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Sissy Season: Spring

∞∞∞

What does it mean to be a sissy? Does it mean to wear female clothing? Well, that is part of it, but clothing is not all. Afterall, costume denotes character. So does it mean to take on the traditionally female roles whilst in traditionally female clothes? Yes, that much is undeniable--it would not do good to have a sissy who did not do so. Does a sissy require a counterpart, a binary? Are you a sissy without a Dominant partner, or, do you just need a partner? Do you need anyone at all? I would say so, who can fully enjoy their flagrant feminine expression without someone to gaze upon it? That isn’t to say a sissy needs a Dominant, but a sissy certainly needs a lover. Someone who accepts their descent into submissive freedom, and, whilst it seems a contradiction to implicate that sissyness is an expression of submissiveness yet not needing a Dominant, it is actually, I would argue, the case that we sissy’s are transcendent of such binaries, and Dominants are part of our existence, but better is the Dominant lover, and a true lover passes boundaries of up and down, him and her, night and day, with us. Or at least that’s what we are trying. To be a sissy is a creative act, an attempt to grasp at known modes of being and to do battle with those we have been taught as boys. To be a sissy is transformative is oh so many ways.

This may not be your classic sissy story, but that isn't so bad. Aren't we tired of the same old? The young androgynous boy or the older cuckolded man, being coerced or forced into emasculating acts that over time they gradually accept until they become a 'sissy'. What is a sissy? Really, what is a sissy? Eroticized drag? Performative oppressed feminity? A man knowing there must be more to his existence than to be, well, a man? I would vote for the latter, the first two are avenues. You can always trust a pervert to be searching for more than themselves.

Spring. A spring in my step, that's what I needed. A pressurized spring, that's what I was. Oh to release, oh to bounce back, oh to have the weight lifted and, boing! I could bounce anywhere, but where was I to find the release to this weight?

I felt a difference in myself on April 12th that year, I stepped out of the house and noticed the leaves had returned to the trees, but when? I do not remember seeing them bud, nor do I remember them growing, but it seems they are there now. I also realized how aware I was of the air entering my lungs with each breath, the sensation carried through my body and into my brain, I felt light, I felt alive. I had little to do that day and was on my way to a cafe to write, London's a big city and I have no trouble finding a new cafe every day, I never much enjoyed being a regular at any one place. I never much felt I was regular, or that I had a place. I never felt a regular me that was stuck into place. Like a witch I could transform into animal shapes and traverse different terrains; the only problem being is that there are no male witches, so what am I?






















###

Spring is a dance, the trees know it, the leaves know it, the birds know it, we know it. The season that returns the dress, auburn hair and light frivolity. Gaeity flows through me, no longer do you have to leave the house with your chin tucked in your scarf against the battering wind. Sure, there are bad days, but so too are there good days in winter, just an anomaly.

It was late March, I can't remember what day; happy memories always seem to blend into a stream of lust and love thrown up into the air, falling over us like fairy dust, sending the clocks into a confused frenzy like Dali's Persistence of Memory, or like one's wristwatch during an acid trip. Anyhow, what I guess I'm trying to say is that this was a period of flow, a period of excitement, one where electricity was starting to spark and give life. The sun had risen and it was a Sunday morning with a steaming coffee, no need to look at the clock. I had recently met a woman named Eliza and was waiting for her to finish her morning shower to join me at the kitchen table. I would cook her pancakes with banana, strawberries, and honey that morning. Eliza was unlike anyone I had ever met before, no that is wrong, Eliza was unlike anyone I had ever dated before. Eliza transcended something that I had not yet figured out, and she allowed me to transcend something too, or someone, or some mode of being. She allowed, I suppose, me to transcend me, or at least, me as I knew me. I apologize if this is all babble, but surely you too know what it is to feel that maybe there isn't just one you? Or one version of you? It is only normal, whether it is a different you in pajamas to make-up and lingerie, or a different you at work to at your parents to at home. Or a different you depending on if you wear baggy jeans or a tight dress, I'm sure you know what I'm saying. Sometimes I was Alex, and something I was Alice, and Eliza helped me discover just how to be the latter.

