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-To Come-

“Is this right? Are you a useless little sissy who can’t bow to your superiors properly?” Ms Stafford asked.

“I’m sorry Ms Stafford, please, I made a mist-,” I spluttered.

‘Oh shut that stupid little wimpy, sissy mouth!” Ms Stafford proclaimed loudly, her words echoing off the grand walls.

The room fell quiet, and this meant that the other women, who Aunty Beverley had admitted were scared of the boss almost as much as men were, knew she was angry.

Instinctively I fell to me knees and kept my head down but eyes up to ensure I maintained eye contact as Ms Stafford walked round the table and into the clearing.

She circled me, her eyes cast downwards, mocking and judging this little pathetic specimen in front of her.

From behind she lifted my maid’s dress and yanked it off. At her request I had worn the quick release Velcro outfit and now I knew why.

I expected loud cheers but there remained a silence.

“Look at him girls,” Ms Stafford said, sternly. “This excuse for a man was happy to accept my kind offer of a room and board at my expense, but he – or she – can’t be bothered to even complete a simple task in return! Now, how should we punish him? Suggestions?”

“Spank him!” Cried one woman, her face full of anger.

“Stuff his bottom with a cucumber!” Another woman cried, nudging the woman next to her and winking.

“No, bring in one of the big black night guards and make him suck and fuck on their fat cocks!” A tall blond woman said, a look of pure glee on her face.

“Oh girls, these are excellent suggestions!” Ms Stafford said. “What do you think, slut?”

I didn’t know how to answer the question.

It felt like a massive trick to me. If I said I didn’t want to do any of those things I was worried she would make me do all of them.

Or maybe I was just worried that I actually wanted to do these depraved acts?

But either way, I knew I had to answer.

“I-I-I, I will do whatever you tell me,” Ms Stafford, I said, looking at her directly in the eye.

I knew deep down that I was telling the truth, I absolutely would do whatever she told me… and I would do it with commitment and with the goal of redeeming myself in her demanding eyes.

“Gooooood,” She replied. “Now get on all fours and wiggle that bottom for me as you crawl around. And this time make sure you make bloody eye contact with every damn superior woman in this room!”

I did as I was told, I crawled around the room on all fours, my thong clad bottom wiggling to the delight of the crowd.

“Ms Stafford, his cocklet has popped out!” One woman cried out.

“Yes,” Ms Stafford replied. “And it looks like it’s happy to see us! Get over here now, sissy maggot dick!”

I crawled as quickly as I could and presented myself at Ms Stafford’s feet.

It was at that moment that Beverley, who had crept out earlier, walked into the room. And she wasn’t alone…

-END OF PREVIEW-

CHAPTER ONE

I opened the taxi door and stepped into the cab, a famous yellow New York city cab no less, and took a seat. The driver turned his head around towards me a little and asked, or should that be mumbled, the question of where I was heading. I told him the name of the hotel, The Place Hotel, and he seemed to hesitate so I told him what road it was on and he then nodded his head and turned his head back around and faced forward.

The driver put the car in gear and gently eased away from the airport taxi cab parking spot.

The driver turned up the music, some kind of Polish hip-hop fused with an old school raga-classical flex, and after initially recoiling from the sound explosion I found myself bobbing my head a little to the infectious beat and subtle groove.

As he drove from the airport, out of the airport zone and onto the motorway – or freeway as they say in the US of A – I looked out of my window and saw that, yes, the snow had been fairly heavy in New York as expected.

Indeed, I had certainly felt a cold snap as I took the few steps outside of the airport complex to select my ride. Much of the ground was covered in snow, a white blanket that was both beautiful and all encompassing.

The roads were busy, as expected, and I looked at all the different styles of car on display: big SUVs, small beat up two door boxes, some limos, one or two super charged and extravagantly spray painted super cars.

The big city scene on the horizon gradually disappeared and became my reality. I was here, in New York City, on a work trip. But what was to come, you know – the stuff I previewed previously, was on my mind, pushing its way up from my subconscious thoughts and into my reality. 

The taxi pulled away.

I had tipped the driver generously because I believe that tipping people is a positive thing to do and money should be distributed as fairly as possible; this taxi driver probably worked hundreds of hours a month for a low wage, he needed the tips because who knows, they could be going in his kid’s college fund or toward a deposit for a bigger place in the suburbs, or for some medical costs for him or a relative – either way, you get my drift.

The taxi made a turn on the left street and disappeared from my vision.

I looked at the hotel and couldn’t help but notice a funky looking coffee place across the road. I decided to head to the coffee place first as I was caffeine deprived and had taken no pleasure at all from the miserable dreck that had been served to me on my flight.

I was surprised, travelling in business class and getting given a coffee that tasted like stagnant water and cardboard was not what I expected.

Perhaps there had been a problem with their machine?

If there had, I would have preferred them to be honest. I probably should have complained but my natural shyness in such situations, after all who was I to complain, I was making a transatlantic flight in business class, prevented me from raising my quarrel over the state of my not even piping hot beverage.

I crossed the road and walked into the coffee shop.

I took a seat and a server came over to me and took my order. I asked for a speciality roast from the Bosnian mountain region poured long and the server looked suitably impressed with my selection. I knew there would be a wait, but I didn’t mind as soon the hot speciality elixir would hit my lips, flow down my throat, and into my system.

