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		CHAPTER 1 - PRINCESS ELLA

		

		IT WAS FRIDAY EVENING, AROUND six o’ clock when Stephen Morris rushed home from work, threw down his coat and shopping bag then logged straight into the online chat room. While the app was loading he gathered the items on the list he had printed out that afternoon as instructed by his Princess.

		It was an anxious sprint to the printer room at work after he hit print. To his horror Holly Tamworth from finance stood over the printer awaiting her documents. She said hi as Stephen tumbled into the room a pink glow on his cheeks. He could not leave, it would look suspicious and he only hoped she would take her job and go. To Stephen’s horror she passed him the extra sheet that had been spat out of the printer with her report.

		‘Is this what you were waiting for?’ she said with a smirk.

		Stephen went bright red and stammered, ‘yes it was’, and thanked her before fleeing the room.

		The print out was a shopping itinerary illustrated with reference photos, listing a sharpie pen, a cucumber, a packet of condoms, 30 clothes pegs, a tub of Vaseline, a matching set of bra and panties and a pair of pink high heel stilettos. Stephen had to drive out of town to one of the large supermarkets where all the items on his list could be purchased. He had specific instructions to take them to a pretty young girl on a till and keep the till receipt.

		As he took out all the items for the shopping bags his computer pinged that he had received a chat request from ‘Princess Ella’. His heart started beating faster, he clicked accept and up popped a window with the image of a stunning young woman smiling at him. He had met Princess Ella about a month ago online in a chatroom for people who enjoyed dominant women.

		There had been a number of people in the room all vying for her attention but for some reason she wanted to speak to Stephen. He switched on his cam careful not to show his face and then spoke to her at great length about his likes and dislikes. She too was candid with him about her interests and curiosity about the world of BDSM. Although she had not switched on her cam she had turned on her microphone. Stephen could gauge she was young, easily half his age and this aroused him even more.

		Princess Ella had happily ordered Stephen around for an hour laughing as he tried to perform humiliating tasks and painful punishments. As a novice domme she was doing a great job and seemed to thoroughly enjoy herself.

		She had confessed she enjoyed bossing men around especially those much older than herself, something she had enjoyed at school especially making boys cry.

		Over the course of the next few days they had developed a strong online relationship of mistress and slave that had surpassed all his expectations. Although Stephen had a long-term girlfriend, his desires for Tracey were waning despite their plans to get a house together, she did not share his ‘interests’ and although she was slim, blond and beautiful she was no Princess Ella.

		Ella was young, bubbly and extremely attractive. She was twenty years old and at college studying for a law degree. She always wore immaculate makeup when she came online, full red lips that smiled and smirked as he performed for her and big beautiful blue eyes, emphasised with incredibly long dark lashes, her eyes just transfixed him when she came close to the webcam to tease him.

		Initially he had been reluctant to show his face but after an hour of chatting and being ordered to strip and kneel before her he felt helpless to resist. She made him stick out his tongue and drool while she teased him by flashing her beautiful breasts and bending over in tight leather shorts that made him so horny.

		On their third encounter Ella gave Stephen permission to play with himself in front of her. She ordered him to declare what a worthless piece of meat he was and he how he would worship his Princess Ella forever over and over again. Stephen could barely last a minute before disgracing himself in front of her.

		On their next session, she told Stephen about her money problems, her college loan and spiralling student debts.

		He explained there were many women online that had devoted followers who happily gave them money for nothing much in return. The world of financial domination carried out by what was known as findoms appealed to Ella and she probed him more about what he knew.

		Stephen confessed that it was not really his thing - he simply enjoyed being humiliated by women and he had never paid a woman for this, it had always been something he had sought for free. But he told her the Internet was awash with young women who demanded men give them money in return for their attention or simply just an acknowledgement. It was something she possibly should research.

		This seemed to mildly irritate her and she told him to strip and slap his balls ten times at the same time saying he deserved to suffer for his Princess Ella. He diligently did this, despite the pain and grimacing he followed her orders and shouted out proudly that he deserved to suffer for Princess Ella.

		After he finished she had a stern look on her face, clearly, she was displeased with him.

		‘I am sorry if I upset you Princess.’ He said with head lowered.

		‘And so you bloody well should be, worm! How dare you think I am not worthy of payment!’

		This was clearly not what he meant but could see how this had been inferred.

