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Prelude

 


I was eighteen when I became Daddy’s sissy wife.

I cried tears of joy when he agreed to let
me love him.

But I’m getting ahead of myself.

Let’s twirl around and mince back a few steps first, shall
we?










Chapter One

 


I was twelve when my father left.

I cried tears of sorrow over the fact that
he didn’t take me with him.

We’d always been so close, two peas in a
pod he’d tell me. Like father like son. Two souls cast from the
same mold. Hearing that always made me smile but, for some reason,
he always looked kind of sad when he said it. He loved me, and was
proud of me, I always knew that, but I got the sense that he didn’t
want me to take after him, that he wanted something different for
me.

I knew it then and I know it now. Nurture
can only do so much. You can’t change nature.

Being left with my mother was a nightmare.
She was a cruel, selfish woman who never failed to remind me that I
was an accident, and it only got worse after my father left. She
made sure I knew she’d never wanted me. Repeatedly told me that I
had ruined her life. The best I could hope for during those dark
years was to be silently dismissed as an inconvenience, except I
was very convenient in serving as her personal ATM.

I had started doing odd jobs the day after
my father left, hoping I could save enough money to afford a
ticket - bus, train,
plane, whatever - to wherever he’d gone. I’d been sure he would
send for me when he was ready, so I began walking neighborhood
dogs, running to the grocery store for the old couples down the
block, shoveling driveways, mowing lawns, and even painting fences
and sheds as I got older.

My mother stole almost every cent of it.
It didn’t matter what I did with it, where I tried to hide it, she
always managed to find it. She was a professional snoop, not to
mention an unrepentant one. I can’t count how many times I came
home to find my bedroom absolutely trashed, my belongings scattered
everywhere. Given how many burnt hoodies and sweatpants I lost to
the smoldering cigarette butts she deliberately discarded around my
room, I’m honestly shocked she never burned down the
house.

It got to the point where I just stopped hiding my money.
She was going to take it anyway, and I had a secret I didn’t want
her uncovering during her snooping, so I paid the price for a
little privacy.

Not that it lasted long.

 








Chapter Two

 


I was fourteen when my mother remarried.

Still stinging from my father’s
abandonment, I cried
tears of terror that her new husband wouldn’t want me
either.

Carl was as different from my
father and myself as
another human being could possibly be. He was seven feet of thick,
solid, black muscle, bald as a bowling ball, but with this super
curly black beard. His voice was so thick, so deep, it felt like we
had a professional voice actor narrating our life. What I had
originally feared would be a horror movie, however, soon proved
itself to be more of a dramatic comedy. He was a decent guy. More
than that, he was a decent dad, and a champion for me against my
mother’s spiteful hatred.

Like I said, I was absolutely nothing like
him, and we seemed to have nothing in common, but that didn’t stop
him from taking an interest in my life. He would ask me questions
about what I was doing, what I was watching, or what I was reading,
and he’d listen. I mean,
really listen. In return, I began doing the same, making the effort
to learn the rules of whatever sport was in season, and joining him
in trying to be more active. My mother lost her mind when he bought
me a brand new eighteen-speed hybrid road bike so we could cycle
together, but when she looked so smug about selling it out from
underneath me, he just quietly went and bought me a new
one.

And another one after that. My mother had
met her match.

Carl was also the first person to ever discover my secret, the
one I’d been so worried about my mother discovering . . . and he
was perfectly fine with it. He’d been a little surprised, but
instead of yelling at me, calling me names, and telling me how I’d
shamed our family - as my mother would have done - he simply sat
down and talked to me about it. For the first time in my life, an
adult treated me like an equal, not talking at me or down to me,
but talking with me.

While he didn’t necessarily understand,
and couldn’t offer me any advice, he gave me something else that
was worth so much more. Carl gave me his support, promising that
whenever my mother did find out, because we both knew it was
inevitable, he’d be there for me. In a way, that shared secret
brought us closer than anything and planted the seeds for what was
to come later. I was happy.

Not that it lasted long.

 








Chapter Three

 


I was sixteen when my mother left.

I was overjoyed to have her gone, and
happy to have been left behind, but I still cried tears of worry, uncertain about my
future.

From day one, Carl made sure I knew
it was nothing I’d done
to drive her away. It had nothing to do with her uncovering my
secret, or him encouraging me. Mind you, that secret didn’t help
matters, but we both knew she’d had one foot out the door already.
In fact, I doubted she’d ever intended for things with him to be
permanent, and that hurt me more than any sense of abandonment. He
was too good for her. She used him, abused him, and discarded him,
just like everybody else in her life. He deserved
better.

I remember the day I came home from school
to find the house torn apart, with everything of portable value -
TV, my video game systems, microwave, toaster, her
jewelry, Carl’s sports
memorabilia – taken to fund her flight. It looked like we’d been
robbed, and I guess we had, in a way. I knew, without him having to
say a word, that she was gone. I looked out the door, to the empty
space where her car normally was, and back to Carl, standing so
calmly amidst the mess, and I lost it. I broke down sobbing, crying
so hard that I began to hyperventilate.

It wasn’t that I missed her, but that I
was worried Carl would be next to leave. I was so distraught, I
couldn’t even begin to put that fear into words, but he understood.
He crossed the room in two giant steps, moving like a man on a
mission, and swept me into his arms. Instead of throwing me out the
door, though, he’d carried me over to the couch, where he sat down
with me in his lap and told me it would be okay. He wasn’t leaving.
He wasn’t going anywhere.

We were a family, and one that was better
off without her. We cleaned up the mess, recovered some of what
she’d stolen by staking out pawn shops and sketchy neighbors, and
replaced the rest. Aside from the house being happier, quieter, and
free from the stench of cigarette smoke without her, we continued
as we had for the past two years. For a little while, we were just
that, a happy little family.

Not that it lasted long.

 




Chapter Four

 


I was eighteen when I became Daddy’s sissy
wife.

I cried tears of joy when he agreed to let
me love him.

Yeah, that secret I mentioned? The one I’d
been so worried about my mother uncovering?

I was a crossdressing sissy and,
I’d suspected, although
I’d yet to put it to the test, a sissy faggot.

When my secret came out the first time, it
had only been a small box of bras and panties, a favorite blouse, two sexy skirts, a
gorgeous dress I rarely had the courage to wear, some half-used
makeup that I’d scavenged from the bathrooms of friends, and one
exquisite pair of heels that I was still learning to walk in. Carl
had walked in on me in full sissy mode, the dress swirling around
my thighs as I spun on one candy-apple red heel to find him
standing in the doorway.

At first, I’d been mortified, and then
terrified, but he’d changed my entire life with just three words.
“You look pretty.”

The second time my secret came out, of
course, was much different. My mother had been fired from another
dead-end job when she came storming into the house. I’d just
finished doing my private laundry, and she caught me crossing the living room with
a basket full of bras, panties, and sexy lingerie. The look on her
face had, for a moment, been priceless, but then she’d begun
cursing me
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