently, Chloe and her lover had decided to enjoy some wine at some point in the middle of the night. He picked up the glasses and brought them back to the sink. Once there, he looked down at them. Originally, he had only meant to deposit them. But now, he picked one up, and he started to wash it.

Alec started to feel a little bit better. He washed the other glass.

Unfortunately for him, it only took a minute or two to finish.

After that, he wasn’t certain what he could do. He looked over at the counter. He hadn’t washed it recently—or so he told himself. In actuality, he had just done it on the previous day because his Mistress expected him to clean her house regularly.

But now he gulped, and he started to work. As he did so, Alex quickly lost himself to the simple rhythms of cleaning.

Considering the incredible and acrobatic sex she had enjoyed, Chloe continued to sleep in the master bedroom while her sissy servant tidied up her home. As far as she was concerned, this was the new natural order.

Although she was asleep and probably dreaming of legal cases or what it was like to be with David, she could have just as easily pondered the meaning of her relationship with Alex. When they first started, she had only intended to humiliate him a little bit, to make him unworthy for Amy. By manipulating him and his libido, she had made it so that her sister could move on.

And in fact, Amy seemed to have done just that. She talked about her ex-boyfriend less and less. She started going out more with her friends and flirting with other guys.

Chloe woke up, and she stretched, arching her back as she pointed her fingers toward the headboard.

This was a good place, she decided. She loved knowing that she had a male there to serve her every need.

“Sissy!”

Alex quickly abandoned the damp rag he had been using to clean her countertops. Instead, he scurried back into her bedroom.

Chloe was naked from her night with David, but now she pondered something. “It’s funny, I had a wonderful time last night, and I really enjoyed letting you watch. Were you grateful for that?”

As she asked, she pointed her eyes in his direction. Not only that, she slipped her hand beneath the sheets and blankets. Then she found her pussy, and she started to stroke it with her middle two fingers. Those digits pressed down, gently teasing the walls of her opening until she found her clit.

As she masturbated, he stood there with his hands held behind his back. Alex may as well have been shackled because he couldn’t bring himself to move. It felt like his limbs had been frozen in that place.

“Poor sissy. You look really frustrated.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said, his voice taut with desire. He wore a chastity cage that prevented him from getting off or even enjoying an erection without her key. Even so, the yearning still gripped his body, pressing him from every angle and direction.

“Would you like something to do?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

“I’m on the bed, put your mouth between my legs, and lick me.”

If he felt any disappointment, he didn’t allow it to show on his prettily made-up face. Instead, he scurried forward, taking those dainty, feminine movements she had ingrained within him. He slid under the linens, moving almost like a shark until he found that spot. He leaned in, and he started to lick, lapping his tongue against her wet crevice.

Alex couldn’t explain it, yet when he licked her, he felt good. He was…grateful for this.

“Good sissy,” purred his owner.

Obviously, Alex couldn’t respond. His tongue continued to slide over her crevice, just the way she enjoyed most. Pleasure simmered in her body because he knew how to please her. Over the last few months, he had learned what she liked and expected.

“That’s right. You’re mine now,” she said, turning those words into a promise. “You belong to me, sissy slave. That’s right. Show me that you belong between my legs.”

This time, he didn’t hear that little voice buried deep down. He didn’t get to resist or fight; there weren’t any little calls for rebellion or defiance.

He really had learned how to obey, and he knew he had to do whatever she liked.

Alex set a steady rhythm at first as he licked. His tongue darted left and right, then up and down. As he massaged her, she curled her toes and allowed the tension to build. He slowed, almost as though he could sense precisely what she needed.

Other guys might have gone down on their girlfriends, only to lick a few times, then give up before demanding a blowjob for themselves. Not Alex. He knew how to please her because he knew that she was his one and only priority.

“Good sissy. That’s right. Good! Good sissy!”

Soon, she was on the cusp of her orgasm.

His tongue sped up as he twirled his appendage in fresh patterns, all for her pleasure. As Chloe’s body tightened, he didn’t need to wait for any additional commands. Instead, he listened to her body because he focused on nothing else.

“Yes!” She yelled and screamed that syllabus.

The burst of pleasure shot through her body, coming from every direction at once. It made her toes press down. It made her stomach clench. It made her moan as she embraced the rush of sensation.

Her sissy pulled back and waited. Obedient on his stomach in his cute little uniform, he waited to hear what his Mistress craved next. Before she said a word, however, someone knocked on the door.

“Oops.”

Wait. What was that supposed to mean?

As Alex cowered under the blankets and sheets, Chloe slid away. She stretched her hands behind her back, and then above her shoulders.

“You might as well present yourself now.”

Alex didn’t understand, but he still obeyed. After all of his training, he couldn’t do anything else.

He exposed himself, and then she grinned and shook her head. “I’m going to go entertain my guest while you shower and reapply your makeup. I’m going to put you on display, Alex, so you had better be perfect. Understand?”

Without any kind of thought, he told her, “Yes, Mistress.”

She tapped his cheek as she pulled on a pair of loose sweats and a T-shirt. Even in that relaxed wear, Chloe still managed to look like a goddess.

There was another knock on the door, so she practically skipped out of the room. She moved quickly and gracefully, reminding him of some mystical creature. Once she was gone, Alex crept out of her room and back into his own. He stripped down until he had on nothing but his chastity cage, and then he snuck toward the bathroom.

Just as he crossed the threshold and started to close the door, he heard the two girls giggling. He recognized Chloe’s voice, obviously, the other one seemed familiar. No, it couldn’t be, he told himself.

Shaking his head, Alex disappeared behind the bathroom door. He turned on the water, and the sounds were suddenly drowned out by the splashing jets. Moments later, he stepped into the stream, and he enjoyed the shower as the water pelted his body.

It was a hot shower, so it didn’t exactly help with his libido, but he had something else to focus on now. In some ways, that was what Chloe had truly done to him. When he had been free, his thoughts would constantly drift and wander, bouncing between all of these different concepts and concerns.

But when he found himself on his stomach, licking her pussy, he didn’t worry about anything else. The rest of the world may as well have come to a stop. Now that she wanted this, he gave it to her. He scrubbed, shaved, and made sure that virtually every inch of his body was smooth just the way she liked.

Chloe had exacting standards, and he couldn’t disappoint her. He knew what the consequences could be.

Once he finished, he stepped back out onto the tile floor, and he glanced at the mirror. Without the makeup on his face, he looked a little bit more masculine. But just a little bit.

Breathing out slowly, he knew he couldn’t remain there. He went to his closet, and he looked at the different outfits. There were a couple of pair of jeans, only they were all tight, snug and embroidered with different feminine accents: roses along the legs or yellow suns that beamed out. There were a couple of stars and hearts or other repairs.

These were the kinds of jeans that some little girl might wear. Or maybe an adult who wanted to seem that much more feminine and girly.

Alex, obviously, never picked any of his clothing. None of it even belonged to him, yet he still had to wear it. Occasionally, he would think back to his previous outfits, those loose-fitting shirts and the pants with the deep pockets. Now he usually wore dresses or skirts.

Chloe was going to show him off.

Breathing out again, he told himself that he could handle this. It wasn’t a big deal. With every exhalation, he knew that this was just going to be a game for her. Besides, it wasn’t like it they ran in the same circles, so he didn’t need to worry about actually knowing this person. It was probably just one of Chloe’s friends. She had mentioned another girl, Olivia. It was probably her.

Alex would come out, prance around, serve them tea or something, and then he would be allowed to hide for the rest of the afternoon.

He hated himself for this, but he also wondered if maybe this would be his opportunity to earn an orgasm. If he didn’t incredibly good job, then maybe Chloe would decide to reward him.

He understood that he was being manipulated; he knew that she controlled him, so if she wanted certain kinds of behavior, then she would give him something to look forward to. She could tantalize him with hope, possibilities.

Alex picked out his outfit, a Navy blue, pleated skirt, and a pale pink top. As he held up the two garments, he realized something. They made him look like a secretary.

Fine.

Alex knew that he was a servant now. He knew that this girl had him, and she could still destroy his reputation. She had those pictures. At this point, it still felt like a secret. Or maybe it wasn’t even about the blackmail anymore. Alex shook his head, unable to discern exactly why he did this, unable to tell where Chloe’s decisions ended and his own began.

Like a good little sissy, he pulled on a pair of knee-high socks followed by his panties. Before he put on the underwear, he held them up and looked at them.

He had fallen in love with Chloe. Consequently, she had teased him, step-by-step into this. She trained him for anal sex. She taught him how to put on his makeup. She feminized him a little bit at a time until he really was this helpless sissy.

Now he got dressed. He pulled on his panties after another second of admiring the sleek shape, the soft curves, and of the embroidered butterfly along the front. When he wore these, he really felt as though he had been transformed.

Some part of him still attempted to hate this. If he focused, he could recall how much he enjoyed being a man. But now, he knew that would never happen again.

It couldn’t.

Back in his panties, he put on his skirt, zipping it up and making sure that it was nice and snug around his waist. He pulled on his blouse, sliding his arms into the quarter sleeves. Over the last couple of weeks, he hadn’t been allowed to do any kind of upper body exercise, which meant that his biceps had shrunk. He looked so thin, so cute, just like some prepubescent girl.

He buttoned up the shirt and stood in front of the mirror. Sure enough, he did look like a secretary, or maybe some college intern eager to file paperwork and run errands for the chance to show what she could do.

Of course, he still wasn’t done; Alex needed to put on his makeup.

At this point, he got a little bit nervous. He had been watching tutorial videos and listening to Chloe. Occasionally, when she was feeling generous, she would allow him to watch. He would be on his knees before her makeup stand, and she would dabble on the different ingredients, highlighting her best features. Although she didn’t need the makeup, she did it for his benefit, helping him to learn exactly what to do. Now, he had to make her proud.

More and more, he realized something. He wanted to do a good job; he needed to show this girl that he had learned. Because if he didn’t, there could be consequences. But maybe this actually mattered to him now as well.

Alex didn’t know where that thought came from, but he couldn’t dismiss it either.

He sat down in front of another mirror, and he looked at the different options. It had all seemed so confusing when she first began his training. He remembered the way the lipstick felt, how it was so strange and exotic and alien. He recalled how the powder seemed so bizarre. Yet over the last couple of weeks, he learned about balancing his complexion, smoothing out some of the differences, and hiding his pores.

Alex did just that. He put on his makeup, one step at a time. Foundation, lipstick, eye shadow, and just a hint of blush.

When he was done, he looked up at the mirror, and he didn’t see the boy who used to demand blow jobs. He didn’t think of the man who had intended to become an engineer, start a firm, also that he might have a harem of little college interns running around, eager to serve him.

No, he had learned the truth. It was his place to serve. He was a sissy, and he would always be a sissy.

Right?

Alex shook his head, perhaps feeling a little flutter of hope. Maybe there was still some tiny sliver of his psyche that still thought he could get out of this somehow.

Like always, he pushed down that little spark of defiance. He swallowed it down and slid his feet into his high-heeled pumps. They were a dark shade of purple, sleek and shiny. He took several tentative steps forward because he was still learning how to negotiate these heels. With a laugh, Chloe once told him that it would take ten years. But then she also patted him on the head and said he had plenty of time.

Fully dressed and made up, Alex checked out his reflection one more time. Part of him never knew what to expect. Even though he had been working on his appearance for the past few minutes, Alex still shivered with a special kind of dread. Fear gripped him, coming at him from every angle.

When he presented himself, he would be surrendering. When he marched in front of Chloe and her guest, one more person would learn about him.

But then, Alex thought of David, Chloe’s lover.

He had come over several times, always to enjoy her company, to touch her, to kiss her, to have sex with her. They fooled around, sometimes while Alex watched, sometimes not.

He always had to endure the knowledge, however, that he wasn’t good enough.

“I’m a sissy,” Alex whispered as he looked into the mirror.

As his heart started to beat faster, Alex got up from his seat. He walked through the door and out into the living room. As he did so, he kept his eyes down.

“Is this what you wanted to show me? You hired a maid or an assistant or something?”

No. Oh no. No! It wasn’t possible!

Alex silently screamed to those thoughts in his head, but he couldn’t bring himself to look up.

“No, not an assistant or a servant. More like a slave,” Chloe explained. “Amy, I want to introduce you to someone you already know.”

No. It couldn’t be her. It couldn’t be his ex-girlfriend!

Alex clung to the hope that he was wrong, only then he risked glancing up. In that moment, she was looking at him, and he gazed back. In doing so, he saw the girl he had once controlled so easily. Amy.

“No way,” Amy said slowly as the recognition played out along her features.

Amy would never be as beautiful as her sister; she would never possess the same poise, aggression, and grace as her older sister. Even so, she was still very attractive, and now it looked like she didn’t know what to say.

