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CHAPTER ONE

It had all been a bit of a whirlwind. New city, new job, new boss…

New wife?

Davina was a few years older than me, my boss at work, and very much my boss in my personal life too. As soon as we had met, it was clear that there was chemistry between us.

I mean, she was seriously hot. Despite being a little older, her body was in incredible, totally immaculate condition. She worked out, hard. She looked after herself, eating a great diet and reading extensively on all things health related. The fact that she was naturally stunning only added to the glamour, the sense of mystique, and the undeniable attraction I had felt for her ever since our first meeting, in her office, with me barely a week into my new job.

From there, she made it clear over the coming weeks that she had taken a liking to me, gradually stepping up the heat between us. All the while though, it was always Davina who led the flirting, it was her who rested her hand on my knee, my shoulder, over my chest.

She made me feel excited, dizzy, a little nervous.

I felt like she knew all too well the power she held over men, women, and me in particular. Well, as our relationship advanced, and we began dating, it was obvious that this was going to work for both of us. She wasn’t a woman who wasted any time in getting her own way, so before long we were engaged, and then married.

Everyone in my family loved Davina. My friends loved her too, although there was plenty of teasing from them about how dominant she seemed to be, how easily I would run to her attention and so on. I would always bat this away, but beneath the surface there was something extra going on.

I was her husband.

I was also her submissive, panty wearing slave.

Anything she wanted, I would fetch for her. I did not dare obey, because the consequences were painful, degrading, and humiliating.

But…

It felt incredible. I had honestly never been happier. Even when I was bent over her lap and being given my third spanking of the day, I wouldn’t have changed it for anything. I felt safe, looked after by my strict Goddess of a wife.

Davina wanted more from me though.

I was about to discover that being a sissy husband was more than just a frilly thong and red ass cheeks…


CHAPTER TWO

“Look at you, so ridiculous and girly, not a real man by any description,” Davina said, watching as I paraded up and down her office for her, wearing black panties, matching bra, and a pair of black high heels. “You’d better not have a hard clitty inside those panties!”

I blushed a little. No matter how many times Davina called my dick a clitty, I couldn’t get over how much it degraded me, and also excited me.

Continuing to walk up and down, and deeply worried that people on the outside in the main part of the office could somehow make out what was going on behind the shut blinds, I hope and prayed that this torment would come to a conclusion soon enough.

No such luck, of course.

“Okay, hubbie, over here, now,” Davina said, pointing at her desk. “Bend over and let me inspect that ass of yours. I’ve got a little surprise for you today.”

She giggled, a touch of menace in her laughter too.

Davina knew how my mind worked, how much I feared and loved her in equal measure. She was able to keep me on my toes with ease, striking fear and lust into me at the drop of a hat.

I bent over the desk, the panties riding up my ass cheeks as I did, my legs a little unsteady form having done so many laps of the office in the new heels that were so high I didn’t think I would ever get used to them.

“Now, you know that your little dick doesn’t meet my requirements, don’t know? Well, of course you do,” Davina said, running her fingers up and down my panties, wandering round to the front and squeezing on my hardening dick. “Well, as you know I’ve been getting my sexual needs met not only from your tongue and my dildos, but also from my bull.”

“Yes, Davina,” I said, showing her that I was listening closely, desperately attempting to avoid causing her any irritation whatsoever.

“Well I think it’s time you met my bull,” she said, squeezing and releasing my dick, then squeezing again, making me moan in pleasure. “Would you like that? Would you like to meet the big, strong man who gives your wife what she needs?”

I swallowed hard.

The thought of meeting the man who had been having sex with Davina, bringing her many orgasms, fulfilling her in ways I could only dream of was scary, terrifying almost. She had described the size of his dick, how it felt inside her… how he was in every definition of the word more of a man than I could ever dream of being.

But, something inside me wanted to meet him…

I wanted to show Davina that I was committed to serving her.

I wanted to play a part, help her achieve the most satisfaction she could. If that meant meeting her bull, then I was prepared to do it, no matter what.

“Yes, I would like that very much,” I replied.

“Good, and as for the other surprise, well you can have that now as a reward,” she said.

And with that, she slipped her hand inside my panties and with only three of four pumps of her fist she made my shoot my feminized, sissy husband cum right into my panties, making me groan and grunt.

“Such a good little piggie,” Davina laughed, tugging on my dick to make sure every last drop was out. “Now, get dressed, go to the private bathroom and lick those panties clean! Once you’re done, I want you home, tidying the place up, and wearing your best sissy outfit. Think sexy, slutty, submissive. I want you to show my bull just how well I have trained you. That way, we can all have a fun time tonight.”

“Yes, of course, I won’t let you down,” I said, stumbling a little over my words, still a little buzzed from being milked by my incredible wife.

But, wait, did she say tonight?

CHAPTER THREE

Back at home, my mind was racing.

I mean, in the heat of the moment I had felt a surge of excitement when Davina had told me that I would be meeting her bull tonight. But the reality was something very different indeed. I mean, I had never done anything like this before, and the nature of my relationship with Davina had remained between us.

