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My Sissy Diaries

 


If you
would have told me two years ago that I would be dressing in
women’s clothing and giving my boss blowjobs on Saturday afternoon,
I would have told you that you were out of your fucking mind. It’s
not my thing, really.

But that was then and I’ve come around. I’ve
had a change of heart. I’m not sure if it was the first time that I
held it or the lace panties that did it for me, a little of both
probably?

So I work for this guy—Kent Roberts—and I’ve
known the guy for a couple of years now. We worked together for
another company out west. He and his wife—Elaine—are both great
people, always willing to go out of their way to help
someone.

I guess that were all of this comes in. One
rainy Saturday, he and I were at the shop alone and I couldn’t help
but to notice that he was…well, kind of hitting on me. I was
dressed in shorts and a t shirt and he kept staring at my legs and
making comments under his breath.

Although this wasn’t my thing, it was exciting
to know that I was the center of his attention that day. One thing
led to another and I found myself naked and on my knees playing the
nasty little boy, with his big cock in my mouth.

“Have you ever done this before?”
he asked.

“No,” I said. It was the truth. I
have never considered doing anything like it before.

Roberts and his wife had both done a lot for
me and maybe it was my way of saying thank you for
everything.

“Do you like it?” I
asked.

“Oh, yeah,” he said, taking my
head in his hands as I continued to suck as much of it as I could
without gagging.

Honestly, I had never been that excited in my
life. I mean, here I was on my knees with this guy’s huge cock in
my mouth and I was hard as a rock. I told him.

“I’m so fucking turned on, baby,”
I said in a whisper.

There was no one around and I knew it, but the
voice and dirty talk just came naturally. It was as much of
surprise to me as it was to him.

“Would you mind if I play with
mine?” I asked in that same slutty voice.

“You do whatever you like,” he
replied.

“It wouldn’t bother you, if I play
it?”

“Not at all.”

I had never been that hard and thrilled
feeling the veins along my shaft as I stroked myself inches above
the floor.

A shiver went through me when he exploded in
the back of my mouth. I wasn’t expecting it and he didn’t say
anything. I must have shot my jiz three feet across the carpet
while swallowing his. I had never given so much of myself in my
entire life. When it was over, he helped me to my feet. I was
spent.

Where I should have been embarrassed by what I
had done, I was in no hurry to dress and leave. He seemed to enjoy
me as I was and we played grab-ass around his office and watched
porn DVD’s on his computer.

“You would look good in a pair of
panties,” he said.

I didn’t really know how to respond. What do
you say to something like that? In playing around earlier, I had
waited too long, long enough to end up with his dick in my mouth
out in the hall.

“Would you model them for me?” he
asked, sounding like a kid trying to get his way.

Not knowing what else to say, I replied. “I’ll
think about it?”

“Promise?”

I nodded my agreement. “I promise.”

By now the two of us sat on a big, plush sofa
in his second floor office. Not able to resist any longer, I began
to stroke him gently.

“I’m going to put it back in your
mouth, if you keep this up,” he said laughing.

“I don’t mind,” I said. To show
him that I didn’t, I got to my knees again on the carpet and licked
my lips. That second blow job took longer than I expected. I must
have sucked him for thirty minutes before he finally gave it
up.

“You really do like that, don’t
you?’ he asked as I got to my feet.

“I do.”

“Right after I leave here,” he
said. “I’m going to buy you those panties. Will you still model
them for me?”

I smiled. “Anything for you,” I said walking
to the door and the hall beyond.

“Tomorrow?”

“Maybe?”

That was really my first time. Up there in his
office watching the clouds darken the sky. It rained hard that
afternoon while he stuffed his cock in my mouth. I didn’t mind one
bit, but I went home to my apartment wanting to cry. What with the
can of worms that I had opened. What would I say? How would I react
when seated across the table in a meeting, knowing that he was
thinking of the head of his cock sliding past my lips?

Those two blow jobs were nothing in comparison
to what I would do the following morning, but I didn’t know that
then.

Pulling back the shade on my third floor
apartment window, I lay across the sofa and watched as the sun went
down behind dark clouds.

Roberts had commented several times that I
should shave my legs. After a good sulk, I grabbed my keys and
wallet. I had some shopping to do.

In the neighboring town, I purchased a ladies
razor, bubble bath, baby oil and a mirror. Three different stores
as my purchases wouldn’t look real good together.

Late evening saw me shaving everything from
the waist down and soaking in a tub full of warm
bubbles.

The apartment was dark when I toweled dry.
Never bothering to turn on a light, I took up my place on the sofa
and watched cars along the freeway as I lay there naked.

A lot went through my mind, but I was okay
with it, all of it. I wondered if Roberts would call me the
following morning or if this had been a one-time thing. I’m sure
that he was just as embarrassed as I was after what we had
done.

The following morning I awoke to sunlight
through the open patio window on my face. I would have thought that
I would have been a mess after the day before, but I wasn’t. Smells
of women’s bubble bath wafted down the hall as I ran the tub full
and started a pot of coffee. I still hadn’t dressed.

A cup of coffee was sipped as I rubbed places
that I had shaved clean the evening before. I wanted Roberts to
call me, but didn’t want to make the call myself and appear needy.
The ball was in his court.

I sipped a second cup shaving for the second
time in less than a day and slipped into the tub. My cordless rang
and I answered, “Hello.”

“Good morning sweetie,” he
said.

The sound of it was music to my
ears. In just the simple gesture of calling me sweetie, it let me know that he
wasn’t trying to hide what we had done the day.

“Good morning,” I replied with a
smile.

“What are you doing?” he
asked.

“Shaving.”

“I don’t hear the water
running?”

I laughed. “I’m in the tub, shaving everything
else.”

The line went quiet.

