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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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CHAPTER ONE

Things had been a bit different since we’d got married. Laura had always been the dominant one in our relationship. I mean, she was in charge of most of the couple-based decisions like our apartment, where we bought our food, that kind of thing.

Oh, and she was also in charge in the bedroom too… her satisfaction was very much the priority, and she had never been afraid to put me in my place and tell me where I was going wrong and making sure that she always went to sleep with at least one orgasm more than me.

But, since we’d been married things had moved up a gear, or several. She was now very much of the opinion that since we were legally a couple, our roles needed to be defined more clearly.

For the avoidance of doubt: my role was to serve her, to obey her, and to pretty much be the submissive partner in the relationship.

This was weird to take on board at first, and when she began to discipline me physically, it certainly took a lot of getting used to. Each spanking, especially to begin with, was as humiliating as it was degrading.

But, also, it kind of felt right too.

There was something about being put over her knee, my bare ass exposed, and having her spank and admonish me that just felt good, healing almost.

It didn’t stop at the spankings and the verbal tellings off either. No, now I was the submissive husband, only a single mistake away from an ass tanning, Laura decided that it was only right and correct that I wear more suitable clothes…

In the house this would mean I was always dressed in an outfit or clothes of her choice, invariably something female, revealing, and easy for her to lift or remove to dish out punishment when required.

So, in other words, cheerleader outfits, maid uniforms, and always a pair of women’s panties underneath too, just to compound my emasculation.

Of course, some days I would simply find myself wearing nothing at all…

When I wasn’t at home, I was always now in panties underneath my male clothes. Laura would delight in teasing me as we were out and about together, threatening to expose me, to out me as a panty wearing sissy husband.

She just loved holding that over me, delighting in my discomfort, but also fully aware that a large part of me was turned on by the whole thing too.

It was this combination of fear and arousal that ensured Laura retained full control. A control that I was soon to discover Laura would put to the test and push further than ever before.


CHAPTER TWO

“Today, we are going to Annabelle’s, the Italian place over on the other side of the Grand Park,” Laura said, walking back into the bedroom from the bathroom. “We’ll be meeting the girls there. I don’t think they’ll be bringing their husbands so you’ll be the only… man.”

Laura giggled.

The sight of me, naked and on my knees, my dick tucked between my legs and a thin strip of pubic hair freshly shaved wasn’t exactly manly, to say the least.

“I think we’ll put you in a very small pair of panties, a thong for certain, maybe a micro-thong,” Laura said, looking me up and down, her majestic body, naked, incredibly impressive and perfectly toned. “Then a small pair of shorts to show off your shaved legs!”

“But, Laura,” I pleaded. “Can we, just, not do anything to draw attention to…”

“To what?” Laura said, visibly loving my discomfort. “No, didn’t think so. Well, either way, I don’t care what you think. And you, being an obedient husband, know full well that you don’t get a say either, unless I ask you opinion. Which I am most definitely not. God, you’re actually lucky I don’t give you a spanking right here and now and then send you out to the corridor to stand in the corridor for ten minutes!”

“I’m sorry, Laura,” I said, my head bowed, realising my mistake. “Any choice you make will be perfect, of course.”

“Good,” she replied, a sly grin on her face. “Now, crawl over here and give each of my ass cheeks a kiss as a way of saying sorry and showing me how much you worship me.”

I did as I was told, planting a soft kiss on each of her majestic ass cheeks. I could feel my dick harden between my legs as I did this, but desperately tried to stop it from popping out, for fear of any kind of reprisal from Laura. I was only allowed to get an erection when she commanded one, and with the mood she appeared to be in, I really didn’t want to provoke her any more than I already had done.

“Don’t worry, I won’t ask to see what’s going on with that little maggot between your legs,” Laura laughed, playfully kicking and pushing my body with her perfectly fragrant and pedicured feet. “I think we both know just how much my body excites you, but I’m feeling kind right now. I won’t ask you to humiliate yourself by exposing that useless little thing you used to call a dick.”

“Thank you, Laura,” I replied, blushing.

“So, remind me, what do you call it now?” she laughed, her eyes mocking me as she looked me up and down. “What do you call that thing?”

“My sissy clitty,” I said, spluttering. “Or sometime my silly stiffy.”

“Yes, that’s it,” she said. “Well, we’ve got a lot of names for it. Each one more humiliating than the last. Perhaps over dinner you can recite them all for my friends?”

Laura laughed, loving the fact that she knew I couldn’t say anything to the contrary, even an attempt to go against her words here would be come down on hard. As always, she had me just where she wanted me.

And I knew it all too well.


CHAPTER THREE

The weather was nice and we had a bit of time to spare, so Laura decided that we would take a walk through the park to get over to the restaurant.

I was happy to walk with her. I knew that even though she might be a little loose with her words, I wasn’t going to be punished when we were out in public. That wasn’t to say that any transgressions wouldn’t be punished and dealt with later, but at least for now I knew I was safe.

“So, hubbie, are you happy with how things are working out?” Laura asked, a kind but firm tone in her voice. “I mean, since we made the post-marriage adjustments?”

“Yes, I am, Laura,” I replied. “Thank you.”

“Oh, come on,” Laura said. “You don’t need to be afraid. Answer honestly, tell me how you feel. I love you now more than ever, you know that right?”

Her words felt good. I mean, I knew she loved me but to hear her say it so openly and honestly felt great. It made me relax too.

“Yeah, I know,” I replied. “I mean, sometimes it’s difficult and can be intense. But, I figure that’s just because I’m still getting used to it. Overall, I definitely think it’s working out well this way. I mean, I’m less stressed and knowing that my focus is on pleasing you and taking your instruction is actually really freeing. You know?”

Laura smiled and put her hand around my waist as we walked.

“I know, that’s how I feel,” she said. “Female led marriage is something that I really do think works especially well. I mean, sure I have to be a bit mean with you, put you in your place, but ultimately I think it’s what men, especially men like you, need. It doesn’t mean I don’t love you, quite the total opposite in fact.”

To hear Laura speak like this was really great. It made me feel so grateful to be married to her, to have her in my life, guiding us both. I was happier than I had ever been and the straight up truth of the matter was that for the vast part I owed that entirely to Laura. It made me want to do anything to please her, to make her feel proud of me and to ensure that I did my very best to ensure I was the perfect beta husband.

Laura gave my ass a cheeky little spank.

“Good boy, that’s a good little hubbie,” she laughed. “You never know, keep on pleasing me and you might get a little… treat… later.”

CHAPTER FOUR

We were part of a pretty big group so Laura had managed to secure the slightly secluded large corner table at the back of the restaurant. I was sitting next to Laura and with her BFF Michelle next to me on the other side.

The other women in the group were all in good spirits as the glasses of prosecco cocktails went down quickly, one after the other.

“So, ladies,” Laura said. “How do we think that my little hubbie is coping with being the only male in a group of rowdy females?”

The women laughed, and I blushed at being referred to as ‘little hubbie.”

“Oh look, he’s shy!” Michelle said, squeezing my cheek and making a big display of shaking her substantial chest in my face. “Laura, I think I’ve made it worse! He’s bright red!”

The women laughed even more and I looked to Laura for some help. Instead of sympathy though, she simply laughed along.

“You ladies want to know something else?” Laura said, an devilish tone in her voice. “You know those… changes… I’ve been talking about? Well, we actually went and applied them and it’s working out a treat.”

Wait, what?

Her friends knew about the details of our marriage?

I was mortified and my first instinct was to simply get up and run. But even the slightest thought of that was put to an end as both Laura and Michelle simultaneously placed their hands on my upper thighs, pressing my ass firmly to the seat.

“Was he about to run?” Michelle said, arching her eyebrow and smirking at my obvious discomfort. “Doesn’t that warrant… a firm reprimand, or punishment, or whatever it is you do? Laura, I think we need to see a demonstration of just how you keep this naughty little geek in check.”

“I think you’re right,” Laura said. “Just pull that curtain around a little.”

Michelle got up and pulled the privacy curtain around our table, making us ore or less – but not entirely – out of sight for the rest of the restaurant.

“Up on the table, hands on your head,” Laura said to me.

I hesitated slightly and that was enough to make her grab me by my ear and begin lifting me up, much to the hilarity of her friends.

“Up you go you little idiot,” she said. “This is what happens, no use squealing now, you should have got up without a second’s pause. Now, ladies. I’m going to unbutton his shorts and he’s going to wriggle his little hips until his shorts are around his ankles.”             

I knew I had to do it.

I also knew that this was a big deal for Laura in front of her friends. Despite my total and complete humiliation, my mind cast back to our walk through the park, and what Laura had said. I had no choice.

The women laughed as I shook my shorts down, revealing the sight of my micro-thong, my dick somehow still stuffed inside the tiny piece of material at the front.

I was made to twirl and spin around for them, their hands reaching over and grabbing at my crotch and ass as I presented my body to them for their amusement.

“I think this little sissy enjoys it, Laura,” Michelle said, pulling back and pinging the waistband of my thong, causing me to whimper in pleasure and pain. “He’s such a little wimp, isn’t he. But this has improved your marriage?”

“Oh, yeah, one hundred percent,” Laura said. “And I did say I would give him a little treat if he behaved. So, my obedient little sissy. Your treat is that you may lower your panties and show off your little sissy stick and trimmed pubic area to my good friends. Go on, pull those panties down and show my friends what a perfectly feminine little husband you have become.”

I couldn’t believe I was doing it.

But, as my hands pulled my panties down, I felt a sense of total release, of freedom, it was like exposing my true sissy husband self to Laura’s friends was something that I deep down had craved for so long.

As my rock hard dick sprung out, I felt a deep sense of shame and excitement at the sight of her powerful, beautiful friends laughing and pointing at my less than impressive size. They were titillated by my thin landing-strip pubic hair too, and before long I was squatting down and twerking for them, allowing them to mock me, objectify me, and do with me as they pleased.

“Laura, please, I think I’m going to…” I pleaded, my heart racing, my dick at bursting point. “Do you give me permission?”

Laura spat on her hand and then slapped my dick up and down with her smooth, wet palm, making me cum within seconds. Michelle was holding small side-plate out and managed to catch most of my sissy cum, much to everyone’s delight.

“Look, the sissy has made a perfect mess!” Michelle said, holding and showing the cum covered plate to everyone. “Laura, does he want to eat it?”

“Want to? I don’t know about that,” Laura said. “But he absolutely will do. Sissy, lick up that beta cum. Go on, do it now.”

With the women watching expectantly, I did as I was told and, naked and on display, I lapped up every last drop of my cum from the plate.

Laura smiled at me, a look of pleasure, control, but also of love. 

I wasn’t the perfect submissive husband yet, I knew that. There was plenty of room for improvement and for me to push myself harder. Laura knew that too, but she was proud of the steps I was taking. Later that evening, after my weekend maintenance spanking, she gently massaged my reddened cheeks and told me how well I had done at the restaurant.

“Honestly, I was just so proud of you,” she said, rubbing in some soothingly cold cream into my throbbing ass cheeks. “My friends all left thinking that they might put their husbands into female led relationships too. Your obedience and willingness to degrade yourself helped make that happen. You should be proud of yourself. But, don’t go getting cocky on me! You’ve got a long way to go, we both have. I want to make this the happiest marriage possible, and I know if we’re going to get to that we need to keep on working, experimenting and pushing boundaries.”             

“Yes, Laura, thank you, I totally agree,” I replied.

“Well, don’t worry,” she said, her classic hint of mischief back in her voice. “I’ve got some plans in place that we’ll be looking at implementing pretty, pretty soon. Don’t you worry about that.”
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CHAPTER ONE

Laura burst into laughter as I shook my erect dick from side to side, my panties round my ankles and another pair of panties stuffed in my mouth.

“Okay, that’s enough,” she giggled. “By the looks of things you’re getting way too excited!”

She was right.

Despite the fact that I was humiliating myself in the large window of our twentieth floor hotel room, I was actually getting a real kick out of it too. There was something about being a panty wearing husband, totally at the mercy of my loving – if sometimes very cruel wife, that was just irresistible.

I stepped down from the small stool and took my place at her feet, kissing each foot in turn and then awaiting further instruction. My ass was naked, poniting straight up, and my hard dick was pressing into the luxurious carpet beneath.

“Don’t even think about making a mess into that carpet,” she said, kicking me away from her with her feet and standing up. “Now, my silly little husband, you know that I have an important meeting today. So, can I trust you to not be too naughty in the hotel while I am out?”

“Yes, of course,” I said, now kneeling, my stiff dick still hard. “I won’t let you down, Laura.”

Laura smiled, her perfectly seductive matching bra and panties now being covered up by her expensively tailored pant suit. Our female led marriage was progressing well, and I honestly felt like it was a privilege to be able to see her in her underwear, even if my ability to even touch her was dictated entirely by her.

We had travelled across from the West Coast and were here for her to push through on a deal for her business. It was a pretty big deal in truth, and if she was able to get it over the line, which I really trusted that she could, then it would be a bit of a game changer.

I mean, she was already very successful in business, don’t get me wrong for a second. But this was another level, this deal would push her into a different stratosphere, the kind of money that people retire off, should they choose. Laura had too much ambition for that though, her plans were bigger, far wider reaching.

I was happy to just play my part by being the most obedient, submissive husband I could be. I was there to follow her orders, offer my service to her in any way that she chose, and even sometimes be there like a punch bag, ready to be punished and teased when she needed a good bit of stress relief.

It worked for us, and it seemed like the more we got into the swing of it, the bigger and better Laura’s career became.

“Good little sissy,” Laura said, patting me on the head. “Now, I’m going to leave you a couple of dollars. Enough for a coffee or a small snack. I want you in those new lime green panties, the ones with the super high-cut on the waist. Oh, and a bra too, the matching lime green one. Very slutty. You can wear a white t-shirt, your tight fawn coloured chino shorts, and maybe your cute little jacket. Got it? Good. I’ll call you when I’m done with my meeting and we can meet up to… celebrate.”

“Yes, perfect,” I said. “Laura, I know you don’t need me to say this, but you’ve got this. You’ll blow them away, I know it.”

Laura smiled and squatted down to my level. Placing her perfectly plump lips on mine, she kissed me. the love between us was strong, as was the physical connection.

“Ooops, looks like your little maggot is getting excited again!” she laughed, flicking her fingers against my hardening dick. “Now, you make sure you’re a good little hubbie when I’m away and remember… if you are naughty, or even consider being naughty, I want a full confession ready for me on my return. No excuses. Don’t make me beat it out of you.”

And with that, she got up and walked out.

I had a free morning, but first I had to get dressed.


CHAPTER TWO

After Laura left, I wasted little time in showering, shaving, and getting into my panties and bra. There was something so thrilling, a feeling that never got old, about putting on women’s underwear.

Especially when it had been selected by Laura.

It just added to my sense of feeling submissive, under her control, the perfect feminine and obedient husband. I liked the fact I actually felt quite slutty in my panties and bra, an object for Laura to objectify and toy with as she pleased. Of course, she wasn’t in the room with me there and then, but as I pranced and twirled in front of the mirror, I imagined that she was there, giving me instructions, ordering me to squat down, to stick my ass out, to spread my legs wider.

There wasn’t a better feeling that being told what to do by my incredibly smart, ambitious, beautiful and not to mention assertive wife. She was the whole package.

Sure, the fact that she would sometimes put me over her lap for a long, hard spanking that would get me close to tears was something that I didn’t enjoy when it was happening. I would plead with her to stop… until the same point where I always simply gave in an accepted that she was doing it for my own good.

I was hers, and I trusted her to do what was right for me.

Even looking back on how she had humiliated and exposed me in front of her friends at the restaurant some weeks ago, I knew that her reasons for doing so were justified, and all added together into the bigger picture of what our relationship was driven by.

I respected her.

I feared her.

I loved and acknowledged her superiority.

Anyway, as I finally forced myself into putting my male clothes over my panties and bra, I decided that I would head down to the coffee spot across the road from the hotel and grab myself something to drink and possibly a light bite to eat too.

I knew that Laura would no doubt be absolutely smashing her business deal, but such was my desire to see her do well, I sent her as many positive vibes as I possibly could as I stood waiting for the elevator to take me to the lobby. 

CHAPTER THREE

I walked over the road and into the coffee shop. It was a nice looking place, comfy seating, and had a very chill Latino music vibe going on too.

I placed my order and walked over to a spare seat with my iced latte. Taking my seat I checked my phone to see whether Laura had been in touch, hopefully with some great news. She hadn’t as of yet, but I figured that no news was good news. Also, it was still super early, so in all honesty it would have been unlikely.

The latte was decent, if not exactly spectacular. My mind began to drift and as I liked to do, I cast my eyes around the coffee shop, people watching and generally taking in the ambience and feel of the place.

There were couples having animated chats, people sitting quietly to read, some student type people sitting and discussing their large, scientific looking text books.

All pretty regular.

Suddenly though, I noticed that a large man was staring at me. He was dark skinned, African maybe, and had a big build on what seemed to be a very tall frame. I couldn’t day for sure because he was sitting down, but the length of his legs was certainly indicative of someone easily surpassing six foot.

But why was he staring at me?

I suddenly felt extremely self-conscious.

Then, panic struck. I couldn’t bring myself to look but I felt a cool breeze on my lower back, right by my waistline. Could it be that my panties were peeking out over the top?             

I didn’t know what to do.

If I looked, it would be humiliating. But, the thing was I wasn’t sure whether I had exposed myself or not. Totally panicked, I got up from my seat and began to walk out with my latter.

Putting my hand to my side, I felt that my waistband, all the lime green, thin material had indeed ridden up high. The man must have seen it…

Was he… interested in me?

Would have have bullied me if I had stayed? Maybe made me… be his little sissy?

To make matters worse, and literally sweating from panic, I had to wait at the door as a large group came in. One thing the wait did make me realise though was that as humiliated and degraded as I felt by the man’s leering eyes, I was also undeniably… excited.

With my dick throbbing inside my tiny panties, I finally made it out from the coffee shop and onto the street. I didn’t care where, I just had to start walking, just in case the big man followed me.

That was one fear.

The other was the thought that I would have to report all of this back to Laura.

Every last detail…


CHAPTER FOUR

It was good news from Laura. As expected, the deal was sealed. And on top of that, Laura actually managed to secure a further contract that would pretty much see a huge increase in revenue over the course of the next five years.

“You see, that’s the kind of wife you’re lucky enough to be married to,” she declared as we met back at the hotel room. “Now, tell me about your day, sweetie. Wait… I know that look. Have you been a nighty sissy?”

It was pointless trying to deny it.

Even if I wanted to, which I didn’t, it would have been foolish to try and hide the truth from Laura. She knew me too well. Too well by far. I explained to her what had happened at the coffee shop, how scared but also excited I had been by the man staring at my exposed panties.

Just as I finished, Laura simply smiled.

“Well, some things are just meant to be, I guess,” she said. “As it happens, one of the executives I was dealing with today just so happens to fit that description. Tall, dark, strong, very handsome. And, guess what, he’s actually on his way over here now. You see, as reward, for both of us, for me sealing this deal, I’m going to show you exactly what a real man looks like, a real alpha, and how and what a sissy should do in their presence. Sound interesting?”

“Yes, Miss,” I said, on my knees and at her feet, now stripped down to my panties.

“I always kind of suspected you would have these kinds of thoughts, especially as you so easily fell into my way of thinking with everything else,” Laura added. “Oh wait, he’s here.”

This was moving so quickly, but before I had even truly processed what was happening, there was a knock at the door and in walked Maxwell, and he was every inch as Laura described. Smartly dressed in a very well fitted suit, he looked like the complete alpha male.

I wasn’t able to look at him. Part out of humiliation, part out of shyness, but also because I was afraid he might just pick me up right there and then and fling me on the bed.

“Look, Maxwell, my husband is happy to see you,” she said, pointing at the small bulge at the front of my panties. “Go on, sissy, crawl over to Maxwell and say hello.”

As I knelt in front of him, I watched as Laura loosened his belt and pulled his pinstriped pants down, his mammoth bulge unbelievably prominent at the front of his bright white CK briefs.

I couldn’t help but open my mouth wide in shock and awe as Laura then pulled the briefs down to let his long, thick, and rock hard black cock spring out, brushing up my face as it shot up to the sky.

Laura laughed, as did Maxwell. They both seemed to find my bimbo-style reaction to his dick very amusing.

“Maxwell, you’ll be his first dick sucking experience, but don’t go too easy on him,” Laura said, rubbing and squeezing Maxwell’s large, muscular and perfectly round ass. “Fill him up, work him, make the little sissy take every inch.”

Maxwell did just that, and once my mouth was suitably opened to take his angry dick head, he eased the rest of his length in, not seeming to care when I choked a little. He was hard, he was an alpha, and me as his sissy slut, well I just had to live with whatever he wanted to do with me.

As we was thrusting his dick in and out of my mouth, I looked over to Laura who was sitting on the bed, her hands inside her panties, rubbing and swirling around, getting off on the sight of me, her loyal and devoted husband, swallowing another man’s dick and doing a pretty good job of it too.

“Maxwell, for his first time I want you to cum in his mouth,” Laura purred, struggling to stop herself from cumming. “Sissy, you make sure you drink down every single drop. But when he squirts, you hold it in your mouth until I say swallow.”

I nodded and spluttered a ‘yes’ in confirmation that I would follow my wife’s orders to the letter.

Maxwell then pumped harder and faster, using my face like his own private fleshlight, until his body and especially his ass (which I had both of my hands firmly gripped on by this point) tensed up and allowed his dick to shoot what felt like wave after wave of hot cum into my mouth.

It felt incredible, and as I knelt there with my mouth open and full of cum, I watched as Laura wanked and fingered herself into a frenzy at the sight of me, building and building…

“Swallow it! Swallow it all you little slut!” she cried out, cumming, her lower half spasming in delight as she watched me swallow my mouthful of black dick semen.

I had become a dick sucking sissy husband, there was no turning back now. But, it was what Laura wanted – and she also knew fully how much this had been on my mind for some time. The secret fantasies, the sissy husband desires. So, as much as it was for her to stamp her ultimate authority on me, and to show her control, it was also something that could only strengthen our relationship.