		‘God no Princess I am sorry I really am - you are, I mean, I would be happy to give you money if you were a findom, I worship you Princess and would happily suffer for you.’

		‘Too right you will. I want proof. Send me some money now you freak. I want an Amazon voucher for £50. Put the code in an Email and get ready to send it. Now start stroking slave while you get me the code - your capable of doing two things at once pervert?’

		‘Yes Princess of course.’

		Stephen’s heart was racing. God was he doing this? Sending money to a sort of stranger so he could get his jollies? It was only fifty quid he thought, it would be worth it surely?

		He purchased a voucher and copied the code into an email to his Princess. His mind was racing as he pumped and looked up now and again to see his beautifully princess smiling at him seeming to control his mind with her big beautiful eyes. He seemed powerless in front of her and this made him even more excited.

		‘I have it and its ready to send Princess.’

		‘Good now I want you to stroke really fast and when you are about to shoot your load you press send - got it, worm?’

		‘Yes Princess.’

		He was not sure what to do, did he want to send her money, this was a big step. He slowed down his stroking giving him some time to think. This was all moving too fast.

		‘You are going to do it slut, aren’t you? You want to be my slave you want be to control you. You’re going to be my little money pig - say it bitch - I am Princess Ella’s worthless money pig! Now!’

		‘I am Princess Ella’s worthless money . . . ‘

		He let out a long cry as his brain exploded with pleasure and after opening his eyes saw on one half of the screen ‘mail sent’ on the other the giggling face of his beautiful young Princess Ella.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 2 – REMOTE CONTROLLED

		

		THAT WEEKEND ALL STEPHEN COULD think about was the power this young beautiful women had wielded over him. He was completely smitten and desperately wanted to shake off his girlfriend so he could get back to the computer where he hoped his Princess Ella was waiting for him. Unfortunately, this weekend was irritatingly full of prior commitments including a diner party hosted by two of Tracey’s friends from school. Ordinarily he would jump at the chance of spending some time with Kelly and Sophie as they were two stunning women he had admired for many years.

		But things were different now. A femdom fever coursed through his veins, he was addicted to Princess Ella and was now considering feigning illness in order to get back to his flat.

		It was a short drive across the city and Stephen dropped Tracey off at the door and went to park the car. As he turned off the engine his phone pinged and he saw he had an email from Ella. They had set up an arrangement to email each other with a coded message to ensure no one inadvertently reading the text would guess they were about to chat in a BDSM online community. Ella posed as a colleague requesting some paper work and asked whether it was with Stephen’s department.

		He texted back that he would see to it on Sunday as he was now about to attend a diner party with his girlfriend.

		He so desperately wanted to go online and be with her kneeling naked at her perfectly manicured feet.

		‘Where are you now?’ she messaged.

		‘Outside Sophie and Kelly’s flat, just parking the car.’

		He waited a moment.

		‘Join me on Kik - I want to see.’

		Stephen heart started to thump - this was really dangerous - what the hell was he going to do. He couldn’t say no to her but it was risky game that could expose his little adventure to not only Tracey but her friends as well.

		He pressed his screen and saw the live link with Princess Ella.

		‘Good boy - look at you all dressed up like a normal boyfriend.’

		‘Please princess Ella I need to get inside. Can we talk tomorrow, I am free in the evening.’

		‘No, I want to talk now.’

		His heart began to pound he loved the sight of her and desperately wanted to please her but he was torn with the social commitment and his girlfriend.

		‘Listen worm I have an idea, you can do both. Leave this on and go inside, explain you need to use the bathroom and then I want to see you in there – do it for your Princess.’

		He nodded in agreement, it seemed a safe compromise and would not get him into too much trouble.

		After initially greeting Kelly and Sophie and some brief chit chat he made his excuses and headed for the bathroom.

		Pulling out his phone Ella had gone into stealth mode sending a text message.

		- Show me the entire bathroom I want to see where you are –

		He scanned the bathroom with his phone camera as instructed. Another message.

		- The laundry basket, find some of their dirty underwear and put them on the quicker you do it the faster you can leave – show me it all on camera –

		This was crazy he thought but wanted to please his Princess. Also, he was incredibly aroused by the idea which ultimately outweighed any rational thoughts.

		He set his phone up on the sink so Ella could see everything.

		He opened the basked and pulled out tops and jeans until her came to a number of soiled panties and a bra. He quickly pulled out a pink matching set.

