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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.




  I felt Vicky sliding out of the bed, his white babydoll nightdress rustling. I sat up lifting the covers with me to hide his escape.




  “You!” Auntie said, pointing a short black crop at me.




  My heart felt like it had stopped. I stammered, “A… Auntie? Is something wrong?”




  She stomped over to my bed, her black hair in disarray and her fur-edged leopardskin robe flapping open, revealing… I quickly looked away blinking as if still affected by the lights.




  She called out over her shoulder, “Miss Smythe!”




  My heart fell. Miss Smythe was the deputy headmistress and also the nastiest teacher in the school.




  Auntie indicated with her crop that we should all get out of our beds. With upset looks at me for disturbing their beauty sleep all of the boys got up, their babydoll nightdresses rustling. Vicky hadn’t been able to get very far from my bed. Our worried eyes met. What would Miss Smythe decide to do with us?




  The click of stiletto slippers sounded along the corridor and I heard faint whispering from other dorms wondering what the ruckus was about.




  As if things couldn’t get any worse my clit decided to grow and push against my frilly blue panties! I wished the earth would open up and swallow me!




  I looked up into Auntie’s piggy eyes and saw her grin nastily at me. I quickly looked down again.




  Miss Smythe appeared in the doorway, her shiny short black hair like a skullcap, her black pyjamas seeming to eat light.




  “Yes, Miss Hardclit?”




  “We have two transgressors, Miss Smythe!” she said with relish.




  I didn’t like the way she pronounced ‘transgressors’.




  “Um, Aun–” I started but her crop was instantly pointing at the tip of my nose.




  “What shall we do with them, Miss Smythe?”




  I felt a presence close by and jumped realising Miss Smythe had somehow come to stand behind me.




  I started trembling, my blue babydoll nightdress only accentuating the movement.




  “Guilty!” Miss Smythe said with excitement at seeing it. “Which boy was with you?” she asked me.




  “N… No-one, Miss. I was on my own.” I could but try.




  “LIAR!” Auntie screeched. Her eyes raked along the other boys and saw another trembling babydoll nightdress. Her crop flicked out and pointed at Vicky! “There! Miss Smythe, we have the culprits.”




  “You and you, stand here.” Miss Smythe pointed to Vicky and I and then the floor in front of her.




  Trembling in his stiletto slippers Vicky slowly walked to stand in front of me, the frilly bottoms of our babydoll nightdresses touching.




  Miss Smythe eyed us coolly.




  “So you, Vicky, were in Tiffany’s bed?” she asked.




  “Yes, Miss. Sorry, Miss. I didn’t mean anything by it, Miss. Tiffany didn’t know about it until he got in, Miss.”




  Bless his heart. I hoped that would let me miss the punishment, but Auntie’s ragged breathing, like a rhino that had just run a marathon, informed me otherwise.




  “Nightdresses up, panties down!” Miss Smythe ordered.




  With my left hand I raised the hem of my blue babydoll and Vicky lifted his white one likewise. With my right hand I lowered my panties, letting my erect clit proudly stand out. I could tell by the silence (even that of Auntie) that my clit was under intense scrutiny by everyone in the room. And, judging by the whispering outside, by some boys who’d crept along to see the fun!




  “Your crop please, Miss Hardclit.”




  Without a word Auntie handed Miss Smythe her short crop. Very gently she started rubbing the underside of my clit with it. Thrills went through me and my clit naturally got harder. She then moved the crop to Vicky’s clit, which wasn’t as hard as mine, but with gentle caresses and bouncing it up and down I saw it start to look up at me. Silently Vicky looked at me, fear in his eyes. What was Miss Smythe going to do to us?




  “Move closer,” she ordered.




  We shuffled on our stiletto slippers close enough that our erect clits were barely a hairsbreadth apart.




  “The first one to cum will have detention with me on Monday evening. Rub your clits together.”




  Trembling, we leant forwards our clits touched and pushed past each other. I blushed, ashamed at feeling excitement at the touch.




  “Again!” she ordered.




  “Faster,” Auntie said, her eyes glued to our duelling clits.