My seat looked out on to the street, a classic New York City street of bustle and hustle, and over to the hotel entrance. I watched as a group of several businesswomen walked into the hotel. I was kind of average height, but these women all seemed exceptionally tall I must say.

Anyway, my drink finally arrived and it was indeed delicious.

I immediately selected my TripAdvisor app and gave the place a thoroughly deserved five star rating.

I looked back to the hotel and thought it was about time to check in. 

As I crossed the road I felt the classic feeling of snow gently patting my head and also my long jacket. I looked up and the New York sky seemed very blue and calm, were it not for the almost rapidly storm like snow blizzard that was coming in my direction.

Wow oh wow, I’d been in some extreme weather conditions in the past, and of course you always expect the unexpected in New York, but this was crazy and intense all in one.

Suddenly a part of me, quite understandably, was wishing that instead of checking out the top level coffee in the coffee shop I had instead followed on my original plan of checking in on the hotel.

Well, who knows how it all would have panned out, perhaps I would have checked in and been already out again by now?

Well at least this way I was checking in now and would be able to chill in my hotel room until the snow blizzard went away, stopped, or even calmed down and settled a little bit.

Anyway, I began to walk a bit quicker towards the pedestrian crossing.

Just my luck it was on red and I was forced to wait with the other citizens, tourists, and visitors to this city. We were getting pelted by snow at this point.

I saw one woman’s large silver hat, a bowler-cowboy hat hybrid I think (very odd I must say either way), fly away into the white-out distance. I felt sorry for her but I also questioned internally why she wasn’t holding her hat in place in anticipation of a sudden gust.

But ultimately her problems were not my problems and I soon forgot about her hat based predicament.

Result!

The light turned green and we all powered on to our respective destinations on the other side of the road and beyond. I walked up the steps and into the hotel foyer. What was about to happen would surely match the extremity of this weather, but unlike the weather, I wouldn’t be able to just walk away. 


CHAPTER TWO

To my complete and total shock, I was told by the concierge, an absolute rhubarb of a man, that my company had moved my reservation to another of the hotel’s sites across the city.

Even in normal circumstances, this would be pretty dire but with this weather I was totally screwed.

It was at that precise moment that I felt a hand on my shoulder. I noticed the concierge give a knowing look and nod his head, passing me a set of keys that he pulled from underneath his desk zone.

I turned around and was confronted with a tall, elegant, impeccably made up woman in her forties, although she could easily pass as better than most women ten years her junior.

I recognised her from somewhere… wait… she was one of the women I had observed from my seat in the coffee shop.

Just as I was about to thank this beautiful woman, she grabbed me firmly by my arm and began to walk me away from the concierge and towards a large double door which looked like it led to a conference room of some sort.

As we walked away she turned around and said thank you to the concierge. Her exact words were: thank you, for now.

I knew something was up here.

I felt a tingle in my cock.

Maybe it was the way I was in effect being manhandled by a total stranger, maybe it was the intoxicating perfume, maybe it was the fact that my whole life I had fantasised about being dominated by a strong woman.

Well, what happened next would change my life.


CHAPTER THREE

The woman walked through the double doors and practically threw me to the ground. As I lifted my head I could see that I was surrounded, quite literally, by at least ten, maybe more, of identical women.

All powerful looking, all made up expensively but classily, all with their firm eyes glaring at me in a mixture of amusement, intrigue, and a wicked sense of something I couldn’t put my finger on.

Before I had a chance to speak, the main woman began to address me.

“You,” She said. “You didn’t have a room and I have given you one. You would have been walking the streets of this great city if it wasn’t for me. Do you agree?”

I wasn’t sure how to respond and began to mumble a response.

I was finding it hard to make eye contact with any of the women, all so stunning, all way out of my league, all probably with way more money, way more intelligence, way more power.

I continued to mumble and then found myself being lifted up by two women.

I felt their crotches grind into me as they held me tightly, one of them lifting my head roughly to face the others.

“I said, do you agree with me you little bitch?” The woman said. “Answer me!”

“Y-y-y-es,” I said, a nervous wreck.

What was happening? I honestly had no idea as I continued to feel the two women hold me in place, pushing their groins into my bottom.

“My name is Ms Stafford,” The woman bellowed. “This simply will not do. Strip him down and work him over!”

With that, the two women threw me to the floor and in a manic flurry began to tear my clothes off my body. I attempted to stop them but they had the moves and the power and the numerical advantage.

Every time I tried to wriggle free I would get a punch or a slap.

“Stop resisting you little wimp, and say thank you for undressing me Aunty Beverley,” One of them said as she yanked off the one remaining foot I had in my trousers.

“Thank you Aunty Beverley,” I said, completely shocked at how easily I had given in to her demand.

Now totally naked, I was hoisted back up by Beverley and Louise. Louise gripped my hair to make sure I wasn’t able to avert my eyes from the women, while Beverley pulled and pinched my nipples, laughing as she did.

“Well, well, well,” Ms Stafford said, looking around to the congregated mass of elegant, Amazonian women.

Ms Stafford walked up to me and without warning pointed at my rock hard, bouncing, twitching, but rather small cock standing right up in front of her.

She burst out laughing and shouted: Cameras ladies!

With that command I was almost blinded as the women pulled out various phones, expensive SLR cameras, and video recording devices, and the flashlights went off in earnest and for what seemed like an eternity.

