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CHAPTER ONE

The weekend had finally arrived after one of those extremely long, dull, grinding weeks that felt like it was never going to end. You know the type…

Nothing goes right.

Your boss is on your ass the whole time.

Each day feels like a lifetime.

Yeah, we’ve all been there. But now, finally, it was Friday night and I was ready to let loose. Well, actually, my party night was going to be on the Saturday. Friday was going to be something… different.

I was going to indulge myself.

Except it didn’t quite turn out exactly as I had planned.

Anyway.

I had managed to build up enough flex-time on the clock to be able to leave work at two on the Friday. So, just after lunch really. This was perfect as it would allow me to grab a nice coffee from the place across the road from my office block. I could sit there, chill, maybe catch up with some messages from friends or whatever.

Then, after that, I could take a nice relaxing trip to the health club. Maybe even do a quick cardio session to wash away the frustration of my dull job, before then indulging in some rest and relaxation in the jacuzzi, sauna, maybe even grab a massage?

When quitting time finally arrived on that Friday afternoon, I got up from my desk and said goodbye to my colleagues before heading straight out of the place.

Freedom!

It always amused me when it came to interacting with my colleagues. They really didn’t know me at all…

Specifically they had no idea of my secret. The fact that underneath my perfectly crisp chinos or sometimes even suit pants, I was wearing women’s panties.

Sometimes a thong.

Sometimes a high-cut pair of sports panties.

Even sometimes a frilly, super slutty lacy pair.

It was a secret that no one knew about, and I planned on keeping it that way. I just loved the feel of them on me, the taboo nature of a man feminizing himself and wearing women’s underwear was just electric to me.

I figured I would change out of my panties and into a pair of regular men’s underwear in the bathroom at the coffee house before then heading to the gym. You know, to avoid any embarrassing

incidents in the locker room – although, to be honest, this was something I had fantasized about happening to me for quite some time.

But strictly fantasy – I’d never want it to actually happen. The truth about me was that I was a pretty damned private person. I kept myself to myself, never allowing the veneer to drop from around me.

No, the idea of being exposed as a panty wearing sissy in real life wasn’t something I wanted or would actually enjoy.

Or so I thought…


CHAPTER TWO

I walked into Rival Coffee and was immediately blown away by the aromatic air of a fresh batch of coffee being ground and served.

I loved it.

There was a busy, bustling vibe to the place too. I figured that on Friday a lot of people tried to get off from work as early as possible, allowing them to roll into the weekend feeling as relaxed as possible.

I decided to treat myself and order a little snack bar to go with my coffee. I mean, I was going to the health club afterwards so would burn off the calories within minutes, right?

Anyway, my coffee was good. Really good. It was one of the speciality coffees they had in that month, and even though I’m not exactly an expert when it comes to coffee, I really could taste the difference on this one.

It was on point.

And, actually, I could feel the stress and strain of the week lifting off me with every sip. Clearly the sign of a well poured coffee and tasty snack bar.

I couldn’t help but by distracted though by a woman sitting a couple of tables away from me. Yes, she was very hot… a little older than me, immaculately made-up and dressed.

Glamourous even.

But there was something else about her. She had a kind of poise and presence that was evident just by looking at how she held herself. I hadn’t even spoken to her but somehow knew that she would be able to run rings around me.

Then, suddenly, she cast her eyes in my direction.

Damn, I had been busted.

Embarrassed, I felt my cheeks burning bright red and I promptly looked away, burying my head in my cell phone and pretending to read something on the screen.

That always works, right?

Well, I could sense that her eyes were burning a hole in me but just couldn’t bare to look back up. There was something about her I couldn’t deal with.

An intensity.

A power.

I was normally pretty okay with women, but she was different.

So, I decided to finish my coffee and get to the health club in double quick time. But, in my rush, I managed to get myself all

tangled up between my chair and the intricate workings of the table leg.

Total disaster… I felt myself actually falling over.

Even worse? When I looked up, the woman was standing there, towering above me, her perfectly lean, long legs looking absolutely incredible in her tight yoga pants.

“Cute,” she said, smiling wickedly before walking away, her majestically round ass and athletic figure walking off and out of the coffee shop.

Totally embarrassed, humiliated even, I felt the chill I had built up from the coffee and snack bar almost totally disappear. I needed to hit the health club ASAP to get it back, I knew that for sure.

But, as it turned out, my trip to the health club was anything but relaxing…

CHAPTER THREE

I arrived at the health club with the woman from the coffee shop still in my mind. Why the hell had I had to have fallen over so embarrassingly in front of her? It was like something from a nightmare.

And then the way she simply said “cute” and walked off…

That was the worst part. The humiliation of it, the way I had been so helpless, so vulnerable as she had stood over me, a slight mocking tone in her voice.

I decided to hit the gym and get my cardio in, hoping that a blast on the cycle would centre me and getting me feeling a bit more chilled out again.

It worked too.

I built up a real sweat, even beat my personal best – one I hadn’t come close to for a few weeks.

Then, to my total horror, the woman from the coffee shop appeared, fresh from a yoga class by the looks of it, and made a direct line for me.