“Amy, this is Alex. I’m debating whether or not I should change his name to something more appropriate like Alexandra. Or maybe I will just change his name to something else entirely like Cindy or Mindy, definitely something that sounds nice and girly.”

“What, what is this, some kind of joke or something?” Amy asked.

She looked at Alex, like she expected him to smear the makeup, to rip off the skirt, to start laughing because this was just some kind of joke.

But he couldn’t do any of that. It had been trained out of him. Besides, even if he pulled off his panties, he would only reveal the embarrassing fact that he now wore a chastity cage.

“Alex, is this a joke?”

“No, Mistress.”

Eyes widening, Amy jerked her head back to look at her older sister. “Mistress?”

“Yes. I’m his Mistress now. He belongs to me. He’s my slave, just like I told you before.”

“But that’s Alex! There’s no way you could do this to him!”

“Amy, there’s something you need to know. Alex, tell her the truth.”

“I’m a sissy. I’m a slave. I belong to your sister. She owns me.”

“How is this possible?” Amy demanded to know.

Only then, she looked back at her sister who shrugged, like the answer didn’t really matter. “Ask the sissy in the skirt.”

When Amy looked back at Alex, it was like she hadn’t even noticed the pleated skirt, the buttoned top, or his high heels. “Alex?”

“I’m not really sure how this happened, but your sister has trained me. She’s taught me that I am a sissy, and that I should do whatever she says. She’s in charge, and I belong to her. I always have to listen to her because she knows what’s best. She smarter and stronger than me.”

“This is unreal,” Amy said. She dipped her head down for a second and shut her eyes, like she couldn’t accept any of it. This had to be some kind of joke or something, right? It couldn’t really be happening.

But then she raised her head, and she looked back at her sister. “Chloe, can I talk to him alone for a minute?”

“Go for it.”

Chloe rose to her feet majestically before she left them alone.

When Amy turned her attention back to Alex, he shivered. Although this girl didn’t have her sister’s intensity, Amy was still a powerful young woman. And now she looked him up and down. “Are you wearing panties right now?”

“Yes,” he said. Although Alex didn’t know how to address her, Amy quickly gave him the instructions he needed.

“If I tell you to address me as something stupid like ma’am or Goddess, would you do it?”

“Yes.”

“Call me your Goddess.”

“Yes, Goddess,” Alex responded reflexively. It was as though he had forgotten how to think for himself. He was trained to obey without hesitation or question.

“This is insane,” Amy said, shaking her head.

She got up, and she strode toward him. In his high heels, he was slightly taller, but that didn’t give him any kind of strength or confidence. If anything, being wobbly on his feet undermined whatever confidence he may have otherwise possessed, probably the way Chloe had planned.

“You and I used to be boyfriend and girlfriend, but now you’re a sissy? What is this? You always told me that you wanted to be powerful. You actually said that word. And you wanted to seem like a super villain or something.”

“I don’t know, Goddess.”

Her eyes widened again, like she couldn’t comprehend what was happening.

“Alex, how did she get you to do this?”

“I don’t know. I guess she seduced me. She tricked me, maybe.”

“She’s been training you?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

“Stop calling me that,” she snapped. He didn’t say anything, but then she realized what she had done. More than that, she must have finally understood she could get him to do whatever she liked. “Are you wearing panties right now?”

“Yes.”

“Show me.”

Alex didn’t expect that.

Even so, his hands fell to the pleats, and he pinched the skirt as he raised it up, exposing the triangle of satin between his legs.

Suddenly, a big, sharp smile spread across her lips. “I can’t believe this! I mean, I used to respect you!”

Alex realized something. This might be his only chance. He could talk to this girl. They had been close. More than that, she didn’t see him as a sissy, not really. “Please, your sister is blackmailing me. She has all of these photos and stuff of me.”

“That’s all?” Amy wanted to know.

“No. There’s something else.”

“What?”

Alex opened his mouth, and he wanted to say it, only he couldn’t admit it to his ex-girlfriend. The idea that he had been tricked into a cock lock seemed like too much. There was no way she would have respect him again, he realized.

“Tell me,” Amy commanded.

“Your sister keeps me in chastity!”

“Show me.”

He didn’t want to do it, but his hands moved, seemingly on their own. He grabbed the edge of his panties and pulled them down, only to reveal the plastic tube around his shaft.

“Amazing,” she said.

“No, it isn’t,” Alex said. And once he started, he couldn’t stop. “Please! You have to talk to your sister for me! Convince her to stop! Tell her that she has to let me go!

Amy studied him for a few more seconds before she called out her sister’s name, “Chloe! I think we are ready to talk to you again.”

Alex was shivering now. He kept hoping that maybe she really would be able to convince Chloe to destroy the photos, to give him the key, to release him.

“I think I know why you did this,” Amy said as her sister sauntered back into the room.

“Oh? Why?” Chloe sounded marginally curious.

“Because you wanted me to get over him. And the best way to help me get over him was to transform him into this.”

Although Chloe maintained a neutral façade, she was impressed nonetheless. Seriously, her little sister had been able to pick out that much? Very impressive.

Then Amy continued, “And now, he’s asking me to convince you to let him go.”

“Is that what you want?” Chloe asked without making it clear what she would do one way or the other.

Amy glanced back at him. Although she was talking to her sister, she kept watching Alex, like she wanted to watch and enjoy his reaction. “No. I think you should punish him. I think you should make him pay for trying to get out of his panties without permission. Obviously, he’s such a pathetic little sissy. You need to train him harder.”

“Maybe getting fucked by his ex-girlfriend would help with that,” Chloe said. Actually, she had no idea how her little sister would respond, only then there was this little hint of blush along Amy’s cheeks. Apparently, she relished the idea.

“No! You can’t do that!”

“Quiet,” Amy scolded. At once, he shut his mouth, only to feel that surge of regret. Why had he spoken out of turn? He was a slave! He wasn’t allowed to speak to his superiors like that!

“How would I do it?”

“I have a special toy. Would you like to see it?”

“Yes, please.”

Turning back to the bedroom, Chloe headed back. That left them alone again.

“Please, you can’t do this to me! Please, we used to date!”

“And you loved messing with my head, didn’t you?” Amy replied, her voice low and cold. “Seriously, I could tell what you were doing to me. I was just so enamored with you that I couldn’t get you to stop or I told myself that it was worth it. I figured you would become a good guy someday.”

“Please!”

“Alex, just shut up. My sister’s going to come back, and then I’m going to have sex with you one last time, and then I’m never going to have to think of you as my ex-boyfriend again.”

“What does that mean?”

“I’ll tell you in a minute,” promised Amy.

A second more, and Chloe came back. She held up the strap-on harness. “If you want, you can use this on him while I hold him down.”

“Oh, that sounds perfect,” Amy said.

As Alex heard those words, he still couldn’t believe it. Some part of him rebelled against this idea. This couldn’t be happening! Over and over again, he tried to figure out some way to make it stop, but his ex-girlfriend had already pulled off her jeans, and now she shimmied into the harness. She tilted her body from side to side, pivoting so that she could show off the dildo sticking out from between her legs.

“Should I use lube or something?”

“You can,” Chloe explained. “Or if you want, you could always make him suck on it first.”

“Oh,” Amy said. “I like that. I like it a lot.”

“Tell him what you expect.”

Amy licked her lips before snapping her fingers and pointing to the spot in front of her feet. “Get over here.”

He scurried forward, only to drop to his knees before her. And there it was, the artificial cock right in front of his face.

“Start sucking me off,” she ordered.

Then she put her hand on the back of his head, forcing him to open his mouth and take the dildo deep. It brushed up against the back of his throat, nearly making him choke, just like last time. Even though he hated this, he licked and sucked, moving his head forward and back. He gave her everything he had.

“How does it feel?”

“Not bad,” Amy said as she watched her ex-boyfriend. She could hardly believe this was happening, yet it felt natural and right.

“So do you think you’re going to miss him after this?”

“Not as a boyfriend,” Amy said with a laugh. “I can’t believe I ever dated this loser.”

“Well, a lot can change with a pair of panties,” Chloe replied.

As they talked, Alex kept bobbing his head forward and back, taking the length as much as he could. Even when he started to choke, he couldn’t allow himself to stop.

“Now, get down on your stomach. I want to take you from behind, just like you’re a girl,” Amy said.

Alex moved to obey, getting on his hands and knees. A second later, Chloe grabbed him. She pinned him down, holding him against the floor as her sister began to move in.

It would be any second now.

Just as that thought crossed his mind, Amy slid the tip of the dildo between his buttocks. She pressed down, guiding it into his opening. Inch by inch, he had to take it. Only seconds before, it had been in his mouth. Now he felt the slickness of his own saliva as she pumped him, thrusting the dildo into his crevice.

“We could give him an incentive to fight harder,” Chloe said.

Amy glanced at her sister, but she was focused on having sex with her ex-boyfriend.

“Alex, if you can get up or stop us from ravishing you, then we will let you go. I’ll destroy all the pictures, and you can go back to pretending to be a boy again.”

Alex heard those words, and the hope flared back to life. Every ember, spark, and desire became so much more powerful!

Instantly, he tried to shove himself off of the floor, only Chloe was there, poised above him, ready to hold him down.

At first, he wished to believe that he was still male, that he would have superior upper body strength.

No. The angles were wrong, and he couldn’t get the right kind of leverage. So he thrashed about, kicking, his feet and white socks a blur of movement as his hands struggled for purchase. The girls held him down as the younger sister fucked him. All the while, desire soaked into his body. He wanted more! He needed more!

The need nearly overwhelmed him, but then he cried out. “I can’t get away! I, I belong to you!”

“And you always will,” Chloe said as her sister continued to pump, pounding into him, again and again, remorseless.

He was never going to forget it. He would always be her slave. Her sissy—whatever Chloe craved.

The End


Thank you so much for reading my novel! I hope you enjoyed it!


Frilly Captivity

I want you to read this when you are reasonably calm. You shouldn’t be scared—when you start. Yes, I know that this is a difficult state for you to achieve, especially now. With every second, you feel that aching need right between your legs. Your balls always hurt with sexual need, so you can barely think. Sure it’s hard for you, especially at work. But do your best. Obey your Mistress and read this when you can think clearly.

You might have to do this at work. That’s fine. When you come home, and I tease you, I can be so wicked.

Chastity must be so hard for a boy. I mean, you suggested I lock you up, and I thought it was going to be a little bit odd, but I have gotten used to it. Haven’t I?

Oh yes. Yes, indeed.

I love my chastity slave. I love knowing that I own your orgasms, your sex, and your cock. Face it. Your dick is nothing but a leash for me to use to control you.

Unless you want me to “accidentally lose” your key, you’ll do whatever I want. You belong to me now. There’s no going back because I don’t want to return to the way things used to be.

Being female in our society means putting up with tons of subtle and tacit sexism. Women are routinely at a disadvantage in so many social situations. Well, I like knowing that I can come home and start my fingers and you’ll do whatever I want. Because if you don’t, that means you don’t get your orgasm. You don’t even get to be hard.

Before we started this little game, I never imagined how much fun it could be to tease you. I love having you tied down and helpless. There’s something so special about watching as you pull against the handcuffs holding you to the bed. You’ll squirm, struggling, your muscles tight and tensing. You’ll fight so hard, like you really think you can get away.

You have to know there’s no way you can break through those cuffs. They’re just too strong. Still, you try and fail and that’s just adorable. It makes me so wet to see you struggle.

So I’ve been thinking about you a lot. I’ve been thinking about exactly what I want.

Teasing you arouses me, seeing you helpless turns me on, and knowing you’ll do whatever I want is a constant source of pleasure. Other girls have to practically beg their boyfriends and husbands to go down on them. Not me. I can just point, and you will get on your knees. You’ll nuzzle me with the tip of your nose into her lips, and you’ll beg for the taste of my pussy.

Due to how much fun that is?

No, of course you don’t.

Like pretty much every other boy, I’m sure you fantasize about a girl who’s eager to go down on you. But that’s not going to happen. You’re never, ever going to feel my lips around your shaft. At best, you can hope for a soft caress of my fingertips. Or maybe, when you’re tied down, I will squeeze your cock. That’s when I let you out for a little while.

Teasing you, denying you, and ruining your orgasms is always so much fun.

I can do it whenever I want.

But there’s something else, something I’ve been thinking about a lot lately.

I’ve taken away your freedom, and now I’m going to take two more things from you: your masculinity and your adulthood.

Right now, I’m sure you’re very confused by all of this. It probably doesn’t make any sense to you. That’s okay. Just do as you’re told, and everything will be fine.

But to put it very simply, I’m going to turn you into a diapered sissy slave. Yes, you read that right. I’m going to put you in diapers. I’m going to dress you up in pink frills. I’m going to take everything from you.

You thought slavery was bad, right? Wait until you’re a diapered sissy slave.

I already control your orgasms, except that isn’t enough. I want to control everything about you. I want to own you so completely that you have nothing left.

