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2 Free Sissy Stories

Like a Moth to a Flame

Our subject is caught in Serena’s glare like a moth to a flame, but is he what she wants, or is she about to mould him to suit her needs? All she needs is an excuse and naturally he provides it.

It’s a journey of discovery that sees him having to accept her will as law, or else, and that’s not all he has to accept...!

Inevitable

It’s inevitable our sub is going to be a Sissy, but when, and who will be his Master?

Read on and find out!

ꞶꞶ

Like a Moth to a Flame

1

There was never any doubt that I would love Serena – she was the perfection of beauty and femininity, and no-one was more surprised than I that she seemed interested in me. We met and wed within a month, and of course I adored her, and I vowed to give up my fetish for wearing women’s underwear, just to ensure she would have no reason to be dissatisfied with me or the worst possible case scenario, divorce me. I might believe that I’m Don Jaun, but in reality, I’m built more like a woman than a man and I couldn’t make a real decision to save my life.

Serena, on the other hand, knows exactly who she is and what she wants and doesn’t hesitate to get it. I thought that would work to my advantage, but it appears I’m not that bright, either, well, according to my new wife.

“Whoever told you that size doesn’t matter was either blatantly lying to you or has an equally pathetic little clitty as you do, dear Husband. That was on our wedding night – Serena had insisted we wait until we we’re married – a fatal error, I have always believed, and her tirade would appear to prove my point. That was my first and final attempt to satisfy my wife, and although I feared she might have the marriage annulled, apparently, she only wanted to get wed to stop all the gossiping about what she as a single woman, got up to. If only I had known this beforehand, I might have saved myself a lot of consternation.

With no marital outlet for my needs, my fetish blossomed over the next few months, and of course now, I can now afford the very best available lingerie to cover my feeble form. What I was unaware of, is that even though the credit card is in my name, Serena gets copies of all my statements.

She marches into my room unannounced and demands, “If I’m paying for all these pretty things that you order online, I should at least get to see you model them for me!” I panic – I’m like a child caught with her hand in the cookie jar...

“I don’t know what you mean, me Angel....?” I couldn’t help myself – it’s all I have ever been able to do – deny, deny, deny.

“Adding lying to your list of transgressions has earned you a punishment! Now, show me your girlie wardrobe, or get out!”

I didn’t quite understand her anger – we have virtually led separate lives since my very first and only failed attempt to satisfy her – why is she behaving like this...? Wondering what she has in mind for my punishment, has me cringingly revealing my girlie stash.

“Put them on – all of them!” It feels humiliating having to dress in pretty panties, stockings and garter, as well as the matching bra while she stands and watches, and of course she would happen to notice the high-heeled slingbacks that are a particular favourite. She insists I wear them too. I’m about to cover myself up with the pretty satin and lace chemise, when she orders, “Stop there, for now!”

Serena is so full of her own self-importance, she never goes anywhere without her phone, as if her immediate response might be needed to solve some minor catastrophe, or event. She decides to record my transgressions digitally on her phone. I know she will hold it over me forever and a day – she’s like that, but did she have to take so many snaps from every conceivable angle?

“Continue to dress like the wimp you are!” I pick-up the chemise and slip it over my head – the usual wonderful sensations as it shimmies down into place are missing today, and Serena has picked out a dress she wants me to wear. There are only two, as I rarely get enough time to get this far before I am overwhelmed with lust and the need for release. I have a full make-up kit, but it remains untouched, for the same reason. More snaps – just how many does she need to remind me of this god-awful day?

Is the whole sordid ordeal taking a toll on her, Serena sits on the bottom corner of my bed? No, apparently, I have misjudged her. “Now for your punishment! Lay across my lap, and I better not sense any attempt, at an erection!”

I’m not about to anger her further and I obey, implicitly. I can imagine a scenario where this might be very erotic as she hoists my dress and then the hem of my chemise, but any such notion comes crashing down as her hand mimics the action with a slap across my buttocks, only to be repeated with several more. She shoves me off her into a heap on the carpet, and tells me, in no uncertain terms, “Never lie to me again, or next time it will be the cane!” Does she even own a cane...?

It's not easy getting to my feet in such high-heels, but I scramble up and I notice that I’m only now as tall as she is in her flat shoes. I’m looking down now because I can’t look her in the eyes. I’m not expecting her next edict, “If you want to look like a silly girl, then that’s what you will become, my Sissy maid, Molly, and we’ll begin right away. Follow me, Molly!” There’s no doubting that it’s an order that must be obeyed.

We’re downstairs and I’ve never been down here ‘dressed’ before and why does that start my clitty begin to think it’s a cock and have an erection, and worse, it hasn’t gone unnoticed, tenting the front of my flimsy dress. I’m expecting more verbal abuse as she holds her hand up to stop me in my tracks, but no she merely wants to create a privacy distance between us so she can make a call that I am not privy to. “Follow me, Molly!”

We’re off again and she’s heading out of the front door. Dare I follow, dare I not...?

