SISSYTOPIA
by kimmie holland & meeah mackenzie

“…and in those days even the pansies shall mince free upon the earth.”

1. a closet full of yummy
Getting dressed for work in the morning takes so much longer than it ever used to, but gosh it’s so much more fun! No more drab blues and grays and blacks in my closet—it’s like a riotous garden of colors in there now. My biggest question of the day face me now: What to wear, what to wear? There are so many yummy choices. This is probably my favorite part of the day. Standing there in my lacy bikini panties, I tap my manicured fingernail against my teeth as I work through the options.

It’s casual Friday at the office today so I decide to go with my brand-new pink denim skinny jeans. A soft pink novelty t-shirt that leaves just a sliver of tummy exposed (this is still a workplace, after all) should go nicely; a tight-fitting white hoodie with pink accents in case it’s chilly on the train. I lay it all out on the bed and examine it with a critical eye. 

Hmmm….I like.

I’ve already done up my hair, clipped back in barrettes today; it’s grown quite long by now. All that’s to do is touch up my face with a little blush and a bit of foundation blender, accentuate my eyes with a subtle eyeshadow and the pass of a mascara brush. I’ll wet my lips with a peach sparkle gloss and I’m good to go.
From among my collection of less than perfectly ordered shoes, I manage to find my shiny silver thong sandals. I did my toes last night in a new color—pomegranate passion—and they look so cute I want to show them off. Finally I set a pink straw sunbonnet carefully on my head, taking care not to muss my hair.

Yikes, it’s time to go!

2. sissy in transit
Let’s just say that the morning commute is never boring when you’re a sissy. I get my share of looks, not all of them exactly what you’d call friendly, I’ll admit. Behind my big round sunglasses and my Hello Kitty travel mug of no-fat green tea latte, I try not to notice the stares overmuch as the train races into midtown. 

Although seeing a sissy in public is no longer so unusual nowadays and most people—at least in the bigger and more cosmopolitan cities—have come to accept us as “the third sex” we’re still subject to the sort of ridicule you’d expect as a member of a group so long freakified. And, of course, there will always be those who prey upon the weak and different. But, for the most part, things are so much better than they used to be for us sissies, and at this hour of the day, I’m safe from anything more unpleasant than a mocking look or a lewd comment. And, to be honest, I don’t mind the lewd comments very much at all.
Out on the street, I keep my gaze fixed modestly on the sidewalk in front of me. Here guys will look longer and more brazenly, and a lot hungrier. Sometimes they look thinking I’m a real girl and when they realize their mistake they quickly look away with a big show of disgust; other times, they continue right on staring, sometimes with even more interest. And then there are those who leer at me right from the get-go because I’m a sissy. Maybe they know first-hand what kind of sexual pleasure I offer—or maybe they’ve always been curious…
Well, the fact is, should any of these men take me authoritatively by the wrist and lead me off into an alley or pull me into a doorway I’d surely be too flustered to resist. I’m so naturally submissive to assertive males that it’s unthinkable that I could ever say “no.” All the more reason that I keep my eyes averted, that I try not to attract the “wrong” kind of attention, since I’m expected at the office at 8.30 sharp. Still, it’s hardly easy going unnoticed when you’re mincing down 9th Avenue in a pair of tight pink jeans and a wide-brimmed pink sunbonnet in lip-gloss and sandals; the whole look all but screams “Look at me guys! I’m a sissy!”

Humiliating, intimidating, scary—yes, but walking this testosterone-charged gauntlet of horny males also gets me incredibly turned on. I can’t help myself—its how I’m wired. Inside its chastity sheath, my poor little pricklette grows warm and moist, swelling with sissy desires against its snug confinement. Helplessly, I leak into the pad protecting my panties. It’s that time of month again!

