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Chapter 1



Panties on, safely hidden underneath my chinos, I decided to take a trip into the farmer’s market to pick up some vegetables and a smoothie. I was feeling the hot weather, a welcome change from the last few weeks when it seemed like it was going to do nothing but rain.

There was something about the thrill of wearing a tiny, super small thong underneath my normal clothes that never got old for me. I would imagine the prospect of being caught out somehow, the ridicule and humiliation I would face if discovered.

It wasn’t unheard of that I would actually get so excited and make a rather disgusting sissy mess in my panties when I was out, especially if I happened to be talking to a really hot shop assistant or work colleague who I may have bumped into on my travels.

I hadn’t been in a relationship for a while, and was kind of happy with that.

It was no big deal.

I figured it was pointless dating people who just weren’t on my wavelength, and I knew very clearly by this point that I needed a certain type of woman.

A woman who could see me for who I truly was.

A queen who knew exactly what I craved.

A dominant lady who had the strength of character to teach me to serve her, to accept her punishments when I went wrong, and to give me the full on sissy feminization treatment.

I was considering all this as I made my way to the farmer’s market.

With the sun in the sky above me, I sighed a little, knowing that the chances of meeting a woman like this were pretty remote in truth. I figured it would have to remain part of my fantasy world, and wearing female panties would be as close as I would get for the foreseeable future.

Or so I thought.


Chapter 2



Wait, was that really her? I thought. Heather?

She was maybe five feet ten, short dark wavy hair, wearing grey cycling shorts and a tight fitting Adidas workout t-shirt. I should add some details...

Her body was of the hottest, yoga teacher style imaginable.

Perfectly toned, strong shoulders and legs, well defined but curvy all over. It looked like she was wearing a sports bra that was suppressing a pair of pretty spectacular and juicy breasts.

“Hey, you’re from the fourth floor. Rooters & Maxwell, right?” Heather said, breaking my unwitting drooling over her.

“Yeah, it’s Heather isn’t it?” I said, my voice trembling a little, so thoroughly excited that she knew my name, but intimidated too.

“Excuse me, my eyes are up here…” Heather said, pointing at her beautiful face.

“Oh, sorry, I, um,” I replied, drifting off.

“A little drooling perv?” She retorted, her tone ambiguous but her words full of menace.

Was this banter?

Or was there something else going on?

I made the mistake of giving her a quick look up and down, it was involuntary, she was so hot I just couldn’t not do it. I knew what I was thinking, I’d love nothing more than getting my face buried into her hot pussy, eating it out, giving her pleasure and me too.

Maybe I had a chance?

My hopes were soon totally wiped out and my outlook changed beyond comprehension. Catching my mind visibly wandering, Heather grabbed me and walked me over the low fence that separated the market from some secluded woodland area, then in double time kicked me in my stomach, full on like a pro MMA fighter. Heather then dropped down onto my floored body, shifting her weight up towards my shoulders.

Her pussy was centimeters form my face, the tight material of her pants visibly being pulled and sucked upwards.

I was dazed by this physical attack, totally speechless, and could tell my brain was being scrambled all over again. We were well hidden from the crowds at the farmer’s market now.

Should I cry for help?

Would anyone come, or would it simply make Heather kick my ass more?

A bigger question: did I even want anyone to rescue me?

“Now you are going to tell me a little bit about yourself you little bitch,” Heather said. “I know you work on the fourth floor, I know you’re a horny little wimp. Anything else I need to know?”

“I, I can’t, if you could just move, I’m struggling to breath,” I tried to reply.

“Shut up!” Heather said, squeezing her thighs tight around my neck. “I’ve had enough of being ogled at by little losers and betas like you, let me tell you. You think you have the right to even glance at someone like me? Fool. Time to really set the record straight. Teach you a proper lesson.”

I was nervous, scared, but not even struggling against her.

It was like she was tapping into something, taking a kind of control over me that I couldn’t resist.

“First things first, clothes off,” Heather said. “And don’t even thinking about whining or complaining or I’ll run back into the market, screaming, crying foul because a little piggy wanker made unwanted moves on me. Who do you think they’ll believe? Now, clothes off.”

With that, she yanked off my t-shirt, laughing as she saw my average body.

“Well, typical. Totally below average, weak, soft,” She said, laughing, grabbing flesh, pulling on my nipples, giving them a slight twist as she did. “Right, time to see the absolute excuse for a dick that exists down there.”

She adjusted her weight, raising her hips, before flipping round to face the other way.

