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Cassie! The Making of a
Sissy
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Chapter 1

 


 "Hump
that floor!" she ordered.

 


"Yes, Mistress," I replied, clearly. Just
how she liked it.

 


It was exactly what it sounds like, too. I
was naked, lying face-down on the floor, rubbing my hard little
thing against the carpet. "You don't have a dick," she would
frequently remind me. "You have a clit. Men don't like a girl with
a big clit, either. Make it smaller."

 


"Are you wearing your
condom?" I assured her that I was. One without lubrication, of
course. I wouldn't dream of making a mess on the carpet. Extra
small, too. Technically, they're called small or snug, or some
such, but when I go to the pharmacy, she makes me loudly ask
for extra small.
Anything to remind me that I am nothing more than a sex toy to her
– just a plaything. She also only lets me get one box of three at a
time, so I have to do it more frequently. There's always snickers
at my expense. You would think I would get used to it, over time,
but it's been a couple of months and I still turn beet
red.

 


Still, I must confess, I love it. It's who I
truly was, deep inside, and only now realize, I am...

 


I had gone to the bar with my buddy, Clay. I
had been reluctant since I never really had any luck. "It'll be
fun," he said. Easy for him to say, he never had any trouble with
the ladies. "I'll be your wingman." Thinking, with his help, I
might just get lucky for once, I agreed. He quickly found us a pair
of girls. Things were definitely looking up.

 


And then, Clay left with both of them! I was
humiliated, once again. This time seemed worse because I had
actually had hopes, for the first time in a long time.

 


I sort of looked around. I
was getting desperate. I had had my mind set on going home with
someone. There was a beautiful young woman, dressed to kill,
sitting at a nearby table, alone. She caught me looking at her. The
way she held my gaze made me nervous, I looked away.
No way, I told myself. I
may have been desperate but I wasn't stupid. I needed to find a
girl as desperate as I was.

 


If there was such a thing.

 


There was an older woman
at the end of the bar. A bit rough, as they say, but her large
breasts nearly spilled out of her top. Despite that, no one was
approaching her. I figured she would be happy for some company and
a free drink or two. It's now or
never. I got up my nerve and got off my
stool. Heading towards her, I looked for any sign. She looked my
way. Oh... Then
she smiled! Yes! Suddenly, a young woman brushed past me, right up to her, and
threw her arms around her. They kissed in an overly friendly
manner, the young one apologizing for running late. I stopped dead
in my tracks.

 


Worse, the beautiful young
woman, sitting alone, laughed. Sheepishly, I looked over her way.
She smiled and to my surprise, she motioned me over.
No way! I
thought, immediately pegging her for a
hooker. I couldn't believe that someone who looked like that would
be interested in me. You've got the
cash, I reminded myself. It's better than nothing.
I trudged over.

 


"Rough night?" she asked. I nodded. As I
stood next to her table, she gave me the once-over. Self-conscious
about my height, or lack of it, I stood as straight as I could.
"Don't do that," she chided. "Don't try to be something you're
not." I deflated. "Sit," she added, motioning to the empty chair
across from her. I took it, wondering how to negotiate for sex.

 


"I'm not a hooker," she said. "If that's
what you're thinking." It was such an out-of-left-field thing to
say that she caught me by surprise. I don't think I hid it well,
either.

 


"I... I didn't..."
know what do say. She
ignored my protest.

 


"You have nice skin. Slim, too." I was about
to tell her that I was a vegetarian and had been all my life, but
she didn't give me a chance. "I bet you're very oral, aren't you?"
I smiled. I may not have gotten to eat pussy very often, but I did
enjoy it when I did. I really like making girls cum. "Ever do
anal?" Mental record scratch. I must have looked like a deer caught
in the headlights. "What's your name?"

 


"Cass," I replied.

 


She leaned in, touching the back of my hand
with her fingers. It was electric. "I'm feeling restless, Cassie."
Her look and her fragrance were intoxicating, I let the name thing
slide. No need wrecking my chances, I was playing it smooth. "What
do you say, we go back to my place for some pussy eating and
ass-fucking?" I was so stunned at her bluntness that my five inches
fairly throbbed at the prospect. I truly couldn't believe my luck.
I just nodded like a dumb-ass. A very, very lucky dumb-ass.

 


She held my hand, literally dragging me down
the street. Even in heels, her stride was so much longer and more
authoritative than mine. She towered over me by a good half foot.
It was all I could do to keep up. I did, however, whenever I fell
behind a couple of steps, get a couple of quick glances at her
fabulous backside. The roll of her ass cheeks, beneath her tight
dress, was quite hypnotic.