3. office pansy 
At work, I don’t attract nearly as much attention and curiosity as when I first came out as a sissy. By now everyone is pretty much used to seeing me in skirts and pumps and such. The joking comments, the colleagues coming by just to have a look, the buzz of gossip on the office grapevine, “is it true Nick is a sissy?” all that is, thankfully, a thing of the past.
Although, technically, it’s unlawful to discriminate based on sexual preference even in the case of sissies, it’s really impossible to prove you’re not being downgraded or downsized for economic or performance reasons, so I didn’t protest when I was reassigned to a dead-end junior position in the company while others are routinely promoted over me. Sissies are still not respected very much and especially not in the business world so I know I’m lucky to even have a job outside of the ones ordinarily considered suitable for sissies—such as waitress, hairstylist, hotel maid, and I haven’t experience at any of these. 
There is, of course, prostitution and there’s always work to be had in the porn industry, and many sissies make a living that way. I’m not criticizing sissies who choose that route. If there’s one thing you can appreciate as a sissy is how difficult it can be to survive and the sentiment behind the old proverb about not passing judgment on anyone.
Every so often, I’ll run into an old friend from back in my “man-days,” or as I like to think of it, my man-daze, before I woke up to what I really am. Today, for instance, I find myself in the elevator with Suzyn. We lived together for a time a couple of years ago when I was still pretending to be a man. I’ve come such a long way since then!

For a long time, Suze was angry at me for having wasted her time and allowing her to think I was husband-material. When she found out I was a sissy, she blamed me for deceiving her and really hated me, which hurt me very much. But since then a lot of her bitterness towards me has faded and I think she’s come to understand that I’d been unintentionally deceiving myself just as much as her with my little male masquerade. 

It helped, too, when she fell in love with a real man and turned up one day with an engagement ring. She and Jack were married last spring and she couldn’t seem any happier. 
My heart still gives a little lurch every time I see her, but k know very well that I could never make her happy—and having seen me like this, feminized, knowing I’m a sissy cocksucker, well, she could never see me as a sexual partner ever again.

“Hi Nikka,” she says, calling me by my sissified name as everyone in the office does now. 

I remember Ms. Coles, my supervisor, calling me that the first day when she re-introduced me to the staff as an out-sissy. “Somehow Nick just doesn’t seem to suit you anymore,” she laughed, as she had me stand up and do a slow pirouette in front of all my colleagues. I couldn’t have turned any redder if I were a strawberry…the way they all laughed and applauded my “change.”

Suze gives me a quick once-over from head to toes. “Cute outfit.”

There’s just a whisper of sarcasm in her tone, a trace of mockery in her smile, but nothing as bitter and vindictive as it used to be. Is she coming to accept the “real me?” Does she notice that I’ve lost weight, only four pounds to go before I’m down to her own 114? Does she see that I’ve styled my hair, even shaped and polished my nails to look as much like her as possible? That she is my ideal of feminine beauty and that I model myself after her? If she does, she must find it terribly amusing—and terrifically pitiful.

I look down at the floor of the elevator and can’t help but see my brightly colored toenails: I feel myself blushing.

“Thank you…H-how have you been?”

“Great. Busy. But what else is new, right? Just back from a conference in Houston. Another one coming up in Toronto.”

18, 17, 16…the elevator is heading to the first stop, hers, on the seventh floor.

“How is Jack?” I ask lamely, mainly to break the awkward quiet. Lately, more and more, I seem to have the need to make people comfortable. 

Suze smiled and this time it was genuine—the mischievous charmingly girlish smile I fell in love with. God, it was obvious she was still totally smitten with him. 

“You know Jack. He needs only three things to keep him happy. Sex, money, and more sex. In other words, he’s great. But you’ll see for yourself. He tells me you’ve got a ‘date’ with him next week sometime.”

Date. She says the word accompanied by a conspiratorial wink and I feel myself carpeted with another, even deeper blush.

She laughs when she sees my discomfort. “He’ll be ready to explode by then. Actually, I’ve cut the poor thing down over the last week.” She patted her still-trim tummy. “A touch of morning sickness. I’m preggers.”
10, 9, 8…if the cables had snapped and the elevator plunged all at once to the lobby the ground couldn’t have fallen away from under my feet any faster.

Could it be that until now some desperate part of me still hadn’t accepted reality, still hoped that Suze would want me back?

“Hey, you’re supposed to congratulate me, dummy.”

“Oh…sorry…I’m…con-congratulations…”

Ding. Seventh floor. Thank God, tears were filling my eyes.

