

I’m Your Sissy

The drive back home from college was a long one and not a drive that I looked forward to at all. Hours of empty roads until finally returning to the city where it’s hours of traffic. At the very least I had the excitement of returning home and putting the stress of another semester behind me, to look forward too. Unfortunately, as I was leaving the stress of university behind me, I was unknowingly arriving at a host of new stress, something I could have never foreseen.

I pulled up into the empty driveway. Which at first didn’t raise any suspicion, perhaps no one was home yet. Maybe my father and stepmother went out for the day. Nothing to concern myself with. That was, until, my stepmother walked out of the house. A look of displeasure written all over her face. The look itself sent shivers of worry down my spine, I couldn’t quite place why, but the moment I laid eyes on her my heart began to race, something was up.

And my heart continued to race as she waited for me to exit the car. And not race in a good way. Not in the way it did when I first laid eyes on her before she married my father and became my stepmother. How do I put this… Lisa was by all means a MILF. I couldn’t deny it, and my friends certainly wouldn’t let me forget it. And even now Lisa had no problem showing off that insatiable MILF sexuality of hers. She wore a low cut blouse, her cleavage perfectly on display for all to see, her tits impressive in size. And below that she wore skin-tight black leggings, hugging each one of her mouth-watering curves. Her thick ass jiggled so nicely with each step as her heels clicked along the driveway. Fuck, did the sight of her make my cock throb with desire and want. Unfortunately, this fearful feeling that something was amiss took precedence over the otherwise intoxicating sight of her seductive beauty.

“There’s no easy way to say this,” said Lisa, her arms crossed underneath her bust, pushing her tits up.

I swallowed, waiting for the bad news, “Then just say it.” The not knowing was far worse, my mind coming up with a thousand terrible possibilities of what it could be, each one more devastating than the last.

“Your father left,” she said, very matter of fact.

“What?” I asked, not sure I heard her correctly.

“He left, wants nothing to do with me… and I’m guessing since he didn’t tell you…” she didn’t need to finish that sentence, hell I didn’t want her to. Hearing it would have been far too painful.

“You’re kidding me,” I said, knowing full well she wasn’t. Lisa simply shook her head, not saying another word.

It goes without saying that life between the two of us became rather awkward. I had no idea where I stood with her. We weren’t family… never really were. I felt like a stranger in my own home, and I believe Lisa felt the same way, or so I thought. We mostly just kept to ourselves, I stayed in my room while Lisa had the run of the house. This place just didn’t feel like home anymore.

As time went on, things grew increasingly strange and surreal. Though I remained in my room as much as I could, I couldn’t stay holed up in there forever. As such, when I would wake up in the morning and go downstairs for breakfast I would see Lisa, wearing nothing but the lingerie she fell asleep in the night before, along with a sheer robe draped over her tight body. The robe didn’t hide much, the fabric quite see-through. The sight of her perfect ass shaking as she whipped up breakfast for herself sent the blood rushing straight to my cock. Every time sending me rushing back to my room to take care of this ache caused by her delectable ass and tits put on display.

I couldn’t help but wonder if this was some power move, a way for her to claim what she felt was hers. That’s how I saw it anyway. Her way of telling me this was her house now and I was just a guest here. Surely she knew the power that sexy body of hers had over men, over me. At least I was safe inside my room. Right?

That morning, after catching a glimpse of Lisa bending over, her round ass just begging to be played with, I quickly went back to my room, my cock throbbing for more. So I did what any man in my situation would do to satisfy this urge. I sat myself down in front of my computer, searching for porn, for a woman who reminded me of Lisa. But as I stroked myself, the entire time I would think of her, think of that body, of the tight lace she would wear. No matter how hard I would try, I just couldn’t finish myself off. In the end, the woman on my screen wasn’t what I wanted, what I wanted was Lisa.

Frustrated, I gave up, knowing the release was not going to come for me. I heard the front door slam shut, Lisa’s car starting up. I raced to my window, peering out, watching as she backed out of the driveway. Finally, I was alone, I could freely do what I wanted. But I had to be fast about it, make the most of this moment before she came back home.

I couldn’t help myself, the urge to cum ate away at me, I had to find release by any means necessary and I knew only Lisa could bring me that release. I snuck into her room, taking a deep inhale, the air floral, her scent lingering behind. The image of Lisa in those panties burned in my mind. I rummaged through her drawers looking for them, looking for what made me so hard with desire.

