

SISSY CITY

First Time Feminization, Femdom Punishment Bundle, BDSM, Spanking, First Time Gay, CFNM, Cuckolding

ALL 6 OF TINA’S BIG SISSY CITIES BOOKS

By Tina Majors

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

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

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

CONTENTS

1 NEW PANTIES: Perfectly Small, Dangerously Slutty

2 ELEVATOR SISSY… Work That Wet Tongue

3 PENTHOUSE PANTY SERVICE

4 SHAMED, BULLIED, & Covered In…

5 PANTIES & LIPSTICK ONLY

6 SISSY BLACKED & DEGRADED

7 FREE, HARDCORE BONUS STORY

8 MESSAGE FROM TINA & PREVIEW

Read Tina’s Feminized Husbands series all in one place here…

TABOO SISSY HUSBANDS – CLICK HERE NOW, SISSY!

Why not try Tina’s 33 Book Mega Feminization Bundle…

ENSLAVED IN PANTIES – CLICK HERE NOW, SISSY!

**

For an EXCLUSIVE, FREE STORY that is not available anywhere else, sign up to Tina’s Newsletter. It’s a great way of staying in touch and connecting, and you’ll never miss a new release. Click Here To Sign Up.


NEW PANTIES:

Perfectly Small & Dangerously Slutty

A HARDCORE EROTIC FEMINIZATION Story

By Tina Majors

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

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

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


CHAPTER ONE

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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CHAPTER ONE

My tiny plaid pleated skirt riding up around my waist with each gust of wind, my panty clad ass on display due to the scandalously small, tight, bright white panties I was under instruction wear, sweeping up the front lawn was not… normal for me these days.

When you factor in the tight white polo t-shirt, rolled up to expose my shaved, feminine midriff, you can see that I really wanted to get this task done for my dad’s girlfriend Verity as fast as possible.

I had just about finished sweeping the front lawn and had managed it undetected, with no passers by walking past.

Safe? Maybe.

Maybe not…

Suddenly, out of nowhere I saw our neighbour Jack Tempest pull into his driveway his brand new Mercedes sports coupe. It was one hell of a nice car, super sleek and fast, but that wasn’t the point right now. In an attempt to protect what was left of my dignity, I made a quick dash out of sight and into the side alley by the side of the house.

Not wanting to make any noise and draw his attention, I crouched down underneath a bush and decided to wait until he was safely back into his house and I could go back, pick up the garden brush and get back into the relative safety of the house.

I wondered whether he had seen me.

Probably not, he was almost certainly too focused on getting his one hundred thousand dollar car safely into his narrow driveway, one that was already loaded with an Audi SUV and top of the range BMW Z4 for his bratty daughter who was back from college for the Summer. It had been a gift for her twenty first birthday and the sheer cost of it was mind blowing.

Jack Tempest was rich though, so I had no doubts he could afford it.

He was the classic alpha male kind of guy…

Hot wife, big money career, memberships to all the best clubs, both sporting and leisure. The fact he was in his mid forties but had the body of Brad Pitt in his twenties was something too.

Damn, I could hear him rustling about near his car.

What the heck was he doing?

I could have, in theory, made a break for it and hoped he didn’t see me…

Or, alternatively, I could have abandoned the garden brush where it was and come back for it later…

That, of course, could potentially have repercussions for me. I was under super strict orders and knew that even the slightest divergence or perceived disobedience could land me in it. And in knew exactly what that would result in.

Or at least I thought I knew.

Anyway, right then I was totally stuck for what to do, so I decided to wait it out for a little longer. I had been doing a lot of squats, as instructed of course, and this meant I was actually able to hold my position probably better than I would have been able to previously.

The benefits of being in my position, eh? 

It was a good job I wasn’t in my heels though, I don’t think I could have managed had that been the case. As it was, in my special lurid pink Nikes I was actually pretty comfortable, albeit definitely not quite comfortable at the prospect of anyone seeing me in my Nikes, or more urgently, the rest of my gardening uniform, if you could call it that.

