
        
            
                
            
        

    


Her First Sissy







Elaine  tapped  her  pen  on  the  pad  before  her,  going  over  the questionnaire  provided  by  her  newest  client.  He  was  in  his  mid-twenties, and had been smoking for almost ten years. Any habit that has been cultivated for so long is difficult to break, but Elaine's whole business was predicated on the idea that she could help where the will was weak. As a certified hypnotherapist, she had been through the motions of helping a smoker quit for years, and her success rate was quite high. Sure, there were those who simply could not break the cycle, but Elaine prided herself on coaxing out the root cause of a habit and squashing it. 

The outer door buzzed, a request for entry, and Elaine checked the window on her computer – a camera aimed outside. She smiled, red  lips  that  decorated  her  slim  face.  The  young  man  was  small, perhaps five-and-a-half feet, with red hair that he wore a little long for the  current  style,  but  not  unkempt.  He  was  looking  up  into  the camera,  offering  a  wave.  His  fair  skin  was  evident,  and  he  had rounded  features  that  gave  him  a  slightly  feminine  appearance.  So was  the  time  in  which  she  lived,  she  mused,  when  genders  were fluid and sexuality was a spectrum. 

She  depressed  a  button  on  her  desk  and  the  entry  door unlocked  with  a  click.  The  young  man  entered  and  Elaine  rose  to greet him. 

Her office was comprised of two rooms – the entrance where a receptionist  would  sit  if  she  could  afford  one,  and  her  office.  The entrance  was  decorated  by  a  few  paintings  she'd  picked  up  when she first rented the space, nondescript landscapes mostly, and a trio of chairs lined against the wall. She was opening the door between the  rooms,  the  young  man  half-sitting  when  she  appeared  and  he jerked to attention. 

"Mark?" 

"You must be Dr. Kendall." 

She  offered  a  hand  and  he  took  it.  She  was  surprised,  but  not unpleasantly so, by the softness of his hands. His short stature was married to a slender frame, which only added to her initial impression of subtle femininity. 

"Why don't you come in and we'll have a chat. The first session tends  to  be  a  little  awkward,  so  why  don't  we  get  to  know  one another a bit?" 

Mark followed her into the office, sitting back on the comfortable chair  before  Elaine's  desk.  The  chair  reclined  easily,  a  useful  tool when  her  job  revolved  around  helping  her  clients  relax.  She  had used  a  leather  recliner  before  and  found  the  upholstery  squeaked when it moved, an unwelcome distraction in her line of work. 

"Should I lie back, or-" 

"No, no," she said, taking her seat behind the desk. "You're fine however  you're  most  comfortable,  but  we  may  not  have  time  for  a proper trance today." 

"Oh," he said with a perplexed look. 

"Don't worry, we'll set you straight. Can you tell me a little about yourself?" 

"Well, uh, my name is Mark, which you know. I work in IT, mostly technical support kinds of things. In my free time, I do some running and I love movies..." 

"Smart and athletic. Good for you." 

He  grinned  and  looked  down.  He  was  clearly  nervous  in  her presence,  which  wasn't  unusual.  Though  she  was  his  senior  by  a decade,  Elaine  had  a  fit  body  she  worked  to  maintain,  and  she enjoyed  dressing  well,  if  not  obviously  flirty.  For  today  she  had chosen a simple black skirt and black nylons, a red top covered by a black  jacket.  Professional,  but  she  felt  attractive  in  the  ensemble, and  Mark  obviously  felt  the  same.  The  swell  of  her  ample  breasts drew his eyes, too. 

"How long have you been smoking?" she asked. She knew the answer, of course, but it helped to establish a basis of trust for him to admit things to her. 

"Almost  ten  years,"  he  replied.  "My  friends  in  high  school smoked. You know how it is, wanting to fit in." 

"Peer pressure is a difficult social force to resist." 

"I've tried to quit a lot. What's the old line? 'It's the easiest thing in the world, I've done it a million times'?" 

"Mark Twain," she said. "What's the longest you've gone without a cigarette?" 

"I  was  off  them  for  a  week.  Then  I  got  passed  over  for  a promotion  at  work  and,  well..."  He  trailed  off  with  a  shrug  –  a  'you know how it is' gesture. 

"Why do you want to quit?" 

Mark shifted a bit, staring up at the ceiling and idly scratching his neck.  Elaine  noted  his  nails,  longer  than  most  men's.  Perhaps  he played guitar, but they looked too well-tended for the ragged ends of a musician. 

"My  voice,  mostly.  I  hate  what  it  does  to  the  way  I  sound.  If  I have  a  night  where  I  smoke  a  lot,  I  sound  like  Tom  Waits  the  next day." 

Elaine  smiled.  "There  are  plenty  of  health  reasons  to  quit,  too. 

The  way  this  works,  hypnosis  I  mean,  is  that  we're  only  enhancing what was there before. I can't make you do anything you don't want to do, but I can help you achieve the things you want more easily." 

"So no thinking I'm a chicken?" 

"No,  although  it's  tempting  to  try."  Elaine  liked  the  boy, something  about  him  was  soft  and  sweet  and  eager  to  please,  a great big puppy wanting its master's love. 

"Why  don't  you  sit  back  and  relax,  now.  I  don't  want  you  to expect to be hypnotized, or frankly to want to be hypnotized. Just sit back while we talk." 

She guided him to a point of focus with her words. It was easy, once  you  knew  all  the  tricks.  Repetition  of  a  few  key  words  or phrases that created little triggers in the mind of the listener. Forming associations between relaxation and these words to make it easier to bring him down into trance on the next attempt. 

She  was  bringing  him  back  around  to  his  trigger  for  relaxation again,  repeating  the  question  'Why  do  you  want  to  quit?'  in  regular intervals, each time the answer would be slightly different, given from a place of more relaxation and, hopefully, more honesty. 

"My lipstick," he said, his eyes nearly closed, but even as Elaine dimmed the lights she could see the soft glimmer of his eyes. 

"Your  lipstick?"  she  prompted,  working  to  keep  her  voice  slow and even. 

"I like red," he said, his tone dreamy and happy. "When I smoke, it smears." 

"Do you like wearing lipstick?" 

"Oh, yes," Mark answered. "Weekends when I don't work, I can put on all the makeup I want. Except when I smoke. I'm afraid to go outside like that." 

"And how long have you worn makeup?" 

"I don't know. Years. Since I was young and first tried it with my sister. She was younger than me, but I let her practice on me when she was learning how to do her own. I liked how it made me look." 

"It made you feel good to wear makeup?" 

Elaine closed her eyes. There was a slow heat burning between her  legs.  Something  about  the  lazy  way  Mark  described  his enjoyment of appearing feminine... 

"Oh, yes." 

"What about clothes? Do you also dress like a woman?" 

"When I can. I have a few things. Mostly panties, but a couple of dresses, too. And shoes. I love shoes." 

