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Chapter 1

I never expected the business I started designing and making clothes and accessories for sissies, crossdressers, and cuckolds, to explode as it did. But it did. I'm rich now. 

﻿I was a guy named Cleo back then, but I've always been Clover Finch. The financial success Sissy's Kiss brought me allowed me to afford some costly physical changes: electrolysis and silicone breasts. 

I was always effeminate: a smooth forehead, a short sexy nose, prominent cheekbones, and full luscious lips, so I didn't need hormones. When I cross-dressed, I was easily passable, with the only part of me that was easily distinguishable as being male being my thick, ten-inch cock. It was a jaw-dropper.

I looked into bottom surgery, and when my doctor saw my cock, he licked his lips, got hard, and said. "The bigger your cock, the deeper your pussy after surgery. You want to get it done before you've been on hormones too long because it'll shrink from lack of use." After the good old doc sucked my cock dry and I tore his ass up, I decided to leave it. I liked banging the shit of a nice tight ass.

Another thing I learned about myself, I not only love designing clothes for sissies and cuckolds but love being surrounded by them. I loved having them serve me, sexually and domestically, and helping them uncover their true nature: a desire to be submissive, to dress like a woman, and serve their dominant.

So I was happy when my assistant walked into my office with the good news. "Ms. Finch. I think I've found a new sissy for you." Sam handed me an Ipad with all of the applicant's information. Being rich, I could hire the best investigators. I knew the report would be detailed.

As I reviewed the file, Sam said, "He'd be a good fit for our company. He's effeminate and has been an outcast for most of his life. His porn history shows a propensity toward sissy crossdressers, transgender, cuckold, and gangbang videos. His credit card history shows no evidence of purchasing women's clothes. However, there have been arguments between his live-in girlfriend and him concerning soiled panties and wearing her clothes secretly. His girlfriend has caught him cross-dressing on more than one occasion. I believe the last time was the final straw. She's dumping him. His sister claimed that her disappearing clothes, panties, and lingerie resulted from Aiden's naughty habit. He spends a higher percentage of his money on skin care products than your average guy, and his exercise routine includes yoga. His streaming history shows no sign of sports, lots of romance and romantic comedies. His former bosses, friends, and family described him as a good worker, obedient almost to a fault."

"I see. His employment history?" I asked.

"He's working as a waiter currently, though he graduated summa cum laude at one of the top accounting colleges. He's struggled to get a better job. I questioned three hiring managers, and they were a little reluctant to explain why he wasn't hired with such strong credentials. Eventually, I did get one to answer off the record. His effeminate behavior was uncomfortable to them, and he seemed too subservient."

I flipped through the pages and got to Aiden Zimmerman's photo. He was effeminate. His figure was diminutive; he had a heart-shaped face that would be easy to feminize. "Yes, I agree with you, Sam. You have earned your reward."

I stood and leaned against the other side of my desk. Sam was already prostrated on the floor just as I'd trained him. I put the toe of my black leather thigh boots under his lips. Sam worshipped them with his tongue. When I was satisfied, I said. "Claim your reward."

Sam stood. He had on a flared, black cotton skirt, a very short skirt, which showed off his gorgeous, slender legs. He had on a blue button-down blouse. He lifted his skirt and removed his panties, which on the back said, "Clover's hole." I liked to remind my sissy slaves I was in charge and the purpose of their existence, pleasing me. I dropped to my knees and unlocked his cage. He was hard immediately. I returned to a standing position.

When I started living out my fantasies, I thought maybe my desires were abusive. However, I was amazed how many men enjoyed giving up all control to me—wanting to unleash their true feminine nature and let me sissify them. And humiliate them.

Sam returned to his knees, spread his legs over my boots, and masturbated till he shot his load over them. He was careful with his aim; he understood the consequences of missing. He started to lick up his cum.

I said. "No, leave it there for our prospect."

I put Sam back in his cage; he slid his panties on, made sure he looked good in the mirror and left. 

I waited for Aiden, hoping he worked out. I needed another accountant, and one can never have too many sissies to serve a Goddess like me. There was a gentle knock on the door. Good, I thought. The ones that bang the shit out of the door never work out. At least for me. 

"Come in," I said.

The slender young man walked in timidly. He kept his eyes on the floor, and when I rose and extended my hand, he accepted it but didn't look me in the eye. I understood why they didn't hire him.

"Good morning, Ms. Finch. I'm Aiden... uh, Aiden Zimmerman. Pleased to meet you."

Aiden had a soft androgynous voice. His lips were fleshy and would look fantastic in bright red lipstick and would feel good wrapped around my cock. He seemed right, but he needed to agree to it. I suspected that wouldn't be hard.

I returned to my seat and said. "Sit down." 

"It's an honor to have an interview with you, especially since I didn't apply."

"Yes, well, Aiden, we have our recruiting department, and we like to recruit people based on our business model."

"I appreciate it," Aiden said.

