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CHAPTER ONE

I had been loaned out from my Mistress to one of her friends. Why? Well, it was nothing to do with my performance as a sissy, or so my Mistress assured me. No, her idea was that seeing as she was taking a three week holiday in the Caribbean with her bull, she thought this would be the perfect time for me to experience some extra training with one of her trusted friends.

I was nervous.

Very nervous.

The thing was, this particular friend, Annabelle Most, came with a fearsome reputation. She didn’t hold back when it came to punishing sissies, that was for sure. I had even witnessed it myself…

In public.

The mall to be precise. I was on a shopping trip with my Mistress when we happened to hear the pained cries of what we both knew was a sissy being spanked. Then, as we walked closer to investigate, we saw that it was Annabelle, with two sissies across her lap right in the middle of the mall, by the large ornate marble fountain centrepiece.

The crowd were absolutely loving the exhibition that was being put on for them, the sissies who were being ritually humiliated and punished in public?

Not so much.

And when she was done spanking the two of them, Annabelle ordered them to strip to their bras and panties and dance around in the water of the fountain. Again, another brilliantly humiliating punishment for them, and the sheer degradation that was on display had excited me too…

Which, of course, led to my Mistress punishing me, albeit back in the parking lot and in the comparative privacy of her large, blacked out SUV.

Since that day, I had always had a fascination for Annabelle Most, and now, with this turn of events, it looked like I was about to live out that fascination in the real world.

I wasn’t sure what would lie ahead for me over the next three weeks, but I knew for sure that it wouldn’t be comfortable, far from it.

“Now, don’t worry, sissy,” my Mistress said to me as she pulled up my panties, a perfectly frilly pink pair that were super-smooth and cut high on the thigh for extra femininity. “I’ve told Annabelle what a good sissy you are. So, as long as you don’t let me down, I can’t see there being too many problems.”

There was a mischievous, slightly conspiratorial look on her face and I knew then that I was about to enter a whole new world of sissy life.


CHAPTER TWO

As my Mistress dropped me off outside of the grand, and incredibly prestigious new apartment block where Annabelle lived, she patted me on my ass and gave me a spank for good luck.

I blushed as I noticed the doorman grinning at the sight of another sissy arriving at his building. I could only imagine the sights he must have seen with Annabelle bringing sissy after sissy back, each one probably red faced from one of her fearsome punishments.

“If you’ll follow me, Miss,” he said, his voice firm, neutral, but with a tiny hint of mocking in his eyes as he looked me up and down, my tight leggings showing only a small bulge at the front.

The interior of the building was impressive. Super sleek, very contemporary, the kind of thing that up until a couple of years ago would have looked like something out of a sci-fi movie set many years in the future.

I mean, seriously, a place like this must have cost Annabelle way more than five million dollars. But, as the heiress to a huge shipping fortune, plus having had an incredibly successful career with start-up investments herself, it was probably no more than loose change.

I felt my eyes widen as the concierge pressed the special Penthouse button on the elevator control panel. When I said five million, scratch that – it was probably more like twenty million.

I was feeling nervous now.

My heart was beating hard and fast.

I also felt super-intimidated by the concierge, his tall, wide frame was clearly very powerful, his large hands and strong legs drawing my gaze.

I had been trained to appreciate the male form. It was a good way of reminding me that I wasn’t really a man, I was a feminized sissy beta…

Well, looking at the concierge certainly reinforced that.

“So, how flexible are you?” he said, making me flush red with embarrassment. “I mean, those are yoga pants right? I figure you can at least get those legs behind your head?”

I didn’t know how to respond.

The way he was eying me up felt threatening, but also totally exciting at the same time. He had a real confidence bordering on arrogance to him, the kind of alpha male who is used to getting his own way and is comfortable in his own body.

“Cat got your tongue?” he laughed.

He stepped towards me and just as he was placing his hands on my shoulders, the door pinged.

“Maybe next time,” the concierge laughed, guiding me out of the door and leaving me to my fate.