“Mmmmm, that was great,” Laura said, watching as Maxwell walked towards the shower, his powerful, dark body a sight to behold. “You did brilliantly. You see, you don’t need to be scared of big dicks. If anything, you should see them as a special reward. A way to celebrate me doing something well or succeeding in moving us towards our life goals. Agreed?”

She patted me on the head as we lay back on the bed together. It wasn’t a question, it was a statement of fact. What would happen for the rest of the trip here?

Well, we had the hotel for another two nights…
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CHAPTER ONE

“Okay, so this is what I need you to do,” Catherine said, walking around me, surveying my body as I stood there, dripping with water from the shower, naked and on display for her. “I need you to shave your pubic hair, not all off, just a nice thin strip. You can be a bit shy, but I need you to be perfectly slutty, just how deep down I know you like it. You’ll then dry off and get yourself into the panties, bra, suspenders and cute little sailor outfit I’ve laid out for you. Hubbie, are you keeping up?”

“Yes, Catherine,” I said, my mind spinning at what she was saying, and beginning to realise where this was all leading.

“Once you’re in your outfit, you’ll take some photos, send them to me,” she continued, teasing my nipples with her perfectly manicured fingers. “Then, you’ll wait. You’ll stand by the front door and you will wait for me and my little assortment of friends to return. Got it?”

“Yes, Miss,” I said, conscious that my dick was beginning to stiffen, the thought of being paraded and presented to my wife’s friends again sending an electrical current of excitement all over my body.

“Well, I can see that this little thing is certainly in the mood,” Catherine said, crouching down and blowing on my dick, teasing me as it continued to harden. “Now, remember, I don’t permit you to get your little clitty boners when I’m not present. So, if you do get excited when I’m out, I expect a full apology and explanation when I get back. Got it? And that’s whether my friends are listening or not, too. Right?”

I nodded.

I had no other option but to accept whatever Catherine said, to take it without question, to pretty much obey every single command to the absolute and final letter.

She was my wife, my boss, and my keeper.

I mean, it wasn’t like I couldn’t leave if I wanted to. But she knew as well as I did, that I adored her, craved her, and would do anything to meet her approval. If I failed, she would punish me, often showing absolutely no mercy whatsoever.

But…

She knew what was best for me. I accepted that. I trusted her. Of course, what was coming my way later would test that. Push it right to the limit. As she gave my dick a quick slap, laughing as it bounced back up, she turned and left, leaving me to get ready for what would be the biggest test of my service to my wife yet.


CHAPTER TWO

With Catherine out of the house and her car pulling out of the driveway, I was left to my own devices. I knew I would have while to get myself ready, so saw no harm in just taking it easy for a little minute.

If previous experiences like this had been anything to go by, I would certainly need plenty of stamina for the ritual humiliations and punishments I would be put through later.

So, on this basis, and after I had shaved myself exactly to her specification, I wandered downstairs, totally nude, and made myself an iced latte. Catherine’s successful career had meant that we were able to live pretty damn comfortably, and our cupboards were always full of the best speciality coffees from around the world.

So, as I stood in our high specification kitchen sipping on my ice cold and delicious iced caffeine injection, I felt a real sense that my life was working out pretty damn well. I mean, it wasn’t exactly usual for a husband to be treated the way I was, but I couldn’t help but think that maybe it should be?

Would a totally female led world actually be that bad?

Or, to put it another way, I was really beginning to believe that every relationship should be female led. Since Catherine had taken complete control, I was actually happier. Sure, I would face her wrath from time to time, and I had certainly experienced things that I would never have imagined being possible before, other than in my fantasies perhaps, but it definitely felt like it had been the correct decision to unequivocally accept her terms and conditions.

She would look after me.

I would serve her.

I finished my drink and walked back up the stairs and into the walk-in closet. Carefully putting my panties on, I relished the feel of them as they slid up my slender, smooth legs and rested high on my hips.

I couldn’t resist admiring myself in the mirror, the hard work I had been putting into copious amounts of squatting in order to get the perfect sissy booty definitely appeared to be paying off now. Catherine would tease me that soon I would have a body fit for any lap dancing club, and she knew how much even the thought of that excited me…

Well, I couldn’t allow myself to think too much about that now if I wanted to avoid being punished and having to go into the details of it all in in front of Catherine’s friends.

No, I needed to stay focused.

I got myself dressed and made my way back down stairs. I decided to make myself busy by unloading the dishwasher and making sure that everything looked on point.

Little did I know then that no amount of tidying or extra work would save me from the experience I was about to be put through by Catherine, her friends, and their surprise additional guests…


CHAPTER THREE

My heart skipped a beat, or several, as I heard the sound of cars pulling into our driveway. I quickly made my way from the kitchen and took my position by the door, ready to welcome Catherine and her friends to the house.

Ding-dong.

The sound of the doorbell being run gave me a shock and assuming it was Catherine, I opened the door ready to greet her. Instead of Catherine however, it was a delivery guy.

I couldn’t believe it.

I was standing in front of a butch, six foot plus delivery guy and I was wearing a slutty sailor suit. I signed for the package and felt my face throbbing with total humiliation, meanwhile being fully aware that Catherine and her group of like minded female friends were finding all of this absolutely hilarious.

“Oh, don’t mind my husband,” Catherine said, approaching the delivery man. “He’s my little toy and I just love dressing him up. And he loves it too. Isn’t he cute?”

The delivery man laughed as Catherine pulled up my dress to show him my panties and suspenders. I wanted to crawl up and die as I saw the man eyeballing my panties, and the rapidly hardening little dick inside them.

“Oh, do you like showing off your panties?” Catherine said, mocking me. “Well, perhaps we should invite the delivery man to come inside and be a part of the fun. You see, my little sissy husband, my friends have come and this time they’ve brought their sissy husbands too. Yes, that’s right. Have a look.”

With that, I looked up and saw that it was true. Her friends were there and now, apparently inspired and motivated by Catherine and my relationship, they had put their husbands in panties too.

I knew at that moment that this would be very, very different to what I had experienced before. Before I knew it, the delivery man picked me up and tossed me over his shoulders and walked in to the house with me.

I looked down at Catherine and the procession of her friends and their pantied husbands behind them.

Catherine blew me a kiss and laughed as she shut the door behind her. A house full of dominant women, their subby hubbies, and one big, strong bull of a man.


CHAPTER FOUR

“That’s it, you twerk that booty!” Catherine whooped with delight as I squatted down and worked my ass in full view of everyone. “You see, ladies, this is husband goals. Give them fitness tasks to work on. Get their bodies as feminine and smooth and with the perkiest booty they can. You’ll find they respond to this kind of motivation pretty well. Now, slut, spread those cheeks!”

I was in the zone now, my dignity and sense of shame totally gone. I was working my body for everyone, not least the delivery man who was now looking very comfortable on the sofa in front of me, two of the sissy husbands at his feet, their asses in the air, presented to him.

I spread my own cheeks as Catherine instructed and was met with cheers from the other women, clearly impressed by the show I was putting on, and equally delighted to see how well trained Catherine had me. The truth was, I was enjoying this. I was making her proud and that felt really great.

“Now, slut, up onto your feet and bounce that little booty on a real man’s crotch,” Catherine commanded, licking her lips as I did just that, climbing up onto him and tentatively bouncing and grinding on him, the big, thick bulge in his khaki workpants stimulating me and making me blush harder than I had ever experienced before.

“Make eye contact, sissy!” one of Catherine’s friends said, reaching down and forcibly moving my head so that I had no option but to look at the man and I bounced on him.

“Yes, that’s it,” Catherine said. “Real men like it when their pussy looks at them. Give him your best slutty fuck-me eyes!”

The women all found it very amusing as I debased myself and began to grind harder on him, working faster and getting into a good rhythm, sensing that I was pushing him closer to the edge, the way he was now gripping my waist and moving me telling me very clearly that he was about to go.

“Wow, sissy, you’ve made him cum!” Catherine shouted, spanking my ass in encouragement as I bounced hard, making sure that he was fully satisfied. “Well, this really is encouraging!”

The man laughed and reached down to slap my erect sissy dick, mocking me for how small it was in comparison to the snake inside his khakis.

“I think now you need to experience a little stimulation yourself, as do all of the sissies,” Catherine said. “Slut, get on all fours and show the trainee hubbies how it’s done. Present yourself. Now!”

I climbed off the satisfied man and quickly got on all fours, head down and ass up. The other husbands followed suit and lined up next to me, each one of them in a different pair of panties, but all of them small and very slutty.

With us all lined up, Catherine handed out the lube to the women who wasted no time in pulling their husbands’ panties down squirting the cold, slimy liquid on their exposed, sissy ass holes.

“Thank you, Miss,” I said, as I felt the lube hit my ass hole.

I let out a whimper then as I felt her teasing my wet hole with the first blast of her vibrating dildo. I wanted it inside me. But the real truth was that I wanted a real dick…

“Oh, I can read your mind, you little slut,” Catherine said, applying a little more pressure so that the wide, bulbous head of the dildo stretched my hole slowly as it eased inside me. “You would have loved a big, thick cock in here. I think giving that little impromptu lap dance has further awakened a deeper, animalistic side of your submissive nature, hasn’t it? Don’t even bother answering, just focus your mind on what I’m saying. I saw the look in your eyes, everyone did, the look as you worked that cute little tush on his lap, working it with one goal in mind… to get him off, to make him shoot his big, thick, gloopy bull juice.”

I was now pushing back on the dildo, desperate for it to fill me. Every word that Catherine was saying was true, she knew me well and had the kind of insight that only a strict, perceptive wife could over their husband.

“Mmph, harder, deeper,” I pleaded, working my ass, taking every inch of the dildo. “Miss, I think I’m about to make a mess. Please, please my I….”

Catherine laughed.

“You see, women,” she said, addressing her friends. “This is an obedient sissy husband. His ass full of dildo, his little clitty about to spurt, and he can still beg for permission to cum. His bimbo mind is totally over stimulated but he still knows he has to ask to make his cummies. Well, should I let him?”

The women laughed and teased, but the general feeling was that I had put on enough of a show to be allowed to pump my sissy mess out. Most of the other husbands had cum all too quickly, and were now across their wives’ laps being spanked as punishment, but I had been good and now it was time for my reward…

I groaned and my dick shot out its mess all over the floor, Catherine even helping my pump out every last drop by taking my dick in her hands and squeezing it, draining it all, leaving me totally used up, a vibrating dildo still buried deep inside my stretched hole, the sticky lube leaking out the side.

“Oh look, it’s all too much for him,” Catherine laughed as she watched my lying on the floor, my legs spasming a little as the dildo vibrated and shook, gradually working its way out of my ass and onto the floor. “That is one satisfied hubby. Take it from me, the more you make them work for it, the more grateful they are. Because this way the pleasure is greater. They get to have their release, and its intensity is magnified by the fact they have been degraded and totally controlled by their better half.”

The women made their husbands look at me, and I felt a strange but very definite sense of pride in the fact that I was being held up as the prime example of what a submissive husband should look like.

I was naked, my body and mind totally under the control of Catherine, and having given my first lap dance that morning, I knew that today had indeed been a very special day in my relationship, and in terms of the progress I was making as a feminized husband.

I knew that there was progress still to be made, and I definitely felt like Catherine would have some feedback to give me later that would no doubt involve some corrective punishment too. That was the thing, she was always striving for perfection, but it was a perfection that would lead to only one thing – our relationship and marriage being better, being closer to the ideal.

She was a Goddess, I knew that. I was born to serve her, and anything I could do to please her, I knew full well that I would go through with it.

“So, sissy,” Catherine said later, after everyone had gone. “I’m expecting another delivery later in the week. You’d better get some new moves sorted, hadn’t you?”

She winked at me as she pulled up my silk pyjama shorts, taking them high enough that my ass cheeks were on display. As I drifted off to sleep, tired and satisfied, I knew that next week, things were likely to go up a whole other level again.

And I couldn’t wait.
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CHAPTER ONE

Even the luxurious, naughty feeling of being in my favourite panties couldn’t take away from the fact it had been a long, long week. Of that there could be absolutely no doubt whatsoever. Sarah, my wife and now apparently my mistress too, had been away on a business trip and I was tasked with keeping the house nice and tidy and generally staying on top of all the day to day running of household affairs.

Sounds simple, right?

Well, normally it pretty much would have been. Except, this week so happened to include the fact that we were having a brand new bathroom fitted, and on top of that work being done to renovate our utility and boiler room in the basement, kind of sprucing it up a little.

What this meant for me was that I was required to not only deal with the various workmen who were constantly coming in and out of the house, but on top of that I needed to also ensure the house was clean at the end of each day so that when Sarah came on Skype at the end of the day, I could show her that the house was just as clean as it was when she left.

I knew of course exactly what she was doing.

She was testing me, seeing how I dealt with the responsibility of following her orders. She wanted to see just how desperate I was to please her, to ensure that I was being a good husband and that I was taking our new roles seriously.

Of course, there was the small matter of what would happen if I didn’t meet her standards, or follow her rules exactly. Since we’d been married, Sarah had really pushed harder into making us a female led relationship. I mean, now that we were officially partners, it was pretty much the case that she controlled everything, right down to my clothes…

Speaking of which, the fact that I was dealing with builders and workmen, pretty much the most masculine people you could imagine, and underneath my tight chinos I was wearing a variety of different women’s panties each day, well that was really putting me in a spin.

I was constantly on edge at the thought that they might see even just a hint of lacy material poking out above my waistline, or perhaps see the panty outline as I bent over or walked away from them.

Sarah had even taken to teasing me every night about this, asking if any of the big, strong men had spotted that I was a sissy husband yet. She knew this kind of teasing made me blush, and she delighted in my embarrassment, even making me play with my dick as she described the possibility of the men finding out and deciding to use me as their sissy plaything in her absence.

Anyway, Sarah was due back in a couple of days and thankfully from that point, she would be dealing with the workmen and taking control. It was for this reason that I decided to have a day off from cleaning and simply catch up with it the next day.

As I lay in bed that night, resisting the urge to fantasize about Sarah, and the builders too, I still couldn’t help but to fall asleep to the thought of being degraded and humiliated by Sarah, punished and put on display, and who knows what after that too…


CHAPTER TWO

I woke up to the sound of workmen hammering away downstairs. What the hell? They weren’t meant to be in today, and more than that… who the hell let them in?

I immediately panicked as I looked down and saw that my covers were pretty much off the bed and I was lying there, exposed, wearing nothing more than a pair of tiny panties underneath my night time baby doll, a pink see-through one that Sarah liked me to wear.

There was no way any of the builders had been in the room though… was there?

No, it was highly, highly unlikely. Well, rather than just lie there debating about it in my mind, I quickly jumped up out of bed so I could throw on some clothes. I needed to get downstairs and see who had a key to let themselves in, and mores to the point why they hadn’t informed me yesterday that they would be in so early today.

Before I could do that though, the whole situation suddenly became a lot, lot clearer.

“You’ve got some serious, serious explaining to do,” Sarah said as she waltzed into the room, briefcase in one hand and other hand gesticulating at me. “The place is an absolute unholy mess. And having spoken to Brock downstairs, it seems like you’ve been giving the okay on matters that only I should be confirming? Don’t even bother answering. Get up from that bed now and present yourself for me.”

I stood up and got off the bed in double-quick time. With my hands on my head and my back straight, I waited for Sarah as she circled me, inspecting her obedient sissy husband. The whole while however, I was conscious of the sounds around the house – the workmen talking and laughing as they got on with their various tasks.

There was the distinct possibility that they could walk down the hallway and catch a glimpse of me. If Sarah decided to administer any kind of punishment or even begin raising her voice there was a strong possibility that they could hear something too.

I was panicking.

I knew I had let Sarah down, and by that logic was almost certain that she would not let it slide and their would be some kind of price for me to pay.

I wasn’t wrong.


CHAPTER THREE

“Please, Sarah, no, not now,” I begged, a fruitless pursuit as I knew full well that once Sarah wanted something, she got it.

“No, no, no, that’s not how a sissy speaks to his wife,” Sarah laughed, pulling me down and over her lap as she sat on the hardback chair on the hallway outside our bedroom. “You’ve treated our relationship as a joke in my absence and you will now be punished so that, hopefully, you can learn your lesson. And yes, I do imagine that the various men around the house, real men by the way, will hear the sounds of these spanks as they beat down on your little butt.”

Sarah wasted no more time.

All I could do was clench my eyes shut and try my hardest not to squeal in pain as she began a full out assault on my ass. She had been so keen to start the spanking that she hadn’t even pulled my panties down, simply hiked them up into my crack.

“Dare you open your eyes?” Sarah laughed, noticing that I hadn’t opened them once as she then entered into a flurry of probably the hardest spanks I had ever taken since our relationship shifted. “Well maybe I can make you scream out instead. Beg me to stop. Apologise and beg me for mercy. Do it. Do it now.”

I tried to hold off.

It was too difficult, too painful.

“Please stop, please stop!” I cried out. “I’m sorry for screwing up, Sarah. I’ll do better. I promise I’ll do much better in future. Anything. I’ll do anything, just please stop.”

She had broken me.

It wasn’t even that difficult, such was her mastery and insight into my psychology. She loved seeing me like this, pushing me beyond what I could take, making me discover even more submissive depths that I hadn’t known existed before.

“Open your eyes, and tell me what you see,” Sarah said, the spanks mercifully having come to a stop, for now. “I said, open them.”

The tone of her voice made is obvious that I would be presented with something I didn’t want to see. Sarah was toying with me, tormenting me as she softly ran her fingers over my throbbing ass, spreading my cheeks and squeezing them.

Sarah grabbed my head and turned it to the left.

“Open your eyes right now and tell me what you see, sissy,” she said. “This is your final warning.”

I opened them and was greeted by the sight of the work men and plumbers standing there in their work clothes. Buff, muscular, sweaty, a little dirty. Each one of them appeared to have bulges in their pants, visibly hard at the spectacle they had just witnessed.

I wanted to close my eyes, to hide, for Sarah to make them all go away. But I knew that was wishful thinking. I knew what Sarah wanted, and equally I knew there was no way I was getting out of this now. Her word was law, and I had to obey it.

“Sarah, I see the work men,” I said, my voice trembling a little, a surge of totally humiliation and adrenalin powering its way all over my body.

Sarah laughed, simply adding to my complete degradation as the builders looked at me, in panties and a baby-doll night gown, a feminized husband across the lap of his successful, powerful wife.

“Yes, that’s right sissy,” Sarah said. “And it’s about time you made amends to us all.”

CHAPTER FOUR

Sarah pushed me off her lap and immediately began to have fun. All I could do was be as submissive as possible. It was pointless resisting, and I knew that even the feintest hint of resistance would lead to much worse consequences.

“I can’t imagine any of you specimens would let your wives or girlfriends put you in panties like this?” Sarah said kicking me and then crouching down to pull my baby-doll up to full reveal my ass. “No, what I have here is the kind of husband who actually enjoys being treated for what he is. Weak. Submissive. Feminine.”

The men laughed and I blushed as one of them, then two, three, and four of them came in close to inspect me, their rough, dirty hands groping at my nipples, my shaved stomach, one of them even squeezing my dick as it began to harden inside my panties.

“I think he likes it,” the man laughed, squeezing again before spanking my ass with his other hand. “But has he ever seen a real dick?”

Sarah laughed, loving my torment. Relishing the fact that these burly, tough men were beginning to settle into the fun of teasing and playing with me.

“Why don’t we all compare sizes?” Sarah laughed. “Men, get your dicks out. Sissy, you can get your clitty out!”

The use of the word clitty for my dick prompted a big laugh from the men as they all obliged. Even though they were dominant alpha men, it was clear that Sarah was still in charge. This made me feel a little safer, but not by much…

“Oh dear, oh dear oh dear,” Sarah said, inspecting the line of big, hard, thick dicks… and then my significantly smaller but still very erect dick at the end. “It’s not even a fair comparison is it? To be honest, I think this needs to me dealt with. Hubbie, on your knees know. Men, surround my little sissy princess here and wank your meat for her. Sissy, you be a good little slut and open your mouth wide, ready to accept your presents from these fine men. Show your gratitude to them for all the hard work they have done in the house, especially taking into account your useless project managing in my absence.”

The men wasted no time and began to jerk their dicks, getting in close enough so that I could hear the sound of their hands working up and down, then taking the humiliation of them slapping their lengths of meat against my shaved, exposed body. It wasn’t long before my baby-doll was removed and my panties were down round my ankles. As they worked their cocks, they would delight in grabbing my body, pulling on me, pushing me and bringing me in close so that my mouth and body was presented, ready…

“That’s it my little slut, you keep that tongue out,” Sarah said, a wicked sense of mischief in her tone as she watched with glee as the first man shot his load onto my face and into my mouth. “Be a good little bitch and make sure you say thank you for your reward!”

I mumbled and spluttered a thank you as the other men quickly followed suit, covering my face and upper body with their hot, salty cum. I was their receptacle now, their sissy house-husband on his knees and giving himself as target practice for their dicks to spray their seed on.

“That’s it guys, slap and squeeze those monster cocks onto his body too, get every last drop of your cum onto that petit little body,” Sarah said, holding her camera up and capturing the humiliation. “Good, that’s just perfect. And don’t worry, there will be an added bonus in your pay packets too this week.”

Once the men were finished, they simply put their dicks back in their pants, zipped up, and walked back downstairs to continue with their tasks. Just like that. They had used me, had their fun, and were now ready to get back to it.

I was on my knees and covered in their spunk.

I looked up at Sarah as she towered above me.

“Well, I bet you weren’t expecting that when you woke up this morning,” Sarah said, teasing me as she rubbed her feet over my cum covered chest and began in turn rubbing her feet over my face. “Tell me though, did it feel right? Did you deserve it? And… why is that little clitty of yours still hard? Are you excited?”

I didn’t know how to respond.

It was true that I was excited, there was something exhilarating about what had just happened, and despite the fact that it was utterly degrading to have been used like that, I couldn’t even begin to deny that it was thrilling.

“Ooooh, too many questions for my little bimbo,” Sarah said, staring down at me. “Come on, crawl behind me and we’ll put you in the shower. And, seeing as you took so much of their seed, I’ll let you put some of the special shower gel on your little winky and you can play with yourself until you make your sissy splurge. How does that sound?”

“Yes, Miss, thank you Miss,” I said, crawling behind her, my head peering through the railings and down the stairs, catching a glimpse and briefly locking eyes with one of the builders who had just shot his load over me. “I’ll try not to let you down again, I’m sorry. Thank you for punishing me.”