I felt myself blush again, even having just finished a hardcore cardio session, it must have been so obvious to her that I was a shy, nervous mess around her.

“What is it with sissies and cardio?” she said, totally cool and calm like it was no big deal. “I guess you all want cute little butts for your panties?”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

I was dumbstruck, and had no idea what to say.

“Yes, that’s right,” she laughed. “I saw those panties of yours pop out the top of your chinos as you lay there on the floor like the dumb sissy bimbo you clearly aspire to be.”

I was mortified.

Panicking, I looked around to see if anyone was listening to her. Mercifully, we were alone and everyone else was too busy getting on with their workouts or heading to the showers.

“Please, I don’t know what to say,” I replied, pathetically desperate for her to not publicly disgrace me right there on the gym floor.

“Oh, you are such a little beta,” she said, her eyes looking me up and down. “Don’t worry, I’m going to look after you know, you

silly little sissy. First things first, get yourself showered and clean. Then, meet me in the steam room.”

“Yes, Miss,” I said, accepting anything she was saying simply to get myself out of this humiliating moment.

“Oh, and make sure you’ve got your panties on underneath your towel,” she said. “And it’s Miss Kelly to you from now on. Got it?”

“Yes, Miss Kelly,” I said, my voice trembling, but a surge of excitement coming over me.

With that, she turned and walked towards the female changing room. I knew she wouldn’t take kindly to tardiness, so moved my ass as quickly as I could to the changing room, my mind spinning and heart racing in equal measure.

CHAPTER FOUR

With my towel wrapped tightly around my waist, and my panties underneath as per Miss Kelly’s instructions, I walked into the steam room and took a seat.

It was just me in there. Which, I figured, was probably a good thing. At least I was there ahead of Kelly too. The last thing I needed was to give her an excuse to give me another public dressing down.

The door opened and to my horror three huge guys walked in. The had the build of pro football players, absolutely huge specimens with muscles on top of muscles.

I was tiny in comparison.

All I could do was sit there in silences as they laughed and joked amongst themselves. Right now, Kelly was a million miles from my thoughts, all I could think about was the prospect of these men discovering that I was wearing a pair of panties underneath my towel.

But it wasn’t just the fact they were panties.

It was the kind of panties they were…

Small, pink with a white waistband, very high cut.

In other words, totally feminine and unmistakably the kind of thing a sissy would wear.

I was getting so nervous about my secret being exposed that I was right at the point of getting up to leave, my body actually beginning to stand up from the seat. But, just as I was about to rise, Kelly walked in.

She immediately stood in the centre of the steam room and let her towel drop to the floor, her body looking imperiously perfect in nothing but a sheer white one piece swimsuit, cut high on her toned, strong thighs.

“Pick it up,” she said to me, her voice clear, commanding and not to be messed with.

I didn’t dare disobey her.

Despite the total humiliation of exposing myself as being under her control in front of these men, I knew that much worse would have been in store had I refused.

“Good, now come and sit next to me,” Kelly said, not even attempting to keep her voice down. “Oh, and lose the towel. Hang it up next to mine.”

My heart began to race.

Could I do it?

Did I dare to disobey her?

What would the men think when they saw my panties?

“That was not a request,” Kelly said, her voice showing a very clear hint of steel to it. “Drop the towel and come over here right now.”

That was it, I had no choice.

I placed the towel on the hook and felt the steam hit my exposed panties. I felt utterly degraded then as I walked past the men, a brief silence coming over them as they witnessed my slender frame and even smaller panties right before them.

“Wiggle that tushie,” Kelly said, enjoying the sight of my humiliation. “Show me how a sissy like you likes to parade and show off your girly figure and sexy panties.”

Kelly began to laugh.

“What do you reckon guys?” she called out to the men, her question met with laughter and some lewd responses that made me blush hard, my face turning a beetroot colour. “Oh, they like you, sissy.”

I took my seat next to her and attempted to place my hands over my lap to hide my shame. Kelly took my hands and smacked them hard.

“You never cover up your panties unless I tell you to,” she said, admonishing me. “Especially when you have a cute little beta-bulge.”

She spread my legs open with her hands and laughed and giggled at the sight of my stiff dick pushing up and making a tent in my panties.

“Good job you’ve got such a small little pencil-dick,” she laughed. “Actually let me see it in the flesh. Raise those cute little hips for me.”

I did as I was told and gasped as she pulled the front of my panties down and allowed my stiff dick to spring out. I was close to cumming, even without any kind of stimulation. There was something about the way I had totally given total control over to Kelly, plus the fact that she was simply stunning in both her looks and her demeanour.

I was realising that I was born to be a submissive sissy.

That it was way more than just fantasy.

“Such a cute, silly, useless little thing,” Kelly said, spitting on my dick, pushing me closer to the edge. “Does it want to make cummies for me? And for the guys?”

At that point, Kelly beckoned the men over.

“Guys, show my little pet what real dicks look like,” Kelly said, playfully pulling on my nipples. “Now, sissy, do you see what real dick-meat is meant to look like?”

I gasped at the sight of four big, thick, long dicks now bouncing and flexing in front of me. Each cock dwarfed mine in every single sense of the word.

