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CHAPTER ONE

Francis had few friends because not a soul understood the things that made him happy, and because he lived the life of a vanilla man trapped in the dullness of suburbia, he wanted to break free from its suffocating restrains, but he couldn’t. He tried to meet other like himself, but back then, things were very different than the way they were today. He loved to suck cock, and he also loved to have women with severe control issues dominate him the way he wanted to be dominated. It all boiled down to wanting to relive the cruelty that his mother bestowed on him all those many years ago. He fidgeted with his tie whenever his therapist got too close to the issues at hand. Even the therapist was not to be trusted.

As Francis relaxed and lay comfortably on the therapists couch, he was being hypnotized to relive past traumatic events that ultimately led him to the nervous state he allowed himself to fall into. He fidgeted some more, until all he did was stare off into the ceiling that held a large fan as it swished around and around.

“I want you to go back to when you were about ten years old Francis...you said that your mother was the source of some of your issues.”

His face changed a bit, and then a little smile.


“Mom, she made me do things if I didn’t clean the bath room correctly.” He was made to revisit old wounds, and how his mother paraded him before the rest of the family, walking through the house with shit all over his face if he fell by the wayside. Sometimes, even something as small as staining his pants with a fart merited a punishment meant to degrade him further. She was his favorite, or at least that was what she told him.

“What things?”

“Things…”

A half hour later of repeating ‘things’ over and over again like a bad scratch on a vinyl record, the session ended with Dr. Paradise snapping his fingers to ease him onto reality.His body was still a testament to some of the cruelty that he endured. There were multiple cigarette burn marks that dotted his white skin like a vanilla sky with strawberry moons and stars. He admitted that after awhile, after years sometimes, he came to enjoy the punishments that his family introduced him to. His therapist was the replacement to his longtime one who was called Dr. Baal, an old Middle Eastern man who was still very much a product of his environment and who didn’t really like seeing Francis, but it was an extra patient that Medicaid very generously compensated him for each and every time their session was over.

It wasn’t as if all his memories were bad, and like in many things in life, what was once the cause of great pain became more pleasurable. Little did he realize how much help the therapy became since it was his therapist who patiently and over the span of ten years had extracted bits and pieces of his broken childhood, or try to anyway? He was not comfortable with the


weekly visits, but years of therapy had eventually forced him to come face to face with the demons that haunted him all his life. He remained in therapy over six years and sometimes questioned if the six years were just something that a little role playing couldn’t cure at a much cheaper price.

“Remember Francis, you are more than the sum of your past.” The doctor always ended each session with a similar pep talk of the importance of every day being a new beginning.

He got into his small Prius and had to wait almost a full hour until the end of his Mistress was done shopping for some makeup, where the vast makeup department would teleport him to a happier time where he would spend hours inside his mother’s bedroom, trying on different shades of lipstick and eye shadow as a finishing touch to her ill-fitting dresses and girly attire.

CHAPTER TWO

He felt comfortable with her as his Mistress, like an old shoe comfortable. She was carefully outlining her perfect full lips with a new shade of vibrant reddish black.“I was just told that today is a new beginning, just like he said every time I visit.” He focused on her shimmering pink lips, zeroing in on the way the light but still bright pink had jarred against her deep chocolate skin.


“I love your lipstick, which shade is that, it’s to die for.”

Jennifer went to the rows of lipstick on her spotless glass counter, opening the compartment that held the older shades kept hidden, taking one tube out.

“It’s not a new shade, but it is a classic, from the 70’s I think.”

“Oh my…I’m breathless, and you carry it so well…let me see.”

After a long pause, admiring the way the shade would look on him, he had her wrap it up as if for a present as a precaution,  just in case someone from his job would happen to encounter him.“What is that shade on your eyes, it’s very becoming…”

“Well, that’s also a 70’s shade also, and it’s called Peacock Prince…Everything old is new in the world of beauty…” Reading his mind, she opened the glass case once again.

There was another well-dressed woman looking at the current shades lined up like little soldiers, a potential customer. All the makeup salespeople worked on commission, and Jennifer was one of the top salespersons on the floor.

“Thank you for your help Jenn.”

