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CHAPTER ONE

Things had been a bit different since we’d got married. Laura had always been the dominant one in our relationship. I mean, she was in charge of most of the couple-based decisions like our apartment, where we bought our food, that kind of thing.

Oh, and she was also in charge in the bedroom too… her satisfaction was very much the priority, and she had never been afraid to put me in my place and tell me where I was going wrong and making sure that she always went to sleep with at least one orgasm more than me.

But, since we’d been married things had moved up a gear, or several. She was now very much of the opinion that since we were legally a couple, our roles needed to be defined more clearly.

For the avoidance of doubt: my role was to serve her, to obey her, and to pretty much be the submissive partner in the relationship.

This was weird to take on board at first, and when she began to discipline me physically, it certainly took a lot of getting used to. Each spanking, especially to begin with, was as humiliating as it was degrading.

But, also, it kind of felt right too.

There was something about being put over her knee, my bare ass exposed, and having her spank and admonish me that just felt good, healing almost.

It didn’t stop at the spankings and the verbal tellings off either. No, now I was the submissive husband, only a single mistake away from an ass tanning, Laura decided that it was only right and correct that I wear more suitable clothes…

In the house this would mean I was always dressed in an outfit or clothes of her choice, invariably something female, revealing, and easy for her to lift or remove to dish out punishment when required.

So, in other words, cheerleader outfits, maid uniforms, and always a pair of women’s panties underneath too, just to compound my emasculation.

Of course, some days I would simply find myself wearing nothing at all…

When I wasn’t at home, I was always now in panties underneath my male clothes. Laura would delight in teasing me as we were out and about together, threatening to expose me, to out me as a panty wearing sissy husband.

She just loved holding that over me, delighting in my discomfort, but also fully aware that a large part of me was turned on by the whole thing too.

It was this combination of fear and arousal that ensured Laura retained full control. A control that I was soon to discover Laura would put to the test and push further than ever before.


CHAPTER TWO

“Today, we are going to Annabelle’s, the Italian place over on the other side of the Grand Park,” Laura said, walking back into the bedroom from the bathroom. “We’ll be meeting the girls there. I don’t think they’ll be bringing their husbands so you’ll be the only… man.”

Laura giggled.

The sight of me, naked and on my knees, my dick tucked between my legs and a thin strip of pubic hair freshly shaved wasn’t exactly manly, to say the least.

“I think we’ll put you in a very small pair of panties, a thong for certain, maybe a micro-thong,” Laura said, looking me up and down, her majestic body, naked, incredibly impressive and perfectly toned. “Then a small pair of shorts to show off your shaved legs!”

“But, Laura,” I pleaded. “Can we, just, not do anything to draw attention to…”

“To what?” Laura said, visibly loving my discomfort. “No, didn’t think so. Well, either way, I don’t care what you think. And you, being an obedient husband, know full well that you don’t get a say either, unless I ask you opinion. Which I am most definitely not. God, you’re actually lucky I don’t give you a spanking right here and now and then send you out to the corridor to stand in the corridor for ten minutes!”

“I’m sorry, Laura,” I said, my head bowed, realising my mistake. “Any choice you make will be perfect, of course.”

“Good,” she replied, a sly grin on her face. “Now, crawl over here and give each of my ass cheeks a kiss as a way of saying sorry and showing me how much you worship me.”

I did as I was told, planting a soft kiss on each of her majestic ass cheeks. I could feel my dick harden between my legs as I did this, but desperately tried to stop it from popping out, for fear of any kind of reprisal from Laura. I was only allowed to get an erection when she commanded one, and with the mood she appeared to be in, I really didn’t want to provoke her any more than I already had done.

“Don’t worry, I won’t ask to see what’s going on with that little maggot between your legs,” Laura laughed, playfully kicking and pushing my body with her perfectly fragrant and pedicured feet. “I think we both know just how much my body excites you, but I’m feeling kind right now. I won’t ask you to humiliate yourself by exposing that useless little thing you used to call a dick.”

“Thank you, Laura,” I replied, blushing.

“So, remind me, what do you call it now?” she laughed, her eyes mocking me as she looked me up and down. “What do you call that thing?”

“My sissy clitty,” I said, spluttering. “Or sometime my silly stiffy.”

“Yes, that’s it,” she said. “Well, we’ve got a lot of names for it. Each one more humiliating than the last. Perhaps over dinner you can recite them all for my friends?”

Laura laughed, loving the fact that she knew I couldn’t say anything to the contrary, even an attempt to go against her words here would be come down on hard. As always, she had me just where she wanted me.

And I knew it all too well.


CHAPTER THREE

The weather was nice and we had a bit of time to spare, so Laura decided that we would take a walk through the park to get over to the restaurant.

I was happy to walk with her. I knew that even though she might be a little loose with her words, I wasn’t going to be punished when we were out in public. That wasn’t to say that any transgressions wouldn’t be punished and dealt with later, but at least for now I knew I was safe.

“So, hubbie, are you happy with how things are working out?” Laura asked, a kind but firm tone in her voice. “I mean, since we made the post-marriage adjustments?”

“Yes, I am, Laura,” I replied. “Thank you.”

“Oh, come on,” Laura said. “You don’t need to be afraid. Answer honestly, tell me how you feel. I love you now more than ever, you know that right?”

Her words felt good. I mean, I knew she loved me but to hear her say it so openly and honestly felt great. It made me relax too.

