

Sissy In Training

The devastation hit like a ton of bricks, two thousand pounds of pure concrete straight to the face and I had no clue how to react to it.

“I’m sorry,” said Stacy, “It’s just not working out for me.”

“Not working out? What does that mean? What did I do wrong?” I asked, her desire to break up with me, came out of nowhere. I thought things were going pretty well between us. I had no complaints, and up until now, I thought she didn’t either.

“Uggh,” sighed Stacy, “it’s not about right or wrong. I don’t need a reason.”

I get that, she didn’t need a reason, but I on the other hand however did. “There’s got to be something, tell me… I… I can’t lose you.” I knew it sounded desperate and pathetic, but what the hell, I suppose at that point, I was.

“Fine, if you must know… and I didn’t want to say this, I didn’t want to hurt you but, there’s another guy.”

Well, so much for not hurting me. Her words stung my heart, pierced right through the chest, and came hammering out the other side. I couldn’t believe it, didn’t want to believe it, but I had no choice. This was all very much real, painfully real.

“Another guy!” My voice getting louder.

“Keep it down,” Stacy patted the air in front of her, glancing at the other patrons in the diner. Nobody paid the least bit of attention to us, but I settled myself all the same.

“Another guy…” I whispered this time, “What? Is he bigger than me? Stronger? Makes more money? What is it?”

Stacy cast her gaze down at the half-eaten turkey club on her plate, a bit of mayo leaking out between the buns.

“No, he’s none of that,” she said.

“Okay, then why the hell him? And not me?” I asked. I was all set and prepared to deal with a blow to my manhood, but this… this wasn’t making a bit of sense.

“Because…” Stacy looked up from her plate, her bright blue eyes meeting mine. Eyes that once made me melt, hell, they still did. Even now, I still wanted her. Everything about her was beautiful; eyes, hair, hips, breasts. She was perfect and she knew it, always made me wonder why she chose me. I did my best to fight those thoughts, they have no place in a relationship, but now, I just don’t know.

“Because…” She continued after a long pause, “he’s none of those things.”

He’s none of those things? He’s not stronger, not more of a man than what the hell gives. Hearing those words may have hurt more than if he turned out to be some alpha jock asshole.

“That doesn’t make any sense,” I said, flipping the bun off my burger. I couldn’t even enjoy my meal, the meat was undercooked, all soft and crumbly and not good at all.

“You see, he’s… a sissy,” as she said that word, sissy, a smile unlike any she’s smiled before forced its way out onto her plump red lips. The lips that I used to kiss daily, the lips that always looked pouty and pissed off and made her oh so sexy.

“A fucking what?” My voice raising again, I adjusted myself in my seat, patting my thighs, settling back down before upsetting Stacy any further.

I knew what a sissy was, sort of, in theory anyway. I watch porn, so it’s not like you don’t come across a video or two from time to time. But I always thought it was just a porn thing, not something a guy actually is…

“He’s a sissy,” she repeated, “well, my sissy, to be more precise.”

“Yours? How long… how long has this…” I jabbed my fork into the pathetic piece of hamburger meat.

“Not long, really not long, I wanted to tell you as soon as… it’s just, look a sissy is, he wears my panties and a dress. I put makeup on him and have him serve me. I’m like his mistress and he’s my sissy boy pet.”

It certainly sounded like it had been going on for a while, a lot longer than it should have. If she said she just met him, maybe that wouldn’t hurt as bad. But clearly they’ve already been having… doing things together. I couldn’t bear to hear any of this, but I did, I did my best to hear her out. The closure is important, or so I’ve read in those relationship articles while browsing online. But god, did it have to hurt this bad. Losing the girl of my dreams to a sissy, that’s got to be a new low.

“It’s just my preference. Sexually, I enjoy it… a lot,” Stacy took a bite of her sandwich and licked a bit of mayo off her lips.

That was the last image I needed to have jammed into my brain. Was she bragging? Or was it just so good, she couldn’t help but smile, even just talking about it, she looked turned on. More turned on than I’ve seen her in a while.