I found the best way to determine my potential employees' submissiveness and desire to be humiliated was to jump right in. "Are you trying to impress me with that cheap suit? You look terrible in it. It doesn't cut it with you; I think you'd look better in something else. You know I own a fashion company and... well, if you wanted this job why wouldn't you wear something you'd look good in. Stand up."

Aiden's first reaction was a wide grin and his pale face reddened. But he rose. He stood uncomfortably, his arms hanging at his side with a vacant stare.

I didn't say a word and stared at Aiden.

Aiden fidgeted with the hem of his suitcoat, adjusted his tie, and pulled at the sleeve. "What... do you think I'd look good in."

I couldn't believe what I was seeing. I'd seen some submissive men, and I might even consider myself an expert in spotting them. I think Aiden was one of the most submissive of them all. I wanted him. I let him stand there. Glanced at his resume. "You just graduated college?"

"Yes, ma'am."

Good, yes, ma'am. That was great. "You are what twenty-three, twenty-four."

"Twenty-four."

"You have a girlfriend?"

"Yes... but it isn't working out. She's upset that I haven't found a job yet. She's at home right now packing her bags. She's moving out. I need this job now. I... I... can't afford the rent on my own."

That he'd offered that extra information told me he already trusted me. I recalled Sam's briefing. There had been arguments about soiled women's clothes. Was that why the relationship faltered? Or was it that he had a low-paying job? Or was it that his cock was tiny?

I took in a long breath. "Our hiring process is competitive. We think of ourselves here as a family. So, we like to know and understand our employees so that I can take care of them. Not only in the traditional employee, employer relationship... but in a much more intimate way."

"I want this job. I need it. So, what kind of suit do you think I should wear? Even if you don't offer me this job, maybe I'll learn something."

I said. "Aiden, you are wearing the wrong sexes clothes." I stood and walked to the other side of the desk. I leaned against the desk. Aiden kept his eyes down.

"What... what do you mean?"

"I mean, Aiden, you'd look better wearing girl's clothes."

Aiden's eyes popped open. "Is this some joke? Did Charlotte put you up to this? Hey, okay, okay, I admit it... I was wearing Charlotte's clothes secretly. I promised I wouldn't, but the urge was too strong. I tried on my girlfriend's clothes once. I was curious. Listen... Okay, so maybe it was more than once. I promised not to do it anymore, but the urge was too great. She broke up with me; she didn't have to do this. Just because I like to cross-dress doesn't make me bad. I'm a hard worker, honest, and .... well, what does it matter? And how did you find out?"

I couldn't have asked for a better start to the interview. I could almost hear Aiden's pulse; his heart was beating loudly. A stream of sweat glided down the side of his tender cheeks. I said. "You told me, Aiden. How badly do you want this job? How bad do you want to be who you are and make a living?"

Aiden looked me in the eye for the first time since our meeting. "I need this job badly. I want to be an accountant. If... that's what you mean about being who I am. Not sure how to answer that."

"What do you know about what I do here at A Sissy's Kiss?"

"Uh... uh, I don't know anything about it. Charlotte, my girlfriend, told me I had an interview. She handed me the address. I didn't check on it. Maybe, I should leave. Charlotte was mad at me, but... this is mean."

Aiden stood, turned, and headed for the door. I said. "This is no joke, you pathetic excuse for a man. Come back here and show me how badly you want this job."

Aiden stopped. I knew then I had my new accountant and my new sissy.  Aiden turned, his face slackened, and he said. "You need someone better. I... I...."

I knew he'd be a good fit for our company. Close the deal, Clover.

"Yes, Aiden, you are a pathetic excuse for a man, but let me determine if you are the right fit here. I need you to show me how willing you are to do anything for this company and me." I lifted my boots and pointed at it. "Kneel, here."


Chapter 2

All time stopped. My heart pounded in anticipation because this could get me in trouble with several government agencies and because I wanted this sissy working here. Aiden's narrow eyes and how he ran his hands through his hair repeatedly told me he was confused.

Aiden said, his eyes locked on my toe. "I... I... I... Uh... I'm not... If I do... this, will you hire me? I... like dressing in women's clothes. So what? Did Charlotte put you up to this?"

I said, "No, Aiden, she didn't. This is real. Think of it: being able to dress as a girl and do my books. Serve me. Now all you have to do to seal the deal is come over here and respect your boss. Kiss my boots."

Aiden hesitated. He remained utterly still, licking his lips.

"Aiden, you said you needed this job, right?"

Aiden nodded, his eyes still looking at my boots.

"Yes, but..."

"I want my employees to be faithful and utterly devoted to me. With this little gesture of your loyalty, you gain so much. Just show me your willingness to obey, to serve me, and you're in. What are you going to do if you don't accept? Lose your apartment? Think of the perks. All my clothes are free to you. So, no more hiding your desire to dress as a woman. You'd be free, with minor stipulations, to dress as you want. You are a sissy girl, Aiden. Admit it. Admit you want to serve a Goddess like me. Aiden, what will you do with that pathetic cock anyway?"