She  wanted  to  know  more,  to  lead  him  into  the  core  of  his fascination  with  women's  clothing,  but  she  restrained  herself, reminding  herself  that  she  was,  after  all,  a  certified  health professional  and  exploiting  her  client's  fetishes  for  her  own amusement...  well,  it  seemed  like  there  was  some  law  against  that sort of behavior. 

The  remainder  of  the  session  went  as  usual,  but  Elaine  could not shake the image of the young man in her chair, his face made-up, his body encased in nylon. 

The image followed her home, back to the two-bedroom house where  she  lived  alone.  It  was  set  back  from  the  street,  with  high fences on either side to provide privacy. Her back yard wasn't large, but  had  been  decorated  by  a  small  koi  pond  and  a  stone  bench

nearby.  She  loved  curling  her  legs  beneath  her  and  reading  by  the small pond, sun filtering through the maple trees. 

Even  at  night,  cool  beneath  the  branches  of  the  trees,  she savored  the  privacy  and  beauty  of  her  little  hideaway.  This  night, however,  she  was  distracted.  Her  nipples  were  distractingly  hard, and the feeling of heat inside her had only grown. She felt like she was on fire, sexually. She thought of calling Bryan, an old colleague with whom she occasionally had a fling. He had a good body and he was  discreet,  but  it  wasn't  Bryan  she  wanted.  She  wanted  to  see Mark  in  his  finery,  made  up  to  look  as  feminine  as  possible.  She wondered what sorts of dresses he preferred, if they were elegant or overtly feminine. 

Even in the open air, she could resist no longer, and spread her legs, hiking up her skirt until it bunched at her hips. She ran her hand flat over her black panties, pressing firmly to stir a reaction from her clit.  She  was  wet  already,  her  pussy  alive  with  the  imaginings  of Mark on his heels, perhaps bending over before her as she fixed a strap-on over her pelvis. She was panting now, biting down hard on her  lower  lip  and  stifling  the  murmurs  of  pleasure.  Her  thoughts whirled  with  images  of  Mark  on  his  knees,  his  hair  long  and  pretty, tied  with  girlish  ribbons.  Mark  in  white  thigh  highs  and  white  heels and  nothing  else,  his  nude  body  girlish  in  its  hairlessness.  Her fingers  rubbed  harder  over  her  engorged  lips,  mashing  her  button and  manipulating  her  sex  as  only  she  knew  how,  using  the  sheer silkiness  of  her  underwear  to  add  heightened  sensation  to  her caresses.  She  was  moaning  aloud,  now,  writhing  and  pushing  her hips  against  her  fingers  with  abandon,  imagining  Mark's  mouth  on her  as  she  held  his  long,  ponytailed  hair  in  her  hands.  She screamed,  falling  back  onto  the  bench,  one  arm  draped  over  her belly, the other dangling so that her fingertips brushed the grass. 



It was flirting with unprofessionalism, she knew that, but Elaine wanted  to  distract  the  boy.  Knowing  she  had  a  session  with  Mark, she had prepared that day by wearing one of her more alluring, yet business-appropriate,  dresses.  It  was  red,  and  she  matched  it  with very  red  heels,  as  well.  It  showed  off  her  substantial  chest  and  the

tight  pinch  of  her  waist.  It  was  clear  from  the  first  moment  Mark entered  the  office  he  had  noticed,  and  his  eyes  kept  flitting  to  her bare legs, crossed over one another as she leaned against the desk, making small talk before beginning the day's trancing. 

Her  hands  trembled  some  as  she  finally  took  her  place  behind the desk, watching as Mark reclined in the chair. She began with the usual questioning, using the triggers she'd put in place to guide him quickly toward a more suggestible state. 

"Have you been smoking since we talked last, Mark?" 

"Yes. Not as much. I'm trying to be better." 

"That's good." 

She  hesitated.  If  she  continued  now,  she  would  be  crossing  a line  into  something  forbidden.  She  closed  her  eyes,  trying  to  talk herself out of it, but she was already speaking. 

"Have you been wearing panties since we spoke last, Mark?" 

"Yes," he said, easily and without shame. "Almost every day." 

"That's good," she said, and her eyes opened again, looking at the boy in the dimmed light of the office. "That's very good. In fact, the more you enjoy being in women's clothes, the less you want to smoke. That smoke smell ruins all your pretty clothes, doesn't it?" 

"Yes," he said. 

"Being pretty is important to you, isn't it, Mark?" 

"Yes." The word came as a sigh of delight. 

Elaine felt her cheeks burn and her pussy dampened. She knew it  was  wrong,  but  she  was  loving  his  admissions,  his  pure  and obvious joy. 

"Mark,  I  want  you  to  concentrate  on  that  pretty  feeling.  When you come to my sessions, you will want to be pretty, even if it makes you  nervous  at  first.  I  want  you  to  wear  pretty  panties  for  me.  Will you do that, Mark?" 

"Yes," he smiled. 

She  covered  her  tracks  on  the  way  out  of  his  subconscious, ensuring  he  would  not  remember  her  directive  to  wear  women's undergarments.  She  hoped  he  would  not  notice  how  flushed  her cheeks were, how slippery she felt between her legs. 



The internet provided more answers than she would have ever imagined. This new thrill of hers, the notion of seeing a man adopting feminine  clothing  and  behaviors,  was  celebrated  in  unexpected ways.  For  some,  it  seemed,  it  was  a  thrill  of  humiliation,  of  seeing oneself  degraded  by  the  pink  frills  of  a  dress.  Some  wanted  to  be whipped  and  pissed  on,  some  wanted  to  be  dressed  pretty  and adored,  some  wanted  to  suck  cock,  some  wanted  to  lick  pussy... 

What Elaine believed to be exotic was, in fact, almost commonplace in the fetish scene. 

There  were  websites  devoted  to  the  process  of  feminizing  a man,  also,  she  saw,  referred  to  as  sissification.  Most  were  run  by women who referred to themselves as dominants and "findommes," 

or those who would serve as a dominant woman for a price. 

She  bookmarked  a  few  of  the  more  informational  sites,  and circled back more than a few times to one site in particular, this one called Darla's Dungeon. The site was rife with pictures of Darla, who was  usually  dressed  in  black  or  red  or  some  combination,  with  her submissive.  A  few  women  appeared  in  the  pictures,  but  the  vast majority  of  the  album  was  devoted  to  men  dressed  in  lingerie  and elegant dresses. These weren't humiliated sissies, they were almost women. Even with their elegance, Elaine was surprised to see their genitals restrained by cruel-looking devices. 

Darla's  Dungeon  was  local,  Elaine  realized  after  a  trip  to  the contact page. With a few glasses of chardonnay to fuel her, she sent the  domme  a  message,  under  the  guise  of  professional  curiosity. 

She  browsed  a  few  more  sites,  and  then  another  Reddit  group devoted  to  the  concept  of  sissies,  and  she  was  done  for  the  night. 

No  matter  how  many  times  Elaine  refreshed  her  inbox,  she  simply could  not  make  the  response  from  Darla  appear.  Turned  on  and frustrated in equal measure, Elaine slept. 



"And how many cigarettes have you smoked?" 

