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Authors Note:

Dear Reader, I wish you a Very Happy New Year, Thank you for your continuous support, it’s been six months since I’ve started publishing, The love and support I have been receiving makes me genuinely grateful. I love writing and I promise to keep writing even more this Year. I love reading your emails and reviews, please do keep them coming. If you haven’t yet subscribed to my personal newsletter, please do subscribe here , you’ll receive a free steamy sissy erotica as a welcome gift, and more than that, you’ll be the first to know whenever a new one drops, I also am planning to do multiple free giveaways this year for all my subscribers. So make sure to sign up to know when it happens, it’s absolutely free :)  

I’ve been writing this chapter while on vacation with my partner in Dubai. Both of us really enjoyed reading this together, because certain parts in this particular chapter hit close to home for me and my partner and both of us couldn’t keep from touching each other even while writing it. That's the reason for the slight delay ;)

I hope you enjoy this story as much as I did writing it, and do not forget to let me know how it was!

~ xoxo Sissy Joey
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BOOK II


Mommy's Note: I would like to thank you all for your kind words regarding Lexi's tale. Lexi has now been My Sissy for almost 5 years, our anniversary is coming up very shortly, and she lives like a true sissy should. Yes! She does sit when she relieves herself - at home and at work and Yes, she will eventually get a sugar daddy, keeping up the sissy lifestyle is expensive. She's been with quite a few interesting men over the years but you'll find out about those later.

~ Mistress/Mommy Aurora

If you would’ve told me a few years back that this is how my life was going to be in my mid-twenties, I would’ve definitely laughed it off loud while secretly wishing it should be true inside, but I would have never believed you for sure, because who would?

I have always been fascinated by lingerie and dominant women all my life. But I have never experienced both of them in the same setting before, but now - for these last few months, I’m actually living in it 24/7. Meeting and being with Aurora has been the best decision I’ve made, she now was not only my loving girlfriend but also my loving Mistress and Mommy.

Since Mistress Aurora discovered me, my life has been a never-ending cycle of denial and tease. When I wake up in the morning, I am curled up in bed with Mommy’s naked body, while I’m dressed in a full-length wifely satin nightgown. I slip out of bed and walk to the guest bathroom where I have to lift up the long nightgown and lower the matching satin bottoms so I can sit to pee. Sitting to relieve myself has become more and more common these days, especially since Mommy locked my clitty away with a CB6000 after catching me washing it too quickly in my shower. It has been locked away since that day, and even the smallest of erections is painful. Any reference to my body parts is now made in female terms as well. My penis has become a clit, and my ass has become a pussy now. Every shred of my manhood is being stripped away from me and I can't really say that I mind.

I change into the workout clothes Mommy has left out for me after I relieve myself. Today I am wearing neon pink spandex short shorts that sit low on my hips, a pink sports bra, pink socks, with a pair of white and pink Under Armour Cross-Trainers. I walk out to the living room and put on the home workout video that Mommy has left in the playlist for me. Today it is a stripper-cise video. As you can imagine, watching four hot women gyrate and dance on TV is not easy, especially while wearing a hard plastic chastity. After my hour-long workout, I returned to the bathroom to shave my face, which I now do twice a day. The items in my shower have been drastically altered. My bar soap, regular shampoo, and washcloth have been replaced by rose-scented body wash, a loofa, and jasmine-scented shampoo and conditioner. Pink razors and other necessary items for continuing my life as Lexi can also be found in my shower. I shave my body completely below my eyebrows once in every three days. I’m completely hairless and smooth like silk nowadays. As soon as I step outside, I pat dry my body and apply coco body butter, which leaves my skin feeling silky and fragrant. I change into my 2" house slippers and a short pink-striped satin robe before walking into the kitchen. Each morning I make Mommy Breakfast and bring it to her. While she eats she tells me what to put on for the day.

"I think you will wear the beige satin and lace boycuts today," Mommy says, letting the sheet drop just enough to almost reveal her delicious breasts.

I know the exact pair, satin in the front and lace in the back and sides. They sit higher on my hips and barely cover my bubble butt- courtesy of all the home workout videos. As I slide them up my shaved legs and gently pull them into place, they look sexy and feel even sexier. The satin holds my already full balls exquisitely and just wearing them makes me drip precum out of my cage.

"Nude seamed stockings today honeybun." Mommy continues while sipping her coffee.

I stepped out of my heels and put on the first stocking. The soft silk fabric feels extremely luxurious against my legs. Even the feel of my bare bottom against the chair arouses me. With both lace top stockings, I slide the house slippers back on and stand presenting myself to Mommy.

"Very nice," Mommy says as she puts down her coffee, "now turn slowly honeybun." Mommy seems to enjoy calling me feminine pet names lately. "Add that cute beige cami as well."

"Yes Mommy," I reply as I retrieve the beige camisole from the closet, "thank you."