He removed his American Express card from his wallet and took his elegant little paper bag with the distinctive Bergdorf Goodman logo on it. He needed permission to progress onto the rest of the floor on this Mecca of a sissy’s wet dream. Jennifer was not just a top producing salesperson; she was also Mistress to Francis and a herd of others that needed her strict yet gentle guidance.


“You may leave now Sissy Frannie.” She spoke loudly so that the elegant woman made a quick but obvious once over towards him, sizing him up in less than five seconds, trying hard to contain her shock and laughter at the public mockery of the tall and handsome conservatively dressed white male before her. Jennifer walked towards the woman smiling. He was still standing there in spite of her clear instructions to leave.

“Do you need to get the potatoes cleaned out from your ears? What part of leave do you not understand?” Her tone became more insistent. Then she mumbled something to the woman that caused her to laugh out loud. He knew better than to disobey her.

“Don’t forget your pink little dress and matching undies…” She explained to the woman her potential customer that he was her sissy puppet and a disgrace to the male’s sex loud enough for him to hear it. Jennifer had amassed a fair amount of sissy pets working right there at the counter. Many of the men were in fact buying the makeup for themselves not their wives or girlfriend, and as a Dominant Mistress she was able to smell them out with her unique Bloodhound keen sissy smelling nose. The sissy training money was always cash, so they took great care to nurture her sissy pets…upping the ante with each and every assignment? Francis had three hours to travel to a small shop on Eighth Avenue right behind the Port Authority that sold nothing but vintage fifties and sixties clothes and accessories for a cheap price.              

He knew the area well, and most of the working girls would get their six inch fuck me pumps from online stripper catering establishments, but the frilly stuff like pink boas and glittery bras always came from the same shop


he was told to visit. It was his first time and one of the assignments that was far from his comfort zone in the Jersey City Heights upper middle class life where he called home for the last few years.

There were rows and rows of nothing but glimmering pinks evening dresses and another with soft fluffy Angora Wool sweaters in every shade of pink and light shade of sea green and other pastels. Normally he would never think of going into a second hand store such as that, and it wasn’t uncommon for him to use plastic gloves when using restrooms outside his home, but his hands were caressing every pink garment on the dingy racks.

He saw himself one day as a girly girl and the unfortunate snakelike anatomical fact that dangled between his legs would be gone. He wanted to rescue each pink dress in the store. His closet had plenty of space for the elegance of days gone by that would identify him to what he should have been born, a little girl with no cock between her pretty little legs.

“That’ll be eighty nine dollars and twenty five cents.” The proprietor of the store was an effeminate looking Orthodox Jewish man in his fifties. Not a bad haul Francis thought to himself, five dresses and one fluffy Angora sweater with a scattering of white satin flowers for under a hundred dollars.

He went back to his apartment in Jersey, waiting for her call him so he could begin trying on his pink haul. In the meantime, he just stood there in different poses, admiring himself in the tall intricately carved mid-eighteenth century Hallway Mirror. The one outfit that really grabbed his attention was the tight fitting Fuchsia one with a lighter pink Toile skirt, layers upon layers of Toile that stood out like a sore pink thumb.


“You are so beautiful…” he was singing softly to himself. His penis was unsatisfactory; she’d made that clear several lessons ago. He had to pleasure her with a black rubber veiny dildo she named “Trainer” further insinuating what a pathetic excuse he was for a lover.

There was a knock on the door.

“Who is it?” He screamed from the bathtub in a high pitched voice that was almost perfectly girly to his Mistress specifications. Francis quickly grabbed his pink robe and shuffled rapidly towards the door with his pink Bunny Slippers. Peeking out through the peephole he saw it was Jennifer.

“I’m sorry you had to wait Mistress…I was taking a bath…” She walked inside the spacious duplex tastefully decorated in a bright pink and white color scheme unloading her Louis Vuitton duffle bag in the floor.

“Well, let’s see what you got.”

He went to the bedroom carrying some of the dresses for her to approve.

“I also picked up some shoes and jewelry that I hope meets your approval…” and before he could get another word in she took a deep breath spitting a huge lunger in his clean face. She was teaching him in the ways of fully becoming a sissy, but his goal was to eventually dismiss her and become a girly girl in his own right, but there were many lessons he still needed to learn from her.