“Jerk yourselves onto my little sissy,” Kelly said. “Cover him in your bull cum, your thick, salty, plentiful alpha cum.”

I was getting so close to cumming myself now, and just as the thick spurts of the men’s jism flew onto my body and my face, my own sissy clit erupted…

“There it is!” Kelly laughed, slapping my face and spitting into my open mouth, adding to the cum that was still flying onto me. “You naughty, slutty little beta-boi. You’re pathetic, useless, and in need of some serious training. Well don’t worry, you’re with the right woman. Now, get down on your knees and eat my ass hole.”

With that, Kelly pushed me off the seat and turned around and removed her swimsuit, promptly then presenting me with her big, perfectly majestic ass cheeks which she parted and held open.

“Now, eat!” she bellowed. “Prepare my booty and my pussy for the men to satisfy with their real dicks.”

Totally in a daze, yet feeling more natural than I had ever done before in a sexual situation, I got on my knees and buried my face in my Mistress’s ass.

This was my life now… a sissy panty slut in training.
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CHAPTER ONE

I had moved around quite a fair bit over the last couple of years. Basically, I was attempting to scale the corporate ladder as quickly as I could, the by-product of this being that I was taking promotions and career moves whenever, and wherever, they came up.

This was working well for my bank balance, sure.

But in terms of meeting a woman to settle down with? Not so great. I mean, with the knowledge fully in my head that if an offer came up I would be out of town without a second thought, it wasn’t exactly conducive to building a life with someone.

So, what this had meant was a series of pretty unsatisfying hook-ups and short term relationships that I had just kind of drifted in and out of, my mind quickly wandering and moving on to the next person.

I guess sometimes the sex was fun, but overall it was pretty uninspiring to tell the truth. So, when I moved into a new apartment building with my latest job, I didn’t hold out much hope for things being any different.

Why would I?

Another new city, another promotion, and probably the same process repeated again a few months down the line, right?

But, I couldn’t deny that my new apartment was pretty incredible. It was owned by the company and situated in a really old-money type of building. The kind of apartment where only the seriously rich live, the people who probably have enough money that they wouldn’t have to work again even if they lived for the next thousand years.

So, yeah, seriously well-off neighbours.

I had only been there a week, but was already getting the impression that these were people from a seriously different strata of society. That said, I hadn’t actually spoken to anyone, merely observed.

One of the benefits of the building was the concierge service that covered everything from meals to laundry. And speaking of which, I was a bit surprised that evening when one of the building staff knocked on my door and handed over a freshly laundered basket of clothes.

But, I hadn’t actually put anything in the wash?

I was taking a work-call though so rather than say anything figured I would take the basket and call down to have it picked up and taken to the correct room a bit later.

However, as soon as I got off the call, curiosity got the better of me…

Rifling through the basket I was coming into contact with the finest, most sensual women’s panties, bras, suspenders and pantyhose imaginable.

I wanted to try them on.

To feel them on my body.

To wear them, parade around in them.

Well, if I try on one pair, that won’t be so bad, will it? I thought, picking out a pure lace, brilliant white pair of panties that left absolutely nothing to the imagination.

In the privacy of my apartment, what could possibly go wrong?

CHAPTER TWO

I stripped myself naked in double quick time.

I was desperate to feel the panties on my thighs, my ass, and over my rapidly hardening dick too. I felt a surge of naughtiness, the thrill you get when you know you really shouldn’t be doing something.

But do it anyway…

I knew I couldn’t cum inside the panties, and I was conscious of stretching them out of shape too, so my plan was to only stay in

them for a little bit, pull them off, and then jerk myself to climax with the thrill of having worn them still super-fresh.

I walked over to the tall mirror in the corridor of my apartment that led to the front door. I turned and twisted, feeling completely slutty and like some kind of feminized slut parading herself for the pleasure of a Mistress or Master.

Exactly the kind of thing I would often fantasize about.

At this point was dick was rock hard, absolutely throbbing inside the lacy confines of the panties. If they hadn’t have been someone else’s panties, I would definitely have been on my hands and knees tugging and jerking myself off right there and then.

But, I knew this was too good to be true.

The panties would have to come off, I would need to relief myself when they were safely out of reach of my cum.

And this is exactly what I proceeded to do, too.

When I was done, I carefully placed the panties back in the laundry basket and called down to reception to make them aware of their mistake.

The concierge came to collect the laundry basket and apologised for his error. I told him not to worry, laughing to myself about how he had absolutely no idea, even remotely, of what had been going on just a few short minutes ago.

It was my secret.

But like most things, secrets have a funny way of finding the light of day…


CHAPTER THREE

The next hour or so was a case of me just chilling, casually scanning the various streaming services for a movie to watch later. Oh, and considering what kind of takeout food to have delivered.

I was still on a high from my personal panty session, the sensation and luxury feel of the panties still embedded in my brain.

I knew full well what I would be jerking off over later, that was for absolute certain. My mind began to wonder about whose panties they were too…

The size told me it was someone with a trim waist.

The style suggested someone classy who at the same time wasn’t scared to be sexy either. So, full of confidence and sex-drive.