Seeing her like that, watching her squirm in the booth across from me, a dreamy look in her eye as I’m sure she was imagining whatever it is the two of them do together, seeing that… I wanted her, wanted her more than I’ve ever wanted her, and I would be willing to do any goddamn thing to keep her. Logically I knew to let her go, that my time was up and should just move on. But I wasn’t rational any longer, logic was out the window. Watching her enjoy the memory of another man, watching her get herself all worked up, it made my cock hard. Made me throb for her, and no longer was my brain in charge, my cock took the lead on this one.

“Why wouldn’t you tell me, why didn’t I know this was something you were into?” I asked, tossing my napkin over my plate, not wanting to see it anymore.

“I didn’t know myself, it just kind of happened, you know?”

“But, I mean, if that’s what you like… I’m okay with that, we can do that, together? Why not do it with me?”

Stacy practically choked on her water, liquid dripping past her chin and down between her cleavage. The water caught the light of the lantern above us, glistening off her immaculate tits.

“You? You want to be my sissy?” Her words made it sound like the very idea must be some sort of joke.

“Yeah? Why not, if that’s what turns you on, I can do that. I can…” I swallowed hard, bracing myself to say the words, “be your sissy.”

“I- I never thought to ask you. You’re not exactly sissy material, you know?”

“So what, I can learn. You can teach me, I want to be your sissy, I just want to be yours, I’ll do anything, you just have to give me a chance.”

Stacy dabbed between her tits with a napkin, wiping the water away. Her breasts jiggled with each touch. I wasn’t going to let this be the last time I get to see those tits, that body. She was worth it, whatever I had to become for her, I would.

“I don’t know,” Stacy drew out the last word, waving her napkin over her face, toying with me, I think. “You don’t really seem like the sissy type.”

“Not the-” I paused, the waitress walking over to our table, notepad clutched in her well-manicured hands.

“Is there anything else I can get for you two?” The waitress asked. The question was innocent enough, but my cheeks burned red, fearing she must have heard at least a bit of what we were talking about. I tightened my lips and shook my head, not wanting to look her in the eyes.

“No we’re all good here,” said Stacy. The waitress gave a little nod and a slight bend at the waist.

“Not the sissy type?” I finished saying, keeping my eyes on the waitress, making sure she was out of earshot. “How am I not the sissy type. My girlfriend is literally breaking up with me for a guy who’s more pathetic than I am… which in turn makes me even more pathetic.”

Stacy stroked her chin, thinking my words over. It was the least I could hope for, her consideration.

“That is a good point,” said Stacy. “Maybe…”

“No maybe, just say you’ll give me a chance. Test me out… see how it goes… a test, please. I’m begging you.”

“Alright, we can test it out,” said Stacy. A wave of relief washed over me, all the tension melting away in an instant. It wasn’t anything definite by any means, but it was something, enough to give me hope. And for now, hope would have to be enough. Enough until I could prove to her that I can be her sissy. That I can be whatever it is she wants or needs me to be. Anything so I don’t have to lose her. I’m tired of losing people, of people leaving me, I never want it to happen again. Not with Stacy, not with anyone.

“Thank you, thank you, thank you,” I said, cupping her sweet little hands in mine, my thumb caressing her, “I won’t let you down, promise.”

“Mmhmm,” said Stacy, pulling her hands away from me.

I looked down at my empty hands, palms face up, and then back at her. Stacy smirked a devious little smirk, something was up. Something was going on in that beautiful head of hers and I just had to know.

“What is it?” I asked.

“I didn’t say you can touch me, did I?”

“Huh? I’m-”

“I didn’t say you could touch me, you’re my property now, understand?”

I looked at her blankly, already way more confused than I would like to be.

“When I ask if you understand, you say, ‘yes.’ Or ‘yes Mistress,’ either one is fine,” Stacy glowed with an air of triumph, of power. That look in her eyes as she said it, I see why she liked it so much, being the one in charge.

I gritted my teeth, I had a lot to learn, a lot of my own ego to overcome, but I was going to do it. I was in this for her.

“Y- yes, Mistress,” the words hurt a bit to say, like a punch to my pride. But if I was going to have her then pride had no place in this relationship, at least not for me, not anymore.

“Good,” said Stacy, pushing her plate forward, a sign that our meal was now over. And I suppose I should be rather happy with the results. So long as I can handle being her sissy, that is. “But I’m not completely convinced you mean it,” Stacy added.