Certainly from my point of view it had anyway.

But, her orders were for me to prepare the house and, more importantly, pick out a suitable outfit. I had received a text message from her to say that she would be going out for a quick drink with her bull after work and they would be arriving around seven pm.

Well, before I knew it, it was nearly time for them to arrive and I still had a tiny bit of cleaning to do, and of course choose my outfit.

I stripped myself down and had a very quick shower show that my body was clean, fresh, and wouldn’t incur the wrath of Davina if I even remotely smelled of cleaning products. She would want me smelling perfectly feminine, so I made sure to thoroughly apply the very flowery, slightly intoxicating shower gel that she had chosen for me.

Drying myself off as quickly as I could, I walked into the large walk-in closet and found my section. Well, my special sissy section anyway. There would be absolutely no need for me to even contemplate looking at male clothes for tonight.

I picked out a bright red pair of panties, slightly see-through and the front, with a lace trim and a high-cut and thong back. The matching bra was also similarly skimpy and both would surely be on display later… the mere thought of which making me feel a combination of sick with nerves but also super-charged with the kind of excitement you get when you know something big is going to happen.

To top off the lingerie, I put on my sissy maid’s outfit and then slipped on my heels.

I was showered, I was dressed… but was I ready?

As I heard the sound of a car pulling up in the driveway, it was time to find out.


CHAPTER FOUR

As Davina walked in, alongside her partner… her bull, I made sure to maintain my sissy protocol and curtseyed.

“You see, Taylor, my husband is as well trained as I told you,” Davina said, walking past me, ruffling my hair a little.

I looked up and saw Taylor, all six foot four of him. He was wearing a tight, white shirt and tight, muscle defining trousers too. He was handsome, tanned, and had the air of a confident, successful man who was used to getting what he wanted, and not fazed by anything either.

Including the sight of me, a feminized and dominated husband bowing to him in nothing but a slutty maid’s outfit. He acknowledged me, smiling a smile that told me he had been filled in on the details of mine and Davina’s relationship.

“Sissy!” came the cry from the kitchen. “What the hell is this?”

It was Davina, and she sounded angry.

Quickly, I ran into the kitchen, with Taylor following close behind, to see Davina standing in front of the washing machine. Oh hell, I had forgotten to load it up. There was a stack of laundry in front of it, piled up on the laundry basket.

“I’m sorry, I’ll do it now,” I said, scurrying over to the washing machine, my heart racing.

“Taylor, if you can put the little idiot over your shoulder for me?” Davina said, nodding to Taylor, a furious look on her face.

Before I knew what was happening, I felt Taylor’s strong hands on my shoulders, and even more swiftly than that, I was being slung over his shoulders and marched into the living room under Davina’s orders.

“Well, seeing as the food won’t be here for another hour, I say we get the first punishment out of the way,” Davina said. “And I’m going to let you do it, Taylor. I want the sissy over your lap and his little wimpy ass spanked until he’s begging for mercy.”

Taylor laughed, very smoothly bringing me over his knee. I was frozen, shocked and excited at what was happening. Was I really about to have another man spank me?

Taylor wasted no time and the feel of his manly hands crashing down, flat and hard, on my exposed ass was as thrilling as it was exciting. It hurt, sure. But it also felt like I was taking my next step on the journey as a feminized husband.

I looked up and saw that Davina was holding her smart phone, recording the action.

“That’s it, you little loser, you squeal and whimper for me!” she laughed, moving in to get a closer look at me as the punishment continued. “Now, that’s enough. Taylor, I think it’s time that the sissy got a lesson in what a real dick looks like.”

Taylor flung me to the floor and stood up. Towering above me, he unzipped his trousers and allowed his dick to flop out. Semi-hard, it was already massively bigger than mine. Perfectly smooth, thick, and with the kind of length that would make even the biggest size-queen drool, I found myself immediately intoxicated by it.

“Oooh, yeah, look at you staring,” Davina mocked, taking Taylor’s dick in her hand, spitting on it, and beginning to work it up and down. “Perhaps you’d like a taste too?”

She beckoned me onto my knees and I crawled over to her as she continued to wank his dick, enjoying every second of it, clearly in to a heightened level as a result of my presence.

“Open wide,” she said, moving Taylor’s dick over my lips, slapping it down on my outstretched tongue. “You love it. Your little clitty is probably as hard as it could ever get inside those panties, isn’t it? Go on, get it out, let my bull see what his… competition… is!”

The two of them laughed as I got my dick out. It was hard… but it was small. In face, the precum at the tip was soon followed by a couple of spurts, the excitement and thrill of being totally degraded like this pushing me over the edge, much to Davina’s amusement… and anger.

“No one said you could make your little splurge!” she said, her voice again that perfect mix of stern wife and sensual, controlling vixen. “Well, okay, it’s not that big a deal. Sissy, up on the sofa. We’re going to fuck now, and you’ll be our extra cushion!”
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I then spent the next thirty minutes lying on my front, the weight of Davina on top of me as Taylor put his dick to work, making her cum hard and long, the kind of body shaking orgasm that I would never be able to give her with my small dick.