“Do you want me to come
over?”

“No,” I said. Not ready for him to
be at my place just yet. “I’ll be there shortly.”

“Don’t make me start by
myself?”

I nearly choked hearing him flirt with me that
way and I was sure that I would at least do what I had done the day
before.

“Give me a few minutes to get
dressed, okay?”

“Okay.”

It couldn’t have taken thirty minutes to dry,
dress and drive to the office. Traffic was Sunday morning light and
I let myself in.

Roberts was waiting in his second floor office
when I walked in.

“I’m glad that you decided to come
by this morning,” he said smiling.

I bit my lip. “Well,” I said. “I didn’t have
anything to do.”

“I could think of something for
you to do,” he said flirting.

It was my turn to laugh. “I bet that you
could.”

We were both dressed and I could have backed
out. I could have then, but the window of opportunity was slamming
shut.

“Are these for me?” I asked
noticing women’s clothing and a pair of heels on a small table
along the wall.

“They are,” he said. “Will you put
them on for me?”

My heart was beating a hundred miles an hour
as I gathered it all up. “If you want me to,” I said in a soft
voice.

“I’d really like it if you did,”
he continued. “And I’ve left a few things for you in the
bathroom.”

Without a word, I started for the bathroom.
There were no words for what I was about to do. I was going to walk
fifty feet down the hall and dress in women’s clothing and that was
only the beginning.

On the counter were pens and powders and
lipstick. I stripped and pulled on the red panty and white women’s
blouse before slipping my feet into a pair of red pumps. The panty
wasn’t anything fancy just a high cut women’s brief made of
stretchy, see-through lace. It was the most gorgeous thing that I
had ever worn.

I lined my eyes with a pen and brushed my
lashes, doing my best with the shadow. I had never done anything
like it before. It took a couple of tries to get the lipstick right
and I sprayed soft perfume across my chest and panties.

Once I opened the door, there would no turning
back. I pulled it back thrilled with the sound of the heels on the
tile floor and the feel of the lace across my ass.

“What do you think?” I asked,
standing in his doorway.

“You’re beautiful,” he said,
getting up from behind his desk and never taking his eyes off
me.

Knowing that the makeup was lousy, I smiled.
He didn’t risk saying it and turning me away.

I turned giving him a little show as he took
me into his arms. With only two buttons holding the silk blouse
together, he pulled it down and kissed my neck and shoulder. With
one hand he held my ass in lace and the other reached under the
blouse to find an erect nipple.

“Do you like it?’ he whispered in
my ear.

His breath in my ear turned me on more than I
had ever been. “Oh,” I gasped. “I do.”

The head of my cock poked up over the top of
the lace. Roberts reached into the lace and began to squeeze
me.

“I can’t believe that you shaved
it all for me.”

“Do you like it, baby?”

“I do,” he said, attacking my neck
again. “You taste so good.”

As he continued to stroke me under the lace, I
leaned my head to the side to allow him better access. “I’m going
to cum, baby. Will you make me cum?”

 


♥

 


I got off
in that lace with him stroking me before a floor to ceiling second
floor window. He didn’t want me to remove the sticky panties and
later fucked me from behind by simply pulling the lace aside and
spreading my cheeks. It was his thing to see me in lace panties and
I was thrilled to fulfill his fantasy.

At one point I stood upright with his cock
inside me. Roberts reached into the lace and squeezed me again
before finally getting off himself.

Cum from the both of us—along with lube—dried
in the lace as he took me by the land to lead me to a shower down
the hall. My ass hurt so bad that it was all I could do to trot
along on the heels. I got my first golden shower that day before
taking him into my mouth again to show my thanks.

You can probably gather that I was in love by
now. Not with a man or men in general, I wasn’t that way and would
never be. I was head over heels in love—no pun intended—with a
cock, a big, hard cock.

Dressing in women’s clothes and having sex
with my boss was more than I could have imagined. Not in a million
years would I have thought it, or thought that I would have looked
forward to it.

After that first weekend you would have
thought that I went to play for the other team and no, I didn’t. It
wasn’t like I was looking at other guys and wanting to do the same
thing to them that I was doing to Roberts at the office. In fact,
I’ve only been with one other man and I’ll tell you the story in a
minute.

But I did start to really take notice of women
as they went about their day. I studied the way they walked and put
on makeup. I’d notice a blouse or pair of shoes and wonder where
they had gotten them.

Here and there, I’d lift a women’s magazine
from the doctor’s office. There’s a shitload of makeup tips in
those things. What I wanted to be at times, was a woman, a
princess, his princess.

I’d heard the word sissy growing up, who
hasn’t, but I didn’t know the meaning of it in today’s terms. It’s
what I had become.

I washed the lace underwear and blouse and
hung them over my tub to dry. There was no way I could wash and
wear them every day, as much as I wanted to. So I started haunting
thrift stores in the next town looking for a pair of shoes or an
accessory. I’d buy paper towels, laundry soap and a pretty shade of
lipstick in one store, a notebook, candy and a pair of stockings in
another.

Two weeks went by before Roberts invited me
back to the office and I was afraid that he had gotten over
it.

“Are you doing anything tomorrow?”
he asked.

“No,” I asked. “Why?”

“Oh,” he said. “No reason. I just
thought that you might like to spend the day here with
me?”

“Eight o’clock?”

“I’ll be expecting
you.”

I smiled. “Don’t start without me,
huh?”

Roberts laughed.

At home I folded the blouse and panties and
tossed them and a zippered bag containing various makeup items in
an old backpack that I could carry over my shoulder. I wasn’t sure
if Roberts wanted me to play dress up or not, but I wanted
to.

Although I have shaved several times over the
past two weeks, I did again the following morning, as I knew how
much he liked me that way.
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