I spotted those white lace panties, the ones that made my cock stand at attention day in and day out, resting on the edge of her laundry basket. I quickly snatched them up, so soft and delicate in my hands. I clutched them to my face, deeply inhaling the scent of her sex.

“Fuck yes,” I sighed, cock twitching, precum dripping down my shaft at the thought of touching something that held so tightly to Lisa.

Before I knew it I was laying on her bed, removing my trousers and boxers, my cock standing hard and erect. I couldn’t help but think this is what Lisa wanted, all those days torturing me, walking around in skimpy outfits, in nothing but lingerie. I just couldn’t contain myself anymore, I didn’t want to contain myself anymore, I wanted Lisa so fucking bad. Such a sensual mature woman, so strong and put together. While I was lost and confused about everything, Lisa remained strong, doing what she needed to do each and every day. Not letting my father’s absence get to her for even a second. If only I could be like that, if only I could be as confident as she was.

And these panties of hers that I now had wrapped around my cock would be the closest I’d ever get to have what she had. And I wanted what she had so badly. How did she do it, this woman, so strong, so in control at every moment. If only...

I slid her panties up and down the length of my cock, my toes curling as I imagined Lisa grinding that ass of hers along my shaft, making me shudder with pleasure. I stroked myself harder and harder, picturing Lisa all the while. And then I heard Lisa’s car pulling up in the driveway, my heart skipping a beat. But I didn’t want to stop, I needed that release and I was so close to it now.

I had to be quick, I could do this. I jerked myself faster and faster, those soft panties pleasing my pulsating cock.

“Fuck, I’m gonna…” Cum erupted out of my cock, raining back down on my chest, soaking into her panties. “Oh, shit.” I didn’t think this through at all. I should have finished in tissues, anything other than this. It was too late now, the door opening, her keys jingling in her hands as she entered. I tossed her panties back into the basket, burying them underneath the rest of her clothes. I slipped my boxers and pants back on, rushing back to my room. Praying all the while that I make it back without her noticing.

I shut my door behind me, hopping on top of my bed, trying to settle myself, nervous energy running throughout my mind and body. But I was safe, for now. Still, I was too afraid to leave my room, to worried that she would find out just by looking at me. So I remained hidden in my room, my cum still sticking to my chest, not wanting to risk heading into the bathroom to get cleaned off.

So I waited well into the night, until I was sure that Lisa was fast asleep until finally leaving my room and heading into the shower. Hours had passed and nothing changed. Nothing to make me believe that Lisa knew a thing about what I had done.

The next morning I woke up and went downstairs for some breakfast, as per usual. When I saw something, that even for Lisa, was anything but usual. This morning she decided to nix the lingerie all together. That’s right, as I entered the kitchen, there she was. Face in the fridge, ass pressed out, her pussy lips peeking out from behind. Utterly speechless, I remained frozen in my tracks. Lisa shut the fridge and faced me. Her perfect MILF tits fully exposed, those tits that I spent hours picturing in my head, finally in full view, nothing left to imagine. But I couldn’t enjoy it, how could I? This whole situation was otherworldly, didn’t make a bit of sense, I was far too afraid and nervous to do anything but stare, mouth hanging opening.

“What’s the matter?” Asked Lisa, taking slow calculated steps towards me, “Shocked?”

I somehow managed to nod my head, but not a word, not a sound, escaped my lips.

“Well you shouldn’t be. What did you expect? Somebody decided to get their nasty cum on my favorite panties… what choice did I have,” Lisa traced her finger across one of my shoulders to the other, “Hmm?”

“I… I…” No matter how hard I tried I couldn’t get the words out. On top of that, I had never been so hard in my life, all the blood rushing to my cock, leaving my brain, and leaving me helpless.

“Deserve to punish… that’s what you were going to say, right?” Lisa, clutched my shirt pulling me in, bringing my face inches away from hers, waiting for me to respond. That look of sexy aggression, I wanted to melt into a puddle down by her feet. This mix of emotions, of lust, fear, anxiety, desire… she made my head spin.

“Well?” Lisa tapped her foot against the kitchen tile, impatiently waiting for me to respond. But what could I say, she had all the power and she knew it, a single misspoken word and I feared she would kick me out of this house.