I wondered whether she was the same age, or maybe a little older. After all, most of the building’s residents did seem to be at least a little bit older than me, which made total sense.

I guess I kind of had a picture in my head of who she was. Kind of a Hollywood queen, glamourous, classy, and definitely used to getting what she wanted.

Even imagining this woman was making me get hard again, but I really didn’t want to cum so soon, much preferring to save it up for later when I could really indulge myself in a nice, long edging session in my bed once I’d watched the movie and eaten my evening meal.

Well, that was the plan.

And it was all going in that direction too… except I in no way banked on the possibility that just before bed, at around eleven thirty PM, I would get a knock at my apartment door.

A firm, rat-a-tat-tat knock.

Over and over.

Impatient.

Demanding.

Angry.

As I stood up from my sofa to see who it was, I felt something inside me, like a churning sensation. Of course, I didn’t know who it was knocking – how could I? – but something just told me it was…


CHAPTER FOUR

“Yes?” I said, trying to sound laid-back as I opened the door to the sight of a simply stunning woman, clearly a resident. “Can I help you?”

There was a pause.

I felt the woman look me up and down, the cogs of her brain clearly ticking over, deciding something, judging me…

“Make sense,” she said. “Now if you’ll step to one side and allow me in and might not report you to the building security for defacing my personal belongings.”

Oh no.

This was my worst nightmare.

I immediately figured out she was the owner of the laundry, and of course specifically… the panties.

I stepped to the side and watched as she walked past me down the corridor and into the living room.

“Small, but nice I guess,” she said, looking around, evaluating pretty much every aspect of me. “Not quite what I’m used to up on the thirtieth floor, of course.”

I gasped.

She literally lived in one of the penthouses. Those places were estimated to be worth in excess of twenty million dollars each. Serious real estate owned by the seriously wealthy.

And with money, comes power…

“Now, we both know what you did,” she said, smiling wickedly. “So, are you going to own up? Or do I have to call security, have you

evicted, and then put a call in to your employers too? After all, I do have them on speed dial seeing as I am a rather important client of theirs.”

She was showing her hand, that was for sure.

And I had absolutely no answer to her.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I just held them, nothing more.”

She shook her head.

“No, do not lie to me,” she bellowed. “do you think I’m stupid? You think I can’t tell when my panties have been tried on by a snivelling little slut like you?

“Please, no, I admit it,” I said, the anger in her voice totally intimidating me and making me close to panic. “I admit everything. I’m sorry. It will never, ever happen again.”

She simply laughed.

I watched as she walked over to me, her sizeable breasts jiggling ever so slightly underneath her tight, luxury sweater.

“You’re mine now,” she said. “You will call me Madame Lauren and you will strip out of those totally inappropriate clothes right this second!”

“Yes Madame Lauren,” I said, sweating, my heart racing as I removed my clothes, prompting laughter and jeers from Lauren as I revealed my average body and decidedly less than average sized dick too.

“Hmm, well it’s hard to believe that such a small cock even made the slightest of impacts on my panties,” Lauren said, walking around me, tracing her fingers over my body, giving me goosebumps as I accepted the situation totally submissively, not even attempting to negotiate or find a way out. “Now, first things first!”

With that she grabbed me by my ear and roughly marched me over to my sofa where she promptly sat down and dragged me over her lap.

What followed was a hard spanking, her pin-point spanks making my ass cheeks redden and eventually begin to throb as she showed zero mercy, chastising and admonishing me the entire time.

“Disgusting little pervert!”

“Panty slut!”

“Sissy bitch-boi!”

“You thank me for each and every one of these spanks!”

I was crying out in pain, desperate for it to end, pleading for mercy. Yes, she was slim and extremely feminine – but that didn’t mean she wasn’t super athletic and strong too.

“I’m sorry, Madame,” I said, the spanking finally over. “Please, let me make it up to you, please, I’m so sorry for being such a sissy loser.”

“You truly are pathetic, that was just the warm up,” Lauren laughed, reaching into her handbag and pulling out a thick, bulbous, bright pink butt-plug. “I hope that sissy tushie of yours lets this in without too much trouble.”

Before I knew what was happening, Lauren squirted lube over my ass hole and began to press the plug on my puckered, hungry hole. I let out a deep moan as it pushed passed my opening and accommodated itself inside me.

“Interesting, it seems like you enjoyed that?” Lauren said, pushing and vibrating the plug with her fingers, prompting more moans of pleasure from me. “It must be utterly humiliating and degrading to be having this done to you, but yet you seem to be getting harder?”

She flopped me off her lap and stood over me, my sissy dick rock hard and twitching, not far from cumming. With a truly wicked smile on her face she began to massage my dick with her foot, making me moan out in pleasure, naked and exposed, being dominated so absolutely.

“Such a useless little sissy clitty,” she said, enjoying the look of shock on my face as she pressed her foot down harder on my dick. “No wonder you enjoy wearing panties. Well, I’ll show you the only way my sissy panty-bois get to cum. Legs up, over towards your shoulders. I want that hard little dicklet pointing right at your sissy face.”