Turning you into an adorable, frilly, laced dolly will feel so good. For me anyway.

You’ll wear stockings or tights, snug dresses with binding corsets and adorable aprons or pinafores. Maybe both. You’re going to get used to wearing shining satin. I hope you like pink or purple because you’re going to be wearing a lot of it from now on. And yes, I’m going to put ribbons in your hair, and I will even do your makeup. I think I’m going to have a lot of fun playing with your nails too.

This is going to be your life. I mean, you could always just try to walk away, only then you would never get access to your cock again. You’d be trapped in a chastity cage forever. Besides, once I dress you up, I will get to see you play as a helpless little sissy girl.

That’s what the diapers are for.

Like I said, I want absolute control.

I want to own everything about you. I want to own you so thoroughly and completely that I can make you do whatever I want, no matter how humiliating or degrading.

As my little diaper, sissy slave, you’ll do whatever I wish. If I snap my fingers and tell you to fetch something, you’ll do it for me without question. You’ll bow your head down and bring me my water, a glass of wine, or a cup of soda. You will do the laundry, you’ll cook and clean. You’re my slave, after all.

And yes, I will continue to use your mouth and your body for my pleasure.

If I want you to suck on my nipples, you’ll do it. You’ll stop the moment I tell you to, and you won’t complain. Because if you do, you’ll have to be punished.

Trust me, I can be rather cruel. In fact, I might even search out reasons to punish you. It’s going be fun to squeeze her diaper, to spank you, too strict you or even take your picture. You’re going to be a cute little sissy, especially after I have been playing Dolly with you for a couple of weeks or months. It will be fun to show you off to other people.

Just think about it. How would you feel if everyone knew that you had this girl in your life who could take total control over you? What if your friends learned the truth about you?

I can put a choker around your neck, when that is nice and freely. I can put you in a dress and make you prance around in front of me. I will teach you to walk appropriately, and I will even make you curtsy. This way, you’ll always remember the proper protocols.

If anyone found out about this, they would think you were such a loser. They would look at you and laugh. In your life, you’re supposed to be a man. You’re supposed to be able to take care of yourself, and you should never, ever allow a girl like me to own you so thoroughly.

You’re taller than me, bigger than me, and even older than me. But you let me lock your dick in a cage to which I’m the only one with a key. If anyone found out about this, they would think that you are a complete weakling.

And they’d be right!

But I guess that’s you get for being a sissy, isn’t it? You’re not a man, and you’re not even a girl either. You’re less. There’s a reason why you’ll have to wear pink, purple, red, and other pastel colors. Oh, you’re going to look so cute! I might love playing Dolly with you, but no one else would understand. So if they saw you, your reputation would be irrevocably trashed.

Want to risk it? Are you brave enough?

Nope. I didn’t think so.

I guess that would mean you would just have to do whatever I wanted all the time. You wouldn’t get the privilege of going to work, not anymore.

Are you scared?

You should be.

You would become nothing more than a servant, a helpless slave. And just think, it wouldn’t be long before you became completely dependent on diapers. If you wanted to be changed, you have to come up to me and maybe tug on my sleeve or get down on your knees and beg. Who knows? Maybe one of your punishments will mean leaving you in your dirty diaper for extra minutes…or hours…or longer.

Granted, if that were the case, I probably won’t want to deal with you. You’d have to wait for me to turn my attention back to you.

Your cock cage could just be one level. It won’t take me long to get extra furniture for you. I mean, I’m obviously going to have to set aside a bedroom for you. It’s going to be bright pink with little red hearts along the ceiling. I want you to spend so much time in that room, and I want you to feel just like a little girl. I mean, girls will always be better than you, but at least you get a sense of that femininity.

I’m going to smother your masculinity. I’m going to make sure that you never feel like a man again.

But in that room, you’re also going to have a nice cage. That’s right, sissy. I’m going to lock you up behind bars, just because I will enjoy knowing exactly where you are. You’ll be trapped, looking out at the rest of the room. Maybe I will put on early cartoons for you to watch. I’ll just leave you in there to be bored.

You can think of it as a time out, especially if you ever try to misbehave.

Don’t worry. The rules are going to be very simple for my sissy slave.

In fact, there’ll only really be two rules: obey and do whatever will please me.

Really, my pleasure is going to be your only goal. You won’t need to think about anything else; you won’t need to worry about anything else. Say goodbye to your dignity, your ambitions, your self-respect. You don’t need to think about any of that stuff. You have an owner—me—and I’m the only person you need to worry about.

I’m the one who can reveal the secret to the world. What have so many pictures of you, sissy. I’m going to do a little photo shoot! Oh yes, I’m going to have the various pictures and videos of you over the course of your transformation.

In some of them, I’m sure you will still look just a little bit masculine. But as you learn how to do your makeup and will perform the correct exercises, your body will start to change. As you get used to your corsets, you will get the right figure.

Oh yes, that’s going to be so much fun.

Don’t test me, sissy. I mean, I still have complete control over your cock.

You know what? As I write this, something just occurred to me. An even better punishment might be for me to make a copy of your key and give it to someone else. What you think of that, sissy? Would you like to have more than one keyholder?

There are so many possibilities. I will give the key to one of your coworkers. I won’t even tell you who. Assuming you still keep your job, you would have to go to work every day, wondering exactly who knew your secret.

Granted, keeping your job, especially while you wear a diaper, would become extremely difficult. Still, I like giving you impossible tasks. I enjoy watching you, waiting to see if you will succeed or fail.

If you succeed, you get to give me your paycheck every month. Don’t worry. I will give you an allowance you can use for our trips to the store. You will still need to buy cute dresses and makeup. Oh, don’t forget those moments when I will allow you to wear a pair of adorable panties over your diapers.

A lot of the stuff we will have to buy online, you’d be shocked what you can find in regular department stores or at the mall. Lots of little panties with frills, lace, each one made from satin or silk.

Would you like going up to a coworker or a colleague, maybe even your boss and asking about the key? If you have any enemies at work, they could get incredibly awkward because you wanted to know who might have it. How would you even broach the subject like that, sissy? What would you start to say?

Oh, this would be so, so difficult for you.

And hilarious for me.

That’s just one possible punishment.

Of course, I could always just rely on something more traditional. Like a spanking.

Are you scared of spankings?

If you’re not, you will be. You’ll learn to fear corporal punishment the way only a sissy can. The last time you were spanked, you are probably a child. That’s okay. I don’t mind teaching you and reminding you.

Your spanking wouldn’t simply mean climbing up on my lap. Oh no. You would be required to first bend over. I would squeeze your diaper, just remind you that you have to wear one. From there, I would take out a paddle or a belt. I would touch it to the back of your leg, and that’s when you would realize something was really going to happen. You’d feel the cool material along your skin.

I would take my time with you, sissy.

I want the anticipation to build. I want you to get nervous; I want you to be scared. I want you to squirm at the thought of feeling the paddle against your smooth, naked flesh. Then I will pull the paddle back, and I will swing it down hard. You’ll feel the solid wood clap against your skin. With the impact, your eyes will start to water immediately.

I’m sure you’ll still hold onto some fragment of your masculine identity. Tell yourself that you can handle this. You might even try to revel in the pain.

But no. That’s not going to work.

I will continue to thrash your backside, striking harder and harder. Your skin will turn red, your eyes will brim with tears, and you’ll soon be begging for me to stop. You’ll begin blubbering, and you will make so many different promises.

Then tell me how you’ll be a good sissy. Go on. Tell me that you’ll be an obedient slave.

And that’s when you will get to hear me laugh. You know why?

Because those promises don’t mean anything. As a slave, you can’t offer anything because I already have you. You belong to me, every inch, every fiber of your being.

That’s what you surrendered when you heard the click of the lock on your chastity cage.

If I’m not using the paddle, I will use a belt. I’ll use one of your old belts, I think. Those are nice, thick leather. I will enjoy swinging them down and feeling the momentum of the material right before it cracks against your legs.

If you really irritate me, you won’t be able to sit down for a week. If you enrage me, I’ll make sure it’s a month. You’ll prance around in your high heels just like a good sissy, but you constantly feel the hemisphere skirt brush against the backs of your legs, reminding you of the mistakes you have made.

Whether it’s by accident or on purpose, any kind of defiance will be punished.

Bending you over a couch or a bed will be fun, but there’s something else I can do as well. I could strap you down. If you’re not in your cage, I can put you on a bed and tie you hand and foot.

This might mean hogtieing you.

Oh, I don’t think you would like that, especially because I’m very, very good with knots. I know how to use rope, sissy. I could take a neon pink cord and tackle you to the bed within a few seconds.

To make sure that you don’t complain, I will stuff a bright pink ball gag into her mouth and buckle it behind your head.

If I do a really good job, I’m sure I will want to take pictures. I like admiring my own work. And make no mistake, sissy. That’s what you are. You’re a project.

After I have you immobilized and helpless, I will leave you there. I will let you think about what has happened and what you have done.

If you’re simply strapped down to the bed, your arms and legs spread, your ass up and your legs exposed, I might give you another spanking, a paddling, or a belt thing. Maybe I will give you all three. Does that make you nervous? It should. Even if you feel like you still have some bravado left, that just means you’re a fool. You don’t understand exactly what your enslavement will mean.

You’ll figure it out, even if it takes a little while.

It’s okay if you struggle or fight or resist your sissy transformation and training. Obviously, this would be a mistake on your part, especially because it would fall under that category of defiance. But you know what? I can enjoy the challenge.

Strapped down and helpless, you won’t be able to move. I will punish you so thoroughly, bringing the paddle down. I will love the way you cry out, especially when that delicious moment arrives: you break. You pull as hard as you can against the restraints, desperate to slip free from your straps. Even if you tell yourself that you can handle this, you’re wrong. You can’t. You’re just a sissy, weak and pathetic.

I’m younger than you, smaller than you, and less experienced than you, but I’m a girl, so I’m better than you. You’re just a sissy, and you need to be trained.

That sense of helplessness will certainly help you figure out how your life is going to be. Eventually, you’ll be blubbering, baking for the privilege of serving me. You won’t think twice about getting down on your knees, kissing my feet, or licking me on command.

Oh yes, you’ll definitely get used to that. I love thinking about your head buried between my legs, your tongue busy against my slit. Worshiping me will be the highlight of your day. The rest of it will be childish play or monotonous and menial tasks. Don’t worry. You’ll get a little bit of variation in that regard. Some of the time, you’ll just playing around like a little girl. At those moments, you will need to blink rapidly, smile adorably, and do as you’re told.

As a slave, you might get to act more like an adult, but you only have the one goal of obedience.

Cook, clean, massage me. Eat me out. Those are your tasks. That’s all that’ll matter to you.

This is all your fault, you know. You made it so easy for me to take control of you. When we first met, did you have any idea that you would unleash the side of me?

Because I didn’t.

Before we met, I thought I just wanted a regular relationship. But now, I’m thinking about how addictive power can be. Authority and control are two of the most amazing aphrodisiacs.

Don’t worry about it. You don’t need to understand. I mean, you are at the opposite end of the spectrum. While I have absolute authority, you get nothing but obedience. In fact, the only kind of control you might get to enjoy is the attempt to avoid your punishments.

Even then, I can always discipline you for fun.

That’s right.

When I take control, I will do it because you can serve me, but I will also do it for my own amusement. Really, that is your only goal now. Please me, entertain me, and amuse me. Show me that you can do as you’re told, you can prance around, scurrying for the opportunity to satisfy me.

Yes, this is going to be degrading. Yes, you’re going to hate it, especially at first, but I’m going to train you.

Just think about how good it will feel when I decide to let you out of your chastity cage.

What? Did you think I would keep you locked up all the time?

No. Of course not.

I want you to have that incentive. I want you to know that there will come times when I will release you, but only under very specific circumstances.

For example, you will be thoroughly strapped down. With the handcuffs or ropes around your wrists, you’ll be on your back, your limbs pulled tight. You might be able to squirm, but that will be all. Then I will unlock you, and I will release you. At this point, you won’t even be wearing a diaper. Don’t you think that will be special? Won’t you feel good?

I will pull back your skirt and stroke you gently. I might touch you. Or maybe I will just touch myself.

Would you like that, sissy? Would you like to see a really pretty girl poised above you? At this point, I will probably just wear something nice and sexy. I might start off with a robe, and I could open it slowly, first revealing my cleavage, then the flat my stomach, then the tauntingly petite triangle of my panties.

If I’m feeling especially cruel, I think I will strip in front of you. I could pull off my bra. I would do it slowly, taking my time. Then you would get to see my breasts, my nipples. I’m sure you will try to stay quiet. You will try to pretend that this doesn’t affect you. But we both know that it will. We both know that hunger will consume you. Desire will burn hot through your body as you lay there, totally helpless.

Immobilized as my sissy, you won’t be able to make anything happen.

At best, you can lay there and be quiet like a good plaything.