Aiden took a deep breath and stepped forward. He dropped and kissed the tip of my boot. I chuckled. "Good, sissy girl."

"How do they taste?"

"How do they taste? I'm not sure what you mean."

"Did it taste salty? Were they a little sticky, maybe?" I laughed.

Aiden looked up at me, his face flushed with humiliation. "Yeah... what's on them?"

"My recruiters cum. He found you, so I gave him his reward. I let him jack off on my boots. When you clean my boots up, I'll consider you hired, and we'll start with signing our contract. So, Aiden, do you want this job? Are you willing to show me the respect I deserve? Do you not want to be a sissy girl? Serve a Goddess such as myself."

I knew he'd thought about it because his porn history was heavy on crossdresser, cuckold, and femdom porn. He just needed a nudge.

His bottom lip and chin trembled; he was humiliated. And yet the telltale signs of arousal were there too: parting lips and quickened breath. In the final test, when I grabbed his crotch, his little pecker was hard as a rock.

"Oh my, Aiden."

That was all it took. Aiden hungrily licked, kissed, and cleaned up my boots until I told him to stop. I said. "I'll tell my secretary your hired. Your sign-on bonus will be distributed today. Work begins tomorrow."


Chapter 3

Aiden reported to me two weeks later, as instructed. I give my new employees time to adjust to their official roles here before I dive into their unofficial roles.

He entered and said, "Good Afternoon, Ms. Finch. I want to thank you for this opportunity. The pay was more than I expected, the benefits fantastic, and I could pay my back rent with the sign-on bonus."

I said, "Close the door and come over here."

He did as instructed. I lifted his chin and studied his features. He was indeed going to be a nice new toy for me. "So, Aiden, how are you enjoying your work here?"

"It's great. I like the people I work with... but... but..."

"But what? Aiden, you can tell me anything. Your wants and desires. I want to be a good boss, especially to those who respect and obey me. From what I've heard, you are an exceptional accountant. So, I want to keep you happy."

"Well, this is going to sound strange. But everyone else here at the corporate office. Well, I found out it is a guy, but they get to dress as a woman. I... I... was wondering...."

This was the point I needed him at. "Aiden, they all feel comfortable with their roles here. But, there is one stipulation to me allowing them to dress as a woman. I tell them what to wear. Everyone calls me in the morning, and I tell them what to wear. Hey, I have a new design I've been working on. Would you like to try it?"

"Wow, I've got some work to do... but... but... I'd love to."

"I'm the boss, Aiden. So, remember the contract. Do as..."

"Do as Clover says. Yes, and I have been, or will I thought maybe I wasn't doing a good job because... well, everyone else here at corporate is in and out of your office all the time, and you have been ignoring me. I thought..."

"You want me to turn you into a sexy little slut? Like the rest of my employees?"

"Yes! Yes, I do! Please."

I picked up my smartphone, texted Luna, my secretary, and moments later, Luna entered.

Luna said, eyes down just as I'd trained her. "Yes. Ms. Finch."

"Let's get Aiden settled into our way of doing things. Aiden, have you been keeping things smooth?"

"Yes, ma'am. I have. I wasn't sure why you wanted me to. But I did."

Two hours later, Aiden returned, his makeup flawless, wearing a form-fitting black faux-leather sleeveless dress. The black stiletto heels accentuated Aiden's slender thighs and shapely calves. He bit the bottom of his bright red lips. His hand fidgeted with the hem of his dress. He was uncertain and yet satisfied with who'd he'd become.

"Model for me."

Aiden paused momentarily. "What do you mean?"

"I mean, turn around, walk to me like a model on the catwalk, then back. Shake your ass, strut your stuff, and make me hard." I stood and walked to the other side of the desk, unzipped my dress, and slipped out of one shoulder, then the other. I shimmed out of it. I undid my bra, slipped each strap over my shoulder, and my ten thousand dollar beautifully formed tits spilled out. My always sensitive nipples grew rigid. I slid down my panties, and my ten-inch cock sprang out.

Aiden couldn't take his eyes off my cock. I said. "Time for you to fulfill another one of the contract's stipulations." I reached over the desk, showing Aiden my toned ass, opened a drawer, and set the cock cage down on the desk.

A tiny bulge ruined the tight smoothness of his faux-leather dress. I said. "My... my... You're discovering that I want my employees to enjoy their work. Now, show me your best model impression."

Aiden smiled, happy with his transformation. He turned and walked away from me. Then turned and walked toward me. "How'd I do? I... like dressing up. But I'm not so sure about that." He pointed to the chastity device. "How long do I have to wear it?"

"One month initially. In one month, you'll have your first sissy review. Then you will receive any rewards or punishments for the month."

"A month? Holy crap."

