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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.

The Sissy Roommate

My roommate Mrs. Forrester wasn’t home. Which isn’t anything out of the ordinary, she worked a lot. I think as an insurance agent or something. All I really knew about her work was that she wore these tight pencil skirts and top of the line blouses that made her look very much in charge and professional. That is to say, she was nothing at all like myself. I didn’t have the same go-get-it attitude that she had. I sort of just let things trickle on by me without much of a care. I suppose you could say I’m a slacker, but really it’s just the anxiety.

I hardly ever worked, I just couldn’t handle it. I don’t know how others managed to spend eight hours a day, every day, constantly on the go surrounded by people and pushing deals or whatever. That sort of thing just wasn’t me, I didn’t have the confidence for it. I don’t have much confidence really. Not like Mrs. Forrester, she just oozed with confidence at every step in her life. I guess I looked up to her for that. In a way I wanted to be her.

And maybe it was that want that led me to do it. Or maybe it was just because I’m a dirty perv who only cares about getting off, and it really isn’t anything too complex. Whatever it was, whatever came over me, I found myself sitting alone in her bedroom.

Usually she keeps her door shut after leaving for work. Today was different however, after she’d had gone I noticed she left the door wide open. I was a bit nervous at first, just casually walking by and taking peeks inside, as I sometimes do when she leaves it open just a crack, trying to get a glimpse of the wonders inside.

Everything in her room was so neat and orderly, nothing like mine. It was as if the room itself was a siren, calling me to enter. A call I couldn’t ignore, nor one that I wanted to. I took the first step inside, hit with a wave of fragrant air that smelled delightfully like Mrs. Forrester, a yearning rolling through my chest and down between my legs.

I moved toward her dresser, a bottle of perfume, resting on top. I took hold of the bottle and gave myself a spritz, I practically melted taking a whiff of that heavenly scent. A scent that reminded me of when she would step out of the shower, all prepped and polished and ready to take on the world.

I wasn’t planning on going any further than that. But with the scent of Mrs. Forrester filling my nose, and making my head spin, my cock couldn’t help but throb and become erect. The ache ate away at me, filling my head with images of the powerful beauty that lived in the room next to mine. How I would imagine her, at the end of a long day of work getting changed, peeling those tight skirts down her legs, revealing a sensual pair of panties underneath.

And now I finally had a perfect opportunity to know what kind of panties she did in fact wear. Would it really be wrong to just have a look. Did I really care if it was? My hard cock pushed the rational thoughts out of my head, begging for me to open a drawer and take a look.

Such elegant underwear graced the contents of the top drawer. I reached in, getting a feel of the soft satin fabric, so thin… so delicate. I removed a pair, holding them to my face. To think this very thong snuggly held to my roommates body. My cock gave a little jerk in my pants, precum dripping down the tip.

I just had to know what this thong would feel like wrapped around my hard cock. To finally be so close to my roommates pussy. Surely it was the closest I would ever get and this was my one chance to just take the opportunity. 

I laid myself down on her bedsheets, and even the sheets smelled like her. I unbuttoned my jeans, unzipping and lowering them off my legs, next removing my boxers. I draped her sweet panties over my cock. I closed my eyes and gripped my cock. Stroking myself with Mrs. Forrester’s underwear, sliding those silky smooth panties up and down my throbbing cock. Precum dribbling out of the tip, staining her otherwise pristine underwear.

As I jerked myself, taking in deep breaths and fantasizing about what her naked body must look like, I lost all sense of the world around me.

“What the hell are you doing?” Shouted Mrs. Forrester as I opened my eyes. She had her hands on her hips, tapping her foot against the floor, looking down on me with disgust.

I frantically tried to hide my boner, swinging my hands over my cock, desperately trying to block her view.

“Stop that,” she said, slapping my hands away. “Are those my fucking panties? Is this what you do all day, you perv.” Mrs. Forrester leaned over the edge of the bed, carefully plucking her panties from off my hard cock. And I so wished those well manicured hands of her would have touched me, but she was very careful not to make the slightest contact.

“No, I swear… it was an accident… I’ve never done anything like this before,” I said. Not sure what to do or where to go, and so I remained naked and exposed on top of her bed.

“Oh, an accident? You just accidentally happened to be in my room and my panties fell on your dick? Is that it? And what’s this…” She looked the thong over, stretched it out in her hands, “you got your dirty precum all over them too. I don’t believe this.”

I crossed my hands over my cock, trying to keep at least some of my decency intact. Mrs. Forrester edged her way onto the bed, resting on her knees, her high heels clicking into one another as they dangled over the side.

“Really? You’re going to try and hide it? You’re so pathetic… Well come on let me see it, let me see what possessed you to rub yourself all over my panties,” Mrs Forrester slapped my hands off my cock. My heart beating faster and faster, nervous as to what she might do to me.

“Oh my gosh…” She laughed, chuckling to herself, holding her fingers to her lips. “Now I see why you had to use my panties… no self-respecting women would ever want to touch a cock that small. Is that why you did this? Because you have a small dick?”

