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Sissy Blossom

Foreword

Three Sissy short stories

Sissy Blossoms

A short-short. Mike’s new pink apartment seems ideal, but can he cope with his landlady’s insistence that he has to become Michelle and serve as her maid, in lieu of rent...?

Lenny’s Surprise

Finally, Simon gets to leave home, even if it means moving in with a friend of his aunt. It also means he can continue to pursue his hobby in private, or so he thinks.

A ‘happy’ accident has his landlady discovering his cross-dressing secret, but will she allow him to stay, or does the fact that she used to be a schoolmistress at an all-girls school and knows how to deal with naughty ‘girls’, make any difference to the outcome? Whatever the results, Simon has no choice, but to accept her decisions – all of them, including being ‘extra-nice’ to Uncle Leonard...

Inevitable

He’s desperate to be a Sissy and has risked everything to achieve his goal, but is it inevitable, and what kind of Master will he attract with his open ad on the dark web...?

Read on and see if our Sissy wannabe is disappointed with his lot, or has he made the best decision of his life...?
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Chapter 1

The only summer job I could get to help fund myself through University, was in the next town, and I had been staying with Mr and Mrs Henderson who treat me really well and the room I have is great, as well. Sometimes I feel I might be taking advantage of them, as the rent is ridiculously low, and Henry even loaned me his pride and joy, his old sedan, while he was away for work, one time. All I had to do was drop it off for an MOT on the Friday.

Then it all went pear-shaped – I don’t know the details or specifics, but suddenly the Henderson’s are getting a divorce and selling the house to split the proceeds, and there’s no room for the added complication of a sitting tenant. My month’s-notice is almost up! They are both very apologetic, but I can’t live off that, and I’m racking my brains to think of a solution

“Hi Mike!” It’s Jamie a fellow summer colleague, greeting me on Monday morning, and dragging me out of my fugue.

I have a brain-wave! Gosh, maybe that’s it? I suddenly recall that he has just moved out of one place and into a new one. “Morning Jamie. Good weekend...?”

“Not bad! You?” He asks.

“Jamie, do you think your old flat might still be available?” I have lost nothing by asking, now that I’ve remembered.

“Probably, the accommodation is great and cheap, but I don’t think you could cope with the rules there, trust me.” He teased. Normally I would trust him, but I’m desperate to find somewhere new. I decided to check it out anyway – I know where he used to live, as I picked him up on the way to work, in Henry’s car, on a couple of occasions. He’s probably overly critical – I sense that about him, and he need never know I ignored his advice. I decided to call in after work, just on the off-chance.

I didn’t pay that much attention when I was collecting Jamie, but the house looks quite impressive from the outside now, as I check it out whilst waiting for the door-bell to be answered.

“Yes? Can I help you?” Jamie’s ex-landlady is quite attractive – a little like a favourite Aunty.

I’m ultra-polite, “Sorry to disturb you, Ma-am, but I’m a friend of Jamie who used to rent a room here. May I ask if the room is still available?”

She seemed genuinely surprised that I might be interested, “Actually, yes, it is! Would you like to see it...?”

I thought I might have to make an appointment, so I’m pleasantly surprised. “I would love to if it’s no trouble?” When she showed it to me, it was decorated in pink, which I suppose I could tolerate and much bigger than I expected, and I began to wonder if I could afford it. I plucked up the courage and asked, “May I ask how much the rent is?”

“Janey didn’t pass that information on, then...?” Again, she seemed surprised.

“Janey? Who’s Janey...?” I asked.

“Silly me, I meant Jamie, of course!” Maybe the alarm bells should have begun ringing, right then...? “£50 per week is that okay?”  That’s less than half what I’m paying at the moment, and I was ready to snatch her hand off, but she added a caveat. “Did Jamie,” She stressed the name, “Happen to mention the special arrangement we agreed upon...?”

“Er, no!” I could hardly tell her he advised me against it altogether, could I? “Perhaps you could explain...?”

She smiled and explained, “Sadly, I’m not a well woman and the rent is particularly low to compensate for certain odd jobs that I would need to ask the tenant to perform. Nothing too difficult, I assure you...?” She clearly wants to know my name.

“Mike, and you are...?” It seemed only right and proper to ask.

“We’ll get to that, as and when you are my new tenant!” It seemed a bit weird, but she moved on and tried to play it down. “So, Mike, when would you want to move in?”

I guess she must be a little eccentric, but she appears harmless enough. “Friday, after work, would be ideal, if we are both happy with the arrangement?” For some reason, I was allowing myself some leeway while I tried to assess her better.

“Well, Mike, you seem a decent young man and very polite – I’m happy if you are, so what do you think?” I wanted time to see Jamie and ask for more information, but she pressed me, “It’s just that I have someone else who wants to see the room, tomorrow, and I happen to know they’re keen!”

“Okay, I’ll take it, but I should tell you that I don’t have any deposit to put down.” I do, but I don’t want to risk it, since the doubts that Jamie, together with her eccentricity have started warning bells going off quietly in my head.