We had arrived at Annabelle’s penthouse.

I was saved.

Or was I?


CHAPTER THREE

“Strip!” Annabelle said, her voice clear, crisp and full of menace. “Don’t make me repeat myself!”

I wasted no time, having been told by my Mistress that Annabelle was a stickler for following instructions to the letter.

“Oh dear, that’s an absolutely pathetic little dick,” she laughed. “Now, on all fours and over to my feet. Double-time, piggy!”

I got down on all fours and crawled over to her, placing my faceup against her feet.

“Now, greet your new Mistress properly and sniff my feet,” she said, raising and spreading her toes as I sniffed all over her foot, making sure to make my inhalations heard.

My adrenalin was kicking in. I had never experienced quite this level of intensity before, and it was maybe this that led to me making my first mistake.

Without being told to do so, I kissed her big toe, something about the perfectly manicured red gloss proving too much to resist.

“How dare you?” Annabelle bellowed, immediately kicking me away and then grabbing me by my hair and practically dragging me along the perfectly smooth, shiny floor of her magnificent apartment. “I did not tell you to kiss my toe. You must be punished.”

I couldn’t believe it.

Such a foolish mistake.

I mean, I was still a new-ish sissy, but I really should have remembered my training from my Mistress.

Well, it was too late now, Annabelle was angry and I was about to face the consequences.


CHAPTER FOUR

I was hauled over her lap and found my ass cheeks being spanked harder and faster than I had ever experienced. I cried out in pain but it was to no avail.

There would be no mercy for me.

“We’ve got three weeks together and I can see that your training seems to have eluded you today,” she said, continuing the beating. “We’ll get these cute little sissy cheeks nice and red now and then we’ll move on. Now, say thank you Miss Annabelle after each spank.”

I did as I was told.

I had no other choice.

As she was spanking me, I could feel the strength in her hand, but also the lean, muscular power in her legs too. In fact, in the blur of what had happened, I had kind of not taken in fully just how incredibly beautiful she was.

I mean, I knew already from the incident back at the mall, but up close and personal and it was a whole other level. Her face was a classic beauty, an Angeline Jolie type combination of sultry sexiness and vintage beauty.

Her tight, toned body was full of femininity too, her breasts prominent underneath her expensive shirt, her long legs and ass to die for looking incredible in her retro-funky jeans.

“Now, enough of that for a moment,” Annabelle said, satisfied, or so it seemed, that I had taken enough punishment. “Up on your feet and let me inspect this little clitty.”

I stood up, my ass cheeks feeling like they were on fire, the temptation being to try to soothe them, but my training kicking in and my hands going on top of my head to allow Annabelle full access to my body.

“This is so small it’s almost cute,” Annabelle teased, holding her phone out and taking pictures of my dick, the thrill of being objectified and humiliated making it twitch a little in excitement. “Ah, I see you like it. Well, don’t worry, there’s plenty more humiliation coming your way.”

Then, in a swift movement, she grabbed my arms, twisted it around my back and pushed me towards the large glass wall that looked out over the city.

“I don’t recall saying you could let that little maggot get hard though," she scowled. “Another rule broken. Time for something a little harder, I think.”

What followed was a series of hard, stinging swats from her paddle, her joy as I struggled to contain myself was evident. If anything, it simply made her hit me harder and harder, pushing me right to the edge and all the while I held my hands against the glass, my paddling on display for the entire city.

I wondered if anyone was looking up.

If they were, they would have seen a sissy taking a long, hard paddling, my stiffening dick now totally flaccid again from the sheer pain of what I was experiencing.

“Stop your crying out, this ends when I say it does,” Annabelle roared, really letting rip with the paddle, my cheeks shuddering with each spank. “Now, stand there and do not move a single muscle you stupid little wimp.”

I knew better than to disobey her.

Within moments though, I was moaning again, but this time more in pleasure.

“That’s it, you relax that little booty-hole and let my plug in there,” Annabelle purred, stuffing her lubed buttplug into my ass. “I see you have been trained well to take things in here, I’ll definitely make a note of that, you can bet on it.”