“Whatever you need me to do, I’ll do it. Swear.”

Stacy began to laugh, really laugh, letting it all out. Almost like a cartoon villain or something, and the longer she laughed the more nervous I got, whatever she was planning next, it was about to get way worse for me.

“See our waitress over there,” said Stacy pointing her out.

“Yeah,” I nodded.

“When she comes back, I want you to tell her that I, your girlfriend, just broke up with you because your cock is too small-”

“You gotta be kidding me,” I buried my face into my palms.

“Are you questioning me? Tsk tsk tsk, not a very good sissy, are you? Fine, I also want you to ask her out after… and you’re paying the bill.”

The desire to speak against her burned inside of me like white-hot coals. But I started to understand that if I made the slightest move out of turn, speak the slightest word against her, my chances would all come crumbling down into a pile of unfixable dust.

“I will do as you say,” and just like that, I kept my mouth shut, not saying another word, no matter how much I wanted to.

My heart raced in my chest, beating faster and harder, lodging into my throat, full of nervousness. I kept my gaze locked on our waitress, counting down the seconds until she would approach our table. I did nothing to speed up the process, but it was inevitable, she would approach us, and when she did… my life as I knew it would be over and my life as Stacy’s sissy will begin. I just hope I’m making the right choice. The gleeful smile of delight on Stacy’s face, however, told me everything I needed to know. It told me that what I was doing made her happy, this is what she wanted, this was the only way she would let me be with her. And so I swallowed my pride and did what I had to do.

“Ready for the check?” The waitress asked. Why did she have to be so beautiful, or a woman or… I had a number of excuses as to what was going to make this the most awful experience in the world for me. Still, why me? How do you tell a gorgeous female that you have a small cock, there’s no right way to do it. No matter how you spin it, I end up the pathetic one.

Stacy kicked my shin underneath the table and raised her chin at me. Goading me into speaking, her eyebrow raised, waiting to see if I had what it takes to obey her commands.

“Yes please, I would like that very much. I’m ready to get out of here,” I said.

“Aw, didn’t enjoy your meal? I can always…”

Stacy gave me another swift kick, my time was running out, I had to do this now… I had to.

“No no, the meal was fine. It’s just…” I never felt more ashamed of myself than I did at that moment, if anybody else in this world saw me now, they’d never talk to me again, “...My girlfriend broke up with me.”

“Oh, I’m sorry… I didn’t know you two were-” The waitress glanced back and forth between Stacy and I. Stacy remained quiet waiting for me to finish speaking, waiting for me to prove myself to her.

“Yeah,” I pouted over my plate as the waitress leaned down to remove it from the table, her ample breasts in my face. Fuck, and I have to ask her out too. “She broke up with me because my cock is too small.”

“Oh, I… see…” I’ve never seen a waitress look so uncomfortable in her life, though nowhere near as uncomfortable as I was.

“Yeah… it’s too small to please her, I guess I’m just not man enough for a woman to love me.” I wanted to bury my face in the sand, ostrich style, just thrust my head through the tiled floor of the diner, and never come back.

“It’s- it’s okay,” said the waitress, balancing the plates on her arms, “you’ll find someone, not all women care about… care about that.”

Bless her heart, why did she have to be so kind, it made this next part all the more humiliating. I was about to crossover from uncomfortable and dive headlong into self-loathing.

“W- would you maybe go out with me?” I asked, my leg shaking underneath the table, producing enough kinetic energy to power a football stadium.

“That’s very flattering but I- I have a boyfriend, sorry.” The waitress gave a small nervous smile and turned away. The poor woman, what had I done? Poor me, at that moment I truly became the saddest man on the planet, no doubt about it.

I dropped my forehead to the table, burning my face in my arm. “That was awful… I think I’m gonna be sick.”

Stacy let out a laugh, grabbing me by the hair and lifting my head up, “Nobody said you had to add in all those extra bits… you really spiced it up with the not being man enough part and all that.”

“I was just improvising, It had to be believable right? I didn’t want to disappoint you.”

“Sounds to me you enjoyed it more than you want to admit,” Stacy dropped the check on top of my face, “now hurry up and pay. You passed your test. I’ve got some things I need to take care of at home.”