I had had enough of waiting, so decided I would risk it.

Make a dash for the brush, grab it, then head back for cover and then the safety of the back garden. The front was looking neat, hopefully neat enough to pass the assessment that was sure to follow. I mean, there was no way I could carry on sweeping out the front and risk being seen by Jack.

No, that couldn’t happen, there was no way I could deal with the shame and humiliation of being seen like this. 

I knew I was taking a risk, and like all risks, I knew there could well be consequences.

But the extent of them, I really could not have predicted… 


CHAPTER TWO

I was back in the rear garden, finishing off the sweeping, feeling pretty relaxed that I had got away with my fast manoeuvre.

The back garden was pretty well enclosed so there was far less stress and worry about being spotted doing the garden chores in women’s clothes.

I say ‘women’s clothes’, perhaps I should say: a slutty schoolgirl sissy outfit.

Because that was how Verity had described it when she presented it to me last week. Since discovering my sissy fantasies, she had really gone to town with me.

Regular punishments? Check.

Regular humiliations and degradations? Check.

A brand new wardrobe and code of conduct that I was required to stick too all summer? Check and check again.

I mean, I couldn’t even deny that I had been having these sissy fantasies and even acting on them while I was away in college during my senior year, but still…

To be a twenty one year old man, forced into panties and a series of humiliations by his thirty-something girlfriend?

That really was pushing what I could deal with.

One of my main rules was that I was never allowed to show visible signs of arousal, or worse – act upon them, without Verity’s express permission. I mean, this was proving tough, seriously difficult in fact. There was just something about the feel, the total sissy sensation of wearing only panties that got me going.

But the thing was, if Verity spotted me with a hard-on, and she hadn’t given her consent, it would be an immediate spanking.

Hard, fast, relentless…

I would usually end up crying out, pleading for mercy. But she was tough, knowing full well that I was totally under control she really would lay it on hard, chastising me, calling me every sissy, beta male insult she could think of as my ass cheeks reddened and my cries for mercy increased.

But, this was my life now.

There was nothing I could do, I would have to ride it out over the summer until I was on that internship. And Verity of course knew that one phone call to the company, exposing me as a panty thief would all but end my chances with them.

I heard a sound, rapping on the window.

I looked up and saw Verity beckoning me inside, smiling, maybe even ready to reward me for doing such a good job in the garden and maintaining delicate, prancing sissy form throughout.

If only…

The reality, as I was about to find out, was very far removed from my hopes.


CHAPTER THREE

I stepped into the kitchen and was immediately confronted by Verity.

She had been doing her morning yoga workout with her personal trainer and was looking incredibly impressive in her one-piece, baby blue yoga pants and vest top.

Really, her figure was just spectacular. Perfect breasts, tight waist, a perfect squatting booty, and long, lean, powerful legs.

She was an alpha female, of that there was no doubt. And she knew it too.

What she also knew was that I was powerless, mentally and physically to say no to her, go against her word, or raise a voice in complaint.

I was her sissy stepson and that was all there was to it.

‘Now, beta, you were told to sweep the front lawn were you not?’ She said, walking around me, running her fingers over my body. ‘So why did I hear reports of you running to the back garden, leaving the job half finished?’

Oh shit…

I had been rumbled.

But by who?

I had to think fast.

‘I’m sorry Madame,’ I stammered. ‘I kind of wanted to do something in the back first, then, um, kind of forgot, I was going to finish it, but, um.’

Verity slapped me across the face. Once. Twice. Then a third time for good measure.

‘Shut up you little slut,’ She said. ‘Don’t you dare try to bullshit me with your pathetic, silly little lies. I’ll tell you what happened. You saw Jack Tempest pull up next door and were so scared of the big, alpha man seeing you in your sissy clothes you just had to run away. Am I right, or am I right?’

She had me, and she knew it too.

‘I’m sorry, Miss Verity,’ I pleaded, knowing full well that there would be consequences coming my way real soon. ‘I’ll do better next time, please let me repay you, show you I can be a better submissive little wimp.’