“Y- yes,” I stammered, agreeing with her.

Lisa took pause, looking me up and down, inspecting every inch of my body. I couldn’t begin to guess what was going through her head, didn’t even want to.

“But how to punish you,” Lisa licked her plump lips, “that’s the question.” What felt like an eternity passed me by as I awaited her judgment, but what was probably closer to two minutes.

“Get undressed,” demanded Lisa.

“What?” I asked, completely shocked by what she had commanded of me.

“You heard me, get undressed… right now,” Lisa did not budge, didn’t flinch, waiting for me to do as I was told.

“You’re serious?”

“Excuse me? Do I look like I’m joking? This is what you wanted, isn’t it? You had no problems getting naked when you were jerking yourself off into my panties, I’m sure. Now get undressed, let me see the culprit.”

Too nervous to disobey I lowered my pants followed by my boxers, my hard cock springing out.

Lisa let out a soft chuckle, “That’s all you got,” she said pointing to my cock, “No wonder you have to sneak around stealing panties, no self-respecting woman would want anything to do with something that small. Am I right?” Lisa glared at me.

“Y- yes,” my heart pounded in my chest, my cock twitching, just knowing this seductive beauty was looking at it, a bit of precum leaked out of the tip and down my shaft.

“Oh my gosh, is that precum?” Lisa gave my cock a painful flick, “absolutely pathetic.”

I cupped my hands over my crotch, trying to block her prying hands out.

“Don’t,” Lisa pulled at my wrist, uncovering my cock, “you have nothing left to hide.”

But I couldn’t help it, I felt so embarrassed around her. She was right, why would a woman like her care for a guy with a cock like mine.

Lisa momentarily left me alone in the kitchen, commanding me to remain still, not to move a muscle. I could make a run for it, grab my clothes, and go. But where would I go, I needed her, I didn’t have a job, couldn’t afford a place. Didn’t have any friends I could stay with. I needed her, but to her, I was just a laughable plaything.

Lisa returned, holding out a pair of pink silk panties. “Here,” she tossed the underwear at my face. “If you want to hide it so badly, you might as well wear these, that’s what you like isn’t it? A woman’s panties? Or is it just mine you like?”

“Go on, smell them first. I know you want to,” Lisa watched as I pressed her panties to my face, taking a big whiff. “Mmm, like that? I slept in them last night.”

The buttermilk scent of her pussy lingered on the sheer fabric, making my cock jump with excitement and want.

“Well put them on,” said Lisa

I slid the panties on, one leg at a time, letting the waistband snap against me. The fabric is incredibly soft against my skin, my stiff cock forming a tent in the front.

“Much better, that’s what small cocked sissys like you should be wearing, don’t you agree?”

“Yes,” I said.

“Yes, what? What are you? I want to hear you say it?”

“I’m a sissy,” I said, my leg shaking.

“And don’t forget it, now go make me some breakfast.”

Was this really what I was going to be resigned to? Was this going to be my life here from now on? Nothing more than Lisa’s sissy servant, doing as she commanded of me.

Lisa took a seat at the kitchen table, watching my every move as I went about the kitchen to prepare a meal for her.

“Well hurry it up,” said Lisa.

“I’m- I’m trying,” I said, waiting for the eggs to fully cook, I knew anything less than perfection and she would not be happy. Even with something as simple as cooking eggs, I had to be overly cautious and make sure I got it perfectly right or I might displease her, and I did not want to find out what would happen if I did.

After a bit of time, and much longer than Lisa was happy with, I plated her food. Eggs, toast, bacon, the best I could come up with on such short notice.

“Here you are,” I said, presenting the meal before her, hoping it would suffice her harsh judgment.

Lisa looked down on the plate, slightly pouting, “I suppose this will do but…” She glanced around the table, looking for something. The way she turned to face me, I knew I had screwed up, but I didn’t know how.

“Ahem,” Lisa cleared her throat.

“Yes?” I asked, standing next to her as a good server would.

“Where is my orange juice?”

“I didn’t know that-”

“You didn't what? Didn’t bother to think that I might get thirsty? Just as useless as your father.”

“I’m sorry, I’ll get your juice right away, I-”

“Turn around,” Lisa demanded.

“Huh?”

“Turn around and bend over.”