I did as I was told.

Lauren crouched down and ran her finger up and down my shaft, pushing me closer to the edge. Then, sensing I was too close to stop myself, she firmly grabbed my dick and wanked it hard and fast, almost instantly making me shoot my load all over my face.

“Open that mouth, swallow your cum like the little wannabe cocksucker you are,” she roared, jerking and wanking every last drop of cum out of me. “Yes, that’s it. You’re mine now. And if you want to stay living here, and if you want to keep your job, you’ll do well to remember that. Got it?”

“Yes Madame Laure,” I replied, breathless, totally degraded but feeling truly exhilarated at the same time. “I’m your sissy, use me, punish me when I let you down, do what you want to me.”

“Good, now let’s get you some panties to wear,” Lauren replied, knowing that I really was under her control now. "So. On all fours, crawl behind me. We'll take the elevator up to my place and really make a start on your transformation into my new sissy object."

I was still dazed, still hadn’t fully processed what had happened, but knew one thing for sure… Madame Lauren was the woman I had been looking for all along.
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CHAPTER ONE

From the very first pair of panties I had tried on, I knew that I was a natural born sissy slut.

Totally cock hungry.

Thirsting to have my holes filled and used.

Ready and willing to be used and punished.

Submissive and desperate to be controlled by a strict, sensual and totally domineering woman.

When I met Amanda, I knew that she would change my life. she was a former Olympic lacrosse player, a graduate of Rice Estate

College, pretty much the most exclusive Ivy League school on the East Coast, and one of the smartest, sharpest women I had ever met.

From our first meeting it was clear that she would take me under her wing and turn me into the kind of feminized, obedient little beta male that I knew I was.

She knew it too.

From the first time she pushed her strap-on dick into my ass and laughed as I pushed my virgin ass back on it, despite the discomfort, she knew that she had found the perfect sissy plaything.

She loved to dress me in the lustiest panty-sets, really lurid, neon panties and bras that had cut-outs in all the right places if you get what I mean.

Nothing was too extreme for Amanda.

She would punish me in restaurant bathrooms, in front of her friends at her twenty bedroom beach house in the millionaire’s

playground that was Mitchell Rise Cove, and pretty much wherever took her fancy.

She loved to play games too, seeing how far she could push me.

So, with her out of town for a week on a business meeting that would almost certainly add another huge lump of cash to her already astronomically large set of assets, I was fully expecting to be put to the test.

Of course, as always, Amanda did hold back…


CHAPTER TWO

I felt my cell phone buzz in my coat jacket and took it out. The message was from Amanda and as usually, she didn’t hold back with what she was saying to me:

Well, hello sissy. I hope you are behaving today and haven’t had too many naughty urges, I know what that tiny little sissy clitty is like, don’t I? I am doing very well here, the deal is making excellent progress and should be completed soon. So. Here’s my challenge for you today. In approximately half an hour you will receive a special package… I want you to put the special present on and then wait, on all fours, until the doorbell rings again. I’ll give you a clue. 1 thong and 3 big, black dicks… you do the math. Don’t worry, I will be watching live… just make sure you set the laptop up and I’ll connect when the action start. I want to see you put on a show for me, panty-boi! Your cruel, incredible, loving Mistress, Amanda XoXo

My heart raced as I closed the message and put the phone down on the side cabinet. I had been planning to leave the apartment to pick up some supplies, but that plan was very much on the backburner now, that much was clear.

The next thirty minutes flew by, barely giving me time to process what was going to happen. But when the package arrived, I opened it and pulled out the tiniest, smoothest, silver thong I had ever seen.

It was slutty.

It was scandalously small.

For a sissy like me, it was absolutely perfect.

CHAPTER THREE

I waited nervously, the thong right up inside my ass, on all fours and ready to accept whatever was coming my way.

Amanda had said three big black dicks…

I guess there wasn’t too much room for confusion or mystery there, was there?

Then, out of the quiet, I heard voices.

Loud, confident, aggressive voices getting closer and closer.

Then the door handle turning to the door.

Footsteps approaching…

I couldn’t bare to turn around and look, other than a quick glance up at the laptop screen. Amanda was there, a big smile on her face as she noticed me looking up at her.

She blew me a kiss… mocking me, teasing me, knowing that I was totally submissive to her every want and desire, as evidenced by the position I had put myself in right then.

“Ass higher in the air, bitch,” the first voice said, a big hand slapping down on my exposed cheek.

I whimpered in pain and shock.

Then, I gasped as one man came around and stood in front of me. He must have been at least six foot four, his strong, borad body a true example of absolute masculine power.

About as far from a sissy beta like me as you could ever get.

He removed his clothes, a big, semi-hard dick bouncing in front of my face and then rammed inside my mouth.

“Suck, slut,” he said, grabbing my hair and pushing my head down roughly, making me feel like the worthless sissy cock-sucker I was. “That’s it, you slurp and work that tongue.”

Meanwhile, I felt my thong being pulled and pulled to tearing point, the other two men laughing as it snapped back into place, my booty cheeks wobbling, the extra squats I had been doing to build the perfect panty-boi booty clearly paying off.