“Yeah, I know,” I replied. “I mean, sometimes it’s difficult and can be intense. But, I figure that’s just because I’m still getting used to it. Overall, I definitely think it’s working out well this way. I mean, I’m less stressed and knowing that my focus is on pleasing you and taking your instruction is actually really freeing. You know?”

Laura smiled and put her hand around my waist as we walked.

“I know, that’s how I feel,” she said. “Female led marriage is something that I really do think works especially well. I mean, sure I have to be a bit mean with you, put you in your place, but ultimately I think it’s what men, especially men like you, need. It doesn’t mean I don’t love you, quite the total opposite in fact.”

To hear Laura speak like this was really great. It made me feel so grateful to be married to her, to have her in my life, guiding us both. I was happier than I had ever been and the straight up truth of the matter was that for the vast part I owed that entirely to Laura. It made me want to do anything to please her, to make her feel proud of me and to ensure that I did my very best to ensure I was the perfect beta husband.

Laura gave my ass a cheeky little spank.

“Good boy, that’s a good little hubbie,” she laughed. “You never know, keep on pleasing me and you might get a little… treat… later.”

CHAPTER FOUR

We were part of a pretty big group so Laura had managed to secure the slightly secluded large corner table at the back of the restaurant. I was sitting next to Laura and with her BFF Michelle next to me on the other side.

The other women in the group were all in good spirits as the glasses of prosecco cocktails went down quickly, one after the other.

“So, ladies,” Laura said. “How do we think that my little hubbie is coping with being the only male in a group of rowdy females?”

The women laughed, and I blushed at being referred to as ‘little hubbie.”

“Oh look, he’s shy!” Michelle said, squeezing my cheek and making a big display of shaking her substantial chest in my face. “Laura, I think I’ve made it worse! He’s bright red!”

The women laughed even more and I looked to Laura for some help. Instead of sympathy though, she simply laughed along.

“You ladies want to know something else?” Laura said, an devilish tone in her voice. “You know those… changes… I’ve been talking about? Well, we actually went and applied them and it’s working out a treat.”

Wait, what?

Her friends knew about the details of our marriage?

I was mortified and my first instinct was to simply get up and run. But even the slightest thought of that was put to an end as both Laura and Michelle simultaneously placed their hands on my upper thighs, pressing my ass firmly to the seat.

“Was he about to run?” Michelle said, arching her eyebrow and smirking at my obvious discomfort. “Doesn’t that warrant… a firm reprimand, or punishment, or whatever it is you do? Laura, I think we need to see a demonstration of just how you keep this naughty little geek in check.”

“I think you’re right,” Laura said. “Just pull that curtain around a little.”

Michelle got up and pulled the privacy curtain around our table, making us ore or less – but not entirely – out of sight for the rest of the restaurant.

“Up on the table, hands on your head,” Laura said to me.

I hesitated slightly and that was enough to make her grab me by my ear and begin lifting me up, much to the hilarity of her friends.

“Up you go you little idiot,” she said. “This is what happens, no use squealing now, you should have got up without a second’s pause. Now, ladies. I’m going to unbutton his shorts and he’s going to wriggle his little hips until his shorts are around his ankles.”             

I knew I had to do it.

I also knew that this was a big deal for Laura in front of her friends. Despite my total and complete humiliation, my mind cast back to our walk through the park, and what Laura had said. I had no choice.

The women laughed as I shook my shorts down, revealing the sight of my micro-thong, my dick somehow still stuffed inside the tiny piece of material at the front.

I was made to twirl and spin around for them, their hands reaching over and grabbing at my crotch and ass as I presented my body to them for their amusement.

“I think this little sissy enjoys it, Laura,” Michelle said, pulling back and pinging the waistband of my thong, causing me to whimper in pleasure and pain. “He’s such a little wimp, isn’t he. But this has improved your marriage?”

“Oh, yeah, one hundred percent,” Laura said. “And I did say I would give him a little treat if he behaved. So, my obedient little sissy. Your treat is that you may lower your panties and show off your little sissy stick and trimmed pubic area to my good friends. Go on, pull those panties down and show my friends what a perfectly feminine little husband you have become.”

I couldn’t believe I was doing it.

But, as my hands pulled my panties down, I felt a sense of total release, of freedom, it was like exposing my true sissy husband self to Laura’s friends was something that I deep down had craved for so long.

As my rock hard dick sprung out, I felt a deep sense of shame and excitement at the sight of her powerful, beautiful friends laughing and pointing at my less than impressive size. They were titillated by my thin landing-strip pubic hair too, and before long I was squatting down and twerking for them, allowing them to mock me, objectify me, and do with me as they pleased.

“Laura, please, I think I’m going to…” I pleaded, my heart racing, my dick at bursting point. “Do you give me permission?”

Laura spat on her hand and then slapped my dick up and down with her smooth, wet palm, making me cum within seconds. Michelle was holding small side-plate out and managed to catch most of my sissy cum, much to everyone’s delight.

“Look, the sissy has made a perfect mess!” Michelle said, holding and showing the cum covered plate to everyone. “Laura, does he want to eat it?”

“Want to? I don’t know about that,” Laura said. “But he absolutely will do. Sissy, lick up that beta cum. Go on, do it now.”

With the women watching expectantly, I did as I was told and, naked and on display, I lapped up every last drop of my cum from the plate.

Laura smiled at me, a look of pleasure, control, but also of love.

I wasn’t the perfect submissive husband yet, I knew that. There was plenty of room for improvement and for me to push myself harder. Laura knew that too, but she was proud of the steps I was taking. Later that evening, after my weekend maintenance spanking, she gently massaged my reddened cheeks and told me how well I had done at the restaurant.