“Enough!” Ms Stafford declared. “There will be more time for that later, capturing this little loser’s humiliation will be a big part of this experience. For us and for him! Now tell me little boy, and little is the operative word quite clearly, are you enjoying being total controlled and dominated by us? And don’t you dare lie to me!”

I really didn’t know what to say.

I was terrified but undoubtedly massively turned on by what was happening to me. I looked around at the women and time almost seemed to stand still.

One woman, at least six foot, had perfect large breasts almost bursting out of her tight business shirt; another woman, this one shorter, had a tiny waist and what appeared to be the most powerful thighs I had ever scene; another woman, this one whose nipples were clearly as hard as was possible, was wearing a trouser suit that was incredibly tight around her crotch, showing off a perfectly shaped outline of her throbbing pussy.

I was in heaven, I couldn’t deny it.

I summoned up the courage to speak.

“Yes, Ms Stafford,” I said. “I do enjoy it, I am here to serve you and everyone else here and do whatever it is you ask of me. Please punish me when you think I deserve it, humiliate me when you think I need it and dress me as your…”

What was I saying? I couldn’t believe what was happening.

“Yes?” Ms Stafford asked. “Continue…”

“Dress me,” I said. “Dress me as your sissy slut, your panty boy, your small dicked little loser.”

There was silence around the room.

Had I said the wrong thing?

Was this the worst thing I could have said?

Suddenly, Ms Stafford began to clap, slowly at first but then rapidly. She was joined by the rest of the women. I still couldn’t believe how I had spoken so openly about my desire to be this group of magnificent women’s pathetic little sissy.

I felt dizzy with the magnitude of what I had said.

My cock was twitching so quickly I felt as if the slightest touch and I would make a mess all over the floor, right in front of these incredible women.

The room fell quiet again as Ms Stafford stopped her clapping.

What happened next astonished me.

She stepped forward towards me and stopped inches from my face. Two women walked up to her and helped her remove first her blouse and then her trousers. I could feel myself drooling as she stood there in her silky, lacy white bra and panties. The panties were classic, lacy, high cut on her slender but powerful thighs.

She maintained eye contact with me as she bent forward and slipped the panties off and into her hands.

“Now, you be a good boy and smell these for me,” She said, pushing the panties onto my nose.

I took a deep inhale and felt my legs buckle a little at the sweat, yet sweaty odour.

“Good, now I want you put them on your head and repeat after me,” She continued.

In a trance like state I did as I was told.

“I am a sissy slut,” She said and I repeated.

“I am nothing but a perverted panty boy,” She said and I repeated.

“I will serve without question,” She said and I repeated.

“I will take my punishment like a good little boy,” She said and I repeated.

With that, she pulled me by my hair and roughly put me over her lap as she took a seat. What followed was as intense a spanking as I could ever imagine.

It was full force from the first spank.

“Oh you little bitch, stop squealing!” Ms Stafford said, annoyed.

She took her panties and stuffed them in my mouth to muffle my pleas for leniency. The spanking continued and the crowd of women cheered and whooped as I squirmed, tears falling down my cheeks.

Finally, it was over, and I was picked up by a couple of the women who dragged me into the centre of the room.

“Now,” Ms Stafford said. “What I want you to do is stand there with your hands on your head and begin wiggling that silly little wimpy body of yours. I want to see your bottom wobble, I want to see that stupid little maggot of a manhood bounce up and down. Girls, clap to give the sissy a beat.”

And with that, the women began to clap and I began to shake my body in time. I couldn’t have imagined that I would be able to feel more humiliated but this did the job.

I felt so inadequate as a man and soon enough found that my dick was hard again.

“Right,” Beverley said as she stepped towards me. “Time to see what this little sissy clitty can do!”

The women cheered as Beverley began to flick and slap at my hard on.

I could feel myself getting more and more excited. I don’t think I’d ever had such an incredibly sensual and attractive – and dominant, older woman interact with me like this, apart from in my fantasies of course.

“Good, good,” She said, “Let Aunty Beverley make you splurge your cummies for the girls!”

That just sent me over the edge and I felt myself pumping into her closed fist, really gyrating and humping her as if I had no shame. And the truth was, I didn’t, I was completely out of control and acting on instinct.

Beverley, opened her hand and began smearing it all over my face and pushing her fingers into my mouth.

“Yes,” She said. “Eat your cummies, eat it all for Aunty Beverley and her friends.”

“Right, enough,” Ms Stafford declared. “Attend to the sissy.”

She gave a signal to the women, a knowing nod, and suddenly they began to close in on me. One of them floored me with a leg sweep and before I knew it I was being secured in position and carried into the elevator that would take me to my room.

I almost passed out from the excitement, the danger, the sheer craziness of the situation.

One thing was certain, this experience wasn’t over by a long way.

CHAPTER FOUR

I let the cool, cool breeze sweep into my head and tried to get my head together. Walking down a famous New York street, surrounded by famous sights, sounds, and that unmistakable Big Apple ambiance, I was partially able to focus on the here and now in spite of what I had experienced.

The weather report had said there would be a one hour break in the extreme weather so I knew I had that time to complete my shopping task and get back to the hotel with good in tow.