She re-buts, “I haven’t asked for, or expect a deposit – shall we shake hands on our deal...?” She offered her hand and I took it in mine – my she has a strong grip for not a well woman! She assured me, “I’m in all Friday afternoon, so anytime that suits you, Mike!”

“Thank-you – I’ll see you then!” She showed me out.

It’s a relief to have that sorted, and even if I don’t like it there, it allows me more time to find somewhere else, although the saving on the rent I’m paying now, will go a long way towards my Uni fund. I decided not to speak to Jamie, as I didn’t want him to think I have ignored his advice – it’s not like we’re good friends or anything...

Henry doesn’t live here anymore, but Mrs Henderson seems genuinely happy that I’m sorted, “I’m glad you have found somewhere else to live. We really do feel awful about this, Mike!” I’ve just passed on the good news.

My good mood, meant I floated through most of the week, packing some of my things every evening, although I haven’t much to show for my life so far. Henry even came over and gave me a lift with all my stuff on Friday afternoon – I managed to scrounge a couple of hours off to move home, thanks to my summer boss’s generosity. People are kind on the whole, aren’t they?

My new landlady – hopefully I’ll get to know her name, now, had us put all my things in the hall, which I was sort of pleased about, as I didn’t particularly want Henry to see my new pink room! Once I have my feet firmly under the table – I intend to ask if it’s okay to redecorate. 

“Come through to my lounge, Mike!” Henry’s just left. “I want us to celebrate our new arrangement!” It would be churlish to throw-back her hospitality in her face, although I hadn’t realised just how much she likes a drop of the hard stuff – Cognac!

The next thing I know, it’s Saturday morning, presumably – it’s certainly morning anyway, and I have no recollection of how I got to bed or anything. I’m almost expecting the mother of all hangovers, the way she kept topping my glass up, yet my head feels clear and okay. I must have been sleeping on top of the covers in my new pink room and I slip off the bed looking for the on-suite bathroom, desperately needing a pee. Boy am I in for a shock when I see my reflection in the mirror!
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Chapter 2

Obviously, I’m expecting to see me staring back, but it’s not me, well, not the me I was expecting for I am dressed as a French maid, black mini-dress with white apron, black stockings with high heels, puffy white petticoats that make my dress stick out and a white headband that screams French maid, at me. Even through the shock, my desperation to pee persists, only to reveal more surprises, for I’m wearing the tiniest of stainless-steel chastity cages that... well, I’m not sure how on earth she managed to fit me in, and there’s worse to come!

[image: ]

Not only am I locked into a tiny stainless steel chastity cage, but it’s fitted with a urethra plug so I am unable to pee anyway. My need is exquisite, so I intend to search for the landlady and ask what the hell is going on, but my progress is halted immediately because I’m locked in my room. I realise, staring at my reflection and down at my feet that I’m also locked into the dress and the high heels – I’m in a pretty pickle...!

“Stand away from the door!” Her demand sounds through to me. I hear her unlock my bedroom and she steps inside. “I thought I heard you moving about Michelle!”

“What’s going on...?” I’m trying to keep my cool.

“I take it you don’t remember agreeing to this last night, or are you having second thoughts...?”

My stunned silence gives her all the answers she needs, and she presents me with a sheet of paper, full of type-written notes and sporting my signature at the bottom.

I can tell it’s my own signature, but that doesn’t stop my disbelief, “But...!”

“I don’t suppose you remember posing for lots of photos in your new uniform or giving me certain email addresses I should send them to if you renege on our agreement? I can show you the photos and you’re smiling in every one!” She shows me the screen on her massive smartphone, verifying at least some of what she said.

All my attention is occupied trying to rack my brain for some explanation, or even some tiny memory of any of what she said.

“It’s only for the weekend, anyway!” She gives me a throw-away line, “And if you’re not convinced by then, we’ll re-negotiate!” She raises her eyebrows in a disappointed manner and tells me, “I told you to be careful with how much you drank!” As if all this is my fault.

My voice makes a welcome return, “Just for the weekend, you say...?” She merely nods, and I remember something else. “Did we decide what I am to call you, yet...?”

“Yes! You will call me Mistress – and before you say something you might regret, let me remind you that I hold all the keys to everything that you’re wearing, and release is purely at my discretion...!” She let the words hang for effect.

Suddenly, my urgency to pee, makes itself known to me again, and I gasp, “Please, Mistress, may I use the toilet”

“As you ask so nicely, I’ll allow it, this once. Obey me well over this weekend and I might be persuaded to remove the plug altogether! Pull your knickers down Michelle!” Her name for me isn’t missed, and I realise now, just who Janey must have been. Obeying her is to be the first of many humiliations I am to suffer, apparently. Due to the petticoats and flare of the skirt of my dress, I am unable to see how she released the plug, but she handed it to me. “Wash it and refit it immediately you’re done!”