I did as asked. Clearly, she was serious about this, and I did not want to risk displeasing her any further.

“Next time you better not forget,” Lisa carefully lifted the edge of the panties, exposing my bare ass before spanking me, and spanking me hard. My soft flesh stinging red, as she gave me three well-placed slaps. Each one made my cock stiffen harder and harder. Precum staining the front of the panties.

“Uggh, you’re getting off on this aren’t you, so sad.”

Of course, I was getting off. Just to have a woman as perfect as her to touch me, it

meant everything to me, was more than I had ever recieved in my life. Even though it was embarrassing and sad and pathetic, I never had a woman touch me, especially not a naked one.

Once finished eating, Lisa had me clean up after her. Serving her in this way did help me feel a bit less guilty about spilling my load into her panties, I knew it was wrong, and I did deserve this. I just only hoped it would be enough to make her happy. Really, I just wanted to make her happy. If I could do that maybe she would see I wasn’t completely useless.

“Well, unlike you, I need to get ready for work. Since somebody around here has to work. And when I return you better still be wearing those panties. I don’t want you changing, you are to stay like this for the rest of the day. I know you have nowhere else to go, so that shouldn’t be a problem. It isn’t a problem, is it?”

“No, it’s not a problem,” I said.

“Good. And one last thing…”

Lisa stood before me, smiling a devious smile. She wanted something, there was no doubt about that. But what she wanted, I couldn’t say. But judging by the look on her face it was something good, at least for her, that is.

“Get down on your knees,” demanded Lisa. And so I did, this must be another punishment, more discipline for what I had done wrong.

“Good, now open your mouth and stick out your tongue,” Lisa spread her legs apart, widening her stance. “Mmhmm, just like that,” Lisa gripped a fistful of my hair and yanked my face between her legs.

Before I could protest or say another word, Lisa sat her pussy on my tongue. Forcefully, Lisa pressed my face against her pussy, grinding herself against my tongue. Her flowing juices filled my mouth as she aggressively rode my face to satisfaction.

“How’s that?” Asked Lisa, tilting my head back and letting me come up for air. “How does that MILF pussy taste?”

“So good,” I licked my lips, savoring the taste of her sweet juices. I went to reach for my throbbing cock, the need to stroke so overwhelming.

“Uh uh,” Lisa slapped my hand away, “no touching, this isn’tabout you, it’s about me. Got it?”

“Ye-” But before I could respond she jerked my face back into her pussy, my tongue darting into that warm wet hole of hers.

“Fuck that’s good,” moaned Lisa, “I guess my little sissy servant is at least good for one thing.” Lisa’s legs shuddered, her thighs pressing against my cheeks.

“Come on faster,” demanded Lisa, “that little cock might not be able to please this pussy, but your tongue might.”

Lisa’s clit swelled as I flicked my tongue across it, my jaw hurting as I kept my mouth wide open for her, letting her use me for her own satisfaction. So badly did I want to touch myself, play with my cock. More and more precum leaked out, but it wasn’t enough, I wanted to explode. But Lisa wouldn’t let me, licking her pussy for her was torture, knowing she would never let me have my release.

“Hurry the fuck up,” said Lisa, “I have work in an hour, can you at least try and not be so useless.”

I didn’t want to fail her, didn’t want to think how she might punish me if I did. I worked ever harder, slapping my tongue all across her wet pussy, sucking her clit into my mouth along with those flowing juices.

Lisa yanked my head back one more time, “come on sissy boy, you want to make me cum don’t you?” Lisa forced my head into a nod, “that’s right you do, now get back to work.”

“Fuck yes… fuck yes,” moaned Lisa, her entire body spasming, her juices splashing down my face. “Oh god, yes,” Lisa tossed me to the side, finished using me up. But I was happy to serve her, happy to have gotten so close to that pussy. I knew she wouldn’t let me inside of it, I wasn’t good enough, but to at least get to taste it, it was more than I ever dreamed of.

“Now I’ve got to get to work, but don’t think that means you get to finish,” said Lisa, grabbing my wrist. “No touching unless I say so, got it?” She slapped the back of my hand.

“Y- yes, I understand.”

“Good, if you obey me then maybe I’ll let you cum tonight, but only if you behave yourself. That means no going through my drawers, no touching that pathetic cock… nothing.”