I pushed back on the plug, just to make sure it was full in and received a pat of encouragement from Annabelle.

“Good, well done sissy,” she said, “Now it’s time to get you in some new panties.”

Wait, what?

Panties over a plug?

“Now these are an extra slutty pair, that I am sure you will appreciate,” she said, smiling as she held up the panties, crotchless with a cut-out hole over the ass hole too. “Perfect for a sissy in training like you, don’t you agree?”

“Yes, Miss,” I replied, struggling to contain my excitement. “Miss, I’m sorry, I think I might be…”

“Yes?” she replied, arching her perfectly shaped eyebrow.

“I think my clitty might be getting hard again,” I said, struggling to maintain eye contact.

Miss Annabelle simply laughed and gave my clitty a slap as she pulled the panties up. Then, as if he had been waiting in anticipation all this time, ready for his cue, the concierge walked in.

“You may present your lovely thick dick for sissy,” Annabelle said, smiling and standing next to me as the concierge approached, already unzipping his pants.

His dick slapped against my face as it fell out of his perfectly pressed trousers. It was meaty, thick, long and very hard.

“Now, sissy, show me how well you swallow,” Annabelle said, her hand gripping my ear and pushing me closer to his dick.

His dick was difficult to take all the way, and I gagged and choked a little as it touched the back of my throat. The concierge did not care though and soon enough he was face-fucking me hard and fast, moving his dick into every corner of my mouth, pushing my cheeks out and working up the spit and saliva in my mouth so much it was leaking out the sides.

“Don’t show any mercy, use the sissy bitch as your fleshlight,” Annabelle said, towering above me, sounding as imperious as she looked.

Before I knew it, he was pulling his dick out and shooting his hot, salty cum into my open mouth, my tongue outstretched and ready to catch any that didn’t go right in.

“Oh well, sissy, it looks like I may have underestimated you,” Annabelle said as she watched me swallow the concierge’s cum. “Now it’s time I think for me to let you have your introductory treat.”

With that, Annabelle removed her top and stood there in a perfect push-up bra, her perky yet large breasts on display.

“Look at these, look at these breasts and imagine what you’d do if you touched them,” she said, laughing and beckoning the concierge to squeeze them. “These are for alpha hands only, little piggy losers like you can only dream of these. You wouldn’t know what to do, would you? That’s it, let that clitty go hard, let it cum, make that stupid little sissy mess for me, your Mistress.”

That was enough, the sheer excitement of seeing her breasts being fondled by a strong man, the very same alpha who had just cum in my mouth and on my face, was too much.

The humiliation of her words, too, it was simply too stimulating for me and I felt myself cum, my sissy splooge shooting out of my dick and onto her floor, the feeling of the buttplug stretching and resting in my ass just adding to the strength of my sissygasm.

Annabelle laughed and pointed at my cum as it lay on her polished, super-expensive floor.

“Every drop,” she said, firmly but with a look of pure satisfaction on her face as I got on my hands and knees and sucked and slurped my own cum up, my mind in a bit of a daze at what had been an intense, painful, very degrading, but incredibly stimulating first encounter with my, albeit temporary, new Mistress.

I knew that there would in all certainty be many more punishments to come over the course of the next three weeks. And to be honest, I figured they would get more and more painful.

After all, it definitely seemed liked this first situation was a test to see what I could deal with.

My inability to take instructions had not gone down well.

And neither had my arousal – without permission – either.

But on the other hand, I had taken the buttplug to her satisfaction, and my performance in sucking alpha dick had gone down well. Certainly well enough to earn my reward.

What would happen next?

I didn’t know, but all I knew what that right now I was being commanded to follow Annabelle, the taste of another man’s cum in my mouth intermingling with my own cum, as she walked over towards her kitchen, and a fruit bowl that contained some very yellow, and more importantly perhaps, very large bananas.