The feel of Davina’s body reacting to another man so expressively was humiliating, but I also felt turned on… my dick getting hard as she came for the first time, and making another sticky mess by the time she had her second orgasm.

Of course, when they were done and the cum on the sofa was revealed, I was roundly mocked – and then of course put to work on cleaning it up with my tongue. This was my life now. My wife’s submissive, obedient and pathetically horny husband.

Of course, the evening didn’t end there. I was made to perform all manner of acts, purely for their amusement as the evening wore on. When it came to bed time, well, all I can say now is that things were taken to the next level yet again.

But that’s for another time.

All I’ll say is that my life with Davina was a learning curve, often filled with pain and humiliation, but I wouldn’t change it for anything.
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CHAPTER ONE

Everything went up a level when we got married.

Evie had always been a pretty dominant woman, certainly never being afraid of taking charge of many aspects of our relationship. I mean, she was the more ambitious of the two of us and her career was heading into the stratosphere at a rate of knots, while I was more happy to kind of move along at a more sedate pace.

In the bedroom too, it had always been the case that Evie would be on top, in more ways than one. She was super athletic, strong, and had incredible stamina. It was my job to keep up with her as best as I could.

And if I couldn’t?

Well, let’s just say that she was never afraid of telling me I had failed to meet her needs and more often than not I would find her riding my face long into the night until she was totally, and unquestionably, satisfied.

So, what changed when we got married?

Well, it’s pretty simply really. Evie decided that now our relationship was legally binding, official in the most official of ways, then it was time that she should make her control official too.

The first spanking was intense, hard, and changed everything.

I was no longer even close to being an equal. Evie was taking control and I was her panty wearing, feminized, and obedient husband. It was working well so far. There was a real sense actually that this was the right thing – but so far, this aspect of our life together had remained very much in the privacy of our home.

Sure, I wore panties every day, but it was out secret.

Yes, I was regularly spanked and humiliated, but this was always done within the confines of the four walls of our home.

All that was about to change, however, as Evie’s competitive streak would go into overdrive on the golf course…


CHAPTER TWO

“Now, listen, I know that you can play a good game,” Evie said as she pulled the car into the parking spot at the golf club. “I believe in you. But, you’d better know too that if you play poorly, there will be consequences.”

Evie turned and smiled as she said that, allowing the automatic parking feature of the car to take over. She had always preferred driving to me, and it kind of felt like the right thing to do to have her as the main driver of the two of us. I mean, she was better at it, and she also was more decisive and commanding, whereas I tended to take wrong turns, even with the sat-nav.

She had a teasing, slightly jovial tone as she warned me about playing to the best of my ability, but ever since our relationship had changed, even a joke could actually mean something very different in reality.

Evie joking about me tidying up? Sure. But I had also been put over her lap for a hard spanking for failing to vacuum to her required standard.

Evie teasing me about making sure I always told her when I got hard? Sure. But just like with the vacuuming, I had also faced the consequences of letting her down in this regard.

Essentially, it was Evie’s belief that I needed to be trained as a husband. And a big part of that training was being punished for every transgression, not matter how small, and with absolutely no dissent from me about it either. I had soon learned that it wasn’t my role to question her wisdom, or to challenge her rules.

Rules are rules. Specifically, they are my rules. This was one of Evie’s mantras and I knew that when I heard those words, a punishment wasn’t far off.

The thing was though, I also knew that Evie enjoyed dishing out the punishment. And not just the act itself, but the whole build up to it, the teasing me, the putting me on edge, and also… the fact that she knew I was, often, very turned on by it too.

I just couldn’t help it.

For a very long time I had fantasized about being dominated and feminized, but like most people I guess I figured it would have to be something that would remain in my mind, a fantasy to daydream about, to masturbate over, but nothing that could actually happen.

Well, my life now was testament to the fact that sometimes dream comes true. Equally so, it also confirmed that a dream when lived in reality isn’t quite as rosy as one might think, certainly not all of the time.

Reality can be harsh, and painful.

Still, today was a day playing golf together and I figured that even if the inevitable punishment was coming later – and I knew for sure it would, Saturday was often a day where she really liked to go to town, well at least I wouldn’t be facing anything during the day time.

“Okay, now,” Evie said, breaking me out of my daydream. “Woah, no need to look so worried. I’m not going to pull those little shorts down and spank you on the first green. We’ll save that for later on, depending on your score!”

She laughed and I kind of laughed too, going along with her. Evie had the rare thing of being incredibly beautiful, intelligent and funny too. She was the whole package and I felt incredibly lucky to have her as my wife.

“Well, what are you waiting for?” she said, arching her eyebrow expectantly. “Get out. Open the door for me. Let’s play some holes.”