“Honestly, I was just so proud of you,” she said, rubbing in some soothingly cold cream into my throbbing ass cheeks. “My friends all left thinking that they might put their husbands into female led relationships too. Your obedience and willingness to degrade yourself helped make that happen. You should be proud of yourself. But, don’t go getting cocky on me! You’ve got a long way to go, we both have. I want to make this the happiest marriage possible, and I know if we’re going to get to that we need to keep on working, experimenting and pushing boundaries.”             

“Yes, Laura, thank you, I totally agree,” I replied.

“Well, don’t worry,” she said, her classic hint of mischief back in her voice. “I’ve got some plans in place that we’ll be looking at implementing pretty, pretty soon. Don’t you worry about that.”
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CHAPTER ONE

Laura burst into laughter as I shook my erect dick from side to side, my panties round my ankles and another pair of panties stuffed in my mouth.

“Okay, that’s enough,” she giggled. “By the looks of things you’re getting way too excited!”

She was right.

Despite the fact that I was humiliating myself in the large window of our twentieth floor hotel room, I was actually getting a real kick out of it too. There was something about being a panty wearing husband, totally at the mercy of my loving – if sometimes very cruel wife, that was just irresistible.

I stepped down from the small stool and took my place at her feet, kissing each foot in turn and then awaiting further instruction. My ass was naked, poniting straight up, and my hard dick was pressing into the luxurious carpet beneath.

“Don’t even think about making a mess into that carpet,” she said, kicking me away from her with her feet and standing up. “Now, my silly little husband, you know that I have an important meeting today. So, can I trust you to not be too naughty in the hotel while I am out?”

“Yes, of course,” I said, now kneeling, my stiff dick still hard. “I won’t let you down, Laura.”

Laura smiled, her perfectly seductive matching bra and panties now being covered up by her expensively tailored pant suit. Our female led marriage was progressing well, and I honestly felt like it was a privilege to be able to see her in her underwear, even if my ability to even touch her was dictated entirely by her.

We had travelled across from the West Coast and were here for her to push through on a deal for her business. It was a pretty big deal in truth, and if she was able to get it over the line, which I really trusted that she could, then it would be a bit of a game changer.

I mean, she was already very successful in business, don’t get me wrong for a second. But this was another level, this deal would push her into a different stratosphere, the kind of money that people retire off, should they choose. Laura had too much ambition for that though, her plans were bigger, far wider reaching.

I was happy to just play my part by being the most obedient, submissive husband I could be. I was there to follow her orders, offer my service to her in any way that she chose, and even sometimes be there like a punch bag, ready to be punished and teased when she needed a good bit of stress relief.

It worked for us, and it seemed like the more we got into the swing of it, the bigger and better Laura’s career became.

“Good little sissy,” Laura said, patting me on the head. “Now, I’m going to leave you a couple of dollars. Enough for a coffee or a small snack. I want you in those new lime green panties, the ones with the super high-cut on the waist. Oh, and a bra too, the matching lime green one. Very slutty. You can wear a white t-shirt, your tight fawn coloured chino shorts, and maybe your cute little jacket. Got it? Good. I’ll call you when I’m done with my meeting and we can meet up to… celebrate.”

“Yes, perfect,” I said. “Laura, I know you don’t need me to say this, but you’ve got this. You’ll blow them away, I know it.”

Laura smiled and squatted down to my level. Placing her perfectly plump lips on mine, she kissed me. the love between us was strong, as was the physical connection.

“Ooops, looks like your little maggot is getting excited again!” she laughed, flicking her fingers against my hardening dick. “Now, you make sure you’re a good little hubbie when I’m away and remember… if you are naughty, or even consider being naughty, I want a full confession ready for me on my return. No excuses. Don’t make me beat it out of you.”

And with that, she got up and walked out.

I had a free morning, but first I had to get dressed.


CHAPTER TWO

After Laura left, I wasted little time in showering, shaving, and getting into my panties and bra. There was something so thrilling, a feeling that never got old, about putting on women’s underwear.

Especially when it had been selected by Laura.

It just added to my sense of feeling submissive, under her control, the perfect feminine and obedient husband. I liked the fact I actually felt quite slutty in my panties and bra, an object for Laura to objectify and toy with as she pleased. Of course, she wasn’t in the room with me there and then, but as I pranced and twirled in front of the mirror, I imagined that she was there, giving me instructions, ordering me to squat down, to stick my ass out, to spread my legs wider.

There wasn’t a better feeling that being told what to do by my incredibly smart, ambitious, beautiful and not to mention assertive wife. She was the whole package.

Sure, the fact that she would sometimes put me over her lap for a long, hard spanking that would get me close to tears was something that I didn’t enjoy when it was happening. I would plead with her to stop… until the same point where I always simply gave in an accepted that she was doing it for my own good.

I was hers, and I trusted her to do what was right for me.

Even looking back on how she had humiliated and exposed me in front of her friends at the restaurant some weeks ago, I knew that her reasons for doing so were justified, and all added together into the bigger picture of what our relationship was driven by.

I respected her.

I feared her.

I loved and acknowledged her superiority.

Anyway, as I finally forced myself into putting my male clothes over my panties and bra, I decided that I would head down to the coffee spot across the road from the hotel and grab myself something to drink and possibly a light bite to eat too.

I knew that Laura would no doubt be absolutely smashing her business deal, but such was my desire to see her do well, I sent her as many positive vibes as I possibly could as I stood waiting for the elevator to take me to the lobby.