Having to pay the tab was just the humiliating icing on the pathetic cake.

“I’ll call or message when I’m ready for you to come over, then the real fun can begin… your transformation,” Stacy grabbed her sweater off the back of the booth and draped it over her shoulders.

I watched as she left, her tight ass in those cutoff jeans looking better than ever. I did it though, I lived to see another day with her. Things could have gone way worse, I could have been watching that cute ass leaving me forever. But it wasn’t, not yet anyway. I had hope.

After Stacy left I paid for our meal as quickly as possible. That was one diner I would never be able to show my sad face in ever again. But it’s a small price to pay for Stacy. Now I was left wondering what comes next. What was this transformation, what did she have to prepare for.

I thought I would have some time to myself while I waited for Stacy’s call. But I didn’t, not really. My mind was consumed with thoughts of her. Even while she was away I was under her spell. The entire experience we had in the diner, it was something otherworldly, made me feel something I never felt before, a feeling that I didn’t have words for. The way she had all this power over me, she was the one in charge and she knew that. And I enjoyed it. Though I questioned myself and my actions, I had no need to do so. The terms were quite clear. I only needed to do as she asked, to obey. If I did that there was nothing to question, nothing to worry about, nothing to think about. I could get rid of all my worries and just let her be in charge, follow her orders, and leave the thinking and the control all in her hands.

When my phone rang my heart jumped with excitement. It meant she wasn’t done with me, she wanted to see me again, I was still hers. She wasn’t mine, but I was hers and maybe that’s all I really needed.

“Yes, I understand. I’ll be right over. I won’t keep you waiting, promise.”

Stacy hung up the phone after I was done speaking, not saying another word to me. I had waited for her call while in my car. I really had nowhere to go. Besides, I still couldn’t bear having another human being look at me, I felt too worthless for that. Thinking that if someone did see me, they would see through me, see in the reflection of my eyes what I was becoming. And they would not understand what they saw, not likely Stacy would.

I arrived at Stacy’s apartment soon after our phone call. She worked hard to keep the apartment, a place all for herself. I still lived with my parents, talk about sad, couldn’t get a place of my own. Don’t even know if I’d be able to even handle one. Which made it all the more evident to me that I was the one who needed Stacy and not the other way around.

I knocked on her door and waited for an answer. Nothing. I knocked again. Still nothing. I didn’t know if this was some power play or not. But I couldn’t help but think that it was. I was the one who rushed to see her. She was in no rush to see me. I should be grateful she even invited me over. We lived by her time, not mine, I had to accept that. Before stepping into her little palace, I had to remember my place. Remember what I truly am.

Stacy opened the door and I went to take a step inside, just like I would have under any other circumstance, but Stacy wasn’t having it. She pushed me back outside into the hallway of her complex.

“Uh uh,” said Stacy, wagging a disapproving finger at me. “No sissy of mine is going to come into my home dressed like that. That’s men’s clothing and you are not a man.”

“What am I supposed to do?” I asked, dying to get in. So close and yet so far.

Stacy opened the door wider, making sure however to keep me on the other side, “I picked out a few outfits for you to try on, something a little more fitting.”

Draped along her couch were about three different outfits, depending on how one might mix and match them. Dresses, tights, leggings, crop tops, very girly things. But what caught my attention more than the outerwear was the pairs of panties she had out for me to choose from. Lacey, silk, thongs, boyshorts… stockings too. So that’s what she meant, that’s what she wanted me to wear, what she prepared before my arrival.

“You’re right,” I said, “those outfits are much more suited for a sissy like me.” I went to take another step inside.

Stacy, pushing me back out, spoke, “Didn’t you hear me, a sissy isn’t to come in unless properly dressed.”

“But- but, the clothes are in there,” I said, pointing at the couch.

Stacy shrugged her shoulders, “Not my problem, so long as you’re dressed like a man you aren’t getting in.”

“Well, can you bring me an outfit then?”

“Excuse me?” Stacy did not look all too happy about what I had said. “Are you asking me to do something? You should know better.”

Damn, she was not making it easy for me, she was making it as hard as possible. Very hard, the way she bossed me around, wouldn’t let me have what I wanted.

“Figure it out,” said Stacy, leaning herself against the doorway, eyeing me up and down.