Her eyes pierced through mine as she stared me down, waiting for a response. I knew I had to say something, but my thoughts ran amok inside my mind, I had no idea what to do or say or anything.

“Y- y- yes, Mrs Forrester,” I responded, too afraid to contradict her.

“I thought so,” she said, moving closer, though remaining careful not to touch me. “Well you might as well keep these,” she tossed her panties at my face. “Go on, put them on for me.”

I snatched the panties off my face, looking at her, uncertain of whether she was serious… she looked serious.

“I said put them on… if you’re going to jerk off in my room when I’m not home than you better do what I say,” she motioned towards my cock.

I suppose I had no choice than, I was helpless and she was in command. I slid her thong over my legs, letting the waistband snap against my body, my hard cock holding the fabric up.

“Much better,” she said, “those are the kind of underwear you should be wearing, that cock is way too small for a real man.”

“Yes, Mrs Forrester. I’m really sor-”

“Save it, you’re not sorry. This is what you wanted, isn’t it? So now you’re going to do exactly what I say, understand?”

“Yes, I understand.”

“Good, now start stroking it.”

I did as she commanded, and stroked my cock as she watched me from the otherside of the bed. Damn, she was beautiful, so out of my league, I knew I would never get to touch her but just getting to see her while I touched my cock… it was more than I could ever hope for.

“I said stroke it… you might as well enjoy it since that little cock isn’t going to get touched by anyone else. Come on, faster.”

I did as she commanded, working the tip of my cock harder and faster, bringing myself so close to orgams. I clenched my teeth, and tensed my body, holding it all in.

“Aw, look at that sad little face, you want to cum don’t you? Well, go on, cum already.”

I released myself in her panties, cum sticking to my shaft as it pulsated out of my dick, seeping through the sheer fabric.

“God, you’re pathetic… is that all it takes. Now you’re going to lay here and wait for me,” she said.

“But… can I get cleaned off?” I asked.

“Umm, no. You’re going to sit with that disgusting load of yours until I say so. You do know you deserve to be punished right?”

“Yes, I know,” I said.

Mrs. Forrester left me on her bed, laying there with cum dripping down her silky panties. I heard the shower running, and surely she was starting to undress, ready to clean that sexy body of hers after a long day of work.

“Don’t you dare touch yourself while I’m not there,” she shouted from the bathroom. She really knew me all too well, but I guess there isn’t much to know about a perv like me.

“Did you hear me?” She shouted, “I expect to hear a ‘yes, mistress’ when I talk to you.”

“Yes, mistress,” I replied as commanded.

I listened to her humming sweetly to herself as she bathed, water falling over her body, splashing into the tub. How I wished to be that water, coating myself over her soft inviting flesh. To be the beads of water rolling down her tits and between her legs. My fantasizing was broken by another shout.

“Get in here,” Mrs. Forrester commanded, turning off the shower.

My heart nearly jumped out my chest. Was she really inviting me into the bathroom with her? It couldn’t be, would I really get to see that body of hers naked and exposed.

I walked into the bathroom, legs shaking slightly. “Y- yes mistress, what can I do for you?” I asked.

Mrs. Forester stepped out of the shower, her hair dark and wet ,sticking to her back. Her voluptuous tits bare before me, nipples perky and stiff. Without thinking I went to reach for my throbbing cock, getting harder with each passing second.

“Don’t you dare touch yourself,” Mrs. Forrester smacked my hands away.

“Sorry mistress,” I mumbled, knowing that I did wrong.

“Now dry me off, pet. Use the towel, I don’t want your hands touching me, got it?”

“Yes mistress,” I pulled the towel off the rack. Hardly able to believe I was allowed to get this close to her. I really was so lucky to have her.

I carefully wiped her body down, making sure to keep my hands covered with the towel, not wanting to displease my mistress by touching her with my unworthy hands. I wiped down her back, delicately drying off her tight ass and down those thighs of hers. She turned around, holding her arms out. I patted her wet body dry, moving in from her arms towards her wonderful breasts, cupping them within the towel, taking great care to dry them just as instructed.

“What would you like me to do next?” I asked, having finished drying her body off.

“You aren’t done cleaning me yet,” she said, stepping out and spreading her legs. “Get on your knees, pet.”

“Yes, mistress,” I got down on my knees, obeying all over her powerful commands. Mrs. Forrester gripped the hair on top of my head, yanking me underneath her. “Open up.”

I opened my mouth and held my tongue out, she pulled my face up between her legs grinding her pussy against my tongue, using my face for her own pleasure. It felt so good to be used in this way, to finally touch her pussy, it was all I ever wanted and so much more than I deserved. I reached up and grabbed hold of her thigh, trying to keep balance as she roughly used my face.

Mrs. Forrester yanked my head back, looking down on me with disgust, “What did I say about touching me, drop your hands,” she spat in my poor face and slapped my cheek, “hands off.”

“Yes, mistress… I’m sorry mistress,” I whimpered.

“You better be… now give me that tongue back. I’m going to get off and you’re just going to keep that mouth open… got it?”

