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CHAPTER ONE

I had been working for my new mistress for a couple of week and so far, so… painful.

I mean, Mistress Gemma was tough, real tough. Her standards were exacting and she certainly didn’t not suffer fools gladly.

Especially male fools.

And even more so if you happened to be a sissy.

Mistress Gemma had bought my services after I had graduated from the fast-track sissy school over on the other side of town. So, it wasn’t like I didn’t know what to expect from a mistress, but living it day in day out was pretty tough all the same.

I mean, sure, I couldn’t deny that I absolutely loved the panties, the thrill of a shaved, smooth body, and of course the fact that my main motivation in life now wasn’t some boring office job, but the ability to focus all of my thoughts on serving a beautiful, magnificently so, woman of incredible poise and the kind of ego that successful people who are used to getting their own way and winning tend to have in abundance.

But, here’s the thing.

As much as I was already beginning to have some pretty strong feelings for Gemma, I couldn’t deny the fact that part of my brain was still resisting totally giving myself to her. I mean, I was expected to reveal to her every single time I found myself getting hard, or my mind wandering onto sexual matters… the consequence of course being a punishment – and almost certainly a a painful one too.

Anyway.

Today I actually had the day off and was happily walking around town in men’s clothes… albeit with my regulation Mistress Gemma approved panties underneath.

Little did I know though that when you’re a sissy, there is no such thing as a day off…


CHAPTER TWO

I decided to visit the movie theatre and see what was playing. Usually, if I went with Mistress Gemma it would be her choice of movie.

Of course it would.

But there was the latest instalment of an action franchise I wanted to check out so thought… why not?

I purchased my usual extra-large popcorn, sugar coated of course, and partnered it with a full-sugar Sprite. I felt very naughty, knowing full well that sweet treats were only allowed if Gemma gave permission, which was rare as she wanted me to have the perfect, super-slim sissy body and high sugar snacks were hardly going to help with that.

So I took my seat in the mostly empty cinema, the only other people in there appeared to be a small group of college jocks, super muscular and loudly talking as the trailers played.

I hoped they would quietened down when the movie started, although I also knew full well that I wouldn’t have the guts to say anything to them if they didn’t.

Maybe this is why I was a sissy with a mistress?

Fortunately, it wasn’t put to the test and the jocks quietened down as the movie began and seemed content to watch along with me. The movie was entertaining to be fair, and actually an improvement on the previous instalment in the series, which doesn’t exactly happen all that often if truth be told.

About half way through the movie, in a lull from the high octane action, there was a shower scene between the two leads. One, a large, very well built alpha male, and the heroine, a kick ass and super athletic woman who took no bullshit from anyone.

I felt a tingle in my sissy dick as I watched the man grapple and dominate the woman as they showered, his rippling muscles flexing and tensing as he bent her to his will. I actually felt quite flustered as I watched, the wolf-whistles from the group of the jocks intended to be funny but actually making me feel a little threatened.

I mean, in this scenario they were the big strong men, and I was the heroine, powerless to stop them if they wanted to overpower me…

I could feel my dick hardening, pressing up against my panties. I knew there was no way that the jocks would have known my sissy, panty wearing secret, but it excited and scared me all the same, just being in their presence.

The shower scene was coming to a conclusion and I almost breathed a sigh of relief. Ogling the bodies of the man and the woman up on the big screen, plus the heat I was feeling from imagining the jocks discovering my feminization secret was proving nearly too much.

But, just when I thought I was safe…

Someone was entering the cinema…

A tall, elegant woman…

It couldn’t be, could it…


CHAPTER THREE

“Naughty sissy!” Mistress Gemma said, all too loudly, as she towered over me. “What the hell is going on?”

I couldn’t believe it.

How had she known I was here?

And more to the point, what the hell must the group of jocks be thinking right now? I could only hope that they were too engrossed in the movie to notice.

Gemma yanked the drink out of my hand and took a sip, her perfectly red lips locked around the straw as she sucked in and tasted the drink.

“Sissy, is this a full sugar drink?” she said, teasing me as she bent the plastic straw in half and tossed it at me. “Don’t even bother answering.”

With that, she simply removed the plastic top of the super-sized carton and poured the remainder of the drink all over my crotch. I let out a shocked gasp and felt myself blush hard as out of the corner of my eye I saw that the jocks had very much noticed what was now going on.

“Please, Mistress, I’m sorry,” I said. “I screwed up, please, I’ll do anything, can we just…”

“Oh shut up,” Gemma said, loudly. “Shut that sissy mouth of yours right this second. You forget that your iPhone, that I pay for, has location tracking. You also seem to have totally forgotten that I tell you when you get to have sweet treats, and I also tell you what movies you are allowed to watch. This one, certainly if that shower scene was anything to go by, is far to suggestive for a weak beta loser like you. I won’t even both asking if your little sissy clitty got all hard?”

I didn’t reply, simply kept my head down and tried to block out the obvious giggles and laughter coming from the jocks.

I didn’t know what to do, or how to act.

All I knew right now was that I had let Mistress Gemma down, she was super-pissed about it, and things were almost certainly about to go from bad to much, much worse.

CHAPTER FOUR

“Gentlemen, if you’d like to assist me?” Gemma said, calling over to the jocks who wasted no time in getting over from their seats and gathering around us. “I’m sure fit young men like yourselves would have no issue helping me put this little beta in his place, right?”

The men nodded and sniggered amongst themselves as Gemma lifted me up by my ear, before pointing to the large wet patch at the front of my light fawn coloured chinos.

“Has he wet himself?” one of the men asked, his large, muscled arms folded across his chest, his biceps bulging from the tops of his blue polo shirt.

“No, that’s just his drink,” Gemma laughed. “But I’m sure you’ll agree he can’t keep those wet pants on.”

With that, two of the men roughly grabbed me and yanked my chinos down to my ankles, the sight of me standing there in front of them in nothing but a pair of very high cut and revealing lime green panties causing them to burst into laughter and shock.

“You see, a sissy by name and one by nature too,” Gemma said. “Take some seats, you can watch me spank that naughty little slut. So, how many do you think she deserves?”

It was agreed, after much amusement, that Gemma would spank my forty times, twenty on each cheek.

“Make sure you keep eye contact with the young men as you thank me for each spank!” Gemma said, roughly grabbing my hair and lifting my head in between spanks as I yelped in pain and tried my best to follow her instructions.

The jocks all seemed to be having a great time, recording me on their phones, the bulges in their pants noticeable as Gemma dished out verbal humiliation to go with the whooping she was giving me.

“Naughty little sluts deserve to get their tush’s spanked in the movie theatre,” she admonished me. “Sweet snacks and adult content, oh dear oh dear. I bet your little sissy stick was about to make its own little mess too, well that is until I tipped your drink over you, right?”

The degradation and humiliation continued, and actually got worse. Soon enough, Gemma had invited the jocks to spank my ass too, their large and hard hands coming down on my cheeks and making me cry out in pain, totally humiliated by the fact I was exposed and vulnerable, yet willingly accepting my fate.

“Okay, I think that’s enough, I can’t be bothered to deal with a crying sissy,” Gemma laughed, bringing the spanking to a conclusion. “Here, sissy, stand up and let my show these specimens of manhood what a shaved sissy clitty looks like.”

This was a cue for even more laughter from the men who took great delight at the sight of my thin strip of pubic hair and comparatively small dick hanging down, soft from the pain of the spanking I had just taken.

Well, soft for a moment anyway…

“Is that a little twitch in your little maggot?” Gemma laughed. “Say, guys, who wants to take their top off and show the little sissy what a real man looks like? Maybe get your big bulges on display too?”

The men were all too eager to please Gemma, probably as in awe of her looks and general vibe as I was truth be told. One by one, they removed their polo shirts to reveal ripped, lean and muscular physiques that I would only have ever aspired to in days gone by. Before I became a sissy anyway.

Then, as their pants came down to reveal a series of huge-looking bulges at the front of their Tommy Hilfiger briefs, I couldn’t help but find myself staring.

This didn’t go unnoticed either…

“I think sissy likes the sight of real men!” Gemma laughed, grabbing me by my ear again and pushing me to my knees as the men drew in close around me, their thick, throbbing bulges straining against the soft material of their tight underwear.

I couldn’t stop myself from panting and gasping a little as their meaty dicks pressed against my face, one by one the men pulling them out and beginning to rub them over my face.

“Tongue out!” Gemma said, slapping my face on both sides. “We’ve trained you on this, you should have that cock hungry tongue out the second there’s a dick near you!”

I did as I was told, my cheeks stinging a little, but my mind focussed now only on the wide, heavy dicks as they slapped up and down on my wet tongue, the hands of the burly men ripping off my sweater and then grabbing and pinching and pulling me all over, my nipples included.

“Beg for their cum, sissy” Gemma ordered, her hand reaching down to my stiff sissy dick and slapping it back and forth, teasing me, pushing me closer to the edge too. “You can cum when the big men cum. A special treat, not that you deserve it!”

“Thank you, Mistress,” I said, struggling to make myself clear as a long, angry black dick was now beginning to fill my mouth.

“Face fuck him, cover this disobedient little slut’s face with your hot, salty cum!” Gemma said. “You see, sissy, you chose to indulge in the sweet against my orders, and now you’ll be full of salty!”

The men laughed at Gemma’s pun and soon enough they were exploding into my mouth, wave after wave of hot, very salty cum filling my mouth, covering my face, shooting up into my hair.

I had never worked so many dicks, and the sheer size of each and every one of them was impressive too. I could feel my mouth stretching and slowly getting used to the girth and length, but not before I gagged and spluttered several times.

“Quickly, men, lift sissy up and turn her upside down over the seat,” Gemma commanded. “I want this cock sucking, disobedient beta whore to give herself a facial.”

I felt the men’s powerful hands pick me up and put me in position with total ease. I was nothing but a sex toy for them, and it felt strangely thrilling to be so vulnerable and weak.

Maybe this was a sign I was gradually sinking deeper into a kind of true acceptance of my future as a sissy?

Gemma leant in and gripped my dick firmly, pumping it hard and fast…

“You can cum now my little sissy,” she said, smiling wickedly. “But as your sissy splooge goes right all over your face and into your mouth, I want you to think about how naughty you’ve been and how humiliating it was to be used and degraded like this by a group of big, strong alpha jocks. Real men. Not weak, beta sissy sluts like you. Got it? Now cum for me, make your mess, let it all out, accept who you are and what purpose you serve. Oh, yeah, that’s it!”

My cum splashed across my mouth and up onto my eyes and into my hair. The men all cheered and leant over to get a closer look as my cum mixed in with theirs, my hips bucking and thrusting to make sure that every last drop was out.

I had never experienced this level of public humiliation before, and while it did feel truly degrading, I also knew straight away that I was addicted to it, that I wanted more.

I also knew that this would be Mistress Gemma’s decision…

“Well done, sissy,” she laughed, scooping up some of the cum cocktail that was on my face and feeding it into my mouth, my outstretched tongue ready and willing to take its medicine. “Okay, so I had to punish you. But… I feel like maybe we can class it as training too. You know, I actually really wanted to see this movie myself. Maybe I’ll just have to come and see it with one of my bulls instead now?”

“Yes Mistress,” I replied dutifully.

“Or, seeing as you’ve missed much of the second half, maybe you would like to accompany me and my bull?” she enquired, that wickedly mischievous grin on her face, telling me that it wasn’t really a question, and that even in a second viewing, there was probably a very good chance that I would miss much of the movie anyway, on my knees, following my mistress’s orders. “Well, I can tell by the look on your face that we’re on the same page, so… it’s a date!”
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CHAPTER ONE

It had been over three weeks since I had answered the advertisement. Three long, hard weeks of struggling on in my shitty job, totally unmotivated and basically slacking off in life and going nowhere.

But the advertisement could change everything.

I had harboured feminization and sissy fantasies for such a long time I honestly could not tell you when they began. It had been going on for years, literally most of my adult life. It started with spying the lingerie pages I the old time shopping mail-order books, the sneaking a peek in superstores ad department stores.

Then it developed into daily scrolling for captions and images online, surfing Tumblr for all the best sissy content that just did something so crazy to my brain.

I mean, it got me off, that was for sure.

But it was more than that, something deeper.

It was like a part of me knew that what I truly wanted was to properly experience the sissy life. To push myself in fully. I mean, there is only so much you can get from masturbating over the internet and wearing panties to work each day.

Oh yeah, I didn’t mention that, did I?

Even though I was very much in the closet with my feminization cravings, I did indulge myself in the thrill of wearing panties most days. And, of course, this always meant daily trips to the disabled bathroom to parade around and pleasure myself in front of the large mirror, teasing myself and making a total sissy exhibition of myself, albeit in the privacy of a totally private cubicle.

Well, back to this advertisement.

It was kind of opaque in its precise nature, but essentially it was a local ad that said a new organisation of firm minded women were looking for men who had a flavour for their feminine side and an appetite to pursue this, albeit on the caveat that they would be relinquishing control and undertaking the programme on offer in its entirety and without question.

I couldn’t be sure it was real.

It could have been a scam.

But… I had to try.

Now, all I needed was to get a damned reply from them.

CHAPTER TWO

I was on a typically extended lunch break. Just casually walking around town, sipping on a really nice iced latte I had picked up from a new pop-up coffee vendor who had been a regular near my office block for the last three weeks.

I don’t claim to be an expert on coffee, but there was no denying that this dude knew his beans. I mean, like seriously this was the perfect iced latte.

Anyway.

It had been a typically dull morning at work and to make matter worse the big supervisor had decided to park herself in my little corner of the building to oversee the project we were supposedly working on.

It was a major drag.

The only upside however was that the big supervisor, actually the junior vice president of the company, was an incredibly stunning woman by the name of Isla Towers.

I mean, seriously, she was one of those incredible women who you assume pretty much only exist in the movies or in your wildest fantasies.

Tall, lean, but incredible curves in the right places…

Oh, and the attitude to match. She had risen up through the corporate ranks quickly, her no bullshit attitude combined with her on point business instincts and sharp intellect made her a star in the making.

I had had little interaction with her since I had joined the company, but would always find myself getting excited even by the briefest glimpses of her as she passed in the hallway.