I looked around and saw that many other people were also using this temporary break in the weather to rush and dash out in order to buy goods and products that were either essential or the kind of nice luxury that is nice to have in when you just know you are on total lockdown for hours if not even days at a time.

I kept checking the sky, call me paranoid, in case the snow blizzard returned early. Luckily for me, this did not seem to be the case.

Always respect the weather as my old uncle Roger used to say; and he should know, he worked as a coastal guard, patrolling the seas in search of those who had found themselves at the mercy of tidal rips and other extreme weather related situations.

Well, as I say, the weather looked like it was going to hold tight.

I had my list of items to purchase: a specific exclusive bottled water that the hotel did not stock, some donuts and cream slices from a famous and award winning bijou bakery, and three bottles of a certain Iberian red wine that was renowned for its fullness of body and flavour.

They were all stocked close to each other, so I wasn’t worried about the time. If I was worried about anything it was the possibility that one or more of the items wouldn’t be in stock.

This worried me for obvious reasons, well – specifically I was worried about the consequences of failure, as I am sure you can imagine.

I began my walk back to the hotel. Mission nearly successful, but would that be deemed acceptable?

Donuts and cream slices? Check.

Fine red wine? Check.

Highly specific brand of bottled water? Kinda check, kinda not.

I’d arrived in the water emporium to be met with a very helpful server who immediately put me at ease by offering me a test sample of their Water of The Week, a fascinating free spring variety from the underground caves of Siberia.

When I asked for the specific brand I had been sent to purchase, the server smiled – which gave me hope – but then said while he knew of and respected this water, it had sold out, the final bottles being purchased by a woman a matter of minutes ago.

The server saw that I was disappointed (could he also tell that I was worried?) and instead suggested I take a small case of another variety, the very well regarded Austrian Wet Flush. He insisted that it actually tasted nicer and had a more complex composition with significantly higher purity levels.

I agreed, after all perhaps this would end up earning me bonus points by actually, if inadvertently, improving on the order.

I handed the server the cash and took the receipt and placed it in my pocket (it did strike me as odd that he didn’t even offer me an electronic receipt option, maybe it was because I paid in cash, who knows?).

We had a brief chat about the weather and he explained that he was located only a six minute walk away so knew that even if the weather took a turn for the worse he would in all likelihood make it back to his studio apartment without too much trouble.

He then asked where I was going and seemed to smile as I answered.

I didn’t think anything of it, made my excuses and exited the shop to begin the walk back to the hotel. 


CHAPTER FIVE

I could now see the hotel in the distance. Normally I would not think twice, I was an excellent walker (both power and speed coming naturally to me in this area), but seeing as the weather was beginning to turn I began to worry somewhat.

I would definitely have enough time, I was simply worried that the goods I had purchased could end up damaged from the snow.

Specifically, I was thinking about the cream slices and the donuts, as these were perishable goods that would not hold up to an attack of weather should said attack make contact with them.

This got me thinking about the smile that the server in the bijou bakery gave me as I placed my order and then completed the transaction. It was almost as if she knew something that I didn’t.

Was I being paranoid?

Anyway, moving on, I began to walk faster and faster as I now began to feel the snow beginning to batter my back from behind. I looked behind me and could see the highly ominous sign of a large snow blizzard moving over the skyline.

I’ll tell you, it takes some degree of extreme weather to make mincemeat of the New York City skyline.

I couldn’t see a blinking thing, and blinking is the right word to use seeing as the swirling snowflakes were now making it almost impossible to keep my eyes open for linger than a second.

Still, I knew that I had to return to the hotel to provide the goods, preferably in tip top condition, so didn’t let myself mope for a moment. Head down and straight ahead, I made my way to the front entrance and walked in and back to the suite as instructed.

What awaited me, I could only speculate, but I hoped that my actions in this task met with approval and did not result in any serious consequences for me. 


CHAPTER SIX

Nothing worse is there than when the snow begins to melt and turns into that dreadful sludge grey material. Really can seep into your shoes if you are not careful, leave you with a cold wet foot until your next available opportunity to change your shoes and almost certainly your socks as well.

Is that the only negative aftermath of the snow falling?

Not if you ask me, I’d probably also list the damage the snow can do to any gardening work you may have meticulously been working on during the summer months and early spring.

But please let me check my inherent privilege here: I am fully aware that not every person has the luxury situation of having a garden in the first place. So must not complain too much on that particular point. But, still, it is incredibly frustrating to see the snow decimate your groundwork.

Also, while I am on it, the snow makes things difficult for birds finding food. A lot of birds die during prolonged periods of snow as they cannot locate their usual supply of seeds and I would always recommend throwing seeds on the areas where birds usually hang out and get their food on.

That said, and as a contrary argument, perhaps the snow and subsequent lack of bird suitable food is actually an act of nature and it is not for us humans with our complex and one could argue anti-nature interventions to intervene in the situation.  

Personally, I’ll plead the fifth on this one and let you make up your own minds on the tricky matter.

But, ultimately, yes, the snow was clearing and I was back out to the shop again with a similar order to last time – with very clear instructions, or more accurately: warnings, as to what would happen should I not successfully complete the order and return it within time, in pristine condition, and in full.

I continued my walk down the street, carefully avoiding and sometimes jumping over the rain puddle snow slop hybrid piles. I wasn’t going to let the melted snow and its after effects slow me down and make my situation worse.