The beige camisole features a heart-shaped lace detail in the front and delicate spaghetti straps; it clings to my body without being too tight and looks sexy as hell! I put on the camisole and bring Mommy's breakfast tray back to the kitchen. The sound of my heels echoes on the tile below, and with the feel of satin and lace against my skin, it is impossible not to swish and sway a little as I walk. I can hear Mommy giggle as I walk out of the bedroom. Clean-up is quick and easy nowadays as I've become a pro at this over the past months. Mommy is sipping her coffee when I return to the bedroom.

"Hang on a second you swishy hips," Mommy says as she reaches under the sheet, smiling, "I have something else for you to do." she moves slightly, allowing the sheet to fall to her waist and reveal both of her wonderful breasts. "Ahhh here it is," she says triumphantly, holding up an 8" realistic dildo. "clean this off for me would you?"

Letting the shaft hang downward, Mommy grasps the dildo by its balls. Taking it in my hands, I wash it with the antibacterial soap and leave it on the counter to air dry. When I walk out of the bathroom Mommy is still sitting propped up against her pillows with the sheet around her waist. The only thing I can think of is burying my face between her exquisite and luxurious D-cup breasts.

"Come on, my pet." Mommy motions me over with her right index finger. "I have got one more thing for you to do before you head to work." I quickly walk over to the side of her bed and stand with my hands at my sides. "Despite what you may think," Mommy says as she pulls the sheet aside, "I am still a little horny, and since you have taken my boyfriend to the bathroom, I guess I will have to settle for your girlfriend tongue!" Mommy lowers her body and spreads her legs slowly. "Lick me until I tell you to stop, babygirl!" Mommy hisses.

I may be a man who dresses and acts like a woman, but I am no fool! I quickly slip between Mommy's legs and start feverishly licking her clit and pussy. To me, she tastes like heaven. Over the last two weeks, I have noticed that the longer I go without cumming, the harder I work to please Mommy. She of course makes no secret of her knowledge of this as well. Prior to my clitty being locked away, giving Mommy oral was just something I did before penetration; now, it is one of the only ways I can experience sexual release. My oral skills have improved drastically over the past two weeks and I am able to bring Mommy to orgasm in no time. After the second intense orgasm, Mommy had to push me aside. I lick my lips and stare at her dripping pussy until her foot rubbing against my crotch brings me back from my trance.

"You know sweetie," Mommy teases my soft balls, making my clit swell inside its tiny cage, "it is been a while since you have had any release and I just read last night that, it’s not good for you." As I try to control my rebellious caged member, my clit strains against its plastic prison, and I wince in pain. "If you are a good girl tonight," Mommy says, trailing her foot over my inner thigh and stocking tops, "I will let you cum. Would you like that?"

"Oh YES Mommy, YES Please!" I say as I try to concentrate on something besides the possibility of cumming or the taste of her glorious pussy in my mouth.

"We will see how things go then." Mommy says as she slowly drags a finger through her wet pussy. "Now go get your waist cincher." She says this as she pulls her feet away from the bed and slips out.

Mommy decided I needed a more hourglass figure and began waist training for me about a month ago. I retrieve the baby pink cincher and return to Mommy presenting it to her.

"Turn around silly," she giggles while playfully swatting my pantied bottom, "I can't put this on from the front."

I turn and step into the cincher, slowly pulling it up my legs. The satin waist cincher floats up my stocking-clad legs and over my smooth bottom. The sensation has aroused me once more, and I find myself concentrating on keeping my clit from being crushed by the confines of my cage. Mommy pulls the strings on the back of the designer cincher, pulling my sides in and tying them in place. My waist appears to be slimmer and to come in just a little closer between my ribs and hips. When paired with my lingerie, the effect is dramatic and sexy. Wearing the cincher or a corset to work has also been an interesting experience. I can no longer bend to pick things up and must squat instead. The tight devices keep my lower back straight and rigid, but the sensation and look it gives me is incredible. Mommy ties the final knot and pats my bottom.

Mommy leans up to speak, smearing her wet finger under my nose, "Now it is time for you to get ready for work. Go be a good girl and get dressed."

"Thank you Mommy" I reply as I stand and walk quickly out of the room.

Silently, I make my way to the front closet where I take off my suit, shirt, and tie for work. The shirt and tie go on first, followed by the jacket. I then take off my heels and put on some dress socks over my feet that are still covered in stockings. My dress pants slip on just as easily as my work shoes, and I tuck my heels into the closet for later when I get back home. On the way to work, the smell and taste of Mommy, as well as the promise of cumming, fill my senses completely. It is been nearly three weeks since she let me cum, and I am about to burst anytime now. The last time Mommy fed me the cum I released, I was more than happy to suck it off her fingers. If she offers it again, I will gladly accept, especially if it means I get to cum. I can think of little more as I drive. As I said earlier, my days are filled with teasing and denial.