I nodded my head, her hands pulling my hair back. She forced my face back between her legs, forcing me to lick up and down her swelling clit.

Mrs. Forrester gripped my hair harder, her body tensing as she brought herself closer to orgasm, using me as a worthless toy. Her legs shook and body shivered, her moans echoing off the tiled bathroom walls. She tossed my head to the side, having finished using me, and shoved me out of the way. I fell on all fours, looking up at her like a poor little dog.

“Fuck your so sad,” she said, “I don’t even want you looking at me.”

I casted me eyes down onto the tiles, knowing I didn’t really deserve to see her and all her beauty. I was just a perv who used her panties to get off, I deserved this. After being used by the mistress she graciously allowed me to shower and clean myself off. Once finished, I peered behind the shower curtain noticing that my clothes and the panties were gone. I had nothing to wear and wondered if this is how she wanted me from now on.

“Well, come on,” said Mrs. Forrester, impatiently tapping her foot, waiting for me to exit the shower. Draped over her arm was a floral patterned dress. “Dry off, hurry up,” she demanded. I quickly patted my body dry, not wanting to keep her waiting, slightly worried that I might upset her if I took too long.

“Put this on,” she said, handing me the dress. “Hurry up,” she said, as I slid the dress over my body. I wasn’t against this, not until… 
“This is just a loan… for you to wear while we go to the mall to get you your own clothes, since you like stealing panties so much, I figured we should get your own, and dresses to match.”

“Are you serious? I can’t go out wearing this,” I said.

“Excuse me?” Mrs. Forrester did not look happy one bit. “It’s your choice… Do as I say and I just might let you see me naked again or don’t and be punished.” I certainly didn’t want to be punished. And to see her naked would mean everything to me, to behold that sight one more time, I needed it.

“I’ll do anything you ask,” I said, knowing better than to fight her on anything. She would win regardless, I was nothing and she had all the power.

“Good then help me throw out the rest of your old clothing, so you’re not tempted to wear anything too manly,” she laughed. “Small cocks like yours don’t deserve to wear men’s clothing, isn’t that right?”

“Yes mistress.”

Together we went through my closet and drawers, she heartlessly tossed all my clothes into a pile in the center of my room. Meanwhile I threw them all into a large black garbage bag, it hurt to be tossing all my things away but I knew this was for the best. I knew my mistress knew what was best for me. She had to to, I was jobless, I had nothing, I never even had sex with a woman before. On the other hand, Mrs. Forrester had it all, a high end job, men who would surely do anything for her… maybe if I did as she asked… maybe just a little bit of who she is might rub off on me, it was the least I could hope for.

When we arrived at the mall, I followed behind Mrs. Forrester as she would not allow me to walk beside her. I felt so awkward, like such a loser, which I suppose I am, just a small dick loser as Mrs. Forrester had no problems pointing out whenever she got the chance. I walked stooped over, my eyes looking away from the staring passersby to ashamed with myself to look at them.

Mrs. Forrester however walked with confidence, head held high with a sense of power, knowing she was the one in charge, leading her pathetic pet around. As she gathered clothes for me to try on, I had no choice but to sit and let her do as she desired. She made me try on each pair of underwear in front of her, as well as every dress and miniskirt, the two of us packed into the changing room. I felt like a helpless child unable to cloth himself, requiring his mother to do all the work for him, for without her help I’m just a failure.

“Stop moving so much,” said Mrs. Forrester, sliding a pair of tight black leggings over my body. “I think these will be perfect, now everyone can see what a tiny cock you have.”

I looked down, the outline of my cock pressing embarrassingly against the fabric. This was going to be my life from now on, doing as my mistress commanded, I knew that for someone as small dicked as me, this was the only way I’d ever get close to a woman.

“Shopping for your sissy ass sure made me hungry. We’re going to the food court where you can serve me my meal.”

“Yes, mistress.”

“You have such a kind boyfriend, willing to carry your bags for you,” said the woman at the checkout.

“Oh, he’s not my boyfriend,” said Mrs. Forrester, “He’s more like a pet.”

“Really? Maybe I should get me one of them,” said the woman.

“I’m sure he wouldn’t mind being your pet too, right?” Mrs. Forrester shot me a glance.

“Yes, mistress… I would be happy to serve whoever you deem fit.”

“Mmm, let me give you my number,” said the woman, “I’m sure we can have a lot of fun with this one.”

“So long as he doesn’t have any,” said Mrs. Forrester, taking a business card from the woman.

“Come on, pet. Keep up,” Mrs. Forrester shouted, forcing me along with her. Was I really going to get the chance to be close to another woman… was my mistress really this kind to let me be another's pet. I just had to keep doing as she commanded, and I knew everything would work out okay.

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.