I couldn’t believe her, that look, I knew what she wanted from me. There was no way, I couldn’t.

“You gotta be joking,” I said.

Stacy frowned then shrugged, “Goodbye,” she slammed the door in my face. 

I slapped my palm to my forehead, I really screwed that up. I let her down, and she doesn’t deserve to be let down.

I got on my knees before her door and knocked, “Please, I’m sorry… I didn’t mean it… I’m sorry. Look, I’ll do it.” I could hear movement on the other side of the door and knew she was looking through the peephole, watching me as I begged on my knees for her.

I looked back and forth down the hallway of the complex, making sure no one else was around to see me. I slunk my arms through the sleeves of my shirt and lifted it off over my head. I can’t believe how low I’ve sunk. But more than that I can’t believe I did something so stupid as to question her, not to take her seriously. I should know better than that. I unbuckled my belt sliding it through the loops, the metal buckle clanking against the cold concrete hallway.

“Look,” I said, staring back at the peephole, “I’m obeying, see.” I unbuttoned my jeans, unzipped the front, my checkerboard boxers peeking through. Here goes everything, “I’m a good sissy. See what a good sissy I am,” I slid my jeans off. In nothing but my boxers, on my knees, I knocked once more on her door. “My clothes are gone, please let me in,” I begged.

I could hear the door unlocking, the knob turning. I wasn’t tossed away just yet. Perhaps I had proven myself worthy once more. Stacy looked down upon me, her lips in a frown. I thought this was what she wanted, what would please her. Surely this is what she meant.

“Men wear boxers, not sissy’s,” said Stacy.

I went wide-eyed, looking back at her, but she remained calm and poised. She couldn’t possibly expect me to strip completely naked, not here, not where someone could walk by and see me. Stacy kept her feet planted in front of the door, not moving an inch, blocking my way in.

My only two choices now were to get dressed and leave with my pride, but without Stacy. Or go fully nude, humiliate myself completely, and hope it was enough for her to let me in. How, how did it come to this. Her beauty, her… everything. It enticed me, even the way she treated me now. It only made me want her more. I fingered around my waistband, my decision already made.

“I’ll do it,” I muttered, looking away from her, unable to handle her gaze. Once she saw me like that, naked and on my knees, there would be no going back. That was her victory, the end of whatever small amount of pride I still had left. I shimmied my boxers off, my flaccid cock dangling between my legs. I dropped the boxers into the pile of clothes next to me.

“Please, I’ve done everything you asked. Please, let me in,” I scooted forward, hands cupped, knees red.

“That’s more like it,” said Stacy, triumphantly smiling over me. She stepped aside and allowed me to enter. I quickly crawled on all fours into her apartment, not wanting to waste even a second to stand up. The sooner I get out of the hallway, the better. And thankfully I managed to do so without anyone spotting me. Safe, for now. But I didn’t quite believe that this would be the last time Stacy would humiliate me in this way. Sooner or later, I won’t get so lucky, won’t be able to keep this hidden from others.

“What do you think?” Asked Stacy, waving her hand over the couch, presenting me with a plethora of feminine clothes to choose from.

“They’re perfect,” I said, “absolutely perfect.” I remained on my knees, close to her side. A bit afraid to stand up.

“Which should we try on first?” She asked, going over to the couch and inspecting the choices a little more closely. “I suppose we should start with the underwear, I don’t particularly care to be looking at that sad little cock of yours for much longer.”

At the mention of my cock a sudden rush of blood made its way into my shaft. My flaccid penis growing harder, more erect.

“Oh god,” Stacy covered her mouth with a hand, “Are you getting hard? Does the thought of wearing my panties turn you on.”

It did, for whatever reason, it really did. And as my cock throbbed more I took hold of it, as I normally would when naked and erect around her. But that was back before I was her sissy. Now, however, I was no longer free to touch myself around her.

“How dare you,” Stacy, stomped her foot onto the carpet.

I jumped back, given a fright by her sudden outburst. I knew I did something wrong but at the time, didn’t know what.

“I didn’t say you could touch yourself. You’re my sissy, and that means that is my cock and not yours. You don’t get to touch it unless I say,” Stacy slapped my hand until I pulled away from my cock. “You really do need a lot of training don’t you?”