But, back to today… I was actually pissed off with her being so close because it had meant I hadn’t been able to take an extended break in the bathroom to strip down and parade around in my panties, which today happened to be an extra slutty pair.

A bright yellow thong, see through mesh front, and super thin and high cut on the hips.

I figured I would have to wait until the end of the day to get myself off, which actually wasn’t that bad a thing as I knew full well that an afternoon spent around Isla would simply serve to get me more excited, and build my horniness up to peak levels.

So, anyway, sipping down the last of my iced latte I decided to make a move back to the office. I didn’t want to raise any eyebrows over a long lunch today.

But, just as I was about to cross the road, a car pulled up.

The window rolled down and I saw it was Isla.

“Get in, now,” she said, her voice firm and controlling. “We need to talk about your application.”

CHAPTER THREE

I couldn’t quite believe what was happening.

I mean, Isla?

She had been behind the application all along? Was it a coincidence, or was there something going on that I didn’t realise. Well, those questions would have to wait, because right now I found myself sitting in the back of a large, blacked out SUV next to the junior vice president of the company I worked for who also just so happened to be...

My new mistress?

“So, it was you then,” Isla said, smiling, almost licking her lips in anticipation. “Well, I can’t say I’m surprised. After all, with all those panties you wear to work.”

Wait, what?

How did she know?

“Oh, you shouldn’t look so surprised,” she laughed, her long legs crossed and her black heels shining under the light inside the luxury SUV. “Now, I think it’s time for me to inspect you. After all, it was only an application to serve. As it stands at the moment, you don’t have the position. Far from it in fact. You’ll need to impress me greatly, I’m not one to put up with slackers and poor standards. As you well know. Now, strip for me.”

I felt a surge of nerves.

I mean, this was really happening now.

There was no turning back…

“Either hurry the hell up or I’ll toss you back out onto the street,” Isla said, clearly in no mood for mincing her words or displaying any sympathy towards my clear embarrassment.

“Sorry,” I mumbled, self-conscious of the fact that I was for the very first time about to show myself in panties in front of another person.

I removed my shirt and began to unbuckle my belt. Pausing, I felt Isla’s judging eyes over me as I allowed my suit pants to fall to the floor.

“Mmm-hmmm, very slutty,” Isla laughed, holding her phone up and taking a snap-shot of me in nothing but my tiny thong. “Now give me a twirl. Try not to fall over, sissies need to be nimble and able to move well.”

I did as I was told and stood with my thong-clad ass exposed to Isla, my face burning red and my heart pounding inside my chest.

“Now come over her and let me take a closer look,” Isla purred, loving the fact that I was clearly in so much discomfort.

She pulled the front of my panties out and burst into laugher at the very sight of my dick, rapidly hardening in the excitement of the situation, the adrenalin kicking in and making me almost close to making a complete fool of myself by cumming right there and then.

“Well, it’s not much is it?” she laughed, pinging the waistband back into place and painfully trapping my now erect dick. “I asked you a question, sissy!”

“No, Mistress,” I replied, shutting my eyes from the sheer humiliation.

“Look at me when I permit you to speak!” Isla bellowed, slapping me across the face and dragging me onto her lap, the position making me feel infantilized and weak. “Now you listen to me, my perfect little sissy boi. You behave and this could work. But you must always look at me when you speak, got it?”

“Yes Miss,” I replied, blushing as she ran her fingers up and down my thighs and over the stiff tent in my tiny panties. “Thank you, Miss.”

“Better, much better,” Isla laughed. “But don’t even think about making a mess inside there. Actually, I think I’ll help make sure that doesn’t happen.”

Before I knew what was happening, I was being turned around and my ass was being assaulted by a large paddle. No matter how loudly I screamed out in pain, Isla was determined to show me precisely who was in control here.

“You will thank me!” Isla said. “You get hard when I say you get hard, you must learn that! Now thank me for each and every one of the swats I give you. Trust me, you’ll be getting to know my paddle very well should your application prove successful, so you may as well get used to it now.”

I slowly began to get the words out in between the yelps of pain, my first paddling was proving to be a chastening experience and as I gripped onto the SUV headrest, I couldn’t help but properly notice the driver for the first time, a face that was all too familiar to me…


CHAPTER FOUR

“Yes, I wondered how long it would be before you recognised Sadie,” Isla remarked, giving me on final super-hard thwack with the paddle. “Not only is she your direct manager at work, but she’s also my personal driver when I’m out on my… other business.”

Wait, so this is how Isla knew my panty secret?

It must have been.

“Well, Sadie, how do you think he took his first spanking?” Isla said, her focus more on capturing photographic evidence of my reddened, throbbing ass cheeks.

“Pretty well all things considered,” Sadie laughed, climbing out of the driver’s seat and into the back. “Cute panties, by the way.”

I didn’t know how to respond, it felt like whatever I said I was probably walking into a trap.

“I think he’s a little shy,” Isla teased, patting the seat next to her as Sadie sat down next to her.

The two of them together were quite a sight, both of them stunningly hot and with very mischievous, almost wicked looks on their faces too. I knew I was in trouble, the only question was how far they were going to push me.

“So, you’ve proven that you can take a beating,” Isla said. “but now I want to see what that cute little sissy ass can do in other ways. Sadie, care to explain to the potential little butt-slut what I mean?”

“A pleasure,” Sadie purred. “You, if you are to serve Mistress Isla, will need to show willingness to fully commit to the sissy lifestyle and a big part of that is acknowledging that what you have is a clitty and a boi-pussy. Real men have dicks and strong asses. You are not a real man. You are a weak, beta little sissy bitch. So, yeah, instead of a dick you have a sissy clitty, and instead of a muscular ass you have a cute, perky boi-pussy. Agreed?”

“Y-y-y-y-yes, Miss,” I stammered, feeling my dick hardening from the verbal degradation. “Thank you for this opportunity, Miss.”

“Shut up, stop trying to kiss ass,” Sadie said, pulling out a menacingly thick dildo and a bottle of lube from underneath the seat.

“Oh yes, the look on his face, perfect,” Isla smirked, watching on with interest as my jaw practically hit the floor at the prospect of the dildo being inserted into my ass. “Let’s make sure he has something in both ends shall we?”

Sadie nodded and stuffed a banana into my mouth, laughing as I choked and gagged on it.

“You keep that right there you little dicked loser,” Sadie said, very much playing the bad cop in this situation, pulling on my nipples, stretching them out and giving them a twist, testing me, making sure I didn’t let the bananas fall out of my mouth. “Good. Now, lift those legs up and spread them.”

I gasped as the thick head of the dildo, lubed up but no less scary, pushed against my exposed, hungry ass hole and eased its way in. I began to moan loudly, enjoying the sensation of being slowly fucked by Sadie and her dildo, the sight of Isla observing only driving me to make an even better impression.

I wanted nothing more than to serve under Isla, that much was clear to me now. Any doubts I may have had were long gone, just like the dildo which was now embedded deep inside me, stretching my ass, preparing it for future punishments and adventures no doubt.

“Are you going to make a sissy cummy for me?” Isla laughed, noticing that my dick had gone stiff again, hardening inn excitement as Sadie spat on it and slapped it from side to side, delighting in her power over me. “Go on, make a mess for us, show us what that stupid little maggot can do!”

The two women burst into laughter an this was the final straw for me. My dick shot out two or three powerful bursts of cum all over my chest as I bucked and thrust my hips, the banana still in my mouth and the dildo easing in and out of my gaping boi-pussy.

“There it is!” laughed Sadie, scooping my cum up and splashing it onto my face, taking great enjoyment from the sight of my own cum dripping down my eyelashes and nose too. “Don’t worry, there’ll be plenty more facials for you pretty sure.”

“Indeed there will,” Isla interjected. “I am pleased to tell you that you are now officially at Sold Status. You see, each and every application comes into the Mistress Organisation is looked over and when we put a potential sissy to the test we have the option to purchase at the end. Well, I have decided that I will definitely be buying you. I mean, what with the fact that you already work for me, for us, well it just makes even more sense. So, does this news make you a happy little slut?”

I almost couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

It was like I was an object, a sissy toy for them to own, to feminize, to punish and do with as they pleased. This was a fantasy coming true, one that it simply never considered a realistic possibility until now. I mean, even when I put the application in I seriously had my doubts about how authentic the whole thing was.

But now there was no denying it.

I had been purchased by a Mistress, I was a submissive sissy slut who had just been stretched and used by two incredibly powerful, dominant women who had the experience, know-how and wicked sense of superiority to make it happen. And more than that, right now I just couldn’t wait to see what they had in store for me next. 
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CHAPTER ONE

I had been loaned out from my Mistress to one of her friends. Why? Well, it was nothing to do with my performance as a sissy, or so my Mistress assured me. No, her idea was that seeing as she was taking a three week holiday in the Caribbean with her bull, she thought this would be the perfect time for me to experience some extra training with one of her trusted friends.

I was nervous.

Very nervous.

The thing was, this particular friend, Annabelle Most, came with a fearsome reputation. She didn’t hold back when it came to punishing sissies, that was for sure. I had even witnessed it myself…

In public.

The mall to be precise. I was on a shopping trip with my Mistress when we happened to hear the pained cries of what we both knew was a sissy being spanked. Then, as we walked closer to investigate, we saw that it was Annabelle, with two sissies across her lap right in the middle of the mall, by the large ornate marble fountain centrepiece.

The crowd were absolutely loving the exhibition that was being put on for them, the sissies who were being ritually humiliated and punished in public?

Not so much.

And when she was done spanking the two of them, Annabelle ordered them to strip to their bras and panties and dance around in the water of the fountain. Again, another brilliantly humiliating punishment for them, and the sheer degradation that was on display had excited me too…

Which, of course, led to my Mistress punishing me, albeit back in the parking lot and in the comparative privacy of her large, blacked out SUV.

Since that day, I had always had a fascination for Annabelle Most, and now, with this turn of events, it looked like I was about to live out that fascination in the real world.

I wasn’t sure what would lie ahead for me over the next three weeks, but I knew for sure that it wouldn’t be comfortable, far from it.

“Now, don’t worry, sissy,” my Mistress said to me as she pulled up my panties, a perfectly frilly pink pair that were super-smooth and cut high on the thigh for extra femininity. “I’ve told Annabelle what a good sissy you are. So, as long as you don’t let me down, I can’t see there being too many problems.”

There was a mischievous, slightly conspiratorial look on her face and I knew then that I was about to enter a whole new world of sissy life.


CHAPTER TWO

As my Mistress dropped me off outside of the grand, and incredibly prestigious new apartment block where Annabelle lived, she patted me on my ass and gave me a spank for good luck.

I blushed as I noticed the doorman grinning at the sight of another sissy arriving at his building. I could only imagine the sights he must have seen with Annabelle bringing sissy after sissy back, each one probably red faced from one of her fearsome punishments.

“If you’ll follow me, Miss,” he said, his voice firm, neutral, but with a tiny hint of mocking in his eyes as he looked me up and down, my tight leggings showing only a small bulge at the front.

The interior of the building was impressive. Super sleek, very contemporary, the kind of thing that up until a couple of years ago would have looked like something out of a sci-fi movie set many years in the future.

I mean, seriously, a place like this must have cost Annabelle way more than five million dollars. But, as the heiress to a huge shipping fortune, plus having had an incredibly successful career with start-up investments herself, it was probably no more than loose change.

I felt my eyes widen as the concierge pressed the special Penthouse button on the elevator control panel. When I said five million, scratch that – it was probably more like twenty million.

I was feeling nervous now.

My heart was beating hard and fast.

I also felt super-intimidated by the concierge, his tall, wide frame was clearly very powerful, his large hands and strong legs drawing my gaze.

I had been trained to appreciate the male form. It was a good way of reminding me that I wasn’t really a man, I was a feminized sissy beta…

Well, looking at the concierge certainly reinforced that.

“So, how flexible are you?” he said, making me flush red with embarrassment. “I mean, those are yoga pants right? I figure you can at least get those legs behind your head?”

I didn’t know how to respond.

The way he was eying me up felt threatening, but also totally exciting at the same time. He had a real confidence bordering on arrogance to him, the kind of alpha male who is used to getting his own way and is comfortable in his own body.

“Cat got your tongue?” he laughed.

He stepped towards me and just as he was placing his hands on my shoulders, the door pinged.

“Maybe next time,” the concierge laughed, guiding me out of the door and leaving me to my fate.

We had arrived at Annabelle’s penthouse.

I was saved.

Or was I?


CHAPTER THREE

“Strip!” Annabelle said, her voice clear, crisp and full of menace. “Don’t make me repeat myself!”

I wasted no time, having been told by my Mistress that Annabelle was a stickler for following instructions to the letter.

“Oh dear, that’s an absolutely pathetic little dick,” she laughed. “Now, on all fours and over to my feet. Double-time, piggy!”

I got down on all fours and crawled over to her, placing my faceup against her feet.

“Now, greet your new Mistress properly and sniff my feet,” she said, raising and spreading her toes as I sniffed all over her foot, making sure to make my inhalations heard.

My adrenalin was kicking in. I had never experienced quite this level of intensity before, and it was maybe this that led to me making my first mistake.

Without being told to do so, I kissed her big toe, something about the perfectly manicured red gloss proving too much to resist.

“How dare you?” Annabelle bellowed, immediately kicking me away and then grabbing me by my hair and practically dragging me along the perfectly smooth, shiny floor of her magnificent apartment. “I did not tell you to kiss my toe. You must be punished.”

I couldn’t believe it.

Such a foolish mistake.

I mean, I was still a new-ish sissy, but I really should have remembered my training from my Mistress.

Well, it was too late now, Annabelle was angry and I was about to face the consequences.


CHAPTER FOUR

I was hauled over her lap and found my ass cheeks being spanked harder and faster than I had ever experienced. I cried out in pain but it was to no avail.

There would be no mercy for me.

“We’ve got three weeks together and I can see that your training seems to have eluded you today,” she said, continuing the beating. “We’ll get these cute little sissy cheeks nice and red now and then we’ll move on. Now, say thank you Miss Annabelle after each spank.”

I did as I was told.