We weren’t an official couple--whatever that is, you learn to live past the defined after a while--but she was my girlfriend in the evening, sometimes, in a big blue button-up shirt and socks, on the sofa with a tub of ice cream calling me in so we can get to binge-watching our latest new TV obsession. Cute, cuddly, a kiss on the cheek during ad breaks.

She was my mistress too, a master, a dominant force stood in high heeled leather boots, a cat mask and a strap on. Sometimes at a period when she felt the need to assert power, sometimes she just had a sense of when I needed power asserted over me. We all need to experience both at some stage, it’s not healthy to always be in control, it’s a release to give yourself over. That for me is where the root of a man's desire to sissify begins.

###

My path into sex wasn't that much different to most, or so I imagine. Lost my virginity at 15 to a girlfriend whom at the time I thought was the one, first loves will do that to you. In fact, love never stops doing that to you I've found, you just get better at warding off the tragedy that comes with the myth, building your defenses better and not letting the trojan horses in. She was called Clara, normal name, normal girl, normal house in the suburbs with normal parents, and our relationship was entirely, well, normal. But even at that age, something felt off, well maybe not off, but it felt there could be more. The sex was adventurous, or at least as adventurous as it gets for teenage recent virginity users. We learned about our bodies, we tried new positions, we sweated and we had fun, but after the novelty run its course I found myself wondering--and I don't know how many other young men wonder this, perhaps we all do but some repress it--what is it like to be the girl in this situation? There seemed to be something liberating to head your head down and ass up, to be grabbed and help, and ugh, it just seemed to give a pulse of electricity in me to think about it.

This carried on until my late teens, my sex life was brilliant with all my romantic interests, or at least as brilliant as teenage sex lives get, there's a lot to learn, you just don't know it yet, and whilst I would have considered myself a considerate lover, I was still just a horny 19 year old. Along this way, though every sexual relationship would fizzle out, I just got bored, and lord knows the kind of girls I was dating weren't the kind I could pop the g-spot question to, or ask to play dress-up with me, on me, why can't I wear the lingerie? I wanted to scream at times. I want to be a temptress.

The next step seemed logical now I look back on it, though at the time I'm sure I wasn't acting with any conscious thought into what I was doing. But I decided, or rather, my libido decided, or rather my self-conscious- oh you get the point, who can really tell where our decisions come from? Anyway, boys. I decided I was into boys, men, males. I didn't realize it at the time but I wanted to feel how I imagined girls felt, protected and safe, allowed to be vulnerable with my head on his chest. I wanted to be the feminine one, I wanted to lay on my back and look up with doll eyes and smile as I'm penetrated, I wanted to be on all fours with my cheek pressed against the pillow, moaning not grunting. Tom was the first, I was nearly 20 and he was in his mid 20's we dated for almost half a year. He was muscular, strong and final with his sentences, he earnt well and was openly gay, even offering to introduce me to his parents, which gave me a sense of comfortability and normalization to my experimenting. He would take me out to eat and we would giggle at dinner, he enjoyed a coffee afterward in the evenings and to stroll home if we could. I felt confident next to him, and it made me tingle to look up at his face and to catch his eyes. However, whilst he did make me feel like his princess, and like a sexy little fucktoy in bed (as gentle as he was, just because he was big and strong it didn't mean he wasn't a delicate lover), but I did finally find myself growing bored again. Why? Well, it just all feels so one-dimensional. I started to wonder what not-so-macho men are like to date, or even, a more dominant woman--strap-ons are a thing after all if I wanted that--though this idea hadn't yet fully formed into my mind, I was still self-persuaded that a dominant masculinity had been what I wanted to feast on in my relationships, and I hadn't yet met the kind of people that were to show me that that doesn't need to be a muscly man, or even a man, anyone is free to express femininity and masculinity, and the best people are those who can fluidly express whichever they feel at the time.

