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PROLOGUE

The Mistress Group, all of them dominant, strict, and incredibly wealthy women, had come up with a plan some years ago. Sure, it was fine to feminize weak, beta men and have them parade around, degrade themselves, and take their punishments inside their penthouse apartments in the city. There was plenty a Mistress could do covertly when out and about in the city too, from verbal admonishments, to the occasional bathroom spanking or ass worship.

But they knew that there were limitations.

They wanted the freedom to walk about with their feminized sissy slave. They wanted a place where the women could go for a coffee with their panty-slut exposed and submissive at their side. But where? How would this be possible?

Well, it turned out that there was a way. A large plot of land, surrounded by a four hundred year old forest, became available for purchase after literally decades of legal wrangling over its ownership. It was perfect. Totally secluded, large enough to build houses, communal spaces, a community for the mega rich, sissy owners to retreat to for extended periods.

The sissies would have to get used to their punishments and panty wearing lifestyles being exposed far more regularly, not just amongst their mistress’s friends, but amongst other sissy sluts too.

But, just as the building work on the community was finishing, the quarantine order came in from the government. The pandemic that had begun a few months ago across the world had now spread and was wreaking havoc. Everyone had to go into lockdown, no contact with the outside world.

Well, it was a good job that the mistresses and their sissies had just arrived for their first visit to Sissy Village. It suddenly looked like they would be staying their a lot longer than they had anticipated.

Hopefully, the sissies would not run out of clean panties or upset their mistresses, because in the Sissy Village, the normal rules of society just no longer applied…


CHAPTER ONE

I pulled my panties down and bent over the edge of the sofa in the living room of Ms Peet’s house. Sure, I lived there too, but I would never call it my house. Far from it. I was more like a live-in servant, there to be bossed around, to meet Ms Peet’s every whim and desire, to accept my punishments when I had failed and ask for more if I felt I hadn’t learned my lesson yet.

Now was one of those occasions.

We had only heard about the lockdown the previous day, and the reality was only now setting in that we would be here for a long time. So it really wasn’t a great sign that I had already messed up and was facing a spanking. My crime? Well, I had allowed my mind to wander as I waited for the oven timer to go off for Ms Peet’s morning croissants, my sissy brain wandering to thoughts of the kind of things that might happen during our stay in Sissy Village. The idea of being here, not having to hide, to see other Mistresses, other sissies walking up and down the street, well it was definitely exciting. There was no denying that.

So, yeah, I had felt my pretty small dick harden, pressing up against the tight, thick material of my night panties, a pair of grey, high-cut sports panties that had the almost standard thong at the back. I could have got away with it, had it not been for Ms Peet deciding to come in a check on me.

She was furious about the state of my panties, the little tent at the front prompting her absolute derision and anger. Part of my sissy training with her had been that any erection that wasn’t authorised by her had to be reported immediately, with a full explanation as to why I had it. I had no choice but to explain, albeit my pathetic, stumbling and spluttering words were barely listened to as Ms Peet dragged me by my ear over towards the sofa.

“Look at that ass,” She said, walking up and down behind me, my heart beating quickly, aware of the fact that a hard spanking was heading my way pretty soon. “You know that your stupid little sissy stick isn’t allowed to get hard without my permission. Don’t you?”

“Yes, Ms Peet,” I said. “Thank you for correcting me. Please help me learn my lesson.”

“It’s too late for all that grovelling,” She laughed. “You are to be punished, yes. But, it’s suddenly dawned on me. We’re no longer working within the old rules. The old societal norms. It’s the middle of a pandemic. We’re in lockdown in our own private village. I think it’s time we set some sissy precedents for punishment and behaviour.”

What did she mean?

I felt my heart racing harder now, knowing that even if I wasn’t sure what was coming next, it certainly wouldn’t be good news for me.

“Yes Ms Peet, anything you wish,” I said, my sissy training kicking into gear as I didn’t want to face any more discipline than I had to.

“Pull those panties up and get to your changing room,” Ms Peet said. “We’re going to need to get you looking as feminine as possible, like the good little sissy slut you are. Then, we’re going to take you out for an altogether new age kind of punishment. One that will be viewed as the first public punishment in Sissy Village. And we need you looking your best for that, don’t we?”

Oh God, it dawned on me what was happening.