"Only eight since the last session." 

"That's very good, Mark. Very, very good." 

Elaine was walking the room, her tall black heels muffled by the carpet. Her skirt was high, leather that clung to her shapely hips and

offered a long look at her legs, the tops of her stockings visible. With the clingy black top she wore, Elaine looked more suited to a night out at the club than her appointment. Aside from the effect of Elaine feeling very sexy in the outfit, she had a larger plan in mind. 

"Have you been feeling prettier?" 

"Oh, yes," he said quickly, even through the haze of his trance. 

"Every  night  I've  been  dressing  myself.  I  wish  I  could  wear  my  girl clothes all the time." 

"And did you wear any girly clothes for me today, Mark?" 

"Y-yes."  This  came  a  little  slower.  He  would  not  be  used  to revealing this secret side of himself, and so Elaine knew she had to proceed carefully. 

"Unzip your pants," she said. "I want to see your pretty panties." 

The word 'pretty' was becoming a touchstone for him, a word to bring about more relaxation and a feeling of safety. 

His hands were slow to move, but then he was unbuttoning his jeans and unzipping them, exposing the pink cotton panties with the white band at the top. The spark in her loins told Elaine that this was no mere flight of fancy. She loved this, loved seeing her patient this way. 

"Do you think I dress pretty, Mark?" Her voice was breathy, and she  knew  she  would  need  little  coaxing  to  bring  herself  to  an orgasm. 

"Yes. You are beautiful, Dr. Kendall." 

"Do you like being around beautiful women?" 

"Oh, yes." 

"And strong women, too?" 

"Yes."  His  voice  was  almost  ragged  with  the  desire  building inside him. 

"And if I tell you how to dress, do you like that, too?" 

"Yes, Doctor." 

"I want you to feel pretty, Mark. And I want you to feel safe with me. When you feel safe, it's okay to be pretty, isn't it?" 

"Yes, Doctor." 

"Agreeing with me is so easy, isn't it?" 

"Yes, Doctor." 

Elaine  moved  to  her  chair  and  slid  a  hand  beneath  her  skirt, short  enough  to  allow  easy  access  to  her  enflamed  lips.  A  finger delicately traced her seam. 

"There  is  a  name  for  boys  like  you  that  want  to  be  pretty  girls. 

Do you know what that is, Mark?" 

"Yes, Doctor. Sissies." 

At the word, Elaine pushed aside the thin line of fabric covering her  slit  and  plunged  a  finger  into  her  canal,  shuddering  at  the sensation of touching herself while Mark confessed his needs. 

"Are  you  a...  are  you  a  sissy,  Mark?"  She  was  barely  able  to speak as her finger was joined by a second, and she pumped them into her pussy in a quick and slick rhythm. 

"Yes, Doctor." 

She  could  see  over  the  desk  that  he  was  aroused  too,  his member straining against the snug fit of his panties. 

"Very good, Mark. You are such a pretty sissy." 

"Thank you, Doctor." 

She whimpered as the climax overtook her, one leg draped over the arm of her chair as her fingers pumped inside her, and then held there  as  she  shivered  into  a  state  of  contentment.  She  left  him silently waiting in the chair, his panties exposed, while she adjusted her clothing and wiped her hands clean with tissues from her desk. 

No matter how she might try, there would be no denying the musk of sex in the room. 

She took him deeper still, guiding him to the place she dreamed of, the place where he would feel pleasure in the company of women he  perceived  as  strong,  and  this  feeling  would  be  accompanied  by the growing need to be "pretty" for them. 

As always, she hid these instructions from his conscious mind, but, on waking, she could tell that he was beset by a writhing arousal at her nearness to him. 



Darla's Dungeon was only a half hour from her office. When she received  the  email  from  the  dominatrix,  Elaine  had  been  filled  with anxiety, but the email itself was casual and friendly and Darla readily invited her to tour the "dungeon." 

There  was  no  way  to  prepare  for  the  juxtaposition.  Mistress Darla,  whose  real  name  was  Darla  Cassidy,  was  a  full-figured woman about Elaine's age. She had long, dark hair and a tattoo of flowers that wound up her left side and over her left breast. 

Elaine could see most of it through the sheer top she wore, the domme's more sensitive parts hidden by an elegant bra and a long skirt  that  was  comprised  of  similarly  sheer  fabric  over  less translucent  fabric  that  swayed  when  she  walked  on  tall  platform heels. 

The  house  was  located  in  a  cul-de-sac  in  a  well-to-do  part  of town, the house itself a remnant of the housing boom of the 80s. It was two stories and wide, what some would call a "McMansion," and spoke of normalcy. There was something almost Rockwellian about the image, disturbed only by Darla's appearance at the door with a man in a leather harness on his hands and knees beside her, held by a leash in her hand. 

"That's  Jeffrey,"  Darla  explained.  "He  likes  being  a  pet.  Don't you, Jeffrey?" 

The man, who had pale and sagging skin that suggested he was in his 50s, simply barked. 

"Come  in,  come  in,"  Darla  said,  throwing  the  door  wide,  and Elaine followed the pair inside. 

The interior was decorated in keeping with the normal look of the house,  a  lot  of  cream  colors  and  wooden  furniture,  curio  cabinets filled with framed photographs of Darla and friends, knick-knacks. If Elaine had been told that the home belonged to the current head of the local PTA, it would not have seemed out of place. 

"I  know  what  you're  thinking,  where's  the  dungeon?"  Darla laughed, taking a seat on a comfortable-looking couch while Jeffrey settled on his knees at her feet. 

"I guess I was expecting something more Gothic." 

"Some  people  prefer  to  live  the  lifestyle  right  down  to  the bedsheets, but I tend to be more relaxed with that sort of thing." She had a casual tone, but her voice was dusky and seductive. With her voluptuous  figure  and  commanding,  yet  alluring,  tone,  Elaine understood immediately how she could make a living as a domme. 

"I like it. Very Country Living," Elaine laughed, and Darla joined in. 

"I  have  to  admit,  your  message  piqued  my  curiosity.  You  said you have been having feelings toward a young man. Someone you work with?" 

Elaine found no use in hiding anything from the woman, so she answered as honestly as she could. "He's a client, really. He is, by his own admission, a sissy." 

"How  delightful!"  Darla  exclaimed.  "I've  never  kept  one  for myself, but I've done a lot of work with similar clients. I find them to be wonderful. Very sweet and soft." 

"He is. The problem is, I don't have any experience with this type of thing." 

"But you would like some?" 

"I don't know. I think so. I've been... thinking about it." 

"You  mean  it's  been  turning  you  on,  right?"  Darla  laughed,  not waiting for a response. "I get it, believe me. I've had Jeffrey here for almost eight years, now. When he's not on his knees, he works from here, doing some day trading. When we have company, he prefers to  be  at  my  side.  It's  a  complicated  relationship,  no  getting  around that,  but  every  woman  who  feels  the  urge  to  dominate  must  also understand  the  needs  of  her  submissive.  Jeffrey  needs  to  be  kept. 