I felt my cheeks being parted and lube being squirted onto my ass hole, the cold slimy liquid readying me for the thick, bulbous dick head that was soon enough pushing its way inside me.

“That’s it, men!” Amanda said over the video call. “Pick him up and split him in two! I want you to cum in his mouth and his ass at the same time if you can. Meanwhile, slave, get your hands wrapped around the other dick and jerk it onto your face and into your hair. I want to see you really make a spectacle of yourself.”

The men laughed and followed Amanda’s instructions, my entire mind melting as I was taken in both my ass and my mouth, the strong men showing no mercy as they pummelled and pumped on me, my silver thong falling off my foot onto the floor.

As both my hands wanked the huge dick, making it splash its seed all over my face, I heard Amanda laughing and applauding, hurling out insults as my cum overed face suddenly had that unmistakable, shocked expression that happens when someone cums inside it.

“That’s it, fill my little slut up with your salty cum,” she said, clearly fully enjoying the show being put on with her. “Harder! Deeper! Make my little bitch squeal and sissygasm in delight.”

At that point, perfectly in tune with Amanda’s demands, I felt myself cum too, my by comparison tiny dicklet firing out cum over the floor.

“Make sure you clean that up with your tongue!” Amanda said. “Remember, I’m hear watching you. Thank you gentlemen, you’ve been great. I think though that next time, I’ll need to be there in person to get the full experience.”

The men got dressed and left, not even acknowledging my existence. I was just a weak, beta cum-dump to them. Nothing more, nothing less.

“So, sissy, one thong and three big black dicks,” Amanda laughed. “I’ll see you soon. Don’t worry, I’ll have plenty more fun and games in store for you too.”

With that, she logged off.

Exhausted, used, but also totally fulfilled, I simply lay there on the floor, gradually got my breath back, and began counting down the days until Amanda’s return.
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CHAPTER ONE

I was new in the city, having decided to switch up my job and head over to the East Coast for a change of life.

Still, some things stayed the same…

Behind the respectability of my six figure salary, tailored suits, and top level saloon car, I had a secret. Sure, I was in charge of a team of twenty workers beneath me. And, yes, I did go head to head with senior directors from time to time if it meant that I could get a good deal through for my department.

But…

Beneath the veneer of corporate skills, office power-plays, and expensive lunches, I was a sissy. I liked nothing more than wearing panties – which I did every day underneath my expensive suit pants. When I was at home I would often strip right down and match the panties with an equally scandalous bra, stockings, suspenders.             

And it didn’t stop there, either.

I would head to my bedroom and access my array of toys – the kind of sexual aids that seemed to be a sissy’s dream.

Thick, chunky butt-plugs.

High voltage vibrators.

Long, thick, black schlong dildos.

The only thing that was missing was a mistress to really put me in my place and train me. The thing was, I wasn’t even sure if I wanted that extra level of commitment or engagement with the feminized sub-dom lifestyle.

I was pretty comfortable with the level that I was operating at.

But, of course, part of me did wonder what it would be like to be owned, punished, mocked and truly feminized by a strict, beautiful and wickedly cruel woman.

That’s why as I began to settle into my new job and my new city, I began to get more and more curious about meeting a woman who could do just this.

So, with this in mind, I did a little digging online and began to find out more and more about what appeared to be a pretty wild, long-established local scene for this kind of thing.

My curiosity growing, sitting at my desk at home in nothing but a tiny red thong, my dick hard and pulsing inside, I saw an advert for somewhere called The Sissy Club.

My heart just started to race as soon as I read the words.

Then looked at the images from the club night.

The next event was that weekend.

I couldn’t… could I?


CHAPTER TWO

The day of the Sissy Club event, I was barely able to think of anything else. Having read the details online, I knew that there was an area designated to sissies looking for a mistress to serve under.

The thought thrilled and terrified me in equal measure.

I mean, fantasizing about it was one thing, but to actually go through with it? Well, that seemed like a very different ball game to say the least.

Still, something inside me told me that this was what I wanted.

What I craved in fact.

So, with that in mind, I prepared my body by going for a full wax, and lowered my calorie intake for the days leading up to the event to get myself looking slim, on point, but still with the cute little sissy ass I had been working on via a seriously punishing regime that involved what felt like thousands of squats and side-crunches per day.

For the event, I was going to go in a cheerleader outfit with a pair of virginal white panties underneath and matching bra too. I figured this was fun, naughty, and might appeal to an experienced mistress who would push me to develop a wilder side.

I looked in the mirror, my tight waist and peachy ass were accentuated by the classic slutty cheerleader costume and I felt myself getting hard inside my panties, then blushing as I spun around in front of the mirror and cheekily bent over, my plaid skirt riding up to reveal my panty covered ass.

Well, you can’t say I wasn’t committed to living the lifestyle, right?

Anyway, the time came for me to drive to the event. Hopping into my new BMW, I felt the kind of butterflies that skip and hop all over your body, the sheer thrill of what I was doing making me excited, nervous, and just about ready to take this huge step into the unknown.