CHAPTER THREE

I walked over the road and into the coffee shop. It was a nice looking place, comfy seating, and had a very chill Latino music vibe going on too.

I placed my order and walked over to a spare seat with my iced latte. Taking my seat I checked my phone to see whether Laura had been in touch, hopefully with some great news. She hadn’t as of yet, but I figured that no news was good news. Also, it was still super early, so in all honesty it would have been unlikely.

The latte was decent, if not exactly spectacular. My mind began to drift and as I liked to do, I cast my eyes around the coffee shop, people watching and generally taking in the ambience and feel of the place.

There were couples having animated chats, people sitting quietly to read, some student type people sitting and discussing their large, scientific looking text books.

All pretty regular.

Suddenly though, I noticed that a large man was staring at me. He was dark skinned, African maybe, and had a big build on what seemed to be a very tall frame. I couldn’t day for sure because he was sitting down, but the length of his legs was certainly indicative of someone easily surpassing six foot.

But why was he staring at me?

I suddenly felt extremely self-conscious.

Then, panic struck. I couldn’t bring myself to look but I felt a cool breeze on my lower back, right by my waistline. Could it be that my panties were peeking out over the top?             

I didn’t know what to do.

If I looked, it would be humiliating. But, the thing was I wasn’t sure whether I had exposed myself or not. Totally panicked, I got up from my seat and began to walk out with my latter.

Putting my hand to my side, I felt that my waistband, all the lime green, thin material had indeed ridden up high. The man must have seen it…

Was he… interested in me?

Would have have bullied me if I had stayed? Maybe made me… be his little sissy?

To make matters worse, and literally sweating from panic, I had to wait at the door as a large group came in. One thing the wait did make me realise though was that as humiliated and degraded as I felt by the man’s leering eyes, I was also undeniably… excited.

With my dick throbbing inside my tiny panties, I finally made it out from the coffee shop and onto the street. I didn’t care where, I just had to start walking, just in case the big man followed me.

That was one fear.

The other was the thought that I would have to report all of this back to Laura.

Every last detail…


CHAPTER FOUR

It was good news from Laura. As expected, the deal was sealed. And on top of that, Laura actually managed to secure a further contract that would pretty much see a huge increase in revenue over the course of the next five years.

“You see, that’s the kind of wife you’re lucky enough to be married to,” she declared as we met back at the hotel room. “Now, tell me about your day, sweetie. Wait… I know that look. Have you been a nighty sissy?”

It was pointless trying to deny it.

Even if I wanted to, which I didn’t, it would have been foolish to try and hide the truth from Laura. She knew me too well. Too well by far. I explained to her what had happened at the coffee shop, how scared but also excited I had been by the man staring at my exposed panties.

Just as I finished, Laura simply smiled.

“Well, some things are just meant to be, I guess,” she said. “As it happens, one of the executives I was dealing with today just so happens to fit that description. Tall, dark, strong, very handsome. And, guess what, he’s actually on his way over here now. You see, as reward, for both of us, for me sealing this deal, I’m going to show you exactly what a real man looks like, a real alpha, and how and what a sissy should do in their presence. Sound interesting?”

“Yes, Miss,” I said, on my knees and at her feet, now stripped down to my panties.

“I always kind of suspected you would have these kinds of thoughts, especially as you so easily fell into my way of thinking with everything else,” Laura added. “Oh wait, he’s here.”

This was moving so quickly, but before I had even truly processed what was happening, there was a knock at the door and in walked Maxwell, and he was every inch as Laura described. Smartly dressed in a very well fitted suit, he looked like the complete alpha male.

I wasn’t able to look at him. Part out of humiliation, part out of shyness, but also because I was afraid he might just pick me up right there and then and fling me on the bed.

“Look, Maxwell, my husband is happy to see you,” she said, pointing at the small bulge at the front of my panties. “Go on, sissy, crawl over to Maxwell and say hello.”

As I knelt in front of him, I watched as Laura loosened his belt and pulled his pinstriped pants down, his mammoth bulge unbelievably prominent at the front of his bright white CK briefs.

I couldn’t help but open my mouth wide in shock and awe as Laura then pulled the briefs down to let his long, thick, and rock hard black cock spring out, brushing up my face as it shot up to the sky.

Laura laughed, as did Maxwell. They both seemed to find my bimbo-style reaction to his dick very amusing.

“Maxwell, you’ll be his first dick sucking experience, but don’t go too easy on him,” Laura said, rubbing and squeezing Maxwell’s large, muscular and perfectly round ass. “Fill him up, work him, make the little sissy take every inch.”

Maxwell did just that, and once my mouth was suitably opened to take his angry dick head, he eased the rest of his length in, not seeming to care when I choked a little. He was hard, he was an alpha, and me as his sissy slut, well I just had to live with whatever he wanted to do with me.

As we was thrusting his dick in and out of my mouth, I looked over to Laura who was sitting on the bed, her hands inside her panties, rubbing and swirling around, getting off on the sight of me, her loyal and devoted husband, swallowing another man’s dick and doing a pretty good job of it too.

“Maxwell, for his first time I want you to cum in his mouth,” Laura purred, struggling to stop herself from cumming. “Sissy, you make sure you drink down every single drop. But when he squirts, you hold it in your mouth until I say swallow.”

I nodded and spluttered a ‘yes’ in confirmation that I would follow my wife’s orders to the letter.

Maxwell then pumped harder and faster, using my face like his own private fleshlight, until his body and especially his ass (which I had both of my hands firmly gripped on by this point) tensed up and allowed his dick to shoot what felt like wave after wave of hot cum into my mouth.