My heart was practically thudding out of my ribcage now, the idea of being punished out in public, the women and their sissies looking on, watching me beg for mercy, watching Ms Peet degrade and humiliate me. I wasn’t sure if I could deal with it, but then again, it wasn’t as if I had much choice in the matter either.

All I knew now was that Ms Peet was walking to my Feminization Room and I was crawling on my hands and knees next to her, ready to accept my fate.


CHAPTER TWO

“Now tell me, sissy, what kind of panties should I march you out in?” Ms Peet said, delighting in my anguish as I kneeled in my night panties, awaiting further humiliation. “No, go on, I’m asking you for your opinion. It’s not often you’ll get to choose what you wear, I would make the most of it.”

This was a trap of course. If I suggested anything that wasn’t totally revealing and ultra-feminine, then I was sure to face further punishment, further degradation.

No, I knew what I had to do.

I would have to pick a suitably slutty, bimbo style pair of panties that Ms Peet would delight in me wearing in front of the Mistresses who congregated to witness my punishment. I looked at the options that hung from the wall. There was a pair of lime green panties, essentially a tiny piece of see through mesh at the front with a thin strip of material at the back. Extremely slutty, the kind of thing a spring-breaker would wear if she wanted to make it clear that she was ready to be fucked senseless by a big dicked jock.

Or, there was the slightly more classy, but equally flimsy bridal thong. This had the requisite brilliant white colour, but the waistband was frilly, delicate, and wrapped round to a slightly bigger patch of material at the back before dipping into the thong. Perhaps this would be the perfect pair of panties to wear for what would be me losing my public punishment virginity?

Then there was the other option, the black and red polka dot pair of panties, not quite a thong but still revealing, still the kind of panty that had a kind of college co-ed slut vibe, the hipster fit on the waist. Maybe the sight of me being paraded like a naughty college student being spanked by her strict tutor would be the correct choice?

“Well, are you going to choose or shall I take it that you are incapable of even the most basic of choices?” Ms Peet said, scolding me, kicking me in my side and causing me to roll over onto the floor. “Back up into begging dog position, now!”

I did as I was told, quickly and without considering it. I knew better than to hesitate or question an order, especially when Ms Peet was already annoyed with me. We had met nearly four months ago in, of all places, the swimming pool of the gym and leisure complex we both attended.

From the second I had seen her powerfully lifting kettlebells and working on weighted squats, I had found it impossible to take my eyes off her. She was quite simply stunning. I mean, she had the perfect face; beautiful, full of poise and classic elegance, but with a hint of devilish mischief about it too.

Her body was altogether absolute perfection. She was tall, but not gangly. No, she had the lean figure of a swimmer, the kind of curves that would not look out of place on an Olympic beach volleyball champion. She was super feminine, but had a strength that was born out of genetic gifts and a commitment to working out consistently.

Of course, she was used to men staring and ogling her in places like the gym. She was all too aware of her beauty and how easily she was able to wrap men around her little finger, make them do her bidding, submit themselves to her. But with me she had seen something extra, something next level about the combination of my wimpy beta desires and her magnificent desire and natural ability to command my respect, control me, and identify me as a sure candidate to serve as her feminized sissy boy.

Since that day, she had taken over my life. I had willingly given myself to her and faced many, many punishments as I attempted to serve her as well as I could. But I was still learning that there was a difference between my sissy fantiasies and actually living that reality. Which brings me back to the choice of panties. I had hesitated to give her an answer, been chastised, and then it hit me.

“I think you know best what kind of panties I should wear Madame,” I finally said, dropping my head to her feet and raising my ass in the air, presenting myself in the most submissive position I could. “Please, I want to represent you as best as I can, it makes sense that a stupid little worm like me doesn’t get to choose on this occasion.”

“Good, very good,” Ms Peet said. “Finally I see that you are beginning to adapt your thought process. Perhaps we really will begin to see some progress now that we appear to be on lockdown here for the foreseeable future. Well, with that in mind, I think I am going to put you in the virginal, wedding night thong. I’ll be adding to that the accompanying stockings and suspenders, plus bra too. We need to keep your sissy nipples nice and covered, don’t we?”

“Yes, Madame,” I said, blushing at the thought of what I was going to look like. But excited too. Maybe a little too excited. “Madame, I might be getting a sissy erection. Please forgive me.”