So the next few years were a plethora of men and women, but none of them ever fully filled the hole (oh stop it with that dirty mind!) that was inside, never was my desire fully fulfilled and I never found myself on a Sunday morning with a coffee watching the light come in, contented. But now, here I am. And now, I often think if anything in life really matters much except for the mornings when the golden rays line up perfectly through the kitchen window to highlight a serene glow of dust particles floating without care, the golden moment of harmony as I exhale and feel like the picture you are currently framed in will be still forever. Is there a forever? I never did see one before, until Eliza.

I wondered what was taking her so long in the shower as I felt my still wet hair, I was still getting used to the sensation of my brown-blonde hair touching my shoulders. I had never let it grow so long before, I always maintained my 'boy' look, outside of the bedroom at least, but it only felt right now to embrace my locks. Besides, I loved when Eliza would take a handful, or pull my head back as she grabs me. Or, when the morning sunlight shines through the kitchen window to illuminate the shimmering bits of gold between the light brown, I felt pretty.

And believe me, it's so liberating to feel pretty. Being handsome is nice and all, but god fucking damn it can we be pretty too? Eliza would call me gorgeous all the time and it gave me butterflies in a way that being called handsome never could. As I said, things were different with her; let me tell you about the first time she fucked me:

We didn’t always live together, obviously, nor did we always know each other. We met somewhere along the way in college and somehow or another our paths seemed to always dance and weave between one another, and there’s only so many times you can spark electrics with another until a fire starts that can’t be ignored, and that is exactly what happened. It was Autumn when we met, we were like two fallen leaves on the ground that twisted and flew together in the weed and we continued to do so all through the winter, refusing to mulch, until Spring came and we found ourselves flying around the same tree until we were attached back to the end of a branch together.

That spring we found ourselves alone, we had both just finished our classes and were alone on the campus together, she suggested a coffee, I said yes. It was one of the first few days of spring that felt near-summer warm, she was wearing a playful dress and a cardigan with a pair of white sneakers. We flirted over coffee and I gained a sense she was into me when she asked if I wanted to come to hers for another coffee, she told me she was enjoying the conversation; we were speaking about our respective degrees, she was a literature student and her command of language and interest in the affect words and narratives have on our minds fascinated me. When we got to her house we went to her bedroom as her flatmate was studying in the dining room area and she didn't want to interrupt, there was some kind of tests coming up for some students. I stood in her room looking at her bookshelf, it was full of authors who I had never heard of at the time; Cixous, Butler, Winterson, now I know them all through her, and know that she was exploring the theories of gender performance, together we would end up putting them into practice.

I turned around from her bookshelf and she pushed me back onto the bed, she climbed on top of me and started to kiss my neck and unbutton my shirt, she bit my earlobes and lower lip and explored my entire body with her mouth whilst I laid there in ecstasy. Without taking off her dress and simply pulling her panties to the side she climbed on top of me and started to ride me, slow at first but before long she was grinding back and forth and bouncing up and down depending on how she wanted my cock to satisfy her. She was insatiable, three times I remember her exhaling deeply the words, “fuck I’m cumming, again.” I laid there in shocked awe until finally she took my hands and put them on her hips to guide her grinding to my own orgasm, she put her palms down on my chest and stared into my eyes with the sexiest, lust-filled expression I’ve ever seen, she was a lioness gorging on her catch and it wasn’t long before I exclaimed that I was going to cum, she put her hand on my mouth and laughed.

"Shhhh," I was clearly a lot louder than I thought and her flatmate was home. She pulled my cock out of her, not taking her hand off of my mouth and started jerking me, "mmmm good boy, that's right, cum for me." I came all over myself, harder than I ever had before, she giggled and flopped next to me, still in her summer dress with her auburn hair splayed on the pillow like a halo from stained glass windows. I lay there next to her wondering what just happened, at this point in my life I had never met a girl that was so sexually ferocious, so forthcoming, who took control of the entire moment. And then there was the finish, I had never been called a good boy in such a way, but it turned me on immensely, it felt like a release of responsibility to a matriarch.