She stood there examining the treasured dresses from the thrift store that still smelled like a cross between somebody’s attic and faint traces of moth balls.

“Pour me some Cognac you flaming faggot.” She lit a Dunhill cigarette sitting down on the bed, fumbling with the contents of her bag, taking out a huge pair of dressmaker shears that were at least ten inches long. She held them firmly taking them and walked up to him opening and closing them, they sanded really sharp.“Know what these are? You see these, they are my personal favorite…here come over here I want to show you something.” Francis didn’t want to move any closer to her than he had to. He felt uncomfortable.

He walked slowly, wanting to get whatever was going to happen to him over and done with. Taking one edge of the scissor, she dug in onto his leg, taking every inch of hair off. He breathed a sigh of relief.

“Why you look so pale…look like you seen a ghost or something…wait, you think I was going to use these on your tiny little pimple of a cock?” Jennifer laughed as the beads of sweat poured from the top of his head. “If I wanted to cut your cock off, all I would need is a pair of baby sized nail clippers…these baby’s would cut a real man’s cock off, not that pimple of yours.”

She continued her onslaught on the perceived lack of manliness on his part. She was training him her way; a sissy should be seen and not heard. She began taking her work clothes off until only her panties and bra remained. He wanted to be like her look like her and be her.

“Here…take a whiff…this is what a real woman smells like…you would know, except you’re not a real woman are you now?”

He nodded, still in his bathrobe.


“Go put on that pink dress sissy Francis, the one that looks like a tutu, the ridiculous looking one, I wanna take some selfies with you in it.” He did as commanded and rushed towards her, his cock was growing harder the more ruthless her verbal assault. She took out a lipstick from her purse and sloppily smeared it all over his lips. Taking out her IPhone she took photos of him, some smiling, some not. There were some close-ups of this cock; the one she thought was miniscule.

“What are you going to do with them?”

He forgot to call her by her salutation of Mistress, he wasn’t thinking about anything but the proof of his sissiness. She knew exactly where he worked, and this was the first time she’d taken actual photos of him in his sissy attire.

CHAPTER THREE

“I want you to pick out the best photo, and this is important, because today’s assignment is to send one photo of your pink obsessed sissy self and send it to your company manager.” This assignment was in another galaxy away from his comfort zone. He knew that her techniques were different from other Dominant Mistresses. Maybe it was a mistake seeking her out.

“I dunno about that, I’d have to run it by my therapist first, see what he says.”


She smirked, and then came the bombshell.

“If you don’t then I will…you seem to have forgotten one little thing. When I had you fill out that long ass questionnaire, remember? You gave me WILLINGLY your supervisors email address…so; you don’t really have a choice in the matter.”

Sissy Francis was at a crossroads now about what to do. He would have to call her bluff, he was sure that the manager at his Job would not understand.

“Do it then, I don’t care.” He was flushed with anger and rage at this bitch that was throwing his entire persona into turmoil. She saw the tears welling up in his eyes.“Quit acting like such a fucking little crybaby girl…it’s for your own good, you’ll thank me one day.” She was laughing at him, it was clear that he lost both the battle and the war today.

“Let me think…is there something else you can give me…another assignment, his sissy voice breaking as he wiped the tears away.

She sat there and contemplated over the glass of Cognac on the rocks. She thought long and hard, unlike his pimple of a dick.

“Well, it’s either that, or…let’s see…oh yeah, you can have your next driver’s license photo in lipstick and a pink boa.” The she contemplated that it may be years before his next date with the DMV.

“Scratch that…too far in the future.”

“I need to punish you now…give me your laptop…log onto your Facebook account.”


He did as told, and within a few minutes she began uploading the photos, the most incriminating ones that left no doubt as to the secret part of his life that not even his closest friends were aware of.

“I’ll be watching your posts, and I had better not see ANY of the pictures removed, you got that Miss Sissy Thang?” Sissy Francis trusted her judgment, and knew that she had nothing but the best of intentions for him.

“Now take that dress off and lay on the floor I gotta take a dump.” Francis was relieved that she kept this fetish he harbored from the public eye, being a sissy was one thing, but being a shit eating sissy was another thing altogether. He went towards his dainty and immaculate bathroom to retrieve the stainless steel dog bowl he kept beneath the vanity sink.