		Hastily he undressed until he was naked then pulled on the panties and hooked up the bra. He then stood in full view of the camera and waited. There was no response from Ella. He approached the camera and whispered ‘are you there? Is this okay? Can I go now?’

		Ping – another text.

		- Who do they belong to? –

		‘I don’t know, could be Sophie or Kelly’s underwear – they are the same size.’

		- I want you to masturbate for me in front of the camera and just before you cum I want you to say ‘I love wanking in Sophie and Kelly’s panties’ –

		‘Please Princess I can’t, please I have to go.’

		- DO IT and DO IT NOW! –

		Stephen started to rub his member in the pink panties and as he did so Ella’s face appeared on his phone, her gorgeous smile and big seductive eyes encouraged him and it was only a matter of moments he moaned ‘I love wanking in Sophie and Kelly’s panties!’ as quietly as he could before he shot his load over his belly.

		He looked at his phone and Ella had left the conversation.

		He quickly cleaned himself up and returned to the party where through the course of the evening he reflected on his eagerness to please Ella despite the danger and predicament he had voluntarily placed himself in. It possibly was the risk of being caught or the feeling of being controlled by Ella that aroused him so much, and he sported a permanent erection for over an hour whilst he dined and made small talk.

		He thought about how he wanted to devote himself to her and be completely enslaved by her, he was even prepared to leave his girlfriend for her if she would have him. As the evening was winding down he returned to the loo and sent a text to Ella explaining his conviction to serve her in whatever way she wanted and to illustrate his sincerity he bought her a pair of shoes that had recently appeared on her Amazon wish list. They weren’t cheap but he very much wanted to please his Princess and also being a money pig to her was beginning to give him a thrill.

		A reply pinged back instantly thanking him for the shoes and that if he were really serious about devoting himself to her then he would need to agree to a binding contract; he was tasked to find a contract online that he would sign, handing over complete control of his life to his Princess. She didn’t want him to leave his girlfriend though. She loved the idea he was still with Tracey yet worshipped his Princess and sent her more gifts than his long-standing girlfriend.

		Stephen was thrilled by this and as soon as he dropped Tracey off returned home and began a search for a slave contract online.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 3 – THE CONTRACT

		

		DESPITE HIS ATTEMPTS LITTLE SEEMED to appeal or fit the criteria he was after. However, there were an extensive number of blackmail contracts that numerous online and real-time dominatrices offered their slaves. He had never really considered this level of control before. It seemed extremely risky but it made him extremely excited at the thought of Princess Ella having all his personal details and incriminating information about him that she could ultimately, if she chose, destroy his sexual relationship, family relationship, as well as work and social status in one fell swoop. He would be totally at her mercy and the image of her sexy body standing over him suddenly filled his head with excitement and he sent the idea to his Princess for approval.

		After an hour, she responded. He was relieved to hear she loved the idea and thought it would be fun to hand over the contract in person. But she was not happy with the blackmail contract he had offered. Instead she had found a much more “thorough” contract and that once he had completed it he should let her know and then they would arrange a time and place to rendezvous for the exchange.

		Excitedly Stephen opened the link. It was a particularly long document written by a ferocious looking French dominatrix from Seattle, but he dutifully set about printing the document and made a start filling it in.

		After completing his own personal details, he scanned and printed his passport and driving license as proof of who he was. Then he filled in, rather reluctantly, his email and social media details along with passwords for all his accounts. This filled him with a sense of dread but he thought it would please his Princess to access his private accounts and reinforce the measure of his commitment. He then had to provide names and contact details of sixteen female colleagues, family members, friends as well as his girlfriend and all his previous girlfriends. There were many partners from his past that he was anxious never to communicate with again, let alone give the details to Princess Ella but he felt that if he lied at any stage it would be worse for him in the long run. It took nearly an hour to source the information and complete this section. Then he launched into the final part of the written contract which was the most testing of all.

		This demanded a two-thousand-word hand written essay cataloguing all his personal fetishes and fantasies as well as his past BDSM experience listing names and dates. To be fair very few of his girlfriends had indulged his desire to be dominated; but one of his first girlfriends had experimented with tying him up, walking on him in high heels and burning him with her cigarette. The relationship had been extremely brief but he had fond memories of that night with Emma. As requested he gave an approximate date and Emma’s contact details as they once were. He ploughed on listing in minute detail ever perversion he had ever enjoyed, from stealing his flatmates underwear at college and masturbating over her shoes to being dominated online by a group of girls that made him shove a chair leg up his ass and bounce on it for an hour.