CHAPTER THREE

Evie looked great in her pink polo shirt and tight, white golf trousers. Her legs seemed impossibly long, lean, and athletic. She had a great ass too, the product of great natural genetics, it was something to be marvelled at.

“Hey, naughty boy, eyes off your wife’s booty!” Evie said, scolding me slightly but seeing the funny side. “You know full well you have to ask permission to admire my ass. You also know that if you ask and I reject your request you must submit yourself for immediate punishment. So… do you request permission?”

“I’m sorry, Miss,” I said, my head bowed and my heart racing a little. She wasn’t exactly trying to keep her voice down and there were other couples milling around the clubhouse, either waiting like us to begin their game or having already completed it and now enjoying a drink and a late brunch. “No, Miss.”

Evie laughed and passed me her golf bag. Of course, I would be lugging both about, and I actually didn’t mind this. It gave me a sense of responsibility and it was good to know I was doing something to help Evie.

Soon enough it was our turn to hit the course.

It all started pretty well. I was actually playing better than I had in a long time. Don’t get me wrong, Evie was still way ahead of me in terms of her shot selection, driving ability, and skill in knowing how to play the green.

But, still. I was doing well enough to earn some compliments from her, even including a pat on the ass.

“Maybe I should let you choose your own panties more often?” Evie said. “Certainly, if giving you the responsibility of choosing them makes you perform better, then it’s certainly something to think about. What is it about this pair that you like? Go on, describe them to me as I line up my shot.”

I felt myself blush a little.

Even though there was no one around us as Evie lined up her shot and took a couple of practice swings for good measure, the fact that we were openly speaking about me choosing my own panties was something new.

“I, um, I’m not sure,” I spluttered. “Please, Evie, can we not?”

With that, Evie took a huge swing and miss and threw her club to the floor.

“You do not disobey me, not at home and not in public,” she said. “You know what happens when you do and don’t think for a second that I am going to tolerate you sassing me.”

Her face was tight, angry, and as she marched over to me, I had a feeling that I would be remembering the eleventh hole for a very long time…


CHAPTER FOUR

I just couldn’t believe what was happening.

No sooner than Evie had administered her threat, I was being roughly manhandled and dragged down to the floor. Evie gave me a couple of kicks to the stomach as she towered over me.

“You never, ever attempt to resist a punishment again,” she said. “Got it?”

“Yes, Miss, sorry Miss,” I said.

“Now stand up and remove those pants and roll your t-shirt up to your nipples. Do it!” Evie bellowed, waving over a couple who had been playing on the hole behind us.

As their golf buggy zipped over, I felt my face go crimson red as I stood there with my t-shirt rolled up and my brilliant white, high-cut thong on display for them. I mean, they weren’t exactly strangers, it was the Martinson’s, a couple we sometimes brunched with.

“Tammy, Nathan, I am sorry you have to see this,” Evie said to them as they hopped out of their car with shocked and somewhat amused looks on their faces. “But I need to use your cart to instil some discipline in my husband.”

“Why, sure, Evie,” Tammy said, purring. “Nathan, turn the cart to face this way.”

Nathan obeyed Tammy without pause, which was interesting but I didn’t have time to consider that right then. I was more focused on the burning humiliation of being led by my ear over to the golf buggy and bend over the front.

“Look at that sissy ass on display,” Evie said teasing me by running her putting club up and down my leg and then resting it, applying a touch of pressure, right over my ass crack. “Do you like sissy’s panties, Tammy?”

“I think they suit him, or should that be her?” Tammy laughed, licking her lips as Evie stepped forward and ran her fingers inside the waistband of the panties, pulling them out and letting them snap back into place.

“Good point,” Evie laughed. “He answers to both he and she, depending on my mood, and hubby was about to explain why he chose this pair, weren’t you?”

I couldn’t believe I was now having to do this in front of the Martinson’s. But, at the same time, I knew that if I disobeyed Evie again, I was guaranteeing an even worse, more prolonged and even more degrading punishment.

“Yes Miss,” I replied. “I chose these because they are a good fit for playing sports in. Tight, high-cut, and the smooth material makes me feel… nice and feminine.”

Tammy and Evie looked at each other and burst into laughter. I could see that Tammy’s husband was laughing too, albeit not as loudly, almost like he wasn’t in on the joke in the same way, or for another reason I couldn’t quite put my finger on.

“Well, it’s time to get this spanking done,” Evie said, striding towards me, swishing her hand through the air. “Tammy, you must join me. It can be sissy’s first public spanking, and the first he’s had from simultaneous spankers too!”

“How marvellous,” Tammy said, walking with Evie, her strong, curvy body perfectly contrasting with Evie’s leaner figure.

It soon became apparent that Tammy was an expert spanker, and in tandem with Evie they were incredibly formidable. I tried as best as I could to keep up with thanking each one in turn, while also trying to not beg for mercy, but in the end it became too much and I was near enough bawling and begging for mercy, much to their amusement.