And that's where it all began.

It's almost like she saw something in me that I didn't even realize was there, or at least, I realized was there, as I told you with my previous experimental experiences, but I didn't know how to really express it.

And then it happened.

"I want you to wear this for me." She told me one day, holding up a lacey black lingerie set. We had been talking about exploration crossdressing and feminization of me for some while, "You're already so androgynous," she would say, "and you're such a sexy little slut already when you get in doggy and put your head down whilst I lick and stroke from behind. I've kind of been building up to this, why do you think I was trying so many buttplugs with you? Come on, be a girl for me, babe." She tried hard to convince me, not realizing there was no convincing needed.

I slid into the underwear for the first time under her watch, a ritual that would become rather routine, she enjoyed seeing how my demeanor changed the moment I was dressed in women's clothing; you know what they say about wearing the emperor's clothes, when in Rome, and all that.

I accepted her with total obedience. Through all of my sexual adventures and relationships I had never felt so submissive to a person before, but it wasn't because she was a man larger and stronger than me, or a woman with a dominatrix personality, an older woman or a demanding person. I just trusted her, her demeanor, the look in her eyes as she lubed up the strap-on dildo, stroking it, the delicacy that she held my legs spread; it felt like a shared experience. A desperate horny lust, I wanted to feel her power, force, and energy in a way that until then I had only experienced with men, it was a different kind of femininity, and it was mesmerizing, it smothered me with fresh air--does that make sense? It just made me gasp new air, a new gasp. I wanted her to fuck me, to really fuck me.

And she did.

Wearing lingerie for the first time made me a rabid animal, a well trained one though. She bent me over the bed and she spanked me, again and again, she was so vocal too.

“Are you my little slut?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Are you going to be a good little girl?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

I had never known such power to emanate from someone as cute as Eliza. So enigmatic, when you drift between the masculine and feminine definitions and become someone that can not be defined, you became so powerful in yourself, and that’s what she showed me to be.

"You look like such a little slut in those underwear." She told me as the tip of her strap-on teased my asshole, the panties pulled to the side. I'd had buttplugs in me, and even her tongue and fingers, but something was different about this. Hell, I've had cocks in me! But never before have I felt like a girl whilst receiving anal before, I felt my hair be more delicate in the sunlight, I splayed out my arms and thought I must look as pretty and nymphetic as my past girlfriends who would splay their arms and put their cheeks against the bed during doggy; I am a sexy sissy now, was my thought, and a thought I had with total acceptance, as should be for any good boy turned girl.

She gripped my hair tight and pulled me up and back so my back was curved from her pulling, my ass was pushing back against her as she pumped the slick lubed rubber in and out of my asshole.

"This is what I want from you from now on. Do you understand? I want you to be a good little girl, I want to see you dance, to giggle, I want to see you regress, I want to see you discover your girlhood just as any does, with time and growth. Until you're the perfect slut, the perfect sissy, and the perfect girl."

The words were spoken like a mantra, I felt them training my sub-conscious and my prostate pulsed sexual electricity through me, each thrust of her cock a swing of the hypnosis pendulum.

“Yes, fuck. I’m your little sissy slut.” I moaned, no, gasped. She could tell I was close, she slid the cock out of me and turned me over, spread my legs wide and started jerking my cock whilst letting just the tip of the cock inside my asshole, gently massaging my prostate as she stroked me.

“Now when you cum I want you to tell me everything you want to be, okay?”

“Yes, fuck. Yes, oh my god.” Is all I could manage until one more press with the cock and three strokes of my cock and my entire body was vibrating with feminine orgasmic energy, I could feel I was about to shoot all over myself. “I want to be a good sissy, a pretty girl, a sexy slut, an obedient girlfriend.”