I hate it when she drives my car, but that’s what’s happening – another humiliation for me, as if being out like this isn’t bad enough, but I’m in no position to argue, and in any case, technically it’s her car – her money paid for it, and no, money wasn’t and isn’t my prime motivation in trying to keep our marriage intact – I do adore her, probably why I’m letting her humiliate me this way. I wish I knew where we are heading, I can’t glean anything from the route we’re taking.

My concern is presently answered when we halt outside the rear of some premises or other, which still gives me no insight. Surely shops and the like wouldn’t be open this late, unless it’s by prior arrangement and Serena can seem to move mountains when she needs to. A quick toot on my horn – so that’s what it sounds like? A door opens allowing light to escape into the darkness of what is little more than an alley, or service road, and it seems we are being summoned inside. Serena hasn’t said a word since we got in the car and she’s not about to break her silence now. The gesture to get out and follow is all I need – oh, god – someone else is going to see me like this – how many more...?

By now, Serena has had a quick chat with the woman on the threshold and she’s walking back to me – hopefully we’re going home. But no, She orders me, “Inside you go and do everything you are told, or else! If the girls give me any bad reports about you tomorrow when they bring you home, I promise you won’t be able to sit down for a week, at least. In you go!” I watched incredulously as she stepped back in the car and drove off, leaving me at the mercy of goodness knows who’s inside. I take stock of what I know – I am to obey whoever is inside and spend the night in their company, and if I object, I’m for the high-jump!

As I meekly followed the girl beckoning me inside, I silently vowed to do everything to the letter and not give Serena even the slightest excuse to punish me further. I am actually terrified, wimp that I am, but this is no time to try and grow a pair, not that my existing pair make me any braver. If I wasn’t almost messing my knickers, it might be funny.
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Inside it looks like a sort of shop, well, I suppose it had to be, so I’m hopeful that the assistants will treat me with courtesy, if nothing else – I am a customer, after-all. Wrong, Serena is the customer and I’m just some merchandise to be treated no different to any other object.

“Come here Sissy!” It’s clearly an order, a demand even, but I’m tempted to wait until they at least address me by name. However, the potential of a smacked arse, has me obeying her, but what should I call her and the other two attendants? It’s as if she can read my thoughts, “You will address each of us as Mistress! Got that, Sissy?”

“Y, yes Mistress.” I concede and all the fight is rapidly disappearing from me.

She begins again, “This is what’s going to happen, and we are to take no truck from you at all. It is going to happen, the easy way if you comply, or the hard way if you don’t. The result will be the same, so what’s it to be, Sissy?” More fight drifts away.

“I’ll be good.” I mumble, my humiliation growing by the second.

“Did you promise to be a good little girl, Sissy? If so, say it and don’t forget to address me correctly!

“I promise to be a good little girl, Mistress!” My voice is clear and audible.

“Now we understand each other, strip, Sissy and don’t make me ask a second time!” She sounds the perfect understudy for my wife, should she ever be incapacitated, and what’s a little more humiliation, in the grand scheme of things? By now all three of them are surrounding me as if to cut off any possible retreat, but what they can’t know is that I am more terrified of Serena than all three of them, and I’ll do whatever it takes to get this night over with.

They’re in no hurry it seems and eventually one of them shows me something that gleams in the light, bringing it right before my face, so I can see it in close-up. I’m none the wiser, other than it’s made out of shiny steel roughly in the shape of a small basket, but she enlightens me, “It’s called a chastity cage and you are to wear this at all times from now on! Your Mistress was adamant about that.”

It couldn’t possibly be what I think it might be, can it? Serena wouldn’t take away my only source of pleasure, would she? As I think it, I know the answer only too well, and life hardly seems worth living with this revelation. All my resistance is completely gone now, and I just let them get on with it. That isn’t the only indignity I have to suffer as I am made to bend over and I’m fitted with what they called a butt-plug, right in my back passage, and it’s certainly the largest ever anything to stretch my sphincter, and now I dread if / when they take it out. Even added lubrication didn’t take away the feeling of being split open. I must be like a limp lettuce at the moment, or a rag doll might be a better analogy. Frilly white satin panties complete my discomfiture.

They proceed to dress this dolly in a corset that is pulled up very tight from the rear, until I can barely breathe, which seems to be the reaction they’re looking for, and then they roll white stockings up my legs and secure them to the straps dangling from the corset. A shiny black satin dress trimmed in white lace comes next, and I heard a click as the zipper is locked in place, before a white frilly trimmed apron that clearly designates me as a maid. High-heeled shoes complete the outfit, before they add make-up to my face and glue painted false nails to my fingers. I have to say the nails are a nice touch they make my fingers seem slimmer and more feminine. A long brown wig complete with maid’s headband is the finishing touch, and I not only feel fetching I look it too as they allow me to see the finished article in a mirror.