I had no other choice.

As she was spanking me, I could feel the strength in her hand, but also the lean, muscular power in her legs too. In fact, in the blur of what had happened, I had kind of not taken in fully just how incredibly beautiful she was.

I mean, I knew already from the incident back at the mall, but up close and personal and it was a whole other level. Her face was a classic beauty, an Angeline Jolie type combination of sultry sexiness and vintage beauty.

Her tight, toned body was full of femininity too, her breasts prominent underneath her expensive shirt, her long legs and ass to die for looking incredible in her retro-funky jeans.

“Now, enough of that for a moment,” Annabelle said, satisfied, or so it seemed, that I had taken enough punishment. “Up on your feet and let me inspect this little clitty.”

I stood up, my ass cheeks feeling like they were on fire, the temptation being to try to soothe them, but my training kicking in and my hands going on top of my head to allow Annabelle full access to my body.

“This is so small it’s almost cute,” Annabelle teased, holding her phone out and taking pictures of my dick, the thrill of being objectified and humiliated making it twitch a little in excitement. “Ah, I see you like it. Well, don’t worry, there’s plenty more humiliation coming your way.”

Then, in a swift movement, she grabbed my arms, twisted it around my back and pushed me towards the large glass wall that looked out over the city.

“I don’t recall saying you could let that little maggot get hard though," she scowled. “Another rule broken. Time for something a little harder, I think.”

What followed was a series of hard, stinging swats from her paddle, her joy as I struggled to contain myself was evident. If anything, it simply made her hit me harder and harder, pushing me right to the edge and all the while I held my hands against the glass, my paddling on display for the entire city.

I wondered if anyone was looking up.

If they were, they would have seen a sissy taking a long, hard paddling, my stiffening dick now totally flaccid again from the sheer pain of what I was experiencing.

“Stop your crying out, this ends when I say it does,” Annabelle roared, really letting rip with the paddle, my cheeks shuddering with each spank. “Now, stand there and do not move a single muscle you stupid little wimp.”

I knew better than to disobey her.

Within moments though, I was moaning again, but this time more in pleasure.

“That’s it, you relax that little booty-hole and let my plug in there,” Annabelle purred, stuffing her lubed buttplug into my ass. “I see you have been trained well to take things in here, I’ll definitely make a note of that, you can bet on it.”

I pushed back on the plug, just to make sure it was full in and received a pat of encouragement from Annabelle.

“Good, well done sissy,” she said, “Now it’s time to get you in some new panties.”

Wait, what?

Panties over a plug?

“Now these are an extra slutty pair, that I am sure you will appreciate,” she said, smiling as she held up the panties, crotchless with a cut-out hole over the ass hole too. “Perfect for a sissy in training like you, don’t you agree?”

“Yes, Miss,” I replied, struggling to contain my excitement. “Miss, I’m sorry, I think I might be…”

“Yes?” she replied, arching her perfectly shaped eyebrow.

“I think my clitty might be getting hard again,” I said, struggling to maintain eye contact.

Miss Annabelle simply laughed and gave my clitty a slap as she pulled the panties up. Then, as if he had been waiting in anticipation all this time, ready for his cue, the concierge walked in.

“You may present your lovely thick dick for sissy,” Annabelle said, smiling and standing next to me as the concierge approached, already unzipping his pants.

His dick slapped against my face as it fell out of his perfectly pressed trousers. It was meaty, thick, long and very hard.

“Now, sissy, show me how well you swallow,” Annabelle said, her hand gripping my ear and pushing me closer to his dick.

His dick was difficult to take all the way, and I gagged and choked a little as it touched the back of my throat. The concierge did not care though and soon enough he was face-fucking me hard and fast, moving his dick into every corner of my mouth, pushing my cheeks out and working up the spit and saliva in my mouth so much it was leaking out the sides.

“Don’t show any mercy, use the sissy bitch as your fleshlight,” Annabelle said, towering above me, sounding as imperious as she looked.

Before I knew it, he was pulling his dick out and shooting his hot, salty cum into my open mouth, my tongue outstretched and ready to catch any that didn’t go right in.

“Oh well, sissy, it looks like I may have underestimated you,” Annabelle said as she watched me swallow the concierge’s cum. “Now it’s time I think for me to let you have your introductory treat.”

With that, Annabelle removed her top and stood there in a perfect push-up bra, her perky yet large breasts on display.

“Look at these, look at these breasts and imagine what you’d do if you touched them,” she said, laughing and beckoning the concierge to squeeze them. “These are for alpha hands only, little piggy losers like you can only dream of these. You wouldn’t know what to do, would you? That’s it, let that clitty go hard, let it cum, make that stupid little sissy mess for me, your Mistress.”

That was enough, the sheer excitement of seeing her breasts being fondled by a strong man, the very same alpha who had just cum in my mouth and on my face, was too much.

The humiliation of her words, too, it was simply too stimulating for me and I felt myself cum, my sissy splooge shooting out of my dick and onto her floor, the feeling of the buttplug stretching and resting in my ass just adding to the strength of my sissygasm.

Annabelle laughed and pointed at my cum as it lay on her polished, super-expensive floor.

“Every drop,” she said, firmly but with a look of pure satisfaction on her face as I got on my hands and knees and sucked and slurped my own cum up, my mind in a bit of a daze at what had been an intense, painful, very degrading, but incredibly stimulating first encounter with my, albeit temporary, new Mistress.

I knew that there would in all certainty be many more punishments to come over the course of the next three weeks. And to be honest, I figured they would get more and more painful.

After all, it definitely seemed liked this first situation was a test to see what I could deal with.

My inability to take instructions had not gone down well.

And neither had my arousal – without permission – either.

But on the other hand, I had taken the buttplug to her satisfaction, and my performance in sucking alpha dick had gone down well. Certainly well enough to earn my reward.

What would happen next?

I didn’t know, but all I knew what that right now I was being commanded to follow Annabelle, the taste of another man’s cum in my mouth intermingling with my own cum, as she walked over towards her kitchen, and a fruit bowl that contained some very yellow, and more importantly perhaps, very large bananas.

“Hungry sissy?” she laughed, holding up a huge banana. “Let’s play.”
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CHAPTER ONE

Miss Jennifer had told me to meet her on campus, which in and of itself was enough to make me feel mighty nervous.

I had been her sissy for a couple of months now, having been bought at auction from the Sissy Parade, fresh out of sissy college. I had felt proud to go to such a distinguished woman.

Academic leader.

Former Olympic swimmer.

Globally published author and intellectual.

Yeah, you could certainly say that she had achieved a lot in her life. And she was still only forty two. But, don’t get me wrong, she could easily have passed for being in her twenties. Her athletic background, and the simple basic fact of incredible genes, meant that she was as strikingly attractive today as she had ever been.

Trust me, she turned heads.

So, even though I was only her sissy and of course never got to engage in any kind of sexual activity with her, it was still a thrill to be around her. Of course, she would use my body for her pleasure, but that mostly involved roughly riding my face with her perfect, tight, wet vagina or smothering me with her strong, impeccably round ass.

Anyway.

That day, when I was actually just finishing my spin class at the gym, I received the message from her, telling me to meet her at her office on campus. I could tell by the tone of her message that she was in a playful, relaxed mood – which was good as to be honest after the intensity of the spin class, the last thing I needed was to do anything strenuous.

But that’s when things changed…

The first message from Jennifer was swiftly followed up with another, and it went like this:

Actually, sissy, slight change of plan. Meet me by the football field. Wear your cheerleader outfit. It’s about time we took it for a test-drive. Oh, and I hope you have been doing your extra squats this morning at the gym, I want that tushy looking nice and perky… as I’m sure some of the jocks do too. Do not be late. Miss J XoXo.

I could feel my heart miss a beat.

This sounded ominous, very ominous indeed. Just as I was about to hit the shower post-spin, I realised that I should now probably hit the floor again and do an extra squat session. Just in case my booty wasn’t just right and at Jennifer’s exacting standards.

So, even in my bright pink and ultra-tight spin-leggings, I began to go through my squat exercises right there on the open gym, right by the mirrors to check my form… and keep an eye out for all the glances from the big, strong, gym men as they leered and ogled me in between sets.

This was my life as a sissy, and I was some way to getting used to it, enjoying it even. But right now, all that was on my mind was following Jennifer’s orders and making sure I arrived at the football field on time, and looking on point too.


CHAPTER TWO

I tried to shower and dry as quickly as I possibly could, knowing full well that time was against me if I was to get ready, go back home, then get across to campus in time.

I mean, I didn’t want to consider the consequences if I was late. It could be a public spanking, definitely some verbal admonishment loud enough for passers by to hear.

Plus, there was the fact that I simply did not want to let Miss Jennifer down. She wanted me there at a certain time for a reason, and it was my duty as her submissive sissy to follow her oders to the absolute letter.

So, with that in mind, I braved the communal shower area, my wimpy, feminine, shaven body a contrast to the big, muscular men who were all striding around confidently, their big dicks swinging and every sinew of their taught, lean bodies a total demonstration of the superior alpha male form.

I knew I was getting some looks from them as I lathered up and showered, my soap body with its pert, squat-tastic booty and of course the thin strip of pubic hair above my little sissy clit.

I must have looked like I was in the wrong changing area!

Anyway. I managed to get washed without too much trouble and then dried and back in to my car and back to my place. There, I changed into the cheerleader outfit that was bright blue with yellow trim, the short pleated skirt barely covering my tight yellow official college panties.

I felt ridiculous, which I guess was the default feeling for a sissy.

Maybe I would never get used to it, who knows? But I also knew that it wasn’t up to me to be thinking these thoughts. Quite simply, I would wear what Mistress commanded. And I would do so without complaint or hesitation.


CHAPTER THREE

Miss Jennifer tapped her watch in a dramatic and mocking way as I approached her. I thought I was on time, but the shaking of her head from side to side told me otherwise.

“Dear me, what am I to do with you?” she said, her voice scolding me. “You’re late. Well, you’re lucky I don’t just hike that skirt up and yank those panties down right here and now, but we’re due over in the clubhouse shortly so there’s no time for that. Don’t think I won’t remember your tardiness however.”

“Yes, Miss,” I said, my head bowed as I followed her.

I knew of course that she would never forget a transgression like that. She never did. But, right here and now, I was simply happy to be with her, albeit somewhat tardy.

We walked across the football pitch, some of the senior squad doing a final run through of some practice drills in anticipation of the big game this evening.

“Now that’s what a real man can do,” Jennifer said, pointing over to a huge footballer as he sailed through the air to catch a high ball, his powerful legs and strong arms on display as he trained in a small training t-shirt and even smaller short. “He wouldn’t be late, now would he?”

“No, Miss,” I replied, knowing full well that a single wrong-step here could lead to some terribly humiliating consequences.

I could see the various football players all checking out Jennifer as she strode confidently across the pitch. They all knew her, in fact everyone on campus did.

Of course, they probably all knew I was her sissy too.

Now though, as we reached the clubhouse, I was about to find out the real reason for this meeting.


CHAPTER FOUR

The room was full of the major players on campus. All female of course. Each one of them was there with their feminized sissy boi in tow, too.

All of the sissies were dressed like me in their cheerleader outfits. I could see several of them had just received spankings and were currently cooling off with their reddened ass cheeks on display over in the corner.

Maybe they had been late for their mistresses too?

“So, what do you think? Do you like to be surrounded by your fellow members of the sissy cheer squad?” Jennifer laughed, pushing me down to the floor and beckoning me to follow her as she approached a woman I didn’t recognise over on the other side of the room.

What was going on here?

I mean, beyond the obvious.

I remained on all fours by Jennifer’s feet and listen as she spoke to this woman, herself an incredibly impressive looking lady. Tall, strong, sleek, and definitely from the sporting world if her toned, yet muscular calves were anything to go by.

“Okay, sissies all in a line, now,” the woman said. “My name’s coach Peters, you will address me as Miss Peters or Mistress. And today you will be trying out for my newly formed siss cheer squad. This is your chance to represent this fine institution and to make a valuable contribution in aiding the success of the football team.”

Wait, what?

Was she for real?

Either way, I didn’t have time to think, unless I wanted to be singled out and face the consequences. So, like an obedient sissy, I got in line next to the others and waited.

Miss Peters then proceeded to walk up and down the line, eyeing each of us up, taking us in and making mental assessments of us, her criteria unknown but the look on her face telling every single person in the room that she meant business.

I caught a glance of Jennifer standing with the other women, and she gave me a firm but loving look that acted as a motivation to not let her down.

I smiled back.

A mistake.

“You, step out of line, this second,” miss Peters said to me. “Why did you divert your attention? I said stare straight ahead, did I not?”

“Um, yes, sorry Miss Peters,” I stuttered, taken aback by the ferocity of her voice and the intimidation I felt by standing so close to her, and on display in front of a large group of Mistresses and other sissies too. “Please, I apologise, it won’t happen again.”

“Not good enough,” she said. “Sissies, strip this little bitch, right this second. Naked. And pass her panties to me.”

What followed next was a total blur, the sissies clearly wanting to impress the coach as they grabbed and pulled on me, taking my clothes off, showing no mercy toa fellow sissy.

I could see that this was even exciting some of them, their stiff little sissy dicks pressing up against me through their skirts and panties as they jostled and pulled on me until I was totally naked.

“A suitably small pair for such a little-cocked loser,” Coach Peters laughed, holding my panties up before my face before stuffing them in my mouth. “Sissies, push her to her knees, take your little clitties out, and shower her with your cummies. Now!”

I couldn’t believe what was happening.

This was way beyond what I had ever experienced, but there was no way I was going to show any lack of respect for Coach Peters, or to Miss Jennifer either.

I just had to take it.

It wasn’t long at all before my face was being coated in sissy cum, the excitable sissies no doubt relishing the opportunity to wank their little dicks all over another sissy.

I would have been the same in their position in all likelihood.

“Good, good, really get it up in her hair too,” Peters said. “Now, pick her up and we’ll take a trip down to the showers. It should be just in time to catch the team and introduce ourselves to them.”

Oh no.

I couldn’t believe what was happening.

It would have been bad enough if I was one of the other sissies, but to be the one covered in cum, naked, and with my own panties sin my mouth, well that was just too much.