I had a look around and saw that the streets were busier than I might have expected. Not exactly packed to the maximum level they would be on any other ordinary day where the weather for the previous day hadn’t been so extreme, but busy enough.

Many of the people had glum looks on their faces, returning to work probably.

I imagined a situation where my work called me back home early and wasn’t sure how to feel about it.

Anyway, I bumped into a person who I recognised but didn’t know well enough to know their name or even where I knew them from. The man looked back at me and seemed to be experiencing the same thing.

Weird.

We both silently agreed to do that thing you do when you recognise one another but only partially and don’t even want to go to that place where you have that awkward conversation about who, where, how, why and so on. We both continued on our separate ways and I pondered whether he would have the faintest idea about my recent experiences.

Perhaps he would, perhaps he wouldn’t.

Perhaps it was something he had also thought of himself in his life, perhaps it wasn’t.

I almost certainly would never know.

Anyway, I came to a junction and waited alongside a few other hardy souls out and about in this post blizzard dystopia. No one really pays you much attention in New York city unless there is an angle, and as such we all seemed to stand there in our own worlds until the lights changed and it was time to cross the junction and continue on our journeys.

I was about a block away from the first shop and looked at my watch. I was making decent if unspectacular time and decided to walk speed and a half until I got to the shop.

It couldn’t possibly be all that busy but just in case I felt the extra effort, especially given my extenuating circumstances in this situation, would end up being well worth it. 

As I walked towards the first shop, the upmarket bijou bakery that had supplied the creamy products that had caused so much fuss in the earlier experience I had endured (or should that be secretly enjoyed? I’ll leave that for you to work out and maybe even put yourself in that position to see how you would feel!), I wondered what would be on the list this time.

The reason I wondered was because the list for this shop was this time in a sealed envelope that I had been very clearly instructed not to open but instead to pass to the shop worker behind the counter.

This had got me worried, I must confess.

Why the need for secrecy?

Had I not proven that I could be trusted to carry out an order… in more ways than one?

Anyway, all would certainly be revealed I imagine, but still I couldn’t help my imagination from running away from itself and considering what I had been experiencing in the hotel, I don’t think anyone would blame me for doing that either.

Just as the shop was looming close to me, out of nowhere – and I mean nowhere, there was a sudden downpour of rain. It was so heavy that I was soaked instantaneously, my clothes dripping wet and my hair like I had just jumped straight in the deep end of an Olympic level swimming pool.

This wasn’t ideal to say the least, and I really hoped that as bad as it was, it was only a flash shower that wasn’t planning on sticking around for any longer.

There was no way I would be able to keep all my shopping totally under wraps and protected from the crashing rain if it kept up the way it was.

I looked around and saw people running to take cover, even the people with large style black umbrellas were charging for cover.

But unlike me, these people were not on a strict shopping trip with very clear instructions. For them, the consequences of this were not in the same league as they could potentially be for me.

I had no choice but to struggle on and power through the moment, hoping that the rain would stop. As it turned out, there was a twist to this situation that changed everything.  


CHAPTER SEVEN
Back in my room I took a brief moment to consider what was in store for me. After my introduction to the women earlier I was carried up to my room and found myself, or to be precise my face, used as a sex toy for each of the women.
They all took turns in riding my face, their hot, wet pussies grinding and bouncing on my tongue and all over my entire face until they were satisfied.
Some of the women would reverse and bounce and work their supple booties on my face, shouting instructions for me to eat their assholes and lick like my life depended on it, while others would merely take enormous pleasure in pressing down on my mouth until it became obvious that I was struggling to breath.


Of course, as all this was going on my face, I felt the hand after hand slap and wank my cock, which had recovered from earlier and was now in full sissy erection mode again. I came several times, much to the complete derision of the women who all took their time to explain to me that I was in possession of the most pathetic and useless cock they had ever seen in their entire lives.

They loved tormenting me, but eventually after what seemed like a good two hours, one of them said that I had chores to do and they all had an appointment at the health suite.

But as they left, Beverley stopped and waited.

What was she doing?

“Listen,” She said. “You have done well to be fair to you my little sissy. But prepare yourself for later, you’d better be ready to impress Ms Stafford or there will be real trouble. Whatever you do, don’t disobey her and don’t question her. She’s even punished some of the women for that in the past, so don’t think she’ll hesitate to throw you to the concierges. Well, you might even like that?”

As she said that, she grabbed my cock and squeezed, smiling as she ran her other hand over my nipples and then down towards my naked bottom.

She let go of my now hard again sissy cock and I felt her spreading my ass cheeks before firmly tapping my puckered hole a few times. She smiled at me the whole time before kissing me on the lips and walking out of the room, her impressive bottom jiggling as she left to join the other women.

Well, that was then.

I was back at my room now after my chores and knew that I had to get down to the dining suite in five minutes.

I looked at myself in the mirror:

Sissy maid costume, check.

Frilly black thong, check.

High heels, check.

I knew this would be a difficult evening to negotiate and expected punishment and humiliation to come, but I had no idea as to the extent of what was heading my way.


CHAPTER EIGHT

I walked into the large dining room, through the heavy oak doors and into the main room. As soon as I did this I was greeted with cheers, laughter, whistling that wouldn’t be out of place on a building site as a sexy woman walked past on the street.