Or maybe you should bag.

How do you feel about begging, sissy? Would you be willing to look up at me with your big, frightened eyes and plead? Would you say something like, “Please, please Mistress, touch me”?

If you try, you had better sound desperate. You had better be willing to sacrifice every iota of dignity and self-respect you possess. You don’t get to be independent or make your own decisions anymore. You don’t think get any kind of autonomy.

When I’m poised above you, touching myself, I can do whatever I want.

In fact, if I’m feeling especially cruel, I might just straddle you. You would be able to feel my knees pushed into your flanks. At the same time, I could slide my hand down into my underwear.

Perhaps I should remove the underwear as well. What do you think? Should I take off my panties so that you will get to see my wet pussy? Would you like to see what a real woman looks like? My fingers would glide along my smooth pubis down to my crevice. Then I would caress my digits up and down my opening.

Pretty soon, I would start to moan. Low, eager and sultry sounds would vibrate from the base of my throat. I would enjoy every second, both when I close my eyes and also when I looked down at you.

I want to see her bottom lip tremble, sissy. I want your eyes to get shiny as you get closer and closer to tears. All the while, I’m sure you’d make these promises, telling me how obedience you will be, how you will always do as you’re told. You know that your week. You know that you need someone like me to own you thoroughly.

So that’s precisely what I’m going to do.

Straddling you, I will touch myself until I get close to an orgasm. But before I quite climb out, I will pull my handbag, and then I will stroke you. I will bring you right to the edge.

I will have one hand on your shaft, one between my legs. I will close my eyes and arched my back.

Then I will come right as I take my hand away from you. I’m sure you will bark and thrash, pulling his hard as you can against her bonds, only it won’t do any good. You won’t be able to tear yourself free, which means only one of us will get to orgasm.

At least to get to see me. Won’t that make you feel this little bit better?

Oh? It will make you feel worse?

Too bad!

You silly sissy. You don’t get to decide when you come. In fact, after I have my orgasm, there’s a very good chance that I will just leave you there. I might stuff a ball gag in your mouth to make sure that you don’t irritate me with the noises you make, but that will be it.

Get used to denial. Get used to that frustration. Every day, you will wake up, your shaft still locked up, and you won’t be able to do anything.

Heck, you won’t even be able to touch your balls, not once I have you trapped in diapers.

At first, I might give you the privilege of wearing the pink or white diapers underneath your dress—and I might even trust you not to make any mistakes. If you really want to risk my wrath, you can try to take the diaper off.

But if you do this, you’re going straight into locking, plastic panties.

Not only that, I will have to punish you in another way.

I think fucking you would be a great start. I bet you are confused right now. You’re probably thinking that sex would be the ultimate reward for a sissy like you.

Sorry, it’s not what you think. It’s not what you imagine.

You’re not going to be strapped down on your back. Your shaft won’t be hard, already damp with excitement. Nope. You’re going to be on your stomach, just like in obedience little sissy should be. For this game, I will pull down your diaper, expose your ass, and take you from behind.

You didn’t know this, but I actually own quite a few dildos. I even have several strap-on harnesses, and I can’t wait to use them on you.

As you start begging, you’ll feel my fingers as I lube you up. I’ll push into you, and you feel that deep sense of violation. Good. You’re a sissy, dressed in a tight little bodice, a snug corset, and a short skirt. You’re almost a girl now, so you should get used to taking it.

I will have you all helpless, and then I’ll push down, thrusting into you. You’re going to be pegged, sissy. You’re going to be fucked, and it won’t even matter how hard you struggle or fight. You will be able to resist with everything you have, and yet it still won’t make the slightest difference.

You’ll feel that shafted deep inside of you. It will push down.

And you know the worst part is?

Some part of you will actually enjoy it!

Just the idea is enough to make me laugh. Tears might be running denier cheeks, and you might be begging me to stop, but you still feel that desperation pounded through your body. Hot, incandescent need will overwhelm you.

But guess what? Your little shaft will still be trapped in a chastity cage, bound up in a diaper. This way, you will feel new kinds of helpless frustration, and I will get to have my fun with you.

I’m going to enjoy fucking you, sissy. Men think that they get to be in control because of their dicks. They assume penetration mean something. If so, that must go both ways, don’t you think? Unable to move, feeling my dildo deep inside of you, you will start to understand what it means to feel like a girl.

I’m going to have so much fun playing with your body.

There are other ways you can be used as well.

After I have you thoroughly trained, tamed, and broken, I’m going to show you off to some of my friends.

I think you’ve met a few of them already. It’s okay if you don’t remember.

Like Katie.

She’s a really sweet girl. She’s the kind of nice girl who always works hard to make sure everyone is comfortable. When Katie first sees you, she’s probably going to ask if you want to be a sissy.

Yeah, she’s funny that way.

She’s going to look at you with nothing but pity, and she will even try to make your captivity and servitude easier on you. By this point, you will be so thoroughly trained that you will kneel before me, eager to receive any commands. Katie, on the other hand, won’t be “comfortable” ordering you around. Not at first, anyway.

But I’m looking forward to watching as she gets used to your obedience. At first, she’ll see you as a person.

That won’t last for long.

Little by little, this nice group will start to take advantage of you.

Along the way, you will encourage her. Even if you kind of hate yourself for doing this, you won’t be able to stop. You know that if you don’t satisfy me by taking care of my friend, then there will be consequences. Unless you want to be spanked, pegged, or humiliated in front of other girls, you will be an obsequious, dedicated servant. You will do everything you can to get Katie to take advantage of you.

She might protest or say that she doesn’t want to take advantage of you, but that just means she will need some convincing. You will have to get on your knees and look up at her. You might even have to beg for the opportunity to please her. You could say something like, “Please, Mistress, would you please allow me to make you feel good? I can give you a foot massage or a back rub. If you like, I can brush her hair.”

There are so many things and eager little servant like you could accomplish.

And if you don’t, you will have one very red ass. Or maybe I will just how you down and deny you for a couple of hours. Yeah, I like that idea. I could make you froth with abject desperation.

Don’t worry. I have faith in your abilities as a sissy. I know that you are to real man, you belong in diapers, that you look cute in your corset. Because of all of this and so much more, you will convince Katie, a nice girl, that you deserve this. You need to be owned; you don’t have what it takes to be a real man anyway, so you might as well serve your superiors.

I’m looking forward to watching that conversation.

Katie will probably look at you with pity and her eyes and say something like, “Are you sure you want to live this way? Wouldn’t you like some respect or something?”

Even if I’m not in the room, you will know what you must say. You will know that I will still have your key, so if you ever want release, you had better obey. But more than that, I’m pretty sure I will have broken you by this point. There’s some possibility that you will have tried to fake it in front of me, but you’re just a sissy…so I think your subjugation will be genuine.

You will look up that Katie, and you will acknowledge her as your superior. Even if she is smiling at you encouraging you to try to assert yourself, you will keep your head down low and say, “I’m sorry, Mistress, but I know my place. I am nothing but a sissy slave.”

Get used to that phrase. Get used to that title.

Sissy slave.

That’s who you are.

And of course, I will look forward to showing you off in front of her. I want to lift your skirt and let her see your panties over your diaper. I might have done your underwear is that she will see the plastic underneath.

Horrifying treating you like a little sissy girl, then I might just as you suck on your phone in front of her. Afterward, if you are wet, I will push you down onto the floor, and I will change you write in front of her.

After that, Katie won’t be able to look at you like you’re an adult or anything close to a man. In her eyes, you will be an object of scorn, nothing but a pathetic little sissy.

Then there’s Victoria.

She is the opposite of Katie in so many ways. Katie, with her dark hair and big brown eyes, just looks adorable. Victoria, on the other hand, is blonde and has sharp features. She doesn’t wear glasses, so when she looks out at the world with her crystal blue eyes, it’s very clear that she is assessing everything and everyone. She’s the kind of girl who was born to be a lawyer. Aggressive, hostile, and ready to argue any point, she can still be a great friend, but she’s a terrifying opponent.

When she sees you, she’s just going to sneer.

When most people encounter you, I’m sure that they will be confused, but they will still be polite. Not Victoria. When she lays eyes on you, she’s going to wrinkle her brows, and then she’s going to sneer. After that, she’s probably going to laugh.

She will figure it out right away. She will understand what you’re dress means, with the diaper signifies, and why there’s a collar around your neck.

Victoria is the kind of girl who knows how to assert herself; more than that, she understands the hierarchies in society. Plenty of people like to pretend that everyone is equal. But that’s not how it works, not really. And you are nothing but another example of the unfairness that life can bring.

As a pet, as a plaything, you’ll do as you’re told, only Victoria will be ready to exploit you. She’s naturally inclined to tease and bully you.

She will ask me questions, of course. She will understand that you won’t have anything useful to say. I’m your owner, so I decide what happens.

And guess what?

I’m going to let her do whatever she wants with you.

Victoria might not admit it, but she is something of a sadist, so she will want to punish you. She will love the idea of pulling down your diaper and slapping your ass. She will want to feel you on her lap. A girl I Katie would feel bad if you started to whimper or cry out. Not Victoria. As far as she will be concerned, this just means you need to be spanked even harder.

Since Victoria has to deal with so many terrible people all the time, she’s going to enjoy channeling her frustration into you. She will spank you, slap your ass, and listen as you cry out. Then, she will want to feel your mouth between her legs.

That’s right.

You’re going to go down on her.

In your diaper, you will crouch before her, and you will slide your lips right up against her slit. I can share you if I want because I own you, sissy.

You will look at her, and you will do everything you can to please and satisfy her. You will push her tongue deep into her opening, and if you disappoint her, you will be punished severely.

Remember, I don’t have to let you out of your chastity cage, not ever. So if you want to earn the possibility of freedom, and if you want to feel your shaft harden into one of those adorable little erections, you will work tirelessly to satisfy Victoria and anyone else I decide to share you with.

This is your life, sissy. You had better get used to it. Say goodbye to your dignity, your self-respect, the modicum of control you’ve been able to enjoy over your life. It’s all going away. Get used to the tight corsets, the diapers, and the frilly little skirts. You’re my captive now, and I’m never, ever letting you go.

The End


Alluring Panties

Becoming Kelsey’s roommate was her idea; we had been best friends in high school, we went to the same college, and now we both wanted to move off campus. Just because of the gender divide, I didn’t even consider the possibility of asking to move in with her when she found her apartment.

But then we were out at dinner and wandering around downtown when she glanced over at me and said, “Yeah, you should totally become my roommate. We know we like each other, and they could be a lot of fun.”

“Are you sure?” I asked. Then I pressed my lips together and confronted the uncomfortable truth. “Are you sure you want to live with a guy?”

“Absolutely,” she said. “I mean, if there’s ever a problem, I could always spank you.” She grinned, and I just stared at her as my mouth dropped open.

Although we have been friends for more than six years, I never, ever imagined myself in a position like that with her. Up until this point, there had always been this impenetrable, psychological barrier between us. She was Kelsey, beautiful with her golden blonde hair, bright blue eyes, and perfect features. Throughout our friendship, I watched as she dated various guys: jocks, intellectuals, entrepreneurs, potheads, pretty much anyone who attracted her attention.

Those relationships never lasted a few weeks, but I still refused to indulge in useless hypotheticals. For one, I knew that Kelsey was out of my league, and I had to be grateful for the chance to be friends with her.

In high school, she had been on the cheerleading team, and her body showed it. She had gorgeous breasts, a narrow waist, and long, toned legs. Every time she flipped her hair, guys would instinctively turn in her direction, attracted by the luster glinting along those perfect locks.

If I ever developed a crush on her, it would destroy our relationship.

“Okay,” I said without really thinking about it. “Let’s live together!”

At first, everything went perfectly. I moved in, we shared a two-bedroom apartment, and I kept waiting for her to get on my nerves or for me to get on hers. But the weeks quickly went by, and we just had fun.

During the day, I’d go to work or class. When I came home, we’d hang out and stream terrible TV or stupid movies. We might share a couple of glasses of wine and laugh at dumb characters.

But then something happened.

While she was in class, she had left her door open, and I walked by. That’s when I saw something on her bed, a pair of panties.

When I saw the small, sleek purple garment, my insides seemed to stop. I was right there in the middle of the hallway between our bedrooms, and I should have just close to the door.

These were panties.

Her panties.

And yet, part of me wondered what it might be like to step across the threshold.

While Kelsey was gorgeous, I was probably somewhere below average. Kelsey always told me I just lacked confidence. This sounded like a lame comment from a girl who never had to worry about being sexy.

She liked to say I was cute; this always felt like a euphemistically kind way of telling me that I was short. Actually, we were the same height, but she favored high heels, which always made her seem taller than me. Of course, I never admitted that this girl could actually intimidate me. It was easy for her to stride up to me, look down, and make me feel like I was some small boy.