It felt incredible, and as I knelt there with my mouth open and full of cum, I watched as Laura wanked and fingered herself into a frenzy at the sight of me, building and building…

“Swallow it! Swallow it all you little slut!” she cried out, cumming, her lower half spasming in delight as she watched me swallow my mouthful of black dick semen.

I had become a dick sucking sissy husband, there was no turning back now. But, it was what Laura wanted – and she also knew fully how much this had been on my mind for some time. The secret fantasies, the sissy husband desires. So, as much as it was for her to stamp her ultimate authority on me, and to show her control, it was also something that could only strengthen our relationship.

“Mmmmm, that was great,” Laura said, watching as Maxwell walked towards the shower, his powerful, dark body a sight to behold. “You did brilliantly. You see, you don’t need to be scared of big dicks. If anything, you should see them as a special reward. A way to celebrate me doing something well or succeeding in moving us towards our life goals. Agreed?”

She patted me on the head as we lay back on the bed together. It wasn’t a question, it was a statement of fact. What would happen for the rest of the trip here?

Well, we had the hotel for another two nights…
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CHAPTER FIVE

-TO COME-

‘Show me, show me exactly what you are,’ She said. ‘You’ve got three seconds or I’ll rip them down myself and march you right out of this cubicle and across the shop floor to the security guards.’

I knew I had to do it now, I was all out of options. Not that I ever really had any in truth, but the starkness of the situation was clear and evident to me. And, again, despite knowing that I could possibly make a run for it, there was just something stopping me. It was like I knew this was right, that what appeared to be playing out here was destiny.

‘Well, well, well, hello sissy boy,’ She said as I pulled my trousers down to my ankles and stepped out of them, quickly covering up my panty-clad crotch. ‘No, no, no, sissies don’t cover themselves up in front of their Mistress. Move those hands right this second!’

I hesitated and before I knew what was happening, Tabitha was slapping my hands away, before then delivering a slap right across my face, shocking me into obedience.

‘Rule number one, you never, ever disobey your Mistress,’ She said, pushing me back against the wall and placing her knee up against my crotch, making me aware of her threat. ‘So, it looks like we’ll have to begin your training very much from square one. Hold still.’

‘Well, I can see from your wimpy body that you’re definitely not an alpha male,’ She said, running her hand over my chest, stopping at my nipples and pulling on them, twisting them a little, testing me. ‘But it does also look like there’s something going on down in those panties. Nothing major, but definitely something. Shall we have a look?’

It wasn’t a question.

Tabitha pulled the panties down, my rock hard cock springing out, throbbing, standing to attention in her presence. I felt a surge of complete humiliation and excitement as I witnessed Tabitha hold her hands up to her mouth, initially trying to stifle a giggle, but then allowing herself to burst out laughing, tossing her head back at the sight of my hard, but definitely not alpha male dick, naked and excited in her presence.

‘Well this is certainly not going to be satisfying any women,’ She said, slapping her hand across my dick, spitting at it, stepping up her treatment of me all of a sudden. ‘You’re a stupid little sissy beta, aren’t you? Is this even a real dick or is it a sissy clitty? Answer me, you little worm.’

‘It’s a sissy clitty, awwww, please, it’s a…

-END OF PREVIEW-


CHAPTER ONE

My first thought about taking a job at the warehouse of a large department store was like, cool, I’m going to be living that American dream. Working long hours, manual labour, cracking wise with the guys in the warehouse and generally experiencing blue collar life as it should be.

I mean, don’t get me wrong, it would not be forever.

No, I was working on a novel and needed the money, but didn’t want to earn it via some dull as dishwater office job. That wasn’t for me, I knew that for sure. The application process had been surprisingly convoluted, not quite the romantic ideal of showing up around the back entrance and asking for work and then being shown to my first task. No, I had to go through the various recruitment hoops, agency, then reference checks, all of that.

But, finally, here I was, my first day at Costwells Department Store.

I had set my alarm to allow plenty of time to wake up, shower and grab a bite to eat and then pick up a coffee on the way. My local café had a new bean on the grind and I was excited to try it. As it turned out, it was an insubstantial Colombian, nothing to write home about.

But, hey, you can’t win them all as they say.

I walked a couple of blocks, jumped on the subway, and within minutes I was at the store. Looking around, it seemed like there were a couple of other new starters with me. I guess as it was the holiday season soon, it made sense that extra staff were being taken on.

What with online shopping for Christmas season gifts, that kid of thing, I figured we would be busy hauling packages and picking items up from the various departments to take down to the warehouse.

Hey, it all sounded good to me.

An honest shift of work, then at night I would retreat to my apartment and continue work on my novel. I had made excellent progress recently, although I felt like there was an extra truth I needed to find in it, a certain character motivation that wasn’t quite revealing itself to me just yet. But these things could take time, I knew that.

No panic.

No rush.

I would soon be absolutely flying once I had a few days of working at Costwells under my belt. I got talking to a couple of the other people waiting. One guy called Jacob who had just graduated college in the summer and was saving money to pay for his Masters degree. He was a nice guy, his basketball scholarship had got him into a good school to study business, and now he wanted to take the next step with a masters and then maybe do a year or so in corporate before branching out with his own consultancy or something. I don’t know really, all that world was alien to me.

Sure, I’d been to university like Jacob, but the whole corporate and money making world just wasn’t that interesting. Still, I was happy for him that he was on his way to meeting his goals.