A huge cheer filled the room as we entered. The jocks, either naked or in their tiny jockstraps came to a halt as Coach Peters and the sissy squad entered.

I was thrust to the front and made to remain on all fours, while the rest of the sissies were allocated a team member who would be their personal owner on matchdays during the season.

“Now this one, the cum covered little slut you see on the floor,” Miss Peters said, “she will be the team sissy. That means she belongs to all of you. At any time, provided it works with her mistress.”

“Absolutely,” Miss Jennifer said. “We’ve got a great chance of the championship this season, so I am happy to let my sissy be of as much use as she can be.”

“So, have a go with her! See what she can do!” Miss Peters said, taking a step back and watching as a group of three or four of the star players surrounded me and placed their dicks in my hands, my mouth, and dangerously close to my ass hole too.

Soon enough, I was wanking and sucking the dicks, trying my best to keep up with their demands, working them up into a frenzy until the exploded all over me, covering my with a whole new layer of sticky, thick, albeit fare more masculine cum.

As I looked around, I could see the other sissies were busy pleasuring their studs, some of them still in their cheerleader outfits but others down to their panties.

It was quite a sight.

Honestly, the kind of sight I had fantasised about for many years, but never actually thought I would be able to be a part of in real life. But here I was, now being picked up and slung over the shoulders of the team captain as he took me into the captain’s shower room.

He spanked and slapped my ass as he walked, then set me down and turned on the water, the hot shower blasting the cum off me and giving me a moment’s respite at least.

“Now it’s time to see what your booty can do,” he said, his square jaw and perfect smile both at once Hollywood handsome and ruggedly down to earth. “Twerk that little booty for me, make those cheeks shake.”

I did as I was told, feeling like a down and dirty lap-dancer as I gyrated and danced under the hot water, the size of his dick growing exponentially, a sure sign that he liked what he saw.

I looked across and saw Miss Jennifer standing at the door.

Wait, was she…

Undressing?

Then, a most spectacular sight, I saw her totally naked, walking over and taking a seat next to the captain, gripping his dick and masturbating it as I continued to twerk and jiggle my sissy ass for their amusement and no doubt their pleasure too.

I was hard myself, my sissy dick throbbing with excitement as they pulled me over and sat me across their lap.

“Sissy, cum for us,” Jennifer said, pulling on my nipples as the captain pumped on his own dick, watching me intensely, waiting for me to make my cummies. “That’s it, harder, harder, faster, make that sissy clitty go pee-pee.”

I came all over myself, blushing hard as I saw the look of desire and amusement on the big jock’s face.

“Well, I certainly think this is an arrangement that will work out well for all,” Jennifer said, pushing me off her lap and sitting on the captain’s hard dick, moaning as she took his full cock inside her perfect cunt. “Now watch how a real woman rides a big dick, sissy. I want you to take mental notes, because believe me this is what I want to see you and your boi-pussy doing before too long. Got it?”

I nodded and watched transfixed, this magnificent woman showing me the way forward as she rode and rode him until both were satisfied.

This was going to be one hell of a season…
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CHAPTER ONE

My life was changing, and fast.

What were once fantasies about being a sissy, panty wearing slave had kicked fully into gear after my wife had discovered my undeleted search history on my cell phone.

She had put me in panties, spanked my ass each and every day, and taken me on a journey into the most humiliating, degrading life of an owned husband and feminized sissy…

Exactly as I had fantasized about.

It was difficult to deal with it at times, the intensity was something else. But the thing was, it was just getting started…

The weather looked like it was taking a turn for the worse. I looked up to the sky and saw that the cloud formations were indicative of rain.

This was not good news.

Not at all.

Hell, I’d come out without a coat and not only that, I was wearing a cheap, paper thin t-shirt I had bought as a last resort to use up some gift vouchers given to me for Christmas by a well-meaning aunt.

There was the funny feeling in the air too.

You know the kind. It’s like it’s been hot, then all of a sudden there’s a drop in the temperature. You just know that the weather is about to get real active, real quick.

I had a quick scan around and could see apprehensive looks on the faces of those near me.

They knew as well as I did, something was about to go down. I looked around again, trying to find somewhere to get shelter. Somewhere close that would allow me time to ride out what was surely going to be an explosive burst of rain. I could try and stand underneath one of the medium sized trees that adorned the middle strip of the outdoor mall, but figured that these wouldn’t really provide the kind of protection required for what was surely going to be a relentless hammering of rain.

I could try and stand in a shop front of course.

But, did I really want to be huddled up with all the other shoppers? No doubt some of them would want to make small talk, and I knew I really wasn’t in the mood for talking to some deadbeat, dull as ditch water stranger right now.

I could actually enter a shop?

Now, this was more palatable to me. But, the question was: which shop? If I was potentially going to be stuck in a shop for the

duration of the shower, I would need to actually be in a store that was relevant to me, that would keep my mind occupied at least to some degree, and wasn’t packed full of shoppers either – you know, don’t you just hate being in a store when there are more people there than there is floor space?

Awful times, awful times.

Well, I quickly scanned my eyes around.

Hardware store? No.

Toy emporium? Um, not a chance.

Vape shop? You must be out of your mind.

Then it hit me, the answer was right in front of me. Without further thought, I quick stepped my way into the bougie coffee chain that was directly in front of me.

Problem solved.

Good job I walked fast too, because just as I began to open the door to the coffee spot, I felt a drop of water splash off the top of my head and onto the ground. I didn’t even bother looking up, I knew it was rain – and not only that, there would be far, far more to heading downwards right about now.

I stepped inside the foyer area of the coffee shop and quickly shut the door behind me. It was a heavy door but I managed it without to much trouble to be honest.

Call it adrenalin, call it what you want – I just knew I had to shut the door or face the full force of the rain on me.

I walked over to the counter and ordered a soya mocha latte and made my payment. The barista, a man in his late twenties (shock, oh shock!) with a goatee style beard (shock, shock, and more shock!) and a couple of actually kind of interesting abstract tattoos on his forearm (when will the shocks end?), very kindly said he would bring the drink over to my seat when it was ready.

Hey, who says customer service is dead?

I walked over to a seat by the window. Well, a barstool actually, but I won’t split hairs. I really enjoyed sitting by the window, people watching, seeing what was going on in the world as I sipped a sweet beverage. The hard rain pounding down onto the paved area outside added to the drama. The sight of shoppers running like headless chickens looking for dry respite was very amusing.

I was so glad I wasn’t in their position.

The downside though was that all too quickly there wasn’t really anyone to people watch. People had either found a dry haven or were remaining indoors until the storm eased off.

That’s right, I said storm.

Far from being a standard heat breaking shower, this was a full-on downpour that came with a side of thunder and lightning. It was dramatic, nature in full effect, taking no prisoners. You know,

reminding man-kind exactly who was boss. I guess it put things into perspective for a moment, you know.

Well, only for a moment.

Because no sooner than I was marvelling at nature’s power, I was swooning over a quite incredible mocha that had been produced by humans.

Take that, nature!

I joke of course, but, not wanting to seem like I’m being too clever, I guess there was definitely something to be said for my point of view.

I took a large gulp from the coffee and was taken aback by how hot it was. I mean, I should have known. But, I managed to swallow it, the tingle of my mouth and throat being scalded preferable to the sight of me making a total fool of myself in what was, all things considered, a pretty decent chain coffee shop.

The coffee going down easier than a hooker with a live PayPal account, I began to wonder about what the evening ahead would bring.

Sure, I was most definitely nervous about the whole affair.

I mean, at the forefront of my mind was the fact that I knew how hard Sally had worked to get to this position in her career. They say that the glass ceiling in the workplace is all some kind of feminist conspiracy, but I had seen that it was real – and there was no way I wanted my wife to miss out on a career chance that she had busted her ass off for essentially since day one in law school.

Of course, there was no denying that I was also apprehensive about the whole Jackson element to this. Sally had heard all the whispers about him over the years, the gossip must have come from somewhere?

Panty and feminization fantasies, and now reality, aside I’d never previously considered myself anything other than a regular

straight dude. No actual experiences of a sexual nature with men in real life at all. I wondered what the hell I would do if the rumours were true, how would I react if Jackson made some kind of move?

I felt a sense of unease come over me, the feeling enhanced by the dark storm clouds in the sky outside. The thing is, while it’s true that I had never had any actual physical gay experiences before, I knew full well that my mind had occasionally wandered during fantasies towards that kind of thing.

Well, that was enough of that kind of talk, for now at least.

I finished my drink and decided it was time to head home and begin preparations for the evening.

Sally would be home not too long after me and I figured she’d be wanting to take a bath and get herself ready – so bathroom space would be at a premium, to say the least. If I wanted the time and space to get myself ready, I would need to leave now and not place too much of a delay on things.

Even if the weather was still terrible.

I passed my empty coffee cup to a barista as they walked past. The barista looked a little surprised, but also grateful for my intervention.

One less work surface for them to swoop on, I suppose.

I’d never really considered it before, but it must be a pretty thankless task being a barista on clean up duty. A never ending job where no sooner have you cleared every empty drink, a new empty appears, then another, then another, then… well, you get the picture I’m sure.

Getting up from my seat, I looked around at the other patrons of this coffee place. It seemed strange to me in this moment that they would have no comprehension of what I may be about to experience later that evening.

Perhaps they all had their secrets too?

Sure, it was more than likely they did.

I knew I had to face the evening ahead, and the best way to do that was to make a start now. I didn’t have a crystal ball to allow me to see into the future, nor did I have the predictive powers of Nostradamus. No, what I promised myself to do was to relax, think of my wife and how much I loved her, and take everything in my stride.

I walked to my car, luckily the rain held off for long enough so that I didn’t get soaked too badly, turned the engine on and drove home as efficiently as I could. There was a little bit of traffic at one point that was a little worrying, but overall it was a smooth, problem free journey.

Once inside the house I quickly checked my TV had been set to record my favourite show that was climaxing that evening – it had been on a series link, but I wanted to double check. It was such a good show I couldn’t contemplate missing it, even though I knew full well it would be available on instant download anyway. That done, I

walked up to the bathroom, turned the shower on and stripped down.

As I waited for the shower to heat up, I stood naked in front of the large mirror on the far wall of the bathroom. I guess I had some good definition in my chest, some visible abs. Looking down towards my penis I maintained a controlled hair situation – not too much, not too little.

My dick?

Well, I guess it was normal, maybe a little on the smaller size. And with my pubic hair now shaved into a very feminine thin strip, it certainly added a certain something.

I turned around and had a quick look at myself from behind.

Decent shoulders, a smooth back leading down to a pert, well rounded ass. I guess it was probably the feature I was most happy with on my body. I would often get appreciative looks from women, and occasionally from men too I must admit, and it felt good.

I stepped into the shower and my mind began to drift as to what could happen later. Then a strange thing began to happen, I felt a tingling in my cock and the sensation of it stiffening, hardening, a rush of excitement coming from somewhere in my consciousness.

Then, before matters could get out of hand, I heard the front door opening and I promptly jumped out of the shower, grabbed a towel and shouted downstairs to say hello.


CHAPTER TWO

“Cute, very cute,” Sally said. “Now drop that towel and let me see that little clitty of yours!”

I blushed as my towel dropped and my semi-hard dick bounced up to greet my wife. I dropped to my knees and presented myself at her feet, as was the practice now when she got back to the house at the end of the day.

“Good, very good,” she laughed. “But you know that I’ll have to spank that cute little ass of yours for getting hard without my permission, right? Or maybe I’ll let this one slide if you do a good

enough job later tonight with Jackson. You know how important this promotion is to me.”

“Yes, Sally,” I said, my face to the ground, her long, strong legs towering above me. “I’ll do anything I need to do.”

My voice trembled as I said the words.

Although nothing had been discussed, I knew that it had been on her mind. I was her husband, and now her slave too.

If it came to it, I truly would do anything for her.

But now it was time to get ready for the evening ahead.


CHAPTER THREE

The rain was hammering down outside as we pulled up outside Jackson’s impressive house, a fantastic and super chic detached residence in the newly built Como Development across town.

This was a person who had serious money.

And held serious influence too.

Sally looked incredible in her figure hugging blue dress, her toned yet curvy body really popping, the bright blue of the dress bringing out her colour and sparkling eyes.

I felt honoured to be her husband.

I was wearing a smart white shirt, tucked into a pair of light coloured chinos. Nothing special. But underneath my chinos Sally had put me in a pair of absolutely tiny panties, practically see-through and with a scant amount of material… but in a matching colour to her dress.

Talk about a husband and wife team.

Or should that be wife and sissy team?

Either way, as we ran under the cover of our umbrella towards the house and stepped inside, I knew that this was not going to be a normal evening with the boss.

Jackson’s house was warm, the heat radiating around us the second we stepped into his impressive entrance hall.

“Well hello, good to see you both,” he said, casting his eyes over us in a way that made me feel nervous, but excited too. “Let’s head to the kitchen, grab a drink. But first, Sally, do you want to instruct your husband to get into his outfit for the evening?”

Wait, what did he just say?

“You heard Jackson,” Sally said, her voice firm and the look on her face confirming that this was no joke. “Strip down to your panties, sissy. Do it fast or there will be trouble.”

This was inane, but I knew I had no choice.

As I began stripping down, with Sally standing next to Jackson, I felt my face burn bright with total embarrassment. My reasonably fit body was nothing in comparison with Jackson’s tall, muscular frame, and the fact that I was now totally naked apart from the most scandalously slutty panties on just added to my total emasculation.

“Oh, she’s cute,” Jackson laughed, walking up to me and running his hand up and down my chest. “You’ve trained her well, Sally.”

Wait, had they been in on this together?

Clearly Jackson had known about the situation, that was becoming very clear now, but if they had been discussing it for a while then it was also possible that they had also discussed what they would be getting up to this evening too.

One thing I did know, I was about to find out exactly what their plans were…


CHAPTER FOUR

What followed next was surreal.

In nothing but my revealing, miniscule panties, I was serving Sally and Jackson their drinks, waiting on them hand and foot, bringing through snacks, pretty much working as their maid for the evening while they sat back and talked, taking the occasional break to laugh at me as I got used to the high heels that Jackson had brought down from upstairs.