Now facing away from me, her ass presented itself in all its glory.

Truly and deeply, it was the kind of booty I fantasized about, but it would be too much for someone like me to handle without making a stick mess within seconds, I knew that too.

I simply didn’t have the sexual confidence in real life and women knew it.

Clearly Heather sensed me gawping at her magnificent ass cheeks and by way of taunting me she bounced up and down a little before flexing each cheek in turn. She was literally twerking for me, but in this case the power was all in her hands. It was like she was taunting me with her physical and sexual power.

This was getting too much for me.

I could feel myself getting incredibly hard, sweating a little, my breath becoming unsteady, my heart fluttering, then pounding with excitement. This wasn’t lost on Heather, far from it in fact.

“Yes, right,” Heather said. “You dribble and drool over my big booty. God, men are such pathetic little creatures. Of course, you’re not a man, but you know what I mean.”

Heather lent forward and roughly yanked my running shorts down.

There was a pause. It felt like it lasted an eternity, but in reality was probably less than five seconds. Heather turned, a huge grin on her face, and a delighted twinkle in her eyes too.

I could barely bring myself to look at Heather, such was my shame, my face burning up in total despair and humiliation at her discovery.

“What the hell is this?” Heather exclaimed. “It would appear to me that you’re wearing a thong? Holy shit, I’ve caught a wannabe sissy. A panty wearer. A perfect little bitch of a man wearing the appropriate underwear to denote his pathetic status.”

Heather leant further forward and lifted my legs up with ease so that she could take a look at me, survey her captive.

“Cute. Pathetic, but cute!” She giggled. “A perfectly sissy sports panty!”

I couldn’t speak, I was totally stunned into silence. I knew that whatever I said, I would simply implicate myself more, give more away about myself. I was lost for words.

“So,” Heather said. “How about I go right on ahead and expose you here and now. Maybe give some mutual acquaintances from the office a call. I’m sure they would interrupt their days to cop a sight of this. Thoughts?”

“No, please, just now!” I said, pathetically, my voice full of desperation.

“What will you do, though? Just how desperate are you?” She enquired, her mind clearly switching on to what she could do with me.

“Anything, seriously,” I said, in a total panic at what was happening. Maybe I should have chosen my words more carefully.

“Perfect!” Heather said.

“Thank you,” I said, mumbling, a million thoughts racing through my mind.

“Address me as Miss Heather, perv,” Heather said, squeezing her strong, powerful, hot thighs around my neck.

“Thank you, Miss Heather, sorry Miss Heather,” I said, struggling for breath.

“A stupid little sissy beta like you needs to know how to address his Miss,” Heather said. “Now, let’s take these little panties off for a moment and see what’s happening down there. If anything is actually going on that is, I don’t see much of a bulge so it’s not looking hopeful.”

Heather burst out in laughter as she pulled my panties down, exposing me to her judgmental, mocking eyes.

“What the?” She cried out, struggling to stop her laughter. “Does this even class itself as a dick? It’s a hard little clitty, at best. Useless. Oh my God, I can’t stop laughing. Again, cute but pathetic.”

Heather gave my dick a couple of squeezes and slaps with her fingers and palm. All for her amusement, giggling as I became more and more uncomfortable, aroused but totally humiliated.

Despite the undoubted pain and excruciating humiliation, I sensed that I wasn’t far away from exploding my hot sticky cum everywhere. Definitely a further humiliation, one that I wasn’t sure I could handle, not to mention the fact that I didn’t know what kind of reaction or punishment that would lead to.

“Well, seeing as you’re not going to answer, I’ll tell you,” Heather said. “How the hell do you imagine you could ever satisfy a woman with this? You know as well as me, you couldn’t. Agree? You’re not really a man. You’re a panty wearing, perverted, sissy beta bitch. Aren’t you?”

“Y-y-yes Miss Heather,” I said.

This was too much, one more trigger and my little dick would cum, I just knew it.

But, the truth was I was finding all of this a massive turn on. I knew I had fantasised about it, but the reality was I was enjoying it more than I could have ever imagined.

I was totally under Heather’s control, and yet it all felt so natural, so right and correct that even if I had been exposed to the entire Farmer’s Market right there and then, I don’t think I would have tried to escape Heather’s control.

“That’s it, just what I want to hear from my new little pet,” Heather said. “Now, as much of a non-event as this excuse for a man’s dick is, I assume it still produces spunk and I get a feeling you’re not far away from making a right little sissy mess. So, with that in mind, it’s cummies time. But we’ll do it may way as your dick belongs to me now.”