He's also very erudite and a tremendous cook. You wouldn't think it by  looking  at  him  now,  but  most  of  our  time  together  would  be indistinguishable from any traditional relationship. Except for the butt plug he wears even under his normal clothes." 

Darla gave her submissive a pat on his head and he looked up at her in response, the adoration evident on his face. 

"Come with me. I'll show you where I do my work." 

Darla  lead  them  down  a  set  of  stairs  into  a  finished  basement. 

The  pictures  Elaine  had  seen  on  Darla's  website  came  from  here. 

Where the upstairs was all sunshine and suburban living, this room was darkly furnished with a lot of leather and rubber-padded devices that suggested punishment. In a few cases, Elaine couldn't begin to guess at their use. 

"It's taken years and thousands of dollars to make this work, but from  here  I  can  cater  to  almost  any  submissive  desire.  I  charge  a premium for my services, but I don't want you to mistake that for the more lewd sex work. I almost never expose myself to a client, unless it's  part  of  their  kink,  and  the  only  submissive  I've  engaged  in  sex with is Jeffrey. And I do that because he is mine and mine alone." 

"How did you know he was the one?" 

Darla ran her fingers over Jeffrey's back as he sat beside her on his hands and knees. 

"You just know. Things click. The mistake most people make is in  thinking  that  a  BDSM  relationship  is  different  from  any  other relationship. It's just more fun. Come on, let me show you how this works." 



Mark was noticeably more soft-spoken during the session. It felt like  he  was  shrinking  before  her  eyes,  despite  his  already  slender build and demure manner. She had him relaxed quickly, and eased him  out  of  his  pants  with  his  help  so  that  he  reclined  with  his  legs bare  and  his  only  clothing  below  the  waist  a  pair  of  pink  satin panties, white lace decorating the edges. 

Elaine  had  done  a  bit  of  dressing  up  on  her  own.  She  was wearing  calf-length  leather  boots  and  fishnets,  a  black  dress  that showed off her curves and highlighted her chest. With her hair pulled back, she was close to the dominatrix look she had seen on so many others. 

After  the  experience  with  Darla,  Elaine  felt  a  renewed confidence  and  an  accompanying  sense  that  what  she  was  doing was not a challenge to her ethics. She would have to dismiss him as a client, no question of that, but she wanted him, and she believed he wanted her as well. There was only one way to prove it to both of them. 

She sat beside him as he rested in the chair, one hand stroking the fine hair of his leg. 

"I  want  you  to  fall  even  deeper  for  me,  Mark,  into  the  deepest trance you've experienced so far. Do you trust me, Mark?" 

"Yes,  Doctor,"  he  replied.  His  eyes  were  closed,  but  he  was smiling at her words and the gentle caress of her hand on his bare leg. 

"Very  good,  Mark.  I  want  you  to  tell  me  about  your  fantasies.  I want to know what you wish most in all the world." 

"To be pretty," he said. 

"Tell me what that means to you." 

He frowned an instant, as if trying to find the words to describe the  unnamable  and  hidden  desires  that  had  been  his  alone  before Elaine coaxed them to the surface. 

"I want to dress as a girl. To be treated like a girl by a woman. To be her special sissy." 

It was almost more than Elaine could have hoped. 

"Is there a woman you think about, when you dream about these moments?" 

He paused, open-mouthed. 

"Go on, Mark. You are safe and warm. There is no one to judge you here." 

"It's you, Doctor," he confessed, and even in his relaxing state of hypnosis, his cheeks burned red. 

Elaine felt a similar flush, but not borne of embarrassment. She felt the sexual thrill of his admission, and knew in that moment she would have him. Darla had said she would know when she found the right submissive for her, and who would have imagined it would be a young  man,  come  to  see  her  to  cure  himself  of  a  vice,  only  to  find himself ensnared by another? 

She  brought  him  up  from  there,  after  he'd  dressed  again.  This time, she gave no direction for him to hide his memories. In fact, she gave him the memories of all his sessions with her. 

He  looked  nervous,  his  hands  wringing  as  he  looked  at  his therapist and realized where she had led him. Still, he made no sign to leave. 

"Mark, you understand I can no longer serve as your therapist." 

"Doctor, I-" 

"What  we've  done  together  these  past  few  weeks,  it  can't  be done." 

"I would never say anything, Doctor! I lo-" He cut himself off. "I respect  you.  All  you  did  was  make  me  more  comfortable  with  the things  I  was  already  feeling.  You  didn't  take  advantage  of  me  or anything." 

"When  I  say  that  we  need  to  sever  ties,  I  only  mean professionally. I would like you to come to my home tomorrow night, if you're free." 

This was it. Elaine felt as if she was standing on the precipice of something  significant.  She  was  twisted  in  knots,  on  the  one  hand terrified  that  what  she  was  doing  was  somehow  immoral,  on  the other  that  she  was  so  close  to  a  deep  need  she  had  only  just uncovered. 

"I would love to, Dr. Kendall." 



The  empty  boxes  were  stacked  against  the  dining  room  wall. 

She  would  have  them  removed  eventually,  but  she  had  been  too excited to savor their contents to do the housecleaning properly. She had a feeling that Mark would not mind. 

The knock came at 7:59, one minute prior to her ordered arrival time. She wondered if he had waited outside, anxiously checking his watch for the time to tick by. 

"Good evening, Doctor," Mark said, standing on the stone porch, his  hands  behind  his  back.  With  his  sweater  and  jeans,  he  looked like a graduate student preparing for a study date, or some dalliance with a coed from school. 

"When  you  are  here,  Mark,  I  would  prefer  you  address  me  as Mistress or Mistress Elaine. Understand?" 

"Yes, Mistress Elaine." 

Again,  that  thrill.  So  many  years  she  spent  in  one  failed relationship after another, and only now did she understood some of the root cause. She had always played the role of the woman in the relationship,  not  that  her  gender  was  specifically  the  issue.  The problem  came  from  the  fact  that,  as  a  woman,  she  had  been relegated  to  the  supporting  role  in  her  dating  life.  She  understood that she was not destined to be anyone's second, or anyone's equal. 

"Well, don't stand on the porch, come inside." 

She  locked  the  door  behind  them  and  stood  before  Mark.  She was naturally taller by an inch or two, but with her body adorned by the  some  of  the  new  items  she'd  purchased,  she  extended  her height by another three inches. At a different time, Elaine might have felt  ridiculous.  But  in  this  moment,  her  legs  encased  in  thigh  high leather  boots,  her  waist  cinched  by  a  buckled  leather  corset,  her breasts lifted by the black lace basque, her sex likewise covered by underwear  of  the  same  design...  she  felt  powerful,  and  the  look  of lust on Mark's face said he felt the confidence radiating from her. 

"Take off your pants, Mark." 

"Yes, Mistress Elaine," he replied. There was little hesitation as he exposed himself and the light blue panties he wore. 

"Your shirt." 