“As you can see, there’s still some way to go on my husband’s training,” Sally said, spanking my ass hard as I nearly fell into the sofa, momentarily having lost my footing in the shiny black high heels. “Silly bimbo, walk properly!”

I blushed again.

I was getting used to being humiliated by Sally, but to have it happen in front of another person was something else. And the fact that the person was Jackson just added an extra degrading element to it. Here I was, feminized and without and dignity, being put up in comparison with the most manly of men.

“Hey, how about I teach her a bit of a lesson,” Jackson said. “Some old school corrective behaviour therapy.”

Sally nodded and smiled a wicked smile, and before I knew what was going on, Jackson was hauling me over his lap with the minimum of effort, my body laying prone and vulnerable over his strong, rock hard thighs.

He spanked me hard and fast, taking great amusement in my cries of pain as he quickly reddened my cheeks.

What made it worse was the fact that I could feel something hardening inside his tight, black pants.

“You know, if you think you’ve given sissy’s tushy enough punishment, we could always teach my husband another lesson?” Sally said, her nipples visibly stiffening through her top, a look coming over her face that I knew only too well.

With that, Jackson rolled me off his lap and began unbuttoning his pants, allowing them to drop to his ankles. Sally got up off the sofa and stood next to us both, grabbing my head and making me look at the huge bulge that was inside his luxurious white briefs.

“Look at that, what do you think is in there?” she said. “A sissy clitty or a big bull’s dick?”

I paused, not knowing what to say, and Sally grabbed my hair and shook my head.

“Don’t you dare ignore my question, slut,” she said, her tone of voice angry and not wanting her credentials as a wife-mistress to come under question. “Answer.”

“A big bull’s dick,” I said, my jaw dropping wide open as Jackson let his huge, dark dick flop out of his briefs and hit my square in the face. “Sally, please…”

“Oh no, no squirming out of this,” Sally said. “You know what I caught you looking at online. You know that this is what a sissy bitch like you craves. Isn’t it?”

I nodded.

She was right, I knew that.

But it was just so big, seeing it in the flesh was highly intimidating, scary even.

“Now show your master for tonight exactly how much of an obedient little hubbie you are,” Sally said, grabbing my hair and pushing my face all around the length of his snake-like dick. “Lick it, get it nice and wet before you swallow.”

The taste was immediately intoxicating and before I knew it, my tongue had greased it up from the base right up to the wide, bulbous head.

Jackson grabbed my head and together with Sally he pushed me all the way down, grunting and laughing as I gagged on this throbbing dick.

It was a struggle at first but I was able to keep myself firmly on his dick and begin to work up and down, falling into a pretty natural rhythm, much to the pleasure of Sally who’s hand was now on my own dick, hard and yet still very small in comparison to Jackson’s monster cock.

“Give him that thick, salty seed Jackson,” Sally said, noticing that Jackson looked close to cumming. “His little clitty is about to explode too by the feel of it, so let’s try and synchronize. One alpha male orgasm and one sissy clitty explosion together as one!”

And just at the moment that I felt Jackson shoot rope after rope of his hot cum into my mouth, the salty taste being strong and rugged, I felt my own little dick, sorry – sissy clitty, explode into Sally’s hand.

“Naughty sissy!” she laughed, pulling her hand up from my panties and rubbing my own cum all over my face as Jackson took his final thrusts, totally emptying his large, heavy balls into my accommodating sissy mouth.

Jackson finished up with my mouth and took a seat, Sally joining him.

“You, get at our feet and stay there until we decide what to do with you next,” Jackson said, resting his feet on my back as I made my body available as a footstool to them both. “You did well, a natural perhaps, but I’m sure we can think of even more ways to get the most out of you before the night is over.”

Sally purred in delight, her fingers up inside her panties, working them, climaxing hard as Jackson fondled her breasts.

I was in my rightful place at their feet, serving them, being submissive and obedient.

Whatever the rest of the night had in store, it was up to me to handle it. This was just the beginning of my next step into becoming the true feminized husband I had always dreamed of being.

HUMILIATED & FACE FUCKED AT THE GYM

A HARDCORE EROTIC FEMINIZATION Story

By Tina Majors

Sign up HERE to Tina’s Newsletter and receive a *Free Story*, plus notifications when new stories drop!

This is a taboo, hardcore story that is strictly for adults only. Reader discretion is strongly advised. All characters and events are entirely fictional and any resemblance to those living or dead is purely coincidental.

All rights reserved with the author, ©Tina Majors (2020-) and the publisher, Perfect10 Books (2020-). No unauthorised reproduction of this material is authorised. Now, quit reading the small print and get ready for some hardcore action…


CHAPTER ONE

My panties today were chosen specifically for the occasion.

A nice tight pair of high cut sports panties that rode up high on my slender thighs and had the kind of thong at the back that lifted and separated my ass cheeks in a very feminine way.

My wife knew exactly what she wanted me to be.

A perfectly feminized sissy husband, that’s what.

I parked the car in a way that was perhaps unorthodox, but the results certainly could not be disputed or argued with. I had passed my test on the first attempt, this was years ago, and since then had developed my own way of doing things.

I guess I wouldn’t pass my test if I tried it now, but so what?

That was a hypothetical that wasn’t going to ever transfer into the practical world – unless, of course, I got a DUI and had to re-take my test.

But, that wasn’t likely at all, basically impossible, as I never ever consumed alcohol and then got behind a wheel. I know some people can play loose with that, but for me I am zero tolerance.

Anyway, back to the topic at hand.

I parked the car in the relatively small space (I’d say it was an intermediate difficulty park) and turned off the engine. I felt hesitant, a little nervous, unsure of what was going to happen. I decided to do the standard delaying tactic of mindlessly scrolling through my phone.

That was always good for at least ten minutes of delay time.

Arguably, one of the only true benefits of the modern technological era. Sure, we’re all addicted to these devices, but at

least they provide us with an ability to delay something we’re not sure we want to do or are feeling a little jittery about.

Well, I picked my phone up out of the drink holder where it had been vertically resting, and had a look at my email inbox.

Nothing new.

A quick scan over social media revealed zero notifications of any substance – what’s new there, right?

Then I even lowered myself to checking the weather in not only my current location, but also in nearby cities. To be honest, I shouldn’t have bothered. The weather was more or less uniform across each location I checked. 

I knew that really, all this timewasting was getting me nowhere.

Now, I know that’s the whole point of timewasting, but it wasn’t even as if it was interesting timewasting. I opened up a

clothes shopping app, almost in desperation, and began to swipe through the various new arrivals.

I shouldn’t have bothered, they were all not exactly terrible, but certainly not to my taste.

To get extra real, I also wasn’t exactly in a great position financially to be spending my money on new clothes at this moment in time. Realising that I probably shouldn’t even be placing temptation a click away, I closed the app and placed the phone in my

pocket. I guess my weak time delay efforts were all out, and it was time to enter.

With that, I gathered my bag, checked myself in the rear-view mirror, and opened the door to exit the car. I was hit with a kind of cold air that momentarily took me by surprise (probably as I had the air con set to high heat inside the car) and began to make my way to my destination.

CHAPTER TWO

I looked down at my trainers.

Sheesh, I needed a new pair, that was an absolute truth right there. It wasn’t as if they were a total wreck or anything. There weren’t holes in the soles or in the mesh on top of my foot.

But, here’s the thing.

They were definitely scuffed and shabby looking.

The colour had faded and they would definitely never be classified as being box fresh.

No, they were not the look I wanted.

Definitely not when running in the company of others. The worst thing? The soles at the back had kind of worn down unevenly. Now, this was kinda my fault as a result of how I run, something to do with my steps or foot arches or something like that. But also it was down to a less than robust sole – probably not really suitable for the kind of road running that I would normally do.

Of course, there was the fact too that I had owned these runners for two years – the natural time to trade them in for some new kicks was probably somewhere in the region of a full twelve months ago.

So, yeah, I needed a new pair. But that didn’t stop me feeling a little self-conscious in them now, especially as I just knew that my running partner would no doubt be wearing some super sleek, mint condition and totally high-end trainers.

I looked around the changing room. I must admit I was quite taken aback by the luxurious vibes going on. Certainly it was a far cry from my old gym locker at school and then the slightly nicer changing facilities at Holy Heights College, the liberal arts school I graduated from.

No, this was a full scale athlete’s paradise.

Super comfortable changing benches, sleek design on the lockers, and a water dispenser that truth be told looked like it would not have been out of place in the Spielberg sci-fi thriller Minority Report.

Not only was the décor on point, but the room temperature was perfect. It didn’t have the suffocating heat that the more budget training facilities often have, and neither did it have the arctic chill that can also burden the lower end gyms.

No, this was some prime level air-con, perfectly balanced so as not to feel cold when changing in and out of clothes, but also not so hot that you end up sweating after your shower.

Well, enough about all that.

I quickly got changed into my clothes, a pretty standard Holy Heights alumni t-shirt, white with the college crest underneath the Holy Heights name, and a pair of plain black Nike running shorts.

Luckily there was no one about to see my sports thong, the thought of some brute of a powerlifter seeing me in the most feminine of sports panties making me shiver in fear.

I put my shoes on and stood in the mirror.

Well, despite my fears over my less than prestige running shoes, I actually looked pretty good. Kind of a campus chic, you know the type of vibe I mean, bit rough around the edges but actually kinda cute.

There is something to be said about that classic college casual look.  I briefly thought back to my days at college. The experimentation, the desires for other students and professors too.

It seemed a long time ago, but finally now I was beginning to fully live the life that was always intended for me.

Well, I snapped out of my daze and walked away from the mirror, feeling overall pretty happy with how I was looking.

I mean, there is no denying the fact that I was a little nervous.

I kept myself in decent shape, but I wasn’t exactly a hard core gym warrior, CrossFit king, or ultra-marathon stallion.

No, I guess you could say I was an average guy with a fit, if average build. I knew though that however respectable I looked, I would be nothing in comparison to the types of men, and women, working out in this gym. I just knew that for sure. I mean, you don’t pay to you these facilities, at these prices, and with these elite personal trainers to look anything less than superb.

I turned to walk out of the door and into the main foyer where it had been arranged that I would meet him. I really began to feel the nerves kick in now.

I just knew that there was no real going back now.

Although technically a choice, and I definitely did consent to it, I also felt like the pressure from my wife to go ahead with this was such that I wasn’t sure exactly what would happen if I said no.

I mean, I knew I didn’t want to lose her, so I guess that was enough motivation.

And, of course, I had always, you know… wondered about a situation like this.

Well, I took a deep breath, opened the door and walked out into the gym where to my surprise not only did I see my wife Anastasia there, looking incredible in a one piece workout outfit, but she was accompanied by her best friend Sadie and also… him.


CHAPTER THREE

Anastasia beckoned me over with her little finger, and immediately I blushed as it became apparent that both her friend Sadie and the personal trainer Julius knew that not only was Anastasia my wife, she was my mistress now too.

“You see, I have him well trained,” Anastasia said, patting me on the ass before hiking my shorts up to reveal my small bulge. “Well, there’s not much down there so we have to make an effort to get it to show at least a little bit.”

The three of them laughed as I cringed and blushed in total humiliation at what I was hearing. But I knew I simply couldn’t say

anything, not even the slightest bit of dissent would be tolerated, I knew that all too well.

“So, how about we do some work out here on the mats before heading into the room I have booked?” Julius said, his dark skin looking perfectly smooth but also with the strong curvature of his muscles all on display underneath his bright yellow vest top. “So, sissy, let’s see how flexible you are first.”

I blushed again, the reality of what was happening hitting home. The fact that Julius had a prominent bulge of his own at the front of his pants making matters even more embarrassing for me.

The truth was, I just couldn’t keep my eyes of it.

Something that Anastasia and Sadie quickly picked upon too…

“Julius, it seems like my little sissy husband can’t keep his eye of your… big thing,” Anastasia said, nudging Sadie, who simply rolled her eyes and laughed.

“Perhaps there’s a solution to that,” Sadie said. “One that will help motivate him to work hard and get the most out of the workout?”

All three of them laughed and I was left helpless, totally without an answer, and hoping that what they had planned for me wasn’t too extreme.

Deep down, I knew the answer to that.

And I was about to find out too…

CHAPTER FOUR

After completing a series of stretches that worked up a sweat, the four of us then took our place in the private room that Anastasia had booked out.

“Okay, sissy, show Julius what you’re working with underneath those clothes,” Anastasia said, standing tall, her hands on her strong, toned hips. “Hurry up or we’ll just strip you. Actually, too late. Sadie, care to help rid this little wimp of his clothes?”

Sadie nodded and before I knew it, the two of them were grabbing me, pulling on my clothes, exposing me in nothing but my sports thong as Julius stood there, his arms crossed, sipping on a cool drink of water.

“Well, his physique is actually great for a feminized toy,” Sadie said. “My husband is coming along nicely too in this regard. Perhaps we should get together and give them a beta bitch playdate?”

Sadie and Anastasia laughed, their hands running over my sweaty body.

“Urgh, lick your sweat off my fingers, go on suck,” Anastasia said, stuffing her fingers in and out of my mouth. “Sadie, get your fingers in too, this will be a good test for… what’s ahead.”

They exchanged a knowing, wicked look between each other and continued to pump their fingers in and out of my mouth, nearly making me gag, much to everyone’s amusement.

“Look, it looks like your sissy’s little thing like this?” Sadie said, pointing down at the front of my thong and the small tent that had appeared on the thick, white Lycra material.

“Oh for God’s sake,” Anastasia said. “Sissy! You know you don’t get hard without my express permission. And more than that, you know full well that if you do, a punishment absolutely must follow. So, what shall we do today? Make you jerk that little thing for our amusement? Make you cum into your own mouth? Or perhaps we should simply pull your thong down around your ankles and kick you out of this room and make you parade up and down the gym floor, see what everyone else make of you?”

I knew I had to be careful how I responded.

Of course, I didn’t want to encourage any kind of extreme punishment, but if I appeared to be trying to get out of anything I would probably get something even worse.