Ramona was a tough talking, full of attitude woman, a little older than me, later thirties, who was usually a masseuse on cruise ships but due to an admin error had lost out on a job that would have covered her for the next two months so was waiting for a couple of months until the cruise liner returned.

This was kind of a holding position for her, brining in some extra money in so she didn’t have to hit her savings too hard. She had a lot of sass and I had a feeling we’d get on well, Jacob too. After receiving a very long, boring, and ridiculously self-important speech from the warehouse liaison manager, a middle aged woman called Hilary, Bobbie, the warehouse supervisor, set us to our first task.

We had a room full of packages sent from various suppliers. We had to open to the packages, sort them into departmental categories and then take them up to said departments.

I mean, it was totally basic stuff, but the sheer scale of the amount of packages was actually pretty mind-blowing. It was a large, cavernous room that seemed to have been almost totally filled.

And there’s the kicker, there would be another delivery, of the exact same volume expect tomorrow.

And the next day.

And the day after that too…

Get the picture? We certainly did as we began to open, unpack, and sort. Jacob had an absolutely huge haul of things to take up to the sports department. I helped him load them up on the trolley and then manoeuvre into the industrial elevator.

Off he went.

Ramona was building up a stock of beauty and cosmetic products. Box upon box. It was surprising how heavy it all got, and being a good guy I decided to help her, although her strength was actually pretty impressive and she laughed as I stumbled around with a eight box high stack.

To be honest, it was me who needed her help, and not the other way around. We had a bit of a back and forth kind of humour going on, maybe a little flirtatious at points, but all pretty easy going. She definitely was sticking it to me about my inability to balance the boxes well, and took great pleasure in watching me fumble around with opening some of the larger packages I had been tasked with.

Apparently the underwear and lingerie department were having a bumper sales period, as to be expected, and I had been the one who had been landed with sorting through the hundreds of panties, bras, stockings and suspenders that would need to be marked as received from the supplier, organised by item, loaded and then taken up to the lingerie department.

As Ramona entered the staff elevator with her haul, I knew I was going to be in for an interesting time getting mine ready.

Frilly lacy panties…

High cut thongs…

The silkiest, reddest, most luxurious see-through panties imaginable…

Sure, the images of the women modelling them on the bundle packages were hot, of course they were. But what I couldn’t stop thinking about was what it would be like to… wear them.

I tried to keep the thought about of my head, but it kept returning. The more I handled the delicate, ultra-feminine material, the more my mind raced and my heart beat faster, and faster, and faster…

I knew it was pointless resisting. I had to try a pair on. Surely no one would know if a pair went missing? And I probably had enough time to try them on now before anyone coming back to the stock room.

I hadn’t planned for this, or even remotely considered it a possibility, but for someone who had always fantasised about wearing women’s panties, this was an opportunity I just couldn’t turn down…


CHAPTER TWO

Now I had made up my mind to give in to my panty lust, I had to choose which pair to try on and wear for the day.

The thrill was simply electric as I fondled through my options, now aware that whichever pair I chose would soon be sliding up my legs, over my rapidly stiffening dick and sitting nice and tightly on me until I got home after my shift.

I quickly settled on a pair of pink panties that were incredibly small. Even taking into consideration the fact that I didn’t exactly have a big dick, the piece of sheer pink mesh at the front was tiny, the thin elastic waistband and tiny thong at the back equally so. They were so revealing, and I knew full well that as soon as I got them on, I would feel that rush that came every time I put on a pair of panties…

Taking one final look around, closing the doors, then running over to the panties, I whipped my trousers off, took my Calvin Kleins and stuffed them in my back pocket and slid the panties on, quickly tucking my dick inside and immediately feeling like an absolute sissy boy as I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror on the opposite wall.

But, there wasn’t time for any of that right now, I would save myself for later. I pulled my work trousers back up and got back on with the packing for the lingerie department. There was still quite a lot to get through and I didn’t want to draw any suspicion to myself or the stock for that matter.

Still, as I packed up the load, I felt the adrenalin, the thrill of knowing that I was doing all this while wearing the sluttiest panties imaginable. My secret, for now anyway…

CHAPTER THREE

I took the staff elevator up to the lingerie department and began moving the boxes and packages over to the customer service desk, the logical place to put them in the absence of anyone there to tell me where to put them.

It was quiet in the department, I could see a few customers milling around, casually taking a look at the vast range of panties, stockings, suspenders, bras to fits all shapes and sizes.

It was strange to think that not one of them could ever have guessed that I was wearing the very same panties that were stocked on these aisles.

Thrilling in fact.

But, of course, that wasn’t the only thing that interested me about this situation. As I piled the boxes of merchandise up on top of one another, I began to imagine what the women would do if they knew that not only was I wearing women’s panties, probably ones not dissimilar to some that they owned and kept for slutty, super horny occasions, but I too had…

Fantasies.

There was just something about the feel of wearing a pair of extremely tiny, slutty panties. Like the kind a stripper or total bimbo would wear… I don’t know, it just made me feel an irresistible frisson of excitement, like it would take over my brain and make me way more submissive, just looking to be bossed around, told exactly what to do.

Anyway, these were just fantasies.

Right now, I had a situation developing where due to my somewhat absent minded stacking of these boxes, there appeared to be an overload of stock developing that might just end up collapsing on itself and all over the department floor.

‘What the hell is going on here!’ Came the stern, angry sounding voice form behind me. ‘You! What is going on?’