“Now I want you to watch me, cause las’ night I had a feast, so I know there’s bound to be some chunks in there from all the Chinky food, and I love grape juice, so it’s gonna be green. I bet that little pimple of yours is gittin hard and shit just thinkin’ bout eatin’ my green shit huh?” She was right once again; the erection was becoming visible through the bright pink ballerina like tutu dress.

“Too bad you got such a tiny little dick, cause I’m getting’ kinda hot, but I forgot you ain’t no man are you?” She continued as she pushed her bowel movement out of her divine black girl booty black ass. It was greenish and smelled foul, and true to her predictions, it was chunky.

“Think I’m done. Now were gonna try something different. After you wipe my ass I got a surprise for my favorite sissy.”


“Yes Mistress.” He took some Charmin tissue and lovingly wiped her ass until it was clean.

“Go to my bag and retrieve “Not Francis” for me. He went and handed her the thick veiny custom made didoes. She liked her cocks thick and veiny, looking almost like a road map from the amount of veins.

“Thank you Francissy. It’s kind of sad that you can’t satisfy a woman like a man should. Didn’t you say that you were molested as a kid? Maybe you deserved it, ever think about that. If I were your mother, shit, I woulda sold you to whomever for a pack of smokes or even a soda.” She went on and on. His therapist would be outraged at her type of therapy, but maybe she was right after all, maybe his deserved every welt he suffered.

“Look at that poor excuse of a cock.”

She asked him if he had anyone who he didn’t really like or outright hated. He could think of only one person he absolutely hated, and that was his co-worker Andre.

“Andre, he always calls me out when I make a mistake at work, I hate him.”

“See, my sissy is making progress.”

“Now, this is what I’m thinkin’, since you ain’t no man, and Andre is, I want you to hook us up on the next appointment. I’m sure Andre can satisfy me as a REAL MAN not your sorry ass excuse for one, and that’s gonna be your next assignment. You’re gonna watch your nemesis fuck me, while you


watch in your little pink outfit. Then Andre can spread the word on what a pathetic piece of shit you really are.”    

“Get a spoon and start eatin your meal….wonder if Andre knows your shit-eating ways, that’s going to be too funny.” She sat down with her bare just wiped ass on his feather pillow that she took the time to remove the cover. She knew that would push him germ phobic cheap ass over the edge, as she took the very tip and wiped not only her asshole but also her pussy. He didn’t say much as he took the last spoonful into his mouth. Ever since he was a kid, he was fascinated with the human body and the way it cleanses itself through the shitting process was a thing of wonder, gradually over the years he focused on it until one day he closed his eyes, and without giving it a second thought, scooped a piece of his shit into his mouth. Over the course of the next few times, he experimented by introducing spices and condiments into the brown meals, and finally settled through trial and error on just a sprinkling of salt on the top layer.

“Smear the leftovers all over your face and get on your nice Vanilla bed.” She had him take different poses before deciding on the doggy style one that never gets old.

“I’m gonna fuck that dirty sissy ass of yours now because you ain’t no real man.” She took the baseball bat that he treasured from one of the few happy chapters in his childhood, and pushed it against the donut opening between his ass cheeks, not trying to penetrate, just making its thick splintery presence known to his virgin little sissy ass.

“How that feel you SAD excuse for a man…bet you sissy ass is begging to have a real hard cock fuck the shit outta you…” She said in her gravelly


voice that told him she was feeling the arousal that was also building up inside him. His cock was now fully erect and dripping the pinkish white pee that signaled he would almost be ready to cum.

“Let’s see that pimple of yours, show it to me…” He picked up the pink fabric enough for her to see that it was now fully erect. That pleased her.

“I’m gonna push it in a little more…that’s it baby, open up for me.”

“OHHHHHHH MYYYYYYY Dear God, I’m cuuming” He’d squirted all over his bed as he masturbated to the feel of the massively thick oak baseball bat. His therapist helped him in one way, but his Mistress helped him in ways no one else in his Vanilla world could or would even want to understand.

She removed the bat, slapping his hard enough to leave a hand imprint on his Lilly white right cheek.

“Well, it looks like we’re ready to move on with our relationship now.” She said. He’d finally found the woman of his dreams, the woman who understood him more than anybody else ever could or would.
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