“Well, fine, I suppose you did last longer than I expected,” Evie said. “Say, how about this. We play the rest of the course as pairs. Tammy, you and me will drive the buggy, your husband can sit in the back, and as for sissy…”

Evie and Tammy looked at each other like they were reading one another’s minds. Soon enough, I was to discover the full force of their plans. My hands tied together and attached to the back of the golf buggy, and my panties hiked right up my ass, leaving nothing to the imagination, I was made to run along behind them, fully on display, a sissy husband learning exactly what happens when he disobey his wife on the hallowed greens.

“Look at his little sissy stick!” Evie laughed, turning to see my dick had popped out of my panties. “It looks hard too, Tammy. And as he knows, that’s very much against the rules!”

“Oh dear, oh dear, oh dear,” Tammy said. “With mine, I make him jack off into his own mouth, don’t I, bitch?”

At this point it all made sense.

Tammy and her husband had a similar relationship to mine and Evie’s. Furiously blushing, her husband agreed with her and kept his head down, presumably wary of what fate might befall him if he displeased her.

But I had the sense that right now, there was no chance of the focus being taken off me. As the golf cart made its way round the holes, I was the subject of much wolf-whistling and jeering, my total humiliation being compounded on the last hole.

“Okay, little sissy clitty out,” Evie said as she untied me. “I want you on the floor, pumping and humping into the eighteenth hole. Go on, it’s the closest you’ll get to pussy any time soon. Do it now.”

To their hilarity, I did as I was told and began to hump and thrust myself, lying flat on the floor, my ass on display, desperately trying to make myself cum so the ordeal could be over.

There was something about the way that the two women were hurling mockery and insults at me that was pushing me closer to the edge, making me harder and harder…

“Ooooh, judging by the look on her face, she’s made a sissy mess!” Tammy said, pressing her club into my ass. “I wonder, is your sissy like mine? Does she actually enjoy doing all this?”

“Well, I think the answer to that is quite clear,” Evie laughed, taking her turn to stuff her golf club as far between my cheeks as she could. “Sissy husbands have their desires. Whether it’s panties, dildo sucking, black cock fucking, spanking or having their face ridden by their wife. As strict wives, it is our duty to keep them on the straight and narrow… and make sure that they get everything they need. Isn’t that right my little hubbie?”

“Yes, Miss,” I replied, degraded, ashamed of the exhibition I had made of myself, but also deeply in love with her, and safe in the knowledge that everything she said was true.

“Good, good,” Evie said. “And for your honesty, how about I treat you to a brand new pair of panties tomorrow. My choice, but don’t you worry, they’ll be nice and feminine and super slutty, just how you like them!”

If this was the first step to developing and deepening our relationship then I knew that there would be more challenges ahead, but all of them would be absolutely worth it, no matter how humiliating or painful.
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-TO COME-

‘First things first, sissy,’ She said over the sound of her hand against my reddening ass cheeks. ‘I tell you which panties to wear, I tell you when you can have a little boner with that pathetic beta sissy dick, got it?’

‘Awwww, yes, awwww, please, I’m sorry, Verity,’ I said, the strength and sharpness of her spanks really bringing home that this was really happening.

‘You’ll call me Sissy Step-Mommy Verity unless otherwise instructed, sissy,’ Verity said, my dad’s girlfriend squeezing and shaking my red cheeks, parting them to inspect my puckered, nervous ass hole. ‘Well, it certainly looks like you’ve got a tight little virgin ass, we’ll have to see about that!’

I felt myself experience another surge of crushing humiliation and degradation.

But…

I also felt like this was something I wanted, too. I mean, was this not exactly the kind of situation I had spent many hours fantasizing about, looking up online?

Verity knew it as well as I did.

‘Now, stand for me and let me inspect you properly,’ Verity instructed.

She laughed and giggled at the sight of my red ass cheeks, my humiliated face, my dick standing to attention, perilously close to cumming, and of course…

Her panties around my ankles.

‘Okay, that little sissy clitty needs covering up,’ She said, taking photos of me, to my total humiliation. ‘You may raise your Sissy Step-Mommy’s panties up, right up, get them nice and high on the waist.’

I did as I was told, totally without question, quickly relishing the feeling of being commanded and ordered around by this incredibly self-assured, dominant woman who knew all too well exactly what kind of treatment I needed.

‘Delightful,’ She said, a wicked grin on her face. ‘Now give me your best sissy walk up and down the room. Let me see that cute little tushie shake. If it helps, you can imagine you’re in a room full of big, strong, alpha men?’

‘Y-y-y-y-yes, Verity,’ I said, knowing she had my card, my internet browsing clearly giving the game away as to my preoccupations and fantasies.

So I walked up and down the room, much to her amusement and cat-calls, trying to do my best sissy slut walk.

‘Now, get on your hands and knees and crawl to me,’ Verity said, that firm, domineering tone just proving impossible to resist. ‘Show me how you like to suck on big, hard things…’

With that, she pulled a large, pink vibrator from…

-END OF PREVIEW-


CHAPTER ONE

I was a college senior, looking at graduating well and then landing a dream legal job, hopefully with good career building opportunities in politics.