“Yes, please… teach me.”

“Bend over,” demanded Stacy.

I nodded, lowering my face to the carpet.

“Don’t worry, I’ll teach you not to touch that cock,” Stacy moved to the other side of the couch, her hands sliding along the side-table. Her fingers wrapped around a plastic paddle. The handle in one hand, the other end tapping against her open palm.

I was so too focused on all the clothes to even notice that was there. I bit down on my lip, I knew what came next. I couldn’t resist, I just had to accept it. Accept that she was my master now. Not just master over what I said and did, but my body itself.

Stacy took slow calculated steps moving around my body, the tapping of the paddle sending shivers down my spine.

“A little punishment might help you to remember,” said Stacy. I couldn’t see her and yet I sensed the paddle, felt it moving ever closer to my behind. She pressed the cold plastic against my ass, moving it around in small circles, teasing me. She gave a little tap, nothing painful, nothing extreme, just a tiny tap. And then another. And then… she pulled her arm back, spanking my ass, a jolt of pain shocking my body. My ass stung, I looked over my shoulder, my flesh already turning a bright red. Using the paddle, Stacy turned my face and forced me to look ahead. She wasn’t done yet.

Not until both cheeks burned, imprinted with her mark. A red mark that let all know I was her property.

“Now, that wasn’t so bad was it?” She asked.

“N- no Mistress,” I said.

“You do know you deserved it, right?”

“Yes, I deserved it. I was a bad sissy.”

“And how were you a bad sissy?”

“I touched myself without asking Mistress first,” I said.

“Exactly, now stand up.”

I got to my feet. My ass still stinging painfully. A lasting reminder that would not fade anytime soon.

“I see you’re still hard. I’m guessing you like getting what you deserve, huh?”             

“Yes, I know I’ve been a bad sissy. It makes me happy when Mistress teaches me my lesson.”

Stacy picked a few pairs of underwear off the couch. “I think we’ll go with a thong,” she said. “Keep you exposed, in case you’re in need of any more discipline.” I wasn’t about to argue with that, it would not be wise to question her ways. Stacy tossed the thong at my face. The scent of her sex lingered on the fabric. She must have worn them recently. Having her unwashed panties in my face had my cock twitching, precum dripping out of the tip and down the shaft.

“Well go on, hurry up and put them on,” said Stacy.

I slid her thong on, one leg at a time, the soft fabric so silky smooth against my skin. My hard cock tented out the front of the panties. A precum stain clearly visible where my tip pressed against the fabric.

“Much better,” said Stacy, “now I don’t have to look at that sad little thing anymore.”

Better for her, but not for me. The ache and desire to touch myself became unbearable. I’ve never been so hard in my life, never had to deny myself like this. The torture was horrible but also… amazing. I loved it, I loved that she controlled me, wouldn’t let me have it. The swelling need for release ate away at me and I would do anything she asked if it meant she just might allow me the kindness of cumming.

Stacy picked out the rest of my outfit. I suppose I wasn’t good enough to choose for myself. She spent the next thirty minutes or so dressing me up like her little plaything. Inspecting my body, critiquing the way I looked. Reminding me at every turn just how unsissy like I really was. That I still behaved too masculine, but also that I shouldn’t worry, that she would fix that. And as much as that delighted me, it also made me nervous. I already knew Stacy was capable of going to rather large extremes to train me, and I’m sure we had only scratched the surface of what her commanding imagination is capable of.

“It’s a start,” said Stacy, forcing me to twirl around in her miniskirt. “Of course, you’ll have to shave your legs, grow out your hair… but for now… it’s a start.” She wasn’t planning on just dressing me up, she wanted to transform me completely. Practically turn me into a little girl for her. And I would let her of course. I had to.

I squirmed as she watched me, squirmed and squirmed. Stacy raised an eyebrow, wondering what the hell I was doing.

“What’s the matter? You can speak freely,” said Stacy.

“I can’t take it anymore, please… I need to cum… you’re making me so hard, I need to-”

“Alright alright, enough begging. You did manage to behave a bit better, I suppose I should reward you.”

Stacy stepped closer to me, her body inches away from mine, so close that I could touch. Though I didn’t dare.