Heather stood up and removed her bottoms to reveal her own tiny, sheer black thong. It was high-cut, minimal front. She removed it and stuffed it on my mouth, pushing it deep inside my mouth, the look of joy on her face showed me how much she was into this, the total control and humiliation of an inferior male like me.

I could taste and smell her pussy on her panties and it made me feel dizzy, the potency of it all.

She laughed as she took a photo of me, exposed, the panties in my mouth. Not that she needed it, but she now had proof. Evidence of who I was. This was her way of totally owning me, making sure that I was hers, inescapably.

“Stand up, do jumping jacks, amuse me,” Heather said, sternly.

I did what I was told, all the time feeling my stiff cock slap against my stomach.

“Shake that ass,” She cried out, laughing. “Crawl over here, double time,” Heather commanded. “Lick my feet, get right in between my toes, earn at least a tiny amount of respect by doing it right.”

I did as I was told and got to work on sucking her toes.

“A potential dick sucker, definitely potential there,” She said, impressed it seemed like by my sucking and licking.

She then rewarded me by hauling me to my knees and demanding that I jerk myself off in her full view, hard and fast.

I did as I was told, and almost as soon as I began to pump my hard dick in between her sculpted, strong, yet lean legs, I felt myself shoot my sissy load. Heather stepped away from my spurting dick, laughing.

“Well that was pathetic, wasn’t it?” She said. “Absolutely what I expected I suppose, but what a total sissy, beta, excuse for a man. Over here, now, clean your disgusting mess. You spirted on my leg you little piggy.”

I did as I was told, making sure to use my tongue to lap up all of my cum.

“Now,” Heather said. “Enter your number in here, all of it. Make sure it’s the right number or I’ll be sharing my photos and video all over the work intranet. I will send you instructions, and you will obey them to the absolute letter. This is just the beginning. I won’t lie, you’ve got potential as a sissy slave. Physically and mentally you seem like you could serve well. But we shall see. We shall see. Now get the hell out of here, I’ve got a coffee date with a real man and I don’t want your little dicked body anywhere near me.”


Chapter 3



The rest of the day was a blur, and I simply just tried to chill out back at home.

I had the next day off so just pretty much planned on relaxing, maybe watching a movie or something and hitting the sack.

But then the text from Miss Heather came.

She instructed me that I was to shave my legs, and also my pubic area, leaving only a thin strip of hair running up from my penis, or as I was now under instruction to call it: my clitty.

Even reading the words in her text made me hard. Which again was a problem as she told me that I was no longer allowed to pleasure myself without her instruction, her orders.

Somehow I managed to resist jerking myself off right there and then, my mind immediately going back to what had happened earlier.

Also, I found my thoughts considering how her date had gone, and exactly what type of man she had been dating. Someone far removed from me, definitely not the kind of man who would have a stash of women’s panties in his wardrobe, that was for sure.

I knew that things were going to step up a level.

Not only based on Heather’s words earlier, but on the fact that her final text of the night signed off with a simple ‘Be prepared, my playtime with you is about to really begin. See you soon, sissy. See you soon.’


Chapter 4



I followed the instructions of the series of texts that followed and found myself being taken on a step by step tour near my house, going down blind alleys and detours until I found myself in a small clearing, semi-covered by overgrowth.

Before I could work out what was going on, I heard her voice.

“Sissy… oh, sissy slut, I can see you,” Heather said.

“Miss Heather?” I said, knowing full-well who it was, my heart racing, my brain going through all the possibilities of what might be going on.

“That’s right,” Heather said, emerging from behind me, her face as radiant as I remembered. “I’ve brought a friend along. A friend who was just dying to meet you. She’s never met a sissy bitch before, so you’d better be on yoru best behavior.”

“Yes Miss Heather, of course,” I replied.

“This, sissy, is Miss Scout,” Heather said. “I am training her in the ideologies of female superiority, especially over sissy beta wimps like you. She will be taking a full part in today’s fun. Well, fun for me and her anyway. For you, not so much.”

“Yes, of course Miss Heather,” I said. “Anything to say.”

I really couldn’t believe how subservient I was being, how little resistance I was offering. It was like I had immediately slipped back into the dynamic that had been created on our first meeting. It felt natural, and I knew I wanted more, no matter what they did to me.

Scout had a mischievous smile on her face.