"You'll be busy serving me, sissy. Learning how to be my sissy girl, dress, walk... You need a little work on the walk. We can work on that later. I want you to focus on work, keeping my numbers in order, being a good sissy girl, and not thinking about playing with your cock. That's the purpose of the cock cage. Consider it a form of reward, punishment, and a sign of your devotion to me. Are you devoted to me? Aren't you happy? From now on, you can dress as a woman here. Does that please you?"

The wheels were turning in Aiden's head. Finally, he came to a conclusion I knew he'd make. "I do! I am devoted to you! I love working here."

"Are you ready to prove your devotion?"

"Yes, I am." His eyes never left my cock.

"Yes, Mistress, please," I said.

"Yes, Mistress."

"Get down on your knees, and worship my cock. Make it grow. Make me cum, and you can claim your reward."

I could see in his eyes he was wondering what his reward would be. I thought, what could be more rewarding than giving me a blowjob. Aiden dropped.

He stared at my cock, and said. "I... I have only done this once."

"Well, you'll get plenty of practice here. This is part of your training. Lick it."

Aiden grabbed my soft cock. I pointed to the base of my cock. "Licking really should be your first step. Unless I require you to suck some guy's cock in an alley or bathroom when we're out. Then you need to dive in."

Aiden's mouth fell open, and not to take my cock. He said, "What? Suck a cock in an alley, that... that I don't know."

That's what he said, and yet his cock throbbed. I was going to like Aiden.

I smacked Aiden on the back of the head. "Well, are you being insubordinate?"

"No... uh, no, ma'am."

Aiden licked my cock from the base to the tip, returning to the bottom and back up. It sent vibrations up and down my spine. He did this several times, then flicked his tongue over my head. He did it softly, gently, and with skill. I suspected he'd lied about never doing it before. I let him lick his lollipop for a while. 

Aiden stopped, looked up at me, his eyes all innocent, and said. "Am I doing a good job?"

I was hard now, fully erect, throbbing, and dripping precum. "You are a dirty little slut, aren't you? Do you enjoy pleasing your Goddess?"

Aiden flicked his tongue teasingly over the tip of my cock, smiled, and said."It's so big, Goddess. So, fucking big. I don't know if I can take it. This will be my favorite part of my job if you let me. Can I do it more often?"

I loved hearing those words; that meant he was ready to be caged. First, fill him up with cum. "Open that sexy little mouth of yours and worship my cock."

Aiden complied, parting his lips, now a bright red. I could feel his warm breath as his mouth closed on its target. He closed his eyes and swallowed my cock. The fucking little slut swallowed every inch of my ten-inch, throbbing, thick cock. Feeling the warmth, wetness, and tightness of his mouth around my cock was heavenly.

He held my cock in his mouth, balls deep, and looked up at me. His eyes were watering, and he was fighting back the gag reflex with my cock pressuring his throat. He was doing a great job, but I don't like my sissy in control. So, I grabbed him behind the head and pushed my cock in further. Then I pulled out, pushed back in, and pulled out again. 

As I skull fucked Aiden with supremacy, reminding him who was in charge, he reached under his skirt and stroked his tiny cock. I thrust until my cock was buried in his mouth; I could feel the tip of my cock pressuring my sissy girl's throat.

I said, "Did you ask permission to touch your cock?"

He tried to pull my cock out so he could answer. But I held the back of his head firmly. "Answer me, sissy. I asked you a question."

He answered. It was garbled and unintelligible.

"Answer me!"

Another mumble.

I said, "Get your hand off your cock until I permit you. Cum only with my permission."

Aiden was struggling to hold back the gag reflex. He was still stroking his cock vigorously. Though he was disobedient, it was a good sign that he enjoyed being humiliated. His eyes watered and were wide open. Spittle leaked from the sides of his mouth. "You want to do this more often?"

Aiden nodded.

"Then get your hand off your cock. Now!"

Aiden removed his hand reluctantly; then I pulled out and returned to disgracing his mouth and throat. In and out, I plunged, pillaged, and wreaked havoc. Aiden's hands tried to slow me down several times by placing them on my hips. I slapped them away each time, reminding him he was mine to do as I pleased. And right now, I wanted nothing more than to destroy his mouth, break him in.

I had to admit he was taking it well.

I stopped, holding the tip of my cock on his lips. This was the ultimate test. "Do you want my cock, you dirty slut?"

"Yes... I do." Aiden opened his mouth and waited for it to be abused again.

"Well, what are you waiting for?"

He tried to swallow it, but I pulled back. I was holding it right above his lips. "Well, are you lying to me? Do you want my cock?"

"Yes, ma'am." He lurched forward.

I pulled it away from him again. I lifted my cock. "My balls lick them."

Aiden obeyed, licking my balls with enthusiasm. I masturbated. I was close. I loved being worshipped and taken care of in the most intimate ways. I loved feeling the warmest and wettest part of my sissy's body on my cock. I shook. My mind went blank, and my balls tightened; it was time. I grabbed Aiden's chin and positioned his face to accept my reward.

