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  Sissy Dreams:




  A Prissy Sissy Dream




   




   




  I looked on in horror as Miss Hardclit, or ‘Auntie’ as she liked us to call her, forced Vicky’s head down hard against her newly waxed cunt. Her pudgy fingers cruelly gripped Vicky’s blond locks. Having been through this before I knew what it was like. It took ages for me to get Auntie’s strong musky scent out of my hair. Even worse was not waxing her correctly and having to pick pubic hair out of my mouth. My stomach turned at the thought, as well as at the groans of pleasure Auntie was making. I felt so sorry for Vicky, normally Auntie waited a few days before forcing the new trainee beautician to see how smooth she was with their tongue.




  Auntie’s fat legs started to quiver and I knew Vicky’s face was going to be drenched when she finally came. Walking as quietly as I could in my white stilettos and short hot-pink PVC beautician uniform I started to gather towels and wipes and creams to soothe Vicky’s tattered nerves for when Auntie had finished.




  A few moments later Auntie’s gasps started to sound like a buffalo drowning and I knew she was close to cumming. Mentally I counted down from ten, just when I reached one the sound like a Pelican laying an egg the size of a coconut came from her. She was done. I stayed out of sight as much as I could while she pushed Vicky away and rolled over onto her side, breathing heavily. The padded table creaked as she sat up, her piggy eyes still glazed post orgasm.




  I was so proud that Vicky stayed standing (albeit wobbling slightly) while Auntie messily retied the white satin robe around herself. She got off the table and wandered out through the door looking like a drunk hippo, managing to bump into both sides at the same time.




  As quietly as possible I pushed the door to and hurried back to comfort Vicky. Tears were starting and I placed a clean fluffy towel on my shoulder (so I wouldn’t get Auntie’s juice on my uniform) before resting Vicky’s head there. The sobs began and I held Vicky tightly, giving as much comfort as I could.




  It was a tough life for a boy in Miss Hardclit’s care.




   




  ~~~




   




  I suppose I should have been grateful for F.I.S.T. – the Female Institute for Societal Transformation – I had a bed, roof over my head, food, but there was always the feeling that something strange was going on, perhaps it was the distant memories I had where I wore trousers. I mulled this over while brushing my teeth in my blue see-through babydoll nightdress. I’d matched it with frilly blue panties and gently moved in front of the mirror enjoying how it swished around my body. I could see my breasts were starting to get larger; soon I’d have to start wearing a bra. That was something I looked forward to as there was always a party when a boy reached their bra day! According to the boys that had been in the Institute longest that was also when Miss Phillips – the leader of F.I.S.T. started to look for placements for us. I hoped I went somewhere nice.




  I made sure my face was clean of make-up – one of the many things drummed into us in our beauty lessons – and clicked out of the bathroom on my fluffy stiletto slippers and into the dorm I shared with five other boys.




  As it was lights out time I carefully counted the ends of the beds, feeling the smooth frilly bedspreads, until I came to mine.




  I lifted the cover and slid in and almost cried out in surprise at finding someone else in it!




  “Who are you?” I whispered at the other person.




  “It’s me, Vicky, Tiffany,” he whispered.




  “What are you doing in my bed? You know we’re not meant to sleep with each other.”




  He paused then said even quieter “I… I’m sorry about the class.”




  “That’s ok, it’s a shock for everyone.”




  “Yeah, I suppose…”




  All of a sudden the lights went on surprising me. We’d been discovered!




  My dorm-mates looked up in confusion from their frilled bedspreads and pillows. “What?” came a variety of sleepy voices.




  “Out. Quickly!” I hissed to Vicky. “They mustn’t find you here.”




  The door opened at the end of the room to reveal Miss Hardclit – our Dorm Mistress – filling it.
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