She was younger than Heather, probably in her early twenties and with that fresh face college vibe to her. She had dark hair, clear skin with rosy cheeks, and was a fuller figure than Heather, and a little shorter. She looked yoga-strong, and her confidence radiated off her tangibly. It made me feel intimidated and totally at her mercy.

Scout was superior to me, and she knew it.

Heather and Scout walked closer to me and both of them pushed me to the ground with ease. I offered no resistance, but I could still tell that their combined strength was impressive.

I looked up at their figures, both full and toned and their booties with that special jiggle that was always guaranteed to get my sissy dick pumping. These two women were the definition of femininity, but a powerful and strong kind that was always likely to put a beta male like me under their combined spell.

“We’re going to start as we mean to go along, slut,” Heather declared. “Follow us, on your hands and knees like the worthless slut you are.”

I crawled behind them, my face looking up at Scout’s large, perfectly round and peachy rear.

Heather leant down and gripped me by the hair and began her commands.

“Sniff her ass,” Heather exclaimed. “It’s not a fucking request, it’s an order. Sniff it hard. Miss Scout, as we discussed earlier… deliver your commands.”

Scout pulled down her pants to just beneath her large, incredibly well sculpted ass cheeks. They wobbled and then settled, protruding magnificently, smooth and blemish free.

I was practically drooling at what was being presented to me.

“Listen up nerd,” Scout declared confidently. “Get that little nose of yours right up in between my cheeks and smell me. You’re lucky to be in the presence of a booty like this you weak little panty pervert, so make the most of the chance to smell a Goddess booty.”

I did as I was told and as I was doing it I could feel Heather pulling off my chino shorts. I was wearing a pair of white, frilly panties underneath. They were tight, had a thong back, and left little to the imagination.

“Good,” Scout said. “Now I want you to get that tongue to work on my perfectly pink asshole. Flick it around and up and down and then stick it right in.”

I was in a daze.

Scout’s ass was incredible, and despite that fact that she was younger than me and I had never met her, I was already totally under her control. I would have done anything she commanded of me.

I was completely impressed and bowled over by her authority and how much of a natural Scout seemed.

Maybe it was because I was finding out just how submissive I was, but her confidence and natural air of superiority was really coming to the fore here and now.

Scout then turned around and bumped her pussy into my face so hard I fell to the ground. As I was lying on the floor she circled me, kicking me, pushing her feet down on my body, rubbing them into me, giggling as I squirmed underneath her, totally helpless.

Scout was loving every moment, that much was evident.

“Are you trying to get up, sissy? Good luck with that!” Scout declared triumphantly as she kicked me harder, repeatedly knocking me down, keeping me writhing on the floor beneath her.

In my movements, my dick had come out of my panties and I desperately struggled to get it back safely inside, hoping that this wouldn’t have been noticed.

Of course, it very much had been noticed.

“Oh no you don’t, keep that little maggot out for us to see!” Scout declared. “It’s so cute!”

I did as I was told and lay there, my hard cock free from my panties. I looked over to Heather who laughed, showing no mercy at my predicament. To her, this was brilliantly entertaining viewing.

Scout knelt down and began to casually slap my dick head with her fingers, laughing, taking great pleasure in my discomfort. She then spat on the head and slapped it over and over, delighting in how submissive I was, how I gasped and moaned with every slap.

“Your mistress was right, this really can’t be classed as a man’s dick,” Scout said. “It’s just pathetic, I probably wouldn’t even feel it going inside me and I’ve got a super tight pussy. So, you tell me, how pathetic is your dick?”

I looked over to Heather, I wasn’t sure I could do this. But Heather merely looked back at me sternly and I knew that I was expected to answer as fully and honestly as I could.

“My dick is pathetic, not a real man’s dick at all,” I said. “It’s a beta sissy dick, a stiff clitty that no alpha woman would have any interest in other than for humiliation purposes. Any real man would laugh at it too.”

“Really? Scout said, a wicked smile crossing her mouth. “You think about other men, do you?”

I didn’t know how to respond.

“Not even a denial,” Scout said, her mind clearly racing. “No, that’s great. Looks like you’re not just a sissy for strong women, you’re a sissy for big dicked masculine men too. Tell me, do you see men in the gym changing rooms and stare at their big snakes swinging between their legs? Do you think about what it would feel like to put your lips on their cocks and swallow their hard lengths? Their salty cum splashing into your mouth, down your throat, all over your face too? Do you have to run to the toilet and wank that little thing, imagining that all the big strong men might take you right there and then in the changing room? These are questions that needs answers, bitch.”