I shot my load all over his face. With my cum drying on his face, I told him to clean up my cock. He complied.

I dressed, leaving him on his knees, wondering what was next. Aiden's cock pulsated, causing ripples on the front of his dress. There was a large stain on the front.

"Your reward for the day. " I grabbed a condom from the top dresser drawer, opened it up, and removed the condom. "Put it on."

He was expecting to maybe fuck me in the ass. That wasn't the case. Aiden fumbled with it; it was way too big for him.  I said. "Now, you may masturbate."

"What?"

"Jack off. I didn't stutter. Do you wish to suck my cock regularly? Then fill that with your cum."

Aiden stroked his cock, and in less than a minute, the condom was filled. I laughed.

Aiden said. "What? What's so funny?"

I laughed more. "Well, it's funny that your little cock can produce so much cum. Take it off and hand it to me."

Aiden fumbled with it, making sure not to spill it. Once I had it in my hand, I said. "Kneel. Open your mouth."

Aiden knelt before me, opened his mouth, and I emptied the contents into his mouth. Aiden opened his mouth again, and I placed the condom in it. "Now, suck out the rest of it."

Aiden sucked out the cum, and the experience of humiliation made his cock hard again. He deposited the empty condom in the trashcan, and I caged his cock. Aiden left.

Before he left, he asked. "When may I suck your cock again? How long do I have to be in this?"

I said, "Get back to work, Aiden. Have Luna show you where we do our morning meeting."

Aiden turned and left.


Chapter 4

The next day Aiden texted me from the sissy locker room. I watched from my security cameras ﻿in my office as each of my sissies stripped. They did their makeup before asking my permission to dress. This was my favorite part of the day; other than designing clothes, scheming up new humiliating experiences for my sissies was next in line.

When I had my first three sissies, I thought, what a bitch I am; how can I do such cruel things? Don't get me wrong, I enjoy doing them, but I didn't want to do anything my sissies didn't wish to. For a while, I stopped. I found that my sissies were unhappy, craving humiliation, and were happier when I came up with new and unique ways of humiliating them.

After completing their makeup, they stood naked, waiting for my instructions. Their cocks were caged, naked, with nipple clamps on their nipples. I found doing this daily made their nipples sensitive and tender like a woman's. Each texted me and waited.

◆◆◆

Day by day, the routine went on. I designed clothes and got my cock sucked by one or another of my sissies. Aiden spent her first month in chastity, and the day came for her first review.

Like every morning, my sissies waited in the pink locker room for me to pick their clothes. Aiden's turn came; I designed a particularly restricting charity device. I had Luna take her cage off and put it on her. I wanted something I could have my sissies wear and not show in tight clothes. This was my trial run. I picked out pink satin micro pants. I selected a short white blouse that tied at the chest. Aiden would need to look sexy and inviting for my plans for her today. I had her slip into thigh-high PVC boots.

Aiden looked scrumptious. Her well-defined stomach and long slender, and toned legs screamed I'm a slut, fuck me. Her makeup was flawless and done as instructed, with bright red lips and a dark smokey eye look.

I said over the speaker I had installed. "Turn around."

Aiden obeyed. She was ready. "Aiden, it's time for your first month's review, and we will do some shopping today. Meet me in the parking garage."

Aiden met me in the parking garage; we got into the car; my driver was an ex-special forces guy, Jake, who served as my bodyguard. On the way, I had Aiden slip in a vibrating butt plug. I said. "We got to be sure your ass is ready at a moment's notice. No time for warmups."

We pulled into the parking lot of our destination, an adult novelty store and an arcade. I handed Aiden the shopping list.

Aiden glared at me. "You want me to go there looking like this and buy these things? They're going to think I'm... I'm... well, I don't know. This place is packed, and... and..."

"I'm expecting that you get propositioned, and as a matter of fact, I require it."

We entered the store packed with hungry-looking men. All activities stopped, and everyone looked at me and my little sissy slut. I wore a much more conservative dress than Aiden. I had on a black fashion dress that came down to my knees, long-sleeved, and with a scooped neckline.

I told Aiden to get busy. Aiden grabbed a shopping cart, fumbling uncomfortably with the hem of her short pink hot pants. I'd told her to start from the top of the list and work her way down. At the top of the list was a chastity belt. Numerous guys were now watching Aiden sift through the packages. She grabbed one and turned toward me, and I nodded or shook my head. Next on the list was a whip; I liked to have one in my hand. It was an excellent warm-up, and it reminded my sissy girl's they needed punishment. Next, she needed a gag, so she selected several and showed them to me; an older, chubby guy slipped in next to her. Whispered something in Aiden's ear while caressing Aiden's gorgeous ass cheeks.

I went into action, slid in between them, and said. "Do you wish to use my sissy girl?"

The old guy's eyes roamed Aiden's body paying particular attention to his ass. Aiden glared at me.

I said. "As I said, today is your review, and if you please me, I'll let you out of your cage." I glanced at the old guy, "Can you believe my slut has been caged for a month?"