“Good, and as a special treat, you know for being suck a good target for their loads,” Sarah added, “I’ll even stand next to you in the shower, naked, as you make your cummies. How does that sound? Me, my superior alpha body next to yours as you wank that pathetic little… oh, I better stop now, I don’t want you cumming before you even get under the water!”

Sarah was right.

Her words were already pushing my close to the edge, and the last thing I wanted was to miss out on the chance to relieve myself next to my Goddess’s naked, wet, soapy body…

Yes, I was her sissy, and she would punish me relentlessly and push me to my limits as and when she pleased. But she was my wife, and I wouldn’t change her for anything.
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CHAPTER ONE

Ms Jackson was something else. A self-made millionaire, former professional mixed martial artist, current highly successful entrepreneur, and now apparently… my boss. 

Tonya De Grassi Jackson. Damn, I should have known I was in trouble from the very second that my company was purchased by her. I had spent the last few years working my way up to a pretty senior position. I was on a nice salary, had a pretty chill time of it too.

The thing was, I wasn’t exactly a hard worker, or super-committed to the cause or anything like that. I guess I was always just the right guy in the right place, and somehow managed to nail a series of promotions that gave the impression of momentum and success rather than having anything to back it up with.

But, my bosses seemed happy enough, so I never really saw any need to change. I liked it on easy street, and the new Porsche I had just purchased was pretty damned sweet too.

I had a funny feeling though that things were about to change form the very first moment that Ms Jackson walked into the office block the week after the purchase had been confirmed.

We were all told to go down to the lobby and wait for her arrival there. There was a real buzz of excitement and nervous energy around. You see, she had a great record of transforming businesses, really ramping up the profits and overall company value.

But…

She was also known for her brutal business practices. Her take no prisoners style. And also some rumours of highly unorthodox practices that, well, just couldn’t possibly be true.

Still, as I stood next to my colleague Stacey, her face stuck in a kind of desperate to impress rictus grin, I couldn’t help but feel a bit meh about all this. I mean, seriously, wasn’t this just another corporate takeover?

My track record was decent. If they didn’t like me they could give me a big, fat payoff and I could kick back for a year or two.

I really felt like I had nothing to fear.

Then, just as I was convincing myself of this, the large glass doors at the front of the lobby swung open. Ms Jackson walked in.

I knew right there and then, on some deep unconscious level, that something was about to go down. I just didn’t realise how much it would involve me…


CHAPTER TWO

The rest of the week was kind of surreal. Ms Jackson would come in every morning, usually at around half nine or ten, and would pretty much stayed locked up in her office space with some of her advisors.

We would only see her if she went for a walk around. And even then, she didn’t really stop and talk to anyone, certainly not for any length of time anyway.

If this was the way it was going to be, I was more than happy. I much preferred my bosses to take a hands-off approach rather than try and micro-manage me, that was for sure.

One thing that I did notice about Ms Jackson though was just how incredibly and imperiously beautiful she was. I mean, she had the background in mixed martial arts, so there was the perfect posture and clearly very strong and flexible body that was plain to see form the tight fitted, superbly tailored pant-suits she wore.

I mean, it was actually kind of difficult not to stare at her.

Her face had the kind of classic beauty that no amount of makeup or facial care routines can truly replicate. Her skin was perfectly smooth and clear, her lips plump and red, her cheekbones high enough to cut ice on. Her hair was shiny, impeccably maintained, and only added to the overall impression that this was a seriously attractive, successful woman who got what she wanted.

Of course, I didn’t even entertain the idea of trying to flirt or even get her attention. No, I figured that my chances with her would be so tiny that it wasn’t worth the inevitable downside that would follow if, as expected, she wasn’t interested in dating an employee.

Still, it certainly didn’t stop me from fantasizing about her. And I certainly took great enjoyment from scrolling through all the Google image results for her. Plenty of her in super-tight martial arts leotards, a few paparazzi photos of her in a bikini, and plenty of images of her in her various personally tailored suits.

To be honest, I was actually beginning to develop something of a fixation on her. I mean, when I was feeling horny I was beginning to notice that my first instinct was to look her up online.

Still, no harm in that.

Or so I thought.

CHAPTER THREE

“Okay, so this really is not acceptable, at all,” Ms Jackson said. “You’re one of the highest earners here, and yet… you work actually less hours than anyone across the board? Care to explain?”

Oh damn.

Here I was, called in to Ms Jackson’s office for an introductory chat, or at least that’s what her assistant had said, and here I was being grilled before I had even had a chance to sit down.

“Your silence is telling. And, no, you may not sit down so stop looking at that chair like an idiot,” Ms Jackson said, firmly and with the kind of authoritative tone that was born from real confidence and a sense of power.

“Well, I’m, um, I guess I’m just efficient,” I said, attempting to fall back on my quick thinking and usually pretty effective charm. “I, um, my results are pretty good?”

“Oh just shut up right now,” Ms Jackson said, standing up from behind her desk. “Your numbers are average at best. Your work ethic is non-existent. And yet we’re paying you enough for a brand new Porsche 911? Well, this is coming to a stop right now.”

With that, and totally shocking me, Ms Jackson stepped to me, twisted my arm around my back and led me over to the large seat by the window. Before I knew it, I was being bent over her lap and fixed into position by her strong legs and equally strong arms.

“What? What is… what are you… doing?” I said, my voice trembling, the adrenalin running through my body but my mind in a state of total shock at what appeared to be happening. “Please!”

“This is what you need, do you accept that?” Ms Jackson said as she pulled my trousers down, then hiked my briefs up into my ass. “You’re a slacker and now your boss is going to teach you a lesson. Right?”

I didn’t know what to do, or say. I mean, I guess she was kind of right. But, a spanking? I was so humiliated, the fact that my new female boss, a total stranger was administering this kind of punishment was just… insane.

I guess the rumours about her very different work practices might actually be true.

“Awwwww!” I cried, her spanks reddening my cheeks with each blow as they came down, one after the other, each one with unerring accuracy and devastating power. “Please, I promise to improve. I’ll come in earlier. I’ll delegate less. Anything!”

“Be quiet and simply thank me for each and every one of these spanks,” she said, continuing at full pace, but allowing me the time between spanks to thank her, something that I found incredibly difficult to do, but someone soon enough was doing with total commitment, in part almost certainly hoping that the more convincing I was, the sooner it would end.

“Get up off me and stand with your hands on your head,” Ms Jackson said, finally bringing the spanking to an end, my ass truly on fire and my cheeks crimson red from the humiliation I was experiencing. “Quick!”

I did as I was told, my spirit broken from how easily I had given in to her, how her clear physical and mental advantage over me had been established, and also in fear as to what else was to come.

I had every right to be fearful.

My ordeal was only just beginning…


CHAPTER FOUR

“Hmm, let’s just see about something before we go any further,” Ms Jackson said, towering over me in her high heels, a wicked grin on her face now. “Let’s see what category you fall into. I have my suspicions, and I’m rarely wrong, but we must see the evidence.”

With that, she pulled my briefs down, slowly but surely, making eye contact we me, a big grin appearing on her face as my dick popped out, showing signs of hardness.

“Ha. Just as I thought,” she said, her grin turning into laughter. “A small little dick. Not the kind of dick I would ever consider riding, well certainly not if I wanted an orgasm from it anyway. Maybe for a laugh, or even as a reward for you for extra special work. But, it really is small, isn’t it?”

I didn’t know how to answer.

I mean, I knew it wasn’t exactly a huge dick. But was it small? Really? I wasn’t sure. But judging by the laughter from Ms Jackson, I guess it was by her standards.

“I, um, yes, it’s small,” I said, my facing burning with humiliation now. “Please, what’s going on? What is this all about?”

Ms Jackson then stood up and slapped me across the face.

“No! You speak when I address you, you do not question me like that. Ever,” she said, slapping me again, delighting in her position of total authority. “If you want to keep your job here you’ll need to learn how this is going to go. And I don’t expect any complaints. Well, not unless you want even more punishments.”

“No, sorry,” I said, on autopilot, somehow my instinct kicking in, putting me in survival mode, and also kind of almost wanting to go along with this.

At that moment, Ms Jackson’s assistant Patti walked in. She was young, a recent graduate, and had the kind of Instagram-perfect gym body that would make any guy drool. She was now also laughing at the sight of me, my ass red, my dick hard, and my pants round my ankles.

I attempted to cover myself up.

Big mistake.

“Put those damn hands on your head! Don’t ever cover yourself up unless instructed,” Ms Jackson said, pulling on my shirt and tearing it open, her fingers finding my nipples and pulling and twisting on them with a look of sheer sadistic pleasure on her face.

“If you cover yourself up,” she continued, “how do you think Patti will be able to take your photograph? Or should I say, photographs plural.”

The two women shared a laugh as Patti held up her expensive, high quality camera and took a series of shots of Ms Jackson pulling and stretching my nipples, delighting in my whimpers of pain and desperate pleas for her to stop.

“Has he been this pathetic the whole time?” Pattie enquired, putting her camera down for one moment and walking towards me, slapping my now rock hard dick up and down and side to side, taking extra pleasure in how submissive I was being, how overwhelmed I look. “He’s a perfect little sub, isn’t he?”

“Potentially, yes,” Ms Jackson said, agreeing. “But he’s new to this and we’ve had one or two little faux pas so far. Nothing that can’t be corrected over time though.”

“Ms Jackson, I’m worried he’s going to make a little mess,” Pattie said, gripping my dick in her hand and pulsing her fist. “Look at his face, it’s like he’s enjoying this degradation.”

“Well, this little dicked loser needs to learn that if he wants to make a mess, he can, but it’s on my terms,” Ms Jackson said. “Pattie, you know what to do.”

With that, the two of them grabbed me and began lifting me up, both of them utilising their strong, lean, athletic prowess to easily manoeuvre me and place me on my back on the large meeting table on the other side of the office, right by the window that looked out onto the rest of the floor.

Luckily for me, the blinds were shut, although Ms Jackson teased me by suggesting that even the smallest gap would potentially be exposing me to all of my colleagues.

But, right now, that wasn’t even my number one concern.

Pattie stood behind my head and lifted my legs right up and over towards my head, my dick now aimed directly at my face.

“Okay, so you want to make your beta sperm shoot, well, do it,” Ms Jackson said, slapping my dick, keeping it hard, pushing me closer to the edge. “I have a feeling that the more I humiliate you, the more I threaten you, the closer you’ll get to making that sissy splurge all in your face, into your mouth, your hair, probably up your nose too if we’re lucky. Ooh, yeah, I can see that this is working.” 

I was breathing heavily, totally humiliated but also totally turned on and finding the complete lack of control I had over the situation was freeing me, allowing me to accept that I had no real power, that I was Ms Jackson’s toy, to be played with, punished and used for her entertainment.

“Here, try this for size,” Pattie said, leaning over and letting a large, sticky globule of spit drop from her mouth and land on my face. “This is what wimps and betas like you get. You want to cum for Ms Jackson, then you do it in the most pathetic, degrading positions imaginable.”

That was just too much for me and I felt my cum build up and shoot out of my dick, covering my face, my gasps of shock and pleasure causing much amusement from my two tormentors as Ms Jackson made sure she milked me for every drop.

“Here, eat it,” she said, scooping up some of my cum with her perfectly manicured finger and pushing it into my mouth. “Taste your cum and get used to it. You’ll be eating it every single day from now on. And if you misbehave you’ll be drinking it down at your desk, in front of everyone. Got it?”

“Yes, Ms Jackson,” I said, totally complying with her, not even thinking to attempt to disagree or raise a single query about what I was being told. “Thank you, Ms.”

The two women laughed and after Pattie had taken several photos of me, my ass, dick and balls on display, my face covered in my own cum, the two women stepped back to take some longer distance shots of me lying prone on the table, totally exposed, at their mercy now forever.

“Pattie, fetch me that new vibrating buttplug, a pair of training panties, some nipple clamps, and… a nice frilly bra,” Ms Jackson said. “You hear that? We’ve only just started on you. I’ve cancelled all your so called meetings for the rest of the day. And tomorrow too. You’ll be coming home with me tonight and I’ll really see what you’re made of.”

All I could do was hope that I would live up to her standards.

The truth was, I really wanted to impress her, to be the best possible employee and toy I could be. No matter what the consequences…
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CHAPTER ONE

I can’t even begin to tell you how hard it was being a full time PA to Serenity Jones. I mean, she was incredibly demanding, accepted nothing but the absolute best standards from everyone, and was simply brutal when it came to displaying her dissatisfaction…

The fact that my daily routine now involved at least one spanking, ass worship, and more often than not a big, vibrating butt plug deep inside my ass for at least fifteen minutes at a time was pretty much something I had been forced to get used to.

My work uniform had changed too. Gone were the days of rocking up in some cool tight-fit chinos and a trendy retro t-shirt of some kind. No, now I was Serenity’s PA, it was all about the panties, the bras, stockings, suspenders, and a variety of very tight women’s pant suits that were designed to give everyone a good laugh if that happened to notice something funny about my attire and put two and two together.

This was my life now.

It was relentless.

Sure, I was on a good salary. Sure, I actually got to go on some great holidays and was usually even afforded plenty of time to myself to do some sight-seeing. And, yes, there was no denying the fact that being Serenity’s PA involved a lot of time worshipping and experiencing her incredibly sexy, feminine body in ways that men could only dream of.

Well, certainly a beta male like me could never get to do the kinds of things I did, that was for sure.

But, as I said, it came at a cost.

Often a very painful, humiliating, and totally emasculating cost.

I was about to discover though that just when I thought I knew everything there was about Serenity and her desire to push me to my limits, she always had something extra up her sleeve…


CHAPTER TWO

We were scheduled to take a cross country flight, the red eye from West to East, and Serenity had already arrived at the airport. She didn’t look overly impressed as I arrived twenty minutes after her, a little sweaty from having to lug not only my overnight bag but her luggage too.

“This isn’t what I expect, you know that,” she said, looking impeccable in a white blouse, close-cut navy jacket, and a pair of very tight classic denim jeans. “We’ll have to give you a little lesson. Perhaps a little ass stretching on the flight with my new inflatable butt toy?”

“Yes, Miss,” I said. “Whatever you say. Can I get you something from the bar?”

We were in the first class lounge, and Serenity nodded and I promptly fetched her a glass of champagne. I had grown used to this world, and despite the punishments and degradation I faced daily, it was admittedly nice to spend time in this kind of luxury.

“So, tell me,” Serenity said as we took our seats. “Have you been a good little boy for me today? I hope you didn’t do anything to embarrass yourself, and by extension me, when you were out and about?”

Damn, I had to play a poker face here, or face the consequences. The only problem was that Serenity was an excellent reader of body language, especially with someone she knew as intimately as me.

It had only been pretty minor. But I had indeed broken one of her rules, and I knew full well that if I admitted it to her, there would be consequences. But, on the other hand, if I didn’t confess, and she worked it out for herself, then I would be in a whole worse world of pain and shame.

It was a tough call.

“Your pause tells me everything, and that will be noted,” she said. “I’ll give you a second chance. Did you, my PA, my pet, my submissive little fool, do anything today that would contravene the terms and conditions of your service, your employment to me?”

She had me.

I knew it.

She knew it.

I had to confess.


CHAPTER THREE

“Well, better late than never,” Serenity said. “But don’t think for a second that your little confession will see you escape punishment. No, the fact that you got a little boner in your panties when you were perving over a woman in yoga pants at the coffee shop just will not do. Had I witnessed that you would have been put over my lap right there and then!”

“Yes, Miss, I’m sorry Miss,” I said, my head bowed.

“Oh, quit grovelling you little worm,” Serenity said. “It’s time to board, so stand up, pick my bags up and follow me.”

I did as I was told, actually a little relieved that time seemed to have saved me on this occasion. The fact that we were due to board the plane had probably saved me from a very loud lecture on the dangers of weak, beta men like me looking at hot, alpha-seeking women like the incredibly well toned and lusciously curved yoga woman I had drooled over and got excited by in Max’s Lattes earlier that day.

My relief was short lived.

As we approached to board, two security guards stepped in front of me. Um, okay, what the hell was this?

“If you’d step into this room with us, please,” the blond security guard said, her long, platinum blond hair tied in a perfect, severe looking high ponytail. “And that’s not a request, sir.”

“Right now, sir,” the other security guard, a mixed-race woman whose booty would have put Beyoncé to shame said, her firm hand on my shoulder making it very clear that I needed to follow their orders to a tee.

“Ms Jones?” I called out to Serenity. “What? I don’t know what to do?”

Serenity simply smiled, stared back at me and continued onwards through the gate and towards her seat on the plane.

With out a second’s pause I was then finding myself being frog-marched by these two imposing, serious female security guards. I had no idea what was going on, my mind spinning with the possibilities.

I mean, it wasn’t like I had packed anything I shouldn’t have, or had anything contraband on me in my pockets or whatever. I just didn’t understand what was going on.

Then, a sudden realization hit me.

If this was just a random search, and it involved anything like a strip search… these two intimidating women would see what I was wearing underneath my clothes.

All I could do was hope and pray that it wouldn’t come to that. But something, somehow, was telling me that my prayers were not about to be answered any time soon.

Far from it, if anything, I absolutely feared the worst…


CHAPTER FOUR

“Sir, that is correct, you will strip right now,” Jasmine said, the blond guard with the clearly sizeable breasts underneath her green security shirt. “You either do it voluntarily or we will do it for you.”

I looked at Jasmine and then at Bree next to her. Both of them meant business, and I knew I had to do it.

But…

I was wearing a tiny red thong with a frilly waistband underneath my trousers. I had a matching bra too, currently hidden by my black sweater. I figured that it might actually be less humiliating to be naked in front of them so decided that the best plan of action would be to try and take my panties and bra off at the exact same time as my sweater and trousers.

They were way ahead of me though.

“Sir, please remove one item of clothing at a time,” Bree said, slamming her hand down on the table in the centre of the room. “Do not give us any cause for suspicion here. You don’t want that, believe me. Just do as your told and follow due process.”

Well, that was that then.

As I removed my sweater I was confronted with the sight of the two women grinning broadly, their perfect smiles beaming back at me with the kind of relish that I would often see in Serenity’s face before she punished me, in the tantalising pre-punishment stage of early humiliation and demeaning putdowns and mockery.

“Pants now, and I do wonder what we’re about to see, Bree?” Jasmine said, her strong, wide stance showing off her lean, muscular legs, her powerful thighs looking incredibly impressive, the kind of cross-fit babe that I would fantasize about often.

I removed my suit trousers and was now standing in front of them in nothing but my tiny thong and equally feminine bra.

“A sissy?” Bree said. “Well, this is a first. What shall we do about this?”

Jasmine laughed, her perfect ponytail swinging from side to side as she tossed her head back.

“I think the fact that there appears to be an excited little thing inside those panties needs investigating,” Jasmine said. “I wonder, do you think it’ll be a big, manly dick, or… a tiny little sissy clitty?”

Bree laughed.

The two women stepped to me and I was frozen, my mind spinning and wondering where the hell Serenity was, and why she wasn’t here to protect me from these two incredibly intimidating women. I looked around, but the door was locked and what the hell was I planning on doing anyway, running out of the room wearing nothing but women’s underwear?             

No, this was my reality now and I had to accept it.

“It’s tiny! A real sissy clitty,” Bree said, licking her perfectly plump lips, allowing the waistband of my panties to snap back into place, trapping my dick. “Go on then, slut, show us how you strut around and work that feminine sissy body!”

Jasmine kicked me and slapped my face as I hesitated.

“Do it!” she admonished me. “Show us what a little gooner loser you are. You’re clearly someone’s sissy slut, so show us exactly what it is you do to earn your keep.”

I did my best sissy walk and then after being instructed to in no uncertain terms began to twerk my booty for them, causing them to laugh and jeer and whoop as I totally debased myself on top of the table, my ass on display as I bounced my cheeks and made a total fool of myself.

They had me totally obedient and under their control, and they were not afraid of pushing me harder.

“Now, I think we need to step this up a notch or two,” Bree said. “Or should that be an inch or seven?”

With that, Jasmine pulled out a suction-cupped big, black dildo from her bag and promptly placed it down, nice and secure on top of the table. I had a feeling I knew where this was going, but it was bigger than anything Serenity had used on me before, and I wasn’t sure if I could handle it.

“Get that stupid look off your face, bitch,” Bree said, lifting me up onto the table with such ease it was like I weighed less than a feather. “Get up and get bouncing on that big, fat dick. You know that’s what you want to do. Well, either way, it’s what we want, so get on it and ride that dong now.”

I watched, my mouth wide open, as Bree squirted a huge dollop of lube on top of the dildo and used her hand to work it up and down, covering it entirely.

“I think the sissy is going to enjoy this,” Jasmine said as she watched me place myself just over the tip, hovering nervously as the tip just touched my puckered, small ass hole.

“Do it, so it right this second,” came the voice behind me. “You do not disobey orders, do you? You’re already in enough trouble.”

I then watched in horror as Jasmine and Bree were joined by Serenity. I was starting to feel like this entire thing had been a set-up.

“Yes, that’s right, fool, that is a two way mirror,” Serenity said, laughing and whooping with joy as I began to ease myself on to the thick, black dick. “Now all the way!”

I let out a long, deep groan as I eased myself fully down on the dildo. I slowly began to work back up again before dropping down again. I couldn’t believe that I was riding this dick in front of Jasmine and Bree, and the fact that Serenity was there too just added to the sheer and total submission that I was showing in this particular moment.

There was no going back from this, I knew that much.

“If you don’t mind me saying, I think he could be a good toy to use with your alpha bulls,” Jasmine said to Serenity.

“Oh, believe me, that’s the plan,” Serenity replied, grinning as I began to moan in pleasure, the effect of having a big dick in my sissy booty beginning to take effect and give me pleasure, irrespective of how degrading it all was.

I was moaning and groaning deeply, and almost without realising, I began to cum. My first ever orgasm from anal stimulation alone. I couldn’t believe it, my face blushing so hard that the redness spread over my neck and upper shoulders too.

I couldn’t deny it, it felt incredible.