  I started thrusting my hips towards Vicky, forcing my clit against his, wanting more pleasure.




  Somehow we had moved closer so our legs were touching; the rustle of our nightdresses an accompaniment to the rubbing of our clits against each other’s bodies. My breathing got faster, reflecting my heart rate.




  A strong hand forced my head against Vicky’s. “Kiss,” Miss Smythe ordered us.




  We looked at each other. Quickly we closed our eyes and pecked our lips together and moved back




  That wasn’t good enough for Miss Smythe though as she pushed our heads making sure our lips were crushed together. Vicky opened her mouth and I felt his tongue slide between my lips. Fire ran through me and I felt a little jerk in my clit. Was I cumming?




  “Hah!” Auntie said, her eyes drinking in the sight of two sissies wearing babydoll nightdresses being forced to kiss and rub their clits together.




  On the next thrust I felt something wet against my stomach. Were we both cumming? I drew apart to look down and saw a clear fluid at the top of Vicky’s clit.




  “The first one that cums is punished!” repeated Miss Smythe.




  Vicky started thrusting his clit at me faster, I could only assume so that he was punished instead of me. I felt a glow inside at his actions, then decided to save him, and be punished myself. After all he’d licked Auntie’s cunt earlier today -that was punishment in anyone’s book.




  I sped up my thrusts and then moved my head and stuck my tongue into Vicky’s mouth. I was going to be the one that was punished!




  Vicky’s breath felt hot against my cheek, and I became aware of the excited breathing of the audience we had.




  I felt another jerk in my clit. Yes! I was going to cum first!




  All of a sudden I felt a hot wet spurt against my stomach. Vicky had cum first!




  His eyes were closed and I looked down to see his clit fire creamy cum against my stomach. He would be the one punished.




  Miss Smythe’s strong hands pulled us apart. But I hadn’t cum!




  “Lick it up this instant!” she said to Vicky.




  She forced Vicky’s head down, so he had to get on his knees in front of me, and then against my stomach so he would lick his cum off of me.




  The long strokes of his tongue not only cleaned his cum off me but also sent shivers down to my clit. Would he take me in his mouth like we were taught in class, and I knew some of the older boys did after lessons to each other even though they weren’t allowed to?




  Seeming to know what I was thinking he opened his eyes and smiled up at me as he licked the last of his cum off me. But before he could make any move towards my clit Miss Smythe viciously pulled him back up to his feet, stuck her face in his and hissed, “Detention on Monday. Now go to bed.” With that she forced him towards the bed with no-one standing by it.




  “Back to bed. All of you!” cried Miss Hardclit and there was a brief sound like hail against windows as everyone in their stiletto slippers hurried back to bed.




  Before I could make a move towards my bed Miss Smythe grabbed my arm stopping me. I looked up at her wondering what she wanted.




  “Er, Miss?”




  She looked me up and down, smiling at the sight of my sagging clit.




  “Not had your bra day yet?”




  “No, Miss.”




  “Hmm. We may have use for you tomorrow. See me in my office tomorrow evening at six o’clock.”




  “Yes, Miss.”




  With that she turned and left the room. What was she going to do to me tomorrow? Before Miss Hardclit turned the light out I saw five pairs of eyes looking at me, also wondering what was going to happen to me.