At work, I am more comfortable that people can not tell what I have on under my clothing. My first few days were very scary as I was sure everyone could see telltale clues of something. I have slowly relaxed but am still on edge just a bit. At work, I go to the bathroom sitting in a stall. The tip of the chastity cage needs to be dried with toilet paper which I obviously can not do at a urinal. Plus it's not like I can pull down the female underwear I have on out of the way to free myself for peeing. And it’s not even possible to pee standing without wetting myself completely while wearing the cage - Yes it happened, but lucky it was at home, and I got a good set of spankings for it. I pull my panties and pants up quickly just in case anyone is somehow looking through the small opening in the door and can see the beige satin I have on. It's worse on days I wear prints or bright colors. At least at work, I can try to focus on other things but every single movement I make is a constant reminder that I have on lingerie and stockings underneath my male clothes.

My drive home is uneventful but full of thoughts of cumming and what Mommy will expect. She made me read a lot on the internet, and I learned that no reward is given without some kind of work. Mommy will undoubtedly expect something new from me, but at this point, I do not care; I need to please Mommy so that she will let me cum. I want to please her like never before.

When I enter our condo, I begin to remove my suit and male clothing, eager to see what Mommy has in store for me to wear this evening. Normally, it is just heels and a skirt, but tonight is different. Mommy has left a pair of pale pink bikinis and a demi bra in the closet. She also left me a satin white blouse and a skin-tight white mini-skirt. The final item is a new pair of 6" pink patent leather heels with 2" pink platforms. They look absolutely stunning on my feet but I know it won't be long before they ache. I have never worn heels this high.

"Go put on your make up honeybun!" Mommy calls out from her bedroom.

I walk as quickly as I can in my new heels to the guest bathroom and put on my make-up. I have gotten a little better at it over the last few months. Shaving at work during my lunch break also helps my make-up look a little better. When I walk out of the bathroom fifteen minutes later, my lips are shining in bubblegum pink and my cheeks are rosy, hoping to pass inspection.

"How do you like your new heels baby?" Mommy asks from her room as she hears my heels on the tile floor.

"Oh I love them, Mommy," I say truly meaning it, "they look so sexy!"

"I hope you don't mind," Aurora continues, "but I put them on your credit card."

"Of course not Mommy" I answer.

My credit card has been used for all of my lingerie, heels, and makeup purchases in the last two weeks. Of course, I am the one who is wearing and using all of these things, so it only makes sense.

"I picked myself up something as well," Mommy says as she walks out of the bedroom, "I hope you don't mind."

Mommy steps out looking every bit the Dominatrix. Her outfit consisted of a black leather bustier that had red lining at the edges and a matching thong, thigh-high leather black boots over silk black top stockings that made her look even more sexy, and long black latex gloves that reached her armpits. Her almost waist-length blonde hair is pulled back with a black leather-looking clasp and around her neck is a black leather choker with gold chain detail. I am unable to speak and before I realize it, an overwhelming pain fills my panties. My clitty throbs against the hard plastic cage testing its build quality. The cage wins and my clitty aches.

"I take it that you like my new outfit." Mommy replies wickedly.

"Yessss Mommy!" I answer weakly trying not to fold in two.

I am not going to ask what she has in store for me tonight. I do not want to appear any more desperate than I already am! Mommy helps me prepare dinner. Except for how we were dressed, it was just like a normal night for a normal couple. As we sit, my feet ache, but I try not to show it; instead, I focus on the chicken and salad on my plate because looking at Mommy causes aches in other places.

"Let us leave these plates," Mommy says as she stands up and walks over to me, "you look like you are about to burst." Mommy reaches out her hand and helps me out of my chair, just as a man would help a woman to her feet from the table at the end of a dinner. "Come with me, sweetie," Mommy says as she leads me into the living room.

As we walk I can't help but look down at her exposed and shapely rear end in that thong and corset. The height of her boots, and the way she walks, causing it to sway seductively back and forth, and my clit quickly discovers the cage's limits. She stops quickly and turns to see me staring at her luscious back.

"Like what you see honeybun?" she asks pulling my face up until my eyes meet hers.

"Yes, Mommy!" I reply sheepishly.

"Are you horny and looking to cum?" She asks as she approaches me and lets me feel her body against mine.

"Oh yes please Mommy!" I say sounding weaker than I had hoped.

Mommy reaches behind me and unzips my skirt pushing it over my hips and butt. The skirt slips easily down my legs and ends up around my heels below. Mommy then slips her fingers inside the panties I have on and slowly, painfully slowly, lowers them down my body until they join my skirt on the floor. Mommy sits in the cushiony chair in front of me and lifts the long chain she wears around her neck revealing the small key that goes to the brass lock on my cage. It is the closest Mommy’s mouth has been to my crotch in weeks and as soon as the cage is removed my clit rages. To resist putting my hand around my clitty and stroking it until it goes away, I have to fight an almost overwhelming urge!