“I apologise, Mistress,” I said, my voice wavering a little from the adrenalin I was experiencing. “Punish me as you see fit.”

As I said this, I got down on my knees, my stiff dick still pointing out, stretching the soft, smooth material of my thong.

“Good,” Anastasia said, grabbing the big bulge in Julius’ shorts and squeezing it, licking her lips inn delight. “Now it’s time to see if all that dildo, banana and cock sucking training I’ve been giving you has paid off. Julius, show sissy what she’s working with today.”

With that, Julius removed his shorts and then his jockstrap.

I could see the looks on Anastasia and Sadie’s faces. They were blown away by the sheer manliness of his dick.

The length.

The girth.

The v-shape and muscle definition around the tops of his thighs.

Julius was a real alpha male, a total physical specimen.

The three of them crowded around me and Julius wasted no time in driving his dick deep inside my wide open mouth. I choked and spluttered at first, the width and length feeling even more substantial in my mouth than even the biggest training object Anastasia had been using on me.

But as uncomfortable as it initially felt, it also felt… right.

Julius grabbed my ears and began to literally fuck my face, going hard and fast and taking great pleasure from my muffled groans and attempts to answer Anastasia and Sadie’s questions and taunts…

“Tell us how much you love it,” Anastasia said, twisting my nipples. “Tell us how much you love big, black dick in your little beta mouth!”

“Say thank you to your big strong bull,” Sadie added, spitting on the side of my face and rubbing it all over my forehead and eyes as Julius continued to fuck me. “Go on, I want to hear the words. Show your big black God your appreciation if you want him to dump his seed in you.”

It wasn’t long after that that I felt wave after wave of Julius’s cum shoot into my mouth, and then onto my face as he pulled his dick out of my stretched mouth and began slapping it across my face, making sure that he had drained every last drop of his alpha semen.

“Thank you, thank you sir,” I spluttered, my face covered in spit and cum, the taste of his salty semen overpowering my mouth.

I was quickly kicked to the floor by Julius, who then took a back seat and watched with glee as both Anastasia and Sadie stripped out of their workout gear and began to bounce their pussies and ass holes on my mouth and face, denying me air for as long as they pleased, delighting in the fact that my wet face was theirs to use solely for their pleasure.

I was too worn out from my first real dick sucking experience to plead with them for mercy, and to be honest I knew that would be a waste of time anyway.

No, for me know all I could do was work my tongue as best I could and hope that I could satisfy them.

They both came hard, Anastasia especially experiencing a powerful orgasm that resulted in her squeezing her thighs either side

of my head so hard that I was less than three seconds away from passing out.

“Oh, don’t think you’re done yet!” Anastasia laughed as she spread her ass cheeks and dropped her sweaty, salty ass hole onto my mouth. “I want my anal orgasm too. You know, just how I trained you. And then after that, Julius is going to see if any of his workout buddies want a turn on your mouth. I assume you don’t have a problem with that?”

She momentarily lifted her ass off my face and opened her cheeks to allow my a chance to reply.

I knew she wasn’t asking me a real question.

She didn’t care what my reply was.

But still I had to answer.

“No, Mistress, I don’t have a problem,” I said. “Anything to please you, absolutely anything.”

With that, she let her booty cheeks clap back into position and she took her seat on my face again.

My mind was in a total daze.

But this workout was far from over…
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CHAPTER ONE

Here was the deal. My wife and I were going to a concert tonight, back-stage passes and everything. Personally, I had never been all that into music. I mean, don’t get me wrong, I wasn’t a psychopath who couldn’t make human connection to any form of artistic expression or anything like that.

No, I guess I just never got real deep into music the way some, or many I guess, people do across the globe. I would always happily listen along to a tune on the radio or if it was playing in the background somewhere.

And now I guess that’s what made the situation weirder, me out shopping looking for something to wear to the gig.

I couldn’t really have predicted that, not even close to be honest. I had only been to a few gigs, back in my college days, and hadn’t really enjoyed them. In truth, what I had gotten from them was more the chance to load up at the bar and socialise. I just didn’t get the appeal of listening to lower quality sounds alongside strangers.

I mean, come on!

Am I being crazy here?

Well, that’s not really the point I guess. I was going to a concert now – and not just any concert either, a big performance at the regional mega bowl. I had been told by a well-meaning colleague at work that the sound would blow my mind, that the acoustics were internationally recognised as being the best in the business.

But did I care?

No, sorry, I’ll plead the fifth on that.

Wandering from aisle to aisle, casually looking at the various shirts and t-shirts, I really found myself struggling to get the motivation to feel excitement for this concert.

Something was bugging me, I guess.

I knew that my wife was looking forward to it, she hadn’t stopped talking about it since I revealed that I had purchased the tickets. I guess she was kind of surprised that I did it, it wasn’t as if I was usually huge on surprises or extravagant gifts.

But, hey, I figured it was good to branch out, keep the flame burning in the relationship, all that kind of thing.

It actually felt pretty good to do something so selfless, to put myself through a couple of hours of relative boredom to know that my partner would be enjoying herself.

Hey, I wasn’t asking for a medal or anything, but I felt pretty good about myself. I picked up a black t-shirt with some kind of album cover design on the front. It was a baby swimming underwater and the caption said something about chilling out and not sweating the big stuff.

Hell, I’d be damned if I knew.

I held the t-shirt in question up against my chest, a little meaninglessly as I knew from previous purchases at this store that this size would fit pretty well across my frame. I folded the t-shirt over my arm quite casually and wondered whether I should get a new pair of trousers for the concert.

I mean, I was fairly well stocked for night time trousers, but I suppose it had been a while since I had bought a new pair and it would all count towards my extra effort in terms of making this a special occasion. I decided to follow my feelings and walked over to a long rail containing what must have been at least one hundred different – although strangely somehow all the same – pairs of trousers in my waist size.

I walked slowly down the rail, pulling trousers out to take a better look.  Guess they were what they were. Not exactly Hugo Boss exclusives, but not dirty sweatpants either, if you follow my drift. I picked up a couple of pairs, both quite tight fitted – hey, this was a rock concert after all – and walked over towards the changing rooms where I waited my turn. I was a little surprised that the queue ran to five people deep, and my thoughts were echoed out loud by the cute Asian lady who was supervising the line.

Apparently, according to her, there had been a rush on new men’s clothes today for some reason. A man ahead of me said he was going to the big concert, so I suspect that was almost certainly something to do with it.

Having pulled back the heavy material curtain of the fitting room, I removed my trousers and matter-of-factly tried on the first pair of trousers. They were okay, nothing to write home about. I found them a little tight and decided immediately that they weren’t for me.

Hey, I wasn’t the rock star so there was no real need for me to be wearing super tight trousers now was there?

As I say, the second pair were next in line. I tried them on and they definitely fit a lot better. Still slim fit, but nothing too outrageous. I then decided to try on the t-shirt, just to check that they worked as a combo. It looked good and I must admit made me feel a little rush of excitement ahead of the evening ahead. I suppose in some ways it could be argued that I had fallen into a bit of a rut in my life.

Maybe this was going to kick start a new chapter for me?

I began to get that feeling of excitement mixed with nerves again. I guess there was something going on in my subconscious that I just couldn’t quite place a finger on.

Maybe today was the day that I was going to discover my inner rock star? As unlikely as that seemed to me, something about that feeling just wouldn’t stop lingering.


CHAPTER TWO

I arrived home and saw that my wife Marie-Beth was already to go, and looking absolutely fantastic too. She was slender, but still had curves in all the right places, that was for sure.

“Hey, keep your eyes on my face,” she said, noticing that I was quite openly checking her body out. “You don’t want me to spank you for before the concert, right? We don’t want a repeat of last week’s movie night where your ass was on fire for the whole movie.”

I nodded my head and accepted every word she said.

The thing with Marie-Beth was that when it came to the rules of the house, she was absolutely in charge. She would dish out punishments, humiliation, and some scorching verbal degradation at the drop of a hat if that is what she felt was needed to keep me in check.

Oh, something else too…

She maintained her control over me by keeping me in women’s panties. Always her choice, and always there to remind me of who the real boss was in our relationship.

But, there was something different going on tonight.

“So, I’m thinking that seeing as I let you pick out your clothes for the concert,” she said, sipping on her champagne. “I think I’m going to let you choose what panties to wear underneath them. Don’t let me down, choose an appropriate pair and maybe later I might even let you make a beta mess inside them too.”

“Thank you, Miss,” I said, excited by the possibility of being allowed some kind of sexual release, having been on a strict chastity and denial programme recently after disappointing Marie-Beth one time too many. “I’ll go up and choose them now.”

“Yeah, you do that,” she smirked. “And don’t even think of getting a little boner while you choose. Or else.”

She wasn’t kidding around.

I knew I had to make a good choice with my panties or there would be trouble. My only problem was managing to keep my dick from getting hard as I did.

Far easier said than done…

CHAPTER THREE

Well, I managed to just about choose my panties without getting a full-blown hard-on, but decided to hide the full truth from Marie-Beth and not admit to the very definite growth that happened as I had rifled through my options.

She would never know, I figured.

Well, I figured wrong.

The concert was actually pretty decent, and I was vibing to the music along with Marie-Beth when during the intermission she turned to me and spoke.

“You know, you really are a horrible liar,” she said, her tone of voice suddenly very calm, not a trace of emotion. “I know full well that your little worm dick was getting hard picking out your panties earlier.”

I felt my face burn with humiliation and just knew that the people around us could hear. It was mostly women, with the odd man there too, but there was no way their ears weren’t fulling tuning in to this right now.

I desperately pleaded with my eyes for Marie-Beth to stop, but this was never going to work. She knew I had lied and was punishing me, this was her way and there was nothing I could do about it.

“Now you know that I have no choice but to punish you,” Marie-Beth said, a hint of mockery in her voice. “And seeing as you clearly have no problem with disrespecting and embarrassing me by lying to me, I think I’ll show you the real meaning of embarrassment.”

With that, Marie-Beth stood up and yanked me to my feet by my ear. I didn’t resist, I simply screwed my eyes shut to try and drown out the totally excruciating humiliation I was feeling.

“Eyes open, bitch,” she said, slapping my face until both of my eyes were open. “Now, let’s show our new aquaintances here exactly what knd of husband you are, shall we?”

Marie-Beth wasted no time in undoing my belt, loosening my pants and letting them fall to my ankles, exposing my panties for all to see.

“You see, ladies and gentlemen, my husband got to pick out his own panties this evening,” she said, laughing along with the other women and their dates. “And he picked out an extra slutty pair by the looks of it. What, were you hoping to get lucky with one of the band members later, were you?”

I didn’t reply and she slapped her hand over my crotch repeatedly, admonishing and scolding me for lying to her.

My panties, a pair of bright red and extremely frilly panties that screamed back-stage blowjob, were riding high on me, and as Marie-Beth grabbed the waistband and yanked them right up, I let out a cry of pain.

“Oh shut up,” Marie-Beth said, spinning me around to ensure that everyone in the area got a good look at my exposed ass. “Doesn’t she make a good little sissy in these panties?”

The other women all nodded and came in closer to inspect.

“You can touch my sissy, spank her, do what you like,” Marie-Beth said. “But make it as degrading as possible. She needs to learn her lesson tonight!”

Before I knew it, I was being groped, pinched, my panties pulled to one side and my hardening sissy dick exposed to being slapped, spat on and roundly mocked…

“No wonder you put him in panties,” one woman said, holding her camera up and snapping away as my stiff cock twitched.

“I can see why you call him a she!” another woman said, gripping the significant bulge in her date’s pants as she pointed and laughed at my dick.

I was truly learning my lesson.

I promised myself right there and then that I would never lie to Marie-Beth again, even if it meant a punishment, no matter how painful. But right now I had a more pressing concern…

“Ladies and gentlemen, I know that look!” Marie-Beth said, pointing at my face as guiltily tried to hide the fact that I was close to making a sissy mess. “Quickly, let’s get sissy in position.”

With the guiding voice of Marie-Beth directing them, the women put me up on the chair, turned me upside down, and watched with glee as Marie-Beth spat on my dick and jerked it hard and fast, quickly bringing me to a climax and directing my cum all over my face and into my mouth too.

At least I had remembered to keep my mouth open, and hopefully the fact I had managed to swallow some of my sissy cum would mean one less thing to be punished over later at home.

“Well, you can see just how exciting this was for my stupid little husband,” Marie-Beth said, roughly yanking me and sitting me the right way up. “But, shall we let him wipe his cummies off his face, or should he sit there with it dripping down his nose and chin for the rest of the show?”

The women were all in agreement.

Of course, my fate was to sit there with a cum covered face.

“You see, I had to teach you a lesson,” Marie-Beth said as the band returned from the interval. “Don’t you ever lie to me like that again, or believe me, you won’t know what hit you. Now, as a reward for managing to get a decent amount of your silly little splurge in your mouth, I’ll let you have a nice little, or not so little, treat. Raise your hips and part your cheeks.”

I knew what this meant.

My sissy instinct told me.

I was right too. Marie-Beth produced her compact, but super thick butt-plug from her bag and after a quick spurt of lube, she placed it beneath my cheeks and pointed downwards, indicating that it was time for me to sit.

“You’ll have that inside you for the rest of the show,” Marie-Beth said. “And if you start to feel that clitty getting hard again, what will you do?”

I knew what was needed.

I had to show how much I loved and respected her rules.

“I’ll tell you, Marie-Beth,” I said. “I’ll tell you that my little sissy clitty is getting hard because of the thick, naughty plug in my cute little sissy tushie.”

“Good,” Marie-Beth said, a smile of deep satisfaction on her face, extra pleased with how I had verbally degraded myself like that. “Now, quiet, it’s time to watch some real men play with some real instruments.”
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CHAPTER ONE

Sophia had let me drive, an increasingly rare thing as she began to assert her authority over my life.

I put the car into drive and pulled away. Immediately I felt the comforting sensation of knowing that I would no longer have to use a stick shift and would always being driving an automatic from now on.

What a brilliant decision that had been.

I mean, I had driven a stick since passing my test all those years ago and never quite gotten comfortable with the manoeuvres, always wondering what the point to it all was.