“Here’s my floor” my ex-lover said cheerfully, unaware, or not caring, probably both, that her news squished-out my heart’s last spark of unrealistic hope. Suze stepped from the elevator without a glance back. I was ancient history. “See you Nikka. Have a great weekend.”
4. my “date” with Jack
Hmmm. About the date thing. I guess I should explain so there aren’t any misunderstandings. 

One of the things that helped us sissies gain a certain degree of acceptance is the fact that both men and women have come to recognize that a sissy can be put to practical use. Neither man nor woman, we’re a threat to neither and that makes us an ideal maid, personal shopper, girl Friday to a woman—no husband or boyfriend need every worry there’d be any chance of hanky-panky between his woman and a sissy—while as a sex surrogate to their husbands or boyfriends no woman would ever feel the slightest bit jealous or fear that their man would leave them. 

Instead, having a sissy take care of their man’s grosser physical needs is a welcome relief to most women and helps ensure that they’ll remain faithful and not stray, looking for their sexual release with other women. For most men, it’s exactly what they’re looking for in an extramarital “relationship”—a little no-strings/low maintenance “fun.” 

In other words, a sissy is a convenient and acceptable cum-dump; we expect nothing in return and are always eager and grateful for any attention we get. 

With enthusiasm galore a sissy will do what many women would find too disgusting or too degrading. A sissy, after all, is made to be degraded. A sissy craves humiliation like an alcoholic craves a drink. You’re doing it a favor by degrading it! 

Who else would clean your toilet, your kitchen floor, your whole house from top to bottom, cook your dinner, and do the laundry too…absolutely free if they can only do it while wearing their new French maid outfit and patent leather stiletto sandals with padlocked ankle-straps? Is it any wonder women don’t mind having a sissy around as a kind of relationship mule to do all the dirty work in and out of the bedroom?

As things stand now, Suze has no use for me (is it too much to hope that maybe that will change in the future; that we can be something like girlfriends?. But I do serve as a regular sex surrogate for her husband Jack—regular, as in often, because there isn’t much “regular” otherwise about what Jack has me do.
From the moment he enters my apartment, I treat him like a king, like my lord and master, which he is, whenever we’re together. Soft, scented, wearing my sexiest lingerie, I greet him at the door with a curtsey and from that point on I’m his to do with whatever he desires. I’m his geisha, harem girl, love doll, collared slave—and anything and everything else he might desire. 

From hooker to naughty schoolgirl, I pay whatever role he chooses. I have only one purpose—and that’s to get him off. To do so, I’ll do anything. I let him use me and fill me with his cock. Front and back, I take it: in fact, sometimes he instructs me to leave the door unlocked and kneel in the foyer awaiting his arrival. He’ll barely come inside before feeding me his cock, or, turned about, my rump up, lubed and ready for penetration, he’ll give me a quickie-fuck in my ass and leave without so much as a hello or goodbye. 

There’s hardly anything more degrading than being used like that—and do I even need to say there’s hardly anything more exciting? 
Of course, Jack doesn’t bother himself with my pleasure; as far as he’s concerned, that’s no affair of his. He couldn’t care less what I feel or think; it’s what gives him pleasure that counts. Fortunately for me, giving a man pleasure is what gives me pleasure. That’s another advantage to having a sissy around. We live to please.

Not being gay, no considering me a man at all, Jack, no more than Suze, has any use for the silly little thing between my legs. He doesn’t even want to see it. So he has me keep it tucked away in my chastity sleeve; even so, I often get so excited when he fucks my tight little sissy ass that I make a soft, whimpering, spontaneous cummy right in the sheath. 

It’s so pitiful. If Jack happens to notice, he laughs like it’s the funniest thing ever. Then he makes me lick up whatever mess I’ve made on the floor.

Suze would never in a gazillion years put up with being pissed on or given a facial, being whipped or ass-raped, all things that Jack has done to me, that and so much more, like sucking him off in public and offering me up to his friends and business acquaintances.

Of course, Jack never thinks twice about asking me to do any of these things—and why would he? I’d never think of refusing. Why would I? I’m a sissy, after all. To do things like this that that no woman would do to please a man, that is my whole reason for being!

--end—
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