"Well my baby girl is quite excited ain’t she?" Mommy asks playfully as she reaches into the side table drawer near her chair. "Let's make sure you remain attentive," Mommy says with a wicked smile.

Mommy then stands up and places two thick leather cuffs around my wrists. She leans into me, pushing my arms behind me and clipping my wrists behind my back. My clit is free, but my hands are no longer; I am still her prisoner. Mommy then pulls a small bottle of lube from the front of her leather thong and pours some into her latex-covered hand before rubbing it over my clitty and balls while cooing in my ears how good a babygirl I’m for her.

"Ohhhhhhhhh!" I moan involuntarily.

"Want to cum honeybun?" she asks using both hands on my aching clitty.

"YESSSSS!" I beg. "PLEASSSEEEEE MOMMY!"

"I am glad to hear you are so desperate," she exclaims triumphantly. "Come with me, sweetie."

She walks to the kitchen, takes a pillow, and places it on the floor, leaving me standing in the living room in desperate need of her assistance. I took a cautious step out of the skirt and panties and followed Mommy, who had placed the pillow on the floor in front of the fridge.

"Want to get off your feet too honeybun?" she asks.

"Yes please, Mommy!" I reply with absolutely no control.

"Kneel on the pillow," she said positioning it just right. "Facing the refrigerator sweetie." Mommy instructs me while guiding me into position.

I find myself kneeling several inches from the fridge wondering what is to come next and hoping it is me! Mommy leaves me for a moment to get something from the bedroom, returning with one hand behind her back.

"I got something else in the mail this week," she said, her eyes gleaming, "and if you want to cum, you will have to get very close to this."

Before I can ask anything, Mommy moves her left hand quickly slamming it into the refrigerator door with a bang. I soon discovered that it was not her hand that made the sound, but the suction cup base of a realistic dildo that had been mounted at my mouth height on the fridge door. My eyes focus on the dildo in front of me. I do not realize her body is pressing into my back until I feel her hand on my crotch again. Her hand is full of warm lube once more, and she uses it to coat my hard clit and smooth balls, mercilessly teasing them.

"It is simple honeybun," she said while playing with the end of my clitty with her slick fingers, "the more you play with that toy in front of you, the more Mommy plays with you."

Her breath is hot against my ear, almost as hot as her pussy, which is right next to my fingers. My clitty aches so badly and my balls are so swollen and full of cum I needed some kind of relief soon! I was just thinking about how I would do anything to cum, and now the opportunity is there, and I am struggling to take it. She flicks her tongue up the back of my ear knowing how much it drives me crazy.

"Come on, honeybun," she said, squeezing my swollen clitty, "you know you want to do it, you know you are going to do it, so just do it."

She lets her fingers glide over my smooth sack. Now she is using two hands causing my clitty to ache like never before. I purse my lips and kiss the realistic silicone head in front of me softly.

"Good girl!" Mommy exclaims, trailing a finger beneath my balls and rubbing it against my asshole. "Keep going, sweetie; you know what I want you to do, don’t you honeybun?" she encourages.

I kiss it a few more times flicking the shaft with my tongue. As a reward, she strokes my shaft once causing me to moan deeply.

"Like that feeling Lexi?" Mommy asks knowing the answer. She goes on, "You are going to have to earn it if you want me to do that. Now wrap your lovely lips around my lover's shaft."

My lips part automatically, and the silicone head slides into my mouth. Mommy keeps her word and slowly strokes the base of my shaft, mimicking the way my mouth moves on the shaft. Her body presses against mine, and her forearms pull my hips tight, holding me in place.

"Go deeper Lexi." She insists, using her body to push me closer to the fridge door.

I sense the head touching my tongue's smooth underside and the back of my mouth. I move back, my lips wrapping around the shaft and feeling the veins and bumps as I suck back and forth. Mommy touches my own clit closer to its head. It was now clear, the deeper the dildo went into my mouth the closer her fingers worked near my swollen head.

"When it gets to the back of your mouth," Mommy says softly in my ear, her fingers flicking over my own swollen sensitive head below, "relax your throat and hold it there, then take it in a little deeper."

I felt the head touch the back of my mouth and followed Mommy's instructions. I felt the urge to gag a little, but I held my breath and relaxed before taking in the dildo a little deeper. Mommy gently rubs my head between her thumb and fingers, sending electric shocks through my entire body. I do it again until I finally do have to gag and pull back just a bit.

"That was fantastic!" Mommy says not containing her excitement. "You almost took the entire thing into your mouth!" She strokes me a few times as a reward, causing my body to tremble. "Do it again honeybun," she says softly, "and this time, try to really relax."

I can not respond because Mommy has not let me back up enough to let the dildo out of my mouth. Instead, I slide my mouth forward on the shaft, sucking softly and finding it easier to take it further into my mouth. Each time I back up and move forward the dildo is easier and easier to take. Of course, Mommy strokes me harder each time I take it deep into my mouth, bringing me closer and closer to cumming. I am shocked to feel my nose touch against the refrigerator door finally.