“I think he’s about to pass out!” Bree laughed, coming over and helping me off the dildo and onto the floor, where I lay at the feet of these three incredible women. “I know he’s out of commission now, but perhaps on arrival back from your trip you could have him visit us again, and this time he could show us what his dick sucking skills are like too? We could definitely arrange for one of our ultra masculine security colleagues to attend?”

“Oh, that does sound fantastic, doesn’t it?” Serenity said, kicking my body, grinding her foot down on my exposed stomach.

“Yes, yes, thank you,” I said, still dazed from my first ever sissy-gasm.

After that, the two security guards left and I got dressed. Serenity told me that I had ridden the dildo well, that she was proud of me. I couldn’t help but feel happy that I had pleased her in front of Bree and Jasmine, but at the same time I was worried about what would potentially happen on our next visit to airport security.

“Oh, don’t you worry,” Serenity said. “I’ve got plenty of plans for you to make sure that by the time we next visit Bree and Jasmine you’re cock sucking skills will be absolutely on point and up to speed. Yes, I’ve been impressed with you. I think you’re definitely up to the task of moving your training on to the next step. And that next step will very much revolve around giving in to your sissy desires to suck and fuck big, alpha dicks. The kind of dick you could only ever dream of having, they kind of cock that makes yours look even more useless than we already know it is. From now on, if you want to cum, you’ll need to do your fair share of sucking. At least until I’m satisfied you have learned your art perfectly.”

“Yes, Miss,” I said, picking up my bag, the lube still dripping out of my stretched ass hole and into my tight, feminine panties. “Thank you.”

I knew that more adventures and discipline was on its way. And the way that Serenity smiled and winked at the cabin crew and the big, perfectly chiselled pilot, I had a feeling more training could be heading my way even sooner than I had imagined…
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CHAPTER ONE

I woke up in a cold sweat. My heart was racing and I was absolutely drenched, the kind of sweat you would normally associate with a fever. But I was in good health and had been eating clean and drinking a strict diet of super-green juices, my body now taking a more slender, feminized form as per Ms Taine’s instructions.

My dream, it was coming back to me…

This was an effect of what my life had become. Of who I was turning into. The intense dreams I experienced most nights now were a direct result of the changes that I had experienced over the past few months.

Oh no, I hadn’t… had I?

I looked down and saw an all too familiar wet patch on the front of my tight, high-cut night-time panties. Suddenly, my dream came back to me.

They always did.

In my dream I was being paraded across the city by Ms Taine and her army of fellow strict women. I had been fully sissified and was wearing a pair of panties that that you could only truly describe as perfectly small and dangerously slutty.

Of course, it wasn’t just me, there were other sissies there too, each one of them transformed from their old lives. Some of them were naked, their bodies shaved and their asses newly pert from intense workout drives to get that perfect sissy ass. Others were dressed as maids, bikini bimbos, or in sexy cheerleader outfits.

But not me.

I was different.

I was at the head of the parade, my panties barely able to contain my dick, my newly shaven, smooth skin on full display, my heart pounding… the dream seeming like a reality.

The rest of the dream was a blur, but I knew that back in the real world as I lay on my bed in a pair of cum stained panties I would have to call Ms Taine up and make my confession. No so called sissy cummies were permitted unless they were as a result of her direct orders, and I certainly had not received those. I knew there would be a punishment involved.

If I was lucky I might be able to avoid any more anal punishments, maybe get away with a spanking or something more sedate. But I could never have predicted what was in store for me, not even close. Life as a big city sissy was never easy, and today would be no exception.

It was time to make my call and face up to Ms Taine.

CHAPTER TWO

“So, tell me,” Ms Taine said, running her hand over my naked ass cheeks as I lay across her lap. “This dream that caused you to have your shameful little splurge… you were walking in the city, some kind of sissy parade, and you were wearing a particular pair of panties? Describe them to me. Spare no detail. You’ve got me interested.”

Ms Taine laughed, spanking each cheek twice, making me holler in pain and quickly thank her afterwards. She knew exactly how to keep me on edge, make me second guess myself.

I had been summoned to her office the second I had called her to tell her of my unauthorised ejaculation but yet hadn’t immediately launched into a fierce punishment.

This was different.

She was toying with me. Teasing out details. Keeping me totally in the dark and at her mercy.

Of course she was.

This was her style. And I knew that there was absolutely no chance of me outsmarting her. She held all the cards, the full deck. I was her plaything, her sissy in training, and the best I could hope for was that she would decide to show mercy on me today. But before that, I had to answer her question.

“They were bright yellow, a neon colour,” I said, my mind going back to the dream, reliving it again. “They were so small, I couldn’t believe that I had managed to get them on. They felt tight, but soft, and they made me feel…”

“Yes, go on, don’t be shy for your Mistress,” Ms Taine said, her fingers delicately running over my ass crack, parting it, making me feel ashamed by how submissive I was. “Don’t hold back, or you know I’ll break out the next size up in my butt plug collection.”

“The panties made me feel like… a real sissy,” I said, the words falling out of my mouth, at once totally shaming me but somehow also feeling right, like it was a relief to say it. “The feeling of looking like a sissy slut, out in public, in the city for everyone to see. It just felt… right. And exciting. Very exciting.”

“Well, yes, clearly it was very exciting,” Ms Taine laughed, unleashing a quick blast of spanks, making my cheeks wobble and bounce. “We’ll deal with the punishment for that transgression soon enough. But it does fill me with pride, and optimism, to see how your dreams are now beginning to align with your new life. I always knew you could be a good sissy. But maybe you could be a great sissy. How does that sound?”

“Yes, Ms Taine,” I said, momentarily thinking that I may be about to avoid any immediate punishment. “Thank you for saying that.”

Then, unceremoniously and without warning, Ms Taine fired off at least thirty spanks on my ass, hard and remorseless with absolutely no gap between each strike. Then, when she was done, she rolled me off her lap and picked me up by my ear, a favourite trick of hers to make me feel especially emasculated.

“Now, all that being said, you still came without my consent,” she said, a wicked smile on her face. “So what you’ll do is put these sticky, stained panties in your mouth and stand there with them on and watch my change into my gym wear. I’ll show you what a real alpha female looks like and you can think about how a sissy like you will never even come remotely close to handling a body like mine as you suck in your cum covered panties.”

As I stood there an marvelled at her incredibly well sculpted body as she removed her expensive business suit and changed into an all-black sports bra and thong one piece to go underneath her tight fitness shorts and crisp white t-shirt, I couldn’t help but wonder what she had in store for me next.

I was lucky to serve this incredible woman, I knew that. But on display in such a degrading position, and my ass still throbbing, I knew that everything came with a price.

But, the question was, what were her plans for me for the rest of the day?


CHAPTER THREE

Ms Taine instructed me to get back into my clothes, albeit now wearing a small black thong instead of my dirty night time panties, and meet her outside her private health club once she had completed her business there.

She gave me some chores to do in that time. Nothing too complex, picking up some new holistic skincare and relaxation products for her, plus answering some of her emails. This was the aspect of being her feminized servant that could sometimes be a little tedious, but on the other hand was kind of like a respite too.

Still, walking around the city in my short chino shorts and tucked in pink t-shirt I felt very much like a preppy assistant. Of course, the truth was something altogether different, but Ms Taine enjoyed the thought of me looking like a real office junior or college senior on an internship.

Anything to remind me of my place.

I had managed to complete my tasks in decent time but when a message came through from Ms Taine, my heart raced…

Sissy, change of plans. Meet me up in the café area of the health club. Introduce yourself as my guest at the door and they should let you up. Now be a good boy-toy and hurry up!

That was all I needed to motivate myself to get over there as quickly as I could. When Ms Taine had plans, she really had plans and the worst possible thing I could do would be to keep her waiting a moment longer than was absolutely necessary.

CHAPTER FOUR

My jaw almost hit the floor when I was shown into the café area by the female concierge. Sitting with Ms Taine were two of her friends who I had encountered, and felt the full force of their riding crops on my body, during one of her evening dinner and degradation parties.

Neve Jackson and Kathryn Hende were slightly younger than Ms Taine but no less intimidating. All three of them were looking very impressive in their relaxed, post-workout attire.

These were true alpha women.

The perfect combination of heaven and hell for a sissy like me.

But what did they have in store for me?

Before I had a chance to get used to the café, I was following behind the three women as they walked through a door at the back of the café and then took the flight of stairs up to another room, like a large, luxurious changing suite.

“Okay, sissy, both Kathryn and Neve were very interested when I messaged them about your special dream,” Ms Taine said, serious but also with that wicked mocking tone in her voice too. “So much so that based on their experiences with their own little sissies, they actually felt like you had found your perfect panties. The pair that defines who you really are as your true sissy self. For some it’s a virginal pair of wedding day panties, for others it’s a big frilly pair. But for you…”

At this point, I felt my face flush bright red in embarrassment and excitement as Ms Taine turned to Neve and Kathryn and watched as they jointly held up a pair of panties that matched my exact description.

They both held my eye contact and were revelling in my discomfort. They had their own feminized playthings, so knew exactly what buttons to push and how sometimes all it takes is a certain look to perfectly communicate the relationship between mistress and submissive.

“Oh just look at the sissy’s face!” Neve said, laughing and arching her eyebrow at the sight of me, totally in awe of the panties, trying to hide my excitement. “Time to strip?”

Ms Taine laughed, her pert breasts shaking underneath her tight t-shirt. She nodded at me and took the panties from Neve and handed them to me.

“Get changed behind that curtain sissy and walk out in your best sissy strut,” Ms Taine said. “Show us that you deserve to wear your perfect panties. And no playing with that little clit of yours either, no matter how excited it might get.”

The women laughed.

I blushed.

They laughed harder.

I quickly got myself behind the changing curtain and stripped down, totally naked. The panties felt incredible in my hand, so small and slight, but as I pulled them up over my legs I felt an intense sense of… completion. They really were my perfect panties.

You’re such a slut…

A feminized cocksucker…

A beta toy…

A small dicked, sissy bimbo…

My mind raced with these thoughts as I lifted the panties perfectly into position. I took a deep breath and strode out from behind the curtain and did my best wiggle-walk up and down the room, to much amusement and cheer from Neve, Kathryn, and especially Ms Taine.

“Okay, now come here,” Ms Taine said, drawing me close with her finger and pushing me down and across the laps of the three of them. “Do I see a little, and I do mean little, bulge here?”

The women laughed and each took it in turns to pull on the waistband of the panties and let it snap back into place, delighting in the sight of me squirming, waiting for them to expose my rapidly hardening dick.

“Enough’s enough,” Ms Taine said as she pulled my panties down to the top of my thighs, my hard dick springing out. “See, ladies, this really isn’t much to write home about, now is it?”

“It’s a classic sissy clitty is what it is,” Neve agreed, spitting into my open mouth not once, but two or three times. “Sissy likes it. Maybe sissy should have something else white and wet in her mouth?”

Kathryn laughed and pulled on my nipples.

“Well? Does slutty sissy in her tiny panties want some cum in her mouth?” she said, slapping my dick, making it ping back and forth. “I think perhaps seeing as this useless little thing isn’t that far from making cummies, perhaps we have an opportunity here?”

Ms Taine then moved to the side and hiked my legs up and over towards my face. With Neve and Kathryn holding them in position, Ms Taine towered above me, a perfectly cruel look on her face.

I was hers.

This was just the way it was.

“Now what cock sucking little sluts like you want is, well… cock,” Ms Taine laughed, lubing up a thick, long vibrating dildo and pushing it up against my exposed ass hole. “Let’s see how long that little clitty lasts before it makes its splooge all over your face.”

The three women laughed and teased me as Ms Taine pushed the dildo into my tight ass, and as predicted, I did not last very long.

My body tensed.

My face burned bright red.

I moaned.

My cum shot out of my throbbing dick and all over my face, into my mouth, in to my hair. In my perfect panties, I was acting like the perfect sissy, getting my kicks from being dominated and humiliated by three totally superior and in control women.

“Go on, make sure you get it all out,” Ms Taine said. “Who knows when I’ll let you cum again!”

The women laughed, Neve taking great pleasure in scooping some cum from my chin into my mouth.

“Sissy likes the taste of her own cummies,” Kathryn said, watching as Ms Taine pumped my stretched ass hard just to make sure that every last drop from my dick had been released.

“I think you’re just about done,” Ms Taine said. “But, you can keep this dildo in for a while. Go on, get up and go and stand in the window, side on, let the city below you see what a slut you are.”

I knew better than to hesitate for even a second.

I sprung up, and on slightly wobbly legs, pranced over to the window and stood there, high above the streets below but definitely in view should anyone from some of the neighbouring buildings happen to look.

My panties were down by my ankles now.

I wanted them back on, to wear them, to let myself be the sissy I had been in my dream. Ms Taine knew that too, but I understood why she was making me stand like this, putting myself on display for her, Neve and Kathryn, and the rest of the world.

I could still taste the cum on my lips and in my mouth.

My sissy cum.

But, how long would it be before it was someone else’s?
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CHAPTER ONE

I had been trained by Demi, my former PA and now my boss, for the last four months. With what the Metro Times called The Sissy Craze sweeping the city, many powerful men had found the tables very suddenly turned and rather than Armani suits were now more likely to be wearing frilly peekaboo bras and crotchless panties.

I was no exception to this trend.

Demi was younger than me, a recent Ivy League graduate who had somehow got stuck in the world of PA-ing and basic admin work instead of the high flying career she was far mor suited to.

Well, until all that changed that is.

She was one of those women who had curves for days, but wasn’t even remotely overweight. She had been blessed genetically and was fully aware that a wiggle of her chest or a flexing of her booty cheeks would send any man wild.

This, along with her naturally dominant side and quick, sharp mind had made her a prime candidate to be an early adopter for the outbreak of strict women taking control over men that had swept the city.

So, as soon as she had me in her sights, there was only ever really one way it was going to end up. Which, brings me up to the present day and the beginning of my elevator shift at my work. The very same office block where I had risen from junior executive to senior management in the space of barely eighteen months was now where I primarily served under Demi as she not only took my old job, but created a brand new role for me.

I was her Sissy PA.

Demi told me what to wear, how to walk, when and when not to speak. She controlled everything. She also had absolutely no problem in admonishing or punishing me when and where she chose.

And today, I was on elevator duty.

Elevator duty?

I was required to wear my sluttiest bra and panties, have my mouth open nice and wide, and have my hands and tongue at the ready to work. And there was absolutely no way out of it either.

It was my turn.

It was my time.

CHAPTER TWO

I arrived at the office building and entered round the back and made my way to the small changing rooms that had been allocated to the burgeoning number of men who had become sissies over the course of the last few weeks.

Opening the door and finding a spot to rest my bag down next to my favourite locker, I took a look around. It seemed like I was the first sissy in this morning and to be honest that was the way I liked it.

I mean, I knew that I would come into contact with other sissies over the course of the day and all, but I still wasn’t one hundred percent comfortable with the whole thing as of yet.

Quickly, I stripped right down out of my chinos and shirt and unpacked my bag. My bra was as black as the night, as were my panties. The silky tassles that hung down from the nipples were incredibly slutty and made me feel like I was making a total exhibition of myself, much to Demi’s delight whenever she saw me in them.

My panties were equally exhibitionist. They managed to be so small that they barely existed while at the same time have enough lace, tie-ups, and cut-outs to go around at least six pairs of regular panties.

I took a moment to stare at myself in the mirror and felt something that I simply could not deny, no matter how much my old masculine-self protested.

I felt good.

I felt like I was living the life I was born to live.

I was an elevator sissy and my shift was due to start any moment. Hurriedly, I applied some lipstick and made sure that I hadn’t missed any hairs when I had waxed myself the previous night.

Luckily, I was perfectly smooth.

I took a deep breath and readied myself to leave. Just as I was leaving though, my hand practically on the changing room door, I gasped.

The warehouse workers had started to clock in.

Any ideas of getting up to the elevator unnoticed were long gone, and I felt that all too familiar feeling of pure, unadulterated sissy-slut humiliation.

CHAPTER THREE

No sooner than my stiletto heeled feet had stepped out onto the large foyer, the wool-whistles and cat-calls began. The largely male warehouse staff had taken great pleasure in seeing many of the white collar workers lose their roles and be turned into sissies.

I was no exception from their mockery and jeers either.

I could feel their eyes burning into me as I kept my head down and tried to make it across the large space and towards the elevator as quickly as I could. Of course, the fact that I was wearing dangerously high-heels that I was still acclimatising myself to only added to the time it was taking.

Then, like it was happening in my worst nightmare, I found the door to the elevator blocked by two huge guys and one pretty tall woman too. I didn’t know what to do, how to react…

“I, um, excuse me,” I said, unable to make eye contact. “Please, I just need to…”

Then, without any kind of warning, the woman pulled on my panties and burst into laughter at the sight of my slightly hard dick twitching, a thin strip of pubic hair above it like a neatly trimmed lawn.

“Well, guys, somehow I can’t see any of you ending up like this!” she bellowed, her lusciously plump lips and perfect smile confusing me, her tormenting behaviour somehow different because of her striking looks. “Don’t worry, sub, we’ll let you up. But first some photos for our Sissy Wall in the break room.”

I had no option but to go along with her.

I mean, what was I meant to do? I had no authority over them, sissies were at the bottom of the pile, and physically I would have been no match for them either.

So, what followed was the total indignity of being posed and bent over, my body simply an object for them to pose with, to mock, and to get their damned photo for the break room.

As this was happening, the woman was running a commentary on how ridiculous and pathetic I was, taking great delight in any occasion that it seemed like my dick was about to harden further.

“Okay, so I think we should let her through now,” the woman said. “The name’s Taylor by the way. And I have a feeling I’ll be seeing a lot more of you sissy. I kinda like your stupid ass.”

With that, Taylor patted me on my ass and pushed me into the elevator. My head was spinning and I was full of pure-sissy shame.

But I had to get myself ready.

Once I was on the ground floor, the real work would truly begin.

CHAPTER FOUR

Demi was waiting for me. I had taken the elevator straight up to the tenth floor and when the door opened and I saw her standing there, I immediately presented myself at her feet.

“Very good, and I must say you look suitably pathetic,” she said, running her foot over my head, pressing it down a little. “But… you also look rather slutty. Just the kind of elevator sissy we need here. I’ll be in with you, at least for the first few goes of the day. So, what are we waiting for?”

Demi stepped over me and stood in the corner, her seductive smile contrasting with a look of wicked delight in her eyes as she watched me kneel next to the elevator buttons and ready myself for the first arrival.

Before I knew it, we were going from Demi’s floor all the way back down to the ground floor.

“You’re nervous,” Demi said as we watied for the door to slide open for the first time. “Here, drink some water. We need to make sure your lips and mouth are nice and refreshed.”

I drank the spring water and thanked her. Despite the fact that she could be cruel and loved nothing more than inflicting both physical and psychological degradation on me, I knew too that she had invested a lot of time in me and wanted me to be the best sissy I could.

Then, the door pinged and slid open.

In walked a highly impressive looking woman, probably a senior lawyer I assumed. She took one look at me, smirked and then pressed the button that would take us up to the correct floor.

“Eat my ass, slut,” she said, totally coldly as she turned away from me and hiked her skirt up. “Pull my thong down to my thighs and get that tongue going.”

She then simply faced the other way an scrolled through her phone as I set about pulling her thong down over her majestically round cheeks. I wasted no time and began to lap and lick on her salty ass hole, the acrid taste making me dizzy and excited all at once.

Wait, was that a moan of pleasure?

I didn’t have time to find out.

Just as I began to feel her pressing her substantial ass back onto my face, the door pinged and it was time for her to get off. She thanked Demi but didn’t even acknowledge me. Not even a single look.

But, before I could get too caught up in that, two more women entered the elevator and before long I found myself being slapped and spat on, my ass suddenly on the receiving end of a relentless attack from one woman’s firm hand and the other’s small crop.

“Don’t be afraid to really let him have it, ladies,” Demi said, recording the punishment for posterity. “This is what the elevator sissy is for.”

The women laughed and got off the elevator, both of them thoroughly pumped up for what they explained to Demi was going to be a very important conference call via Zoom.

“Oh, hello there gentlemen,” Demi said with absolute glee in her voice as two tall, imposing men in suits got onto the elevator and immediately cast their eyes over me. “I see that you have visitor passes on, perhaps you would like to make use of our special sissy service today?”

Then, my mouth wide open and my tongue practically hanging out, the two men unzipped their perfectly tailored suit pants and allowed two huge cocks to fall out of them.

One white.

One black.

Both of them thick, long, and growing by the second.

I gulped and before I could set myself, found their hands all over me, pushing and pulling my head, mushing it up against their hardening cocks, slapping their big tree-trunk dicks across my face and onto my tongue.

Neither one of them was seeing me as an individual here, I was nothing more than their feminized sissy sex-doll. In some ways, this made it easier for me.

They began to stuff their dicks alternately into my mouth, paying no attention to me as I choked and coughed on them, my gag reflex in overdrive as they pumped and stuffed my mouth, a human flesh-light, building up a head of steam until one after the other they deposited their hot, salty, and very plentiful cum into my mouth.

The two men then zipped up their pants and briefly talked to Demi as I remained on my knees, the cum swallowed but my face still covered. My head is spinning but just as I realise how I am truly feeling, Demi steps in and breaks my train of thought.

“Well done, you took those two monsters very well,” she purred, seemingly genuinely pleased with me.

She hit the pause button on elevator, meaning that it was just the two of us for now. She unbuttoned her shirt and the sight of her perfect, white, milky breasts standing to attention was a sight to behold.

“It’s okay, you can stare,” she laughed. “In fact, seeing as you are the elevator sissy, I think you can do something for me. I want my nipples sucked. Show me what your feminine mouth and tongue can do on them. And while you’re doing it, I give you permission to make that clitty of yours spurt everywhere. Just don’t get any mess on those panties.”

I almost couldn’t believe what I was hearing. But, saying that, I wasn’t about to let this opportunity go to waste. With my mind focused solely on giving her breasts and nipples the perfect sissy service, I began to lick and suck on them, encouraged by Demi’s purring and light moaning.

“Sissy, cum for me,” she said, struggling to keep her composure. “Make that ridiculous little excuse for a dick make it’s sticky mess everywhere. Do it, let me see it splurge. Do it into my palm.”

She crouched down and within seconds I felt my cock explode, covering her palm and making her laugh.

Why laugh?