Verity was smiling that wicked smile of hers, delighting in the show I was putting on for her, her mind no doubt conjuring punishments for me, each option more degrading than the last.

‘Well clearly we need to sort this disobedience out, wipe out the part of you who thinks they can go against what his superior tells them,’ She said, ripping my skirt off, then lifting my polo shirt off too, leaving me standing there in nothing by my tiny white panties and a pair of bright, women’s training shoes.

‘But, it’s not just me who needs to be convinced,’ She said. ‘We’re going for a little walk. Time to properly introduce you, Sissy You, to our neighbors. And we’ll be starting with Jack.’

Verity grabbed me by the arm, twisted it around my back and began to frogmarch me through the kitchen, the hallway and towards the front door.

I felt myself go bright red, my heart beating a million miles an hour…

Every time I tried to slow my steps down, Verity would unleash a huge spank on my ass to hurry me along.

She really meant this.

My mind was racing as to what was about to go down, but all I could say for sure was that it was going to be the most degrading experience I had had since this whole thing with Verity began…

CHAPTER FOUR

As we walked from our house towards Jack’s, I felt intense paranoia that every single curtain on the small cul-de-sac was twitching, all the neighbors getting an eyeful at the sight of me, the sissy bitch, being marched across the road by Verity, arguably the most glamourous woman in the neighborhood.

I couldn’t bring myself to look, but Verity would not accept me letting my head drop down and insisted I maintained my sissy deportment by grabbing me by the hair and holding my head high herself.

‘Sissies must always walk and act like the little bitches they are,’ She said, loudly, seemingly not caring that we were out in public, a new step and a definite progression in our relationship. ‘Now when Jack answers the door I want you to explain yourself to him, and do a good job if you want us to go easy on you.’

Us?

I couldn’t even bring myself to consider what ‘us’ meant in this context.

Verity knocked on the smart, oak front door and smiled broadly when Jack opened, a look of milk amusement and contempt on his face as he ran his eyes over me.

‘So, my eyes weren’t deceiving me, then?’ He said, his impressive frame looking even more masculine, muscular, and totally alpha up close.

He was wearing what appeared to be his tennis clothes, tight black t-shirt and white, super-fitted shorts. He was probably on his way for a game at the local, not to mention super-exclusive, club.

‘Well, sissy, answer Mr Tempest,’ Verity scolded me. ‘And do it on your knees, too. Show some respect in front of your superiors.’

I promptly got down on my knees.

My head bowed, I tried to speak.

But it was difficult, I was so humiliated, so nervous about being seen, being on display in front of the neighbors, being in such a totally vulnerable position in front of someone so powerful and commanding as Jack.

And all of this was without factoring in Verity.

‘Okay, enough is enough,’ Jack said, picking me up in his strong arms and tossing me over his shoulder, my pantied ass on display to the whole street. ‘We’ll do part one out here, seeing as sissy has lost his, or should that be her, voice.’

Jack proceeded to hike my panties right up my ass, putting my cheeks completely on display. I kind of just froze, my limp body over his shoulder, my ass on display but at least able to bury my head into his upper back to hide my shamed blushes.

The spanks came down on me, Jack and Verity taking it in turns, then working one cheek each. The spanks themselves would probably have been loud enough by themselves, but with the added in factor of my cries of pain, I was no certain that the entire neighbourhood would have been watching, laughing, marvelling at the sight from the comfort of their living rooms and bedroom windows.

‘I’ll shut his mouth up, all his sissy hollering is getting to me,’ Verity said, pulling my panties right off and walking round to stuff them in my mouth. ‘That’s it worm, you suck on those while we finish off your spanking.’

It wasn’t long before the spanking was over, at least for now.

Jack, with me over his shoulder, and Verity walking along side him, walked me into his house and straight into his large, very luxurious living room, placing me down on the soft, thick rug in the centre of the room.