But…

I was back home for the summer, for a few weeks at least until I heard whether I had managed to get an internship at the European Union legal department over in, yes you guessed it, Europe. If I could nail this then that would totally put me in a brilliant place going forwards.

So, yeah, it was definitely weird to be back for the summer, especially seeing as it was just me and Verity in the house. I mean, it was a big house, so it wasn’t like there wasn’t enough space, it was just that I didn’t quite feel one hundred percent comfortable kicking back and relaxing like I would have.

Verity?

Well, she was my Dad’s new girlfriend, younger than him, in her late thirties. I had only met her once or twice and she seemed okay, if a little on the bossy side. There was also the slightly weird situaiton of her actually being…

Extremely hot.

Like, all the curves in the right places. A gym body with strength, flexibility. A very well maintained, almost intimidatingly so, appearance that you would expect from someone who had her own money, plus the money that my dad brought in too.

My dad was away on business for a few weeks, so it was just Verity and me in the house.

Awkward much?

Anyway, back to the house. My room was pretty much untouched.

Still up on the walls were the posters of the hip hop acts I was into, some movie stills neatly framed too. Plus, of course, the compulsorary Budweiser poster that dated back to way before I was even allowed to purchase alcohol.

You know, the famous Wazzzup campaign that was so very popular and sort of went viral before viral even existed?

My bedsheets were the same too, a pretty bog standard blue and white pin stripe affair with a navy blue duvet on top.

Jeez, I thought. I had really come a long way in my time away at university.

I had experienced so many different things, learnt so much about myself, about who I was and who I wanted to be. A lot of this stuff, this development, I would of course keep to myself was it probably wasn’t the kind of thing you shout from the rooftops in your pretty conservatie home town, if you get what I mean?

But, I figured this was still my home, and seeing as Verity worked long hours and socialized so much, meaning I barely saw her, I thought I would have enough time on my own over the summer to let loose and unwind soon enough.

I walked out of the bedroom and down the long, wide upstairs landing corridor towards the main bathroom suite.

I was always sore that I didn’t have one of the bedrooms with an ensuite, but the flipside, and definite up side of this was that I always had priority use of the big, very well equipped bathroom. It was absolutely stunning, the kind of bathroom you would expect to see in a luxury Bell Air mansion.

But, here it was, in my family suburban home.

I wandered over to the large mirror that ran from floor to ceiling, right next to the walk in shower. I had lost of bit of bulk since quitting my athletic pursuits to focus on the academic side of things, so was looking pretty slender.

Not that I mined, it actually kind of fitted in with where my head was at, and I actually preferred how I looked that way.

My eyes suddenly glanced downwards to what appeared to be a stray pair of panties…

Small, flimsy material…

Black see-through mesh at the front…

Looked like a thong at the back…

Verity’s used panties by the looks of it, somehow missed by the cleaner…

I was letting my mind run away with me for a second, daydreaming about the fun I was going to have later when pretty abruptly I heard the door open downstairs. It was Verity, she must have come back for a quick pitstop after work before heading out for her gym training if I recalled correctly.

I walked over to the sink and splashed my face with water, ran my hands through my hair and walked back to my bedroom where I put some tunes on my Bose speaker and lay back on my bed with my wireless headphones on and kind of zoned out, my mind soon enough wandering back to what I had instore for myself later on…


CHAPTER TWO

I was right, the sound of the door slamming shut confirming my belief that Verity was only stopping home briefly before going out again.

As I had laid there listening to music, my mind had constantly wandered back to the pair of her panties that had been on the bathroom floor.

What did they smell like?

What did they look like on her?

What would they look like… on me?

Safe in the knowledge that the panties would still be on the bathroom floor, and I now had free run of the house for a couple of hours at least, I jumped off the bed and quickly stripped myself naked.

I was going to walk from my room to the bathroom, totally naked, exposed, and treat myself to trying on her panties for size. I knew I would probably be hard with excitement before I even got to the bathroom, but I was determined to make it last…

No wanking my sissy dick…

I would savour every moment of wearing her panties, let myself get more and more excited until I finally couldn’t control myself. Then, when I made a mess in them, I would simply add them to the clothes pile waiting to be put in the washing machine in the utility room.

No one would ever know.

The thing was, I had been experimenting with wearing women’s panties for a while now, even buying some from the department store near my college campus and then trying them on, wearing them to lectures, even getting so over stimulated by the feel of the soft, silky material on my dick that I would cum in them during tutorials or lectures…

The whole world of sissydom was beginning to open up to me, but I was keeping it strictly to myself. I didn’t want any kind of scandal or rumour to scupper my reputation as an All American future government level lawyer.

But, all of that could wait.

I was now walking down the hallway, taking my best sissy steps, my rapidly growing dick bouncing and twitching as I walked towards the bathroom and Verity’s – or should that be my? – panties…


CHAPTER THREE

I felt myself tremble in excitement as I knelt down and picked up Verity’s panties…

They were everything I had anticipated.