In elementary school, I had a babysitter named Monica. She had black hair, and she was gorgeous. At the time, I didn’t really understand just how beautiful she was, but I remembered how she could walk up to me, look down, and just sneer ever so slightly. “Go on, little boy,” she might say, and I would automatically obey her orders, no matter what they were. Monica was an amazing babysitter because she knew how to make boys like me nervous.

When I got nervous, I wanted to make her happy.

Kelsey occasionally inspired that same jolt of nervous energy.

But there I stood, right outside of her bedroom door, and I really, really yearned to walk in there, grabbed her panties, and touch them. To be honest, I didn’t even know what I might do. Touch them? Sniff them? Run my fingers along the soft satin?

My heart started beating faster.

I only had to close the door.

That was it. If I turned away, then maybe their magic would dissipate, and I could feel like myself again.

Instead, I felt like an idiot as I called out to our empty apartment, “Kelsey? Kelsey, are you home?”

Intellectually, I refused to put the ideas together; I wouldn’t consciously think of the words or the plan percolating behind my eyes.

Nothing. No answer. Silence.

Obviously, she didn’t respond because she was out. I knew this. I’d been home alone for most of the morning, and she wouldn’t come back anytime soon. Even if she did, she would have texted me first to see if I wanted to go grab lunch or something.

I stepped across the threshold.

With another stride forward, I reached down and picked up her panties. I held them by the corners of the elastic waistband. As I gazed at them, I marveled at their size. Compared to my boxers, her panties seemed so small and petite. They were sleek and sexy.

My heart was beating faster now.

This was her bedroom, not mine.

I had no right to be here.

More than anything, I had to get out. I should have just dropped her panties to the edge of the bed again, right where I found them. Then I could close her door, march back into my room, play video games, do homework, or think about anything other than her underwear.

And yet, her panties seemed almost magical. I imagined feeling the energy of her body pressing so close to this satin.

Before I knew what I was doing, I brushed the back of my hand along the crotch of her panties. It felt so good. I hated myself for it, yet I felt the arousal run through my body.

Next, I brought the panties up to my nose. When I inhaled, I caught the scent of her arousal. Damn. That was incredible. She wore these panties. The gorgeous cheerleader who also happened to be my best friend wore this underwear.

Breathing out, I tried to tell myself to get out of there again. Instead, I held onto the panties. I bunched them underneath the palm of my hand and strode across the hall. Would Kelsey miss them? Would she realize what happened?

Then I was back in my room. I closed the door behind me.

My shaft pushed up against my own underwear. I saw the bulge pressing against the inside of my pants. Before I knew what I was doing, I grabbed my shirt, pinched it underneath my chin, loosened the buckle on my trousers, and yanked them down along with my boxers.

I kicked off my shoes, pants, and underwear. Then I held up her panties again.

Was I really going to do this? Did I actually intend to cross this line?

With the arousal pumping hard through my body, I pulled the panties up along the length of my legs. With that desperation clinging to me, I felt the soft satin hug my balls and push against my erection.

I didn’t want to look down; I didn’t want to see this, yet I still sensed the soft material. It squeezed me from every direction and held me tight.

I was so amazed, especially when I reached down and brushed my fingers along the outline of my erection.

Shivering, I savored the tension right until the moment when the door opened.

I didn’t hear it; the hinges didn’t squeak, and the door didn’t bang against the wall. It was her laughter that first reverberated through my body. Like an idiot, I spun around in her panties, and that’s when my eyes met her bright blue irises.

“Kelsey!” I called out.

“Well, what do we have here?” Kelsey asked with a grin. She had her phone out and her camera was pointed right in my direction. “You know, if you really wanted to wear my panties and act like my little sister, you could have just asked.”

“No! That’s not what’s happening here.” I denied everything automatically and without thinking. But then she strode ahead and told me, “There’s no shame in this. Obviously, you’re tired of acting like a boy. You want to be something else.”

My back went straight, and she stood in front of me. Her brows seemed to harden as she held her hands in front of her and leaned down. When she spoke again, I could feel her breath against my ear, “It’s okay if you’re secretly a sissy. I don’t think you have to hide anymore.”

“A sissy?” I asked. Sure, I had heard the word before, but it sounded old-timey, like something a prospector might have said in another century.

“That’s right.” She pulled back and grinned down at me. “There are men. There are women. And then there are sissies. Think of them as the boys who don’t quite have what it takes to be real men. They should be dressed up and taught how to behave.”

“I don’t need to be taught anything,” I shot back.

“You violated my personal space, Brian. It’s pretty obvious that you’re going to need some severe punishment and training.”

“Look, I’m—" I started to say, only she reached up and touched the underside of my chin with two fingers.

Something about her gaze froze me. She didn’t interrupt, yet I stopped talking anyway.

“Brian, did you break into my bedroom and steal my panties? Did you put them on? And most importantly, when you did put them on, did they arouse you sexually? Did the idea of stealing my panties and putting them on feel right to you? Natural?”

“No!” I couldn’t think of anything else to say.

“Liar,” she said with perfect confidence. “It’s okay, Brian. You don’t need to be embarrassed about wanting to be a sissy.”

“I don’t want to be a sissy!”

She kept talking, almost as though I hadn’t said anything at all. “In fact, I bet we can take you back to my room right now. We can get you dressed up. I think I have a short skirt that’d fit you beautifully.”

“This can’t be happening,” I muttered.

She grabbed my face again, only now her fingers pushed against my cheeks. When I tried to glance away, she refused to let me turn my head. Her fingernails dug down into my skin, just barely scratching me.

“This is happening, Brian. It’s happening because this is who you were meant to be. I was hoping you could tell me on your own, but I had to trap you, didn’t I?”

“Trap me?”

“I left my panties out for you as bait,” she told me. “I knew you wouldn’t be able to resist. And now I have video recorded evidence.”

My lips parted, and I utter to say something else, but Kelsey just gave a slow shake of her head. “Before I get dressed up, I want you to go take a shower. I want you to shave off all of your body hair, everything from your eyebrows down. Can you do that for me?”

“What if I don’t?” I asked. When I spoke, I imagined those words as brave and defiant.

Kelsey hardly paused, “If you don’t, I’m going to send this recording to the university, and they’ll will kick you out for sexual harassment. Not only that, I’m sure the video will make its way around the entire campus. Everyone will know that you are a panty-wearing sissy who wasn’t even brave enough to admit the truth.”

I showered and shaved just as she commanded. As the water beat down against might shoulders and chest, I tried to think of something I could do or say. Kelsey had way more money than me because of her trust fund, so I couldn’t bribe her. She had the proof to use against me. Blackmailing me wouldn’t be difficult.

Worst of all, I knew she could take that recording back it up on any number of cloud accounts. Maybe if I was some amazing hacker, I would have been able to trace the data to her various accounts, but those cinematic superpowers were way beyond me.

As I showered, I ran my fingers along my smooth legs, my hairless arms, and my sleek chest. I had done as she asked, shaving off all of my body hair.

Even between my legs, I was smooth now.

I got out of the shower, dried off, and realized that I only had her panties. I decided not to put them on. Instead, I hoped that maybe I could sneak out of the bathroom, back and my bedroom, and get some real underwear.

The moment I opened the door, I found Kelsey standing there.

Her hand shot out, and she grabbed my wrist. She pulled me down the hall and into her bedroom. When she closed the door behind me, I heard the knob click shut, and it felt like a lock clicking into place, trapping me here.

“Stand in front of the mirror,” she ordered; her tone made it clear that this was a command and that if I disobeyed, I’d regret it.

I hated myself for giving in so easily, but I walked over to the full-length mirror where she modeled her outfits before deciding what to wear. I kept my eyes aimed down at some vacant spot on the floor because I didn’t want to see myself like this.

She stepped up behind me. “Look,” she ordered.

A tremor ran through my body.

I obeyed.

In her heels, she seemed taller than me by two or three inches. Worse, she let her gaze run down my body. When she studied me, she didn’t see a “real man”. Instead, I was just a sissy to her. I was some random toy for her to play with.

Thinking maybe I could use this, I turned and faced her. “Please, Kelsey, we’re best friends. You don’t—”

“Shush,” she said, touching a finger to my mouth. In spite of myself, I obeyed, going quiet instantly.

“I know this is hard for you to understand, Brian, but I’m going to have a lot of fun with you like this. And in the end, I think you’re going to thank me. I think you’re going to be a very, very grateful sissy.”

“I’m not a—” I started to say again, only she shook her head and cut me off.

“I told you to be quiet.”

Just as I started to speak again, she grabbed me by the back of my neck with so much more force and strength than I thought she possessed. Just as easily, his beautiful girl shoved me down across her bed. She bent me over the edge, grabbed my ass, and her fingernails dug down into my skin, probably leaving little half-moon indentations before her hand drew back.

“I’m sure some sissies out there know exactly how to behave. They’re probably really grateful when their friends dress them and do their makeup.”

Dress them? Do their makeup?

The questions overwhelmed me, making it impossible for me to realize what was about to happen even though it was obvious.

“But not you,” she continued. “You’re going to need to be punished. First, stay right where you are.”

I turned my head, glanced over my shoulder just in time to see her bent down and opened one of her dresser drawers. It was the second to the bottom. And as she did so, I saw her different pairs of panties, each one neatly folded and waiting for use. Some were white, others grey. There were cotton panties, silk panties, and satin panties. As I saw all of this, my mouth started to water; I needed to push those instincts away, especially after everything that had happened, but my body seemed to be unwilling to listen to what my head told it.

“Purple?” she asked, holding up another pair of satin panties. These came with little white ruffles along the edges. “Or pink?” The second pair had been embroidered with little red hearts all along the front.

“I’m not going to wear panties,” I said.

“You already did. And I bet you’re still hard.”

I was, but I wouldn’t admit it.

“Pick,” she ordered. “If you don’t, I’m going to send out the video right here and right now.”

Kelsey sounded so determined and vehement. It was obvious she really meant this.

Still bent over her bed, I couldn’t believe what I was about to do. “Pink,” I said. I didn’t think about the decision, not really. Instead, I just clenched my eyes shut and let the word jump from my mouth.

She put them down next to me and said, “Put them on.”

“No. I won’t,” I protested.

That’s when she drew something from her pocket. They were the purple panties from before, the pair I had put on when I thought no one would know about it.

“Put the pink ones on right now or there will be consequences,” she said to me.

I didn’t understand, but I wasn’t going to just go along with this, so I started to speak.

The moment I opened my mouth, she took those purple panties and shoved them right between my teeth. She gagged me with her underwear!

The taste and aroma overwhelmed me.

Obviously, I tried to spit them out, but she pressed her palm up over my mouth, silencing me. “Leave them in,” she ordered. “And put on your pink panties, sissy. Do it right now.”

I kept trying to speak.

SMACK!

The pain shot through me; at first, I didn’t even recognize it for what it was. But then, she pulled her hand away from my bare bottom.

“Do you need another one?”

I didn’t struggle, nor did I try to say anything else.

“That’s what I thought,” she said when I cooperated with her.

My eyes watered a little bit, but I pulled the panties up the length of my legs. These were even smoother and softer than the purple ones from before. They must’ve been made from some expensive silk. Again, my erection pushed outward, and I hated how good these felt.

C’mon. I was supposed to be a real man; I wasn’t supposed to enjoy wearing panties like some little girl.

“Very nice,” she said. “Do a spin for me.”

I slowly turned around for her, but Kelsey tilted her head to the side. “Faster. You can do it. I’ve seen you dance.”

Hot embarrassment surged through me, but I spun around for her. My skin prickled bright red, but I still couldn’t stop myself because Kelsey was right in front of me. Besides, the idea getting spanked scared me way more than it should have.

“You look so cute!”

After that, her expression seemed to darken or maybe solidify into something new. I wasn’t sure how to read the look on her face, so I just asked, “What? What is it?” Even though I was shaved and mostly naked except for the panties, I still needed to know what this girl was thinking.

“Nothing,” she said, except she ran her teeth along her bottom lip in a way that made me feel like a piece of meat.

She turned away from me, and that’s when I got really nervous. “I want to see you in this tartan skirt.”

She held it up for me to inspect.

Black and red with the checkered pattern, it looked ridiculous, exactly like something a schoolgirl might be forced to wear as part of her uniform. When I saw it, I gave a quick shake of my head.

“No way.” I crossed my arms over my chest.

She turned to me, with the corners of her lips rise up, and then she revealed her teeth as she asked, “Do you really think you can stop me?”

“I…” Within seconds, my resolve broke. My shoulders slumped, and I said, “No.”

“Put it on, cute girl.”

“Don’t call me that!”

“You’re right,” she replied. “I owe you an apology. You’re not a cute girl. What are you again?”

The muscles within my body became rigid. After one quick, nervous swallow, I gave her what she wanted. “I’m a sissy.”

“That’s right. You’re a cute little sissy, and I’m really enjoying this. Judging by the bulge in your panties, so do you.”