Well, perhaps it was the sight of my making such a show of myself all morning and now releasing all of that pent-up energy. Or was it because she knew full well what she was going to do next?

“Eat your clitty juice for me,” she said, smearing her hand over my mouth. “Let me feel you lap at it with your tongue. That’s it. Clean my whole hand. I don’t want a drop of your loser sperm left on me!”

Intoxicated by the humiliation I did what I was told.

“Now, you’ve earned on reward for your good work,” Demi said, standing up. “But your shift is far, far from over. You’ve got plenty more pussies, asses and dicks to service before it’s time to report back to me. Do you think you can handle it?”

“Yes, Miss,” I replied.

“Good, very good,” Demi said, lightly tapping me with her foot, testing my balance. “But I’ll be reading all of your feedback reports and believe me if there is a single complaint then you will be in so much trouble your ass will feel like it’s been torn up by a hundred fat dicks one after the other. Or, maybe you’d like that? Either way, this is your job today and I expect you to give it absolutely everything, you understand?”

I nodded.

The truth was that no matter what was ahead, I wanted to do well to show Demi that I deserved more treats, more panties, and to continue serving as her personal sissy PA.

Then, just as Demi left the elevator, a group of five men and one women entered. It was the woman from the warehouse and some of her big, butch male co-workers. The look on her face said it all, she was hear for one reason and one reason only.

For me.

I looked at Demi. Demi looked back at me.

“Have fun!” Demi laughed, turning and leaving me with the warehouse crew. “Just remember what we said.”

I did remember, and as much as the prospect scared me…

It excited me too.

This was Sissy City, and I was a proud citizen.
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CHAPTER ONE

I had asked Samantha, my former colleague at work and now my Mistress for more independence. I was her sissy, and I didn’t deny that or even want it to change. I enjoyed the way she knew which panties would suit me best. I loved the fact that she knew the best workouts to keep my hips slim and grow my booty like a perfect little slut.

Hell, I even sometimes actually kind of enjoyed the punishments she would administer when I had let her down, forgotten a piece of sissy etiquette, or even when she just felt like dishing out some pain.

But…

There’s always a but.

Part of me actually wanted to stop relying on her to pay my rent, my bills, give me pocket money to spend. I actually wanted to serve her in a way that didn’t involve her having to spend her money on me. I mean, sure, she had plenty of money.

We’re talking serious money here.

But, that wasn’t the point. I wanted to be in service to her and not cost a single penny. This was the kind of loyalty that she had grown inside me.

Maybe it was all those vibrating dildos and plugs I had taken in my ass from her? Who knows.

Well, anyway, despite being a little sceptical at first, she had consented to allowing me to get my own place again, a cute little penthouse loft space. But there was one condition, and it was a big one.

I had to earn my money… as a sissy.

CHAPTER TWO

Samantha open the door to my new place. Of course, she had her own key. Despite the fact that I was paying for the place, she had put the security deposit down and had acted as a guarantor. This kind of set-up was actually becoming more common since the Sissy craze had begun to sweep across the city.

It seemed like the whole world was changing, step by step, and that it was almost becoming an every day occurrence that another few men would decide to give up ideas of their old masculinity and step over into the feminized, frilly, and decidedly slutty world of sissydom.

Anyway.

She entered the room and had her classically imperious look and vibe going on. She was a high flier in business now, handling accounts worth multi-millions of dollars at one single stroke.

Dealing with a submissive sissy like me was a piece of cake…

“Well, I’m half surprised I haven’t walked in on you jerking that little clitty of yours, now you have this so called freedom,” Samantha said, her tone as always on that half-teasing and half-serious level. “Of course, if you have been playing with yourself then you know I expect you to confess to me. Isn’t that right?”

“Yes, Madame,” I said, presenting myself at her feet, my ass in the air, the tight white material riding up my ass cheeks. “Apologies, you caught me in the middle of a home workout. I was working on my one-legged squats. They’re a great booty builder.”

Samantha laughed as she kicked off her shoes and presented her sweaty feet for my to kiss, lick and worship. I was expected to suck and slurp on each toe, one by one, in exactly the way I had been trained.

As I set to my task, Samantha began to talk.

I could tell right from the off, she meant business…

“Now, I know you want to be independent, and I can see how that can work,” she said, moaning slightly as I sucked on her big toe. “But, you clearly need my help. What I’m suggesting is that now your body looks in such fine, slender shape with that cute little tush looking nice and juicy… well, I think what you need to do is entertain the idea that your body is the best way for you to make a living. And, I can definitely help with sourcing you the kind of women and… men… who could pay very handsomely for your services.”

I nodded, continuing to suck and worship on Samantha’s feet.

But… could I really commit to being a street sissy? Even if it was a kind of high class type, working from my penthouse? This was something I would need to think about, but the mood Samantha was in, I could tell that she had pretty much made the decision for me.

“Enough,” she said. “On your feet and let me inspect you. Yes, you are looking like you’ve made some real body gains, that’s for sure. And wait… what’s this? Is your little maggot hard inside your panties?”

She rubbed her perfectly manicured fingers over the front of my panties and it was true that I was getting harder and harder, something about the way she was describing me working as a sissy slut clearly chiming with me somewhere inside my head.

“Now don’t get too excited, you know what I do to you when you make your cummies without my permission,” Samantha laughed. “But I can see that the thought of making an exhibition of yourself and offering up your body for strangers is definitely appealing to you. Of course it is. Now, turn and wiggle those little ass cheeks for me. Bend over. Run your fingers up your crotch and spread those cheeks.”

I did as she commanded.

Despite the fact I had humiliated myself over and over for her for some time now, I never lost that feeling of degradation, of humiliation, my skin flushing red with embarrassment.

“Oh, you’re the sweetest little slut,” Samantha laughed. “Now, get over here and across my lap, I’m going to punish you for that little boner.”

The rough with the smooth.

This was my life.

But… how soon would Samantha put me to real work?

CHAPTER THREE

Samantha decided to stay over the night.

After spending a good twenty minutes spanking me, she had decided to test out a new buttplug on me. It wasn’t the usual pure black kind, but a pink one that came with a series of attachable tales ranging from a sparkly pink one to a svelte and super slutty red one.

She had made me parade around in them, walking up and down directly in front of the large windows that ran from one side of the loft space to the other.

She knew I secretly loved nothing more than exposing myself.

Shaming myself.

Doing the sluttiest things and risking being seen…

“Now, I think we need to get that plug out,” she said, giggling as she vibrated it with her hand as she slowly pulled it out of my stretched ass, breaking into laughter at the slurpy, sticky sound of the lubed up plastic finally exiting my ass hole.

Lying across her lap, I felt safe, aroused, like everything I had ever wanted deep down was happening to me. But the question still hung over me regarding money…

Could I go through with being a street sissy?

I knew I had no other choice but to ask for Samantha’s help. I would still have the independence I wanted, and I would be bringing in money too to pay my own way…

“Miss,” I said, lying totally submissively and now flipped over onto my front, my naked body on full display across her lap. “Please can you help me? Get clients, but also… can you be there and watch what happens? I trust you to always do what’s best, even if it’s difficult for me at first. It would mean more than anything.”

Samantha smiled.

She had me just where she wanted me, and she knew it.


CHAPTER FOUR

My first night working as a sissy for strangers came around very quickly. Samantha had put me through my paces for a few days, really getting my sissy walk on point, making me practice my twerking, and also the not exactly small matter of the dildo training that saw me take on a brand new size…

Put it this way, I was feeling prepared for whatever came my way. Or so I thought.

“Well, I think you look quite perfect,” Samantha said, walking around me, adjusting the waistband of my panties a little higher, emphasising my slender hips and perky ass. “Your very first clients are well known to me. Toni and Rachel, two women who I have worked on several mergers and acquisitions with. They’re tough, and they don’t take any bullshit, so you will need to be absolutely correct in your behaviour. They expect the best and don’t take kindly to mistakes.”

“Yes Miss,” I replied.

“Ah, speak of the devils,” Samantha replied, looking over at my video access screen and spotting the imposing and highly formidable figures of Toni and Rachel requesting to be buzzed up.

Samantha told me to put myself in my greeting position as she waited by the door for her two friends, and my first pair of clients to make their way up the elevator.

“Actually, sissy,” she said. “I think it would be just perfect if you greeted them out in the corridor. Usual position. Do it.”

I did as I was told, my heart pounding as I crawled along the marble floor and waited for the elevator to ping. When it did, I introduced myself to both women, who if anything looked even more physically intimidating in real life. They were in their mid to late thirties and had the kind of body that would make even the most confident of alpha male drool and struggle to retain his composure.

Least of all a beta wimp like me…

Crawling on my hands and knees, my red thong riding high up my ass, my frilly peek-a-boo bra tight on my soft, feminine skin…

“Now, ladies, as you are this little worm’s first clients,” Samantha said, a wicked grin on her face, “I think it’s only fair that you… give him a real taste of what he can expect! Go wild! Release all your frustrations and put him to the test.”

Wait, what?

Was she being serious?

I knew it was too good to be true, the idea of Samantha easing me into this.

Toni quickly took the lead and began by pulling me up onto my feet by my ear, spinning me around and then pushing me directly into Rachel, whose large breasts mashed up against my face.

“You like that, sissy?” Rachel laughed, pushing my face so hard into her ample breasts that I began to struggle for air. “Maybe I should just make you pass out now? We could do anything with you then!”

“No, this little bitch needs to learn how to satisfy her clients,” Toni said, spanking me as I remained buried in Rachel’s large, soft breasts, her nipples hardening underneath her Versace blouse. “Now, pop that little ass for us!”

I was thrown on the floor and with Samantha on the sound-system, I began to put into practice my twerking, all three of the superior goddesses taking great delight in what they were seeing.

“Enough, let’s both take a closer look at you,” Toni said.

“Yeah, a full body inspection…” Rachel added, her eyes already devouring me as I stood up and made myself available to them.

The began by running their hands over me, pinching me, pulling on my hair and bending me over, parting my cheeks, pulling out and letting my thong snap back into place.

And laughing as I gasped in pain and shock…

“Well, I actually think you’re getting your kicks from this you silly little wimp,” Toni said, slapping the tent at the front of my thong, my dick rock hard, the kind of sissy erection that wasn’t going anywhere. “Now, I hear you’re something of a prejac… the kind of little beta who makes their sissy mess all too quickly. Well, how about we put that to the test?”

Before I knew what was happening, I was being picked up by the two women and rested down on the large sofa, my legs being hooked and lifted up towards my face.

“Oh, yes, I like where this is going,” Samantha said. “I take it neither of you ladies have an issue with me recording this for posterity? Could even make it to sissy’s highlights reel. Perfect for enticing new business.”

The two women laughed and agreed it could be filmed.

“Now, panties off,” Toni said, her fingers hooking into my waistband and pulling the panties down, my dick springing out and causing both to burst out in laughter. “Oh my gosh! Well, I don’t know whether to laugh or cry! That’s ridiculous!”

Rachel peered in close to my dick and spat on it, slapping it with her hands, taking great delight in mocking me as she did.

“Useless,” she laughed. “Absolutely useless. But I’m sensing that this little fuck-toy actually enjoys being ridiculed? Is that right? Do you like me spitting on you? Slapping that useless maggot? Calling it names?”

I groaned, my senses scrambling and making it difficult to get a coherent word out. The women laughed and continued on, sensing that it would be long…

“There it is!” Toni giggled, delighting in the site of my cum shooting out of my throbbing, pulsating dick and all over my face. “Keep that mouth nice and open!”

Rachel put her hands into my mouth and stretched it wide, ensuring that every last drop of cum was able to enter my mouth, and that included the cum that was now dripping down my cheeks and nose too.

I felt utterly shamed.

I had cum from simply listening to them insult me and mock me, totally stripping off any semblance of masculinity I had – which was hardly any.

But, before I had any chance to dwell on it, the excitement of seeing my debase myself like that prompted both Rachel and Toni to strip down and reveal to me their strong, well developed asses and freshly shaven, soaking wet pussies too.

“You’ll work that tongue until we say otherwise,” Toni said, spreading her olive coloured ass cheeks to reveal a perfectly puckered, pink ass hole to me. “You’ll serve our asses, our pussies, and you won’t dare stop.”

“Yes Miss,” I replied, feebly.

“You’ll get some breaks for air, if you’re lucky,” Rachel added, her nipples rock hard, the thin strip of pubic hair above her pussy looking immaculately kept. “But don’t bank on it either. You belong to us, and we’re going to ride you hard. After all, you’ve had your excuse for an orgasm, now it’s time you pay us back… at least five fold. Each.”

“Yes, of course,” I replied, unable to take my eyes off their bodies. So strong. But yet so totally soft, sensual and feminine too.

I was put to work eating and sucking on them, my sole objective to provide them with orgasm after orgasm, my sissy service only really just beginning…

Where it would lead, I had no idea.

But I could tell from the look on Samantha’s face that I had impressed her. My only worry was that the more I impressed her, the scarier the challenges would become…

But maybe that was actually the whole point?

Either way, this was definitely the beginning of something bigger, and my life as a street sissy had begun.
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CHAPTER ONE

Like many men around the city, I was now in deep with living a sissy, totally feminized life. More than that, as an independent sissy I was also working…

Twerking in panties…

Being spanked and having my ass stretched by dominant, powerful woman…

Being paraded in sissy parties wearing the tiniest, sluttiest panties you could ever conceive of…             

The fact that I was getting paid for all of this was incredible. Of course, the money went straight into my Mistress Samantha’s bank account. She would make sure that my rent was paid, my bills were covered, and of course that I received a nice amount to spend myself. Basically, she was the brains and I was the bimbo. I was okay with this, it seemed like the perfect amount of independence and freedom for me.

Some sissies were happy enough to live in the spare room of their mistress’s apartments or town house, but that wasn’t the right thing for me. I still liked to do my own thing and Samantha was happy with that too.

After all, she didn’t always want me around when she was entertaining one of her alpha males. Well, not always…

Anyway.

It was a Saturday afternoon and I had just returned from the health spa. I had enjoyed a lovely swim, a light workout that turned into a pretty beastly booty building session, and of course a nice long relaxation session in the sauna.

A perfect afternoon.

Then, it struck me. Where the hell was my damn phone? It was a brand new upgrade, extremely expensive and worst of all… I had cancelled my phone insurance as a way of saving money. I couldn’t believe my luck.

I tried to wrack my brain and think about where I might have dropped it… whether possibly I could have been pickpocketed… or even if it was actually somewhere in the apartment.

No, no, and definitely not.

Then, it hit me. I distinctly recalled leaving it on the bench in the changing room of the gym. That was it, I had been checking a couple of my favourite sissy caption pages, just casually, and something I always felt like doing after a nice sauna and jacuzzi session – it must have been the total relaxation I felt.

Anyway… now I knew where it was, I would have to make the quick return journey one block to the West and I would be, hopefully, safely reunited with my phone.

No need to get my panties in a twist, I thought. Or was there…


CHAPTER TWO

I arrived at the gym, still in my little booty-shorts and tight white t-shirt tucked in at the waist. The receptionist looked me up and down, half-smirking at the sight of a sissified male in her presence and half-dismissive too.

“Yes? How can I help?” she enquired, her voice friendly but also clearly not in the mood to go too far out of her way to assist.

“My phone, I left it in the changing room earlier, like just twenty minutes ago,” I said. “Has anyone handed it in?”

She rolled her eyes.

“No, but if you go through and check it may still be there,” she said, clearly not all that interested in my plight.

“Okay, but I’ve come without my membership card, could you come with me?” I said.

“Urgh, fine,” she said. “Let’s go.”

I looked at her name tag. She was called Eva and apparently was not in a good mood today. I actually wondered whether I should report her to Samantha. From what I had experienced with Samantha, she had a certain way with words and would be able to put Eva in her place pretty effectively, or failing that maybe even given her a corrective spanking.

Trust me, Samantha was more than capable of punishing women as well as sissy-bois.

But Eva definitely looked like she was capable of handling herself too. Her bratty attitude was back up by her strong, long legs and shoulders that looked like the belonged on a varsity beach volleyball team.

“Oh look, there it is!” I said, happy and relieved to see that my damn phone was exactly where I had left it, totally untouched.

“Not so fast,” Eva said, swooping in front of me and picking it up. “That could be anyone’s phone, and I think you’ll need to show some kind of proof of ownership. Like, okay, what was the last thing you looked at on here?”

With that, I saw her eyes widen, part in shock and part in total delight. My heart suddenly started pounding and I felt like I could throw up. Suddenly, it was all coming back to me…

I hadn’t clicked out of the browser I was using to look at the sissy captions.

Sissies on their knees sucking dicks…

Sissies spreading their ass cheeks and taking fat dildos inside them…

Sissies kissing other sissies…

What the hell was I meant to do now?

“Hey, give it here, it’s obvious it’s mine,’ I said, totally fluffing my words and making the situation worse.

“Oh is it?” Eva said, grinning from ear to ear. “Well, if that’s true then I’m very interested in hearing more about this. As I’m sure some of my friends here are. Now, go and sit in that corner. Right now. Don’t move a muscle. We’re going to have some fun together. Well, I am anyway…”

It must have been my naturally submissive side kicking in, but I simply followed her instructions. She wasn’t my mistress, I hadn’t spoken to her before today. But there was something about her demeanour, the strict, almost cruel tone in her voice that put me in full-on compliant sissy mode.

I did as I was told.

I followed her orders and awaited my fate.

CHAPTER THREE

Eva returned and was accompanied by four personal trainers, two women and two men. The women were perfect bleach blond specimens of fitness. Sleek, slender, but with curves too. The men were… huge.

I’m talking about the kind of tall, lean but also super muscular men that are clearly incredibly strong and jacked, but also have the flexibility of a much lighter athlete.

Either way, all four of them were strong enough and fit enough to more than handle a sissy like me. I felt nervous, intimidated, and unsure as to what Eva had planned.

“See, this is the sissy who was looking at all those absolutely filthy things on his cell,” Eva said, pointing at me as I remained seated in the corner. “Let’s take a closer look, shall we?”

With that, all five of them approached me and began examining me, and it wasn’t long before I found my t-shirt lifted up above and off my head, and then my booty shorts following soon after, leaving me in only my brilliant white, high-cut thong.

“Wow, that is truly pathetic,” Eva said. “Such a girly body, and those slutty panties. What are you, actually a full-scale sissy dick sucker?”

I didn’t know how to answer.

I was used to this kind of treatment from Samantha but not from anyone else, unless Samantha was there supervising of course. But right here and now I was alone, surrounded by these five physically superior men and women who right now held all of the cards.

If there was any chance of me getting my phone back, I would have to play ball. I knew that.

“Sissy, I asked you a question?” Eva said, grabbing my hair and shaking my head, much to the amusement of the others.

“Yes, yes, I am a dick sucking sissy,” I replied, my voice trembling and my heart pounding inside my chest.

If I thought that answering would put an immediate stop to the situation escalating however, well in reality that was far, far from being the case…

CHAPTER FOUR

Eva laughed, her fingers squeezing down on my nipples and stretching them outwards. At this point, the two men reached down and lifted my entire body up in the air, showing off their strength as they threw me between them, laughing at how light I was.

“Look at the sissy’s little dick!” Jaci, one of the female trainers said, “It’s so small!”

Eva laughed and began spanking me as I lay prone, now over the shoulder of the black personal trainer, his strong shoulder proving easily big enough to take the weight of my body.

“I think I feel the sissy grinding into me!” the male trainer said, now bringing his own big, strong hand down on my rapidly reddening ass. “Well, I think if she wants to be a slut, she should be a slut. Right?”

“Agreed,” Eva said. “Bring the sissy down and let’s see.”

I was held in position by the trainer, his strong grip rendering me helpless as my exposed body was quickly stripped of my panties, Eva holding them in her hand as she examined my hardening dick.

The truth was that I had been grinding into the trainers rippled, hard body. There was something in my sissy brain that kicked in and just felt like it was the natural thing to do. Samantha always told me that my sissy instincts were strong, and it was usually the right thing to do to follow them.

As my stiff cock twitched and bounced, I felt the full force of Eva and the trainers’ mockery as they laughed and pointed at my hard sissy dick.

“Wow, I thought I had seen small cocks in here, but this is crazy,” said the other trainer, the olive skinned Italian looking one.

“Damn, would any of you women even feel that going in?” the black trainer laughed, grabbing a piece of my ass and shaking it, his own bulge now clearly pushing through his tight work-out leggings.

The women laughed and Eva squatted down and spat on my dick, delighting in my gasp of shock as she slapped the insides of my thighs and spat again on my dick, this time covering the entire head with her spit.

“Don’t get too excited just yet, slut,” Eva said. “Men, I think you know what this little cock hungry bimbo wants.”

With that, Eva and the two female trainers gathered in close around me and held me in position as the two men pulled down their workout leggings and revealed a pair of huge, thick, and incredibly masculine looking dicks, both hard and both intimidatingly throbbing and flexing.

“Facial time!” Eva laughed, her fingers in my mouth, stretching it open. “Let’s see if we can fit two in here!”

The men began by slapping their dicks over my face, encouraged by the women and seemingly loving the experience of teasing and tormenting me as I stuck my tongue out and felt the full weight and force of their rock hard dicks slapping down on it.

“Quit teasing and fill this bitch’s mouth!” Eva said, clearly desperate to see if I could take the two at once.

As they began to push their wide, bulbous dick heads onto my lips and into my mouth, I thought back to the training in dick swallowing and cock worship I had undertaken with Samantha. Sure, I had experienced two bananas in my mouth at once, but this was very different…

I began to choke and gargle as the two dicks eased in, much to the delight of the women. Soon enough spit was dribbling and then flying everywhere as the men began to pump their dicks, pushing my cheeks out from the inside and quickly working up quite a pace.

“Don’t cum in her mouth, spray her face,” Eva demanded, noticing probably that the men were getting increasingly loud in their grunts as they face fucked me, their sissy sex object. “Cover this slut’s entire face!”

Then, before I had a chance to prepare myself for the onslaught of cum, the two men pulled their dicks out of my mouth and simultaneously began to shoot wave after wave of their hot, salty semen all over my face, totally covering my eyes, my nose, my cheeks, and striking direct hits up in my hair too.

I was shocked by how much cum my mouth had helped them produce.

I actually felt… proud.