"OH MY GOD LEXI!" Mommy exclaims. "If you keep doing that I'll make my little slut cum."

Her words are like music to my ears. It finally dawns on me how slutty I must look kneeling on the floor in 6" heels, satin lingerie, leather cuffs, and makeup while deep-throating an 8" dildo. The image of myself like that turns me on beyond belief, and I start really to get into the blow job. I let the slutty feeling consume me as pressure builds in my own crotch. Mommy strokes me harder and faster, pumping my clitty with her fist. My body trembles furiously, and I groan around the shaft. Mommy moves quickly behind me, briefly stopping her fist before quickly resuming it.

"That is my good little blow job slut," Mommy whispers softly into my ear, "suck that cock!"

My body spasms, not just my crotch, not just my legs, my entire body! It was unlike anything I had ever felt. Instead of pulling away from the shaft to breathe, I pushed my mouth forward until the silicone balls rested against my chin. I may be a blow job slut, but I am a blow job slut who is finally cumming!

Mommy slowly works my shaft, milking the last of my cum from it while never backing up enough to let me get the shaft out of my mouth. I keep working my silicone lover until Mommy stands up and tells me to stop.

"I am so proud of you, sweetie!" Mommy exclaimed joyfully. "You did an amazing job."

"Thank you, Mommy," I say softly, feeling for the first time how sore my throat is.

"I have got another reward for you now." She says, pulling the shaft from the refrigerator door and motioning for me to turn to face her.

She has a small glass in her left hand and the dildo in her right. It takes me a moment to realize what is going on, but then I take a closer look at the glass. In the bottom of the glass is the cum I have just released from my body. I can not believe how much there is! I have never cum so much in my life and the evidence is right there to prove it. Mommy dips the dildo's head into the glass, coating it with my fresh cum.

"Time to clean up, just like the last time," Mommy says wickedly.

My mouth opens on its own, and the saltiness of the cum covered silicone head quickly enters my mouth. Instead of being repulsed, the idea gets me excited again and I felt my clitty stir once again. I softly suck the new semen-covered dildo full. Mommy takes the dildo out of the glass once more and rests the base against her leather-covered crotch. I stare at her like a cock sucking slut and try to relax my throat as much as I can until my nose touches her body. Her hand moves behind my head, directing my actions. Even when her actions are gentle, the idea that she is in charge is always very clear. She has physical, mental, and even emotional dominance over me.

"That's my good little cock sucker." Mommy encourages pouring the contents of the glass over the shaft. "Now clean me off honeybun."

I do as I am told. It is both amazing and slutty at the same time. Mommy takes the dildo out of my mouth and helps me to my feet, leading me to the living room.

"How are you doing, sweetie?" Mommy asked.

"Much better, and still horny, Mommy," I softly respond.

"I'm glad to hear that honeybun," Mommy says smugly.

She crosses her legs slowly and motions for me to kneel at her feet. I am lost in her power, the new look, the leather lingerie, the taste of my own cum in my mouth. It is a sensory overload. Even though I had just cum, I felt like I needed to do it again.

"Can you see that speck of dust on my shoe?" Mommy points to the toe of her right foot. I looked but saw nothing. "You do not see it?" Mommy asks, making me feel as if I am blind not to notice such a large piece of dust. "Lick off the shoe," Mommy says, sitting back a little, as if uninterested in the act, "and clean them off with your tongue."

I had never considered licking her shoe. As I lower my head toward her foot, my tongue tentatively moves out of my mouth. The shoe is made out of patent leather. As I lick over the tops of her toes, it feels smooth and warm to my tongue. I can not believe I have been reduced to licking her shoes, and as repulsive as the idea was, my clit is getting hard between my thighs once more.

"That's a good girl," Mommy speaks softly, "don't forget the bottom."

The thought of licking the bottom of a shoe makes me pause for a moment. It is relatively new but still, there was something different about the bottom of the shoe.

"Honeybun," Mommy says coolly, "if you do not lick it, you will have to wait another week for your next orgasm." I am still unsure. "Make that two weeks." She says coldly as she looks at me. I try to lean forward to lick her sole, but it is still difficult. "Would you like to round it up to three?" She asks repositioning her foot to give me better access to the bottom of her foot.

My tongue and mouth move forward until I feel them press and flatten against the bottom of her shoe. As I slowly lick upward, I can taste and feel the dirt grains like sandpaper against my tongue. As much as I dislike the idea of licking the sole of a shoe Mommy has obviously worn outside, my heart is pounding in my chest and my clit is raging again.

"These are new shoes, sweetie," Mommy says again, looking at me, "but I went outside to scuff them up a little. I hope you don't mind."

"No Mommy," I say quietly between licks.