“Hungry sissy?” she laughed, holding up a huge banana. “Let’s play.”
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CHAPTER ONE

Miss Jennifer had told me to meet her on campus, which in and of itself was enough to make me feel mighty nervous.

I had been her sissy for a couple of months now, having been bought at auction from the Sissy Parade, fresh out of sissy college. I had felt proud to go to such a distinguished woman.

Academic leader.

Former Olympic swimmer.

Globally published author and intellectual.

Yeah, you could certainly say that she had achieved a lot in her life. And she was still only forty two. But, don’t get me wrong, she could easily have passed for being in her twenties. Her athletic background, and the simple basic fact of incredible genes, meant that she was as strikingly attractive today as she had ever been.

Trust me, she turned heads.

So, even though I was only her sissy and of course never got to engage in any kind of sexual activity with her, it was still a thrill to be around her. Of course, she would use my body for her pleasure, but that mostly involved roughly riding my face with her perfect, tight, wet vagina or smothering me with her strong, impeccably round ass.

Anyway.

That day, when I was actually just finishing my spin class at the gym, I received the message from her, telling me to meet her at her office on campus. I could tell by the tone of her message that she was in a playful, relaxed mood – which was good as to be honest after the intensity of the spin class, the last thing I needed was to do anything strenuous.

But that’s when things changed…

The first message from Jennifer was swiftly followed up with another, and it went like this:

Actually, sissy, slight change of plan. Meet me by the football field. Wear your cheerleader outfit. It’s about time we took it for a test-drive. Oh, and I hope you have been doing your extra squats this morning at the gym, I want that tushy looking nice and perky… as I’m sure some of the jocks do too. Do not be late. Miss J XoXo.

I could feel my heart miss a beat.

This sounded ominous, very ominous indeed. Just as I was about to hit the shower post-spin, I realised that I should now probably hit the floor again and do an extra squat session. Just in case my booty wasn’t just right and at Jennifer’s exacting standards.

So, even in my bright pink and ultra-tight spin-leggings, I began to go through my squat exercises right there on the open gym, right by the mirrors to check my form… and keep an eye out for all the glances from the big, strong, gym men as they leered and ogled me in between sets.

This was my life as a sissy, and I was some way to getting used to it, enjoying it even. But right now, all that was on my mind was following Jennifer’s orders and making sure I arrived at the football field on time, and looking on point too.


CHAPTER TWO

I tried to shower and dry as quickly as I possibly could, knowing full well that time was against me if I was to get ready, go back home, then get across to campus in time.

I mean, I didn’t want to consider the consequences if I was late. It could be a public spanking, definitely some verbal admonishment loud enough for passers by to hear.

Plus, there was the fact that I simply did not want to let Miss Jennifer down. She wanted me there at a certain time for a reason, and it was my duty as her submissive sissy to follow her oders to the absolute letter.

So, with that in mind, I braved the communal shower area, my wimpy, feminine, shaven body a contrast to the big, muscular men who were all striding around confidently, their big dicks swinging and every sinew of their taught, lean bodies a total demonstration of the superior alpha male form.

I knew I was getting some looks from them as I lathered up and showered, my soap body with its pert, squat-tastic booty and of course the thin strip of pubic hair above my little sissy clit.

I must have looked like I was in the wrong changing area!

Anyway. I managed to get washed without too much trouble and then dried and back in to my car and back to my place. There, I changed into the cheerleader outfit that was bright blue with yellow trim, the short pleated skirt barely covering my tight yellow official college panties.

I felt ridiculous, which I guess was the default feeling for a sissy.

Maybe I would never get used to it, who knows? But I also knew that it wasn’t up to me to be thinking these thoughts. Quite simply, I would wear what Mistress commanded. And I would do so without complaint or hesitation.


CHAPTER THREE

Miss Jennifer tapped her watch in a dramatic and mocking way as I approached her. I thought I was on time, but the shaking of her head from side to side told me otherwise.