I turned around and saw a very impressively dressed, glamourous, tall woman, a little older than me but in absolutely incredibly physical shape, striding towards me in a smart blue blazer, sizeable titties bouncing around in her white blouse, and powerful, long legs bursting out of her knee length black skirt.

I guess if I was wondering where the department staff where, here was my answer…

I tried to fumble out some kind of answer, but all this did was make me lose focus on the perilously high stack of boxes, and to my horror and panic I suddenly had to deal with them starting to fall on me, actually knocking me backwards and onto my ass.

Before I even had a chance to pull myself up, the woman was standing over me, her legs looking super powerful, lean, my eyes wandering up her stockinged legs and towards her panties…

‘Get your God damn eyes on my face,’ She said, crouching down and gripping me by my polo neck collar, hauling me up with a surge of power that took me by surprise. ‘You must be one of the idiot new starters. Well, I can certainly see you’ll need some proper lessons in how we do things up here in the lingerie department. I’m Miss Tabitha and you will address me as Miss, Miss Tabitha, or Madame. Got it?’

I was shocked, totally taken aback at what was going on.

But something was stopping me from calling her out. I mean, there was no way she should have been talking to me like this, or handling me like she had just done. It was totally inappropriate, people had been fired for way, way less.

And yet…

‘Yes Miss Tabitha,’ I said, my face blushing a little at the clear power dynamic that was being established.

‘Good, that’s a start,’ She said. ‘Now, pick these boxes up and bring them into the changing area with me. Come on, we don’t have all day.’

With that, she turned and began to walk behind the counter and into the changing room area, which was presumably where new stock was unpacked. I caught myself staring at her ass; toned, rounded, impressive.

‘Hurry up!’ She said, turning her head, that intimidatingly stern look back on her face, making me feel very certain that this was not a woman to mess with, not matter what. ‘Move that little ass of yours!’

CHAPTER FOUR

Miss Tabitha stood at the end of the corridor and watched my like a hawk as I stacked the packages in the corner, taking great care to balance them correctly, not build too high a pile.

I really didn’t want a repeat of what had happened earlier.

‘Okay, all finished Miss Tabitha,’ I said, nearly forgetting to add the Miss Tabitha at the end, a sudden change in her expression prompting me as I finished the sentence.

‘Well, not quite,’ She said, taking a step towards me. ‘Tell me. What are these?’

Tabitha had opened one of the packages and was holding out in front of her a black thong, presenting it with outstretched arms, turning it around, back and forth right in front of my eyes.

I blushed, hard.

I didn’t know where to look.

Mores to the point, I didn’t know how on earth to answer her.

‘Idiot, I’m asking you a very simple question,’ She said, tutting her disapproval. ‘I’ll ask again. What am I holding in my hands?’

‘Um, a pair of panties,’ I said. ‘A pair of black panties, Miss Tabitha.’

She could see how awkward I was being in answering her question, the crimson color of my face, my spluttering attempt to answer what was a highly basic question. But…

She seemed to be enjoying my discomfort too.

‘Yes, but tell me more,’ Miss Tabitha said, a wicked grin on her face. ‘What kind of panties?’

‘Um, a black thong?’ I said, my voice all over the place, my heart suddenly pounding against my chest and the face that I was wearing a pair of panties myself suddenly burning on my mind. ‘I’m sorry, I don’t see what this is, Miss Tabitha.’

Mistake.

Big mistake.

‘Boy, you’re not the one asking the questions here,’ She said. ‘You are my new underling, and you’re hear to learn how we operate in my department. No more sass or I’ll have to teach you a very different lesson. But, yes, it’s a thong. Now, one more question. Is it a thong for men, or for women? Answer me!’

‘It’s for women,’ I said, unable to maintain eye contact with Tabitha as she towered over me, fixing her stare on me with a laser-like accuracy. ‘I, um, sorry, I should head back to the stockroom-’

‘Oh no,’ She said, stepping right in front of me. ‘You’re up here now. I’ve put the call in. And the first thing we’ll be trying to work out is if you know that this is a pair of women’s panties, then why on earth are you wearing a similar pair yourself?’

I felt my world collapsing in on itself. Instinct was telling me to run, to get the hell out of there. I could get a job somewhere else, I was sure of it. No big deal. How did she know? Was she calling my bluff? So many thoughts just rampaging through my brain, but the one thing I could have done, run, I just wasn’t doing…

‘That’s it, you stay here with me and we’ll work this out,’ She said, holding the black thong right up close to my face. ‘Now, is it possible that you’re wearing women’s panties because you’re not actually a real man? Maybe you’re a… what’s the word? Sissy boy?’

I bowed my head, unable to look at her, totally finding myself bowled over my her commanding, authoritative tone, her beauty, her controlled anger. She was playing with me, and there was nothing I could do but go along with it…

‘Well, why don’t you step into the changing room with me and we’ll see exactly what I’m dealing with,’ She said, gripping my shoulder, turning me and walking me inside the changing cubicle, pulling the curtain across, ready to teach me a lesson…

CHAPTER FIVE

‘Right, first things first,’ She said. ‘Off with your polo neck, then your shoes, shocks, then, of course, your trousers.’

Wait, was she being serious?

I mean, I couldn’t, could I?

‘I’m not asking, it’s not a polite request,’ She said, her tone again moving toward the firm, commanding, and irresistible timbre. ‘We both know what’s happening here and I suggest unless you want me to call the police, you do exactly as I say.’

I took my clothes off as instructed, her eyes all over me as I stripped down, shaking her head as I hesitated on the final step… my trousers.