When I opened my mouth to say something, no words came out. As hard as I tried, I couldn’t come up with any kind of logical rebuttal.

“It’s okay,” she said.

She held up the skirt, and I took it. I slipped my legs down into the opening, drew it tight around my waist, and I shivered as my fingers pressed to down on the cool, metal zipper tab.

Was I really going to do this? The panties were bad enough, but now I was going to put on a skirt in front of my best friend?

“Do it,” she ordered.

Reluctantly, I pulled the zipper up, tightening the skirt around my waist. “So cute! You put this on.”

When she held out the padded bra, my lips parted again. “I’m already wearing a skirt. Isn’t that good enough?” I demanded.

She reached up, grabbed my hair, and forced me to peer right into her eyes. “No, it’s not enough. I’ll tell you when I’m done, sissy. Stop talking back to me, or you’ll need another spanking.”

Intellectually, I recognized those words as frustrating and humiliating. Still, some part of my body twitched as I heard her talk down to me.

There was this little spark of something exotic yet familiar, a memory from middle school. I remembered being a sixth-grader, walking down the wrong hallway, and having an eighth grader march up to me. She was so tall and powerful. She exuded the easy authority of a girl who knew she ruled. “Are you lost, little boy?” She talked down to me. I hated it, but I loved being the center of this girl’s attention even if she meant to mock me.

And now, I felt the exact same way with Kelsey. I couldn’t help it, yet that flicker of excitement lingered within my body, searing, intense and addictive.

When I took the bra, I felt the strange weight.

“Why do you even own this?” I asked.

“It was a gag gift from my little sister,” she replied smoothly. “Who knew it would come in handy?”

I stared down at the white bra like it was some sort of magical harness. My eyes glided over the smooth curves, the exposed gel, and the sleek straps. Then she grabbed it, pulled my arms through some of the openings, and I felt the strange wait as it covered my nipples and pectorals.

“Cute,” she said. Then she grabbed one of her white T-shirts and told me to put it on.

After another nervous swallow, I obeyed.

Automatically, I glanced over at my reflection in the mirror. I didn’t really mean to do it, but I looked so strange.

For the first time in my life, I didn’t seem like a boy. Instead, I looked like some high school girl with short hair.

“I knew it,” she said with a clap of her hand. “I knew it.”

“What?” I snapped back even though I already suspected the answer. “What?” I asked again.

“You are a sissy. Just look at you. You don’t look like a boy at all. You look like a pretty sissy!” She grinned at me.

“Fine. You proved it. I look like a sissy. Can I take off this stupid stuff off now?”

Her eyes hardened in my direction, “No way. We are just getting started.”

She had me in a white T-shirt and tartan skirt, but she was only getting started. Next, she handed me a pair of lacy socks. When I saw the white cotton and purple lace, my heart started beating faster. These socks would barely come up toward my ankles, but that was fine with her.

“Put them on,” she said. “A spanking is still an option for you, Brian.”

At least she didn’t call me a sissy.

But after she said my name, she watched as I pulled the socks on reluctantly. Touching a finger to her bottom lip, Kelsey made a decision. “Brian isn’t a good name for you.”

“That’s my name,” I said.

“Brian is a good name for a boy. Are you a boy?” Since I didn’t answer, she finished, “No, of course not. You’re not a boy. You’re an adorable sissy. So you need a good sissy name. I kind of like Brianna, but I think that’s a little bit too assertive. Let’s go with something shorter and sweet and feminine. What you think of Brie?”

“That’s not my name.”

“Bend over my bed.”

“What?”

“I’m getting really sick of your attitude, sissy. So bend over my bed again. You obviously need another spanking.”

“What? No!” I started to stammer. “No, I don’t need another spanking. Please, I’ll be good. Call me whatever you want.”

“Get over the bed right now,” she ordered. “The longer you wait, the worst you make this for yourself.”

The irrefutable logic of her order made it impossible for me to resist. Within moments, I walked over to the edge of the bed, she put her hand on the back of my neck. She pushed me down, grabbed my skirt, and folded his back. Then she spanked me. My panties may have absorbed some of the force, but it wasn’t enough.

Her hand swatted down hard against my backside over and over again. At first, I stayed quiet. But then the pain swept through me, overwhelming me. I twitched and tried to push up, but this girl knew what she was doing.

“What’s your name?”

“Brie!”

“Good sissy!” just like that, she let me go. Then she came back from the closet.

When she held out the white blouse, I didn’t want to take it. My mouth went dry, and my fingers trembled, but I still reached out for that insufferable garment. I pulled it on, only to feel the snug material around my arms and down to my wrists. She buttoned it up for me, and then she pulled out a red ribbon. She tied it around my neck, just below the collar of my blouse.

Part of me itched to glance over at the mirror again, but I held back. I refused to indulge my curiosity, especially because I worried I’d look even younger and smaller and weaker and more feminine—just as she planned.

“Don’t look,” she said. “Not yet.”

“Kelsey, can I ask you something?”

“Sure,” she said and put her hands on my shoulders and forcing me to face her.

When I looked up into her eyes, I studied the perfect lines of her nose, the contours of her lips, and at the smooth texture of her cheeks. Suddenly, it was a lot harder to speak. As much as I hated it, Kelsey seemed so adept at intimidating me although I was supposed to be the boy, bigger and stronger.

“Go on,” she said, encouraging me like I was some little kindergartner.

I was just like a schoolgirl. I couldn’t deny that.

Breathing out slowly, I glanced down and said, “Why’re you doing this to me?”

She leaned in. I kept looking down. “Because it’s fun,” she whispered. “And there might be something else.”

Something else? What was that supposed to mean?

But then she grabbed me by my hand and pulled, guiding me across her bedroom and back to the small chair and desk where she kept her makeup.

“You’re going to look so pretty!”

“We have to do this?”

Kelsey placed her hands on her hips and looked at me like I was an idiot. “What do you think, sissy?”

“Fine,” I said.

She’d do my makeup, maybe put a bow in my hair, and we could be done. After that, she might take another picture to blackmail me, but it wasn’t like she had any other plans. I sincerely believed this, but I was about to be proven wrong.

She forced me to sit still with my back straight while she applied the foundation and blush. After that, she put eyeshadow on me. Next, she told me to pout her my lips as she dabbed lipstick along my mouth.

When she finally finished, I glanced up at the mirror.

Damn it!

If I looked like a girl before, I couldn’t possibly pass a boy now.

I swallowed even as I had to endure the strange weights and textures on my face.

“And this is going to look amazing on you,” Kelsey said as she picked up a hair band and slid it along the top of my head. Black and smooth, it looked a lot like something a high school girl might wear.

“Something is missing,” she said as she tapped the side of her face. Then she snapped her fingers and headed back toward the closet.

I could see the outline of my frame in my peripheral vision, but I didn’t turn; I didn’t look because I didn’t want to see the truth and confirm everything she had already said about me.

If I had been a real man, then a little bit of makeup and a fresh outfit wouldn’t have been enough to make me look so girly. But I wasn’t a real man, was I? She called me a sissy…which seemed more and more accurate as she had her way with me.

When she came back, she held a pair of black shoes. They weren’t just black, leather shoes, I quickly discerned. They had half-inch heels and silver buckles. They exposed the top of the foot except for one single strap.

These were little girl shoes.

I didn’t know what they were called, but it hardly mattered. She dropped them in front of me and said, “I think they will fit you very nicely.”

“Please, do I have to wear these?”

“Of course,” she said. “What do you think?”

“Yes. You’re going to make me wear them.”

“Smart sissy,” she said.

Obediently, I slid my feet into those little girl shoes. They were a little bit tight, but they wouldn’t be painfully uncomfortable.

Finally, she grabbed my hand and pulled me back up onto my feet. Obediently, I followed her right back to the full-length mirror.

I didn’t look at first. As though I could hide from the truth, I kept my eyes closed until she swatted her hand down against my backside and pinched my rear and through the fabric of my skirt and panties.

“Open your eyes, Brie.”

Brie. Not Brian.

I obeyed her and saw my reflection. I drank in the image of a young girl standing in front of me. I raised my hands and flexed my fingers. Did they always look so small, so thin and feminine? I made a fist, but it didn’t seem intimidating.

“Good sissy,” she said, patting me on the head. She pushed down on the hair band. The tips pinched into the sides of my face.

“Okay,” I finally said, spinning away from the mirror fast enough to make my skirt flare up. “I wore your skirt and your top your stupid push-up bra. Please, can I take this off now?”

“Now,” she said, sweeping her eyes up and down the length of my body. “I want to see what my little schoolgirl can do with her pretty mouth.”

“Excuse me?”

Kelsey wasn’t supposed to be attracted to me. She wasn’t supposed to be turned on by any of this, but I saw the blaze of hunger in her eyes as she stepped forward. I tried to retreat back, but I wasn’t fast enough. She yanked on my hair, pulled my head back, leaned in and kissed me. “I’ve never kissed a sissy before,” she explained the second later. “I don’t know why having you like this turns me on. Maybe it’s the fact that I know I’m in charge. Maybe it’s just the power. Or maybe every girl yearns for a little sister liked you.”

Her words didn’t make sense, but it hardly mattered because she spun me and threw me down onto the bed. Then she pulled down her yoga pants and panties. Soon, she straddled my face and pushed me down.

Everything happened so fast. Before I knew it, she had her sex right there, poised above my lips. “Do it,” she said.

Although I’d never gone down on a girl before, I started licking and something close to excitement thrummed through my body. I couldn’t help it. With the panties tight against my crotch, I felt my shaft stiffened. I was getting turned on. My erection pushed up against of the soft fabric.

Kelsey reached down, lifted my skirt, and grabbed my shaft. After one squeeze, I found myself licking her slit. I tasted her, the hot excitement of her body tangy against my tongue. I slid my tongue up and down. I stretched my neck and strained to hold that position. She let go of my shaft, but I didn’t stop licking her. I couldn’t.

This girl was in charge, and she owned me. She could do whatever she liked with me.

I understood all of this, yet I still couldn’t make myself stop.

The desperation pumped through my body like the gathering storm.

But then she told me to stop. Did she climax? Did she finish?

I didn’t think so, but I couldn’t be sure either. Then she straddled me and looked down into my eyes. “Someone smeared her makeup,” Kelsey said, dabbing a thumb along the corner of my mouth. “You look like such a little slut right now. In fact, I think you should go over to the foot of the bed and bent over. Spread your legs for me.”

“Why? What’re you going to do?”

“Don’t worry. I’m not going to spank you, so long as you behave.”

I had to behave.

Recognizing the simple truth, I scurried over to the foot of the bed just as she commanded. Then I watched as she sauntered over to her closet. She was naked from the waist down, yet that didn’t diminish Kelsey’s confidence or authority. Then she pulled out the two-headed dildo.

When I saw the sleek tips, the handhold in the middle, and the purple silicon, my throat clenched. Part of me wanted to jerked upright, growled that I would never let her use that on me, and race for the door, but I couldn’t do it.

“Do you like being a sissy?”

“No,” I said automatically.

“Funny,” she replied. “Because I don’t believe you.” Kelsey stepped closer and practically purred, “I bet you’re the kind of sissy who likes to pretend she hates this when you love wearing panties and getting bossed around.”

“That’s not—” I started to say.

“I’m going to let you go, and I’ll even destroy those pictures, but only if I get to fuck you right now.”

“Fine,” I growled.

I started to turn around, but she raised one finger and stopped me, “And you can’t come. If you come in your panties, that’ll be an admission that you want to be my sissy, but you need to be owned, and that you belong to me. Understand?”

“…Yes. I understand.”

She grabbed me by my shoulder, bent me over, and then I heard the squirt of lubricant as she dabbed dildo’s bulbous tip.

Kelsey pressed the rounded and against my opening, shoved it down, and forced me to accept it. With one soft inch at a time, she penetrated me. I felt my body try to fight back, but this girl took something from me. She pushed and forced the end deep into me. How could I be a real man if I was getting penetrated?

The answer was obvious: I wasn’t. I was a sissy, just liked she said. She shoved down, pulled back, and thrust into me again. Then I heard her start to moan. I knew she had the other end of the dildo pushing up against her phone sex. She probably savored the friction of that toy, especially while she rode me.

With every second, Kelsey pumped me.

With every minute, she made me groan—made me moan and cry out

Pretty soon, I was making sounds I couldn’t comprehend.

But then my eyes widened.

I was close to an orgasm.

I tried to fight it.

You have to believe me, I didn’t want to climax.

But then my shaft began to pulsate, and I came right there. I squirted out my load, and then she yanked back. She pulled me over and saw the wet spot.

“You came,” she said. “What does that mean?”

“It means I’m your sissy.”

“Yes—yes, you are, pretty little sissy!”

This was just the start of my life as her pretty little sissy—all because of her alluring panties.