“Dear me, what am I to do with you?” she said, her voice scolding me. “You’re late. Well, you’re lucky I don’t just hike that skirt up and yank those panties down right here and now, but we’re due over in the clubhouse shortly so there’s no time for that. Don’t think I won’t remember your tardiness however.”

“Yes, Miss,” I said, my head bowed as I followed her.

I knew of course that she would never forget a transgression like that. She never did. But, right here and now, I was simply happy to be with her, albeit somewhat tardy.

We walked across the football pitch, some of the senior squad doing a final run through of some practice drills in anticipation of the big game this evening.

“Now that’s what a real man can do,” Jennifer said, pointing over to a huge footballer as he sailed through the air to catch a high ball, his powerful legs and strong arms on display as he trained in a small training t-shirt and even smaller short. “He wouldn’t be late, now would he?”

“No, Miss,” I replied, knowing full well that a single wrong-step here could lead to some terribly humiliating consequences.

I could see the various football players all checking out Jennifer as she strode confidently across the pitch. They all knew her, in fact everyone on campus did.

Of course, they probably all knew I was her sissy too.

Now though, as we reached the clubhouse, I was about to find out the real reason for this meeting.


CHAPTER FOUR

The room was full of the major players on campus. All female of course. Each one of them was there with their feminized sissy boi in tow, too.

All of the sissies were dressed like me in their cheerleader outfits. I could see several of them had just received spankings and were currently cooling off with their reddened ass cheeks on display over in the corner.

Maybe they had been late for their mistresses too?

“So, what do you think? Do you like to be surrounded by your fellow members of the sissy cheer squad?” Jennifer laughed, pushing me down to the floor and beckoning me to follow her as she approached a woman I didn’t recognise over on the other side of the room.

What was going on here?

I mean, beyond the obvious.

I remained on all fours by Jennifer’s feet and listen as she spoke to this woman, herself an incredibly impressive looking lady. Tall, strong, sleek, and definitely from the sporting world if her toned, yet muscular calves were anything to go by.

“Okay, sissies all in a line, now,” the woman said. “My name’s coach Peters, you will address me as Miss Peters or Mistress. And today you will be trying out for my newly formed siss cheer squad. This is your chance to represent this fine institution and to make a valuable contribution in aiding the success of the football team.”

Wait, what?

Was she for real?

Either way, I didn’t have time to think, unless I wanted to be singled out and face the consequences. So, like an obedient sissy, I got in line next to the others and waited.

Miss Peters then proceeded to walk up and down the line, eyeing each of us up, taking us in and making mental assessments of us, her criteria unknown but the look on her face telling every single person in the room that she meant business.

I caught a glance of Jennifer standing with the other women, and she gave me a firm but loving look that acted as a motivation to not let her down.

I smiled back.

A mistake.

“You, step out of line, this second,” miss Peters said to me. “Why did you divert your attention? I said stare straight ahead, did I not?”

“Um, yes, sorry Miss Peters,” I stuttered, taken aback by the ferocity of her voice and the intimidation I felt by standing so close to her, and on display in front of a large group of Mistresses and other sissies too. “Please, I apologise, it won’t happen again.”

“Not good enough,” she said. “Sissies, strip this little bitch, right this second. Naked. And pass her panties to me.”

What followed next was a total blur, the sissies clearly wanting to impress the coach as they grabbed and pulled on me, taking my clothes off, showing no mercy toa fellow sissy.

I could see that this was even exciting some of them, their stiff little sissy dicks pressing up against me through their skirts and panties as they jostled and pulled on me until I was totally naked.

“A suitably small pair for such a little-cocked loser,” Coach Peters laughed, holding my panties up before my face before stuffing them in my mouth. “Sissies, push her to her knees, take your little clitties out, and shower her with your cummies. Now!”

I couldn’t believe what was happening.

This was way beyond what I had ever experienced, but there was no way I was going to show any lack of respect for Coach Peters, or to Miss Jennifer either.

I just had to take it.

It wasn’t long at all before my face was being coated in sissy cum, the excitable sissies no doubt relishing the opportunity to wank their little dicks all over another sissy.

