

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.

For more by Amelia Rose:

Twenty Futa Tales (Steamy Futa On Female Collection)

Naughty Futa Bundle

Futa Quest

Raw Magik: A Harem Gamelit Adventure

30+ Stories: One Thick Erotica Bundle

Thick Futa Bundle (Ten Story Collection)

Hard Love: Lesbians Club

Cloak And Lust (Fantasy, MMF)

My Fertile Futa Bundle

Hard Throbbing Futa Bundle

The Bimbo Swap Bundle

Daddy's Taboo Bundle

Gay For The Alpha Aliens: Rear Invasion

Maid For Milking (Futa On Female)

My Tentacle Monster

OEBPS/image_rsrc4J.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




