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About a year or so ago, when I first started my sissy-journey in earnest, and intoxicated by the unexpected number of responses that I received after posting my first personal ad on Craigslist, I wasn’t very discriminating about who I’d meet. I was starved for male attention and desperate to please any guy who’d have me.

That’s how I ended up in the apartment of Jim one scorching August afternoon.

He sent me an email which I read at work during lunchtime. He wanted to meet me. He loves getting blowjobs and his girlfriend gives lousy head. Can I help?

‘Okay,’ I write back. ‘When?’

‘How about now.’

Now?!

‘I’ll have a nice glass of wine for you when you come,’ he adds, I guess by way of temptation.

‘Well, I think I can be there within the hour,’ I write back. 'Would that work?'

'That'll be fine. I'll be hard and ready.'

Good grief.

It’s just after one when I grab my travel bag and leave the midtown office where I work. I jump in a cab and give the driver Jim’s address on the Lower East Side. It’s a typical sweltering summer afternoon in Manhattan: stifling heat, gridlock, horns blaring, sirens, crowds. I sit back in the cab behind dark glasses to conceal the eye make-up I’ve already applied. I slip about fifteen bangle bracelets on my right wrist and pull my shirt cuff down over them. Some colorful hair bands are around my left. With the driver concentrating on slaloming around pedestrians and UPS trucks, I take the opportunity to open my compact and powder my nose. I want to save as much time as possible getting ready now instead of in Jim’s bathroom.

One of the things I realize is that when you’re acting out the role of a submissive woman, you can’t afford to get impatient and angry at something inevitable as Manhattan traffic without killing the mood that enables you to play slavegirl to some demanding lout on 15th Street. You’ve got to take it all as it comes, without the usual adrenaline and testosterone cocktail. You’ve got to remember, at least for the time being, you’re the world’s pawn. We’re stuck in traffic on 58th—a line of broiling metal that looks like it isn’t going to move anytime before forever. Even worse, the cab, if it has air conditioning at all, is being awfully sparing with the cold air, giving it out in asthmatic little puffs.

Dammit, it’s not only that I’m practically boiling like a crab, but, even worse, my mascara is going to run!

It’s already ten minutes to two and we’re still on 58th Street. How is that even possible? Then I realize how. The driver, although I repeated myself three times, thought I asked him to go to 58th and Second Avenue. Of course, he's a speaker of Farsi or some other sort of Middle Eastern gobbledygook. I take out my cell phone to call Jim, to tell him I’m running late…when it hits me. There’s no need to call him. It is, after all, a woman’s perogative to be late. I’ve got what he wants and he'll just bloody well have to wait for it!! I put my cell phone away and lean back in the seat as the cab driver shuts off the meter and races down the FDR drive; if I’m late, I’m late. It’s out of my hands at this point.

I'm late, but not that late. It's as if not caring whether I'm late made time pass slower, traffic quicker.

Jim’s apartment is small, cramped, like a trailer with three rooms lined up one after another, kitchen, living room, bedroom. Typical Manhattan dwelling—he probably pays $10,000 a month in rent. Windows open, but what air is blowing in is like a prayer; that is, futile.

He’s a guy who obviously lives alone. Clothes, magazines, dirty glasses and dirtier plates, take-out containers and pizza boxes, all scattered here and there; the furniture itself giving the impression that it’s scattered here and there. Jim greets me at the door with the promised glass of white wine. He’s shirtless, barefoot, heavy-set. He hands me the glass and points to a door you practically run into the moment you enter the apartment. It’s the bathroom.

‘You can change in there,’ he says.

He takes a phone call and then a FedEx delivery while I’m in there transforming myself into some semblance of a knockout. I sip the wine, then gulp it when I realize there won’t be time to sip it. I touch up my make-up, fix the bangs of my wig-- fetchingly, I hope-- put on my lipstick, and some more deodorant because I’m slick with sweat it’s so damn hot. It feels like I’m forgetting something, but, no, I seem to be all here. I quickly powder my face again, slip into my heels, and totter out into the room with the wine glass cupped in my two hands just like a girl.

There isn’t going to be any conversation, no idle chit-chat, no pretense of getting-to-know-you. There’ll be no chance to sit on a couch, and swing a long stocking-clad leg, dangle a sandal from prettily painted toes. No; in fact, I somehow don’t realize it at first, but Jim is already not wearing any pants. He’s hanging out, semi-erect, beneath his beastly belly. I start to wonder if this guy really does have a girlfriend like he says, because if he does, my heart suddenly goes out to her.

Cocktail hour is over, that’s clear. Jim touches my arm, mumbles something in a lust-strangled voice, and I can see he’s heading with great and singular purpose for the couch.

‘You look nice,’ he gurgles, pointing to the floor in front of him.

‘Do you have a cushion?’ I ask, and when I see it’s necessary, I explain, ‘For me to kneel on?’