"Now the other one." She says uncrossing and recrossing her legs.

I lick the second heel quicker and easier than the first. Once your shoe-licking cherry is broken I guess it is easier. I lick her entire shoe and even manage to deep-throat the heel a bit as well. Out of the corner of my eye, I can see that Mommy is pleased by my actions.

"So honeybun," Mommy says pulling her foot from my mouth, "how have you enjoyed these past few months as a girl?"

"It's been amazing and frustrating all at the same time Mommy" I reply honestly. "I never suspected anything like tonight would happen," I continue, "or that I'd have a cage on my clitty every day."

"Well baby," Mommy says lowering her foot to my crotch, "it's a great way to control you, which I'm sure you agree too." I can only grin sheepishly as she teases my crotch with her foot. "And you are much more willing to please when your orgasms are controlled."

Mommy is right. There is no denying it. I would never have sucked a dildo or licked my cum off it if I could control my orgasms. In fact, I am not sure I would wear heels and make-up every day when I got home. Mommy controls my actions through my clitty, but I enjoy it more than I can ever express.

"Is your next orgasm in two or three weeks?" Mommy asks, pressing the toe of her heel against my pussy hole.

"I think it is two, Mommy," I murmur softly.

"Let us make it three, babygirl," Mommy says dismissively, "I need to get a new strapon before your next orgasm!" I am not sure how to react; the thought of Mommy fucking me is both exciting and terrifying, no matter how many times, it always feels like the first time. "Plus you need to continue working on your cock sucking skills." Mommy carries on. The way she says cock sucking makes it sound so slutty. "Now go pick up your panties and skirt," Mommy says, removing her foot from my crotch and unclasping my cuffs from behind me, "and go clean up the kitchen."

I do as I am told and dress while Mommy watches intently. Standing in the kitchen I scrub the dried dishes from dinner. For as much as I want to say that I hated sucking that dildo the entire experience was completely enjoyable and exciting. Mommy walks slowly into the kitchen walking close to me and letting her fingers trail over my back. Having her close has my clitty raging hard. Mommy forcefully presses the dildo against the fridge door again, but this time closer to the top. It's shaft dangles and points toward me.

"New rule honeybun," Mommy says slipping close behind me again, "whenever you come into or through the kitchen you'll give your new friend here five deep strokes with your mouth."

"Yes Mommy" I reply softly.

"Tomorrow we will head out on a shopping trip and get you some more supplies." She says in a tone that makes me nervous as if there is more to what she is saying.

The remainder of the evening was spent nestled together on the plush, velvety couch. We were entwined in each other. Even though Mommy undid the cuffs I still have them as well as the new heels on. It's quite apparent who is in charge even in our relaxation time. When she decides it is time she locks my wrists behind me again and removes her leather thong. Mommy straddles my face and rides my tongue to orgasm again and again. When she is satisfied she slowly climbs off me and leaves me there until my clit finally returns to normal size. As soon as it does Mommy locks my clit back into the cage and has me follow her to our bedroom. Once there I help her undress. Only then am I allowed to change into my night clothing. Tonight it is a slutty hot pink lace babydoll and a matching sheer thong. I curl up tight in Mommy's arms laying my head on her luxurious breasts.

"I love you Mommy" I whisper softly.

"I love you too Lexi." She replies sincerely.

***

There have been very few times in my life when I have been terrified and today was definitely the tops on that list. Mommy drove us to the mall and as I watched she walked around the front of the car and opened the door for me. I looked up to see her hand extended towards me.

"Practice getting out like I taught you, sweetie." She said as I took her hand. I swung my feet out with my knees together and slipped out of the car as elegantly as possible. "Very nicely done  baby," Mommy cheered, "now come on it won't be that bad."

Mommy took my arm into hers and walked us toward the mall entrance. It was a small gesture but for me, it was definitely a sign that I was the girl in this relationship. What was also a big indicator of that was the fact that Mommy had dressed me from head to toe. Today I was wearing my white Nike sneakers, faded blue women's jeans which sat about an inch or two below where my normal jeans would have, a pale pink women's shirt, a pale pink demi bra underneath, and matching thong and a pink ankle sock with white lace ruffle edging. No one would really notice these little things. The jeans rode a bit lower but were the color of normal jeans. The shirt only buttoned from the opposite side but looked normal as well. I had a light jacket over the shirt so the bra was not noticeable and the length of the jeans covered my socks. Mommy even took the cage off my clitty and tucked them underneath with a gaffe to make the jeans fit a little better. In any case, the fact that we were out and about at the mall like this, even on a Monday morning, terrified me. Mommy had taken us to a mall over an hour away, so the chances of being seen by someone I knew were slim.

"See sweetie," Mommy said escorting me inside, "nothing but little old couples that won't notice you."

"Yes Mommy" I answered softly.