“Sissy! You know you need to be as submissive for Scout as you are for me. Answer her.” Heather said.

“Y-y-yes, Miss Scout,” I said. “I do look at the big dicks and I do imagine them getting hard and me kissing them and licking them, helping them to grow. Then, I think about them playing with my body, gripping me, grappling with me, telling me that I’m a sissy cuckold beta who is their for their amusement only. I imagine that I’m made to dance for the men, bounce and grind on their laps as they laugh and joke amongst themselves, working their dicks, getting them bigger and bigger and…”

At this point I felt my sissy dick harden and then release its mess over my stomach. I felt my face flush and a huge amount of shame come over me, the details of my fantasy having been revealed so clearly to these two women.

Scout and Heather were now standing side by side, recording every humiliating moment of my confession and ensuing sissy splurge. They looked at each other before stripping and they then pushed me to the ground and began to take it in turns to ride my face until they each came, the rush of having such a beta slut like me degrade themselves so easily and fully was clearly an aphrodisiac to them.

The details of my confession both scared and turned me on. Would it be the case that they would act on this? Actually make me suck dick, allow my body to be used by men? Or would they decide to keep me in suspense, make me admit more and more revealing details of what I would imagine big, strong men doing to a sissy like me? The suspense was a form of power in itself, and they probably knew that too and would be in no rush to release me from that hold.

Once they had finished using my face for their pleasure, they ordered me to stand before them.

“So, sissy,” Heather said. “Have you enjoyed being degraded and humiliated by Miss Scout?”

“Yes Miss Heather,” I said. “It has been a pleasure to serve her and I am grateful for the opportunity.”

“Well,” Heather said, turning to Scout. “It seems like you have convinced this little weakling. And I must say I did rate how you handled this sad little specimen. The way you got him to admit to his cock sucking dreams was a joy to witness and tells me that you have a natural superiority and way of dealing with little bitches like this. All very encouraging and I can’t wait to see how you progress. There can never be too many dominant women around, because I know for certain that there are more than enough panty loving sissies to go around.”

Just the words that were being spoken, and the sight of these two women, having ridden my face so hard, was all too much. Without any stimulation, I came again.

“Oh look!” Scout, Heather said. “What you are witnessing is the purest form of sissy bliss. An unaided spurt of beta spunk. Of course, he didn’t ask for permission. So, let’s punish him. Hold him for me.”

What followed was a long, hard, relentless ass whooping that had me begging for mercy until I gave in and simply took my spanking until they were satisfied that I had been punished enough.

I could only wonder what the next adventure of degradation and humiliation would be.

The way today had gone, I had a feeling that Heather would have many more plans and some seriously intense degradation in store for me.


Chapter 5



The rest of the week was quiet and I didn’t hear from Heather. She was never far from my mind however, and I wondered when she would appear next. It had me on edge.

I mean, what if she showed up at work?

What if she decided to take this to the next level?

All I could do was wait, my senses telling me that she was watching me, somehow. Tracking my every move.

My every thought even.

I was under strict instructions not to pleasure myself, and it was a difficult struggle because my mind had been stimulated so much by what had happened since our first, and then second, meeting. All I wanted was to see her again, experience her strong, firm hand, and her cruel, mocking tongue.

I knew right there that I would have done anything for, followed any command, no matter how embarrassing, how shameful.

But for now, all I could do was be ready for her.

After all, that was my purpose in life now, to be Heather’s submissive sissy.


Chapter 6



Miss Heather texted me later in the week, the instruction being to go to an address of a friend of hers and offer my services as a gardener. Well, this was a direct instruction and I had no option but to do my duty.

This made me feel a little nervous about who the client would be, and what extent of knowledge she would have about my relationship with Heather.

Heather had actually arrived unannounced at my place two days ago and absolutely destroyed me in my own garden, pummeling me and parading me around first in a tiny yellow bikini, then some panties, and then totally naked.

What had been on my mind was that my next door neighbor had witnessed everything, and was no, in effect, a kind of mistress to me too. Certainly, I knew I couldn’t cross her or she could easily expose me. More on that later.

Anyway, I walked up to the front door and was a little taken aback as the door opened to reveal an absolutely incredible looking woman. What was also noticeable was how she managed to combine being very curvy in all the right places with also being supremely athletic at the same time. She again had that lean yoga posture that always made women seem even more intimidating.