The old guy glanced down at Aiden crotch. "That's a guy. Damn, she looks good."

Then he examined me like I was a piece of meat. I'm not. My slut is, so I offered her. "I'm not for the taking, but my slut is. After we do our shopping, we get her toys together. She'll be available in the alley out back."

He went utterly still, and his mouth fell open. He said. "Can I do anything? Can... I do anything?"

"You may. I'm offering my slut to you. But it would be best if you did it in the alley. Maybe help her with her selections. I think next on my list is a butt plug. Pick one out for her."

Aiden glared at me.

I leaned in and whispered in her ear. "Those glares you give me will come back to haunt you in an hour or two."

The guy picked out four incredibly thick and long butt plugs. Next, Aiden went on to collars and leashes. Aiden grabbed one, and my new friend and I talked about how good she'd look in it or wouldn't. We decided on a pink collar and leash.

I said to him. "My sissy girl needs a gag. What's your opinion? What kind? A ball gag or..." I pulled a penis gag from the wall.

"Oh yeah. That's it. Make her realize her mouth is for nothing but cock."

Aiden's face flushed, and her bottom lip trembled, humiliated by this experience. She wrapped her arms around her chest and bounced uncomfortably from one leg to another. Her cock was fighting against its prison, begging to be released.

I glanced down at Aiden's crotch. "Almost there, sissy. Almost there."

We finished up with strapons. The old guy glanced at my crotch and said. "You fuck her... or him... with that? Shame a nice pussy like I'm sure you got, shame to waste it fucking a guy's ass." He flicked his tongue out and said. "All the ladies are happy with my tongue."

I laughed and said. "You want to lick my ass because that's the only hole I got. I've got a bigger dick than you."

"Oh wow, you look good, and so does your sissy girl. What's the strapon for then?"

"I have eight sissy girls right now. I put the strap on over their caged cock's and have them fuck each other."

"Damn, then get a thick one. Bigger than yours. How big is yours?"

I grabbed a strapon about the size of my cock. The old guy grabbed one bigger and handed it to my sissy girl.

He said. "I hope you enjoy taking it up your ass. That is after I get into it."

Aiden paid for all the toys, and all three of us left. Jake took up a look out at the entrance to the alley. I liked to come here because what could be more humiliating than being forced to suck cock in an alley. I followed the old guy and my sissy girl into the alley. The old guy grabbed, slapped, and played with Aiden's ass as we headed for the back of the alley.

We got to the back of another building. I said. "Strip and get down on your knees."

"What? Here? What if someone catches us?

"All the times you have questioned your Goddess will be brought up in your monthly review. For now, do you not love serving me? Do you not want to please me?"

Aiden removed her blouse, slid her shorts off, and handed them to me. My sissy girl stood naked, except for the boots and her cage. With no thought for her, I asked the old guy. "Blowjob? Fuck her ass or both. Treat her like a slut, a whore, and like she's nothing more than a piece of meat to use. "

"Turn around," he said.

Aiden turned around. The old dude slid his palms over her ass. Then slapped it. He unbuckled his pants and slid them down to his knees. His cock was hard. "I got to get home. I want to tap that ass. Turn around and put your hand on the wall."

I said. "Bitch. Turn around bitch, slut, or whore. Grab her and push her into the position you want."

He said. "Turn the fuck around bitch, and get ready for a pounding."

My sissy girl complied, reached around with her hand, and pulled the butt plug out. The old guy straddled Aiden, kicked her legs apart, and dove in. He pumped maybe five times and shot his load. I didn't expect it to take long. He pulled his pants back up and left. I had my sissy girl dress, making sure the cum remained, and we headed to my warehouse, where her monthly review would take place.


Chapter 5

We entered the warehouse and walked past one hundred workers sewing, cutting, and packaging my products. I led Aiden up to my second-floor office, overlooking the warehouse floor. I closed the blinds.




I decided, why waste time?




I sat at my desk and told my sissy girl to set the contents of our recent shopping trip on the desk. She pulled out the strap-ons, the gags, the whip, butt plugs, collar, and leash and placed them orderly on my desk.




"Strip," I said.




"I thought this was my review?"




"Yes, it is, and your bad habit of questioning my decisions will be brought up. Now, strip!"




Aiden stripped. She stood, bare hands covering her caged cock. I unlocked and removed her cage. Her cock sprang to life, throbbing, twitching, and dripping. I stood and sat down on my favorite spanking chair. I instructed Aiden on how to position herself: the wheelbarrow position. My favorite spanking position.




Her head facing away from me, face down, and her legs straddling my waist. I loved this position because it offered closeness, and I could see my sissy's cock and reach around and edge my sissy.




My sissy girl's arms struggled to hold her weight up, which was even more embarrassing. In this position, she was vulnerable. There was no possibility of putting a hand back to deflect any of my blows.




I rubbed her ass with my hand. "How do you think you've done this month?"