“It’s a clit not a dick, when will you learn? Give it its proper name!” Ms Peet said, admonishing me for me error.

She bendt down and slapped it a few times, squeezing my balls through my thong for long enough that the potential stiff sissy clitty returned to its normal state.

“I think we better get you ready,” She said, towering above me, then dragging me over towards my outfit.

The reality of what was about to happen was hitting me now, and soon enough that reality was going to get a whole other level more real.


CHAPTER THREE

Ms Peet took great pleasure in dressing me, mocking my weak, feminine body as she attached my bra, tweaking and pulling on my nipples.

“Such a little wimp, aren’t you?” She scoffed, clipping on suspenders, taking her time in eying up the front of my panties to make sure there was no prohibited activity going on. “Even if it was hard, it’s so small I probably wouldn’t be able to see it unless I pulled them down. That’s why I trust you to tell me, sissy.”

She finished dressing me, the final touch being the pair of heels that she selected. Again, as with the rest of the outfit they were a virginal white colour, perfectly complimenting the ensemble, making me look suitably feminized and ready for this public punishment.

But…

I was still learning the art of walking in heels. I was clumsy, often tripping over myself, much to Ms Peet’s amusement and sometimes anger. But that was indoors, in the confines of her apartment in the city. There, the only people who would witness my failings would be me and Ms Peet.

That was very different here. A public humiliation would be made a million times worse if I was to show myself to be an incompetent sissy. Ms Peet would be furious, and I knew that amongst the mistresses it was taken as a great source of pride if a sissy was well trained. And that was the thing, I wanted to please her.

I wanted to be the best sissy, the most perfectly feminine beta slave, and not just to avoid punishment. I wanted to do it for Ms Peet.

“Now it’s time for us to take a little walk.” She said, looking me up and down, running her fingers over my shaved, slender thighs and moving them right up to the outer edges of my panties, delighting in the look of agony and pleasure on my face as she traced the tips of her fingers over the front of my lacey thong. “Such a good little pet. Come on, let’s go, they’re expecting us.”

This was getting realer by the second. I knew I would be about to endure something spectacularly humiliating and painful. I knew for certain too that it would be many degrees worse and more intense than anything I had experienced before. It would even be comparable with the very first time Ms Peet had punished me, that same day I first saw her in the gym…

Having seen me staring at her not only in the gym, but in the pool afterwards, she had approached me in the steam room and commanded me to stand up and follow her. I had been dumbfounded. Totally lost for words. I knew in that instant that she was different, that she was telling me and not asking. I also knew, deep down, that it was fate, that I had to follow her and accept whatever was coming. I had felt so small walking behind her, the sheer magnificence of her body in that white one piece swimsuit only served to emphasise the mediocrity of my body, slender and not even close to being an alpha male’s body.

She proceeded to take me into her private elite member’s changing area where I was promptly stripped of my swimming shorts and mocked and abused over how much of a pathetic wimp, a pervert, a maggot dicked loser I was. The outcome? I came, right there on the spot. The sheer intensity of her delivery coupled with the close proximity to her unreal body had excited me too much and I had found myself squirting my cum all over myself and onto the floor. She had me down on my hands and knees licking it up, too. Then, as a parting gift, she had presented me with her worn gym thong. She told me to wear it home, keep it on for forty eight hours and then return it washed perfectly. Of course, I had followed her instructions to the letter, and it was from this point that the situation had developed to where I found myself now, stepping out of her house and onto the high street of Sissy Village.

I looked down the road and towards the public gathering square.

Everyone was there.

Mistresses and their sissies.

All waiting for Ms Peet and me, her pathetic sissy.


CHAPTER FOUR

My pert ass cheeks wobbled as I pranced, somewhat unsteadily, down the road with Ms Peet, the giggles and laughter amongst the other women getting louder and clearer the closer we got.

“Remember, you are representing me here,” Ms Peet said, sternly. “You do everything I say, the second I say it. You do not show a single flash of disobedience, and you do not question anything at all. Your punishment is going to hurt, but of course you already know that. And you know that whatever I decide to do to you, you will deserve it too, right?”

“Yes Ms Peet, of course, thank you,” I said, my shaved, slim legs slowly getting used to the heels I was wearing. My sissy dick safely tucked away inside my panties, I felt a surge of something that could only be described as a total thrill at the idea that I was walking down a public street dressed like this.