   




  ~~~




   




  The day went by in a blur. I must have eaten and gone to the toilet but what and when would be forever unknown to me. Quiet eyes followed me from class to class as the information of where I was going to that evening spread round the school. I was so stressed that my hands shook so much in my make-up class I almost poked Simone’s eye out with the eyeliner!




  I excused myself early from dinner and felt everyone’s eyes on me, even the teachers’, as I left.




  I heard the quick patter of stilettos behind me and Vicky put his arm through mine. “Don’t worry, Tiffany, I’ll help you get ready.”




  I swear I almost shed a tear knowing he was there for me. I knew his punishment was due in a few days time and made a promise that I would be there for him.




  We got back to our dorm and had a surprise. There was a large white clothes carrier hanging up by my bed. An unsigned note on it said that I should wear it tonight.




  Vicky and I looked at each other wondering what it was all about.




  “Open it, Tiffany!” he said excitedly.




  I held the hanger then pulled the zip down. Shiny pink satin frills seemed to explode from the bag. What was it?




  I pulled the zip all the way down and saw that it was the most gorgeous frilly pink satin dress I had ever seen. I looked at Vicky and saw he must have been as shocked as I was. “Oh my god,” we whispered at each other in unison.




  Reverently I removed it from the carrier and just stood there in my shiny black stilettos, black stockings, white cotton panties, short plaid skirt and short-sleeved white blouse looking in awe at it.




  This was way above a bra-day dress, this was… was… Words failed me.




  I gently brushed the pink frills watching how the material moved and shimmered in the light.




  I heard heel clicks from behind me and then, “Wow, what’s that?”




  It was Davina, another dorm-mate.




  “It’s a dress Tiffany is meant to wear tonight,” Vicky replied, as I was still speechless.




  Davina walked up to it and looked closely at the dress. “That’s some beautiful material. I’ve got a better figure for it than Vicky, could I have it after you?”




  “It’s not for sharing, trouser-head,” retorted Vicky.




  “Hey, no need for that!” replied Davina. “Just saying it’s a great dress.”




  “I’m here to help, Tiffany. If you’re not get out.”




  Davina looked at me. “Yeah, I know it wasn’t your fault, Tiffany. I’ll help.”




  “Thank you,” I managed to whisper.




  “Quick, Tiff’s not got much time if we’re going to make him look gorgeous!” said Vicky.




  The frilly satin dress had hidden other items in the carrier. We found a matching pink satin bra, choker, and garter belt, a box of white stockings, a matching pink satin bag and shiny white stilettos in my size. There was also one thing that had me puzzled – it looked like a small pink satin drawstring bag.




  “Wow, you know what this is?” Davina asked us, holding it up.




  Vicky and I looked at each other with puzzled looks on our faces.




  “No,” Vicky said.




  “It hides the danglies we’ve got under our clit. It normally goes with,” he opened the bag up, “Yes. It normally comes with this.” He took out a delicate white lace tube. “This goes around your clit. This is some classy stuff!”




  Tonight must be very special if I was to wear that! I wondered if we’d be allowed to make our own in our dressmaking classes.




  I quickly undressed from my school clothes wondering who had left the dress and other items. I couldn’t see Auntie leaving it. Maybe Miss Smythe, or maybe someone else I knew nothing about.




  Davina passed me the items to wear and I quickly fastened the garter belt around my waist and slipped the white stockings on. Vicky helped make sure the stockings were straight and then he clipped them to the belt. I slipped the small pink satin bag around my danglies, feeling the satin warm up and gently tightened the satin ribbon so it wouldn’t come off. My clit was erect and the white lace sheath gently gripped it. I examined how it looked in the mirror. It was fabulous!




  “Bra or no bra?” Vicky asked.




  We pondered the question.




  “You’re close to your bra-day, right?” asked Davina.




  “Yes.”




  “No bra, then.”




  “Ok,” I said and left the bra on the bed. I gently fastened the pink frilly choker around my neck. It felt… naughty somehow.




  I sat down at my dressing table and, like we’d been taught ever since I’d been there, crossed my legs. The pink satin bag under my clit felt delightfully strange. I felt the lace clit sheath strain in response to my excitement.




  Then our hair and make-up classes kicked in, with Vicky helping me with my make-up and Davina using heated straighteners to give me gorgeous hair.




  After an intense few minutes Vicky stood back examining my face and both sets of nails. I could tell my lashes were longer than normal and I could feel glossy hot-pink lipstick gently cooling my lips. My toe and finger-nails now matched the pink satin colour.




  Davina stood back shortly afterwards to examine his work. Using a spray he added a shimmer to my hair, but he must have felt something was missing and hurried over to his own dressing table to rummage in the drawers.




  “Thank you, both of you,” I said, every word coming from my heart.




  “Hey, Tiff, that’s what dorm-mates are for,” replied Vicky.




  Davina came back with a pink ribbon which he proceeded to tie in my hair, and a




  pair of silver drop ear-rings. I quickly took my gold and crystal studs out and put them on.




  “Dress, Tiff!” said Vicky. It was nearly time for me to go. I gave myself a quick squirt of my favourite flowery perfume and stood up. I untied the back of the dress and they both helped me step in and slide it up my body. I put my arms through the short puff sleeves and Vicky retied the back while Davina tied the pink satin waistband into a bow that draped over the back of the short flouncy skirt.




  Finally the dorm clock went to ten to six and I slid my feet into the spotless shiny white stilettos, my freshly pink toenails poked through the holes at the front of them. Vicky and Davina carefully hugged me for good luck. A few make-up essentials went into the satin bag and I was ready.




  I took one last look in the dorm’s many mirrors and saw a vision in frilly pink. My dorm-mates had made me beautiful. I made sure my frilly petticoats were spotless and my white stockings straight then, holding the satin bag, headed to Miss Smythe’s room, feeling the flouncy skirt bounce against my ass cheeks and upper thighs.




  I heard the click of heels behind me and turned to see Vicky following me.




  “Go back,” I whispered.




  “No, Tiff, I got you into this. I’ll be your wing-sissy to Miss Smythe’s room.”




  I could have hugged him!




  “Ok, then,” I said smiling.




  I started again with a warm glow knowing that Vicky had my back.




  Word must have gotten round as I saw eyes peering out at us from other dorms. As we clicked by I could hear whispering, as well as sighs at the beautiful dress I wore. I knew what they were talking about – I was a gorgeous sissy!




  I arrived at Miss Smythe’s door at exactly six and knocked gently on it.




  “Come!”




  Vicky whispered behind me, “Good luck, Tiff. I’ll be waiting out here for you.”




  I gave him a quick smile and took a deep breath. Taking hold of the handle I turned it and walked in and had the shock of my life.




   