‘Show me, show me exactly what you are,’ She said. ‘You’ve got three seconds or I’ll rip them down myself and march you right out of this cubicle and across the shop floor to the security guards.’

I knew I had to do it now, I was all out of options. Not that I ever really had any in truth, but the starkness of the situation was clear and evident to me. And, again, despite knowing that I could possibly make a run for it, there was just something stopping me. It was like I knew this was right, that what appeared to be playing out here was destiny.

‘Well, well, well, hello sissy boy,’ She said as I pulled my trousers down to my ankles and stepped out of them, quickly covering up my panty-clad crotch. ‘No, no, no, sissies don’t cover themselves up in front of their Mistress. Move those hands right this second!’

I hesitated and before I knew what was happening, Tabitha was slapping my hands away, before then delivering a slap right across my face, shocking me into obedience.

‘Rule number one, you never, ever disobey your Mistress,’ She said, pushing me back against the wall and placing her knee up against my crotch, making me aware of her threat. ‘So, it looks like we’ll have to begin your training very much from square one. Hold still.’

Tabitha took each of my arms in turn and wrapped a stocking around each wrist before attaching the stocking to the metal rail above us. I didn’t have the option of covering myself now, my hands suspended above my head, my body on display for her, vulnerable, the ridiculous sight of me naked except for my slutty, tiny panties there to be mocked, punished, whatever Tabitha decided…

‘Well, I can see from your wimpy body that you’re definitely not an alpha male,’ She said, running her hand over my chest, stopping at my nipples and pulling on them, twisting them a little, testing me. ‘But it does also look like there’s something going on down in those panties. Nothing major, but definitely something. Shall we have a look?’

It wasn’t a question.

Tabitha pulled the panties down, my rock hard cock springing out, throbbing, standing to attention in her presence. I felt a surge of complete humiliation and excitement as I witnessed Tabitha hold her hands up to her mouth, initially trying to stifle a giggle, but then allowing herself to burst out laughing, tossing her head back at the sight of my hard, but definitely not alpha male dick, naked and excited in her presence.

‘Well this is certainly not going to be satisfying any women,’ She said, slapping her hand across my dick, spitting at it, stepping up her treatment of me all of a sudden. ‘You’re a stupid little sissy beta, aren’t you? Is this even a real dick or is it a sissy clitty? Answer me, you little worm.’

‘It’s a sissy clitty, awwww, please, it’s a tiny little sissy worm, Miss,’ I pleaded, now crying out in pain as Tabitha set to work on spanking my ass, my hands unable to cover myself up, the only option I had simply to take the punishment. ‘Awwww! Please, punish me, teach me a lesson. I’m sorry for stealing the panties! I just wanted them on my clitty. Awwwww!’

Tabitha realised now that she had broken me in. I was hers, and we both knew it. She continued to spank me, her hands also reaching around to my front and slapping my dick down.

She grew sick of my hollering and stuffed my mouth with the black thong she had presented to me earlier, the fact that my cries were now muffled meaning she could spank me harder and harder…

‘Well, for a first spanking you actually took that reasonably well,’ She said. ‘I won’t tolerate that kind of wimpy, bitch-crying next time though. Next time I’ll be expecting you to thank me for each and every spank, and then request another one. Understood?’

I agreed, nodding my head, attempting to speak with a pair of panties in my mouth not being especially easy. 

‘Now, I’ll show you what panties are meant to look like on someone,’ Tabitha said, taking a step back and slowly raising her skirt up to reveal a tiny, super high cut pair of panties underneath her smooth, clear pantyhose. ‘We’ll have to get you on a diet, make sure those legs are waxed regularly, and of course get rid of that ridiculous pubic hair, maybe leave a little thin landing strip to point down to your clitty?’

I nodded again, conscious that the sight of her showing her incredible legs and panties was making my sissy dick throb.

‘Hmmmm, looks like this is exciting for you,’ She said. ‘How about this?’

She turned around to reveal her ass, clenching and unclenching her cheeks together, dropping down into a squat position and rising again, all the time her head over her shoulder delighting in the fact that I, her tied up sissy beta boy was practically drooling at what I was witnessing…

‘That’s it, you look at me, your owner, your superior, a woman you could only ever dream of fucking,’ She laughed, stepping close to me, grinding up on my dick for barely five seconds when…

I felt my cum spurt out of my dick and onto the floor beneath. Tabitha laughed, revelling in the power she held over me, now pulling her skirt back down and untying my hands.

‘On your knees now, eat up every drop of your sissy cummies.’ She said. ‘Clean it up with your tongue, I want it spotless.’

I did as I was told, another total and complete humiliation at her hands. Once I had got it all, I remained on my hands and knees, looking up to her as she cast her glance back down on me.

‘Good, you know your position, this may not be a lost cause after all,’ She said. ‘So, are you ready and willing to serve me, accept each and every one of your sissy lessons without question, face punishment when you disappoint me, and accept your sissy rewards when you please me? Sometimes it will be punishment and pleasure at the same time. Let’s see if we can get some big dicks up on my phone screen and see how you respond… although I’m pretty sure I know the answer to that one.’

I knew this was what I needed. Without doubt, I knew that I would face difficulties, humiliations, and plenty of punishment under Miss Tabitha, but also I felt like it was the best thing for me…

‘Yes Miss Tabitha, I agree to everything,’ I said, my head bowed at her feet. ‘I want to be the best possible sissy boy I can be for you.’

And so it began. My first sissy lesson had been a tough one, and judging by the look of wicked mischief, total control, and mocking scorn on Tabitha’s face, I was about to face a whole lot more…
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