Again, he complied. She had him strip until all he wore were the panties,  and  then  circled  him,  studying  him.  His  skin  was  nearly flawless, though his legs and chest were sparsely covered by curly hair.  His  shaggy  red  hair  was  loose  and  gave  him  an  especially girlish appearance now that he was nearly nude. 

"The  bathroom  is  the  first  door  on  the  left.  I  want  you  to  run  a warm bath for yourself. Have you ever shaved your legs?" 

"Yes, Mistress," he said with a twinge of shame in his voice. 

"That is very, very good, Mark. I want you to do that. Also, there is  a  depilatory  cream  on  the  edge  of  the  tub.  You  will  use  that  on your arms and chest. I prefer you use your razor on..." She thought of  one  of  the  words  she'd  seen  used  on  the  websites  she  visited. 

"Use the razor on the hair around your sissyclit." Understand?" 

"Yes, Mistress Elaine." 

"Off you go, then." 

Elaine  stole  away  to  the  bedroom  she'd  prepared,  a  room  that had  served  as  a  little-used  office  and  guest  room.  Along  with  her new  outfit,  she  had  ordered  new  bedsheets  and  a  fluffy  pink comforter, immediately casting the room into a different hue. 

It was spectacularly feminine, now, and Elaine opened the closet door  to  reveal  a  litany  of  feminine  clothes.  Some,  admittedly,  had been taken from her own wardrobe, clothes she felt were too girly for her  now  that  she  was,  technically,  middle-aged,  but  others

purchased specifically for Mark. These items were almost uniformly pink, and she perused them with an eye toward his slim frame. 

She settled on a dress with puffy sleeves and a wide flare at the hips,  coupled  with  a  white  lace  bra  and  panties  and  garters  to suspend  white  stockings  decorated  by  pink  hearts.  She  had purchased a pair of pink patent heels, too, and the straps at the top of  the  heels  boasted  small  locks  she  could  use  to  secure  them  to Mark's feet. 

On a vanity sat a Styrofoam head which was topped by a blonde wig, the hair long and curly. Beside this was a sea of nail polishes, blushes, eyeliner pencils, lipsticks... everything she could think of to make  her  new  sissy  feel  at  home.  She  wondered  if  she  were  not giving  him  too  much,  but  she  did  not  want  to  be  cruel  for  its  own sake.  She  had  feelings  for  Mark,  or,  at  least,  feelings  inspired  by Mark. 

The water had turned off and she could hear Mark humming to himself  as  he  rid  his  body  of  its  hair.  As  he  did  so,  Elaine  listened outside  the  door,  enjoying  a  combination  of  arousal  and  more affectionate warmth. His own happiness could be heard in his voice. 

When she rapped on the closed bathroom door, she heard a splash as he straightened in the tub. 

"Do you need anything?" she asked. 

"No, Mistress Elaine. Just finishing up." 

"Don't rush, honey. I want you to be thorough." 

"Yes, Mistress," he replied, and she could hear the smile in his voice. 

"There's  lotion  on  the  counter.  Don't  forget  to  apply  it  after  you dry off. We want your skin nice and smooth." 

While  her  guest  completed  his  assignment,  Elaine  poured herself  a  glass  of  Bordeaux  she'd  been  saving  for  a  special occasion, and what could be more special than her first submissive? 

Especially  one  she  knew  would  be  pretty  for  her?  She  tasted  the earthy undertones of the wine and let it rest on her tongue. For an instant, she felt wholly unlike herself, and then she realized she was only  discovering  these  closed  rooms  of  her  interior  life  that  were

opening  wide  to  her.  She  was,  perhaps  for  the  first  time,  truly pleased with herself. 

When the water drained from the tub, she left her glass on the kitchen counter and took a post by the bathroom door. Mark was still humming, and she, too, found herself grinning at his happiness. She waited until the door opened, registering the look of surprise on his face  as  Mark  started,  seeing  the  tall,  dark-haired  woman  standing suddenly before him with her hands on her hips. 

He had covered himself with the towel, and Elaine noted that he had done so by tying it against his chest, like a girl would do when she wanted to hide her breasts. 

"Remove the towel, please." 

Mark  did  so  slowly,  at  first  tentative,  and  then  folded  the  towel lengthwise  and  placed  it  on  the  kitchen  counter.  With  his  hair removed, his skin looked even paler, and his hands demurely folded over his genitals. 

"Hands to your sides," Elaine instructed. 

He was truly hairless, now. Elaine had an immediate fantasy of taking  him  in  for  laser  hair  removal,  ensuring  her  would  be  smooth and  soft  forever.  That  would  have  to  wait,  and  her  excitement  at seeing his nude body had to be stifled. She had a role to play, and even  Elaine  would  have  to  restrain  herself  to  bring  about  the  most pleasure for both of them. 

"Very good, Mark. You are lovely. I've set aside a place for you in the back bedroom. On the bed, you'll find clothes for you. I'll admit I guessed  at  the  sizes,  but  I  think  we  can  adjust  as  needed.  Get dressed, but no more. Call for me when you're finished." 

"Yes,  Mistress  Elaine."  He  started  toward  the  open  door  at  the end  of  the  hall,  then  paused,  turning  back  to  the  taller  woman. 

"Thank you, Mistress Elaine." 

She  almost  cried  with  joy.  Keeping  her  emotions  in  check,  she nodded  and  said  quietly,  "You  are  very  welcome,  Mark.  Now  get dressed before I have to punish you for disobedience." 

He  smiled  at  her  and  scampered  to  the  bedroom,  nude  and gloriously hairless. 

Elaine  had  to  keep  her  hands  away  from  her  pussy  and  its slickening heat. Once he had dressed, she wasn't sure how long she would be able to keep herself in check. She returned to her glass of wine, finished it, and poured another. She had no intention of getting drunk, but the buzz of her newfound dominance coupled with a bit of wine made her feel sexual and gorgeous. 

It took Mark close to half an hour to dress completely, but when he called for her, standing in the doorway like a perfect pink doll, her heart  swelled.  In  his  dress  and  stockings,  he  looked  beautiful.  His hands  tugged  at  the  lower  hem  of  the  dress,  which  was  just  short enough  to  show  the  tops  of  his  stockings  and  the  garters  that  held them up. 

"No  fidgeting,"  she  said,  but  her  voice  was  warm  and encouraging. 

He flattened his arms at his side and backed up a step, moving unsteadily on his heels. Elaine circled him, evaluating him. His waist was too thick, but she had already been eying waist trainers online that  would  emulate  a  more  shapely  figure.  His  face  was  plain,  yet soft.  His  damp  hair  hung  over  his  shoulders  and  Elaine  pulled  it back, gathering it behind his head. Not enough for a ponytail, or one that would imply the femininity she desired, so she released it. 

"Not quite long enough, is it?" 

"I'm sorry," Mark said, the quaver in his voice reinforcing that he really  was  sorry  to  have  disappointed  the  woman  standing  behind him. 

"Don't worry, Mark. It will grow. And, in the meantime, I think we have a solution." 