She set the pace and walked me slowly around the mall. Eventually, my heart rate returned to normal. A couple of quaint smiles from couples we passed and I really began to relax. Mommy led us up the escalator and then to Victoria's Secret, a sissy's promised land! I felt my clitty stir instantly, but I knew it would not move anytime soon. Mommy picked up some new lingerie for me with little fanfare and then headed to the nightgowns.

"How do you feel about it?" Mommy asked a little louder than I had wished.

"It is really pretty," I replied softly.

The one I was eyeing was long, with thin spaghetti straps and a lot of lace on the top and down one side. There was also a slit that went up one leg to where my hip would sit.

"Oh, that is really nice," Mommy said excitedly. "I think that soft red color would look great on you." Mommy took the nightgown off the hanger and held it up in front of me. "Oh yes, baby," Mommy said with a big grin, "that will look fantastic on you!"

"Is there anything I can do to help you?" The young salesgirl asked.

"Oh, I think we found everything," Mommy said as she hung the nightgown back up, "I just need to check the size."

"Well, what size are you?" The girl asked politely.

"Oh, it is not for me," Mommy explained as she handed me the lingerie she had already purchased, "it is for my girlfriend here." Mommy untucked the back of my shirt and flipped the thong out of the top of my jeans to check the label. "She is an extra large," Mommy said loud enough for the world to hear.

The saleswoman suppressed a chuckle and began searching the rack for my size. When she found it, she handed it to Mommy, who then held it up in front of me. I froze and blushed, hoping no one saw me.

"Oh, this is perfect," Mommy said happily.

"It comes with a matching robe as well." The saleswoman said this while pointing to a long, partly sheer, lace robe.

Mommy handed me the nightgown and said, "I am sure she will love that too. Do you have one in her size?"

"Of course!" The saleswoman said with a big smile.

I followed the two women to the sales counter while holding the robe. If it were possible my clit and scrotum had now retracted into my body but the thought of wearing all the lovely items I had in my hands was still very exciting. At the register, the girl scanned all the items while occasionally looking up at me. I began to wonder if she was picturing me in some of the items.

"I grabbed your wallet for you, sweetie," Mommy said handing me a leather wallet that was not mine.

The bright pink leather wallet was more of a clutch with a gold chain strap and it snapped over the top. I opened it and sure enough, my wallet and credit cards were in it. When the cashier gave me the total I diligently handed her my credit card. She smiled and thanked me as she took it. A few moments later I was walking out of Victoria's Secret on Mommy's arm with two bags in my other hand. Prominently displayed in the hand through Mommy's arm was my hot pink leather clutch.

Mommy then led us to Honey Birdette. There we purchased several pairs of stockings, some short nighties that left a little covered, a few bondage accessories like cuffs, new collars, and chokers and finally she picked up two pairs of heels in another store. One pair was clear plastic 2" platforms and 4" heels and the other was black come-fuck-me 6" heels with a silver metal spike heel and a thick ankle strap. Mommy told the saleswoman that neither pair was for her and that they were far too slutty for her tastes. With the bags in tow, I followed Mommy out of the store and down to the food court. Mommy and I took our food and sat at a table. I crossed my legs as I was supposed to and got lost in Mommy's conversation.

We talked about how she thought I would look in my new purchases, especially the long nightgown. All I could think about was how it would feel against my skin and how it would feel as I walked. I couldn't wait to wear it later and began to wonder what I would wear under it. After a while, I snapped out of my little daydream and saw two girls in college sitting to Mommy's right. Mommy turned to look at them and then back at me, but she ignored them. Instead, she carried on with our conversation. When the girls started giggling, I could not help but wonder if it was because of me. That is when I noticed what the girls were looking at. With my legs crossed, my foot and the ruffled pink sock were clearly visible beneath my jeans. I quickly tucked my legs under the table, much to the delight of the two girls.

"Just relax, sweetie," Mommy said calmly, "you will never see those two girls again."

The two girls giggled uncontrollably for a few moments before returning to their own conversation. I started to relax just before the two of them started to get up and clean up their table. I really began to panic as they approached us, and all I wanted was to melt into the chair I was sitting in and become non-existent for a moment.

"I love how cute your socks are." The first girl said with a giggle.

"Thank you," I replied weakly.

"I had no idea guys wore socks like that." The second girl said chuckling.

"Oh, no, they don't," Mommy said firmly. "Real men do not dress in pink socks with white lace or wear women's sneakers."

"You are wearing women's sneakers as well?" The first girl exclaimed rather loudly.

"Oh my God that's amazing!" The second girl chimed in just as loudly.

"Well, she does like to be comfortable when she shops," Mommy explained as she cleared her plate and motioned for me to do the same, "and heels just would not work today." I picked up my plate but Mommy took it from me. "Don't forget to pick up your bags honeybun." As she stood up, Mommy said.