“Damn, I guess sissies are good for something,” the black trainer said, gripping his dick hard and pressing it against my face, making sure that he had drained ever last drop onto me.

The others all laughed and before I knew it, they turned me around so that I was facing the mirror opposite. I looked a mess, totally naked, my face covered in cum and my tiny little dick still hard, bouncing and twitching…

“Does it turn you on?” Eva said, wiping her hand on my face and then moving her cum-coated hand up and down on my dick, “the sight of you as a sissy, covered in the potent seed of two alphas? Mmmm, I think it does, doesn’t it?”

I gasped and felt my felt cum into her hand. The smile on her face told me that she enjoyed the power over me, and as she smeared her palm over my mouth the look in her eyes was one of sheer control, knowing full well that she had completely dominated me, used me for her own entertainment.

“I think we’ll leave you to get showered,” Eva said, standing up and heading to the exit with the rest of them. “Don’t worry, well all be seeing you again soon though. Won’t we guys? Maybe next time we’ll see if you can fit two dicks in other places too?”

As I picked myself up on somewhat unsteady legs, I head a voice behind me.

“Well, well, well, I can’t leave you alone for a minute!” Samantha said, walking towards me with a knowing smile on her face. “You may be an independent sissy now, but you clearly need your mistress around to keep you safe. We’ll talk about this later, but now what I’m thinking is we hit the shower. I’ve just had a hardcore spin session and am very, very sweaty. My ass needs a good servicing. My pussy too. No excuses, I don’t care how many cocks you’ve just taken.”

Samantha was right, there were no excuses. My role was to serve her, and if she wanted her booty eating after a hard workout then that was exactly what I needed to do.

Maybe she was already right about me needing her around too. Yes, I enjoyed my independence, but in the big city, a sissy like me was always going to be a target for the likes of Eva and her horny friends.

Independence was fun, but it was something I would have to learn how to handle. But as I walked into the shower with Samantha, my eyes as always captivated by her stunningly pristine body, I knew too that there was a lot to be said for having a majestic mistress close at hand too…
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CHAPTER ONE

I looked at the message again. My phone’s screen shone brightly, too brightly for this time of night, and I focused my eyes as best as I could, still half-asleep, half-awake, having gone to bed early that night.

PANTIES & LIPSTICK ONLY

Well, it was certainly clear what the dress code was, but I still wasn’t working with much, was I? I knew that my Mistress had sent the message, and that the fact it was late at night was no excuse in her eyes for me to not respond. But, it felt almost like a trap… like she was testing me, seeing how I would respond almost.

So… what did she really want from me?

What was the real agenda here?

Well, as late as it was and as half-asleep as I felt, my brain not yet kicking back into gear, I simply replied: Yes, Mistress Josephine.

The thing was, Josephine was incredibly smart. As well as being stunningly beautiful, successful, and with a wicked sense of mischief, her brains just made her an incredibly intimidating package. I felt honoured that she had chosen me to be her sissy out of the hundreds of men the city over who would have done anything to be her panty wearing, feminized little toy.

She knew it too.

She knew she could push me, pull me, tease me, keep me constantly on alert to her every whim and desire.

But still… I didn’t know where this message was going.

Waiting for Josephine’s response, I groggily lifted myself out of bed and walked into the kitchen to grab a glass of water from the refrigerator dispenser. As the ice cubes crashed into my tall glass, I looked down and saw my dick hardening inside my silky, high-cut short-short pyjamas. Classically feminine, a little slutty too… and exactly the kind of nightwear that Mistress Josephine liked me in. It was enough for her to know that I was in bed wearing it, knowing that no matter how smooth and sensual it felt on my shaved body, I knew better than to touch myself and risk making a sticky sissy mess in them.

I had made that mistake before.

And lived with the most humiliating consequences imaginable… the next morning marched down by Josephine to the laundrette to request if they could do something to get my female, silky shorts as new again.

Anyway, that was then and this was now. Still no response from Josephine, my mind began to wonder about the possibilities. Panties and lipstick only? What did she mean? Where? When?

Then, as a dribble of ice cold water dribbled down my chin and onto my bare, smooth chest, I saw my phone flash up again. Mistress Josephine had responded, and I suddenly realised that things were about to get very intense, very quickly.

It was time to pick out my panties.

But which ones?


CHAPTER TWO

I knew I didn’t have long to get myself ready, that Josephine would be over very soon. I also knew that I wanted more than anything to please her, and a big part of that was choosing the perfect pair of panties.

After all, if this was going to be the sole item of clothing on my body, I wanted to get it right. So, which pair would it be?

Frilly, lacey, very intricate black thong from Victoria’s Secret?

High-cut, super tight white thong?

Cute, virginial white panties with little red heart motif?

Scandalously slutty neon green lace panties with huge cut-outs?

I mean, seriously, the choice was kind of limitless seeing as Josephine had been rewarding me pretty regularly recently with a new pair every time I had given her satisfactory service. It was what I lived for, not just the fact that it meant I wouldn’t be on the receiving end of a prolonged, painful punishment.

The truth was that she treated me well, and with a kind of respect. Sure, she would think nothing of publicly shaming me and loudly procrastinating about the size and shape of my sissy dick as we sat in a restaurant or coffee shop, surrounded by eavesdropping women, all keen to listen as I took my medicine silently, only speaking when Josephine asked me a question or wanted a response.

But…

Now all I needed to focus on was getting in my panties and awaiting her arrival. Which would it be? In the end, I decided to go with the neon green ones. They were so small, so slutty, and I hoped and prayed they were the kind that Mistress Josephine was thinking of when she sent her message.

Only time would tell.


CHAPTER THREE

I couldn’t help but keep checking my phone to see if Josephine had sent another message. It had been twenty minutes since I was ready, my red lipstick suitably applied and my dick safely packed in my tight, super-revealing panties.

Where was she?

Why was she making me wait?

I felt my mind wander and I began to consider what she might be wearing. There was no other way around it, she dressed absolutely superbly. At all times. Like, seriously, she had an impeccable eye for couture and was immaculate at every occasion, even in the gym. Of course, she had the kind of body that leant itself perfectly to looking incredible. She was athletic, fit, strong, but had the kind of curves that wouldn’t look out of place in a classic era Hollywood movie, a Marilyn Monroe type of sexuality that exuded seriously hot vibes at all times.

I had to be careful not to think too much, as I knew how angry she would be if she arrived and I was clearly aroused. That usually would lead to an immediate and often harsh punishment. I wasn’t really feeling the idea of that, so did my best to think of something a little more sedate than her curves and perfectly smooth, Goddess-like physique.

Then, my phone flashed.

It was her.

Carpark. Basement level. Right this second.

Wait, what?

Did she expect me to get in the elevator looking like this? Just in my panties and with lips redder than my ass after a long spanking? I could tell by her tone that she was serious, and knew also that I didn’t really have any time to dawdle or contemplate my next move.

So, I took a deep breath and crept out into the corridor outside of my apartment and made my way towards the elevator.

My finger momentarily hovered over the button.

What was lying in wait for me?

Sure, I knew Josephine would be there, but would she be alone? Right now, with all these thoughts running through my head, I knew one thing…

There was never a dull day, or night, for a sissy in this city.

CHAPTER FOUR

The elevator pinged and I knew I had arrived in the basement car park level of my building. Luckily, no one had got on the elevator on my way down. Of course, by this point, there were people in the building who knew I was a sissy-in-training, but all the same I was glad that I hadn’t had to encounter any that evening.

So far…

It was cold in the car park and with my nipples immediately stiffening and my body getting late night goosebumps, I looked around for Josephine’s large, blacked out SUV.

I looked down at my sneakers and realised that she would almost certainly mention them, but hopefully the fact that I was only wearing panties would encourage her to show some sympathy to the fact I hadn’t followed her to the exact letter of her law.

I stepped out into the middle of the waiting area and cast my eyes around. There was nothing but silence in the air and I desperately tried to spot her car rather than venture out into the unknown, looking and feeling so incredibly vulnerable right now.

Then, out of the silence, a loud car horn beeped.

It was her, surely.

But where?

“Over here, sissy,” came her voice, scalding and impatient. “Left, left, forward, that’s it, here!”

I followed her voice and saw her SUV parked just behind an improbably large saloon car that was partially obstructing it. The tone in her voice made me nervous, and I could tell that she wasn’t impressed with how nervous I had been about finding the car.

“Well, I like your lipstick and I definitely think that was a good choice of panties,” Josephine said, her window down and her smiling face looking down on my as I took a knee and waited for her instructions. “But what the hell are those on your feet? Where are your high heels?”

“I, um, I,” I spluttered, knowing that whatever I said in this situation would almost certainly simply lead to more chastisement. “Sorry, Mistress.”

Josephine laughed.

The SUV passenger door opened and I was shocked to see Josephine’s friend Rachel in the back seat, wearing workout gear that was covered in deep, dark patches of sweat. Her strong, long legs were parted and by the grin on her face I could see that she was enjoying the sight of me nervously eyeing her up.

“Kiss Rachel’s sweaty pussy, right this second,” Josephine said. “In fact, do everything she says without question or I’ll drive us out into the streets right now and leave you for some big, horny men to devour.”

I knew I had no other option, and no sooner than my head was pressed up against the huge sweat patch on Rachel’s crotch, she squeezed her powerful thighs hard and held them there, laughing as my muffled cries out for mercy went totally unacknowledged… well, apart from Josephine who began to slap my exposed ass cheeks, first with her hand and then with what I could only assume was her small riding crop.

I was in pain, but somehow kept on kissing Rachel’s pussy through the tight Lycra of her workout one-piece.

“Well, I don’t know what’s redder, your face from all that squeezing or your tushy from the whipping I just gave it!” Josephine declared as she held me close by my hair, Rachel having deemed my work done. “Now, be a good little sissy and thank Rachel. Tell her how wonderful it was for you to lick, kiss, and sniff her majestic cunt.”

I felt my face blush as I began to talk, and noticed Rachel smiling in glee at how embarrassed I was.

“Thank you Rachel for letting a sissy like me serve you,” I said. “It was an honor to sniff and kiss your womanhood, something a beta male like me would never normally be able to do, only dream of.”

“Very good, and truly pathetic,” Rachel laughed, her fingers in at the side of skin-tight suit, clearly massaging and probing around her cunt. “Like this, do you? If you were a real man you’d be able to do the same. Hell, if you were a real man you’d have your big dick out now and be tearing me suit off me. But your not a real man, are you?”

I felt myself feel the dual sensation of the agony of total humiliation and the thrill of being subjected to cruel, yet truthful, taunts from a superior woman.

“Oh look, I think his little maggot is showing us exactly what he think,” Josephine said. “but, slut, I didn’t give you permission to get hard, did I?”

“No, I apologise, Madame,” I said, struggling to not show any signs of pain as she shook my head and pinched and pulled on my nipples, much to Rachel’s evident pleasure as she began working her fingers faster, thrusting her thighs a little as she got off to the sight of Josephine using me like a sissy ragdoll.

“Well, I think I’ll let Rachel in on a real treat,” Josephine said, lifting me up by my hair and bending me over the back seat, pulling my panties down to my ankles and pulling my stiff sissy-dick back through my legs and into a classic milking position. “You see, Rachel, this little sissy does get to cum, but it’s only ever in the most degrading ways imaginable. Now, for extra amusement, as I wank his sad little clitty, the sissy will repeat his, well her really, favourite words over and over. You know what to do, sissy, get started and let’s see how long you last.”

I knew exactly what Josephine expected of me…

We had been over it many times during my training…

If I didn’t say the words, I would be in a whole world of trouble…

“Now, don’t be shy, you little fem-boi,” Josephine laughed, “don’t let me or Rachel down. Rachel wants to see the show!”

With my hard dick pulled back between my legs, and Josephine squeezing on it, I knew what I had to say.

“I’m a slut for big black dick,” I said, my my voice quiet, stumbling a little over the words. “I’m a… slut for big… black dick.”

“Louder! Faster, do it in time with my pumps on this little maggoty dick,” Josephine laughed.

“I’m a slut for big black dick, I’m a slut for big black dick,” I said, louder, my clitty hardening and getting close to cumming already. “I’m a slut for… urgh, big… black… mmmmmph, dick!”

And much to Rachel’s amusement, and just as she brought herself to climax, I felt my dick shooting its load onto Josephine’s luxury pleather interior, my entire body shaking, my mind filled with thoughts of my sissy body and mouth being dominated by a big, strong black bull’s majestic cock.

“Now get down there and clean your silly little sploogy-mess up,” Josephine said, her voice stern but also full of glee as she pulled me down and pushed my face right into the puddle of sissy cum that were currently residing on her backseat. “Look at the sissy lick up her own mess, Rachel. Probably imagining it’s cum from a black dick, no doubt.”

“You know, I have a black friend who would very much love to meet your sissy,” Rachel said, her face flushed from her orgasm. “Maybe this is something that might be of interest?”

Josephine smiled.

“Yes, I think it could well be,” she said. “What do you think, slut?”

“Yes, Miss, thank you miss,” I said, feeling totally submissive as I ate up my own cum having been milked in such a degrading way and in front of my Mistress’s hot, alpha friend.

“Well, what I’m thinking is that Rachel stays over at your place tonight, with me,” Josephine said. “You can wash and clean us in the shower. We’ll sleep in the main bedroom and the guest room. You can sleep at my feet at the end of the bed. Then, tomorrow, we’ll set up a meeting with Rachel’s friend and let that play out however that plays out. Oh, and we should definitely prepare ourselves. We’ll have you sleeping with a nice, thick plug in that little ass of yours. Who knows, tomorrow your little booty might be coming in for some very big attention indeed.”

The two superior women laughed, clearly revelling in the prospect of what was ahead and also enjoying the sight of my worried, cum overed face, my body red and punished, and my little sissy dick twitching at the thought of a night of servitude, let alone coming face to face with a real life monster black dick tomorrow.

Life as a big city sissy?

No day or night was the same, but one thing was for sure… it was always slutty, scandalous, and everything a real sissy craved.
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CHAPTER ONE

I had spent the night serving my mistress, Josephine and her friend Rachel. To be honest, I think both were in the mood for a relaxing night rather than anything too strenuous, having seen me make such an exhibition of myself in the SUV earlier.

I was glad of it too, I wasn’t sure I could have dealt with anything too hardcore. But, I was still their feminized, subservient sissy, so it was a case of lying at their feet and fetching them drinks as they both relaxed, watched a late night movie and chatted away, pretty much ignoring me, until they decided it was time for bed.

Having been treated to the sight of them both in the shower earlier, and been given the most titillating task of sponging them down, my mind was fully stimulated with the images of their strong, perfectly sculpted bodies covered in the fresh, very feminine-scented body wash that I used myself at Josephine’s command.

Both of them had laughed and giggled as my dick had hardened and stayed twitching and pulsating relentlessly as I washed them, but luckily I wasn’t punished for my erection, only very lightly teased for it. Which, in a way was almost worse, the fact that they simply saw my dick as the most unthreatening, least masculine thing imaginable.

This was my life as a sissy, but I knew it was the life I was born to live. The only question now, as I drifted off to sleep at the bottom of the bed with Mistress Josephine’s feet by my face, was what was in store for me in the morning?

CHAPTER TWO

Josephine and Rachel surprised me a little the next morning. Rather than dive into the day’s plans or give me a morning punishment spanking, both of them went out for a morning brunch and left me to my own devices back at mine.

“You just behave yourself, sissy, and get some rest too if you can,” Josephine said as she pulled my panties up from around my ankles and mockingly patted my small bulge at the front of the hipster-cut grey sports panties with the white branded waistband. “You’ll be hearing from us both later, isn’t that right, Rachel?”

“Oh, it certainly is,” Rachel smiled, wickedly, squatting down and lightly flicking my bulge with her perfectly manicured fingers. “I’d better stop or this little maggot will start leaking again, just like it did in your car last night, Jo.”

The two of them laughed and began chatting as they left my place, leaving me standing there, my dick beginning to harden inside the sports-panties, knowing full well that I wouldn’t dare to play with myself for fear of making a mess, and having to face the consequences of that later.

So, for me, it was time to distract myself as quickly as I could. I realised that I hadn’t done my sissy-workout yesterday, so figured a quick thirty minute high-intensity blast of cardio, squats, and crunches would be perfect. And, it would be something that would meet Josephine’s approval later, whenever that would actually be.

I put on my matching sports bra – not that I technically needed it, but it was something that Josephine always wanted me to wear when working out, just so I could really feel like a feminized gym-slut, and set to work on making some gains on my already feminine, cutesy sissy body. My goal was to get my waist even tighter and my booty bigger, rounder, more perky.

So, with that in mind, I loaded up my sissy workout app and connected it to the TV and got into making those sissy gains. 


CHAPTER THREE

Post-workout I was just chilling, my shower having cooled me down and now my iced-latte doing a good job of getting my energy levels back up. I actually felt really great, the workout energising me and making me feel like I was ready to take on the rest of the day with a vengeance.

As was usual for a Saturday, I was wearing a pretty relaxed combo of snug-fit white panties that were cut high on the hip but at least had enough material in total to be practical. On top of that, a pair of grey shorts that actually did a really good job of emphasising my nicely perky ass.

My sissy-workouts were definitely paying off, that was for sure.

I received a photo message from Josephine. The image was her and Rachel together, sitting outside a café on Ocean Drive. Pretty standard, right?

Well, yeah, it would have been, were it not for the pair of them pointing over towards the strip of sandy beach behind them and what appeared to be four, shockingly well-built black guys playing beach volleyball.

Immediately, my heart raced.

Josephine had long been teasing and tormenting me about black guys, how strong and dominant they were, and how much I would probably like to be used and play with by one.

I mean, even in that moment as my eyes glanced over their muscular, taught bodies and tiny shorts, I could feel my little sissy clitty harden. I was blushing too!

Then, as I watched the typing-bubble on the phone’s screen, I just had a feeling of what was coming next…

Get your sissy ass down here. Time for some Saturday afternoon fun. And try not to get too excited on your way here, you’ll be needing all the energy you can get…

I knew I had no time to waste. Josephine never appreciated tardiness, and I felt like with Rachel with her today that would be even more the case.


CHAPTER FOUR

I jumped out of the Uber and found Josephine and Rachel sitting in their seats outside the chic new café they had been hanging out in. Both of the exchanged glances and laughed as they saw me approach in my short grey shorts, my tanned, feminine legs fully on display, heightened by my white and pink sneakers.

“Well, I can see that the prospect of staring at some big black studs definitely motivated you to move that sissy ass,” Josephine laughed. “I shall make a note of that for any time in the future in need you in a hurry.”

“Yah, Jo,” Rachel laughed, “this little slut definitely will enjoy this view. Oh look, I think I can see that one’s schlong from here!”

Rachel grabbed my head and turned it to face the men. They were genuinely incredible athletic specimens. Tall, strong, broad shouldered and muscular but flexible and dynamic in their movements too.

“Are you blushing?” Josephine said, slapping me on my ass before pulling me over to her and sitting me on her lap, a position she knew I found incredibly humiliating. “Sissy, I asked you a question!”

“Yes, Madame, sorry Madame,” I said, my face going an even deeper shade of red as I realised I was going to come in for some serious teasing.

The two women laughed and resumed their conversation, something relating to a business acquisition that Josephine was hoping to push through in the next week or so.

As they talked, I couldn’t help but keep my eyes flicking back and forth to the men, the midday sun beating down on them as they continued their game of beach volleyball. I was intimidated by their athletic prowess, and they made me think back to my days in college, from before the time I was a full time sissy and had to make do with stealing panties and secretly spying on the beefcakes on the football squad.

“So, sissy, fancy a walk on the beach?” Josephine said. “Come on, Rachel, let’s all go and take a closer look at that volleyball match. You know I love anything with a competitive edge, especially when it involves alpha Gods in extremely tight shorts!”

I watched as the two of them rose from their seats, their majestic bodies looking incredibly impressive, the kind that I couldn’t help but drool over, be transfixed by.

“Sissy, hurry along,” Rachel said, turning to me. “Who knows, you don’t want to be late meeting your future boyfriend… sorry, boyfriends plural… do you?”

Rachel laughed and walked hand in hand with Josephine.             

I followed behind them, my heart racing, my clitty hardening, and my mind beginning to automatically revert to full-on sissy bimbo mode.

CHAPTER FIVE

I stood nervously as Josephine and Rachel went and introduced themselves to the men, all of whom appeared very impressed by the pair. It was easy to see why. Alpha men and women just seemed to have a naturally programmed code that meant they knew exactly who they were dealing with.

This was also true when it came to spotting sissies too, or so it certainly seemed like to me as I watched helplessly as they turned ad laughed at me, before beckoning me closer.

I felt nervous as my slight, feminine body got closer to them.

Some of the men were simply standing there, staring at me, almost devouring my in their minds, the bulges in their shorts going from being significant to… scarily big.

Before I knew it, we were all playing beach volleyball together. Rachel and Josephine removed their clothes to reveal perfectly sexy but classy two-piece athletic bikinis that were practical but certainly emphasises their gym-honed bodies. Meanwhile, I was forced to strip down to my cute sports bra and matching snug panties.

I felt totally degraded playing alongside the men who were nearly a foot taller than me and sported the most masculine bodies you could wish for.

They didn’t seem to mind, even when I missed easy shots.

“Hey, girl, I got you,” Jamarcus said to me, his perfect smile and deep voice making me feel weak. “Nice booty though. What do you say y’all?”

At this point, he picked me up and tossed me over his shoulder, before parading around to allow the men to inspect my ass, my panties now riding high, exposing my milky-white cheeks.

“I’ve got her on a booty growth programme,” Josephine declared proudly. “She’s wants to have the perfect sissy tushy.”

Jamarcus then put me down and span me around, his hands all over my body, making me shiver in excitement. Suddenly, all of the men had circled around me, with Josephine and Rachel in the circle too.

I felt scared.

Nervous.

I was on my knees…

“Show the sissy maggot what a real dick looks like,” Rachel said, spitting on me as I remained on my knees, my eyes widening at the sight of the men taking their dicks out of their shorts, hard, throbbing, their veins pulsing and thick dick heads bouncing towards me as the circle drew in closer.