Letters To My Sissy

11/9

Greetings my dear little sissy. Well perhaps you’re not quite a sissy yet. Not the one I, and all those who know you, know that you really are. But that’s okay. In time you will come to know who and what it is that you really are. And isn’t that why you came to me in the first place. Begging, hoping that I would talk to you or even look at you. And you should count yourself blessed that I managed to even glance upon you. It’s not that I want to. It’s that I pity you. Pity the fact that you are so unaware of what it is you are. But I can see it. And when you go out in public you can be damn sure that everyone else sees it too. Sure they won’t say anything about it. Probably most don’t speak to you at all. Isn’t that why you needed me. I am however a sucker for such sad eyes as yours. So the least I could do is at least take notice that you are alive. But don’t expect much more than that from.

That’s why I’m only writing to you now. I’m sure you wish you could see me. Probably hoped that when you gave me your number that I was going to call you as soon as I got home. I know you want to hear my voice again. The short moment we spent in the grocery store still replaying in your head. No other woman there would even look your way. But you looked at each one of them didn’t you. I saw that. I know that look. A look of envy and want. You want to be like them don’t you. Pretty like them, smart like them. Do you think you can ever be. On your own, the answer is clear; no. With my help you might get there. MIGHT...get there. So don’t get ahead of yourself now. Because you have a long way to go. A long long way to go. Your in the preschool of it here. A nobody. A student. My student. And I am your teacher and your mistress.

Lets get that straight right away. I am your mistress. I speak and you listen. It sounds easy, but it won’t be. I am not easy. I know you want to get with me, but I’m not easy. However, each time I speak and you listen you will be rewarded. I am kind in that way. I am willing to reward good behavior. But equally am I to punish bad behavior. That is all for now, all I have to say to you. My little introduction into what you should expect.

Sincerely, Your Mistress

11/10

By now I am sure you have read my first letter. I’m positive you’re sitting alone in your room, thoughts in your head running, wondering when you might hear from me again. Well I don’t want to make you wait. Not just yet. There will be time for waiting. And the waiting will burn inside you, but you will bare it all, as best you can. And if you don’t. The punishment will be far less easier to bare.

Now I saw how you looked at me. Looked at my own body. Did you dream of touching me. Of having your hands on my body. Did you think I would so easily allow that. If so, keep dreaming. Keep fantasizing, because that just might be all you will ever have, fantasies. I can’t control what you think. But believe me, I can control everything else. In fact you will beg me too. Beg for me to take control. Pathetic.

Oh did I see how you looked at my body. How you wanted to touch my large breasts. I bet you wish you had breasts like these. Soft and supple, oh trust me they’re as wonderful as they look. These nipples need to be pinched and sucked. But don’t you worry they are being well taken care of. Not by you of course. By others. Does it hurt you to know that. That I so easily have other lovers. Their tongues teasing my pink nipples until they grow stiff, each lick turning me on more and more. Remember how I looked at you with pity and disdain. Well when other men have their mouths and hands on these breasts my face turns to one to pleasure. My own tongue hangs out, saliva dripping from the tip at each touch.

Now what I want from you today is simple. I want you to take your cock out as you read my words. Read each word carefully. Enjoy getting to read them. This is the only enjoyment you’ll get for today. I want to reel you in with hopes of pleasure first. So go on take your cock out. I know you’re already probably alone in your room, so just go ahead and do it now. Take your pants off, remove your underwear. No one else is going to do it for you. Certainly not me. Are they off? Good. I want you to spit in your hand. Go a head swish it around in your mouth and build up a nice pool of spit and fill your hand. I want you to read how others please me and you don’t and while you do so I want you to play with yourself, imagining the pleasure they give to me. The pleasure you only wish a woman would allow you to even have a chance at giving.

Go on start stroking, slow at first. Tease yourself a bit. Remember that skin tight shirt I had on. Well I have it on now. It’s stained of course. Stained with a lovers cum. I invited him over, I told him about you. About how you wanted to get with me. We both had a good laugh about it. I removed his belt. His cock already hard for me. That’s what I do to men. They’re hard with excitement just at the thought that I will soon have them. I spit in my own hand for him. Gooey and wet, so slippery. I took hold of him. Twisting my fingers and wrist, working him like a seductress. Unlike you he doesn’t have to beg. I am happy to do it for him. His cock large. Much larger than yours I’m sure. I was on my knees for him. I had him with both hands, saliva dripping down his shaft. He wanted me to taste him, and I wanted to taste him. Why wouldn’t I. Why wouldn’t I want that thick man cock of his in my mouth. I tickled the tip with my tongue. My ruby red lips kissing it. Let the wet smacking sounds of my mouth on his cock echo in your mind. Let the sound of it be a torture to you.

Go on and start stroking yourself faster now. I’m sure you know what feels good. You do this often enough, not having anyone else there to do it for you. Sad. But we aren’t done just yet yet here. If you need more lubrication let your spit drool out of your mouth like a waterfall onto your cock. Did you get some on your chin? On your chest? What a pathetic mess you are. I like it messy though. Sloppy. And you want me to be happy don’t you. It’s important to keep your mistress happy. So do as you’re told and stroke your cock. Play with your balls while you’re at it. Not that you even need them. Who would want your sissy seed inside of them. Who could possibly want to have your sissy babies for you. I need strong seed. And I could tell by the precum of a real alpha that this man had a strong seed to give. Worth it for me to work his cock for him in every way he found desirable. Big as he was, I took as much in my mouth as I could handle and then some. Yours would fit no problem, hardly be a challenge for me.