I gathered my bags and clutch and followed Mommy, politely excusing myself. I could hear the girls laughing as I walked close behind Mommy. Mommy took me to one more store. Chic Charms Boutique was the little accessory store where she had me pick out bracelets, a few necklaces, and some dangly earrings. While I was looking at bracelets, the two girls walked by and waved through the store window. Mommy nudged me to wave back and had me buy two pairs of earrings and six bracelets. I was very happy to leave the mall.

Mommy drove us to another store, this one specializing in clothing for "exotic dancers."  It was a little darker in there, and there was only one saleswoman, so I was able to relax. Mommy made me buy thigh-high boots, fire engine red stripper heels with a 2" platform and a satin French maid's dress. I knew the heels would hurt eventually, but I also knew they would be sexy as hell, and I could not wait to wear them! Finally, Mommy had the saleswoman fit me for two wigs: a long blond wig with straight hair that came down below my shoulders and a shorter strawberry blond wig with curled hair that barely touched the top of my shoulders. Mommy made me try on the wigs in the mirror, and I fell in love with both of them. The idea of wearing all these things was getting more and more exciting.

"Only two stops left, honeybun." As we exited the store, Mommy said. "Are you having fun on our field trip?"

"Yes, Mommy," I replied honestly, "it was a little scary at first, but I am having so much fun with you."

"Good," Mommy said, pinching my bottom, "I am glad to hear that." Mommy opened the trunk, which was slowly filling up with all sorts of goodies for me. "Let us go, honeybun," Mommy said as she closed the trunk lid, "it is time to indulge just a little bit."

Mommy drove us about ten miles to a salon. When we walked in, she confirmed that she had two manicure and pedicure appointments for us. I was more than happy to remove my sneakers and socks while the woman began working on my pedicure. A woman in her 60s was getting her feet done next to me.

"I think it is wonderful that men are getting pedicures." She began. "You'll feel wonderful when she's all done too."

"Thank you very much," I replied, thankfully, that an exchange with someone did not result in a humiliating experience.

"I always try to get my husband to get one," she continued, "but he is just too set in his ways at this point."

"This one is my first," I replied enjoying the pampering my feet were getting.

We talked for a while longer. She told me about her grandchildren and children and was very nice the entire time. She patted my shoulder and wished me luck after she finished her pedicure.

"Time for your polish." The pedicurist said.

"I think that Bubblegum Pink will work best Katie," Mommy said from beside me.

"Bubblegum Pink?" The girl asked quizzically.

"Yes please Katie," Mommy said reassuring her.

While Katie was painting my toes, another woman began giving me a manicure. She worked quickly, and I had a fresh layer of clear polish on my fingernails in no time. Katie returned and placed a pair of paper slippers next to my feet on the floor. Mommy already had hers on and both of our shoes were in a bag. She led me out to the car once more, but this time she took the long blond wig from the trunk first.

"Put this on sweetie." She said handing me the wig as she got into the car. I flipped down the vanity mirror and put the wig on. It was a perfect fit for my head and nicely framed my face. "Good," Mommy said as she turned to face me, "Now open the glove compartment, I have makeup for you in there."

She didn't have to say anymore. As Mommy drove, I put on my makeup and used the mascara brush with care. It took a lot of coordination, but I was able to pull it off, and Mommy was pleased with the results. Mommy then handed me a mirror.

"Take a look at yourself." Mommy said as she drove on. "Tell me what you see."

"I see a woman looking back at me," I said as I looked in the mirror.

"So do I, sweetie," she said as she pulled into a parking lot, "you can actually pass for a woman, you just need to be less nervous." I shook my head, unable to take my gaze away from my own reflection. "You are quite a stunning woman too." Mommy continued. "With a little more work, you and I will be able to go shopping without girls commenting on why you are wearing frilly socks."

"Yes Mommy" I replied knowing she was making sense.

"We are going to try something," she said, touching my arm, "the lighting in there will be dark enough. "We just need to do a couple more things first before you go in."

Mommy stepped out of the car and opened the trunk. When I put up the mirror, I noticed she had parked at an adult toy store. What else has she planned for me? Fuck it’s scary, exciting, arousing all at the same time. This is exactly how Mommy has been making me feel often these days, and I cannot complain. I’m literally living the life I’ve always fantasized.

***
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In this steamy erotica, a young Ben finds himself at a crossroads when a peculiar job offer presents itself. Desperate to escape his financial struggles, he enters into a daring contract: a five-year agreement to become Trisha, the sissy wife of a wealthy and dominant 50-year-old billionaire Mr Patel. As he delves into a life of opulence and submission, he discovers a world he never imagined existed. Bound by the terms of their arrangement, he embraces his newfound identity, exploring the depths of his own desires and the tantalizing power dynamics that unfold. 

In this unconventional relationship, pleasure and wealth collide, as he is pushed to the limits of his own vulnerability. Can he navigate the complexities of his role as a sissy wife, juggling his own emotional journey while satisfying the insatiable desires of his billionaire benefactor? 
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