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Angelina’s Sissy
An Erotic Story of Male Submission 
 
Dominique Paige
 
“Have him readied immediately.” I wonder what she meant by that?
“Follow me right now, Mark.” commanded Angelina sternly.
Completely naked, I obediently followed her down the massive hallway. It was dark, except for the flickering of candles reflecting off the wall that illuminated Angelina’s gorgeous but stern face. We reached an ornate bathroom, with marble tiles, gold trim and a hot tub in the middle of the room. A maid stood in the corner, seemingly unfazed at the sight of me. 
Angelina could sense my nervousness, and I could see the laughter in her eyes as she surveyed me. Her eyes ran up and down my naked body, as I stood exposed before her.
“Get in front of the hot tub while I prepare what I have in store for you.”
She had a firm voice that made it clear that I was to do everything she told me to. I stepped in front of the tub, pointlessly trying to cover my privates as I waited for her next instructions. I gazed at her admiringly as she left the room. She had a body that drove me wild, with a beautiful face, thick dark hair that cascaded down her shoulders, and an hourglass body barely contained in her tight leather suit. I knew she could do anything she wanted to me, and it made me more excited than I had ever been.
A brief moment after Angelina left, the maid spoke up. 
“My name is Claire, and Mistress Angelina has instructed me to prepare you for tonight. Keep in mind that I will report everything you do back to Angelina, and she will punish you accordingly if you do anything out of line. To begin with, remove your hands from your privates. You belong to Angelina now, that isn’t your cock to cover anymore.”
I flushed, and removed my hands. Her outfit left little to the imagination, and to my embarrassment I was already getting hard. She looked down at my erection at shook her head.
“You’re eager, aren’t you? Well, you’re going to have to wait.”
She turned around, and reached up to open a cabinet. Her black skirt rode up as she stood on tiptoe, exposing her lingerie-clad ass. She fumbled around in the cupboard for a few moments, and when she turned around there was a long enema bag dangling from her hands. 
I felt my heart skip a beat as I realized what was about to happen. I could feel the heat rise to my face. I was shocked. Nervous. Helpless.
“I’m sure you’ll want to be completely clean for our Mistress.” She said with a slight smile. 
I couldn’t believe what was happening.
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