After Lisa left for work the only thing I had to remind myself of her was the pair of panties she forced me to wear. While she was so far away, wearing her panties made me feel at least a little connected to her. And I savored that, savored the torture of not having her around. I was lost without her, I didn’t know what to do with myself. I wanted to jerk off, to finally cum, but I knew Lisa would find out if I did, and then… well I didn’t want to think about the repercussions. So I obeyed her commands, even when she wasn’t around, obeying her was the only thing that kept my life from feeling out of control.

Lisa had become my rock. I had no idea what to do or who I was now that my father had up and left. I was lost. But obeying Lisa, that was something I could do. And she was so well put together even in times of turmoil like these, always the dominant one, always so strong and in charge. I only hoped that she would continue to let me lick that MILF pussy of hers, and maybe some of her confidence might find its way into me. If I behave and do as I’m told, surely Lisa will be kind to me.

The torture of it all continued well into the night as I did nothing but wait for her return. Like a helpless little puppy I waited by the door for her, counting down the minutes, begging she would return, hoping she didn’t decide to leave me too. Hoping that I behaved well enough for her to come back home. And as the minutes ticked away I grew increasingly more nervous that she may never return. That I had failed her, that she finally realized I wasn’t good enough, and that she could have a real man satisfy her. I promised myself, if she returned, I would never let her down, never give her a reason to go, but would remain loyal to her and her pussy. And do whatever she asks.

As her car pulled up into the driveway I couldn’t have been more excited, barely knew what to do with myself. I had no idea what I should say upon her return or how to act. All I could do was pace around the kitchen and wait for her to come in. Wait and wait. But that’s what made Lisa so special, made her the one I wanted to serve. I didn’t have to know what to do, she would tell me, there was nothing to guess at.

Lisa inspected me, looking over my body, but not touching. I was still not worthy of her touch, though I hoped one day I might be.

“I see you behaved yourself, good sissy,” commented Lisa, removing her blazer and draping it over the chair beside her. My mouth began to water at the sight of her cleavage, so low cut, how did she get away with wearing that at work?”

“You like?” Lisa pressed her tits together, giving them a jiggle.

I nodded.

“So did my partner today, he couldn’t stop staring at them. Now that’s a man… maybe I should invite him over to fuck me, what do you think?” The look Lisa gave me told me everything I needed to know about how to respond.

“You deserve a real man,” I said, “one who can really please you.”

“Damn right, I do,” Lisa glanced between my legs, the panties tenting out. “And from what the other women around the office tell me, he has quite the cock, not like you. Hmmm...” Lisa tapped her foot thinking something over. “You want to cum don’t you?”

“So badly,” I said, begging for the chance.

“I think I’ll invite him over.” The thought of Lisa having another man ate away at me, did not make me feel good at all. I knew I wasn’t enough for her, but to have to face it and see it, it was a lot to handle.

“You better stay in your room the entire time though. However…” Lisa pinched at my waistband, stretching it out and then letting it snap back against me. “I’ll let you listen while he fucks me. So you know what real satisfaction sounds like. And I want you jerking that sad little cock when you hear me taking that dick.”

“Does that mean-”

“Yes, you can cum. Spill your load in your sissy panties, you’ve been a good sissy and waited for me, it’s the least I can do… will do.”

I let out a heavy sigh of relief. Finally a chance to cum, to release all this tension that has been built up over the course of the day. I couldn’t stand it any longer and Lisa finally offered me her blessing. At least I can pretend it’s me in the other room with her, pretend I’m the one making her moan, though I know I won’t be, and may never be. But I had hope, Lisa always gave me hope.

‘Well go on, get out of here and go back to your room where you belong,” said Lisa.

“Of course, of course,” I happily made my way to my room, closing the door behind me. I knew Lisa would have no trouble getting this man to come over. What sort of man wouldn’t come running the moment she called. And so lucky was this man, I only wondered if he knew that. Of course he did, he must.

I kept watch over the driveway, peering out behind my blinds. The moment that this other man arrived my cock instantly grew hard, knowing what was in store. As he stepped out of the car I knew he deserved Lisa and I didn’t. He was tall, handsome, well built, everything I was not. And he was about to do everything I wish I could. Still, Lisa allowed me to cum, so gracious of her to allow me to have my release.
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