CHAPTER THREE

The club was suitably luxuriously kitted out, the soft, classically elegant décor the perfect setting for the kind of jaw-droppingly attractive women I was witnessing before me as I nervously stepped into the room.

Right away, it was pretty much a case of stimulation overload as I witnessed one sissy in nothing but a pair of crotchless fishnet panties being slapped and spanked by two formidable looking women who seemed to be taking great delight at his whimpering

and crying out in pain as they heated up his ass with their accurate, hard spanks.

Then, to my other side, I witnessed a Latina goddess squatting over a slave, lying on his back, his tongue poking out and then suddenly squashed as she brought her big, sculpted and naked ass down on his face.

She bounced and laughed, calling him every degrading name under the sun as she worked and ground her ass all over his face as a small group of women gathered and watched, laughing and spitting on his body, some crouching down and slapping his exposed dick too.

I must have been staring like a total novice.

I mean, I was effectively a virgin when it came to this kind of thing. It was like I was seeing everything from my deepest, dirtiest fantasies come to life.

“Does it scare you?” the voice came from behind me.

I turned around and found myself in the shadow of a tall, elegant woman who also happened to have the curves of a 1950s pin-up girl. Her face was classily made-up and she had the clear demeanour of someone who knew exactly how good she looked.

Dressed in an elegant, form-fitting pant-suit and crisp white shirt that was unbuttoned enough to reveal a hefty, very intimidating cleavage, she introduced herself to me as Victoria.

I kind of recognised her, but couldn’t place where exactly.

“I asked you a question,” she said, her eyes looking me up and down, judging me, a hint of a smile on her face as I struggled to overcome my nerves. “Okay, how about I beat some answers out of you then instead.”

With that she firmly gripped my arm and marched me over to one of the semi-private booths that circled the room. She tossed me over her strong lap and lifted my plaid skirt up, tucking it into my cheerleader top.

“Hmm, virgin white panties?” she said, her fingers already underneath my waistband, squeezing and fondling me. “Time for these to come down and for me to get some answers out of you my shy little sissy-boi.”

Her initial flurry of spanks came down hard, her accuracy and strength perfectly dovetailing to have me crying out for mercy, while also answering her questions…

Yes, I’m a panty-boi sissy!

No, I don’t have a mistress!

I like to wear panties, pretend to be a dick-sucking slut, yes!

I deserve punishment! Thank you!

I am a submissive little bitch, a beta loser who needs to be owned by a strong woman!

I almost couldn’t believe how she was making me drop my inhibitions so totally, and it was just the fact that she was spanking me.

No, it was something else.

Something deeper.

I was enjoying giving myself to her, the pain and humiliation only serving to convince me that this was something I was born to do.

“Now, slut, it’s time for me to test that tongue of yours,” Victoria said. “Lie down on here. Tell me, do you wish to serve my sweet ass, my perfect pussy?”

“Yes, Miss,” I replied, my eyes widening as she removed her pants and then her tight, high-cut black panties too to reveal a round, strong, feminine ass and around the front a thin strip of dark pubic hair that led down to her glistening, perfectly pink lips. “Thank you for letting me serve you.”

“Enough sucking up!” she laughed, crouching down and holding my mouth in her hands, shaking my head. “It’s time to serve. Work that tongue. You don’t stop until I cum, got it?”

Then, without any hesitation, she got on top of me, clenched her thighs, squeezing my neck and head, laughing as she saw the look of fear and respect in my eyes.

She loosened her grip and then began bouncing and gyrating, alternating between providing her booty and cunt for my tongue to lick, lap, slurp and suck on.

I was worked to overdrive, my breathing tested to the limit until I began to feel her orgasm coming on, her wetness totally covering my face as she squeezed her thighs super-hard one last time, her legs trembling a little as she came.

“Well, that’s clearly a strength,” she said, standing over me, her face a little red but her composure returned. “Now let’s see this little maggot.”

Victoria then pulled my panties right the way off me, bursting into laughter at the sight of my dick, rock hard, desperate for release.

She must have sensed how close I was to cumming.

“Go on, sissy, I give you permission,” she said. “I want you to make your sissy cummies, go on – make a mess for me, show me how horny you are, how much of a pathetic beta you are, how much you love serving a strong woman, being taunted and humiliated and used. Yes, that’s it, wank yourself for me, slut. Just imagine all the things we’ll be doing together from now on. That’s right, I own you now. You came to the club looking for a mistress and now you’ve found one. Oooh, yes, there it is! There’s that disgusting piggy beta cum. What a loser. I hope you enjoyed that?”

I was panting, in shock from how hard I had cum.

The humiliation had pushed me to cum harder and more satisfyingly than I ever had before.

“Yes, Mistress Victoria,” I answered. “Thank you, I would love to serve you.”

“Good,” she replied. “Now eat your mess up, every drop, then fetch me a drink from the bar. Tell them it’s for Madame Victoria, they know what I like.”

As I followed her instructions, the salty taste of my cum compounded by Victoria laughing and mocking me as I licked it up and swallowed it, I felt like the day I came to The Sissy Club was going to live long in my memory… but what would follow would probably be even more scandalous than I could even comprehend right at that moment.
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CHAPTER ONE

Stacey walked over to me with a look of thunder in her face. I mean, she looked like she was absolutely furious and I was the target of that rage…

“You absolute idiot,” she said, “I cannot believe you sent me wrong files to me to work on and now, what, you expect me to go over them all again?”