She tried to turn her head, but that wasn't easy. "What... what are you going to do to me? Ms. Finch. Goddess. I've done well. I sucked your cock when you asked. You seemed pleased."




I smacked her ass. It was a gentle stroke. They'd get harder as we went. "You lied. I don't like liars. Have I always been honest?"




"I lied? About what?"




I landed another smack on the other cheek this time. 

"You're going to take ten for lying. What I want you to do after each smack say the count, and I'm a dirty cock sucking slut. I don't care that you sucked cock before, but lying and telling me you didn't is unacceptable."




"Goddess... I... I..."




I slapped her pretty ass cheeks. "I'm waiting."




"Goddess... I'm sorry I lied. I thought maybe you..."




Smack. "This is going to go on till you get it right."




"One. I'm a dirty cock-sucking slut."




Smack. 




"Two. I'm a dirty cock-sucking slut."




I grabbed my sissy's cock, and I stroked it. 




I said. "You are a good cock-sucker, sissy. I like having your lips wrapped around my cock, sucking me dry. But lying to me about it is unacceptable." I smacked my sissy's ass again, and as she repeated the mantra, I admired the pink imprint of my hand. This was just the beginning. 




I alternated between connecting with my palm, creating a more profound and louder thud, and mainly with my fingers which created a more intense sting. We made it to ten.

I massaged her ass.




"Are you okay?" I could tell from the pinkness of her ass she was struggling. But, this was necessary.




"I'm sorry, Goddess, for lying. I'm a cocksucking slut. I've always loved sucking cock. I admit it. I'm a cocksucking slut. I am. I love sucking cock, and getting fucked in the ass."




"Who's cocksucking slut are you?"




"Yours, Goddess. I'm yours."




Her answers were good. "Now, on to your bad habit of questioning my motives."




"Goddess, I'm sorry. I'll not question you again. Please. I'm sorry. My ass, please, no more. I promise."




"I think after today you'll remember; I hope so anyway because next month's review will be worse. If you don't. This time we are going to do a twenty-count. Say, the count, and I will obey my Goddess's commands without question. "




I dishonored her ass with the first spank. I used the palm of my hand, producing a resounding thud. Her legs quivered, and she said the mantra correctly. The next one violated her fleshy center, which sent a vibration into her cock. It throbbed. I connected four more times, stopped, and massaged her while telling her how pleased I was with her, but questioning was intolerable.




My next blow connected with the sides of her hips, then her undersides, back to her fleshy center. We were at nineteen. Her ass cheeks were flaming red, her legs quivered, and her voice shook when she repeated the mantra. I hoped she'd get the next one right because starting over would hurt me more than it would hurt her, but this was necessary.




After smacking her ass with the most demoralizing blow, she said. "Twenty. I will obey my Goddess's commands without question."




I was pleased. I tenderly kissed her bottom, rubbed some aloe, and expressed my pleasure.




"Wait here while I bring in your reward."


Chapter 6

I returned with six of my most productive warehouse workers: my Bulls. I said. "Gentleman, this slut of mine is for your use."

I grabbed Aiden's hand; it was shaking and perspiring. But as I led her into my private sex room, she was smiling, and all tension was gone from her face. Her cock bounced, twitched, and swung back and forth as we walked. After a month, sissies were putty in my hands. Their nipples were tender, and their sissy holes were ready for cock.

We arrived. The room slowly filled with guys; all six Bulls entered the room. I said. "This is my new sissy; she's here to serve you."

I grabbed my sissy by the head, pushed her to her knees, and said. "Mouth open."

Aiden obeyed. Her lips parted slightly, and her gaze went from one guy to another as a chorus of zippers slid down. Eight cocks of various sizes surrounded my sissy. I pulled out my phone and started snapping photos.

I was pleased when my sissy slut went to work, taking each one and keeping her other two hands busy. One guy grabbed her nipples and pinched them. Aiden clenched her jaw. I was glad my month of tenderizing her nipples worked.

Aiden was doing a great job of keeping up with these hungry guys, but it got too much after ten minutes. They struggled to get their cocks in Aiden's mouth. A black guy with the biggest cock of them all grabbed Aiden by the neck and pulled her to his cock, the guy receiving the service of Aiden's mouth protested.

Aiden barely breathed in before another cock parted her lips and slid down his throat. Aiden gagged, but her discomfort gained little sympathy from these marauders of Aiden's throat. One after another, they pillaged her throat. Aiden was getting worn out, her knees looked sore, but it wasn't over yet.

Aiden glanced at me, hoping for sympathy or help. "Do you adore me? I know you can't speak, but nod." 

As one cock left her mouth, leaving a trail of drool, she nodded.

"Do you wish to serve me? Do you love me?"

Aiden nodded. A cock pounding her face.

I said. "I think you might need some help. Gentleman, give us a moment."

"Thank you, Goddess. Thank you."  I pulled out the leather collar we'd just purchased, wrapped it around her neck, attached the leash, and pulled her back against me. "Fuck her throat, gentleman."