I felt objectified and exposed as the cameras came out and the flashes went off all around me. The tables were arranged in an open C-shape, two banks either side of the head table.

I walked towards Ms Stafford who was sitting in the centre of the head table.

As I approached her the room began to chant.

Sissy!

Sissy!

Sissy!

Ms Stafford stood up and began to encourage the chanting, raising her arms to increase the volume, which now seemed deafening. I felt intimidated and kept my head down, desperate to not make eye contact with any of the chanting women.

I then remembered what Ms Stafford had said about eye contact with your superiors and looked up at her. As she raised and lowered her hands, her proud breasts bounced up and down almost hypnotically.

I thought about sucking on her nipples and humiliating myself for her pleasure. She was a majestic woman in truth, and I was beginning to realise that I was lucky to have been chosen by her.

Ms Stafford then indicated to the women to quieten down and then in an instant there was a hush over the entire room. I could feel that I had a hard on and only hoped that it wasn’t visible, after all my maid’s dress was shockingly short.

“Well, ladies,” Ms Stafford bellowed. “We have our maid! Now what our maid will do is parade around the room and courtesy for each of you. Well, boy, what are you waiting for!”

With that, I did as I was told and wobbled on my high heels around the tables and made sure to courtesy low and with the proper form.

Or so I thought…

“Ms Stafford! Sissy didn’t look me in the eye when she curtseyed,” Felicity said.

Felicity was a striking woman, possibly one of the younger ones, in her late twenties. She had a very athletic figure and an enormous ass, a booty that she had delighted in using to squish my face earlier in my room. I sensed that she had it in for me though, or she was certainly intent on causing me the maximum levels of punishment and humiliation.

“Is this right? Are you a useless little sissy who can’t bow to your superiors properly?” Ms Stafford asked.

“I’m sorry Ms Stafford, please, I made a mist-,” I spluttered.

‘Oh shut that stupid little wimpy, sissy mouth!” Ms Stafford proclaimed loudly, her words echoing off the grand walls.

The room fell quiet, and this meant that the other women, who Aunty Beverley had admitted were scared of the boss almost as much as men were, knew she was angry.

Instinctively I fell to me knees and kept my head down but eyes up to ensure I maintained eye contact as Ms Stafford walked round the table and into the clearing.

She circled me, her eyes cast downwards, mocking and judging this little pathetic specimen in front of her.

From behind she lifted my maid’s dress and yanked it off. At her request I had worn the quick release Velcro outfit and now I knew why.

I expected loud cheers but there remained a silence.

“Look at him girls,” Ms Stafford said, sternly. “This excuse for a man was happy to accept my kind offer of a room and board at my expense, but he – or she – can’t be bothered to even complete a simple task in return! Now, how should we punish him? Suggestions?”

“Spank him!” Cried one woman, her face full of anger.

“Stuff his bottom with a cucumber!” Another woman cried, nudging the woman next to her and winking.

“No, bring in one of the big black night guards and make him suck and fuck on their fat cocks!” A tall blond woman said, a look of pure glee on her face.

“Oh girls, these are excellent suggestions!” Ms Stafford said. “What do you think, slut?”

I didn’t know how to answer the question.

It felt like a massive trick to me. If I said I didn’t want to do any of those things I was worried she would make me do all of them.

Or maybe I was just worried that I actually wanted to do these depraved acts?

But either way, I knew I had to answer.

“I-I-I, I will do whatever you tell me,” Ms Stafford, I said, looking at her directly in the eye.

I knew deep down that I was telling the truth, I absolutely would do whatever she told me… and I would do it with commitment and with the goal of redeeming myself in her demanding eyes.

“Gooooood,” She replied. “Now get on all fours and wiggle that bottom for me as you crawl around. And this time make sure you make bloody eye contact with every damn superior woman in this room!”

I did as I was told, I crawled around the room on all fours, my thong clad bottom wiggling to the delight of the crowd.

“Ms Stafford, his cocklet has popped out!” One woman cried out.

“Yes,” Ms Stafford replied. “And it looks like it’s happy to see us! Get over here now, sissy maggot dick!”

I crawled as quickly as I could and presented myself at Ms Stafford’s feet.

It was at that moment that Beverley, who had crept out earlier, walked in to the room. And she wasn’t alone. 

Standing next to her were two of the concierges who covered the night shift. One was a six foot, stocky build Nigerian called Aleffo and the other a six foot three Jamaican called, of all things, Willy.

Instinctively, I grabbed a hold of Ms Stafford’s ankles and buried my head into her feet. Now the reality of what might happen was dawning I didn’t know if I could go through with whatever depraved act was going to be demanded of me.

Felicity, Jasmine, get over here and remove the little sod off my feet, Ms Stafford said, kicking her feet and making me fall backwards.

Before I knew it I was being lifted and then secured in position on my knees, my hard little dick pointing out towards the two approaching specimens of manhood.

“Ms Stafford,” Jasmine said, “I think I saw the sissy lick his lips!”

“Well, you may well have done,” Ms Stafford said. “He does look like the sort of little loser who fantasises about getting frisky with a real alpha male. Well, are you?”

My head was gone and all I could do was stare as the two men took off their clothes and stood before me, each wearing a pair of briefs that displayed their large, muscular bodies and of course… their sizeable bulges at the front of their pants.