I guess that sounds philosophical, well it’s not meant to.

No, straight up the truth is that I just hated driving stick, yet persevered with it for so long for some reason that eludes me.

Maybe it was a macho thing.

I know that sounds crazy but I would always hear it from jocks, and your typical loudmouth alpha guys that only lesser men drove automatic. I can see now that this was total BS. Well, I certainly don’t feel any less of a man cruising stress free in my auto.

As I was saying, I pulled away from the lights and put on some music. Sophia didn’t like my choice, she wanted something a bit more in the dance arena.

So we settled on a new Euro beat track that had gained some popularity for fusing a Balearic sound with a mixture of pan pipes and chopped and cut dirty beats.

Sounds dreadful, doesn’t it?

Well, it was actually pretty good and we both nodded our heads to the sound as the track quickly built to its first big base drop.

The music turned up to full, we continued driving down the busy road.

It was a hot evening, the kind where you really wish you had a drop top convertible, really let the wind cool you down as you drive.

We had to make do with a pretty decent air con system, which, truth be told, was actually way more effective seeing as the humidity was so intense I don’t in truth think that having a roof open would make any difference at all.

We had actually briefly considered getting a convertible, but in the end it came down to a practical decision that centred on our enjoyment of outdoor pursuits. We loved mountain biking, canoeing, camping. And for that, our hardtop roof rack was essential.

As far as we were concerned, the ability to store our gear and go on adventures in the great outdoors trumped our fanciful inclination towards a showy convertible.

We were very much satisfied with our purchase, and the extra money that the convertible would have cost instead went on some extra specifications for our car. We had a great sound system, lots of storage, and, as I said, a pretty sweet air con set up that was actually

best in class for the price range. As the song faded out we decided to roll the dice and let Spotify choose the next track.

Can’t beat living on the edge, can you?   

Continuing on the drive, the music now fading in and out of our consciousness, we began discussing general topics of conversation. You know, they usual recaps of our favourite TV shows, that kind of thing.

We had recently begun watching a series that was set in the future, but it was a kind of terrible future that had been overtaken

by malevolent robots. No, not the ill-fated Terminator series, but in actual fact the classic remake of Battlestar Galactica.

Quite how we hadn’t seen this up to this point was beyond us.

We both instantly fell in love with it. It wasn’t the biggest budget show, even for the time. It certainly wasn’t comparable in scale to today’s monster series that seem to have limitless funding

that would make a mid-budget theatrical release movie blush. No, it was clearly made on something of a budget.

Thing is though, we found that the quality of the writing, the plots, and the believable performances added so much to the overall mix that we couldn’t help but become obsessed!

Yes, we had become that couple.

You know the kind. They find something, a new show, they love it and suddenly it’s all they talk about!

We were motoring through each season as fast as we could. Both of us liked to be in bed pretty early so it wasn’t a case of watching four episodes a night or anything like that, but we were definitely watching two a night whenever possible.

What really struck me was how the show managed to deal with some pretty complex moral issues while at the same time not letting the pace or sense of threat drop for a single second. This was

impressive and neither of us could think of a series that had ever managed to pull of this incredibly difficult balancing act.

We continued to talk about what we thought would happen as the series began to draw to a conclusion. It was a complex show that had many twists and turns, so in truth we were guessing.

But the thing in our favour was that we were close-watchers, able to pick out nuances and foreshadowing.

We both figured that it was heading to a cataclysmic ending, but at the same time we both felt like it would be dealt with in a

intelligent way that would eschew the trashy big disaster ending, or the syrupy happy ending alternative, that most mainstream shows usually went for.

But, TV shows aside, I had something pressing on my mind.

I had a new boss at work starting this week – and not only that, but she was Sophia’s old roommate from college…

CHAPTER TWO

I suspected something was up when Sophia insisted in coming in to work with me on the Monday morning, knowing full well that this was my first day underneath my new boss, and her old friend, Tanya Greyson.

Sophia had been teasing me all week about how hot Tanya was, even showing my photos from her private Instagram account… photos of Tanya working out in highly form fitting gym wear, and also several bikini shots from various beaches in Asia.

She was seriously hot.

Sophia was too, of course, and between the pair of them, my fantasies were pretty well stocked up.

Of course, Sophia knew this, and delighted in watching me squirm as she made me watch short clips of Tanya on the treadmill or doing multiple sets of squats.

“Don’t get too hard or you’ll make a mess!” Sophia said. “And we know what I do to you when you do that, don’t we?”

Yeah, Sophia was very much one to take control, and I had been receiving more and more spankings from her over the last few months as she really began to develop a liking for a female-led relationship.

This had extended to our sexual interactions too, with my naturally more submissive side being brought to the forefront as she Sophia began training me and alternating our nights between worshipping her perfectly round ass and taking objects of various sizes up my own ass.

“Who knows, you might even have a real dick up here one day!” she had exclaimed last week as I shot my load from the

buzzing, humming vibrator that had been wedged deep inside my virgin booty.

So, yeah, as we pulled up into my parking spot at work and made our way up the elevator to meet with Tanya in her office, I think you could forgive me for feeling a little nervous.

Something told me that today was going to be far, far from a normal day at the office…


CHAPTER THREE

I stood quietly and nervously in Tanya’s office as she and Sophia chatted away, laughing and indulging in a series of personal jokes dating back to their college days.

“You know, I still have my cheerleader outfit?” Tanya said. “And, not only that, but I always have one with me at work… just in case.”

There was a pause as the two of them exchanged glances.

“Right, I think we might be making my husband, and your underling, a little hot under the collar,” Sophia giggled, the two of

them turning to look at me as I awkwardly stood there, not knowing what to say.

“I, um, shall I go out to the office to, um, start work?” I said, spluttering over my words like an idiot.

“I don’t think so,” Tanya said. “I actually think that I’m going to be needing that cheerleader outfit sooner than I imagined. Sophia, if you can do the honours and strip that maggot for me please.”

Wait, what the actual hell?

She was referring to me, of course.

And no sooner than I realised what was about to happen, but Sophia was very roughly taking my clothes off, the energy in the room and my complete shock meaning that I wasn’t even attempting to put up any kind of proper resistance.

“Well he’s certainly cute,” Tanya said, making me blush and quickly cover my exposed dick with my hands. ‘Move his hands, I want a closer look!”

Sophia laughed and roughly twisted my arms behind my back and mocked me further by humping my bare ass.

“Is he getting harder, Tanya?” she asked. “He usually does when I pretend to take him from behind!”

“Well, it’s a small little maggot dick, that’s for sure,” Tanya said, spitting on my stiffening dick. “But it’s certainly getting a little bit bigger. Maybe he’d like to get into his costume?”

I had no choice, and no sooner than Sophia had kicked me away from her, I was presented with a brand new cheerleader outfit. Top and short skirt, with classic basic small white panties to match.

“Sweet, very sweet,” Tanya said, her nipples hardening underneath her expensive shirt. “You say he likes panties, right?”

Sophia nodded and took great pleasure in showing Tanya a series of photos on her phone.

“Here he is in his favourite pink pair, super high cut and with a tiny bit of material at the front, but still enough to hold his sissy clitty inside,” Sophia said, her eyes widening as she then witnessed Tanya attaching a substantial strap on dildo onto her belt. “Well, that’s definitely quite something!”

“Tanya, please, no,” I said, turning to Sophia. “Please, I… it’s too big… but… this is where I work?”

The two of them laughed and with total resignation I let them push me to my knees.

“Open that stupid little mouth and start sucking,” Sophia said. “Don’t embarrass me in front of my friend. Show her how much you can take in that mouth of yours.”

I gagged as Tanya stuffed the black dick in my mouth, prompting the two of them to hurl insults at me by way of encouragement to keep on going.

Eventually, I was taking the whole thing in my mouth spit and drool leaking out of both sides of my mouth and onto the floor beneath me.

“I think it’s time we see what your little booty can do for me,” Tanya said, lifting me up by my hair and firmly bending me over the edge of the large sofa in her office. “You present that cute little booty to me, that’s a good bitch.”

She kicked my legs open and pressed the wet, bulbous head of the dildo on my puckered, nervous ass hole.

I let out a long, hard moan as she pushed it in, easing it in slowly at first, holding it, then going in even deeper.

“Do you like it?” Sophia said. “Tanya, I think you should make my naughty little husband squeal now. Make him fully aware that in

the workplace, you’re his mistress and he needs to fear and respect you in equal measure.”

I was soon grunting and groaning in a mixture of discomfort and pleasure as Tanya pumped and fucked me, stretching and filling my hole with the strap-on as she gripped my thighs, digging her nails in before then stuffing her fingers in my mouth and pulling it wide open.

I felt like a worthless piece of meat.

But both Tanya and Sophia were having a wonderful time, that much was clear.

Eventually, when they were satisfied that I had taken enough of a pegging, I was made to stand over in the corner of the office with my hands on my head.

“Over hear, crawl,” Tanya said.

As I turned around to begin crawling, I saw a magnificent sight.

Both Tanya and Sophia were naked from the waist down, their squat-perfect booties on display to me.

“You may kiss our asses, and you may insert your tongue in our holes too,” Tanya said.

“And while you do it, you’ll be permitted to get hard and even cum,” Sophia added.

“But no touching!” both of them said in unison, laughing as I began to worship their booties, taking in the smell, the taste, the feel of their perfect skin.

My dick was rock hard, and in a sudden burst of excitement I felt it shoot out its load.

“Well, at least he didn’t touch himself,” Sophia said. “You see, I have him pretty well trained.”

“Yes, but I don’t see him on the floor licking that disgusting beta gloop up!” Tanya admonished, prompting me to get on the floor in double-quick time, licking up every last drop of my semen.

I felt like Tanya had not only taken my anal virginity properly, but broken me in to life as her work-bitch too.

Part of me used to relish being at work so I could live independently of Sophia during the day, but that was gone now, I knew that.

And to tell you the truth, I was glad.

Now I had the ultimate pleasure…

Two mistresses.
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CHAPTER ONE

My first thought about taking a job at the warehouse of a large department store was like, cool, I’m going to be living that American dream. Working long hours, manual labour, cracking wise with the guys in the warehouse and generally experiencing blue collar life as it should be.

I mean, don’t get me wrong, it would not be forever.

No, I was working on a novel and needed the money, but didn’t want to earn it via some dull as dishwater office job. That wasn’t for me, I knew that for sure. The application process had been surprisingly convoluted, not quite the romantic ideal of showing up around the back entrance and asking for work and then being shown to my first task. No, I had to go through the various recruitment hoops, agency, then reference checks, all of that.

But, finally, here I was, my first day at Costwells Department Store.

I had set my alarm to allow plenty of time to wake up, shower and grab a bite to eat and then pick up a coffee on the way. My local café had a new bean on the grind and I was excited to try it. As it turned out, it was an insubstantial Colombian, nothing to write home about.

But, hey, you can’t win them all as they say.

I walked a couple of blocks, jumped on the subway, and within minutes I was at the store. Looking around, it seemed like there were a couple of other new starters with me. I guess as it was the holiday season soon, it made sense that extra staff were being taken on.

What with online shopping for Christmas season gifts, that kid of thing, I figured we would be busy hauling packages and picking items up from the various departments to take down to the warehouse.

Hey, it all sounded good to me.

An honest shift of work, then at night I would retreat to my apartment and continue work on my novel. I had made excellent progress recently, although I felt like there was an extra truth I needed to find in it, a certain character motivation that wasn’t quite revealing itself to me just yet. But these things could take time, I knew that.

No panic.

No rush.

I would soon be absolutely flying once I had a few days of working at Costwells under my belt. I got talking to a couple of the other people waiting. One guy called Jacob who had just graduated college in the summer and was saving money to pay for his Masters degree. He was a nice guy, his basketball scholarship had got him into a good school to study business, and now he wanted to take the next step with a masters and then maybe do a year or so in corporate before branching out with his own consultancy or something. I don’t know really, all that world was alien to me.

Sure, I’d been to university like Jacob, but the whole corporate and money making world just wasn’t that interesting. Still, I was happy for him that he was on his way to meeting his goals.

Ramona was a tough talking, full of attitude woman, a little older than me, later thirties, who was usually a masseuse on cruise ships but due to an admin error had lost out on a job that would have covered her for the next two months so was waiting for a couple of months until the cruise liner returned.

This was kind of a holding position for her, brining in some extra money in so she didn’t have to hit her savings too hard. She had a lot of sass and I had a feeling we’d get on well, Jacob too. After receiving a very long, boring, and ridiculously self-important speech from the warehouse liaison manager, a middle aged woman called Hilary, Bobbie, the warehouse supervisor, set us to our first task.

We had a room full of packages sent from various suppliers. We had to open to the packages, sort them into departmental categories and then take them up to said departments.

I mean, it was totally basic stuff, but the sheer scale of the amount of packages was actually pretty mind-blowing. It was a large, cavernous room that seemed to have been almost totally filled.

And there’s the kicker, there would be another delivery, of the exact same volume expect tomorrow.

And the next day.

And the day after that too…

Get the picture? We certainly did as we began to open, unpack, and sort. Jacob had an absolutely huge haul of things to take up to the sports department. I helped him load them up on the trolley and then manoeuvre into the industrial elevator.

Off he went.

Ramona was building up a stock of beauty and cosmetic products. Box upon box. It was surprising how heavy it all got, and being a good guy I decided to help her, although her strength was actually pretty impressive and she laughed as I stumbled around with a eight box high stack.

To be honest, it was me who needed her help, and not the other way around. We had a bit of a back and forth kind of humour going on, maybe a little flirtatious at points, but all pretty easy going. She definitely was sticking it to me about my inability to balance the boxes well, and took great pleasure in watching me fumble around with opening some of the larger packages I had been tasked with.

Apparently the underwear and lingerie department were having a bumper sales period, as to be expected, and I had been the one who had been landed with sorting through the hundreds of panties, bras, stockings and suspenders that would need to be marked as received from the supplier, organised by item, loaded and then taken up to the lingerie department.

As Ramona entered the staff elevator with her haul, I knew I was going to be in for an interesting time getting mine ready.