“Suck, slurp, swallow, kiss, you know what to do,” Josephine said. “I want to see you taking load after load, showing us all what a dick hungry little sissy you are. This is your first real life blacking, this isn’t a fantasy anymore, it’s really happening. Show me what you’ve got. Show me how well I’ve trained you.”

Before I knew it, I was tentatively holding a dick in each hand, jerking it up and down slowly and assisted by the copious amounts of saliva Rachel and Josephine were spitting down onto the shafts. Soon enough, I was working into a nice rhythm, the other men jostling for position as to who could go next.

“Open that little mouth nice and wide, slut,” Jamarcus said, stepping in and crashing his big, heavy dick down on my tongue.

I gasped in pleasure at the feel of it on my tongue, my mouth instinctively opening as wide as I could to allow him to begin easing it in, wasting little time before he was going deeper and deeper, my own spit dribbling out of my mouth as I did my best to let him face-fuck me as hard as he wanted.

Josephine was loving every second, assisted by Rachel who had planted her hands deep inside Josephine’s bikini bottoms.

“Cum in her mouth!” Josephine said. “But spray her face too! Make sissy a true white girl snow bunny for me!”

Soon enough, I was being showered in cum for all angles, dick after dick exploding with hot, salty cum and spraying over me. My hands were tired, but I had to continue…

“Sissies keep going until everyone is satisfied!” Josephine said, kicking out at me, much to everyone’s amusement, as she began to cum, grinding herself back onto Rachel.

Jamarcus then let out la long, hard groan and I felt his cum fly into my mouth, hitting the back of my throat and making its way into my sissy stomach.

He pulled his dick out and slapped it across my face, covering in me in even more hot, black cum.

I was struggling to see now, drips of cum landing on my eye lashes and running down my face. I felt liberated though, like all my hard work training under Josephine was paying off.

When all of the men were done, the quickly pulled their shorts up and made their way into the ocean for a swim. I couldn’t deny how happy I felt that I had served them so well, that each and every one of them had been brought to orgasm by me…

A real cock hungry sissy slut.

I looked up at Josephine and Rachel, the two of them looking down at me with looks of pride and amusement on their faces. I had totally degraded myself  in front of them, going way beyond anything I had done before, or even thought possible a few months ago.

“You did very well,” Josephine said. “Covered in cum is a nice look for you, by the way. I can definitely say you’ll be rocking that look a lot in the future, believe you me. So, was it everything you have ever dreamt of?”

“Yes Miss, thank you Miss,” I said, my jaw aching a little as I spoke.

“Don’t worry, I’ve got a lot of friends who would be very interested in hanging out with you,” Rachel laughed. “You don’t get a booty like mine without attracting more than your fair share of black admirers. Sound good, sissy?”

“Yes, thank you Rachel,” I said, beginning to get to my feet.

“I don’t think so!” Josephine bellowed, kicking me back down to the ground. “You’ll follow us, on your hands and knees, all the way down to the water. Cum-covered sissy bimbos don’t get to walk on the beach just after they’ve been used and face-fucked by a gang of BBCs!”

She was right.

It totally made sense. I was a cum-dump, and had proven that with my actions. It wouldn’t be right to walk alongside them like an equal. I knew my place, and right now that was crawling alongside these two incredible alpha women, the cum waiting to be washed off in the ocean, and my sissy booty wiggling behind me, on display to the many other alpha men and women on the beach.

I was a big city sissy, but right now it was all about that bimbo beach life.
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-To Come-

She stood over me now, her nipples visibly stiff underneath her top, her hands on her strong thighs, her legs spread to show her excellent posture.

“I said, am I understood?” She asked, losing patience.

“Yes, of course, please, I understand,” I spluttered, totally panicked and desperate for the torture to end.

“Wow. Wow! You caved easily,” She laughed. “Well, that being the case I’m going to add another couple of caveats for you. You’ll call me Miss Annabelle and you’ll also curtsey for me. Nothing showy, but enough for anyone who happens to notice or know about these things to get what’s going on. And then as well as wearing panties to please me and exposing yourself in the queue, you’ll also present yourself to me in the disabled toilet – roomy enough for us both- when I’m on my break. You’ll drop your trousers, roll your top up above your nipples, and stand with your hands on the wall and your bottom sticking out toward me. Once I’ve inspected you, you will squat for me. I saw that you seemed fascinated with my magnificent derrière, so our goal will be to get yours up to scratch. Sissies needs lovely perky big bottoms to impress the big alpha men, don’t they? I said: don’t they?”

“Yes, they need perky bottoms for the real men,” I said, transfixed, unthinking, and in a stupor.

“Good. I see we’re on the same wavelength,” She said. “You’ll do your squats and if your form is off-point I’ll dish out some spanks with either my hand or a wooden spoon from the kitchen. Once we’re finished up with that I will honour you with the job of kissing my bottom, eating my booty like it’s groceries before focusing on my magnificent wet pussy and clit. You’ll bring me off before my break is over. If you fail, I’ll get Marcel the kitchen porter in and he’ll show you what a real man can do. And if I’m feeling especially vengeful, or simply if it takes Marcel’s fancy, he’ll stick his huge African dick in your mouth too and pump you full of his seed. Well, I know you’ll probably like that, but trust me this man-beast knows how to rock a woman, let alone a little sissy boi like you. Now, what do you have to say to all this?”

“Yes, Miss Annabelle, it would be my honour to serve you and I’ll do anything you want,” I said, trying not to draw attention to us. “I’ll do my best to please you and I’ll accept my punishments without complaining.”

The blood was returning to my dick and it began hardening against the wet stain on my chinos.

“Good,” She said, a smile on her face. “Listen…

-END OF PREVIEW-


CHAPTER ONE

My story is that I had recently relented to a lifelong desire to be dominated by a superior, powerful woman. I’d tried hooking up with dominant seeming types of women via all the usual methods – bars, apps, internet forums – but had never managed to nail that connection. The women either weren’t on the same wavelength as me or were nothing more than timewasters.

So, I had taken the decision to see a professional mistress.

I’d been to see her four times in the last three months and while I couldn’t deny that she was a magnificent looking woman who knew how to dominate a silly wimp and pervert like me (the various messy accidents I’d had and was punished for were testament to that fact), there remained the fact that I knew I was paying her for a service.

Still, it was better than nothing and I really got a kick out of following her instructions for what I needed to do in my own time to please her.

One of the big turn-ons was wearing women’s panties underneath my normal clothes, something I was instructed to do every day, with the rules forbidding me from making a sticky mess in them with my cum; if I broke the rules I was required to email her so that it could be added to my punishment list for my next visit.

But as I say, what I really craved was an authentic connection with a dominant woman who would take great pleasure in humiliating and dominating me purely for her own pleasure.

Well, as you are about to read, this is exactly what I ended up getting and I’ll tell you here every little detail of how.

So, yeah, here I was.

I looked at my watch, which I prided myself on always being a reliable timepiece despite its bargain price from a low cost catalogue store, and it read half past two on the dot.

This was good, I was making good time so perhaps I could give myself a little break to catch a breath, after all I’d need to build up my energy stores for this evening and the dinner party I’d been forced to attend by one of my boring cousins who was always insisting on this kind of thing.

And anyway, wasn’t I entitled to a little me time from time to time, even given the nature of my position?

I figured that I was and decided to pick up a hot chocolate and a sandwich from a generic chain café.

I stopped in the street and looked around, after all they do say that in today’s world you are never further than fifty metres away from a coffee chain! Well, don’t quote me but in all my experience of high streets up and down the country I have never struggled to find the kind of establishment we’re talking about here.

Guess what?

Yes, that’s right, today was no different.

About twenty metres down the street to my left hand side there was a chain café waiting for my eager custom.

I began to walk towards it and wondered whether I should treat myself to a cake to go with the beverage and sandwich that I was going to buy.

A bit of flavour to go with the sustenance you could say.

I walked into the café and it was bustling, it would seem that a great number of my fellow shoppers had the same plan as I did, what a surprise – not!, but I wondered how many of them had the same personal situation as me, how many of them were living a strange fantasy world where their every action dictated by a fiercely dominant mistress.


CHAPTER TWO

I began to queue. I really hated queuing, and I mean really hated it.

Hated the process, hated the boredom, hated the attempted queue jumpers, hated the slow servers not even taking a second to consider that some people might be in a rush.

Well, no one is perfect and I certainly acknowledge that there are far worse things to get worked up about in this world we all inhabit.

I looked up and down the queue – I was halfway up it – and saw the usual assortment of people: shop workers on their short lunch breaks, parents looking back and forth to their kids sitting impatiently at their tables, couples discussing their next stop post coffee refreshment on their day of shopping for the latest fashions to wear later that night, and of course the old timers who would no doubt spend an age asking over and over again whether or not their type of speciality coffee that they had just learned about was stocked.

I’d better stop talking about this before I get wound up again, but yeah, it’s safe to assume that I don’t like queuing.

Gradually and not before time I found myself moving towards the front of the line.

As I move towards my server, much to my annoyance I dropped my wallet! Without thinking I bent over to pick up the assortment of identification, bank cards, and loyalty cards that over filled my wallet to bursting point.

It was only when I stood up and began to place my order that I realised that the server, a woman in her early twenties – a redhead with her hair pulled back in a high ponytail and a prominent set of breasts underneath her tightly fitted polo top, looked rather flushed in her face, flushed but at the same time somewhat amused.

Oh no, it couldn’t be could it?

Had I exposed my secret as I bent down, totally unthinkingly to pick up my dropped wallet and the items inside?

Had the tall, smart young woman seen my crisp white thong poke out above the waistline of my skinny fit maroon chinos?

I felt my face flush bright red and I totally forgot my planned order.

“S-s-sorry, just trying to remember-” I said, my face on fire at the possibility that the woman had seen, and the thought that she would be telling all her colleagues, and then later her friends, about her experience of serving a man who for whatever unknown reason was wearing women’s underwear.

In a moment that psychologists would have a field day with no doubt, I involuntarily looked down at my crotch and saw that my state of humiliation was also a state of excitement.

I looked back up as quickly as I could, hoping that she had not picked up on this dead giveaway to my guilt.

“Perhaps you’d like a cold drink to cool off a little? Would you like some ice with it maybe sir?” She said, the corners of her mouth turning up into a smile.

I knew she had busted me, and utterly humiliated I went along with her and took a cold drink with ice.

As I walked away, I wondered whether she would be checking for any signs of visible panty line in my trousers. Then I remembered I was at least wearing a thong so that wouldn’t be an issue.

Unless the thong had stayed high up on my thighs after bending down in a squat position?

I sat down at the table, still hard as a rock, my tiny little cock straining away desperately inside my pants. I couldn’t be sure but I felt it was likely that it had escaped the small frontage of the thong and if I was to have an explosion it was sure to seep through to the front of my trousers and cause an unseemly stain.

I imagined that the server would come over and sit at my table, that she would take a seat and put me out of my misery.

Just how much had she seen, and what did she plan to do with that information?

Totally illogically I began to wonder whether she knew my mistress, whether this was all a set up. I knew such talk was crazy, but my senses were so heightened I couldn’t rule anything out. And just at that moment I looked up and saw her picking up the empties at the table opposite me.

She half turned towards me and smiled, shaking her head as she did.

She knew what I was.

And then my jaw dropped as I watched her drop down to the pick up some cake wrappers under the table. I saw her jeans ride down, her rather perfect bubble butt 1ooo squats a day ass forcing its way out. She was wearing a thong that matched mine, or near enough.

She turned again and smiled, totally revelling in how entranced I was.

She bounced up and down a little on her heels before standing up, facing away from me. I could see her ass cheeks clenching and then unclenching underneath her trousers, and as she did this I felt the stream of hot cum flying up through my stiff erection and directly onto the crotch area of my trousers.

My face flushed and my body stiffened, and the server watched every moment.

This Goddess of a barista walked over to my table, revelling in her superiority over me.

“Would you like me to get you a wet cloth for your accident sir? I don’t think your mommy will be pleased if she sees that will she?” She giggled, fixing me with a stare.

She clearly expected an answer and I was powerless in the situation – after all, she could easily report me for public indecency and ruin any future career prospects I might have back in the real world.

I knew I had to answer.

She continued to alternate between looking at me directly in the eyes and back down to the rapidly expanding stain in my crotch.

“Yes, please, thank you,” I stuttered.

“Not a problem. I’ll be back in a second,” She said. “And by the way, next time you come in I expect you to drop your wallet again and I expect to see a different pair of panties on you. I want to see a different pair on you every single Saturday morning too. And next time you come in you’ll call me Miss Ananbelle and you’ll leave a tip in the tip jar. Am I understood?”

She stood over me now, her nipples visibly stiff underneath her top, her hands on her strong thighs, her legs spread to show her excellent posture.

“I said, am I understood?” She asked, losing patience.

“Yes, of course, please, I understand,” I spluttered, totally panicked and desperate for the torture to end.

“Wow. Wow! You caved easily,” She laughed. “Well, that being the case I’m going to add another couple of caveats for you. You’ll call me Miss Annabelle and you’ll also curtsey for me. Nothing showy, but enough for anyone who happens to notice or know about these things to get what’s going on. And then as well as wearing panties to please me and exposing yourself in the queue, you’ll also present yourself to me in the disabled toilet – roomy enough for us both- when I’m on my break. You’ll drop your trousers, roll your top up above your nipples, and stand with your hands on the wall and your bottom sticking out toward me. Once I’ve inspected you, you will squat for me. I saw that you seemed fascinated with my magnificent derrière, so our goal will be to get yours up to scratch. Sissies needs lovely perky big bottoms to impress the big alpha men, don’t they? I said: don’t they?”

“Yes, they need perky bottoms for the real men,” I said, transfixed, unthinking, and in a stupor.

“Good. I see we’re on the same wavelength,” She said. “You’ll do your squats and if your form is off-point I’ll dish out some spanks with either my hand or a wooden spoon from the kitchen. Once we’re finished up with that I will honour you with the job of kissing my bottom, eating my booty like it’s groceries before focusing on my magnificent wet pussy and clit. You’ll bring me off before my break is over. If you fail, I’ll get Marcel the kitchen porter in and he’ll show you what a real man can do. And if I’m feeling especially vengeful, or simply if it takes Marcel’s fancy, he’ll stick his huge African dick in your mouth too and pump you full of his seed. Well, I know you’ll probably like that, but trust me this man-beast knows how to rock a woman, let alone a little sissy boi like you. Now, what do you have to say to all this?”

“Yes, Miss Annabelle, it would be my honour to serve you and I’ll do anything you want,” I said, trying not to draw attention to us. “I’ll do my best to please you and I’ll accept my punishments without complaining.”

The blood was returning to my dick and it began hardening against the wet stain on my chinos.

“Good,” She said, a smile on her face. “Listen, once I’ve finished my shift next Saturday morning, we’re going to go shopping. I’m on first name terms with a couple of the sales assistants at the department store on Jackson and Crevshaw. We’re going to go and get you kitted out with some new work out gear for all the squatting practice you’re going to be doing. And then once we’re done with that we’re going to go to the beauty parlour on the top floor of the big department store and we’re going to make sure you’re suitably smooth in all the important places. Got it?”

“Yes,” I said, nodding, before quickly correctly myself, “Sorry, Yes, Miss Annabel.”

“Hmmm, better,” Annabelle giggled. “See you next week my little-ickle slutty twerk queen in the making.”

This unbelievable woman who I had met only minutes ago took a final look at me, shook her head disparagingly and walked back to her counter.

Twerk queen in the making, I thought?

No one mentioned any twerking?

A whole new sense of fear, humiliation, and excitement coursed through my body as the possibilities ran through my mind. I couldn’t believe what had just happened, it was totally dream like.

But then I looked back down at the expanding wet patch on my trousers and knew that it was all too real – I was in a situation that I had always fantasised about, but was suddenly wondering whether or not I actually wanted to be reality. 


CHAPTER THREE

I sat down, exhausted, and went to turn the television on.

I must admit I loved nothing better than tuning into pretty much anything on my television set after a long day. I really didn’t care what it was I was watching, it just felt good to have the warm fuzz and background noise on, very zen if that makes sense.

I had recently came into possession of a new set, a pretty impressive ultra HD set that came in at a not insubstantial 55 inches on the diagonal measurement with a sound system that would probably cause even George Lucas to be impressed, especially when taking into account the bargain that was the reduction from twelve hundred to four hundred pounds.

I picked up the remote control and pressed the On button and went to the channel choice section and had a brief skim over the options before settling on a reality show where in members of the public found themselves kidnapped and held hostage for as long as it took their relatives back in the TV studio to answer a series of pretty basic questions.

The thing with so called basic questions however is that they are only basic if you know the answers – which much to the show’s host’s amusement one particularly dim family did not.

It was fairly entertaining, although I couldn’t help but wonder about the potential health and safety implications, not to mention the moral questions, that this show raised. Speaking from my own point of view, I can’t say I would take kindly to being bundled in a van and put through a realistic hostage situation.

But then again, who’s to say I wouldn’t look back on the experience and laugh?

Everyone is different and it could well be the case that many would enjoy the experience.

It takes all sorts as they do indeed say. 

I decided to take my mind off things by finally accepting the latest update on my iPhone. The phone had been pestering me to allow it to update to the new operating system for a couple of weeks but it was either the wrong time (I was too busy or there wasn’t access to a power socket) or I didn’t have enough memory left on the phone itself to be able to process the upgrade.

A mistake I promised myself I’d never make again in my entire life would be to purchase a mobile phone with the least memory available; yes, it was cheaper, the cheapest option, but it simply wasn’t worth it for all the hassle and stress of having to constantly delete apps to upload new ones, or delete videos or upload them to a cloud storage in order to be able to take a new video.

Some things in life are just too annoying – some you can’t change (cyclists undertaking, anyone?) but others you can change in order to prevent future occurrences of epic scale annoyance.

Anyway, I plugged my phone in to the power socket and manually accepted the upgrade to the new operating system.

The system update crept up to twenty percent before shooting up to seventy five percent, and then eighty percent, then eighty eight percent, and then ninety eight percent. It seemed to momentarily freeze on ninety eight percent, causing my blood pressure to rise (believe it or not, I could feel this happening, literally!), before then jumping to one hundred percent and a lovely message telling me that I was now up to date.

What a fuss, but at least it had provided a distraction and a bit of mental respite from thoughts of what had happened so far and what was to come in the future – not that it was a bad thing, of course, but the intensity of it all was such that I knew it wouldn’t do any harm to have a bit of a break from it for a minute. 

Another annoying thing.

What was the deal with internet providers and their seemingly archaic attempts to resolve problems?

You’re an internet provider, the supposed all encompassing future form of communication that moves at faster than light speed and can download an ultra high quality super max HD movie instantaneously, yet… yet you can’t organise and arrange for an engineer to come out for, and I quote, seven to twelve days? 

Weird, and absolutely unacceptable, and something that gets right on my nerves.

Well, here’s the thing – given my new situation with Miss Annabelle, I desperately needed my internet service to be working so that I could access YouTube for some twerking tutorials. Yet, every time I attempted to log on and pick up some much needed tips for my impending lesson, I found that the buffering time was so ridiculous it made it impossible to watch. It just wasn’t good enough given the amount of money I was shelling out on supposedly top of the range internet.

What was frustrating was that having struggled with my previous provider, I had made the step to change service provider and go for the best package – and the thing was, it worked so well for a few months, allowing me to stream high quality programming at the drop of a hat, or a click of a button should I say?

Anyway, after an hour and a half on the phone to the customer complaints team I managed to speak to someone who was able to demonstrate at least a modicum of empathy and common sense; the appointment to fix my service was arranged for the following day, Thursday, which meant that I would have at least a day and a half, plus Saturday first thing, to work on my twerking before my ordered appearance at the coffee shop to begin my experience with Miss Annabelle in earnest.


CHAPTER FOUR

I heard the door knock and finished washing my hands before giving them a quick dry. I walked down the stairs and towards the front door; I was expecting a package and expected this would be the delivery man, ready to hand over the package I had ordered via the one day quick delivery service that I paid a premium for but felt represented excellent value for money.

I had often struggled in the past when ordering items online and then waiting day after day for them to arrive – patience isn’t exactly my strong point, but I think it would take the patience of a true saint to deal with an order that you place on a Monday and doesn’t arrive until the following Tuesday, but anyway, I digress.

I walked to the door and opened it, but no sign of anyone let alone a delivery man ready to give me my order.

I looked down and saw a missed delivery receipt.

Now this turned my mood something rotten.

How could I have possibly missed the delivery?

I heard the knock and got down to the door in prompt time.

Well, there would be an angry email heading their way shortly, I could guarantee that.

But in the meantime I needed to get to the delivery depot to pick up this package, well either that or call and arrange for it to be delivered in the next two to three working days at a time of my convenience.

In the end I decided to have it delivered to the house the day after, I figured this would be the most convenient option and it would minimise any risks of the package’s contents being exposed.

I had in actual fact placed my order based on Miss Annabelle’s instructions for me to arrive on Saturday morning with a different set of women’s panties. I’d made the decision to buy six pairs to cover me for the next couple of weeks, and to be honest I imagined I would have fun trying them on at home in the lead up to Saturday.

I thought that this would be a good move as it might allow me to get used to them a bit more and not make a total fool of myself with any sticky explosions in front of Miss Annabelle again.

Was this wishful thinking?

Well, I think you can imagine.


CHAPTER FIVE

I decided that I needed an energy boost. Quite often in these kinds of situations I would hit the snack cupboard with a vengeance: crisps, biscuits of all varieties, toffee popcorn – you name it and I would snack on it.

But I’d recently been reading up on how these kinds of snacks in actual fact led to energy crashes a mere matter of minutes after consuming them.

Talk about a massive let down.

Sure, they tasted good in the moment of eating them but to know that they would be responsible for a drop in energy and potential headaches so soon after kind of provoked a sense of disappointment in me that I struggled to shake.

Don’t get me wrong, I would always indulge here and there – they did taste great in the moment after all – but I had been making a concerted effort to pull back a bit and try to health up my snacking options.

How did this new outlook manifest itself?

Well, quite often I would make up a delicious green smoothie drink by combining fresh fruit with some high energy veggies, green leaves, and nuts.

Now, don’t judge before you try – you can actually get some incredible flavours with these kinds of drinks with the added bonus being that you get a slow release energy that can last for hours and long term benefits of improving your skin and digestion.