‘Present yourself!’ Verity said. ‘At least show Jack what you have learned so far.’

I knew what this meant, and I also knew I had to make a good job of it if I wanted to avoid extra punishment.

Totally naked now, my panties still stuffed in my mouth, I got on my feet and began to catwalk up and down the room, doing my best sissy walk, making sure to bow and curtsey in front of both Verity and Jack, showing as feminine a form as I could, and also twirling and making sure to put a sissy-shake on my ass too, just for their amusement.

When I was finished, I put myself at Verity’s feet, my head bowed and my ass in the air, the perfect position to demonstrate my total subservience to her.

‘Good, now stand up and let’s inspect you properly,’ Verity said, kicking me. ‘Let’s compare you with a real man, shall we?’

Then, to my shock, and somehow also total excitement, Jack removed his top and his shorts so that he was standing next to me in just a very tight jockstrap that left little to the imagination.

‘I think we can all agree that there is only one man here, can’t we?’ Verity laughed flicking and slapping at my dick, my dick that was now rapidly showing signs of excitement...

‘And what’s this?’ Verity said in mock surprise. ‘Does our little sissy clitty like being so close to a real alpha? Perhaps sissy would like to see Jack’s big bulge in the flesh?’

Verity pulled on my nipples, impatient for an answer from me.

I swallowed hard, I had no choice but to answer, to say what Verity wanted to hear, and in truth, what I was also feeling in that moment.

‘Y-y-y-yes,’ I said. ‘I would like to see Mr Tempest’s big bulge in the flesh.’

Both Verity and Jack laughed, totally ridiculing the sissy beta before them, making me feel like a total fool.

Jack then pulled his jockstrap down to reveal his thick, long, and now hard dick, bouncing around in front of him, at least three times the size of my now stiff sissy clitty erection.

It was just too much for me, the excitement took control and overwhelmed me.

Without even touching my dick, I felt it shoot out it sissy squirt, my cum landing on my feet and the hardwood floor. I went crimson red, totally degraded that I had just cum from the sight of a big hard, alpha male dick…

‘Well, this has answers many suspicions I had,’ Verity said, forcing me to the floor and rubbing my face in the small puddles of cum on the floor, ordering me to clean the floor with my tongue. ‘Now, Jack, I think sissy should go and stand in the corner and think about what she’s done?’

‘Yes, I think so,’ Jack said, his cock still throbbing, clearly in need of attention. ‘Perhaps by the time I get back from my tennis match, you will have decided between you what the next step should be? After all, I still don’t think sissy have had her full punishment, do you?’

‘Absolutely,’ Verity said. ‘Don’t worry, you won’t be disappointed. I think this cock hungry sissy slut is ready to and willing to do whatever it takes.’

With that, Jack stuffed his monstrous dick back inside his jockstrap and put the his tennis clothes back on.

As I stood in the corner, my hands on my head and Verity sitting down on the luxurious oversized sofa, my mind could only speculate as to what was coming my way when Jack got back…

To be continued…

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…

TABOO SISSY HUSBANDS (COMPLETE SERIES) – CLICK HERE NOW

Tina Majors presents you with Taboo Sissy Husbands, the 8 book collection of her Feminized Husbands series. The strict, cruel, yet highly sensual and loving wives are the kind of dominant women who love punishing, using, and degrading the submissive men they decide to break and then make their sissy slaves. 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, cuckolding, first time gay, CFNM, public humiliation, body worship, and lots more on top of that too.

Click Inside to see the story titles. This hardcore collection does not hold back and is great value too. Let your imagination run wild... I won't tell if you don't... SO GET ON YOUR KNEES & READ IT HERE, NOW!

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…

DRINK MY MILK (30 Stories) – CLICK HERE

DESPERATE HUCOWS (40 stories) – CLICK HERE

OWNED BY NAUGHTY FUTAS (20 stories) – CLICK HERE

TRAPPED WILD FUTAS (3 stories) – CLICK HERE

BEG FOR FUTA (11 stories) – CLICK HERE
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