“Mmmm, good girl.” She reached over and lightly choked me with her thumb toying with my lower lip as though I was just a fucktoy bimbo for examination, all the white my cum shot all over me, hitting me in the chin even. The orgasm was nothing like I had ever had before, was this what they meant when they said the female orgasm was pulsive? Rhythmic? Ongoing? Surely that is down to biology, I thought to myself. But then, perhaps you should try it and find out for yourself, maybe we could compare notes.

###

That was last spring though, and this is this spring. Oh, so many springs. And this morning what a spring in my step as I prance up the stairs to her call.

Sitting on the armchair in the corner of our bedroom with the golden spring morning light shining through and illuminating flecks of dust in the air Eliza’s present titillates through my whole body.

“I was daydreaming in the shower about you.” She tells me, stroking her strapon sensually. The image of her, her tone of voice, the power, it resonates through me and my cock tingles with anticipation for love-filled submission. “I will let you choose what to wear, though it’s such a lovely spring day, so why don’t you make yourself pretty.”

“Yes, Eliza.” Fuck this is so exciting, she’s the best.

I titter to the dresser and try to decide instantly what to wear, aware that she is watching me. I glance over my shoulder and she's still stroking the strapon as though she is receiving phallic pleasure herself; though I suppose she in a way is, phallic pleasure is so often tied to the pleasure of masculine dominance, and in much the same way that me putting on a dress excites my libido in a way that's difficult to explain other than the pleasure of femininity and makes me want to be gently entered, I suppose Eliza experiences the opposite.

I pull out a pair of pink panties with a cute little rainbow logo on the front of it and slide them on, pulling the sides up to my hips to accentuate the curve of my body. Then I open the cupboard to the left of the dresser and start to go through the right side where all my dresses hang.

Fuck oh my god. The sudden teasing sensation of a rubber strap on slides between my legs and slowly thrusts back and forth suggestively. Eliza’s teeth pinch my earlobe seductively and I throw my head back with a gasp.

“Fuck you are so naughty, I haven’t even put on a dress yes!”

"I just can't wait to put my sissy on her back." She puts a hand on my waist as she thrusts the strapon through my thighs, she runs it around the front of my body and whilst my arms are raised and flicking through dresses she puts a light throttle on my throat, gripping with intent to fuck. With her other hand she reaches around the front of with just the tip of a finger circles the tip of my now hard cock in the panties. "You're wet." I don't respond, my breathing deepens, ecstasy. "Put on a dress you slut, come on. Dripping precum from your clitty like that into your panties, you're lucky I don't lock you up." She spanks my bottom and returns to her place on the armchair in the corner of the room as I take a black pleated skirt out of the cupboard and spin around.

“Is this okay?” I ask, holding it up for her to see.

"Very schoolgirl. Very naughty. And what will you wear with it?"

"Good question!" I enjoy this game, dress up with Eliza before sex. She often sets the general tone and I then find my own clothes as she watches on. It feels like I'm a teenage girl out shopping with my friends and we are all in the changing room together helping each other find new outfits to buy. The bedroom becomes a wonderful playground of make-believe wishes and fantasies, playing out experiences that we miss on by being born male. I take a pastel pink bralette out of a drawer and turn to her, I hold it up and she tells me that's perfect. A cute lace bralette and a pleated skirt, it's one of my favorite looks, especially with my hair now shoulder-length, I truly feel like a petite girl. I put the skirt on and give and step forward into the portion of the room that the morning sunshine is best shining, this is my spotlight, this is my stage at the foot of the bed. I twirl freely and let the pleats of the skirt fly, nearly falling over as I do I giggle as I catch myself. "Am I pretty?"

"The prettiest there is, now finish getting dressed for me. I don't want a half-dressed sissy, I want a dolled up little slut."

"Yes, Ma'am," I reply enthusiastically, spinning on the spot to go back to the dresser where I placed the bralette. My footsteps and movements always become infinitely more dainty and expressive once I wear my girls' clothing, the clothes maketh the man, as they say, well, the clothes maketh the sissy I suppose! I put on the pastel pink lace bralette and turn around with my hands clasped in front of me and I foot loosened in a twist trying to look cute.