Do as I say and start to bring yourself to the edge. My hands gripped his strong thighs, he was close. I could feel it. I wanted him to bless me in his love. Now what I want from you next is very important that you do. By now I’m sure you’re ready to blow. I want you to cum on my letter to you. It’s the closest your cum might every get to me, touching my words. So enjoy it. I tugged and twisted his slippery cock, his grunts sweet music to my ears. Don’t you make a sound, shamed someone might hear you. That’s right let yourself spill on this page, Like he spilled on my face, chest, down my shirt. Good.

Now send this letter back to me, So I can see what a good sissy you are.

Sincerely, Your Mistress

11/11

It’s 11/11, make a wish. I’m sorry to say it won’t come true. I won’t be seeing you today. Oh, do you have a long time to wait for that. You haven’t begged me nearly enough for that privilege. But you have shown you are at least capable of following orders. I received your cumsoaked letter. Disgusting. I promptly tossed it away. That’s all your seed is good for, trash.

You show promise. We just might be able to make a sissy at of you. So you’ll at least be good for something. I’m sure you’re dying to start your transformation. I am a merciful mistress, and so I will reward a good little sissy. Are you sure you’re up for it. There will be no going back. Once the process starts you must take it to it’s inevitable. Not that you have much of choice. Already I am in control of you. Whether you know it or not. Whether or not you tell yourself you still have some semblance of autonomy left, the truth is, you don’t. You are mine. Mine to play with, mine to use, mine to do what I see fit. Isn’t it freeing though. Freeing to know you will never have to make a choice of your own. Free from the wretched responsibility of uncertainty, for I am your certainty.

Now what I seek from you is simple. And I know you will obey. You are to go out and buy yourself a pair of womens panties. Get yourself a nice sexy pair. Not that you’re worth it. But let it have some lace, some frills. The kind you see all the sexiest models that you drool over wearing. This is the first piece of your transformation. So tuck this letter into your pocket and head on over to the store.

Are you standing in the underwear section. Touch a pair. See which one feels right to you. Soft and satin, whichever pleases you most. Look around at the other shoppers. They know why you’re there. They know what you are. What a freak. They know you’re not out shopping for a lover. How could someone like you have a lover. It’s written all over you as clearly as it is written in these letters.

Did you find a pair? Good. I hope you like them. Not that it really matters to me one way or another. They’re just a tool to me. Like a carpenter’s hammer. To you they are everything. Your identity, your desire, your truth. Though a hammer is made for banging, sad to say you might not be. Clutch them tight in your hand. I place them up to your face and breath in deeply. Is anyone watching, I don’t care. Do as you’re told and do it now. They’re still fresh. Aren’t they. New and unused. Well that will change soon enough.

Walk over to the counter. Look at the cashier. What does she look like. Pretty? They usually are. Hand the panties over to her. See how she touches them. That’s the closest she’ll ever get to touching to you. Don’t worry, she’ll hand them back, and you can pretend the exchange brought you closer to her. You can sink in to the lingering touch of hers on your new underwear.

Did you think you’re task would be that easy, it’s not over yet. This next part is very important. Let her know just who it is those panties are for. Look her in the eyes as you tell her. Feel her confusion, her disgust at you telling her. How she wishes you would just leave and stopped talking to her. She’ll tell her friends about you later. They’ll all have a good laugh about it. The only way you can make a woman laugh, oh well, might as well get used to it.

So you’ve done it. Purchased your first pair of panties. How are you feeling. A mix of excitement and shame. Dying to put them on. Well go find a bathroom. Get into the stall. Did you go into the men’s room. You know you don’t belong there. Not a real man now are you. But then they would never let you into the women’s either. I’m sure you question where you belong each and every day. Your Queen will help you find your place, will put you in your place. Get undressed. I don’t care what you do with your boxers. Shove them in your pocket, leave them behind. Doesn’t matter. Slide the panties on. Soft aren’t they. Tight against your cock and balls. Are you getting a little chubby, so soon darling.

Rub yourself a bit. Rub the soft fabric against your cock. Feels good doesn’t it. Keep going. Afraid someone might walk in. Don’t you stop. Get yourself hard for me, I’ll allow it. Jerk it, but keep the panties on. Work a little precum out of the tip. But nothing more. Let it drip a tiny amount and stop there. Oh, does it ache. Do you want to go further. I’m sorry to say that’s all you get today. Don’t you dare bring yourself any closer. Sit in those drips, don’t take off your panties. Go home, go to sleep, eat. Whatever you have to do. But don’t you dare cum. There is no cumming again until I next say so.