It was liberating almost, the concept that I was being allowed to show my true self to the world, albeit a smaller world than the big city. But still, the idea was the same. As we drew closer I could make out the other Mistresses. They were wearing a mixture of outfits. From the super hot yoga leotards right through to the more formal business suits, each and every woman looked fantastic, incredibly sensual and also full of that totally undeniable power energy that Ms Peet had in absolute abundance.

The sissies weren’t as bare as me, although most of them still looked very slutty, the vast majority wearing extremely short plaid skirts and tight, white blouses with bras underneath. A single gust of wind would have blown their skirts up to reveal a variety of panties, I could have guaranteed it.

Each and every one of us sissies was here because we lived to serve our mistress, to be feminized and used as they wished. It was an honour, and now in Sissy Village, even under the trying circumstances of the global lockdown, we were able to live our truths.


CHAPTER FIVE

“Leaders of the Mistress Group bear witness,” Ms Peet said, holding me by my hair in front of the assorted crowd. “The sissy here, my personal little maggot, has displeased me. And in payback, and a landmark moment for us in Sissy Village, he will be formally and officially the recipient of the first public punishment. What do we say to this?”

I felt my face go bright red, the complete humiliation of being the subject of such a public, intense experience making me go weak at the legs as I watched the other Mistresses laugh and cheer as Ms Peet grabbed my ear and bent me down, my body folding in half as I was walked over to a small mound of grass.

“Stand up on here, your hands on your head, sissy,” Ms Peet commanded. “Show the residents of the village what a stupid excuse for a man you are. Or should I say, were? For you are no a sissy, one of the many former men who reside here now only existing to work to please their owners, the strong, confident and supreme women who have decided to witness and partake in this ceremony.”

Partake?

I should have guessed it.

There was no way that it was going to be only Ms Peet who would be punishing me. And what better, more excruciatingly degrading way to taste my first group punishment than like this.

“Twirl for us!” Came the cry from the Amazonian woman in the yoga leotard. Her mountainous breasts heaved up and down as she spoke and I felt myself simultaneously terrified and turned on by this woman, two sissies on their hands and knees either side of her, their heads down, lips pressed on her bare feet like obedient slaves awaiting their next command.

“Do it, sissy,” Ms Peet instructed, nodding in acknowledgement to the other mistress. “A superb idea, Madame Felicity. His cute little tushy deserves to be seen. A virgin ass I should also say!”

There was laughter and my face burned deep crimson as my virginity was banded about so casually for the thrill of these women. I turned and twirled, my ass cheeks on display, my panties riding higher and higher on my lips as I turned. I felt my dick harden, but knew for now at least I was safe from detection. I knew that my official rules stated I must always confess to whenever I was aroused, but there was no way I was doing that now, not a chance in hell. I would run the risk of being discovered.

“Does the sissy have a typical sissy dicklet?” The woman in the pinstriped trouser suit said, her sissy squatting down with his face pressed deep into her crotch, struggling for air as she held him there the whole time. “Not all sissies have little peckers, but I tend to find nearly all are smaller than average.”

I panicked.

Was I going to have to show myself in front of the women?

Worse, was I going to have to reveal that I was getting a one hundred percent unauthorised erection?

I looked at Ms Peet, panic writ large over my face as the consensus from the crowd became clear. They wanted my humiliation and public punishment to include a display of my sissy dick.

“The crowd have spoken, sissy,” Ms Peet said, taking a step towards me, a look of glee on her face. “You will show them your stupid little clitty, your worthless little dicklet, that ridiculous excuse for a cock. And you’ll do it right this second! Pull them down. Do it slowly. Be a good little sissy tease for our amusement.”

I knew I couldn’t hesitate. I knew too that it was pointless even trying to say anything. It would just make things worse than they already were. I hoped somehow that my dick would panic, literally shrivel under the pressure, the panic I was feeling. But I knew the feeling all too well as I placed my fingers inside the waistband of my panties, stretched it out and slowly pulled it down, my panties sliding down my front…

The crowd roared in a mixture of shock, delight and total laughter before coming to a hush. Ms Peet looked absolutely furious. I was hard, harder than I had anticipated. There was something undeniable about the total objectification, the public display of my feminized body that had given me a full on, twitching and throbbing erection. My small dick was trying its very best to be as big as it could get.