		He felt the whole process almost cathartic, like some Catholic confessional or a session with a psychiatrist. It seemed he was unburdening his soul and handing the contents to his beautiful confessor who would absolve his sins and keep him in a simple and happy existence as long as he obeyed her every command.

		The final annex was to take a series of photos in a range of increasingly demeaning poses.

		The simplest and easiest one to take was a full frontal naked photo which included his face with a sign saying “Stephen Morris – sissy bitch slave to Princess Ella”. The second photo was him side on with sign sporting a full erection.

		The contract then instructed him to acquire an extensive selection of women’s clothing from someone on the aforementioned list of female associates. The recommendation was a wife or girlfriend or sister.

		Knowing Tracey was away at some friend’s house for the weekend he decided to risk it and taking a camera and the contract, he paid a visit to his girlfriend’s flat and there in the bedroom dressed in an assortment of her clothing as per instructions on the contract. From bra and panties to short skirts and tight dresses he wore everything that was demanded of him. All had to be accompanied by badly applied makeup and high heels and stockings.

		Each photo had to include a clearly visible sign reading “I Stephen Morris am a sissy slut and wear Tracey Sharpe’s clothes when she is out.”

		He was so aroused in his girlfriend’s clothes it was easy to complete the final instruction on the list and that was to make a video of himself masturbating in Tracey’s clothes whilst inserting one of her high heel shoes into his own anus. Although it hurt he pleasured himself in front of the camera, all the time reciting “I am sissy bitch Stephen Morris and I like girls to laugh at me”. This continued until he spurted his load over Tracey’s pillow and then as instructed rubbed his face into the mess. His final task was to complete the video by going right up to the camera to ensure it had a detailed image of his cum covered face as he recited the speech the speech he had rehearsed on the way to Tracey’s flat.

		‘I Stephen Andrew Morris, boyfriend to Tracey Sharpe, am now completely owned by Princess Ella for the rest of my life. I submit completely to her every demand. I will do everything she asks and I fully appreciate that should I fail to complete any task or fulfil any duty or obligation I fully accept and encourage her to share this video with my friends, family, colleagues, current girlfriend and former girlfriends.’

		He bowed his head at the end then switched the camera off.

		He had done it. Everything the contract demanded and now he would transfer the film and images to a USB drive add it to the envelope containing the printed, completed and signed contract plus the £200 in cash included as an appreciation of the time and effort his Princess and now owner had taken to ensure he would be completely in her power.

		Although the contract demanded £100 he thought it would please his Princess more to add another hundred.

		He texted his Princess to inform her that he had the contract completed with incriminating material to ensure his compliance and he welcomed the opportunity to hand it over to her in person. Her response was she demanded his presence on Skype.

		Still at his girlfriend’s flat he thought it prudent to not keep his Mistress waiting so set up his laptop on Tracey’s dressing table and logged into Skype.

		Up came the image of Princess Ella on his screen, he was completely bowled over.

		‘Do you like it – I thought I would dress for the part.’ She said smiling at him.

		Her young beautiful features looked so innocent, her dark hair was tied up and she had very little makeup on. In contrast, she wore a tight figure hugging leather corset that encased and pushed up her breasts giving Stephen an instant erection at the sight of her cleavage. She also wore the tight leather shorts she wore when he first encountered her online. She held in her hand a long riding crop that she tapped her shoulder with.

		‘Yes, yes … I do Princess Ella.’ Stephen stammered.

		He was almost drooling at the sight of her.

		‘Well I am dressed for the part of superior Being let’s see you dress for the part of subservient little sissy slut. Looks like you are not in your own home. Is that Tracey’s place? Jesus, you are depraved aren’t you? Performing for me in her bedroom. Right well if that’s the way you want it strip naked and get every single pair of panties she owns, clean and dirty. Quickly bitch!’

		Stephen hastily undressed and ran to the end of the bed and pulled out a pile of Tracey’s dirty underwear.

		He laid them on the bed where he had been sitting so Ella could see them. He then went and pulled open the top drawer containing Tracey’s clean smalls. There were a lot.

		He scooped them all and put them in a pile next to the dirty ones.