Not to come across as one of these new age health nut bores, but I’d already seen the difference after a few short weeks on my new regimen. Added to that, I’d seen some fat drop off, which is always a good thing.

Don’t get me wrong, I’ve never been fat, but that is not to say I’ve always been entirely happy with my body and general appearance.

Anyway, enough about that, as I was saying – I needed an energy boost and instead of a Twix I had a lovely homemade juice and, yes, I felt the much needed boost (not the chocolate bar!) shortly after.

I walked across the road and towards the junction that would then take me into the town centre.

The road was busy, it was a Saturday morning so what was I expecting, a deserted landscape of a future or past with no form of automotive travel? As I say, the road was busy and I had to make sure to cross quickly as there had been several accidents of varying severity on this road due in no small part to speeding drivers and less than observant pedestrians.

Once I reached the junction I pressed the button on the traffic crossing and waited for the lights to change from red to green. I’d often waited at this stop for some time before realising that the system had auto re-set itself back, rendering my button push a waste of time.

This could be incredibly frustrating and I often wondered why this occurred.

I figured it was probably a technological defect that was beyond my somewhat rudimentary understanding of all things technical.

Anyway, bearing this in mind, I kept an eye on the crossing display screen to make sure that my button press remained valid – well they may say that a watched kettle never boils but in this case it wasn’t true, sure as each day will end and another day will begin, the indicator changed from red to green and I was able to cross the road and begin walking down the long stretch of road that would take me into the city centre and main shopping area where the case, and far more pertinently, Miss Annabelle would be expecting me.

As I walked, I wondered what was in store for me today – I had followed her instructions and was wearing a pair of new panties.

My selection had been a bright pink thong with a white lace trim and see through front and I hoped she would find it acceptable to her taste.

I wondered whether she would follow through on her promise that if I made her orgasm she would allow me to kiss and tongue her imperiously muscled and curved bottom?

In the week following our meeting I had hardly been able to think of anything else, the thought of my tongue flicking her sweet asshole had driven me to distraction on more than one occasion and a swift visit to the work toilets was required in order to relive myself in double quick time.

Of course, there was also the matter of her other plans to consider.

Would she be suitably impressed with me to not spank me?

Would she decide that the muscle bound kitchen chef Marcel would be required to attend – a terrifying but in truth titillating prospect that I was more than a bit curious about, and lastly, what would the trip to the lingerie department at the department store have in wait for me?

Especially given her comment that she knew some of the staff members, I was nervous in a way I had never experienced before.

Finally, along with the beauty parlour trip, what exactly would be my role in the twerking exercise that she had planned?

All was about to be revealed as I strode down the tree lined road and towards the next junction that would take me into the area’s pedestrianised area.

I took a seat in the small municipal garden area, I wouldn’t quite stretch to call it a park exactly, that was situated just behind the enormous eyesore of a new multi storey car park that had been built four years ago if my memory serves me correctly. I took the packet sandwich I had purchased from Stromo’s and held it out in front of me; prawn cocktail with some kind of artisanal twist that involved rocket salad and an overly specific type of turmeric that I had not had, ahem, the pleasure of sampling before.

What was it with this obsession with artisanal products and sourcing all these overtly class identifying ingredients that had gradually become de-rigeur over the last three to five years?

Well, it all tasted pretty much the same to me irrespective of what ingredients were in there, and actually really when you think about it all food is good for is sustenance, its design purpose is to sustain you and give you the requisite energy to power you through the activities of the day.

I demolished the sandwich in less than three minutes and opened up the bottle of water – I’d selected it purely because it was part of a meal deal price reduction offer and cared little for the, and I quote, hint of delicate pomegranate and touch of Paraguayan lemon that was apparently ‘lightly fusing’ the experience.

After a few gulps I must say I had come round to the drink, albeit still not convinced by the ridiculously over the top description on the bottle’s patina. I was happy to have eaten some food and hydrated as I knew that I would require the energy for the day ahead with Miss Annabelle.

Who was I kidding?

I was also very nervous in anticipation of what was ahead and using my need for sustenance and hydration as a kind of delaying tactic to momentarily place a delay on my entrance to the coffee shop; in truth, I’d had a hearty breakfast of two poached eggs on toast and a mug of strong tea that would in all truth sustain my right through until lunch time.

Well, I couldn’t put it off any longer and got up from my seat and headed in the direction of the functional black wrought iron gates to the west of the garden, and more specifically, towards the lower end of the high street where the coffee shop was located.


CHAPTER SIX

Walking down the street I heard my name called out.

Oh for God’s sake, there’s nothing more annoying is there?

When you are on your way to an appointment – and this was quite a significant appointment I think we can all agree – when you hear your name called out and immediately know you’re going to have to acknowledge the voice, see who it is and then engage in anything upwards of five or ten minutes of idle chatter.

Well, I turned around and it was a work colleague, a pleasant man in his early forties who unfortunately was a bit of a bore when it came to his numerous hobbies. I would have to ensure I kept him well away from any talk of the local rugby club’s annual accounts, the developments at the work running club, or indeed anything whatsoever to do with his plans to set up a birdwatching club.

As it was, this guy just wanted to say hi and ask whether I wanted to arrange a time when I could borrow his bicycle for a test ride.

Feeling somewhat guilty at expecting the worse from him, we made arrangements for me to take receipt of his bike next Friday so I could test it out over the weekend and return it to him on the following Monday morning.

We then had a relatively quick chat about the dammed running club, of which I had absolutely no interest in joining or talking about, and we said our goodbyes.

His unusual haste made me wonder whether he perhaps had a covert appointment like I did?

I wouldn’t put it past him, but in reality there was no way of ever knowing. What I was learning in my experience was that we all have secrets we carry with us, even those of us who work mundane nine to five office jobs can in fact have kinks and relationships that would send you dizzy with wonder.

The time was approaching, I could see the signage for the coffee shop protruding out over the outdoor seating area of the coffee shop.

I took a deep breath and walked as confidently as I could towards what I felt was a defining moment.

I briefly considered that none of this would have been happening had I not chosen this particular establishment last Saturday.

Fate eh?


CHAPTER SEVEN

I walked into the café, bang on time, and felt a sudden and quite overwhelming surge of nerves. I could feel myself breaking into a sweat while at the same time my mouth going a bit dry and a total feeling of self-consciousness coming over me. I don’t know if this was a good or a bad thing but the queue in front of me was only about one or two people, and I could see Miss Annabelle standing behind the counter.

Had she seen me?

The answer was, of course, yes.

As I approached the counter I knew that my instructions, non-negotiable, were to courtesy for my mistress.

Taking a deep breath and struggling to maintain any kind of consistent eye contact, I did as I had been told as quickly as I could, trying to hide my action from anyone who may have happened to have been looking.

“It’ll be two coffees for you, one for me, we’ll have a quick chat when I get off my shift in a minute,” she said, matter-of-factly. “I can’t say I’m impressed so far. Don’t worry, all will be noted.”

Her tone was firm, stern, and clearly mocking.

Looking at her, her breasts seemed even more imposing than last time. Sticking straight out at me, I could clearly see her hard nipples proudly stretching the fabric of her polo top.

I wondered what kind of panties she was wearing underneath her jeans today and immediately began considering the possibility that soon I would have my face buried in her muscular, soft, perfect big ass.

I walked away, sat down at the table and waited.

Instead of sitting down next to me, Miss Annabelle pointed towards the disabled toilet and beckoned me to follow her.

My heart began to race.

As we entered, I was incredibly nervous, the reality was dawning on me now that anything she had previously described could well happen over the course of the next minutes or hours. I didn’t know what to do once she locked the door behind us, so I just sort of stood there like an idiot, my erect cock pressing against the crotch of my trousers, attempting to force its way out of the panties I had duly worn.

“Well, what are you waiting for?” She said, clearly wanting to get straight to business. “You know what you have been instructed to do don’t you? I want you to remove your trousers and present your panty clad bottom for my inspection. And hurry the hell up unless you want me to get Marcel in here to teach you a lesson you’re unlikely to forget in a hurry!”

Her voiced was raised in a way that suggested she didn’t care too much if anyone outside happened to hear. I quickly pulled my trousers off and turned to face the wall, sticking my bottom out as instructed.

I felt utterly humiliated.

Here I was, presenting myself for a woman I barely knew in a café toilet. As embarrassed as I felt, I could sense my erection going into overdrive. I prayed that I wouldn’t make a mess and spill my hot cum into them. In truth, I feared for what Miss Annabelle might do if this happened so early in this experience.

“Nice pair of panties, I must say,” She said, walking around behind me and pulling the panty waist out with her fingers. She let it snap back onto my waist causing it to sting a little.

I let out a whimper, much to her amusement.

“Now drop down and let me see you give me ten of your best squats,” She said, menacingly. “And they’d better be decent or I’ll march you right out of here and through the café into the kitchen, exposing your sissy self to everyone!”

Even though she may well have been using this as a threat, I didn’t know her well enough to know whether she would go through with it, so I made my best effort at squatting.

Remembering to keep my back straight and stick my bottom out, I dropped as low as I could get and powered back up into position.

“Not bad, you’ve obviously been practicing,” She said. “You’ve got quite a girly style of squatting, which isn’t a surprise for a little sissy boi like you. It’ll actually help further down the line too. Now stand up and face me.”

I turned to face her, placing my hands in front of my frilly thong, attempting to press my boner into myself to minimise the humiliation.

I could feel my face flush again as she grabbed my face and lifted it up so that we would make eye contact.

“Look at me you little pervert!” She said, loudly. “You may have squatted okay, but by the looks of it, you’ve got a pathetic little boner without asking me permission first. What a sad excuse for a hard-on it is too. Pathetic. Move your hands now, let me see. Oh my God, hahahaha, tragic. I’ve never seen such a stupid little dick.”

She reached over and pulled my throbbing cock out of the front of the panties.

She began to squeeze and release, squeeze and release, and I felt myself close to cumming in her hand.

She must have noticed because she suddenly stopped and slapped my cock three or four times.

“You never, ever, get to cum without my say so you little jerkoff,” She said. “If I let you cum today, you’ll be doing it right into your mouth and over your face. Right, enough of this, we’re going to the department store I told you about”

Annabelle wore a look of amusement and disgust right across her face.

“And don’t worry,” She said, “I’ll be putting your through your paces once we’re there. We, yes – we, have plans for you that will have you dizzy my little trainee slut.”

Terrified, turned on, completely in a trance, I could only nod and courtesy.

“Thank you, Miss Annabelle, I am here to serve and do as you say,” I said, eventually, without even thinking about what I was saying.

“Glad to hear it. And by the way, as you were squatting, I took a lovely little video of you on my mobile which I’ll be sending to Marcel to get him motivated for if, no let’s be honest – when, I call upon him to sort you out as punishment,” She said, laughing as she opened the door and strode out of the toilet, her powerful thighs swaying beneath her large bottom.

I followed, ready and willing for the next part of the day.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Annabelle and I walked out of the elevator and into the lingerie department of the department store. The walk to the department store had provided lots of small humiliations, Annabelle making sure to talk loudly about the potential punishments that would be coming my way if I did not meet her expectations.

She would also smile and say hi to big alpha men she saw on the street and then tease me about how big their cocks would be in comparison to my somewhat smaller cock. All of this did was serve to turn me on even more, and I found myself totally under her control.

It was as if the more she humiliated me, the more I craved to be in her company.

“Right,” Annabelle said, “I need to pick up a couple of things, I want you to go and introduce yourself to the two ladies up at the counter. Tell them that you are Annabelle’s new friend. Actually, no, tell them that you are Annabelle’s sissy-boi pin dick bitch.”

Annabelle gave me a look that told me she was not joking.

But, seriously, could I possibly do this?

What if she was joking, attempting to make me disgrace myself in front of total strangers?

Well the risk of not following orders would be that my punishment got stepped up beyond anything I could even contemplate, so my face bright red, I approached the counter.

“Excuse me,” I said, “I’m, um, I’m, um, Annabelle’s, um…”

The two women at the counter looked at me, waiting for me to finish.

Both were a little older than Annabelle, but they were incredibly attractive. As you could imagine, they had the perfect and pristine style of department store workers. Their uniform of tight fit white blouses and fitted pinstriped trousers emphasised their full figures.

“Spit it out,” Julie, said.

Clearly, she knew what was coming and was revelling in this moment.

“Annabelle!” Sophie, shouted. “Annabelle! Your little friend seems to have lost his voice!”

Oh no, I thought, Annabelle won’t like this.

I tried to speak but found myself totally tongue tied.

I looked behind me and saw Annabelle approaching, walking quickly, a stern look on her face.

“This,” Annabelle said to the two women, “is my sissy boi bitch, the complete wimp loser I told you about. Now, you’re already in a load of trouble for disobeying me, so I want you to get on all fours right this second and crawl in to the changing room area and get yourself down to your underwear in ninety seconds flat!”

Terrified, I dropped to the floor and to the sound of laughter from Annabelle and her two friends, crawled at double speed into the changing room area as quickly as I could and stripped myself down to my panties and presented myself ready for their arrival by standing up against the wall, my hands pressing either side of a floor to ceiling mirror, poking my pantied bottom out as far as I could.

I looked into the mirror and took a deep gulp as I saw the three women enter.

“We’re going to leave the curtain open, slut,” Annabelle said, So if any women come in they’ll be witness to what I do to disobedient little perverts like you. Any objections?”

“N-n-n-o, Miss Annabelle,” I said.

“Right girls,” Annabelle said, “What do you think we should have him do for us first?”

“Well, I’ve got a selection of panties here,” Sophie said. “I’d like to see him try them all on for us, put on a bit of a fashion show?”

“Excellent,” said Annabelle, “An excellent idea. Now, sissy, take the panties and what you’ll do is a runway show for us. Come on, get going!”

I couldn’t believe what was happening as I grabbed the selection of knickers.

Some of them were outrageously skimpy, but the feel of them all in my hands had a dizzying effect, I knew that I was in dreamland, albeit a dreamland where one wrong step could have serious consequences.

The first pair of panties were little pink shorts that rode up at the back to give a generous hint of cheek.

As I walked down the changing room corridor towards the women, I saw them eagerly awaiting me. At the bottom of my runway, I turned around and did a full floor drop, before turning my head to them and sucking my finger.

I couldn’t believe how slutty I was being, but the looks on their faces and the cheers they made showed that I was pleasing them.

“More! More!” Sophie shouted as I walked back to the top of the runway and put on the next pair of panties, this time an absolutely minuscule thong that had a see through mesh front.

“Holy hell, that’s scandalous!” Julie said to Annabelle. “This little sissy bitch loves it though.”

“Yes,” Annabelle said, “He loves it so much I think he needs to remember that I’m the one calling the shots here. Just wait until he gets near us.”

As I walked towards them in the mini thong, I decided I’d go for it with another move, unaware that I had inadvertently annoyed my mistress.

I got the end of the runway and stopped, turned around, and bent over and twisted, making an absolute show of pulling on my nipples and running my hand suggestively over my bottom and up towards my raging boner.

Sophie and Julie said and giggled, hollering about what a tease I was.

But suddenly I saw Annabelle stand up, grab me and using her strength, throw me to the floor, before standing over me and pressing her foot over my dick.

What the hell just happened?

“If there’s one thing I don’t like it’s when a sissy boi gets above their station,” Annabelle said, towering above me. “Now, you pissed me off by disobeying me when we came in, and now you’re acting like you love all the attention too much. Well, I’m not having it. Sophie, round up some shoppers and bring them in here.”

With that, a clearly excited Sophie got up and went out on to the shop floor.

“No, no, please, Miss, please, no!” I begged.

“Oh dear, looks like he’s a squirming little sissy now eh Belle,” Julie said, her large breasts jiggling provocatively as she spoke.

“Tough shit, he needs to learn that the fun being had is mine, not his,” Annabelle answered, clearly furious with me.

Annabelle took her foot off my cock and picked me up roughly and held me in place by my hair.

Sophie had by now brought in a group of about ten women, all of whom began to laugh and titter as they saw me at the end of the changing room corridor, now over Annabelle’s lap.

“Ladies,” Annabelle announced, “What you are witnessing is a pathetic male, a subservient sissy who got too cocky, a sad no-dicked beta male, who is about to get a spanking before your eyes. Feel free to record this on your phones and show to your husbands – either as a warning for what you might do to them, or if your hubbie is a proper alpha male then just show it for your entertainment!”

And without further ado, Annabelle began to spank me for what seemed like an eternity. Each slap caused me to jerk and wriggle, so much so that Annabelle had to readjust her position several times before loudly admonishing me and finishing off the last few minutes of the spanking with her large, muscular leg wrapped around my waist and her spare hand grabbing me by the hair.

As well as being extra painful, it was extra humiliating.

I felt like a wild animal being brought under control by a strong farmhand.

Certainly, the crowd of women loved it, some of them coming closer at various points to take close up video and photo of my anguished squealing. Finally, the spanking came to an end and I was ordered to stand with my hands on my head and facing the women.

With my panties now down by my ankles, and my boner long gone from the pain, I looked a pathetic, limp dicked sight, but all this seemed to do was prompt more cheers and jeers from the crowd.

“Okay, enough,” Annabelle said to the assembled crowd. “This stupid little so-called man has hopefully learned his lesson. And seeing as I am not an unreasonable woman, I think he deserves some relief. But, of course, he can’t have things all his own way, so what I propose is this. Sissy-boi here will get on his knees and masturbate that utterly ridiculous little thing for our pleasure, and as he does he will repeat some statements that I will fire at him. Failure to repeat the statement, and I mean any kind of pause, or if he cums his sissy juice before I say he can, will result in more punishment. What do you say ladies?”

The assembled women roared their approval and all moved their chairs closer and took their seats as Miss Annabelle roughly pushed me to my knees.

“Are you ready, slut?” She asked me.

“Yes, mistress,” I said, totally defeated, my bottom still stinging from the spanking.

“Right,” Annabelle grinned. “Put that little thing in your hand and repeat after me: I am a sissy boy wanker.”

“I am a sissy boy wanker,” I said.

And so it continued.

“I am a panty craving wimp,” She said.

“I am a panty craving wimp,” I repeated back.

“I deserve all the humiliation I get,” she said.

“I deserve all the humiliation I get,” I repeated back.

It was already clear that I couldn’t possibly last very long in this scenario. My dick was rock hard, and each vocal humiliation got me more and more excited.

Mistress Annabelle could sense this and decided to up the ante, I could tell.

“I don’t have a real man’s dick,” She said, a wicked grin on her face.

“I don’t have a real man’s dick,” I repeated back, knowing full well what direction she was going in with this. I began jerking harder, almost totally out of control of my actions.

I felt Annabelle grab my hair and lift my head up.

“Look at them sissy-boi,” Annabelle said. “Look at the women that are enjoying watching you make an absolute spectacle of yourself. Now say after me: I want to put my lips on a real man’s big thick dick. Go on, say it!”

“I-I-I-I, I want to put my lips on, urgh, urgh, aaaargh, a real man’s big thick dick!” I said, my hot cum flying out of my dick and all over my legs and stomach, the crowd of women roaring their approval, their cameras flashing.

“Well look there, the sissy has shown his true colours, ladies,” Annabelle declared loudly. “Let’s be honest, we all suspected this panty slut was a slut for big willies didn’t we?”

“We certainly did,” Sophie said, her hand down the front of her trousers, her face flushing with excitement.

“Well, everyone,” Annabelle exclaimed, “We did say that there would a be a punishment for the slut and I think Sophie is just about ready to give it?

With that, Sophie got up and walked towards Annabelle and I.

Annabelle grabbed my head and pushed me down on the floor, instructing me to lift my head upwards off the ground and keep my mouth wide open.

Sophie had by this point removed her trousers and panties and was standing above me, her fleshy, muscular thighs and bottom being supported by long, powerful calves.

Sophie began to vigorously finger fuck herself, her pussy directly hovering above my head.

“Right ladies, set your phones cameras to record, you won’t want to miss this,” Annabelle laughed wickedly. “The slut is about to get a squirt shower he won’t ever forget – or be allowed to forget either! Now, gay-boi, if you cum without permission you can expect to get cummed all over yourself. Sophie, frig your juice all over him, and sissy – I want to see you straining up to get as much as you can in your mouth and on your stupid little face!”

Sophie began to moan loudly, and then without much warning I saw her thighs tremble and a hot, powerful stream of female squirt juice powered its way towards me.

Not wanting to displease Annabelle further, I did follow her command and felt the salty juice fly into my mouth. There was so much of it that my mouth quickly over flowed and I struggled to keep it in.

All the time this was happening I could hear the women cheering and voicing their pleasure at this spectacle.

After emptying herself on me, Sophie just let herself drop full weight on my face. Her pussy was hot, wet, and had a potent sweaty odour to it.

I felt her grind on my a little, and then I passed out.


When I came round, the women had all gone apart from Annabelle and Sophie.

“Well, well,” Annabelle said, “He’s come round. Now boy, what happened today is exactly what you deserved, and I don’t think there’s any denying that, is there?”

I shook my head, completely admitting defeat.

“Good,” Annabelle said. “Well, what you’re going to do is come home with me tonight and we’re going to continue our journey. I’ll make a fully trained sissy slut of you yet.”

And with that, we all left the now closed department store together, the two women walking tall and proud, with me the defeated little panty boy crawling on all fours beside them, my red cheeks on display to the security guards who laughed and joked as my mistress stopped to say hello to each and every one of them on the way down to the car park.

As I gave a twerk display for each of the big strong guards, I realised this this journey was only just beginning.   

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.

Sign up HERE to my Newsletter and receive an Exclusive Free Story, plus notifications when new stories drop… Click Here Now!

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…

ENSLAVED IN PANTIES (33 BOOKS) – CLICK HERE NOW

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 separately, these books would cost over USD$98. So, what are you waiting for? I won't tell if you don't... PANTIES DOWN AND READ IT HERE NOW!

SWAPPED, SUBMISSIVE & USED (10 BOOKS) – CLICK HERE NOW

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 separately these stories would cost $30USD and as a special treat there's an extra free bonus story too. CLICK HERE TO READ 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…

PUNISHED HUCOWS (69 BOOKS) – CLICK HERE

OR

DRINK MY MILK (30 Stories) – CLICK HERE

DESPERATE HUCOWS (40 stories) – CLICK HERE
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