So soft, so slutty, so tiny…

I held them up to my nose and took a long, hard inhale on them, the scent of her pussy making me feel dizzy with excitement.

But my real desire of course was to put them on over my shaven, slim legs, pull them up over my thighs and onto my waist, covering my excited dick.

I stepped into them, on foot at a time, then bent over and slowly began to pull them up my legs, savouring the feel, the femininity of the action, the…

‘What the hell do you think you’re doing!’ Came the voice, angry, furious even, from behind me.

Oh my God.

It was her.

Verity…

I turned around to try and explain, to come up with some kind of bullshit excuse, whatever, but I just froze, my mouth open, totally unable to get any words out.

‘You disgusting little boy,’ Verity said, entering the bathroom in her sweaty gym gear made up of skin tight grey yoga pants, tight white t-shirt, and lurid pink sweatband. ‘It looks like I was right about you…’

Wait, what?

Had this been… a trap?

I didn’t know what to do. If I pulled the panties off, I would be stood there totally naked, hard, in front of my dad’s girlfriend.

But…

If I pulled the panties up to cover myself I would be totally humiliated, a panty boy sissy in her presence.

So I just did nothing and kind of had the worst of both worlds, panties half on, half off like some kind of cheap slut.

‘I’m sorry, it’s not…’ I said, finally managing to get some words out. ‘If we can just forget about this?’

‘You must be joking!’ Verity said, laughing menacingly. ‘I saw what you’d been looking at online on your dad’s computer last week, so I decided to lay a little test for you. So now, not only are you my step-son, you’re my slutty, sissy boy too, right?’

I felt my face go red, I mean seriously crimson, totally humiliated and embarrassed in front of this woman…

My step-mom? Well no, but…

A total babe…

A fiercely dominant woman…

Now seemingly my mistress, totally in charge of me, and seemingly intent on making me suffer…

CHAPTER FOUR

Without any further ado, Verity marched over to me and with real venom grabbed me by my hair and marched me from the bathroom and into her room where she promptly threw me across her lap and began to spank me.

Hard.

Fast.

‘First things first, sissy,’ She said over the sound of her hand against my reddening ass cheeks. ‘I tell you which panties to wear, I tell you when you can have a little boner with that pathetic beta sissy dick, got it?’

‘Awwww, yes, awwww, please, I’m sorry, Verity,’ I said, the strength and sharpness of her spanks really bringing home that this was really happening.

‘You’ll call me Madame Verity unless otherwise instructed, sissy,’ Verity said, squeezing and shaking my red cheeks, parting them to inspect my puckered, nervous ass hole. ‘Well, it certainly looks like you’ve got a tight little virgin ass, we’ll have to see about that!’

I felt myself experience another surge of crushing humiliation and degradation.

But…

I also felt like this was something I wanted, too. I mean, was this not exactly the kind of situation I had spent many hours fantasizing about, looking up online?

Verity knew it as well as I did.

‘Now, stand for me and let me inspect you properly,’ Verity instructed.

She laughed and giggled at the sight of my red ass cheeks, my humiliated face, my dick standing to attention, perilously close to cumming, and of course…

Her panties around my ankles.

‘Okay, that little sissy clitty needs covering up,’ She said, taking photos of me, to my total humiliation. ‘You may raise your Sissy-Step-Mommy’s panties up, right up, get them nice and high on the waist.’

I did as I was told, totally without question, quickly relishing the feeling of being commanded and ordered around by this incredibly self-assured, dominant woman who knew all too well exactly what kind of treatment I needed.

‘Delightful,’ She said, a wicked grin on her face. ‘Now give me your best sissy walk up and down the room. Let me see that cute little tushie shake. If it helps, you can imagine you’re in a room full of big, strong, alpha men?’

‘Y-y-y-y-yes, Sissy-Step-Mommy Verity,’ I said, knowing she had my card, my internet browsing clearly giving the game away as to my preoccupations and fantasies.

So I walked up and down the room, much to her amusement and cat-calls, trying to do my best sissy slut walk.

‘Now, get on your hands and knees and crawl to me,’ Verity said, that firm, domineering tone just proving impossible to resist. ‘Show me how you like to suck on big, hard things…’

With that, she pulled a large, pink vibrator from underneath her pillow and held it out over her crotch, beckoning me up, demanding I kiss it, put my lips over it, swallow it…

‘That’s it, you suck on that, show me how much of a cock hungry cum whore sissy you crave to be,’ She purred, pushing my head down on the vibrator, making me gag and splutter before roughly pushing my head back and kicking my body onto the floor.

As she towered above me, my own saliva dribbling down my chin, she seemed to delight in how submissive I appeared, how totally willing to do her exact bidding I was.

I too felt like there was only one person in control here, and it certainly wasn’t me. The sensation of sucking and slurping on her big vibrator had triggered something in me, I could tell…

She removed her yoga pants, and then the minuscule white sports thong that was underneath. Stuffing it in my mouth, she laughed, and I sucked and tasted her pussy juices and sweat.