The End


Step Temptations

Dear Frank,

You know those “stupid books” I read, the ones that are supposed to be nothing but teen girl gibberish? Yeah, they actually work.

That’s why you just woke up in the wrong bedroom. So I want you to take a few minutes, calm yourself down, and think about this. When you look in the mirror, you don’t see your face, do you? There isn’t a young man looking back at you, someone strong and powerful. You don’t have the broad shoulders of a boy anymore.

So what does that make you?

Try not to cry. I’m sure it’ll be difficult for you to control your emotions, but that’s okay. It’s normal and natural. You’ll get used to it eventually. Besides, if you do inevitably start crying, it’s okay because you’re a girl. People expect girls to be more emotional, especially teenagers like you.

I know. I know.

This is all very difficult and stressful for you. Just last night, you went to bed, thinking that you were this big, strong man who could do anything he wanted. You thought you’d always be respected because you’re a guy.

And now, you’re this pretty blonde girl on the cusp of heading into her senior year of high school. Sure, you might be in the body of an eighteen-year-old, but that’s not very impressive, is it? Worse, you are starting to figure out where your body went.

It’s mine now.

As I type out this message, I am really enjoying of the height, the strength, the power of being a man. I’m looking forward to going out and hitting on girls, to playing. This is going to be so much fun!

Well, it’s going to be fun for me.

You, on the other hand, are going right back to high school.

More than that, you’d better make sure everyone knows you really are a girl.

At least you’re pretty, right? Just look at that thick, blonde hair. Naturally straight, it practically shimmers. Isn’t that nice? I’m sure lots of the other girls will be jealous of you.

You had better learn how to deal with them. Don’t worry. You’ll get the hang of it pretty quickly. If you are nice, considerate, and sweet, people will think that you’re a pretty decent girl. Of course, you could always try to be the main girl, but I’m not sure you have that in you. Are you ready for the brutal infighting of high school girls?

Maybe I’m going a little bit too fast.

Here. Let me slow down a little bit.

Frank, you have been my stepbrother for quite some time, and I do appreciate the fact that you have let me stay with you. But then, you started to get some controlling. He tried to tell me what to do. You even tried to tell me which schools I should apply to. And yes, I did find the torn-up applications.

Sure, those applications for only for early admission, but you still went behind my back and tore up all of my hard work.

At first, I don’t think it made sense. When I first found them, I couldn’t believe it. What were you trying to do? Then I figured it out. It was so simple. You wanted me to stay home. You didn’t want me to succeed or go to a better school than you. I mean, you always tell me that we’re brother and sister, that even if there isn’t a blood relation, I can trust you and rely on you because we are “family”.

But that’s not really true, is it?

Real family members don’t hurt each other like this. Real family members work to help one another and support one another. But you actually sabotaged me!

At first, I was upset.

But then, something occurred to me. You have pretty much everything I want already. You have a good job at an impressive company, and you’re still entry-level, so I’m sure you’re figuring out the rules and requirements. It’s not like I couldn’t just slip into your life…

To be completely honest, I didn’t know if the magic would work. I mean, I’ve done some small spells in the past. Before this, I could light a candle without a match or lighter. I could get a good sense of what the weather would be like the next day. But true magic, shifting the soul of one person into the body of another?

Yeah, that was going to take some real power.

Plus there was the possibility I might mess it up. I didn’t know what would happen, but I sat down in my bedroom. I prepared the candles and incantations. Then I asked myself a very simple question.

Did I really want to do this? Did I really want to switch our bodies?

Honestly, I was a really pretty girl. I got lots of attention from boys and girls. People like me, but there’s always that fun question about what causes popularity. Isn’t physical appearance? Personality? Luck?

Who knows?

But again and again, I flashed back on those applications, ripped up and discarded like trash. Do you have any idea of how hard I worked on those essays?

Worst of all, I had a really good chance of getting early admission. I could have skipped my last year of high school and gone straight to college. I could have left this small town and gone somewhere amazing.

You try to take that away from me.

You bastard.

Or maybe I should start calling you a bitch?

Because that’s what you are now, Frank.

Oh, you’re going to have to start learning to cope by your new name, my old one. From now on, I get to be frank, though I’ve never been a huge fan of that name. I might have to change it. What was your middle name again? Devon?

Yeah, I like Devon a lot more. It has a suave confidence to it, not like Frank. Frank is too blunt, like an idiotic hammer or something.

It’s okay if you want to change the name I used to use. Granted, Felicia sounds a lot like Frank already, so maybe you want to stick with it for the time being. Besides, if you try to change her name on high school, everyone is just going to think you’re doing it for attention.

Besides, Felicia is a very pretty name. Did you know that it means “happy”? I’m not sure what language it is rooted in, but it’s very pretty, and people usually seem to like it. So maybe you should stick with Felicia for now.

Actually, I’m telling you you’re going to stick with that name.

I bet you’re pouting right now. It’s okay. I think that’s natural. Your lips are probably curled into this angry, adorable little frown. You had better be careful about that. There’s a good chance that guys will see you get upset, and I’ll start laughing. They might actually enjoy your frustration.

It happened to me a lot in kindergarten, first grade, going on and on. Guys always thought it was funny to make me proud. They might poke me or pull on my pigtails, and everyone thought it was just natural.

Maybe it is.

When I was a teenage girl, I did kind of enjoy the attention sometimes—especially when it came from a cute guy.

Oh, I’m sure you’re horrified by this prospect, but you are sexy now. Boys are going to pay so much attention to you. They’re going to come up to you, flirt with you, tease you, play with you. They’re going to want your attention, Frank. Oh, sorry. I need to get used to calling you Felicia from now on.

Don’t think you can drop out of school either. I’m not going to let you hide from the world. Remember. You don’t have a job or any money, so that means you have to rely on me, at least through your senior year. And if you’re thinking about trying to go to college early, that’s not going to work.

Someone destroyed all of your early admission applications!

Oh, poor girl. That must be so frustrating. But keep reading. There’s so much you need to know about your new life.

For example, you’re going to school, and you’re also going to continue with all of your extracurricular activities. And don’t worry. I’m going to be a very good guardian. First off, you’re going to have a curfew. I don’t want you going out late at night or getting into trouble. If you misbehave, I’ll ground you, but you still won’t get out of your extracurriculars.

You want to know what you’ve signed up for?

Well…because college is so important to you, you need to demonstrate to those admissions boards that you’re a balanced, well-rounded girl. This means you will continue your work with the Poetry Club, Drama, and you won’t even think about resigning your position from the cheerleading squad.

Yes. Definitely. You’re going to have so much fun as a cheerleader! Just think about how cute and pretty you will feel as you make your way across campus in your short, pleated skirt and that snug top. Yeah, it’s only barely appropriate for high school, but that’s okay. Everyone knows that cheerleaders are there to get as much attention as possible.

You’re no exception!

If you really want to avoid getting a lot of attention from boys, then maybe you just need a boyfriend. Isn’t that a funny paradox? Guys are really sexist this way. If you just say no to them, they will shrug that off, like it’s just a promise that they should be more persistent. If you say no, they just need to try harder.

But if you have a boyfriend? If someone has already laid claim to you and possesses you? Then they might back off.

Obviously, that only works if you really do have a boyfriend. What you think about that, Felicia? You want to have a boyfriend?

You will have a curfew, obviously, and you’d better be very careful if you decide to fool around.

Right now, I’m sure you’re staring down at the screen of your phone. This is also upsetting for you, and I’m sure that you don’t think you’re going to get horny, but you will. Remember, you’re a teenage girl, and there are all of these guys around. You’ll see boys who are rebellious and articulate, others who are just strong and perfectly built. I wonder what kind of guys will be attracted to now that you’re a teenage girl.

I’m thinking you’ll want an alpha male.

I’m sure the idea repulses you right now, but you don’t have any of those guys coming up to you, standing close. You can’t pick up on the hints of their cologne, nor are you thinking about their strong jaws, their broad shoulders, or how it might feel if one of them wrapped his arms around you. He might make you feel so small, helpless, secure all at the same time.

Face it, Felicia, that’s exactly what you will need.

After all, catching up with your school work is going to be pretty hardy, I’m sure.

Isn’t that funny? I’m sure that I can go into your entry level job and just take my way through it, but that’s adulthood. Half the time, you don’t use what you learn in school anyway. But you, on the other hand, you’ll have to work really, really hard to get good grades. Because if you don’t, you won’t get to go to college.

And if you don’t get to go to college, that means you’re going to have to stay home.

With me.

As far as I’m concerned, if you stay here after you graduate, that means you’ll need me to take care of you. You’ll still have to ask for money and follow all of my rules.

What’s that stupid cliché? Oh yes. If you live under my roof, then you’ll follow my rules.

To be honest, I won’t care how old you’ll be. Nineteen. Twenty. Twenty-one…The law might say you’ll be an adult, but you will still depend on me, which means I will still be able to ground you. Or worse.

You’re wondering what could be worse, aren’t you?

Let me spell it out for you then.

I can spank you, Felicia.

You’re not old enough for big enough or strong enough to keep me from bending you over my lap and spanking that cute little ass of yours.

If you don’t believe me, you can stop reading this letter right now and go back into your old room. Confront me if you’re up for it. But frankly, you’ve never been a very brave man, so I think you’re going to be even more frightened as a young woman.

That’s what I thought.

Right now, I’m sure that you’re trying to make yourself feel better. You’re probably thinking something about how you want more information, how this is a “strategic” decision. Yeah, right! We both know you’re just scared. You know that if you come in front of me, you won’t be able to do anything about this.

First off, you don’t know anything about magic.

Go ahead. Look at all of the books in your room. Oh wait. The real ones are gone. Everything you have in there now is just the silly stuff, fake books about witchcraft designed to make girls feel better about being helpless and powerless. You know, like you!

It’s okay.

If you decide to give this a fair chance, I think you will enjoy being a girl. I don’t think you’re going to be able to help yourself. I mean, you’re so pretty. Besides that blonde hair, you have those vivid blue eyes and was beautiful breasts.

Go ahead. Play with them a little bit. They’re very, very sensitive. They’re perfectly shaped—not too small, not too big. You don’t have to feel like a porn star, but you have this lovely, nubile body. When you put on a bathing suit and go out with your friends, you’re going to get so much attention. The other girls will be jealous, and the boys will hardly be able to look away.

You should consider yourself lucky.

If you don’t like high school and can’t put up with the classes, then you could always try to be a model or something. Oh, you’d look so cute! Or maybe you should just go off and try to find yourself a nice boy to take care of you. It’s okay. I don’t mind if that’s the choice you make. Obviously, you will have to get my approval first because I’m not going to let you really make any decisions on your own.

Other girls deserve the opportunity to make their own choices and behave like adults. Not you. As far as I’m concerned, you are a child right now, and you will be one for quite some time. If you like, you can try to do the mature thing and work very, very hard to prove you are responsible.

But honestly, I don’t think you’re up for it.

Right now, you’re probably trying to figure out how you can get out of this. That’s not very responsible. In fact, that’s the opposite of maturity.

A more mature girl would understand how she belongs in cute outfits, that she should do her makeup, take her classes, and study hard. If you work really hard, you might even be able to do well in your AP classes and earn some college credits.

Clearly, that would take a lot of work. I mean, when was the last time you read about US history or worried about the minutiae of organic chemistry? Didn’t you tell me something about how you worked hard to find the easiest to general education classes in college?

Oh, I guess you are regretting that decision now.

It’s okay. If you study really hard, I’m sure you’ll be able to figure it out. Calculus might give you some trouble. It always bothered me.

But hey, there are some really nice tutors in the library at your school! I’m sure when you show up in a tight little blouse in a short skirt, all of those smart boys will be scrambling over each other to come help you.

If you don’t enjoy that, you could always ask some of your friends. There are some smart girls on campus. Just be nice to them. You can do it.

Or not.

If you want to flunk, that’s fine with me. I don’t mind sending you back next year. I mean, that would probably be pretty embarrassing for you, but I don’t care.

Frankly, I intended to do very well with my new job. Face it. You’re just not as smart as you thought you were, so this won’t be difficult. I knew how to manipulate people as a girl. It’ll be even easier to do as a boy. I know how to smile at people, how to look at them just the right way to hold their attention. There might be something of a learning curve, but I can handle it.

Can you?

Probably not. This going to be so hard for you!

Are you crying? Are you crying now?

If you want, you could always go find yourself some nice boy to console you.

Try to fight it all you want, but you’re going to be a very cute, very horny girl.

Like right now, I want you to just think about something. As your eyes move along the screen, consider what you’re going to do and how you’re going to feel when something like this happens…

You’re at school, dressed up in your little cheerleading uniform. You hate it, of course, especially because the skirt is so short. Don’t worry. You will get used to handling your clothing. As a boy, clothes were always an unconscious part of you. You could just put on some jeans, sneakers, and T-shirt. You didn’t have to worry about anything else.