 


I was nearly out of breath when we got to
her apartment. Thankfully, it wasn't that far. She went right to
her bar and started fixing herself a drink. I just stood there,
sort of looking around. "What are you waiting for?" she asked. "Get
naked."

 


Holy shit! Right to
it?! I have to say, I was quite taken by
the confidence she exuded. Nervously, I
started taking my clothes off. I paused at my shorts, though,
wondering when she was going to take her clothes off. "Those, too,"
she said, motioning toward them. Sheepishly, I pulled them
down.

 


When I stood, I covered my
erection. "I didn't pick you because I thought you had a big dick,"
she said, motioning for me to reveal myself. Right! I thought.
Anal... Smiling at the
prospect of doing something I've always wanted to do but had never
had the chance to, I took my hands away. She nodded, nonplussed. "A
bit bigger than what I thought." Bigger? That made me feel good. I
almost let my chest swell with pride but then I remembered her
earlier admonishment.

 


She stepped away, drink in hand. Reaching
under her skirt with one hand, she worked her panties down,
stepping out of them. She took a sip, then sat in an easy chair.
She set the drink down, sliding up to the edge, pulling up her
skirt and spreading her legs. Her bare pussy was right there. I
wondered what to do – just not for long. "This pussy isn't going to
eat itself."

 


I almost laughed but I'm so glad I didn't. I
rushed over, kneeling between her splayed thighs. It was so
beautiful, the juice on her puffy lips shining. Stroking her creamy
flesh, I leaned in and tasted her, then sought out her clit with my
tongue, licking and sucking it. She moaned, releasing some more
sweet nectar and I lapped it up like a faithful dog. She pushed my
face into her, grinding against me, getting me slick. It was all
too much for my long-denied sex organ – I moaned and came, my seed
spurting all over my legs.

 


I cursed myself but knew that I would be
hard again in no time. I hadn't been laid in so long. Besides, she
didn't get mad at me.

 


She grabbed my head, pushing me in further,
grinding so hard that I could scarcely breathe. Her moans got real
loud, then she came. Her cream filled my mouth and I lapped and
sucked it down while she told me what a good job I was doing.
Somewhere in the midst of it all, my soldier stood at attention,
once again.

 


Slowly, she released her death-grip on my
head. I kept pleasuring her, though. She shifted a bit but I stayed
on point, not missing a beat. She pushed my face downward, my mouth
moving ever closer to her tight little pucker. I wasn't so sure
about this. "Eat it, Cassie," she said. "Eat it."

 



Chapter 2

 


 My
stomach churned at the thought. Sticking my dick in there was one
thing, my tongue was quite another. But, I reasoned, you would gladly eat her pussy before fucking her, right...?
Why is this any different? I knew it was,
but I worked really hard to convince myself it wasn't.

 


It was then that I realized that her
butthole was drenched with her own creamy nectar. Starting by
lapping that up made it easier. By the time the last of her cum was
gone, I had grown used to the texture and actually found it
enjoyable. My nose was pressed up against her juicy slit and I
breathed its wonderful fragrance in while I teased and pleasured
her backdoor. "Get in there, Cassie, get in good and deep."

 


Incredibly turned on, I did as she told me,
without question, probing her tight nether hole with the tip of my
tongue. My dick was throbbing and I tried to think of other
thoughts. I didn't want to cum a second time, I might not recover
as quickly again. She fingered her own clit, the slick clicking
sound filling my ears as she jacked herself to a second orgasm. As
her juices flowed over her asshole, I lapped them up, too. When
there was no more, I cleaned her taint, too.

 


Finally, she could take no more and pushed
me away. I sat back on my heels as she gathered her breath.

 


"Oh, look at that mess," she chided, as she
stood up. I looked down at my legs, where she was looking. They
were stained with the streaks of my cold, slowly drying jism.
"You'd better not have gotten any on my carpet, you filthy little
slut."

 


I had almost forgotten
that I had done that and now I was mortified that she had seen
it. Stupid! What if she throws you out?
And you were so close... I looked around
real quick. It looked like it had only hit my legs. I was thankful
I no longer shot like I did ten years earlier. "I... uh... I, don't
think so," I stammered. "I'm sorry." I quickly scooped it up with
my fingers, then looked around for a tissue. Maybe the sink...
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