‘You just keep that in there until I say otherwise,’ She commanded, kicking me again. ‘Now get on all fours, bitch. Get that booty in the air.’

‘Yes Verity,’ I said, my words partly obscured due to the worn thong that filled my mouth.

I presented my ass for her and then felt her pull the thong down, exposing my ass to her.

I felt so degraded. Truly, I was a slut, a panty boy sissy presenting my ass for her use, her amusement, her pleasure…

‘Now take this big thing in that little ass,’ Verity said, lubing up her vibrator and gradually easing it into my exposed ass hole. ‘Let it stretch you, prepare you for the very many more things you’ll be having up here very soon!’

I groaned as I felt the buzzing length go deeper into me, then out again, and then back in, Verity totally teasing me, working me, teaching me how to take it in the ass…

‘Good, you’re pushing back, you’re a natural,’ She laughed. ‘You’ll be riding big black monster dicks in no time!’

It may have been the vibrator massaging my g-spot, or it may have been the mention of big black dicks, but at that moment it all got too much and I found myself letting out a long, guttural moan as I shot my cum all over the floor.

The biggest, most body shaking orgasm I had ever experienced in fact.

‘Naughty sissy!’ Verity scolded me, leaving the vibrator deep inside me as she grabbed me and drove my face into my own cum. ‘Eat that sissy mess up! You only make cummies when I tell you, got it?’

Once I had finished lapping it up, I found Verity turning me onto my back and promptly squatting her hot, wet pussy over my face and grinding on my tongue hard and fast, cumming quickly, her juices covering my face in no time, her cunt pulsating as she ground it hard on my face, showing no mercy as I struggled for air.

‘You can get that tongue right up in my ass now too,’ She said, her face red, one orgasm down, but clearly with an appetite for more. ‘Lick it, then get your tongue fully in!’

And so it went, Verity showing me my place as her ass worshipping sissy boy, there for her pleasure, her amusement.

What was in it for me?

Well, I got to live out my dream of being a full-on sissy boy serving underneath a woman who knew exactly what I needed – even before I knew myself.

I had a feeling that the summer weeks were going to be very interesting, not to mention intense, indeed…

Like this story? Then check out my 33 book bundle ENSLAVE IN PANTIES – CLICK HERE NOW SISSY!

MESSAGE FROM TINA & PREVIEW

Thank you for reading and I hope you had fun. I really love writing these deliciously dirty stories, and I super appreciate your reviews and feedback.

Remember…

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

Also…

You can check out my back catalogue of work over on my Amazon Author Page by CLICKING HERE

Give me a follow too, you’ll get updates and better recommendations for author cool authors too.

Why not try…

SLAVE SERVICE

Punishments ✓ Humiliation ✓ Panties ✓ Get ready SLAVE, it's time for you to SERVE!

Dare you Look Inside and see what's in store for you, slave? The dominant, beautiful and cruel women in these stories will control you, dominate you, and push you further than you could ever have imagined going. CLICK HERE NOW, SISSY!

ENSLAVED IN PANTIES (33 Books)

Tina Majors presents you with •33 books• and over 200,000 words of the most deliciously naughty, cruel, and dominant women punishing, using, and tormenting the  submissive men they decide to make theirs. Try not to blush as you read these stories, I bet you can't!

No taboo is off the table as these stories cover BDSM femdom, feminization, discipline, first time gay, CFNM, public humiliation, body worship, and lots more on top of that too.

Click Inside to see the story titles. Purchased seperately, these books would cost over USD$98. So, what are you waiting for? I won't tell if you don't... CLICK HERE NOW!

SWAPPED, SUBMISSIVE & USED (10 BOOKS)

They've been SWAPPED into hot, curvy bimbos and now they must be SUBMISSIVE and USED...

This 10 book feminization transformation bundle contains the steamiest, naughtiest tales of body swap transformations that will make you blush hard. The newly gender swapped bimbos must please the dominant alpha men (and women too) by doing exactly as they are told or face some serious punishment and rough treatment. They will be played with and freely used in public, in private, and in groups too... anything goes for these submissive babes.

◆Look Inside to see the story titles◆ Purchased seperately these stories would cost $30USD. CLICK HERE NOW!

ALSO…

Check out some of these bundles by my Perfect10 Books stablemate Tee Rise:

Why not also check out some of my Perfect10 Books co-writer Tee Rise’s big bundles…

DRINK MY MILK (30 Stories) – CLICK HERE

DESPERATE HUCOWS (40 stories) – CLICK HERE

TRAPPED WILD FUTAS (3 stories) – CLICK HERE

BEG FOR FUTA (11 stories) – CLICK HERE

OWNED BY NAUGHTY FUTAS (20 stories) – CLICK HERE

OEBPS/image_rsrcGX.jpg
NIZATION, FEMDOM
NISHMENTIBUNDLE, BDSM, &
SPANKING,[ETRS T TIME GAYAGFN