  ~~~




   




  Inside the office were Auntie, Miss Smythe, Miss Phillips, and a man. In all my time in the school I’d not seen a man before. He had short dark hair, dark skin, and was wearing a dark blue suit.




  “-hormones from when they arrive,” Miss Phillips finished whispering to the man.




  After that everyone looked at me. I felt a strange shiver go through me as I noticed the man’s dark eyes seemed to devour me.




  Miss Smythe saw my hesitation and said, “Thank you for coming, Tiffany.”




  “Miss,” I said and curtseyed like we’d been taught when meeting our betters. I turned to gently close the door, catching sight of Vicky’s concerned face looking at me. My heart was beating like a bird trying to escape from my chest but I gave him a quick reassuring wink.




  Facing them again I saw Miss Smythe beckon me over. Her room was split into an official looking desk with computer and a lounge-type area where they were all sitting. A low table held a couple of opened bottles of wine, semi-filled glasses and plates of finger food.




  A few small landscapes and pictures of previous student classes hung on the austerely white walls. Matt black curtains covered the windows. Our dorm was much cosier with frills and warm welcoming colours - Sally was a whiz in the interior decorating classes.




  I carefully clicked over to them, making sure I walked like we’d been taught in our modelling class.




  The man’s eyes never left me. Why was he so interested in me?




  “Do you know why you’re here, Tiffany?” Miss Smythe said.




  “No, Miss.”




  “It’s because our guest here is very interested in our sissy students.”




  “Yes, Miss?”




  “I believe you are top of several of your classes.”




  “Oh, yes, Miss.”




  “What classes are you top in, Tiffany?”




  “Dress making, and clit sucking and licking, Miss.”




  The man seemed to choke on something.




  “All under the strictest of supervision,” Miss Smythe added quickly.




  Concerned, I looked at him. “Are you ok?” I asked.




  “Yes. Yes, thank you, Tiffany.” His voice was deep and I felt like it had vibrated through my body. He took another sip of white wine from his glass to recover.




  The other teachers waited for him to speak again.




  “I gather you were in some trouble last night. What was it for?”




  I glanced at Auntie and Miss Smythe, and decided there was nothing for it but the truth. “Vicky was in my bed, Sir.”




  He seemed to have another coughing fit. I wondered whether I should do anything, but the other teachers just sat still watching him.
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