She  fitted  him  with  the  wig  cap  she  purchased  along  with  the wig,  pinning  it  with  novice  hands.  He  stood  very  still  as  Elaine slipped  the  wig  over  his  head,  tugging  and  adjusting  until  it  sat properly  on  his  head,  then  pinned  it  to  the  cap  beneath.  She  used her  fingers  to  brush  out  a  tangle  and  then  spun  Mark  toward  her, adjusting the bangs. 

"There. Now you look very pretty. How do you feel?" 

Elaine turned his shoulders, angling him toward the mirror atop the vanity. 

"I feel... wonderful, Mistress Elaine." 

Elaine  felt  her  heart  sing  when  she  saw  the  tear  roll  down  his cheek,  but  the  smile  told  her  these  were  not  tears  of  shame  or humiliation.  He  was  living  some  dream  of  his,  just  as  she  was blossoming herself. She hugged him from behind, her arms wrapped around his chest as she squeezed. 

"I few final touches. Sit." 

Mark sat before the vanity and its litany of beauty products. 

"I want you to watch me in the mirror. And when you have free time,  I'll  want  you  to  practice  so  you  can  do  this  yourself. 

Understand?" 

"Yes, Mistress Elaine," Mark replied through his smile. 

She  carefully  applied  his  makeup,  instructing  as  she  went, directing his future efforts with explanations of contours and the best way to use an eyebrow pencil. She plucked his brows to thin them, ensuring  that,  even  in  his  "boy"  clothes,  his  face  would  always suggest  femininity.  When  she  finished,  she  took  a  step  back, admiring her work. 

He  wasn't  entirely  passable,  but  a  quick  glance  would  not  give him away. With his already delicate features and slim build, he would be  able  to  get  away  with  a  feminine  appearance  better  than  most. 

Perhaps  it  was  the  hint  of  masculinity  that  still  clung  to  Mark  that excited her most. Yes, he was very girly, but not entirely. It was this dichotomy  that  made  Elaine  weak  and  aroused.  She  felt  his  need, too,  in  the  shivers  that  coursed  through  him  at  her  most  casual touch. 

She  bent,  squatting  beside  him,  taking  the  straps  of  his  pink heels in hand and wrapping them again around his ankle. 

"I  want  you  locked,  my  sweet  sissy.  I  don't  much  care  for  the idea of you out of these heels until I decide otherwise." 

She snapped the tiny padlock closed on one heel and then the other. The locks could be easily removed, but their symbolic nature was part of the thrill. Bent at her knees, Elaine abruptly lifted the skirt of Mark's dress, unsurprised to see the erection within his panties. 

"Your sissyclit is very hard, Mark. I don't care for that, either. A good sissy is soft and sweet, not hard and aggressive like a boy." 

She  placed  her  hand  on  the  swell  of  his  cock,  pressing  just enough to make him gasp and for his member to spasm under her hand.  She  was  afraid  he  would  cum  right  away,  but  he  maintained some semblance of composure. 

"I'm  sorry,  Mistress.  I  can't  help  it.  When  I  get  excited,  it  does what it wants." 

"Not anymore. Now it does what I want, doesn't it?" 

"Yes, Mistress Elaine," he replied quickly. 

"Let's do something about this." 

Elaine's  hand  tugged  down  his  panties,  releasing  his  stiff  flesh and  eliciting  a  sigh  from  her  sissy.  Her  fingers  wrapped  around  his cock  and  she  gave  him  a  firm  squeeze.  She  could  feel  the  blood pumping  through  it,  the  veiny  ridges  of  his  length,  the  whole-body shiver that accompanied his growing arousal. 

"Tell me when you are going to cum, honey," she said, her own voice quick and panting. 

He nodded, unable to speak clearly. Her hand was stroking him fully  now,  slow  and  teasing.  She  had  given  handjobs  before,  no prude  was  she,  but  now  she  was  exercising  restraint  in  her movements, using her hand to stoke the flames of his sexual hunger rather than sate it. There was a tension in his member she greeted with an increase in her pace. Mark was squirming, trying desperately to  remain  still,  but  it  was  clear  he  was  approaching  his  orgasm. 

Already, clear and sticky beads of precum were leaking from his tip. 

"Oh, Mistress," he moaned, "I can't hold it much longer." 

"Go on, my sweet sissy. Cum for me." 

He cried out, a behavior Elaine made a note to correct, but she couldn't blame him in the moment. She, too, felt that urge, to moan in bliss and abandon. She felt his seed travel up his cock and spill out,  her  hand  poised  to  collect  it.  It  was  hot  in  her  hand,  and  she stroked  him  until  he  had  deposited  the  last  of  his  semen  into  her palm. It pooled there, sticky and fragrant, and she rose to stand over him again. 

"My sissy will love cum. If you would like to be mine, you know what you have to do to prove it." 

She held her hand out to him, his cum glistening in her palm. 

He  leaned  forward,  tentatively,  as  if  weighing  some  decision, and perhaps he was. Once he had done this, to drink his own cum, there  was  no  returning,  no  un-ringing  of  that  particular  bell.  His tongue extended and he lapped at the cup of her hand, coating his tongue and rising slightly as he swallowed. His eyes brightened, and Elaine wondered if he had expected it to carry some foul taste. As a woman who had engaged in fellatio a time or two herself, she knew it could be tart, but not a terrible taste at all. 

Mark  licked  her  palm  clean,  and  Elaine  felt  another  wave  of attraction and pleasure. He was willingly obeying, degrading himself for her amusement. She had never felt such satisfaction. 

"Very good. You are truly a wonderful sissy. In fact, you are so good, I want to give you a little present." 

"Mistress  Elaine.  You  have  given  me  so  much  already.  I  don't know how I could be any happier." 

She smiled at him and brushed a loose strand of his wig's hair back. "There are lots of things I will give you, my sweet sissy, but I have one special treat for you tonight. Wait here." 

She retrieved a package from her bedroom, a device Elaine had opened  and  closed  a  half  dozen  times  to  gain  some  kind  of proficiency. It was a complicated set of loops and plastic molding, but the thought of Mark wearing it was too delicious. 

"Your sissyclit is an issue. For one thing, it belongs to me now. 

Do you agree?" 

"Yes, Mistress Elaine." 

"As such, I can't have you playing with it, at least not without me. 

Lift your skirt, honey." 

Mark  did,  and  Elaine  once  more  bent  to  his  waist,  sliding  his panties down his smooth thighs until she had full access to his cock and balls. Despite having practiced some, actually applying the cock cage  she  purchased  involved  looping  rings  and  intertwined  hoops, but  after  some  effort  Mark's  member  was  placed  in  a  curved  tube, open  at  the  end  so  he  could  relieve  himself,  but  otherwise  sealed inside  the  plexiglass  containment.  At  the  base  of  his  testicles,  she slipped a sturdier, but still small, padlock through the two sides which formed the cage and snapped it shut. When she heard the click, she

closed  her  eyes.  She  was  alight  with  sensation,  but  she  rose  and held her composure. 

"Pull up your panties, Mark." 