I would have been the same in their position in all likelihood.

“Good, good, really get it up in her hair too,” Peters said. “Now, pick her up and we’ll take a trip down to the showers. It should be just in time to catch the team and introduce ourselves to them.”

Oh no.

I couldn’t believe what was happening.

It would have been bad enough if I was one of the other sissies, but to be the one covered in cum, naked, and with my own panties sin my mouth, well that was just too much.

A huge cheer filled the room as we entered. The jocks, either naked or in their tiny jockstraps came to a halt as Coach Peters and the sissy squad entered.

I was thrust to the front and made to remain on all fours, while the rest of the sissies were allocated a team member who would be their personal owner on matchdays during the season.

“Now this one, the cum covered little slut you see on the floor,” Miss Peters said, “she will be the team sissy. That means she belongs to all of you. At any time, provided it works with her mistress.”

“Absolutely,” Miss Jennifer said. “We’ve got a great chance of the championship this season, so I am happy to let my sissy be of as much use as she can be.”

“So, have a go with her! See what she can do!” Miss Peters said, taking a step back and watching as a group of three or four of the star players surrounded me and placed their dicks in my hands, my mouth, and dangerously close to my ass hole too.

Soon enough, I was wanking and sucking the dicks, trying my best to keep up with their demands, working them up into a frenzy until the exploded all over me, covering my with a whole new layer of sticky, thick, albeit fare more masculine cum.

As I looked around, I could see the other sissies were busy pleasuring their studs, some of them still in their cheerleader outfits but others down to their panties.

It was quite a sight.

Honestly, the kind of sight I had fantasised about for many years, but never actually thought I would be able to be a part of in real life. But here I was, now being picked up and slung over the shoulders of the team captain as he took me into the captain’s shower room.

He spanked and slapped my ass as he walked, then set me down and turned on the water, the hot shower blasting the cum off me and giving me a moment’s respite at least.

“Now it’s time to see what your booty can do,” he said, his square jaw and perfect smile both at once Hollywood handsome and ruggedly down to earth. “Twerk that little booty for me, make those cheeks shake.”

I did as I was told, feeling like a down and dirty lap-dancer as I gyrated and danced under the hot water, the size of his dick growing exponentially, a sure sign that he liked what he saw.

I looked across and saw Miss Jennifer standing at the door.

Wait, was she…

Undressing?

Then, a most spectacular sight, I saw her totally naked, walking over and taking a seat next to the captain, gripping his dick and masturbating it as I continued to twerk and jiggle my sissy ass for their amusement and no doubt their pleasure too.

I was hard myself, my sissy dick throbbing with excitement as they pulled me over and sat me across their lap.

“Sissy, cum for us,” Jennifer said, pulling on my nipples as the captain pumped on his own dick, watching me intensely, waiting for me to make my cummies. “That’s it, harder, harder, faster, make that sissy clitty go pee-pee.”

I came all over myself, blushing hard as I saw the look of desire and amusement on the big jock’s face.

“Well, I certainly think this is an arrangement that will work out well for all,” Jennifer said, pushing me off her lap and sitting on the captain’s hard dick, moaning as she took his full cock inside her perfect cunt. “Now watch how a real woman rides a big dick, sissy. I want you to take mental notes, because believe me this is what I want to see you and your boi-pussy doing before too long. Got it?”

I nodded and watched transfixed, this magnificent woman showing me the way forward as she rode and rode him until both were satisfied.

This was going to be one hell of a season.
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CHAPTER ONE

Everything went up a level when we got married.

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

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

And if I couldn’t?

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

So, what changed when we got married?

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER TWO

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I just couldn’t help it.

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

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

Reality can be harsh, and painful.

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER THREE

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

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

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

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

Soon enough it was our turn to hit the course.

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

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

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

I felt myself blush a little.

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER FOUR

I just couldn’t believe what was happening.

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

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

“Yes, Miss, sorry Miss,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

At this point it all made sense.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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