		‘Good, sissy, look at you all naked and cold, now kneel before me bitch and start shoving all those dirty panties into your mouth if you want me to collect your contract in person. That’s it . . . in they go. Shove them in. More I want your face looking like a fucking hamster. Good pack them in. Now the clean ones . . . that’s right into your dirty little whoring mouth. Shove them in bitch!’

		Stephen was struggling, his mouth was gaping so wide the muscles of his mouth ached as he tried to force more in.

		There was still a small mountain to go through. It was going to be impossible.

		Ella looked displeased.

		‘What are you stopping for? Is your stupid little sissy mouth to small to complete my simple task?’

		He tried to apologise and beg forgiveness but it came out as an incoherent whimper.

		‘So what other sissy hole do you have that you can use to store your girlfriend’s panties?’

		The image crossed his mind and he weakly shook his head as is to mime “please Princess don’t make me do that! “

		‘Up his arse!’ Came a voice from his computer; but it wasn’t Ella’s.

		What the hell was going on, was someone there off camera with her. Had she invited others to watch his humiliation. This was not part of the plan, he wanted to serve Ella and Ella alone. Not her friend or sister . . . actually the thought of being dominated by two seriously sexy hot cruel girls suddenly was very appealing to him and he began to get aroused at the thought which was, he realised a mistake.

		‘Are you getting excited by Zoey? You little bastard. Punch you balls now! Do it – hard!’

		He immediately hit himself in the balls and winced in agony. As he doubled over her heard a girl laugh then Ella instructing him to do it again and a third time then a fourth.

		His penis now flaccid, and his balls aching he was told to resume his kneeling position.

		‘Right bitch, tie all the panties together, like bunting, got it?’

		He nodded then set about doing as he princess commanded looping and knotting one pair of panties to another until he had formed a chain almost two metres in length.

		‘Good girl sissy Stephen, now bend your perverted sissy body over and start shoving them up your little sissy hole. Make sure we get a good view.’

		He couldn’t believe he was doing this, it was total madness. But he felt totally helpless before her, her clear strong voice commanding him. It was easier to just do as he was told than try and fight it. Thus, he began pushing his girlfriend’s underwear inside him, more and more he was pushing inside, it felt extremely uncomfortable and deeply wrong but he could not help himself, he wanted to please his young mistress and she was quite clearly pleased with her slave’s antics.

		She was laughing out loud, as was her friend, as his fingers pushed different coloured panties up his sissy hole and made them disappear quickly followed a different coloured pair.

		As his back passage became more and more stuffed with cloth he began to struggle and slow down.

		‘Hey pack them in sissy bitch, use your girlfriend’s hair straighteners to ram them up further – go on bitch do it quickly or else I will make you do it with them switched on.’

		He took the hairs straighteners from the dressing table and pushed the ceramic rod up his sissy hole ensuring the camera saw everything.

		The girls roared with laughter as they watched Stephen insert, push and poke the last remaining panties into his sissy hole.

		‘Leave the last one dangling you don’t want to have to go to hospital to get them out now do you?’

		He shook his head being unable to speak, appreciative of his Princesses concerns to keep his extreme humiliation private.

		‘Good girl sissy, now I want you to put some music on and start dancing for us then slowly start pulling those panties back out – how about some Little Mix – do you like them sissy – if not you will get to like them sissy – now do it!’

		He inserted his phone into Tracie’s music system and selected Change your Life by the girl band and started to gyrate his hips to the hoots of laughter coming from his computer.

		Slowly the panties emerged from his sissy hole, a long string of cloth appearing like a magic trick in a seedy strip joint during what seemed like an eternity of this extremely degrading dance and howls of laughter and jeering from his laptop.

		Eventually the music ended and he yanked them out. The girls clapped loudly but still only his princess was visible on the screen.

		He was going to bow but realised he should curtsy instead so bent his knees, extended his arms holding an imaginary skirt and lowered his head to his Princess.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 4 – THE PUBLIC HANDOVER

		

		IT TOOK STEPHEN THIRTY MINUTES to drive to the destination his Princess Ella had instructed him would be the place they would finally meet. Along with the contract, evidence and payment he had been given a number of additional instructions.

		The location was a popular woodland walk extending over five square kilometres of forest. It was early evening when he arrived at the car park with only four vehicles in it. He wondered whether Princess Ella was already here and one of these was her car. He gather up the printout map sent by Princess Ella along with a carrier bag, locked his vehicle and headed into the trees. It took about twenty minutes to reach the X on the map, clearly quite a way off the beaten track he pushed through dense vegetation down a minor path until he reached the blasted oak tree noted on the map.