She was wearing a one piece leotard, white, with a tight gym pant covering her lower half. It was hot, the perfect sight for a sissy like me to drool over, but I must have been staring too hard.

“Eyes up,” She said, sternly, clearly not impressed.

My early faux-pas meant this felt like meeting Heather all over again, and we all know how that turned out for me. I already felt helpless and quite scared of this woman, it was like she knew exactly how to speak to me, almost like she was…

Well, she walked into the garden and I must admit I did take a long look at her ass. It was clearly the product of hard work and tremendous core strength. This wasn’t looking good because I was already getting very aroused by her and clearly she was going to notice if I wasn’t careful.

“Right, you’ll work the ground over, get it totally cleaned up and ready for planting season,” She said.

“Excuse me?” I replied.

“You heard. You’ll do it all, and it will be your honor to do it free of charge.” She said.

My shock must have been written all over my face. I mean, I wasn’t a professional gardener or anything, and this would take up so much of my time.

“Look,” She said. “You may not be aware, but I happen to be friends with Heather. We’ve very close. You work it out.”

Clearly Heather had told this woman everything.

And now I was stuck.

I had to obey her every command, that much was being made clear.

“Yes, that’s it, you let your sissy brain work this out,” She said. “Well, let’s not bother denying anything and get right into things. Strip naked this second and get to work. I want to see if you really are as wimpy and submissive as Heather says. Or, Madame Heather as you probably know her.”

I began to take my clothes off in the garden, feeling totally exposed and humiliated as I did. Removing my trousers I took a deep breath as I exposed that day’s panties. A practical, high cut thong with sportswear branding along the waist.

“So, yeah, Heather was right about you,” She said. “Nothing more than an out and out little sissy boi. Well, I hope you asked permission to wear these panties, otherwise I believe you’ll be in line for an extra dose of punishment, won’t you?”

“Um, yes,” I replied.

This was terrible, I actually hadn’t requested to wear panties today, something that Heather insisted I do – a text to state my request and confirm my status as a pure panty slut.

As I had forgotten to do this today, I knew there would be consequences of my sloppiness later. Because if I didn’t report my error to Heather, I felt certain that Ms. Lacey would.

Whatever happened later, I was getting the feeling that Ms. Lacey wasn’t exactly a stranger to dominating men like me.

“You will do your work naked so as not to spoil your little panties,” Ms. Lacey said. “Now, come with me. Down on your knees. You know what is required.”

“Yes, Ms. Lacey,” I said.

I dropped down and began to crawl behind her as she walked over to a bench in the corner of the garden. I knew I shouldn’t, but I couldn’t help look up towards her muscular, toned calves and thighs, the hint of jiggle in her ass, her small waist, her smart short blond hair. This woman was incredible and in truth, I knew I was lucky to be serving her. I only hoped that she would go a bit easier on me than Miss Heather did.

Of course, I knew that was wishful thinking.

It was like the more I experienced domination, the more I could take, and somehow the women always knew that and could pick up on it somehow.

“Right, stand up and face me, hands on your head,” Ms. Lacey said.

I stood in front of her, hands on head.

I went bright red as I realized that I was hard, almost certainly an after effect of staring so hard at her body, allowing my mind to run away with ideas of her naked, in lingerie, teasing and denying me. Instinctively I went to cover my dick which had popped out the side of the tiny panties.

“I don’t think so!” Ms. Lacey, said, half-laughing and half-shouting.

She slapped my hand away and began to slap my hard cock.

“Don’t you dare cover yourself up without my permission ever again!” She said. “I own you while you are on my property, and you will do only as I say! Understood? Or do I need to keep slapping this ridiculous, useless little, tiny sausage?”

Ms. Lacey stopped and began laughing, this time fully, really seeming to take great delight in how helpless I was, how under her control I evidently had become in such a short space of time. She was an expert in this, and I was simply the latest sissy to fall under her control.

“It didn’t take much to break you, did it?” She said. “Well just to add the cherry on top, I’m going to give you a special Ms. Lacey sissy behavioral reinforcement spanking. Just to make sure we’re totally on the same page, you understand. Oh, and because I feel like it too.”

Ms. Lacey sat down on the bench and roughly pulled me over her lap.

What happened next was a long hard spanking, the kind that really leaves an impression long after the pain stops. It was like she knew exactly how long to space between the spanks, really making me fear the next one, striking just a second before or after I expected, keeping me totally in suspense, fearful of her but also totally respectful of her control.