Sincerely, Your Mistress

11/14

Greetings my darling little sissy. You didn’t expect me to write to you every day, now did you. I have much more important matters to attend to than you. But I didn’t completely forget about you. It must have been torture not being able to hear from me, not being able to touch yourself these last few days. Patience is a virtue, all things in there own time, and all that. All part of the rules of this game we play. Get used to it. I must be honest with you, I am a bit tired. I had a lovely, sleepless night. Would you like to hear more about it. More about how naughty I can be. Sorry to say I won’t be speaking to you about any of that. Truthfully I don’t wish to speak to you much today at all. You will get no sexy words from me today. No encouragement. Jerk yourself and cum. Not for me. Not for you. But out of  a sense of duty. Do it and let me be done with you today. You’re weak and I no you can go so long without just yet.

11/16

Greetings my submissive slave. I have demand for you. One of my lovers, for reasons I do not understand. Has taken an interest in you. Oh no, this is not the same man for before. In fact it is not a man at all. But a woman. A woman more beautiful than you can imagine or ever be. A real goddess. I am so lucky to have her in my life. In my bed most nights. Willing to lick the nectar from my pussy and I willing to return the favor. She wants to hear from you. So be a good boy and write to her. She wants to know of all the naughty things you would have her do to you, of all the dreams you wish to do to her. So write to her and your letter better please her, because if it doesn’t there will be repercussions.
 

Now a little bit about her. Not so much to help you but so you don’t disappoint her too much. I can’t have you reflecting poorly on me. I am a Queen and I will not have my slave do a piss poor job. Her hair is long, and cascades down her back, blonde and bright like the sun. Her tits are small and perky, nipples like sweet little cherries. Her ass petite and tight. The pride of her body. She loves taking it from behind. Being ridden by strong men, who can carry her around the room and make love to her holding her up, her arms wrapped around their backs. You would only sadden her if you tried. Fortunately for her you will never get the chance.

Perhaps it might be best if you write to her about how she may fuck a real man in your presence. How all your good for is sitting in the corner and watching. But you tell your story. She wants to hear from you. She hears enough of my moaning and groaning night after love filled night. Though she never does seem to tire from it. She can just keep going. A real nympho that one.

Is that enough for you? It’s all you’ll be getting. Don’t get too hard reading this. But if you do. Go on and stroke yourself a little. A little. No cumming today. We’ll see how your gift to her goes over before we see if your worthy of the privilege. I have nothing left to say to you.

Sincerely, Your Dominant Queen

Letters To My Sissy 2

11/17

Greetings dear sissy boy. In my last letter I instructed you to write to a friend of mine. She received and read what you had to say. You managed to obey me that much. I know you wish you could see her. But you’re only allowed to write to her. Beg her for all the naughty things you wish she would do to you, but never will. Well do you remember what I said? If you obey you will be rewarded but if you displease me you will be punished. Well your letter failed to satisfy her in the slightest. Not surprising. Much like your cock, your words fail to satisfy a woman. Your mistress is therefore unhappy with you. I didn’t expect much from you. But surely you could have done better than such a piss poor attempt. Your behavior reflects poorly on me as your mistress. Clearly you require much more training. Don’t worry that much I will provide to you. So follow my continued instructions and some day you will get there. I, unlike you, am rather capable. Isn’t that, afterall, why you need me.

I read over your letter as well. What a laugh. Did you really think a woman like her would want to touch that small little thing you call a cock. Pah, it’s not a cock, not a penis...no, it’s a peepee. A little thing. So when you wrote about wanting your hard cock sliding deep inside her wet pussy, I couldn’t help but scoff at the thought. Can you even manage to get it hard, let alone deep. Deep? Surely this is a joke, how deep can a thing like what you have even get. Not deep enough to fill her with pleasure. She would be bored. She’d ignore you as you pumped yourself inside of her. You might love it, love every second of fitting yourself inside her. The walls of her pussy tight around a thing even as small as yours. Oh yes, she is that tight.

Is this getting you excited. Is the blood swelling between your legs. Unfortunate. Truly unfortunate. Because you are not allowed to do a thing about it. You are not to touch yourself. Not to get off, nothing. Not for an entire week. You brought this upon yourself.

I will of course be seeing her again tonight. It’s now up to me to make up for what you lack. Luckily for you your mistress is capable of performing the task to its completion. Let me describe to you how I will manage. And As you imagine your mistress making love to another woman, picturing my words in your mind, you are not to touch yourself. Not one bit.

She’s a petite blonde goddess. She’ll come over. We’ll share a glass of win. Have ourselves a good laugh at your letter. I’ll read it over to her before promptly tossing it in the trash where it belongs. With that out of the way. I will get her clothes out of the way. I tear her shirt and pants of her. Pulling those skin tight jeans down over her perfect ass. I’ll squeeze it, and kiss it. I’ll remove her panties with my teeth, as she lays on her back, her hands running through my hair. Her sweet pussy wet, ready to be licked and tasted. My fingers finding their way inside her warm love.

I do not apologize if this is getting you hard. Our bodies will rub together, pressing on each other. Sweat dripping, mouths open and panting for air. You won’t be there. You won’t get to see this. You won’t even be granted the shameful privilege of watching.

Remember you have one week.

Sincerely, Your Displeased Mistress

11/24

So you managed to go a week without. Good. You didn’t expect to be hearing from me during that time did you? As little as you’re worth, without that thing between your legs for me to control, you are worth next to nothing to me. Certainly not enough to communicate with. This the way it is. I know somewhere inside you understand this, understand you worth here.

