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CHAPTER ONE

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

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

But…

There’s always a but.

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

We’re talking serious money here.

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

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

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

I had to earn my money… as a sissy.

CHAPTER TWO

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

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

Anyway.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I did as she commanded.

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

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

The rough with the smooth.

This was my life.

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

CHAPTER THREE

Samantha decided to stay over the night.

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

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

She knew I secretly loved nothing more than exposing myself.

Shaming myself.

Doing the sluttiest things and risking being seen…

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

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

Could I go through with being a street sissy?

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

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

Samantha smiled.

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


CHAPTER FOUR

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

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

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

“Yes Miss,” I replied.

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

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

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

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

Least of all a beta wimp like me…

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

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

Wait, what?

Was she being serious?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And laughing as I gasped in pain and shock…

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

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

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

The two women laughed and agreed it could be filmed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I felt utterly shamed.

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

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

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

“Yes Miss,” I replied, feebly.

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

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

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

Where it would lead, I had no idea.

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

But maybe that was actually the whole point?

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

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

Twerking in panties…

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

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

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

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

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

Anyway.

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

A perfect afternoon.

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

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

No, no, and definitely not.

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

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

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


CHAPTER TWO

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

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

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

She rolled her eyes.

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

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

“Urgh, fine,” she said. “Let’s go.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Sissies on their knees sucking dicks…

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

Sissies kissing other sissies…

What the hell was I meant to do now?

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

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

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

I did as I was told.

I followed her orders and awaited my fate.

CHAPTER THREE

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

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

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

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

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

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

I didn’t know how to answer.

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

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

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

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

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

CHAPTER FOUR

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I actually felt… proud.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

This was my life now.

It was relentless.

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER TWO

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was a tough call.

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

She had me.

I knew it.

She knew it.

I had to confess.


CHAPTER THREE

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

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

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

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

My relief was short lived.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then, a sudden realization hit me.

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

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

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


CHAPTER FOUR

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

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

But…

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

They were way ahead of me though.

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

Well, that was that then.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Bree laughed.

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

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

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

Jasmine kicked me and slapped my face as I hesitated.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I couldn’t deny it, it felt incredible.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Liked this story? Read More Like It In My TABOO SISSY HUSBANDS bundle by CLICKING HERE NOW!

MESSAGE FROM TINA & PREVIEW

Thank you for reading and I hope you had fun. I really love writing these deliciously dirty stories, and I super appreciate your reviews and feedback.

Sign up HERE to my Newsletter and receive an Exclusive Free Story, plus notifications when new stories drop… Click Here Now!

You can check out my back catalogue of work over on my Amazon Author Page by CLICKING HERE. Give me a follow too, you’ll get updates and better recommendations for author cool authors too.

Why not try…

TABOO SISSY HUSBANDS (8 BOOKS + BONUS) – CLICK HERE NOW

Tina Majors presents you with Taboo Sissy Husbands, the 8 book collection of her Feminized Husbands series. The strict, cruel, yet highly sensual and loving wives are the kind of dominant women who love punishing, using, and degrading the submissive men they decide to break and then make their sissy slaves. Try not to blush as you read these stories, I bet you can't!

No taboo is off the table as these stories cover BDSM femdom, feminization, discipline, cuckolding, first time gay, CFNM, public humiliation, body worship, and lots more on top of that too.

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

ENSLAVED IN PANTIES (33 BOOKS) – CLICK HERE NOW

Tina Majors presents you with •33 books• and over 200,000 words of the most deliciously naughty, cruel, and dominant women punishing, using, and tormenting the submissive men they decide to make theirs. Try not to blush as you read these stories, I bet you can't!

No taboo is off the table as these stories cover BDSM femdom, feminization, discipline, first time gay, CFNM, public humiliation, body worship, and lots more on top of that too.

Click Inside to see the story titles. Purchased seperately, these books would cost over USD$98. So, what are you waiting for? I won't tell if you don't... PANTIES DOWN AND READ IT HERE NOW!

SWAPPED, SUBMISSIVE & USED (10 BOOKS) – CLICK HERE NOW

They've been SWAPPED into hot, curvy bimbos and now they must be SUBMISSIVE and USED...

This 10 book feminization transformation bundle contains the steamiest, naughtiest tales of body swap transformations that will make you blush hard. The newly gender swapped bimbos must please the dominant alpha men (and women too) by doing exactly as they are told or face some serious punishment and rough treatment. They will be played with and freely used in public, in private, and in groups too... anything goes for these submissive babes.

◆Look Inside to see the story titles◆ Purchased seperately these stories would cost $30USD and as a special treat there's an extra free bonus story too. CLICK HERE TO READ NOW…

ALSO…

Check out some of these bundles by my Perfect10 Books stablemate Tee Rise:

Why not also check out some of my Perfect10 Books co-writer Tee Rise’s big bundles…

FORBIDDEN MILK (12 STORIES) - CLICK HERE

DRINK MY MILK (30 Stories) – CLICK HERE

DESPERATE HUCOWS (40 stories) – CLICK HERE

TRAPPED WILD FUTAS (3 stories) – CLICK HERE

BEG FOR FUTA (11 stories) – CLICK HERE

OWNED BY NAUGHTY FUTAS (20 stories) – CLICK HERE

OEBPS/image_rsrcFP.jpg
BIGICITY. SISSIES





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