“We’ll take that as a yes, slut,” Ms Stafford declared. “This time I’ll let you off, you’re clearly in shock at seeing this kind of bull in the flesh. Although I don’t doubt that you spend enough time studying this kind of God on the internet.”

The crowd laughed in approval.

And Mrs Stafford was right of course. While I hadn’t actually licked my lips, I may as well have done.

I felt an overwhelming surge of excitement at being in such close proximity to these black Gods.

Aleffo and Willy both stepped towards me and began to pass me back and forth, lifting me up with ease and putting me over their shoulders, putting me in a standing 69 position, pressing my face into their crotches.

The women howled and cheered, delighted at the spectacle they were witnessing.

“Okay boys, off with your pants!” Ms Stafford ordered.

I was placed down on the floor and as I looked up I could see both men remove their pants to reveal equally impressive cocks.

Of course, both dwarfed mine.

Aleffo had the shorter cock, but it was thick and muscular.

Willy, as his name suggested, was very well endowed and although he had slightly less girth, had the length advantage.

Both of their cocks twitched and were on the rise.

In a moment of madness I tried to stand up and run away. But as I did, I felt myself tripping over a leg. I looked up and saw that Jasmine, her of the power booty, had tripped me. She grabbed me by my hair and dragged me back to the men, who were by now fully hard, openly wanking their cocks for the pleasure of the watching women.

“Don’t you ever fucking dare try and run again, and don’t worry, my bottom will be punishing you later for this!” Felicity said, gleeful and meaning every word. 

“What should the slut do?” Ms Stafford asked. “Should he lick and suck the big cocks?”

Lick and suck, lick and suck! Every woman in the crowd began to chant.

I looked over to Beverley and remembered her words of warning about disobeying Ms Stafford.

Beverley gave me a knowing look, one that was part disciplinarian but also partly caring too.

It was as if she wanted me to succeed.

I inched towards the men on my knees and stood in front of both, my face only centimetres away from two mightily impressive dicks. I then began to lick and suck on the bulbous heads of each cock in turn.

I was shocked with how easily I got into it, in a matter of moments I was sucking one while wanking the other and then switching over seamlessly.

The women cheered and began to move in from their tables and form a close circle around us.

“Boys, let the slut have it! Show him your hot bull seed!” Ms Stafford commanded.

With that, the men pulled away from me, aimed their cocks and both began to fire their hot, stringy cum right at my face and upper torso.

I couldn’t believe how much was coming out, how easily it covered my face. I could feel it running into my mouth and off the tip of my nose.

The truth is it felt glorious.

I felt like I was living the life I had always meant to live. A proper slut, a submissive little sissy for a superior woman.

The two men finally finished cumming and received a round of applause for their troubles.

“You,” Willy said, pointing at Felicity. “You come up to see me later, and bring the sissy too, I’m going to get both your booties working for me.”

“Oh - it’s a date!” Felicity said, gushing, turning and shaking her mountainous ass for Willy.

“Bro, I’m not missing this,” Aleffo said, high fiving Willy as they both walked out.

Ms Stafford and the women then proceeded to spank me, taking it in turns to stick various food items up my bottom for their amusement.

Jasmine, who was good with technology said she was going to make Gifs of me taking a cucumber in my bottom.

I wish I could describe more how all this felt, but after my cock sucking and full facial I was honestly in too much of a daze. So much of a daze that as they all left me to clear up, I didn’t realise that I actually had a banana still wedged in my stretched hole.

It took Beverely, now the sole woman left, to tell me.

“Oh come here, sissy,” She said. “It might be your first time, but only a silly little boy leaves a banana in his cute little tushy. Here, let me help.”

With that she eased the fruit out and drew me in close.

Almost like she had read my mind, she held me and pulled out her breasts and rubbed them over my face.

“There we are, only fair you get a little suck on something that isn’t a throbbing dick,” She said.

I felt my cock surge and explode over my stomach.

I moaned gently.

“That’s it, feels nice doesn’t it?” Beverley said. “I like you, and I think you’ll make a good sissy with a little bit of help. Even the likes of Felicity will teach you things about how to be a good little slut, for a start she’ll be showing you tonight how to pop and twerk for your men’s delight.”

I could have been scared by the prospect but actually felt good.

I knew that this was the beginning of something, something that I could succeed at, something that I could enjoy.

A new adventure.

A full time sissy slut with all the benefits!
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WE JOIN IN CHAPTER FIVE…

CHAPTER FIVE

We spent the next couple of hours relaxing and enjoying a bit of conversation in between my trips over to the beachside café. The staff at the café took great delight in taking a beverage order from a sissy like me. One server, a large African man called Servio slapped my butt-cheeks as I walked past with two ice creams. He laughed and I felt myself blush, kind of angry at the way he felt he could grab a piece of me without asking, but also kind of turned on by the fact he viewed me as nothing more than a plaything that was his to do with as he pleased.

I was in a haze as I walked back to Jennifer and must not have realised but my boner was poking out of the side of my bikini bottom.

“Sissy! What the absolute hell do you think you are doing exposing yourself without my permission!” Annabelle roared.

I apologised profusely but it was no good, she was furious.

She grabbed me, took the ice creams from me and placed them in the cool-box, and put me across her lap.

“Excuse me! Attention please!” She bellowed in a loud and commanding voice that boomed across the length and breadth of the beach.