You did obey. So go on and put on that pair of panties I had you buy. You may wear them again. Dance around a bit in them like the sissy you are. The fabric must feel wonderful on your tiny package. You went a whole week and your still here. See it’s not so bad. Wasn’t the wait fun. The anticipation the build up. Aching to have your next release. Well now you will have your chance.

Keep the panties on. Let them be a reminder of what you are. Would you like to hear what I’m wearing. A black thong, and lacey bra. My full breasts almost spilling out the top. Oh how they hate to be restrained. But I need a man to let them out, not a thing like you. A man who can fight me down onto the bed. A man whose power will overcome me. Who will rip this restraint off me body and freeing my breasts. So he may taste them. Pleasuring my sensitive nipples. Rub your cock over your panties. Let the fabric stretch tight with your erection.

I, unlike you, did not have to wait for my pleasure. I simply invited a lover over. A man who I met at a bar. He even bought me a diamond necklace. Money means nothing to him, not when he has so much of it. He took me from behind, pounding me with his rich and powerful cock. He pulled my hair, and spanked me for being so naughty. For him I will be the naughtiest girl imaginable. Wherever he wants to put his cock he may. Yours on the other better remain concealed by those panties. But play with it. I allow it. Twist the tip and build yourself up with energy. How sensitive is it, having been untouched for so long, you probably won’t last very long. That’s okay. I can’t expect too much from you.

Now I want you to cum in those panties. So start jerking it faster. Each time he pounded deeper into me, the louder I moaned. He grunted like an animal. His rough hands gripping me harder. He wanted to let loose inside of me. I reached back and held to his thighs. Oh how I cried for him to fuck me. To cum inside me. Now cum, cum in your sissy panties. Didn’t that feel good. See how obeying me gets you want you want.

I hope you didn’t think we were done for the day. It’s not over yet. I have another task for you to complete. And I know you will complete it for me. Don’t take those panties off, not yet. They won’t be coming off anytime soon. I know their still rather sticky, don’t worry it’ll dry eventually. Put some clothes on over it. Whatever you feel like wearing. It won’t make a difference. Not for long anyway. Head on out to the outlets. It’s time to do a little more shopping.

Any stores catch your eye? The ones with young woman filtering in and out, shopping bags full of new clothes they’re excited to wear on their next dates, I’m sure. Well go on into one. Look at whoever exits the store. Do they even notice you? Imagine what they would think of you if they found out what you had going on down there. Shameful. Browse the store a bit, walking in your shame and find yourself a dress. Did you pick one out, well try it on. See how it fits. They aren’t made for sissy’s like you but for young sensual woman. I guess that can’t be helped. Hopefully you find one that fits decently enough all the same. How do you look? How does it feel. Feeling a bit more like your true self yet? We aren’t all the way there yet, so there’s still time. But something I’m sure feels right about it. Right and yet who else could accept you like this. Well why don’t we find out.

Step out of the dressing room. That’s right, with the dress on. Just step out for now. Wait for someone to see. At least one person, I’m sure you can manage that. Did she see you? What did her face look like? Not as pretty as mine but did it have the same look of scorn. Did you quickly jump behind the door and try to hide yourself? Still hiding from what you are, are you? We will work on that. If you can’t take too much more go on and put your other clothes on. Go buy the dress and get your ass back home. I will speak to you again soon. You won’t have to wait so long again this time. Just remember to obey.

Attached with this letter as you can see is a sex toy, a dildo. No it is not one of mine, though I know you wish it was. You aren’t good enough for mine yet. Don’t do anything with it for now. Time for that later.

Sincerely, Your Mistress

11/25

Greetings my submissive pet. You’re training is coming along rather well. It seems that there might be some hope for you after all. I know you must be thirsting to see me. But the time for that is still a ways away. When I next look at you I need to know that you really are sissy. I don’t want to like at some lie of how you’ve been presenting yourself to the world. The false sense of a man that you have for now tricked some into believing you are. But we both know the truth of what you are, and it isn’t a real man. You are still not yet fit to lick the bottom of my boots. Not yet. But someday you may be given the privilege. This will all be worth your while. The only thing worth doing for you.

How are you enjoying your dress and panties? I’ve been thinking about what should come next. Have those thoughts of what may come next kept you up at night. Imagining what I might have you do for me. I think you will like this next task very much. It will be a very pleasurable. Any male would find it pleasurable but most are too shy to admit it or try it. But you have no shame and no choice. This is what I want you to do and you’re going to do it for me. You want to keep dominant Queen happy don’t you? Of course you do. Nothing makes you happier than to be in service to a woman.

Get undressed. Get naked for me. Don’t you wish I was there to watch you undress. Don’t you want to pull that shirt off over your head, your bare chest exposed for me. Sliding off your panties, your cock standing at attention for me waiting to heed my next command. Get on your bed and get comfortable. Get comfortable while you can. Because things might get a bit uncomfortable before too long but trust me it will give way to pleasure. To a new kind of stimulation.