		His heart started thumping he as here and soon he would meet his Princess face to face.

		He started to undress down to the bra panties and stockings his Mistress had instructed him to wear. He squeezed into the pink stilettos purchased for Ella many weeks ago. Then taking a large dark scarf from the bag, he blindfolded himself, knelt on the ground searched blindly for his bag and removed the thick manila envelope that he then placed in his mouth and proceeded to sit on all fours like an expectant dog awaiting its Mistress with a folded newspaper from the letterbox.

		About half an hour passed before he heard movement around him. The rustle of leaves and the chattering of young women seemed to surround him, getting louder and louder.

		He hoped that this was Ella and her friend Zoey, if not this was going to be extremely hard to explain to a complete stranger why he was on all fours dressed in lingeries holding an envelope in his mouth.

		He tried to hear what they were saying and after a moment or two there was a gasp from the girls, some giggling and then silence.

		All he heard was the sound of footfall getting louder and louder and then silence.

		In his self-imposed darkness, it seemed like an eternity before one of them spoke.

		‘Look at you sissy all dressed up as your Princess commanded.’ This was not Ella’s voice but some other young woman.

		‘It looks like he has brought the goods Becky.’ A different girl exclaimed and pulled the envelope from his mouth. Again, this was not Ella’s voice. What the hell was going on.

		‘Jesus look at the stupid fuck, he is drooling and his little stick is poking out of his panties.’ A third different voice, again not Ella’s. What was happening? How many of them were there?

		He knew better than to speak or move. He was clearly surrounded and they probably could easily overpower him if he tried to escape.

		‘Hi sissy – surprise!’ To his relief it was Ella’s voice.

		‘Hello Princess Ella. I have done as you requested.’

		‘Good sissy. You will be very happy I am sure under the complete control of Princess Ella. Sadly, I can’t be there with you tonight so I sent my girls to make sure you followed through.’ Panic set in to Stephen’s body, he started to shake. Ella was not here obviously her voice was coming from one of the girls phones – he was alone in the middle of nowhere with a gang of girls that had him by the balls quite literally.

		‘Princess please what is going to happen?’

		‘Like I said stupid sissy I am not going to be meeting you in person but my friends will be dealing with the day to day contact with you. They are very keen to be a part of your humiliation and servitude and I will be taking your hard earned cash and watching from my room in college. You see Stephen I really had no intention of meeting you I just want your money and for you to amuse me by doing exactly what I say. You see I am not going to meet a filthy little pervert like you in person. I am here to make your life miserable and by denying you the experience of worshipping me in real life is a good introduction to the misery and futility of your future existence.’

		‘But my girls here are more than happy to play with you in real life, aren’t you girls?’

		There was a big cheer that erupted from all around Stephen, every direction. There must have been between eight and ten people surrounding him

		‘It’s all here Ella – money contract and some fucked up photos!’ said a girls voice behind him.

		‘Well done sissy you really are a stupid male fuck up aren’t you? You have just handed over your entire life to me and you have no idea who I am or where I live. These girls around you could be anyone. You will never track us down you will never be able to take back your life. You will always be my blackmail sissy bitch and you will love it won’t you Stephen?’

		He nodded slowly, the actual enormity of his actions was dawning on him and he weakly said ‘yes Princess Ella I will love it.’

		‘Good girl! We are going to have some fun now as my girls shave your body and remove all that nasty man hair. See you next week Stephen!’

		Suddenly he was grabbed by a multitude or arms and pinned down, one girl tore his bra off and another sat on top of his chest. A third sat on his head so there was no way he could see anything and struggled to breath. He heard the sound of clippers and as the girl on his chest pushed the electric blades through the thick rug of hair on his chest they all cheered.

		Stephen lay perfectly still on the ground his limbs gripped tightly by the gang of girls. He was overwhelmed by fear. He was now completely controlled by a young woman that he would have to serve in whatever way she wanted and there was no way out. His cock twitched at the thought and within seconds a fist landed hard on his groin.

		‘Sissies don’t get erection!’ A girl snarled.

		In his pain, he realised this was his life now; a sissy slave to superior females that couldn’t care less about him; and he smiled.
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