“We’re almost done, Sissy, then you can relax a while!” One of the Mistresses informs me, as she leads me to what is clearly a window display, in total darkness, but as she nudges me forward all the display lights come on and I pray there’s no-one outside, the other side of the glass which looks black in the lights, watching me, as she poses me fetchingly on the side of the bed in what is clearly a bedroom setting.

She warns me, “Any movement switches on the lights for ten minutes, so if you wish to remain anonymous from all the passing foot-traffic, I suggest you stay perfectly still or you will have loads of admirers on the way home from the pubs and clubs, all eager to take pictures of you on their phones. Just one final thing and then we’ll leave you alone!”

[image: ]

One of her cohorts approaches me with something that looks like a very large in diameter, but short in length, dildo and before I can react, it’s forced in my mouth and secured with ties behind my head and locked in place. I heard the definite click as the lock engaged...

They exit the display and the lights go out after about a minute, leaving me sucking on a giant dildo-shaped gag, and at the mercy of the auto lights that will come on at my slightest movement. I couldn’t even call out for help, even if I dared to, and as the moments pass, I hear the place fall silent, after the rear door slams shut – I’m here all alone – what if the lights go on and someone calls the police...? What if... A million thoughts run through my head, as I realise, I am to spend the night on display, if I move an inch. I tested it out and sure enough, an inch is more than enough to switch the display lights on. I practised the whole night through, not to move a muscle – have you ever tried that – it’s nigh on impossible? And I lost track of how many times the lights came on...

Another thing I came to realise, is how slow time goes when you wish it would fly past, unlike my previous times, playing at dressing up, when the time disappeared at an alarming rate – there’s probably a name for it, but I’m too thick to know it and not to realise that Serena would have access to all my credit-card statements. By morning, I’m feeling very sorry for myself, indeed as well as a nervous wreck in case anyone witnessed me sitting with a dildo shape gag in my mouth, wearing a pretty French maid’s outfit!

As dawn’s tendrils of light begin to banish the murk outside, I realise that whether I move or not, I will soon be on full display to all and sundry, and a panic sets in – should I try the door to the display and get out of sight, but it dawns on me – the Mistresses wouldn’t have left me any escape option and I’m fairly positive I recall hearing the key turn in the lock when they left, so I sit tight, hoping against hope that they will return shortly and rescue me. I find myself trying to will daylight not to come – how pathetic is that? That’s how desperate Serena has made me, clutching at straws, so I won’t be discovered.

I resort to closing my eyes to shut out any and all possibilities – the next best thing to burying my head in the sand, but it’s all to no avail. Something forces me to take a peek at the world outside the display window, and what I see has a devastating effect upon me... The display window doesn’t upon onto a street scene full of pedestrians on their way to work, merely a brick wall, opposite, and all my worrying and panicking has been totally in vain. I do the only sensible thing, I can – I burst into tears, and once the floodgates have opened, there’s no stopping, as the previous few hours are played back in my mind, over and over...

I could, maybe, should be angry at Serena, but no – I’m broken – she’s won and I know that I will have to obey her implicitly to stand any chance of being allowed to be near her, on her terms – on any terms she decides...
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I’m so out of it, it comes as a complete surprise when I hear the door to my display being unlocked and one of the Mistresses from last night, come to collect me and do whatever comes next for me. A huge reason I couldn’t sit still, last night is still lodged in my backside, only now I sense it moving as I try to walk, and reminding me every second of my desperation to be free of it, but I’m still gagged, so I couldn’t beg, even if I wanted to.

Mistress seems to think it very amusing to see the mascara stains on my cheeks, betraying how much I wept, but she’s not moved, and merely bundles me into the rear of a car and drives me away. I’m so desolated that I haven’t the first clue where we’re heading, or what indignity lies in store for me today, until I finally recognise that she’s pulled onto the drive of Serena’s house. It was our house, but I’m under no illusion, after recent events that I am nothing, and Serena is everything!

She comes out to meet the car, “Suitably remorseful...?” She addresses me, and watches as Mistress unlocks my gag and removes it.

It’s difficult to speak, having been constrained with my mouth forced open all night, by the gag, but I throw myself on her mercy, “Please forgive me Serena – I don’t know what I was think...” My words are halted by an almighty slap across my left cheek that burns like hell.

“You have forfeited the right to address me so. In future you will call me Miss Serena, or Mistress! Is that understood?”

My hopes of reconciliation are dashed even before they had a chance to form properly in my head, as a new reality takes over, “Yes, Mistress!” It was the first thing to enter my befuddled mind, and I’ve probably set a precedent.

Miss Serena gives me a smile, one that sends shivers down my spine, it looked so evil, “Let’s get things straight! You are now my maid – you will do everything I tell you and nothing I don’t. Is that understood, Sissy...?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

Miss Serena nods at the Mistress who returned me to my new life, and she departs, having witnessed my total and utter capitulation. “Now inside with you, Sissy – I




















[image: ]


























[image: ]


[image: ]










[image: ]























[image: ]






























[image: ]

















































[image: ]






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