I could only wonder whether her neighbors could hear this or even whether they were looking over their fences to witness my ass being spanked and reddened. I had already experienced one neighbor getting involved with Miss Heather, so knew it was very much a possibility.

“Enough, you need to be able to work after all,” She said. “Stand up and twirl for me. Oh yes, it’s very sore looking. I think I need to cool it down.”

She picked up a garden hose and began to spray my naked ass with cold water. The cool water certainly helped with the pain, but then it seemed like she had a moment of inspiration.

“Sissy, you remind me of a Spring-breaker slut in a wet t-shirt contest,” She said. “Wiggle that booty for me as I soak you! Yes, twerk that little sissy ass! You really do suit this. Heather was right about you. Now, bend right over so I can shoot some of this lovely cold water right into your ass hole. Heather sent me some very interesting footage of you, so I know that this isn’t exactly new territory for you. And, that you enjoy it too.”

Footage?

Was there any humiliation of mine that she hadn’t seen?

All I could do was go along with whatever she wanted.

I bent over and parted my cheeks, ready and waiting, accepting the cold water. This felt like one of the most degrading things I had experienced since this all began, and that was saying something. No doubt it would be reported back to Heather too, which would only fuel more of the same, and worse.

“Brilliant,” Ms. Lacey said. “You look a natural bent over with your ass spread. Figures.”

Ms. Lacey stopped the water and roughly threw me to the ground. She began to press her bare foot on my cock. It didn’t take long before it was hard again. She began to delight in calling me names, tormenting me, teasing me, towering above me like a Goddess knowing that I was her toy to play with, her object, her beta wimp to control and use for her pleasure.

This made me harder, more excited, more willing to serve.

“Like all true sissies, you enjoy the humiliation,” She said. “Of course you do, you’re a beta boy, a total wimp loser who loves nothing more than being dominated and humiliated by prime woman. Maybe I should invite my neighbors over around about now? I am sure they would find this… entertaining.”

“I’ll do anything you want, but please no one else,” I begged.

“We’ll see,” Ms. Lacey replied, a look of pure dominance on her face.

She walked over to me and grabbed me by my dick.

“You deserve to be humiliated and punished,” She said, squeezing my hard cock, spitting in my open mouth.

“Yes, thank you, yes I do,” I replied, immediately shooting a massive spurt of semen onto the ground beneath me, my body shuddering and writhing in pleasure, the kind of sissy orgasm that I was growing used to experiencing.

Ms. Lacey began laughing but continued to squeeze and jerk my cock dry. She then kicked me to the floor, easily and mercilessly.

“Imagine how long you’d last inside a pussy? That was barely a single stroke of my hand.” She said. “Are you even a real man? Or a pure sissy?”

“I’m a sissy, Ms. Lacey,” I said.

“Now, eat all that cum up and get on with your work,” She replied. “And you will remain naked the entire time. Even if a big delivery man arrives and leaves a package in the garden, you stay naked and you do not cover up. Who knows, you might get lucky?”

After watching me eat up all of my salty, sissy cum from the grass, Ms. Lacey left, whistling a merry tune as she did, mocking me with how casually she was taking this in her stride while I debased myself and worked for free, and naked, in her garden.

I knew that this wouldn’t be the last humiliation I would face in the hands of Ms. Lacey.

I also knew that Heather would be filled in with every last detail of what happened, right down to my every word.

I suspected that I had probably made mistakes, angered Ms. Lacey in some way, or at the very least – this would be how Heather would see it and I would be left to face her wrath and the inevitable consequences.


Chapter 7



Back at my place, I had hoped for some rest and recuperation. That was wishful thinking though. I stepped outside to put my recycling trash out for collection and was briefly distracted by some neighbors arguing down the road. I turned and craned my neck towards them to try and hear better.

Then I felt a new presence.

More than one person.

My heart raced.

I knew who it was.

I always did…

I turned around and it was Miss Heather, Kylie, my incredibly dominant neighbor who had played with me after witnessing Heather dominate me in my garden, and they were joined by Ms. Lacey.

I knew I was in trouble.

Big trouble.

“Well, aren’t you going to invite us in, you rude little bitch?” Kylie said, her prominent nipples stiff underneath her tight fitted white t-shirt. Her jeans were high around her stomach and it really emphasized the curve of her hips and strong thighs.

I knew better than to stare too long.

“Why the delay? You’re not scared of us are you?” Ms. Lacey added, laughing, nudging Kylie knowingly, like they were in on the joke together.