I could barely bring myself to look, but caught glimpses of the women smirking, holding back giggles as my sissy dick bounced and twitched in front of them. But I had more pressing matters, more worrying to me now was the fact that I had an erection, one that I had not declared to Ms Peet.

“Slut! You disgusting little piece of sissy meat,” Ms Peet said, slapping me across the face, gripping my face then in her hands and squeezing my mouth together. “This little bitch is under the strictest of instructions to always confess his erections, the ones that I have not expressly given my consent to. And look at him, standing proud like some kind of street corner rent-boy hooker, panties down with his pink worm jumping up and down.”

She slapped me again.

Not just once, but back and forth.

At least six times.

“Now tell me, no tell all of us, why you are so hard, so excited,” Ms Peet said. “Tell us just what it is about this that had made you make such a ridiculous display of yourself.”

“My apologies Madame,” I said, my head being held up by my hair. “The sight of so many perfect, powerful women. Each one of them with their subservient sissies next to them, looking so well trained. Then the insults, which I deserve. It all made me feel excited to be here, to be experiencing the correct treatment that so many men deserve, but only us here in Sissy Village get to experience so vividly. Please punish me as you see fit.”

“Don’t worry, we will!” Ms Peet said, seemingly satisfied with my words, but not in the mood to go dishing out any compliments either. No, this was punishment time, of that there was no mistaking.

Without further ado, I was bent over her knee and given forty spanks on my exposed ass, my cheeks burning as she delivered the biggest, hardest and most accurate spanks I had ever experienced from her. It was like the fact the punishment was happening in front of her peers was driving her to new levels of perfection.

I made sure to thank her for each spank, request another one, and then do it all over again, even as I began to cry out in pain.

“Turn your head and look at the other Mistresses watch you take your punishment like a good little sissy,” Ms Peet said. “See how much they enjoy seeing another sissy get taught a lesson. And don’t forget, they have their own sissies too, pathetic little cock crazy losers like you. Perhaps we should have a spanking contest tomorrow, see which sissy can take the most punishment? The winner gets to have his sissy stick sucked and licked by the losing sissy of his Mistress’s choice?”

I yelped in pain as the final flurry of spanks came down, my mind racing at what Ms Peet had just proposed, especially seeing as her idea already appeared to be gaining traction, the women discussing loudly amongst themselves the potential for such an event, their sissies all quivering in fear and anticipation at their feet.

“Now you will debase yourself up on the mound of grass, for us all to see,” Ms Peet said, rolling me off her lap and onto the floor, my panties down round my ankles. “Keep your panties down and walk up there, get on your knees and each and every Mistress will approach you and spit on your little clitty, your face, your weak, feminine body. You will thank each one and you will keep your hands on your head at all times.”

I quickly got up and in my rush I tripped as I walked up the small mound of grass, much to the laughter of the women, Felicity in her yoga leotard picking me up by my arm pits and hauling me up the rest of the way, her strength impressive.

“On your knees, slut,” She said. “Now, if Madame Peet allows, I would like to go first, show you what you can expect from me now we are both residents of Sissy Village for the foreseeable future.”

Ms Peet nodded her approval, licking her lips at the sight of Madame Felicity’s large, muscular legs, perfectly captured by her tight yoga attire.

“Now then, let’s look at you,” Madame Felicity said, her eyes full of mischief, her firm hands pulling on my nipples, pinging them back into place and laughing as I struggled to hide my pain. “Such a weak little body, and a tiny little dicklet to match. Sorry, sissy clitty. That’s what you call it, isn’t it?”

I nodded and mumbled an answer.

“Speak up!” She said, spitting into my mouth once, then again, and then another time. “You’re a little cum hungry sissy slut, aren’t you? You’re probably getting off on me spitting because you want to have a big, strong man spunk his load in there, aren’t you? Yes, I’ve heard from Ms Peet about some of the confessions you’ve made to her. Oooh, look at that, your clitty is getting even more active. Is the mention of big, thick manly dick going to make you make a piggy beta mess? Well, is it?”

I felt my dick quiver, there was no way I could stop it happening. Felicity’s words were too much, too stimulating, too degrading for me. My cum shot out of my dick and onto the grass. I had never felt so degraded as I had at that moment, the looks of amusement on the faces of the gathered women, the sneaky looks of delight from their sissies too, plus of course the knowledge that Ms Peet would make me pay for my lack of control.