I have never in my life made a woman suck a cock as long as Jim makes me suck his. I wonder, was I depriving myself all those years? Should I have made my past girlfriends work as hard as I’m working? I always felt vaguely guilty whenever a woman went down on me, I always got the feeling that she had resigned herself to some grim duty, and that it was the least I could do to help her get it over with as soon as possible. I didn’t purposely delay my orgasm the way the guys I suck-off do, issue orders, instructions, work myself up to the brink, and then pull myself back so they could suck my balls, rub my cock on their face, deep throat it until they were gagging. Is this what all guys do, I wondered, did I shortchange myself back in the day? I guess what Jim really means when he says his girlfriend isn’t very good at sucking his cock is that she finds it difficult to make this sort of arduous investment of time and energy with her face down there in his crotch on the daily basis which he claims to need oral sex.

Jim is a talker, which helps pass the time, and what he’s saying is that I’m his whore, his cock whore, you want it don’t you baby, are you my slut, look at you deep-throating that thick cock, are you my secret girlfriend, are you going to let me fuck your face, are you my cocksucker on the side….well, it goes on, this script, this catechism of free-floating and improvised degradation, and I’m moaning my assent to all of it, mmmm, mmmmm, mmmmm, and nodding my head, as best I can, with his cock buried in my face.

His phone rings several times during the action, and he answers it, the king in his castle, I suppose, while I silently slurp and suck, and after talking a while he eventually tells each caller that, 'dude, I’ll have to call you back.'

Following his instructions--when my own inspiration and improvisation neglect one of his personal cocksucking variations--I rub his cock all around my face, jerk it off with my fingers while sucking the head, lick the shaft, suck the balls, take it all in at once and hold it, motionless, at the back of my throat, stroke the underside of his glans with the tip of my tongue—in exactly that order.

I glance up at my lord and master and he’s slouched back on the couch, glazed eyes squinting down at me over his hairy belly, in what looks like an intoxicated stupor. He’s contracting the muscles of his perineum and making his cock leap all around, some technique he picked up, God only knows where, an article in Maxim, maybe, 10 Easy Techniques to Delay and Intensify Your Orgasm Until Kingdom Come or Your Girlfriend Dies of Old Age, something like that. When he cums, the jism rapidly fills my mouth like the warm foam overflowing a shaken seltzer bottle. Despite how fast I swallow and gulp, cum starts to run out of my nose.

I finish licking him up, don’t ask me why, but I don’t want him to think I found this all a little bit disgusting. Maybe I’m doing it in gratitude that its finally over.

“Do you want to clean up?” Jim asks me gallantly.

I’m sitting back up on my heels, sniffling like I’ve got a cold, except I know what’s leaking from my nose isnt snot. I nod.

He points to the bathroom.

“How do you feel?” he asks, when I get to my feet.

“A little wobbly.”

I’d been on my knees so long I think my legs had fallen partially asleep. And the stifling heat in the apartment isn’t helping. My nightie and stockings are soaked with sweat. I feel like I must have lost five pounds in water weight—if I had five pounds in water weight to lose. I pick up my shoes, not trusting myself to be able to navigate on 4-inch heels in my present woozy state, not even the yard-and-a-half distance to the bathroom. Jim seems vaguely concerned. I’m guessing the last thing Jim wants is some sissy in fuck-me lingerie collapsing in his apartment with his DNA running out of his nostrils.

In the bathroom, I peel over my soggy nightie and stockings, lift off my wig. My hair is matted to my skull. I bend over the sink and splash water on my face. I pull off the bangle bracelets, wipe off what’s left of my lipstick, which is smeared on my cheeks, like a clown who's mouth exploded. I start packing away my girl things and putting on my boy things. I’m getting good at these transformations, quick and efficient, like a sissy Spiderman. I’ve worked out a kind of routine, I guess.

I look around the cramped bathroom to make sure that I haven’t left anything behind. I don’t think Jim’s going to be at all happy if I have to come back to retrieve my keys or my corporate ID card or whatever. Not to mention leaving my lipstick or mascara for his supposed girlfriend to find. He passes back and forth in front of the bathroom a couple of times while I’m dressing, the door slightly ajar. I can sense, like a concrete thing, his desire to have me gone. I can’t say that I blame him. I became absolutely extraneous the moment he exploded in my mouth. There’s nothing more final than the male orgasm. Especially if you never intended on seeing the bitch again. The time for me to go is the moment it’s over. From his point of view, it’s too bad I can’t simply vanish into thin air with the last convulsion of his prick. Too bad from my point of view, too. I slip on my sunglasses, grab my bag, and turn off the light.

He’s standing in the kitchen and looks up as I open the apartment door. I wave, don’t say a word, like a mirage about to vanish.

He’s looking at some mail.

“Have a nice day,” he says, not looking up.

Gosh, I thought, sniffling and snuffling in the cab back uptown. He must have really thought I was one sorry loser! Maybe he’s right! Maybe I am a pitiful sorry loser…!...since it turns me on to be so used and humiliated. Odd, but it had never actually occurred to me that maybe I really am a pitiful sorry loser. Indeed, I suppose I am from the point of view of the Jim’s of the world. How could he ever imagine that, in the way that I’m keeping score, the experience we just shared was one of the most wonderful and memorable of my entire life?!
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