She said it with such authority, I automatically replied, “Yes, Mistress!” 

Mistress called after me, “We all sit to pee in my house!” I noted the steel in her voice. My relief is blissful even sitting, and I can’t help groaning my appreciation, which prompts Mistress to add, “Did I mention the rewards for obedience? Please me with your loyalty and I may be persuaded to let you masturbate, while I watch, but the other side of that coin is punishment. Disobey or fail to complete any task to my satisfaction and you will be punished in line with the severity of your transgression! What’s taking so long in there...?”

I discover that she is also impatient when she catches me trying to force myself, to push the urethra plug, back inside my shrivelled, caged penis. “I’ll do it this once!” She insists, and I don’t know which is worse, watching the rate the tube disappears inside me, or the click I hear when it’s fully home? It wasn’t painful per se, more anticipation than reality. “Now pull your knickers up – you have much to do to earn any chance of supper this evening!”

A thought occurs to me, and I ask without thinking, “How am I supposed to go into work, dressed like this...?” I remember it’s my weekend to work Saturday morning – each of the summer staff takes it in turn to work one Saturday each month.

Mistress raises her arm as if to strike me, then appears to think better of it. “Two things! If I tell you to go to work, dressed in whatever fashion I choose – then you will. Second, you are required to ask permission to speak unless it’s to answer me directly, but as you were unaware of my rules, I have decided to be lenient this one time!” The implied threat however, is made very clear indeed, as she lowers her arm, slowly. She adds, “If you behave tonight, I may be persuaded to call in sick on your behalf later. So, you see, Michelle – your fate is in your own hands!”

Am I required to show my gratitude? I decide to play along for now, “Thank-you, Mistress!” She smiles as she realises, I am beginning to bend to her will. I was set a task to spring clean the kitchen and downstairs toilet and hallway, and during my task I am able to determine that the front door, along with the back are securely locked with no keys in sight.

Where would I go, anyway, dressed like this, and when I’m allowed back into my room, my old clothes, along with all the stuff I brought with me, have disappeared too. All I can do is play ball for now until I see the lay of the land, and / or determine how to escape her clutches. I wonder how Janey escaped...?

Mistress unlocks my door and lets herself into my bedroom, “I just wanted to say that you have done a reasonable job of cleaning, for your first attempt, so I’m here to deliver your reward! Knickers down!” There was no mistaking – it was clearly an order, which I naturally complied with. She held my neatly packaged balls, gently in her hand, Would you like me to remove your cage, Michelle...?”

“Yes please, Mistress!” What else was I going to say, especially as she was playing with them? I was already beginning to swell inside my cage – I’m only human, after all. In seconds after my confines are removed, I’m erect, and it’s hard to see how she ever captured me in the tiny cage. What’s more she moves her other hand to encircle my shaft, pulling gently on my foreskin to reveal my sensitivity...!

“Do you see what being a good girl, gets you? You do want to be a good girl form me, don’t you Michelle...?”

“Oh yes, Mistress – yes please!” My libido has taken over, as she covers my glans tip with her finger while she moves my foreskin, up and down. My groans are both inevitable and beyond my control.

“My little girlie like this does she...?”

“Oh yes, Mistress!”

“Are you going to be a good girl from now on, Michelle...?”

“Oh God, yes Mistress!” I’m incapable of rational thought, now, but I am aware that being locked in chastity has increased my need to cum, manyfold. I wanted the delightful sensations to last forever, but as I said... My release was spectacular... and Mistress caught every drop. Before I knew what was happening, she had smeared my deposit all over my lips, holding her hand in place.

“Be a good girl and lick me clean...!” A few seconds later, her instruction would have been unthinkable, but at that precise moment, I belonged to her! “Good girlie!”

Obeying seemed to add to my overall pleasure, which elicited another smile from Mistress. “I understand girlies need to pee after cumming. Would you like permission to use the bathroom, Michelle...?”

“Yes please, Mistress!” Relieving myself while she watched from the doorway, simply added to my delight.

“If you promise to be a good girl from now on, I won’t refit your plug – would you like that, Michelle...?”

“Yes please, Mistress!” The more I say these words, the more natural they seem to sound... I’m quickly locked away and left to sleep, and the sex hormone, Oxytocin, ensured I slept almost instantly.
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Chapter 3

“What time is it...?”

“I’m sure you meant to ask, ‘What time is it, Mistress’, didn’t you...?”

“Yes Mistress, sorry Mistress, it won’t happen again.”

“It better not! It’s 06:30am your new waking time, and time for you to prepare my breakfast, Michelle!”

Everything comes back to me instantly, especially the pleasure. After I have prepared cooked and washed-up Mistress’s breakfast, daring only to eat the cold toast she left, I am immediately set tasks of cleaning the whole house. I put my best effort into doing this, partly I’m sure, because I felt guilty for enjoying it so much when she wanked me last night, and partly because I hoped she might do it again...

I’m really
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