Remember that toy I sent along with my last letter, it’s time to get it. Curious aren’t you? Why did I send this to you? Well for this…

Stick it in your mouth. Wrap your tongue around it and get it nice and wet. I mean really wet. If it’s not soaked in spit you’ll only end up regretting, not following this command will be its own punishment. I know you trust me. You don’t trust yourself, but you do trust me, you have no choice. Is it slippery from you saliva? I want you to start teasing your ass with the tip of it. Get yourself a bit wet around the entrance with it.

You know what I want you to do with it. Anal is quite fun. It’s becoming more mainstream. Your toy will be nothing like have a mans cock in there, but it’s a start. So slide it in. Slide it in as you think of sliding your own cock in my ass. Not that I would let you, but go on and dream. Oh it’s not that I’m against anal myself. I love it when one of my lovers takes his time to work my ass open for him. This big ass of mine just eats it up. See how far you can get it in. Bring it in and out of your unused holed. I guess it isn’t so unused anymore.

If you were a worthy sissy I would come visit you. A strapon poised between my legs, ready to peg you. I would take you from behind. I would make you look up at me as I inserted it inside. But you are nowhere near ready for the experience. It seems almost impossible you’ll ever be ready for such a wonder. But the potential is always there.

For now that toy and your fantasies will have to be enough. Feels good, huh? Different but oh so good. Why not start stroking it. Using the toy with one hand, the other jerking your cock. Hold it in, hold it in for as long as you can. Because once it ends, it ends. And who knows when you’ll get the opportunity again, so it’s best to make it last. So stretch this state of pleasure out for as long as you can make it last. Not such an innocent hole anymore. Not so innocent yourself. See how exciting new sexual experience can be pushing pass what you’re originally comfortable with. And there’s so many new and exciting things left to be experience. Stick with me and I will you show you. Not that you have much of a choice, you are mine after all.

Is it getting harder to keep it in. Throbbing from all avenues. You will have to release at some point. Make it worth it. I’m waiting for it. Just don’t bore me. That wouldn’t be so good.

How was that release. Not like the others was it? Do you feel guilty? You know you shouldn’t there is nothing wrong with pleasure. But sometimes these things can’t be helped. Not for those as repressed as you. That feeling sticks to you like the warm emissions sticking on you now. Better go clean yourself up. Shower and get clean. Though somethings don’t scrub off so easily. The remembrance of what you are will remain. Of your acts. The slight changes toward what you will become will continue to grow, those can’t be undone with a simple shower. You’re too far in it now. Deep in it. You did well enough. Savory it.

Sincerely, Your Mistress

11/30

Did you really think I wouldn’t find out? Did you really think you could keep secrets from your mistress. Oh, shame on you. Naughty. Forget who’s in charge. Must I constantly remind you. It’s simple. Do as your told. Simple. Do as your told and obey me. Follow my instructions. I am not doing this for my own health. I get that you may be eager but you are not to allow that get the better of you. And you did and you failed.

See I know you want to hasten the progress of your transformation. I’m sure you thought it would make your mistress proud to see what a go getter you are. Sad to say it does not make me proud. Quite the opposite really. I allowed you to have the privilege of wearing that dress and those panties. Of using them to your pleasure. Must I take that away from you. Are you still worth working on, hmmph. But I did not permit you to paint your nails. I did say go get your nails done, did I? What to do with you. Restricting your access worked before, sure. But perhaps a different sort of punishment is in order. When a child is caught smoking a cigarette, you make ‘em smoke the whole pack, till they vomit. And realize what such quick overindulgence leads to. The same treatment might work for you, if you’re such a glutton to become a sissy so soon. Then let us have it for a bit. 

Put on your sissy clothing. Why not keep that toy in its proper pace while you’re at it. And come by my house for further instructions. How does that sound? Wait for me. See you soon.

Sincerely, Your Mistress

12/1

Greetings. Feeling let down, a little disappointed? I have no apologies for that. You wronged your mistress and these things will happen in such cases.

How long I wonder did you wait for me in front of my house. Looking like a sissy, pacing back and forth wondering where I was. Well, I’m sure you can deduce that I wasn’t home. I had much more important things to tend to. While you waited for me like a helpless puppy waiting for its owners return I was out enjoying myself with another man. I am writing to you now from his bed. Still warm from the heat of our bodies making love into the morning. I can’t wait to get back home now. To see my neighbors. To hear them tell of the story of some weirdo waiting outside my front door. Telling me to be careful. As if I had anything to fear from you. Silently laughing at what I know. ‘This used to be such a nice neighborhood, whatever happened,’ they’ll say. I’ll nod in agreement. ‘You just don’t know anymore..some people are just…,’ I’ll go on telling them. ‘And so close to the holidays,’ they’ll continue. They’re naive minds unaware of all this. Of what people free from such trivialities get to truly enjoy. I feel bad for them, differently than how I do for you but...bad all the same.

Don’t slip up again.

Sincerely, Your Mistress

For more by Amelia Rose:
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