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Unlocking His Secret

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

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

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

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

But that wasn’t how their relationship worked.

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

Her fingers moved down his neck to his chest.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m not going to beg.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Mistress? I like that. Keep going.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

His nostrils twitched again as he scowled.

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

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

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

He tugged, twisted, and pulled again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Dana swiped the screen and went to the next picture.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She could.

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

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

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

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

But guys were different.

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

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

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

These were going to be perfect.

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

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

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

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

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

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

She nodded to herself.

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

He tensed up.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He gave a quick, nervous shake of his head.

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

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

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

He was?

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

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

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

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

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

His shoulders bunched up.

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

It was true.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Enslaved. She loved the word and everything it meant.

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

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

“They fit,” Dana said proudly.

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

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

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

“Let’s get you into the skirt next!”

He shook his head from side to side.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The sissy didn’t seem to react.

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

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

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

The sissy doll understood, so he hesitated but nodded.

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

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

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

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

“No, it wasn’t! I just—”

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

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

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

She loved it.

“No, not yet,” she replied.

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

“Quiet,” she replied, interrupting him.

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

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

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

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

“You look amazing,” she said.

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

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

A quiver ran through his body.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What’re you wearing?”

The question caught him off guard.

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

This was another lesson for her sissy slave.

“Panties,” he said.

“And?”

“Shoes.”

“What kind of shoes?”

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

“Mary Janes,” he said.

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

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

“Say it.”

“A blouse.”

“And?” Dana teased.

“A corset!”

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

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

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

“That’s not true!”

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

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

“Close your eyes,” she commanded.

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

“Open them.”

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

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

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

“How long?”

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

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

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

“This isn’t fair,” he protested.

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

“Please, can’t I at least be naked?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Why?”

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

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

“No! Not again!”

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

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

“No…”

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

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

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

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

“Yes, ma’am!”

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

“Yes, Mistress!”

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

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

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

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

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

“Welcome to your new life, sissy.”

The End
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