“You wanna cum, huh?” Stacy curled a finger around the front of her shirt, pulling it down just a bit, giving me a peek at her wonderful cleavage.

My mouth watering, I nodded, “god yes, please let me touch myself.”

“Mmm,” moaned Stacy, pulling her shirt down just a bit lower. My cock jumping with excitement behind the precum stained thong. “I’ll let you cum but…” She pulled her shirt back up, covering her tits, taking them away from me. “...Don’t expect me to help. I’m not touching that thing, and I’m not getting naked for you. You haven’t even begun to earn the right.”

Of course I wanted to see her naked, and when we were dating that wasn’t a problem. But being her sissy is a different story. All I had now was the memories, the images, of what she looked like naked. But even those failed me. She wasn’t what she once was to me anymore. She was something else entirely, a whole other being. Now when I thought about her all I could see was this dominant female, the woman who I served, who I was lesser than.

“On your knees,” Stacy pointed to the ground. I got down before her, a pathetic look on my face, the hope of seeing her naked completely vanishing. I remained on my knees, waiting for further instruction, not wanting to be too hasty, not wanting to displease her.

“Go on, get that sad little cock out.”

I pulled my cock out over the thong, still slick with my precum. My hand wrapped around my shaft, nervously shaking.

“Stroke it, you sissy, I know you want to.”

I slid my hand up and down my shaft, my body shuddering, the waiting, the torture, it had me so overly sensitive that even the slightest touch sent enormous waves of pleasure rolling through my body.

“What a good little sissy. I didn’t say to stop did I? Stroke it harder.”

Any harder and I knew it wouldn’t be long until I exploded, releasing my sticky sissy cum all over.

But I did as she commanded, stroking harder when she said harder, stopping when she said stop. Even without laying a finger on me, Stacy still had complete and total control over my cock and over my pleasure. She’d bring me right on edge, ready to burst and then force me to stop. Force me to wallow in the unfinished need for it all. And then she’d make me beg. Make me beg to touch myself again, constantly reminding me that she had all the power. That this cock belonged to her. The denial was excruciating, the frustration so immense.

“Please, Mistress. Please, I need to cum, I need it so bad,” I begged, working the tip of my cock just as Stacy had commanded of me. I bit my lip and clenched my teeth, I wasn’t given the okay to cum, but she also didn’t say to stop. I struggled and struggled to hold it in, ready to burst into a million pieces.

“You may cum,” the words dripped off her lips, filling me with a sense of hope. “But you better not get that nasty sissy cum anywhere in my apartment, do it in your panties.”

I nodded, exhaling furiously from my nose. Grunting and groaning beneath her, her penetrating gaze reminding me of just how sad I am. Reminded me that I may never get to touch her again, never get to cum while making love to her. That this just might be the best I will ever get and how grateful I should be for even that allowance.

I slid the thong back over my cock. Using the soft silky fabric to give myself one last jerk. Streams of cum erupted out of my cock, splattering inside of her thong, sticking to my cock and to my thighs. Dripping back down all over my body, covered in my own dirty sissy cum. Stacy smiled, self-satisfied at what she managed to turn me into. A pathetic heap, kneeling in his own cum.

“See, I’m not all bad,” said Stacy, “if you behave, I know how to reward you. Feel better?”

“Yes Mistress, thank you so much,” I wiped the cum off my fingers onto my skirt. The sweaty smell of my cum filling my nostrils.

“Good, now you can sit in that disgusting mess you made, sit in your filthy sissy shame.”

“On second thought,” said Stacy, “I think I’m getting hungry again. Why don’t you make me something to eat and actually do something useful for me.”

“Yes, Mistress anything you want. Thank you.”

“And I think I'll do a little online shopping in the meantime. Maybe find you a more fitting outfit. Perhaps a maid’s uniform? Since you will be serving me for now on.”

“Oh thank you, I’m happy to serve you,” I said.

“Enough talking, get to work.”

And so I got to work. Cooking and cleaning and doing all that could for her. Moving about her apartment in my new sissy clothes, my cum still sticking to my body. Doing so until Stacy commands that I clean myself off. Whatever she wanted, however she wanted it, I would do it all. I only wanted to live in service of her. Serve this woman who was leagues above me, who would control and conquer my body, reminding me of what I truly am.
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