"Who's first?" Two of the guys asked.

I said, 'We go from smallest to largest." I surveyed the six cocks, pointed, and said. "You first."

My cock was hard now, so as the first guy stepped up, crouched down, and shoved his throbbing manhood into sissy's mouth, I rubbed my cock into the back of her head.

As the first guy punished sissy's mouth, I could feel his force in my crotch. He stopped for a moment, maybe feeling guilty or worried. Aiden's eyes watered, and drool ran down her chin. 

I reassured him. "Keep going; she likes it." I glanced down at Aiden, and Aiden looked back up at me. "Isn't that right?"

"Yes, please. I am here for their pleasure... and yours, Goddess."

I said. "Gentleman, this is taking too long. Two holes are better than one, right?"

They all nodded. I pointed to my extreme sex bench. Sissy placed her knees on the knee pads. I strapped her in. Then she put her forearms on the hand pads, and I strapped her in. Her ass was so lovely, red, and fuckable. We were going to have fun!

I lubed up sissy's ass with my finger and some lube while the first Bull straddled her face and rammed his cock into her mouth. I inserted one finger into her warm, slippery ass, still filled with cum from our earlier experience. It took less than a minute for her ass to loosen up.

The Bull's powerful masculinity pummeled my sissy's mouth. I said. "Gentleman, her ass is ready. Don't forget to smack it now and again."

Bull two stepped up, fumbled with getting his cock and hips at the right height, then with a powerful thrust, he entered sissy. She moaned. She gagged. The plundering was so fierce and intense that the chair bounced up and down. Bull two shot his load into her ass, spanked her, and left. Bull one continued to hammer my sissy's mouth, grinding away. Sissy moaned, croaked, and wailed a combination of pleasure and discomfort.

Sissy's thighs shivered.

Bull one pulled his cock out, stroked it three times, and shot his load all over sissy's face. She tried to lick it off. But was interrupted when Bull three jammed his cock into her mouth. The violation continued. Bull four straddled her and smacked her red ass several times, producing a yelp. He intruded her ass, pulled out, invaded again and again, pounding away.

Both came. I said. "Who's next?"

When Bull five entered sissy's ass, her lips pressed together, and her finger's curled. Her ass was getting sore. I stripped, grabbed my cock, and stroked as Bull six filled her mouth with his cock.

The pounding went on for another fifteen minutes. Sissy's hole had to be raw and used about now. Her throat had to be sore and tender from getting her face fucked. My cock hardened.

I stroked, watching Bull five pillage my sissy's ass. I figured she'd have used her safe word by now, but she was taking it like a true slut. I edged closer to an orgasm. Bull five screamed, pulled back on sissy's hips, and shot his load into her ass. I peeked under the table, viewing the creampie of sticky cum oozing from her ass.

Bull six shot his load over her face, destroying the once-perfect makeup.

I texted Sam. Sam entered moments later. Aiden eyes had teared up, and she had a distant look in her eyes. Her cock throbbed; it had been a month since she'd had an orgasm.

When Sam entered, I whispered in Aiden's ear. "If you want to cum, Sam is here to assist. But I'm going to fuck your ass while she jacks you off. If your ass is too worn out, we'll lock you back up, and we can try again in a couple of weeks."

"Goddess, my ass is so fucking sore. Can I masturbate? Please. I'm begging you."

"That's your option. Take or leave it."

"I can't... I'm worn out. I'm sorry."

"Are you saying you screamed with pleasure while those bulls fucked your ass? No pillaged it, and you won't let your Goddess do the same?"

"Goddess, no... it's just that it's so sore. I've been fucked by seven guys today, and they were fucking the crap out of it."

"Okay, I'll let you up, and you can rest. But you go back in the cage." I grabbed a set of dice. "I'll roll the dice, and that's how many days you remain locked up, or..." I rolled the three dice. It came up six, five, and four.

"What? Fifteen more days? Goddess, my balls ache." My sissy whined.

"Well, sissy, you can either beg me to fuck you, or you can rest your sore ass and wait fifteen days for another shot. You choose."

"Please, fuck me, Goddess. Please."

"Good choice. I'll take the smallest number; that's how many minutes you have to cum."

I straddled my sissy girl. Her ass was so loosened up it slid right in, and three guys' cum dribbled out of her ass. She'd been a good girl, so I made gentle but deep strokes driving my cock into her prostrate. Sam lubed up her hand and stroked.

Aiden exploded in less than a minute. She whined and babbled about how great her day had been. I released her from the straps and guided her to the chair I'd prepared with a pillow.

I grabbed a bottle of energy drink and let her drink. I wrapped her in a warm blanket, put on her favorite playlist, and rubbed her shoulders. I said. "Is the best job you ever had?"

Aiden chugged down her drink and laughed. "It is. I can't wait for next month's review."

I laughed. "I can't wait either."




The End
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