"Yes,  Mistress  Elaine."  He  did  so,  bending  at  his  knees demurely.  He  eased  his  panties  up  his  legs  and  wiggled  a  little  to make them fit snugly against him. Beneath the panties, Elaine could see the rounded bulge of the chastity cage. 

Elaine  moved  from  the  room,  gesturing  absently  for  Mark  to follow. He did, navigating carefully in his heels. She led him into her den and paused, facing him. 

"In  your  pretty  little  outfit,  I  don't  think  Mark  is  a  very  suitable name, do you?" 

"No, Mistress Elaine. It's very boy-like." 

"And you are not much of a boy, are you?" 

"No,  Mistress."  The  denial  of  his  masculinity  made  them  both smile. 

"I think Marilyn is more suitable. While you are in my home, you will be called Marilyn." 

"Yes, Mistress Elaine. It's a pretty name." 

"A pretty name for a pretty sissy. Now, Marilyn, you are my sissy and my servant. My kitchen is a mess. I would like you to clean for me,  and,  when  I'm  satisfied  with  your  work,  you  can  come  back  to me for your reward." 

"Yes, Mistress, right away!" 

She  watched  from  the  doorway,  her  Marilyn  in  his  dress  and heels washing dishes at the sink, interrupting him occasionally when he floundered in finding the home for recently-cleaned plate or glass. 

He  looked  at  ease  in  the  outfit,  his  movements  decidedly  feminine while in his new clothes. They fit well, but she would enjoy taking him out  for  something  custom-fit.  If  clothes  made  the  woman,  his  had given him a girlish flair in his every gesture. She adored it, and him. 

While she observed Mark, Elaine grew more and more excited, her total subjugation of the boy fueling her pussy's hunger. When he finished, Elaine jerked him by the wrist and pulled him back down the hallway. 

"Have  I  done  something  wrong,  Mistress?"  he  asked,  a  hint  of worry in his voice. 

"You have done everything just right. But you're not a true sissy, yet, Marilyn." 

"I'm not?" Again, that quivering worry in his voice that made her heart ache. She understood that he was vulnerable now, and that he was so close to the thing he had most desired that she could easily crush him. Though she had no intention of doing so, the fact that she wielded so much authority over his emotions also made her hornier still. 

"This  is  my  bedroom.  Aside  from  your  cleaning  duties,  you  are not to come in here without me." 

"Yes,  Mistress  Elaine."  That  worry  followed  him  into  Elaine's bedroom. 

She  had  a  wide  master  bedroom  with  an  attached  bath  and  a walk-in  closet  that  was  filled  with  elegant,  business-appropriate clothing. As she slid open the closet door, it all looked absurdly plain to  her  now.  Within,  she  had  placed  the  largest  of  her  new acquisitions,  and  she  slid  it  out,  carving  furrows  in  the  carpet.  It looked somewhat like a weight bench, but angled, and appendages extended  from  the  sides  at  the  lower  end.  It  was  wide,  too,  and Mark-turned-Marilyn  either  recognized  it  or  recognized  its  purpose given the way his eyes widened. 

"There," she said, gesturing to the restraining bench. "We're not going to worry about the cuffs today, unless you squirm. But you're not going to squirm, are you, Marilyn?" 

"No, Mistress, Elaine," he said, but there was a nervousness in his voice that gave Marilyn another forbidden jolt of pleasure. 

"Then take you place." 

He did, bending over the bench so that his torso leaned toward the ground, his bottom lifted. Marilyn tossed the bottom of his dress up to expose his stockinged legs and the soft panties he wore. She slid these down, noting the sight of his caged cock almost obscured from view, but the hint of its presence warmed Marilyn further. She studied  the  pale  roundness  of  his  virgin  ass,  the  slightly  darker pucker that was now exposed to her. Her breath quickened. Marilyn

kept  his  head  down,  and  she  could  see  by  the  rise  and  fall  of  his back that he was excited, too. 

Opening  a  drawer  behind  her,  Elaine  removed  the  last  of  her deliveries.  This,  too,  she  had  practiced  attaching  to  herself,  a harness  that  fit  around  her  pelvis.  The  strap-on  was  not disproportionately-sized,  seven  inches  in  length  and  of  an  average girth.  She  watched  Marilyn  lying  before  her  as  she  secured  and tightened  the  buckles,  running  her  hand  along  the  length  of  the phallus. 

She closed her eyes, remembering another of the phrases she'd learned when exploring her newest interests. She smiled. 

"In time, we will train you to cum from using your boi-pussy. And maybe you'll be a natural, Marilyn." 

"Yes, Mistress," he panted, his painted nails gripping the arms of the bench in preparation. 

Elaine  coated  the  phallus  with  lubricating  gel  until  it  glistened under  the  soft  light  of  the  bedroom  lamps,  then  smeared  the  area around  Marilyn's  tight  asshole.  She  positioned  herself  behind  the feminized submissive and pressed the tip against his hole. 

Marilyn tensed beneath her, which only widened Elaine's smile. 

She  ran  the  tip  of  the  faux  cock  around  his  knot  and  then  again against the closed hole, pressing forward. She watched him open for her, a moan escaping his lips as the strap-on's length eased into the young man, a steady and measured insertion that lasted until Marilyn had taken the full length of it. 

"You like your Mistress filling you up?" Elaine asked. She could feel her own slippery lips between her legs and the flames that licked at  her  nipples  and  in  her  belly.  She  couldn't  recall  any  time  before when she had been so aroused, so in need of satisfaction, but she again delayed her own gratification for this final act of domination. 

"Yes,  Mistress  Elaine,"  Marilyn  cooed.  She  could  see  his muscles working to squeeze the phallus inside him. 

"Good, Marilyn. Such a good sissy," she sighed. 

She rocked, then, beginning the rhythm in and out of her sissy's ass, picking up speed as his discomfort turned to genuine pleasure. 

He  squirmed  beneath  her,  hands  clenching  and  unclenching  as

Marilyn gripped the bench, raising his ass higher to allow Elaine to penetrate  him  to  the  strap-on's  fullest  depth.  Elaine  was  moving faster,  gaining  an  odd  understanding  of  the  male  tendencies  in lovemaking, wanting to go faster and harder. She gave herself over to  the  urge,  taking  her  sissy's  hips  under  hand,  pounding  against him, the wet sound of the lubricated phallus melding with the smack of his bare flesh against her hips. 

He was mewling, and he gasped, "May I cum, Mistress?" 

"If  you  can,  then  do."  Elaine  wondered  if  she  had  found  his prostate, and was massaging it with her thrusts. She found it didn't matter,  only  her  thrusts  and  the  hunger  that  accompanied  it mattered. 

Marilyn called out, high and animal in its echoing bliss. She saw his cock, contained by the cage, straining in its prison, and drops of pearlescent  semen  dripping  from  the  open  tip,  streaking  down  the bench. 

Gripping his wig, she pulled him up, sliding easily out of him, the bouncing strap-on finally released with a wet-sounding plop. 

"Stand  up,"  she  ordered,  and  Marilyn  obeyed.  "Clean  up  that mess," she continued, pointing toward the cum staining the bench. 