Frilly lacy panties…

High cut thongs…

The silkiest, reddest, most luxurious see-through panties imaginable…

Sure, the images of the women modelling them on the bundle packages were hot, of course they were. But what I couldn’t stop thinking about was what it would be like to… wear them.

I tried to keep the thought about of my head, but it kept returning. The more I handled the delicate, ultra-feminine material, the more my mind raced and my heart beat faster, and faster, and faster…

I knew it was pointless resisting. I had to try a pair on. Surely no one would know if a pair went missing? And I probably had enough time to try them on now before anyone coming back to the stock room.

I hadn’t planned for this, or even remotely considered it a possibility, but for someone who had always fantasised about wearing women’s panties, this was an opportunity I just couldn’t turn down…


CHAPTER TWO

Now I had made up my mind to give in to my panty lust, I had to choose which pair to try on and wear for the day.

The thrill was simply electric as I fondled through my options, now aware that whichever pair I chose would soon be sliding up my legs, over my rapidly stiffening dick and sitting nice and tightly on me until I got home after my shift.

I quickly settled on a pair of pink panties that were incredibly small. Even taking into consideration the fact that I didn’t exactly have a big dick, the piece of sheer pink mesh at the front was tiny, the thin elastic waistband and tiny thong at the back equally so. They were so revealing, and I knew full well that as soon as I got them on, I would feel that rush that came every time I put on a pair of panties…

Taking one final look around, closing the doors, then running over to the panties, I whipped my trousers off, took my Calvin Kleins and stuffed them in my back pocket and slid the panties on, quickly tucking my dick inside and immediately feeling like an absolute sissy boy as I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror on the opposite wall.

But, there wasn’t time for any of that right now, I would save myself for later. I pulled my work trousers back up and got back on with the packing for the lingerie department. There was still quite a lot to get through and I didn’t want to draw any suspicion to myself or the stock for that matter.

Still, as I packed up the load, I felt the adrenalin, the thrill of knowing that I was doing all this while wearing the sluttiest panties imaginable. My secret, for now anyway…

CHAPTER THREE

I took the staff elevator up to the lingerie department and began moving the boxes and packages over to the customer service desk, the logical place to put them in the absence of anyone there to tell me where to put them.

It was quiet in the department, I could see a few customers milling around, casually taking a look at the vast range of panties, stockings, suspenders, bras to fits all shapes and sizes.

It was strange to think that not one of them could ever have guessed that I was wearing the very same panties that were stocked on these aisles.

Thrilling in fact.

But, of course, that wasn’t the only thing that interested me about this situation. As I piled the boxes of merchandise up on top of one another, I began to imagine what the women would do if they knew that not only was I wearing women’s panties, probably ones not dissimilar to some that they owned and kept for slutty, super horny occasions, but I too had…

Fantasies.

There was just something about the feel of wearing a pair of extremely tiny, slutty panties. Like the kind a stripper or total bimbo would wear… I don’t know, it just made me feel an irresistible frisson of excitement, like it would take over my brain and make me way more submissive, just looking to be bossed around, told exactly what to do.

Anyway, these were just fantasies.

Right now, I had a situation developing where due to my somewhat absent minded stacking of these boxes, there appeared to be an overload of stock developing that might just end up collapsing on itself and all over the department floor.

‘What the hell is going on here!’ Came the stern, angry sounding voice form behind me. ‘You! What is going on?’

I turned around and saw a very impressively dressed, glamourous, tall woman, a little older than me but in absolutely incredibly physical shape, striding towards me in a smart blue blazer, sizeable titties bouncing around in her white blouse, and powerful, long legs bursting out of her knee length black skirt.

I guess if I was wondering where the department staff where, here was my answer…

I tried to fumble out some kind of answer, but all this did was make me lose focus on the perilously high stack of boxes, and to my horror and panic I suddenly had to deal with them starting to fall on me, actually knocking me backwards and onto my ass.

Before I even had a chance to pull myself up, the woman was standing over me, her legs looking super powerful, lean, my eyes wandering up her stockinged legs and towards her panties…

‘Get your God damn eyes on my face,’ She said, crouching down and gripping me by my polo neck collar, hauling me up with a surge of power that took me by surprise. ‘You must be one of the idiot new starters. Well, I can certainly see you’ll need some proper lessons in how we do things up here in the lingerie department. I’m Miss Tabitha and you will address me as Miss, Miss Tabitha, or Madame. Got it?’

I was shocked, totally taken aback at what was going on.

But something was stopping me from calling her out. I mean, there was no way she should have been talking to me like this, or handling me like she had just done. It was totally inappropriate, people had been fired for way, way less.

And yet…

‘Yes Miss Tabitha,’ I said, my face blushing a little at the clear power dynamic that was being established.

‘Good, that’s a start,’ She said. ‘Now, pick these boxes up and bring them into the changing area with me. Come on, we don’t have all day.’

With that, she turned and began to walk behind the counter and into the changing room area, which was presumably where new stock was unpacked. I caught myself staring at her ass; toned, rounded, impressive.

‘Hurry up!’ She said, turning her head, that intimidatingly stern look back on her face, making me feel very certain that this was not a woman to mess with, not matter what. ‘Move that little ass of yours!’

CHAPTER FOUR

Miss Tabitha stood at the end of the corridor and watched my like a hawk as I stacked the packages in the corner, taking great care to balance them correctly, not build too high a pile.

I really didn’t want a repeat of what had happened earlier.

‘Okay, all finished Miss Tabitha,’ I said, nearly forgetting to add the Miss Tabitha at the end, a sudden change in her expression prompting me as I finished the sentence.

‘Well, not quite,’ She said, taking a step towards me. ‘Tell me. What are these?’

Tabitha had opened one of the packages and was holding out in front of her a black thong, presenting it with outstretched arms, turning it around, back and forth right in front of my eyes.

I blushed, hard.

I didn’t know where to look.

Mores to the point, I didn’t know how on earth to answer her.

‘Idiot, I’m asking you a very simple question,’ She said, tutting her disapproval. ‘I’ll ask again. What am I holding in my hands?’

‘Um, a pair of panties,’ I said. ‘A pair of black panties, Miss Tabitha.’

She could see how awkward I was being in answering her question, the crimson color of my face, my spluttering attempt to answer what was a highly basic question. But…

She seemed to be enjoying my discomfort too.

‘Yes, but tell me more,’ Miss Tabitha said, a wicked grin on her face. ‘What kind of panties?’

‘Um, a black thong?’ I said, my voice all over the place, my heart suddenly pounding against my chest and the face that I was wearing a pair of panties myself suddenly burning on my mind. ‘I’m sorry, I don’t see what this is, Miss Tabitha.’

Mistake.

Big mistake.

‘Boy, you’re not the one asking the questions here,’ She said. ‘You are my new underling, and you’re hear to learn how we operate in my department. No more sass or I’ll have to teach you a very different lesson. But, yes, it’s a thong. Now, one more question. Is it a thong for men, or for women? Answer me!’

‘It’s for women,’ I said, unable to maintain eye contact with Tabitha as she towered over me, fixing her stare on me with a laser-like accuracy. ‘I, um, sorry, I should head back to the stockroom-’

‘Oh no,’ She said, stepping right in front of me. ‘You’re up here now. I’ve put the call in. And the first thing we’ll be trying to work out is if you know that this is a pair of women’s panties, then why on earth are you wearing a similar pair yourself?’

I felt my world collapsing in on itself. Instinct was telling me to run, to get the hell out of there. I could get a job somewhere else, I was sure of it. No big deal. How did she know? Was she calling my bluff? So many thoughts just rampaging through my brain, but the one thing I could have done, run, I just wasn’t doing…

‘That’s it, you stay here with me and we’ll work this out,’ She said, holding the black thong right up close to my face. ‘Now, is it possible that you’re wearing women’s panties because you’re not actually a real man? Maybe you’re a… what’s the word? Sissy boy?’

I bowed my head, unable to look at her, totally finding myself bowled over my her commanding, authoritative tone, her beauty, her controlled anger. She was playing with me, and there was nothing I could do but go along with it…

‘Well, why don’t you step into the changing room with me and we’ll see exactly what I’m dealing with,’ She said, gripping my shoulder, turning me and walking me inside the changing cubicle, pulling the curtain across, ready to teach me a lesson…

CHAPTER FIVE

‘Right, first things first,’ She said. ‘Off with your polo neck, then your shoes, shocks, then, of course, your trousers.’

Wait, was she being serious?

I mean, I couldn’t, could I?

‘I’m not asking, it’s not a polite request,’ She said, her tone again moving toward the firm, commanding, and irresistible timbre. ‘We both know what’s happening here and I suggest unless you want me to call the police, you do exactly as I say.’

I took my clothes off as instructed, her eyes all over me as I stripped down, shaking her head as I hesitated on the final step… my trousers.

‘Show me, show me exactly what you are,’ She said. ‘You’ve got three seconds or I’ll rip them down myself and march you right out of this cubicle and across the shop floor to the security guards.’

I knew I had to do it now, I was all out of options. Not that I ever really had any in truth, but the starkness of the situation was clear and evident to me. And, again, despite knowing that I could possibly make a run for it, there was just something stopping me. It was like I knew this was right, that what appeared to be playing out here was destiny.

‘Well, well, well, hello sissy boy,’ She said as I pulled my trousers down to my ankles and stepped out of them, quickly covering up my panty-clad crotch. ‘No, no, no, sissies don’t cover themselves up in front of their Mistress. Move those hands right this second!’

I hesitated and before I knew what was happening, Tabitha was slapping my hands away, before then delivering a slap right across my face, shocking me into obedience.

‘Rule number one, you never, ever disobey your Mistress,’ She said, pushing me back against the wall and placing her knee up against my crotch, making me aware of her threat. ‘So, it looks like we’ll have to begin your training very much from square one. Hold still.’

Tabitha took each of my arms in turn and wrapped a stocking around each wrist before attaching the stocking to the metal rail above us. I didn’t have the option of covering myself now, my hands suspended above my head, my body on display for her, vulnerable, the ridiculous sight of me naked except for my slutty, tiny panties there to be mocked, punished, whatever Tabitha decided…

‘Well, I can see from your wimpy body that you’re definitely not an alpha male,’ She said, running her hand over my chest, stopping at my nipples and pulling on them, twisting them a little, testing me. ‘But it does also look like there’s something going on down in those panties. Nothing major, but definitely something. Shall we have a look?’

It wasn’t a question.

Tabitha pulled the panties down, my rock hard cock springing out, throbbing, standing to attention in her presence. I felt a surge of complete humiliation and excitement as I witnessed Tabitha hold her hands up to her mouth, initially trying to stifle a giggle, but then allowing herself to burst out laughing, tossing her head back at the sight of my hard, but definitely not alpha male dick, naked and excited in her presence.

‘Well this is certainly not going to be satisfying any women,’ She said, slapping her hand across my dick, spitting at it, stepping up her treatment of me all of a sudden. ‘You’re a stupid little sissy beta, aren’t you? Is this even a real dick or is it a sissy clitty? Answer me, you little worm.’

‘It’s a sissy clitty, awwww, please, it’s a tiny little sissy worm, Miss,’ I pleaded, now crying out in pain as Tabitha set to work on spanking my ass, my hands unable to cover myself up, the only option I had simply to take the punishment. ‘Awwww! Please, punish me, teach me a lesson. I’m sorry for stealing the panties! I just wanted them on my clitty. Awwwww!’

Tabitha realised now that she had broken me in. I was hers, and we both knew it. She continued to spank me, her hands also reaching around to my front and slapping my dick down.

She grew sick of my hollering and stuffed my mouth with the black thong she had presented to me earlier, the fact that my cries were now muffled meaning she could spank me harder and harder…

‘Well, for a first spanking you actually took that reasonably well,’ She said. ‘I won’t tolerate that kind of wimpy, bitch-crying next time though. Next time I’ll be expecting you to thank me for each and every spank, and then request another one. Understood?’

I agreed, nodding my head, attempting to speak with a pair of panties in my mouth not being especially easy. 

‘Now, I’ll show you what panties are meant to look like on someone,’ Tabitha said, taking a step back and slowly raising her skirt up to reveal a tiny, super high cut pair of panties underneath her smooth, clear pantyhose. ‘We’ll have to get you on a diet, make sure those legs are waxed regularly, and of course get rid of that ridiculous pubic hair, maybe leave a little thin landing strip to point down to your clitty?’

I nodded again, conscious that the sight of her showing her incredible legs and panties was making my sissy dick throb.

‘Hmmmm, looks like this is exciting for you,’ She said. ‘How about this?’

She turned around to reveal her ass, clenching and unclenching her cheeks together, dropping down into a squat position and rising again, all the time her head over her shoulder delighting in the fact that I, her tied up sissy beta boy was practically drooling at what I was witnessing…

‘That’s it, you look at me, your owner, your superior, a woman you could only ever dream of fucking,’ She laughed, stepping close to me, grinding up on my dick for barely five seconds when…

I felt my cum spurt out of my dick and onto the floor beneath. Tabitha laughed, revelling in the power she held over me, now pulling her skirt back down and untying my hands.

‘On your knees now, eat up every drop of your sissy cummies.’ She said. ‘Clean it up with your tongue, I want it spotless.’

I did as I was told, another total and complete humiliation at her hands. Once I had got it all, I remained on my hands and knees, looking up to her as she cast her glance back down on me.

‘Good, you know your position, this may not be a lost cause after all,’ She said. ‘So, are you ready and willing to serve me, accept each and every one of your sissy lessons without question, face punishment when you disappoint me, and accept your sissy rewards when you please me? Sometimes it will be punishment and pleasure at the same time. Let’s see if we can get some big dicks up on my phone screen and see how you respond… although I’m pretty sure I know the answer to that one.’

I knew this was what I needed. Without doubt, I knew that I would face difficulties, humiliations, and plenty of punishment under Miss Tabitha, but also I felt like it was the best thing for me…

‘Yes Miss Tabitha, I agree to everything,’ I said, my head bowed at her feet. ‘I want to be the best possible sissy boy I can be for you.’

And so it began. My first sissy lesson had been a tough one, and judging by the look of wicked mischief, total control, and mocking scorn on Tabitha’s face, I was about to face a whole lot more…
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