As a girl, however, you need to worry about accidentally flashing your panties. Trust me. Guys will be watching. They will want to see you. If you accidentally spread your legs or bend over, flashing some of your underwear, the guys will enjoy it. Not only that, they will rush home after school to touch themselves as they think about you.

So yes, you had better be careful. You wouldn’t want to get the wrong kind of reputation, now would you?

No. Of course not.

You want to be a good girl. You want to be a nice girl. Don’t you?

So now you have your hair pulled back into a simple ponytail. Obviously, I’m not going to let you cut your hair short. Since you don’t want to face my wrath or a potential spanking, you will try for something easy. Ponytails are pretty simple. You can learn how to tie one in just a few minutes. Besides, feeling this way of your hair back and forth with every step is always kind of hypnotic.

Boys love it too.

So anyway, you’re going to be all cute, and then a guy comes up to you. At first, he’s going to call it your name. “Hey, Felicia!”

You’re going to roll your eyes, but let me tell you about this boy. His name is Josh, and he’s on the basketball team. Tall and slender, he is incredibly dexterous and graceful. If dancing were more popular, he would probably be in the ballet or something. Instead, he loves all of the attention he gets from people because he can throw a ball into a hoop.

Yes, he’s amazing.

At the last game, you saw him. And you didn’t want to be attracted to him, but you were.

Now, you keep your face aimed to down at the floor as you rush forward, make your way between all the other students.

“Felicia!” Josh will call out to you.

What you going to do?

You scurry forward, desperate to avoid him, but he rushes up to you. He’s faster, especially with those long legs of his. Before you know it, he stepping up in front of you. You bump into his chest, practically bouncing off of him. He feel so strong! He might be slender, but he is beautifully muscled.

And that’s when you’re going to feel it, that rush of arousal. It will catch you off guard, just like it always does.

“Hey, baby. Where’re you going in such a hurry?” He’ll think he’s being smooth, but you will have to resist the temptation to roll your eyes.

Right away, I’m sure you will want to snap at him. You might even want to insult him. But then, something will stop you. Call it a primitive instinct, this little rush of fear. He’s bigger than you, stronger than you, and he can take whatever he wants. Obviously, Josh is a nice guy, so he would never hurt you…but he could.

That’s not a chance you want to take, even if you are certain he would never do anything like that. Just the possibility shifts your behavior, altering what you might choose to do.

It’s okay.

Lots of girls get nervous around strong, confident boys. This shouldn’t make you feel bad. But then, he’s going to try to be a little bit more aggressive.

“You look upset,” he will say. He’s going to reach up and touch of the underside of your chin. And when his skin comes into contact with yours, there’ll be this electric spark of desire. You’ll try to deny it, but your nipples will harden underneath your bra. Not only that, you might even start to get a little bit wet between your legs.

Remember. You are a horny girl now. And even if you are good at hiding it, you still have to deal with the flood of adolescent need.

After all, he’s going to be standing in front of you, so tall, so handsome. You’re going to see the stubble on his cheeks, and you won’t think about what it used to be like to be a boy yourself. Nope. You will be in the body of a girl now, so your desires will be completely different.

What are you going to do?

“You need to talk? You know, we could always go to my car,” he says.

Deep down, you’ll know that you need to say no. You need to tell him to get lost to, or maybe that you are busy if you want to be nice. Yeah, you should probably be nice. Tell them you just got a bad grade or something, and he will understand. He’s a nice guy, after all. You can trust him.

Even so, you will not your head down and up. Before you know it, he will take you by the hand and lead you out across the parking lot, all the way to his sedan. He will open the door for you, just like a gentleman would. But you’ll sit down, and you will feel so strange.

Before, he just had a height advantage. He was only physically superior. But now, this is his car, and you feel a little bit like you don’t belong.

Or maybe you do. He gets into the driver seat, and he glances over at you. “What’s wrong, Felicia? Is there anything I can do for you? It’s okay if you just want to talk.”

Nervous, you’ll experience the pounding of your heart your chest. That booming will make it harder and harder for you to think, see won’t say anything at first. That’s okay. You can be a shy, timid girl. Josh won’t mind.

“You know, sometimes I get a little bit scared. It’s okay. I mean, I’ll be at a game or something, and I know that all these people will be counting on me: my teammates, my coach, the fans. It’s always scary, but it does help to talk about it.” He is probably used this line on other girls, but you won’t care.

It will sound special.

Manual turn your head to him, and you’ll see that he is already leaning in.

You could pull back, you could slap him, or maybe to say no. You don’t do any of those things.

Later on, you might tell yourself that he just caught you off guard. It was such a surprise! You weren’t able to prepare yourself for it.

Yeah, right.

Even with hours, you would make the same decision.

You want to feel his mouth against yours. You love the way that he reaches up, brushing his fingers through your hair to tuck one of your bangs behind your ear.

Electric desire will run through your skin, jolting you hard. It will feel wonderful, no matter how much you might try to fight it. You might even hate yourself for feeling this way, but that’s all right. Your body will know what it wants. Your body will know what it craves.

Within moments, his lips will brush against yours, and your insides will feel like they’re melting deliciously. You might even reach out and try to touch him. You might run your hands along his biceps. You might touch the back of his neck.

Really, it just depends on how aggressive you’ll be as a girl.

Some small part of you might insist that you don’t like this, that you can stop whenever you want, but that just won’t be true. You will love every second of it. Your nipples will get hard, your slit will moisten, and the urges will just get stronger and stronger.

Sorry.

If you didn’t want to get turned on like this, then you never should have gotten into his car. He never should have allowed to touch you.

Pretty soon, you will be making out and the only thing that can save you will be a teacher walking by or maybe one of the hall monitors. Unfortunately, I doubt that will happen.

So instead, you’ll have to try to fight your instincts. It’s going to be a losing war, Felicia. From one moment the next, your desires will just become more powerful, so if you try to tell yourself that you might kiss him for a few more seconds, maybe another minute, that will just add to the momentum.

And then he’s going to reach out and fondle you.

You’ll try to deny it, but you’re going to love it. His grip will be firm on your chest. He will squeeze one of your breasts. When he feels your firm nipple, he will slip his hand down toward the bottom of your tank top.

He will move tentatively, of course. He will give you time to adjust because he’s smart. He knows that if he rushes, he might freak you out. You could panic at any moment.

But he is careful, so you won’t have any excuse.

Josh will slowly slide his hand up your blouse. He’s going to feel the cup of your bra, smooth over your warm skin. You’re going to try to hide it, but you will begin to moan. Poor girl. It’s going to be so hard for you, especially because the arousal will be impossible to ignore.

Maybe, finally, you will find the strength to nudge him back. Your hands will fall to his chest, and feel that powerful solidity once again. He will be firm, his muscles tight from all of his practices.

When you nudge him back, he won’t fight you. It will retreat, just a few inches. “What? Don’t you want to continue?” Josh will ask you, his voice low and powerful.

Yes.

You’ll yearn and ache to continue so badly! Every iota of your body will sing out for that kind of attention.

“I, I…” You won’t be able to tell him a simple no. As hard as you will try to resist, your body will crave this. You’ll need it, and you will be willing to do anything to get it. You can try to hide from the truth, but that won’t do you any good.

Then he’s going to lean in again before you can say anything. Only this time, his hand won’t slide up your blouse. Instead, he’s going to reach underneath your pleated cheerleader’s skirt. The soft, black material will brush over his knuckles as he strokes your inner thighs. Then he will finger you, gently, working the back of his hand between your legs.

It’s going to feel so good, and you’ll start to moan again just as he leans in to start kissing you some more.

Yes. Try to deny it all you want, but it will feel so good. You won’t be able to stop. As your heart will pound away, kicking behind the bars of your rib cage, you will get closer and closer to an orgasm.

Then you will shiver, you will shake, and that explosion of pleasure will overwhelm you.

You won’t be able to pretend. Felicia, you’re going to love this. You’re going to love everything this boy can do for you and give you. Then, different font will occur to you.

If you give him what he wants, then you might be the most popular girl in school. All of the other cheerleaders will look on and he with envy. Plus, other boys will stop hitting on you. Maybe you should be grateful for that.

You will lick your lips, realizing that you must give them something back. But what? What can you do?

Then the idea will occur to you: you can go down on him.

It’ll be so easy. Give him a blow job. Suck his cock. Wrap your mouth around his shaft and move your head down and up. Again, there will be that surge of revulsion. You will think about your old life and the man you used to be, but that’s all gone, taken away by your little step-sister’s powerful magic.

Since you can’t get back to that old life, you might as well embrace this new one, right? It would be so easy for you to succumb. Give up. Give in. Be a horny little slut ready to go down on a boy because he gives you some attention.

“I think I’m really starting to care about you,” he might say. “You’re so smart and funny and pretty.”

Pretty.

This last word will catch you off guard. A warmth will suffuse your body when you hear it, especially because it will be hard to tell exactly what he’s thinking. Obviously, he’s a boy. He must be hard. He wants to feel your mouth on his shaft, but you don’t care about any of that. To your adolescent mind, the complement is everything. It means that he really cares about you, that he will be there for you and take care of you.

Really, that’s what you want.

It’s like an evolutionary addiction, something you need to hear. This boy is perfect. With his strong body and confident smirk, he can have whoever he wants. And he wants you!

That’s why we’re going to lick your lips and smile at him. “Is it my turn?” you’ll ask coquettishly. Your eyes will smolder with a different sort of desire, and his hand will go down to his pants. He will open his fly and take out his cock. Then he will reach out, and his hand will be right there on the back of your neck. He’s going to nudge you down, and you know that this is still the parking lot. One of the campus cops could happen by any moment. He could find you, sucking a boy’s dick like some little slut.

Even so, you don’t care. You can’t stop yourself.

Leaning in, you follow the pressure of his hand against the back of your neck. That’s right. So easy.

That little, lingering flicker of masculinity hidden away behind your vivid blue eyes tells you they should be better than this. You want to believe that your name is still Frank, that you are an adult, a man, someone who can control his own life. But no. You’re a slut now, a sexy teen eager to have a dick in her mouth.

That’s why you taste him. That’s why you slide your tong along his shaft. You start at the tip first, swirling the tip of your tongue around the tallest point of his cock. It doesn’t feel good. If anything, the embarrassment floods through your system. You open your eyes and glance up at him. He raises his hand, bring it all the way up to the back of your hair. He grips your scalp, and you feel it, the surge of helpless frustration. He has you, and he’s not going to let you stop.

Josh doesn’t do anything threatening. He doesn’t tell you that you can’t leave his car, but you know that if you try to get away, he will be disappointed. If he’s disappointed, he might get angry.

So you lick. You suck. You worship his manhood. You show him that you really are nothing but a slut, that you want to be used because this is the best you can do. You’re not a smart girl, not anymore. You are just hungry for this and so much more.

You don’t want to believe it, but your pussy gets wet as you move your lips down and up, taking him inch by inch.

No matter how hard you try to resist the impulse, I think you are going to choose to lick, to suck, to harden your mouth so that you will be the perfect little fuck hole for this boy. Any semblance of self-respect you may have once possessed will break apart, ripped to shreds by your adolescent hormones.

You’re going to be a hot girl, Felicia. Are going to be so sweet and sexy. You won’t be able to hold those temptations at bay for very long. That’s what I think, anyway. Who knows? Maybe you will prove me wrong.

I think it’s more likely, however, that you are going to ache for him. After just a few more seconds, you will lift your head and look at him. “Please. Would you please have sex with me?”

Your question might be awkward, and you will have a hard time getting those words out. They’re going to feel so degrading, especially in light of the person you used to be.

But then, he will reach out, taking you by your hand and pulling you up and onto his lap. He will yank down your panties as you spread your legs, and you will start to ride his cock like a good little slut. You will bob your head up and down along with the rest of your body as you savor the friction of his shaft deep in your wet teenaged pussy.

It’s going to feel so good.

You’ll try to hide it and fight it, but another orgasm will sweep through your body. You will panted, your skin a shade of red as he uses you.

It won’t last long. You’re going to be horny and he’s going to be desperate, especially after your mouth has done all of its work.

That’s why you’re going to hurt your back and lift your head. Even with your body still pressed to down against his chest, you’ll scream out. Hopefully, the windows will be up, so no one will hear you on campus. Even so, you’re still going to feel the pulsating rhythm of his cock as he pounds into you. You will practically hop on his manhood, coming again and again.

But hey, I might be wrong. Maybe you’ll demonstrate a lot more self-control, Felicia. Maybe you will be a good girl in a nice pair of loose fitting jeans and a sweatshirt. Perhaps you’ll decide that you want to be the smart girl, the classy, nerdy girl who never goes out on dates.

Yeah right.

We both know you won’t be able to control yourself.

But you’re free to try.

The End


I hope you enjoyed this collection of sissy erotica!
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