"Yes, Mistress," he said eagerly, bending by the bench with his panties  still  pulled  between  his  legs,  greedily  lapping  up  his  own fluids.  She  watched  him  as  he  shamed  himself  further,  unbuckling the strap-on. She would have him clean that, too, but only once she was finished with him for the night, and there was still one thing left to be done. 

The  prior  events  had  all  been  foreplay  for  her,  and  she  could stand it no longer. When Marilyn turned back to her to announce his completion  of  this  latest  task,  Elaine  had  removed  her  panties, exposing  her  nether  lips,  a  thin  strip  of  dark  hair  leading  to  the engorged labia. 

"You've done very well, Marilyn. And as your reward, I want you to lick your Mistress's pussy." 

His  eyes  were  alight  with  happiness.  "Yes,  please,  Mistress Elaine!" 

He  fell  to  his  knees,  wrapping  his  arms  around  her  legs  and nestling his face between her legs. He kissed her inner thighs, softly pressing  his  lips  to  the  tender  flesh  before  kissing  her  pussy, worshipping it with loving caresses of his mouth. 

She  closed  her  eyes,  fingers  wound  into  the  blonde  wig,  and then  his  tongue  was  inside  her,  immediately  greeted  by  her  own natural lubricant. She had been wet and wanting for the entire night, and  now  this  attention  against  her  sex  threatened  to  come  to  its climax  quickly.  She  forced  him  down,  away  from  her  clit  as  his tongue  dove  into  her  vaginal  canal,  collecting  her  fluids  and  their taste  on  his  tongue,  drinking  her  down  as  eagerly  as  he  had consumed his own semen. 

When she felt enough time had passed to allow the orgasm to come,  she  led  his  tongue  back  to  her  swollen  button,  and  Elaine found  him  skilled  at  licking  her  nub  with  gentleness  and  passion  in equal  measure.  She  was  grinding  her  hips  against  his  face, smearing  her  scent  over  him  as  his  tongue  swirled  around  her  clit and pressed and massaged until she was shuddering. She held him fast and, for the first time in her sexual history, exploded with a squirt of  juices,  covering  Marilyn's  face  and  spilling  into  his  mouth.  This, too, he drank, until Elaine pushed him away, her cheeks flushed with satisfaction. 

"Thank you, Mistress," Marilyn said beneath her, his wet cheek rubbing against her leg, his arms hugging her legs tight. 



He spent the weekend, and Elaine enjoyed him there. He slept in the guest room when the day's activities were concluded, bathing each  morning  to  shave  and  dress  for  Elaine.  When  they  were  not sleeping, Marilyn cleaned the house and disposed of the boxes lined against  the  dining  room  wall.  Elaine  busied  herself  with  online shopping to fill out some of her new predilections in wardrobe, items that would display the power she now felt. 

When their idle duties and interests did not occupy them, Elaine delighted  in  exploring  more  of  Marilyn's  body,  encouraging  him  to more and more heights of abandon. She came more frequently and with more power than she had experienced in all her years prior. 

On  Sunday  evening,  she  sat  Marilyn  on  her  chair  in  the  den, taking a seat opposite him. She was wearing only her black bra and panties,  having  recently  had  Marilyn  settled  between  her  legs,  and her  body  was  bright  with  the  flush  of  her  latest  climax  and  a  well-earned thin sheen of sweat. 

"I want you to relax, Marilyn," she began, guiding her submissive once more into trance. 

When  she  was  satisfied  he  was  deeply  under,  she  stroked  the hair of his wig. 

"Are you happy, Marilyn?" she asked. 

"Yes, Mistress Elaine. More than I've ever been." 

"And you like being with me? Being my Marilyn?" 

"Oh,  yes,  Mistress  Elaine."  He  was  grinning,  beautiful  with  his makeup still smeared from the cunnilingus of moments before. 

"Then  I  want  you  to  feel  free  to  be  only  Marilyn  when  you  are here. No more Mark, only Marilyn when you are in my presence. You will not remember anything but Marilyn and your service to me when you are with me. Would you like that, Marilyn?" 

"Yes,  Mistress  Elaine."  It  was  an  eager,  nearly  gasping response. 

"When  I  wake  you,  you  will  remember  only  our  time  together, and feel safe and secure that your Mistress will always care for you. 

Do you understand?" 

Elated, he replied, "Yes, Mistress Elaine." 

Elaine  sighed  happily.  She  would  wake  him  soon,  but,  in  this moment, she savored her control over him, body and mind. 



Darla opened the door for them, Jeffrey on his hands and knees at her side. 

"Elaine! It's so good to see you!" 

"You,  too,"  Elaine  beamed.  "You  remember  me  talking  about Marilyn? This is her." 

She  presented  Marilyn  to  Darla,  who  squealed  and  gave  the sissy a tight squeeze, her leash on Jeffrey pulling taut. "I have heard so much about you! Please, come in!" 

Inside, Darla ordered Jeffrey to give Marilyn a tour of the house, something no longer necessary for Elaine. She spent many hours in Darla's  home,  talking  and  questioning.  Darla  had  been  an  informal advisor and had become a close friend, as well. 

She  had  been  there  when  Elaine  first  invited  Marilyn  to  come live with her, making their arrangement more permanent. The money from  Elaine's  practice  supported  both  of  them  comfortably,  but  her time with her sissy had provided Elaine with a discontentment in her day-to-day life. 

With every day that passed, the side of her uncovered by Mark's idle  admission  during  their  first  meeting  grew,  until  she  could  no longer focus on her typical activities. 

Darla  gave  her  some  pointers,  and  she  was  soon  sharing sessions with Darla as the pair had played dominants to a variety of customers. Darla explained how to coax the true desires from their clients,  and  Elaine  was  already  building  a  roster  of  her  own,  who preferred  her  own  methods  of  teasing  domination  to  Darla's.  She would,  Elaine  thought,  have  a  dungeon  of  her  own,  but  Darla's graciousness knew no bounds, and she was using Darla's home in the meantime. 

"She looks gorgeous," Darla said as she lifted a cup of tea from a tray brought to them by Jeffrey and Marilyn, who both had gone on to tour some of the features of the basement. 

"Thank you. I adore her." 

"That much is clear. And the business?" 

"Officially  closed.  I  am  now  a  professional  dominatrix,"  Elaine laughed. 

"You're a natural. I was wondering, though..." 

"Yes?" Elaine took a sip of her own. The tea was quite good. 

"I have a friend who has a client with a smoking problem. I told her  about  you.  Any  chance  you  might  perform  your  old  work  one more time?" 

"Of course. Tell her to call." 

Darla  nodded.  "She  would  also  like  to  have  him  embrace  his feminine  side  a  little  more.  Maybe  you  could  kill  two  birds  with  that hypnotic stone of yours?" 

Elaine grinned, feeling the now-commonplace heat between her legs.  The  thought  of  inducting  a  new  sissy  thrilled  her.  "Trust  me when I say this – it would be my pleasure." 
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