I stuttered some kind of response.

I mean, she was kind of right. I had screwed up.

“This isn’t even the first time it’s happened,” she said, her face turning a bright red as she continued to admonish me. “You’re meant to be, like, my boss. But.. you’re a total moron? Go figure.”

I was taken aback by just how hard she was going.

 I mean, Stacey had a reputation around the office. She was young, only recently having graduated, and was often late, cheeky with senior employers, and basically did what she wanted.

It was like she had no fear of getting fired.

Why?

Well, that could have been in part down to the fact that she was incredibly hot. She had done modelling work in the past and had the attitude and entitlement to go with it.

But this was too far.

 I had to say something.

“Listen, Stacey, you’re upset, but you cannot talk to a colleague like this,” I said, my voice wavering a little as she stood there, her pert breasts and nipples clearly visible underneath her t-shirt. “I, um, you need to watch your, um attitude.”

Stacey looked me up and down, laughed, and then simply walked off. I was left standing there like a fool and ended up simply skulking back to my office for some respite.

Or so I thought…

CHAPTER TWO

I walked into my office and Stacey was in there.

What the hell?

This was way, way too far but before I could say anything, she made her position very clear.

“You know, I saw that little boner in your pants earlier,” she said, leaning back in my chair like she owned it. “Are you one of those sissies who just gets off from being shouted at, reprimanded, told what a sad little loser you are? Yeah, that look on your face tells its own story. God, it’s a joke that you’re anything more than a mail room boy to be honest. Are you getting hard right now?”

I blushed.

There was something about the way she was abusing me that really was turning me on, I couldn’t deny it. But to admit this to her would be career suicide…

“I, um, listen this is totally unacceptable,” I spluttered, clearly out of my depth and not able to handle her.

Stacey smiled.

She had me where she wanted me.

She knew it, and so did I…

“Please, if we can just maybe forget about this,” I said, trying to find a way out. “How about a day off tomorrow, on me?”

Stacey laughed.

“Sad little beta trying to please his bully?” she said. “No, no, no. I think you’ll find that I call the shots here.”

She then stood up and walked over to me and grabbed by dick through my pants and squeezed, pushing me then down onto my knees.

“Kiss my feet,” she said, her toes protruding through her open sandals. “Kiss them, lick between them, show me what a good pet you’ll be for me to play with and punish.”

I don’t know why, but I simply followed her instructions. It was like on some level it just felt like the right thing to do. It was madness, I knew that, but she was so intimidating, so incredibly hot, and so in control that I felt like it was my best option…

“Good, that’s cute,” she said. “Now, on your feet, strip and show me that little boner so I can laugh at it. If it’s small enough, I’ll let you wear my panties too.”

With that, she put her hands up her skirts and proceeded to pull out of pair of lime green panties, very racy, tiny, and with a hint of a wet patch around the crotch.

“Oh, I see you like the thought of wearing panties?” she said, watching as I stripped down, totally broken by her. “And yes, that little bitch-dick is very definitely small enough to qualify for my panties.”

She handed me the panties and giggle as I pulled them up over my hard dick. But worse was to come, far worse…

“Now, just to make this official,” she said, attaching a strap on dildo around her waist. “I’m going to take your sissy ass right here in your office. I assume it’s a virgin ass hole, but whatever, that’ll just make it more fun. So, what are you waiting for, slut, bend over. And hold on tight!”

She pulled my panties to one side and as her lubed up dildo pushed against my puckered hole, I let out a moan, much to her delight.

“That’s it, you show me what a little slut you are for cock,” she said, gripping me firmly and beginning to drive the dildo deeper and

deeper, spanking my ass and dragging her nails down my back as she did, totally delighting in how totally submissive I was and how easy I had been to break and turn into her slut.

As she pumped, she reached her hands down to my cock and despite it having gone soft initially from the sock of having my ass filled and fucked for the first time, it was now hard again, throbbing and close to orgasm.

“Give me your sissy cummies,” she said, jerking my dick, gripping it firmly and drawing a quick blast of cum, my mind totally gone as I was fucked and milked. “Now, be a good slut and eat it.”

She lifted her hand to my face and pushed her cum-covered fingers into my mouth, laughing as I choked and coughed, my gag-reflex shocked into action as my own salty cum mixed with Stacey’s merciless fingers pumped in and out of my mouth.

“Don’t worry, this won’t be the last time you have cum in your mouth,” she said, finally bringing my ass-fucking to an end. “Except next time, it won’t be your own.”

“Yes, Stacey,” I said, placing myself at her feet, totally submissive. “Thank you for punishing me and making me your panty-boi.”

What had started out as being bullied by the office brat was suddenly looking like developing into something much deeper.

And it did too.

There would be more punishment, my boundaries would be obliterated over and over again, as Stacey used and abused me to enact any and every fantasy and scenario that crossed her mind.

But that’s a story for another time…
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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.
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