"And just like that," Eliza snaps her fingers, "Alex is Alice. Something's missing though."

“Oh yeah?”

"Put some knee-high socks on for me, complete the look, and maybe a cute locket around your neck." I do exactly as she says, I know how much she likes to have some directive control, she also enjoys watching me do the things she tells me to, as well as when I dress up for her. Really there's nothing she doesn't enjoy about this process and it puts such a big smile on my face to be gazed back in such a loving and lustful way; when you go your life as man you aren't credited that opportunity so much, but here I am looking pretty and being the object of lustful gaze. Slowly I take the socks out of the dresser and peel them up my smooth legs, looking up I smile at Eliza as I snap the elastic at my knees. The socks are black with two white stripes around them at the top. Afterward, I take a small gold love heart on a delicate gold link chain and put it over my head.

"Such a pretty little sissy girl. Come, stand in the sun again." Eliza has barely stopped stroking her strapon and her wrist movements are getting larger and more extravagant as the phallic enjoyment of my feminization takes place. I stand back in my sunlight spotlight, the gold chain glistens sat hanging atop my bralette. She knows exactly how to make me feel like a good, pretty girl, that has never stopped. "Look at that precum leaking out of your clitty, here, let me help you. She gets on her knees in front of me and licks delicately through my panties with just the tip of my tongue, "delicate licks for delicate clits." She says with a smile, standing back up. "Now, your turn." I get on my knees obediently and start to lick up the shaft of the big strap-on. My ability to take larger and larger has got better with time, though larger cocks are not always necessary, after all the prostate is not far in; however sometimes Eliza likes to feel the force of her dominance, even when loving softly, and a large cock helps with that. I stick my ass out and curve my back as I start to stroke and lick the cock so that the pleats of the skirt accentuate my feminine shape, I feel so small and so graceful as I look up to her with doll-like fuck me eyes.

“Such a pretty fuckdoll.” She tells me, she knows exactly what I like to hear. Then suddenly as I look up she gives me a slap around the face, “But still a fuckdoll.” She commands out.

Fuck. That’s why I love her, so soft, so rough, so tough, so gentle. She’s always switching, she’s always unexpecting, she’s always ready to burst. I gasp as her hand strikes me and I feel my asshole loosen with want and my little cock twitch in my panties.

"Fuck me, please, Mommy," I beg her. I call her that sometimes, when I feel the regression, when I feel the loosening on my control, when I feel I'm ready for entire submission. "Please fuck my little sissy asshole, I'm your little slutty schoolgirl."

“Lay down on the bed, now.” She commands, I do, I spread out on my back and open my slutty legs out wide, my hair spread out on the bed like a halo, the spring sunlight gleaming into the room. She stands at the end of the bed and looks over me, “Remember the first time we fucked? It was a day just like this. How funny, even then I was the one on top, you were made to be my little girl, weren’t you?” I giggle in response, she still manages to put butterflies into my stomach, I love her so much. I want her to take me, and I tell her that.

She climbs on top of me and straddles my torso, she slides the big rubber cock underneath my bralette as well as her hands and pinches and twists my nipples whilst pretending to tit fuck me, each thrust sending the tip of the cock towards my mouth as I tuck my chin to try and take it in, like the good little fucktoy I have become. Seeing my eagerness she climbs further up me and starts to slap my face with the cock, “What a desperate little whore you are, fuck you just love my cock don’t you?”

“Yes Eliza, Ma’am, Mommy. I love you, I love it when you fuck me.”

"Mmm, I know you do." She says as she extends an arm backward and towards my open legs, down and to my asshole where she starts with a circular motion to play with my loose and ready asshole, tickling it with soft circular motions as she slaps the big cock against my face with the other hand. My mouth open, trying to take it in my mouth, like a dog when you dangle a tug toy in front of it and move it every time it nearly bites it. She stops now and instead looks down at me lovingly, oh the mystifying Eliza, forever changing and transforming, budding, blossoming, falling and rising. She takes the golden love heart locket in her hand, "I brought you this for our first anniversary, remember?"