“Ms Peet, as it was my words that pushed the little wimp over the edge, may I suggest how we can truly mark this punishment in Sissy Village folklore?” Felicity said, reaching into the pink backpack strapped onto her sissy and pulling out a suction cup black dildo, large wooden floor attachment and bottle of lubricant.

“Perfect, and superb training for his virgin sissy ass too,” Ms Peet said, taking the dildo and base stand, assembling them, applying lube, and nodding to me. “You know what to do, impale yourself on the dick. And we will all record this moment, the moment that Sissy Village truly became a place for superior women and their pathetic, tiny dicked, cock hungry little sluts. Now, sit on it!

I crouched above it, hovered, and let myself drop down, the dildo at the larger end of what I had been trained to take, but somehow my ass stretching and taking it all, the cameras flashing and recording lights bleeping as I bounced up and down, my clitty still leaking cum.

“Now remain seated on it, you will be on display until dinner,” Ms Peet said.

“Perhaps you would like to come back to mine,” Madame Felicity said to Ms Peet. “I suspect that my little bitch got excited by all this, I’ll need to beat a confession out of him, and perhaps after that he can service our asses with his sissy tongues? Oh, and I’ve got a great pair of panties that would look great on your little loser too.”

“Well sure, this is what Sissy Village is all about,” Ms Peet said as they walked away, leaving me there, a sign to all of the sissies of what happens when they don’t live up to the ideals of this magnificent new village’s Founding Mistresses.

To be continued…
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TINA’S LATEST GENDER SWAP BOOKS…

SHOCK SWAP – CLICK HERE

WARNING: ADULTS ONLY, this gender swap romance gets super steamy… So I had been sent to interview a boutique hotel for my hip magazine. But my investigative journalism didn’t lead to a scoop, it resulted in a SHOCK SWAP that changed everything…


I was SWAPPED and FEMINIZED into the kind of lithe, slender but curvy submissive babe, a totally willing bimbo that men can’t help but desire and chase. The manager would make me face my true desires by putting me to the test as a woman. If I stepped out of line, I was PUNISHED too. He made me realise that my ENTIRE BODY was his now, and he gave me a THOROUGH LESSON in what was expected of me. 


My life as a magically transformed bimbo was going to be full of new experiences, and with the way the men were after me, I knew it would be full of more tough treatment, form fitting feminine clothes, tiny panties, and lots of gender swap fun! CLICK HERE TO READ NOW 

TRANSFORMED & USED – CLICK HERE

WARNING: ADULTS ONLY, this gender swap romance gets super steamy… So it was my first day a new job at a brand new company and I was… TRANSFORMED and FEMINIZED


I was swapped into the kind of curvy, submissive, and totally willing bimbo that men drool over and pursue. The senior management had me strip, dance, and parade myself in my new body, the chief alpha male with the body to match his dominant attitude, then taught me what it was really like to be a woman and making me strip, present my entire body for his use, and giving me a THOROUGH LESSON in what was expected of me at work…


My life as a magically transformed bimbo was going to be full of new experiences, and with the way the men were after me, I knew it would be full of more tough treatment, form fitting feminine clothes, tiny panties, and lots of gender swap fun! 

FEMINIZED & USED – BUNDLE HERE

Reader discretion advised, the stories in this four book gender swap romance bundle get super steamy…Regular guys love to dream of experiencing life as a woman, right? The feminine curves, the sensuality, the whole package. But in these explicit stories they find out EXACTLY what it’s like as they are TRANSFORMED, FEMINIZED and USED…


Click inside to see which stories are included in this and you’ll see an extra, super hardcore free story included too. Over 40,000 words of hot, hardcore, and pure bimbo transformations await you! 

TWERK FOR HIM (GENDER SWAP FEMINIZATION) - HERE

NAUGHTY SWAP (GENDER SWAP HUMILIATION) - HERE

TRANSFORMED: HARDCORE GENDER SWAP HUMILIATION - HERE

GYM GAINS: GENDER SWAP HUMILIATION - HERE

WHY NOT ALSO CHECK OUT HER PERFECT10 BOOKS STABLEMATE TEE RISE TOO…

HER HUGE BACK CATALOGUE AND LATEST RELEASES ON AMAZON – HERE

TEE’S HUGE ENTIRE 2019 HUCOW BUNDLE - HERE
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