I turned my head and saw what appeared to be at least twenty people walking towards us from nearby.

I closed my eyes, I couldn’t bare to look.

This was the most public humiliation I had experienced.

I knew it would only get worse from here.

“Right everyone,” Jennifer said. “You may have noticed this little sissy wimp parading around the beach and I am sure you all had a good laugh at him, his jiggling sissy bottom, his pathetic beta male body, his lack of bulge at the front of his bikini. Well, I expect standards from him and for the bimbo to approach me with his pathetic, tiny little sissy clitty poking out of the side is simply not acceptable. Now, he will be punished. Any suggestions on how many spanks I should administer to begin with?”

The crowd laughed and began shouting out numbers for how many spanks they felt I should receive. I noticed people pulling out their cameras and phones, ready to make a record of my punishment.

“At least thirty!” A woman in a very revealing black bikini said. “Then make him do jumping jacks for us!”

“Let me give him twenty when you’re done!” A large, muscular man in small red speedos (with a huge dick print) said, confidently and with a sense of masculinity that was equal parts intimidating and, secretly, a big turn on.

“Make him eat out every ass on the beach!” A woman said, casually stroking the front of her big black husband’s swimming shorts.

I felt my dick hardening again.

I couldn’t help it.

Despite the massively humiliating and degrading nature of the suggestions, I was feeling a surge of excitement that I knew all too well. It was the thought of being treated like a sissy boi object that was getting me going.

I prayed that Madame Jennifer wouldn’t notice.

Of course she did.

“Well, ladies and gentlemen,” She said. “It appears that my sissy seems to quite like some of these suggestions!”

She stood up and hoisted me up off the beach towel. My sissy dick was pushing hard against my bikini but only until Jennifer roughly yanked the bikini down and off, pulling so hard that the string ties at the side came loose.

There was an immediate roar of titillation and laughter amongst the gathered crowd as I stood there in front of them in a tiny bikini top and naked from there down to my toes. My pathetic but absolutely rock hard boner was bouncing and twitching for all to see and as soon as I felt the temptation to cover myself up I knew I should immediately put my hands on my head as I had been trained to do.

“Ah, good, well done sissy,” Jennifer said. “You see everyone, whenever sissy feels like he should cover his modesty he knows to put his hands on his head to keep himself on display. Now I am worried that if I put him over my knee he will make a sissy mess everywhere, so I think what we’ll do is form a circle around him and take turns in holding him, spanking him, humiliating him, doing whatever we please with him. Go wild everyone!”

I was about to make a run for it, I was so scared. But it was a good job that I didn’t because I know full well I would have been caught anyway and given a terrible punishment.

Anyway, the choice was taken out of my hands by a powerful black man who took the initiative and put me in a headlock, bent me over, and began to spank my exposed cheeks.

“Say thank you, sissy!” Jennifer declared. “Say thank you to the Alpha!”

“Thank you, Alpha,” I said in between crying out in pain and humiliation at the hard spanks that were being administered.

The man laughed and then picked me up and flipped my upside down do that my ass was up by his face and my face was directly in front of his speedos. He began to spank me in this utterly degrading position, causing huge cheers and uproarious laughter from the crowd. As he was doing this, my face was banging against his cock, a dick that while already massive was appearing to harden each time my face swung back and mashed into it.

In an instinctive act that took me by surprise I began to pucker my lips so that each time my face went into his crotch it was as if I was kissing his dick.

“Oooooh, sissy likes this! I must make a mental note for future reference,” Jennifer said, laughing and seeming turned on herself.

The man put me down, slapped my ass, and pushed me back into the centre of the circle.

Everyone moved in even closer and within seconds I found myself being poked, spanked, made to suck toes, kiss ass cheeks, suck on nipples, have fingers pushed up into my own puckered sissy pussy.

It was all getting too much, the mix of pain, pleasure, humiliation, arousal, and degradation.

“Jennifer,” a beautiful woman said while pulling on both my nipples, “I think this little slut is about to shoot her load! Why don’t we make her squirt her cummies into her own mouth??

“Oh, yes!” Jennifer said, “An excellent idea! The perfect way of teaching sissy that squirting is always on his superiors’ terms.”

With that, I was picked up, turned upside down and my legs were bent forwards so that my throbbing cock was pointed directly at my face.

“Open wide sissy, we want to see as much of your stupid sissy juice go into that mouth of yours,” Jennifer said, to roars of excited approval from the women and men around us.

“Who wants to do the honours of wanking this sissy clitty then?” Jennifer asked. “First cum first serve, if you excuse the pun!”

A woman stepped forward, she was topless and as she bent down to grab my stiff cock, her breasts brushed my face and her nipples were inches away from my mouth. I reached out to lick them, completely out of control.

“Go on, have a quick suck you horny little bitch,” the woman said, and she squatted down and roughly pushed her nipples into my mouth. The nipples hardened immediately and she then got up and began to jerk me.

“Well this is pathetic!” She said, mocking the tiny size of my dick. “I like to handle big dicks, big thick veiny dicks that stretch me out! Not a little maggot like this. I wouldn’t even feel this. This is just, totally useless. I suppose that’s what you’re a sissy isn’t it?”

“Y-y-y-y-y-y-y-yes, ooooooohh, urrrrgh, oooh,” I said, as my dick gave in to its desires and…

-END OF PREVIEW-
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