“I do.” I softly moan, squirming under the touch of her fingers still teasing my hole.

She climbs back down my body, kissing away as she does, spending extra time on my raised skirt, licking and teasing the little cock under it. Moving lower she takes the back of my knees in her hands and spreads me wide and spits on my asshole, slathering it with my tongue; purely for our pleasures, the cock is still plenty lubricated.

“You ready, sweetie?” She asks, as she lines the tip of the cock against my asshole and slides the panties down a little to release my cock. “I’m going to stroke your clitty in time with my thrusts okay? Good girl.”

She does exactly as she says she would, slowly entering my asshole I gasp as I feel the long cock slide in, every rib of it sending vibrations from my sluthole throughout my body, combining with her hand rubbing the top of my cock to cover it in precum and making slow strokes of the sensitive tip.

Here I lay, my arms spread out, my legs wide, my cock peeking out of my panties and pitching a tent in my skirt, my bralette pulled down on one side still, a golden locket around my neck and long golden locks for hair. To top it all, my girlfriend is currently fucking my tight little asshole, with love. Have you ever wanted this to be you? Transform, we can all transform.

Being a sissy slut is the best, playing dress-up is the best, taking cock is the best, being pretty is the best.

I love all of it.

My eyes roll into the back of my head as her rhythmic fucking awakens the feminine electricity through me, slowly building me up to a point where I feel like I'm floating on clouds. I get lost in the bliss, every time, and I know she enjoys watching it. I can only imagine what it's like for her, looking down to see her boyfr-no, girlfriend, sissy, when she looks down to see me lost in submissive ecstasy. Why is it when I'm fucked in such a way I moan, not groan? Why does my voice soften, can you tell me? Does yours too? Are you also this dirty, are you a good little girl? Do you want to escape masculinity? Be just like this. It's freedom, absolute freedom.

"I want you to cum for me, baby." She tells me, her strokes of the cock getting harder and more assertive, though remaining the same speed; she knows just how to build me up to the perfect orgasm. "I want you to cum all over your little panties and skirt, I want you to cover them." Her instructions turn me on so much and I manage to open my eyes to look at her looking down at me with loving lust.

"I'm going to cum for you, fuck. Fuuuuck." My voice gets higher and higher pitched, my moans soft, the sensation flows through my body until, "Fuck, I'm cumming." My body convulses, I shiver and shake. My body is being electrified with intense energy, she covers my cock with my skirt and strokes it gently through it, the fabric on my sensitive tip intensifying the orgasmic.

I lay there underneath her for a while, my skirt soaked in cum and the cock still inside me. Until finally I can move and I open my eyes, “Fuck, that was incredible.”

“Good. Now shall we get on with our Sunday? Coffee?”

“Yes please.” I utter, quietly, still struggling to find my voice. She slowly and deliberately pulls out of me and moans leave my mouth again as I feel every part of the cock slide out, I feel my asshole gape and wink at her and enjoy the feeling as she kisses the tip of my cock through the fabric before getting up, unstrapping herself and leaving the room.

“I’ll bring yours up.” She tells.

I love being her sissy.

The End of Sissy Season: Spring.


More by Jenny

Being a Girl (A Sissy Erotica) Series:

Vol. 1: Girl of the House

Vol. 2: Girl of the Office

Vol. 3: Girl of the Dorm

Vol. 4: Girl of the Holiday

Being a Girl Collection

Used Sissy Series:

Vol. 1: Girl for the In-Laws

Vol. 2: Girl for the Neighbors

Vol. 3: Girl for the Dungeon

Vol.4: Girl for the Girlfriend

Used Sissy Collection

Sissy Season:

Spring

Summer (Coming Soon!)

Autumn (Coming Soon!)

Winter (Coming Soon!)
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