“Fine, it’s the hard way then,” Miss Heather said, grabbing me by the hair and practically dragging me back inside.

“Good, better late than never,” Heather said as I began to walk quicker, pleading for mercy and offering my services as my training under her demanded. “You see Ms. Lacey, this is what is achievable after a few hard sessions of humiliation. Now, strip out of those clothes. They look like clothes a man would wear, and we all know that you’re not a man by any true definition of the word.”

My slight delay, for what must have been less than five seconds, prompted Kylie to pick me up by my ear and punch me in the stomach.

Not content with that, she squeezed my mouth open and spat in it, barking orders for me to strip or face being marched out into the street and stripped and exposed there, in front of anyone and everyone who wanted to watch.

I quickly began to remove my clothes but then I remembered, I was still wearing the thong from earlier. The very same thong that I had forgotten to text Heather about, asking her permission to wear as was my standard practice.

My guilt must have been written all over my face as I paused again, uncertainty rampaging over me.

“Yes, I do know,” Heather said. “Ms. Lacey kindly filled me in on your choice of underwear. A mistake that will have to be noted on your record. One that cannot go unpunished. Agreed?”

“Miss Heather, I apologies, “I said. “I am very sorry.”

“Zip that mouth shut, the time for words was when you should have texted me,” She replied. “Over here, now.”


Chapter 8



Kylie and Ms. Lacey took a seat next to Heather.

They hiked their skirts up to reveal smooth, toned, tanned legs.

I gulped, knowing the effect that touching their perfect legs could have on me. As I lay myself across their laps I could feel my dick begin to twitch.

“Is it normal for his clitty to get so hard before a spanking?” Ms. Lacey enquired.

“Yes,” Kylie replied. “Although by the time we really get his sissy bottom warmed up you’ll find it shrinks back down to a totally pathetic size, even less impressive than it is when it’s stiff! Well, that was my experience last time.”

“Tragic!” Ms. Lacey laughed, her tone so thoroughly mocking it was exhilarating to hear each and every word tumble form her mouth.

“Now, let’s get started,” Heather said. “Non-stop spanking, we’ll find a rhythm between us and get this little bitch begging for mercy before long.”

The spanking became painful in no time, clearly six hands were going to do more damage than two, or even four.

All had the same power, speed, and accuracy, and I couldn’t help but notice just how much they were all enjoying this, almost competing to see who could hit the truest, hardest, make the loudest spank on my vulnerable, exposed sissy ass.

I began to squirm but found myself held down at the shoulders by Ms. Lacey and my legs hooked under Kylie’s legs.

“I almost feel sorry for this little slut,” Heather said. “Almost… but not quite.”

“Please!” I begged. “Please, please, please, I can’t take it!”

“Shut up wimp,” Kylie said. “You’re lucky we don’t get an alpha male to come and help us out. But maybe you’d like that?”

Ms. Lacey then forced two fingers into my mouth and told me to suck on them.

“Suck!” She said, pushing her fingers in and out. “Pretend that you’re gobbling down on a big black dick, hard and veiny. Go on, show us how you’d do it.”

“Deeper, faster,” Heather added, managing to record my act on her phone as she watched.

“Well, this is certainly entertaining and very revealing. Maybe I’ll be giving one of my boyfriends a call later, see what he makes of all this,” Kylie said.

They rolled me off their laps and commanded me to get into a forward facing squat position. Even though my bottom was red hot from the spanking, the sucking had stimulated my dick back into action and I felt a surge of complete humiliation as it began to twitch and point upwards, totally exposed in front of the women who had total control over me.

“Hard again,” Ms. Lacey said. “Last time it took about ten second for you to cum. Heather, I had to make him eat all his sissy mess up from my garden.”

“Oh my God, such a little sissy,” Kylie said. “Are you going to thank Ms. Lacey again, this time in front of us too?”

“Yes, of course, Mistress Kylie,” I said.

The looks on their faces told me that this would have to be good.

“Ms. Lacey,” I continued. “Thank you sincerely for allowing a sissy slut like me the chance to shoot my worthless beta cum. It felt incredible to be in contact with your hand, and I am privileged to thank you again.”

“A decent attempt from such a silly little piggy slut,” Ms. Lacey said.

Ms. Lacey walked over to me and crouched down in front of me and looked at my bouncing cock, fully turned on by the recollection of the events from earlier today.

Ms. Lacey blew on my dickhead and laughed as it twitched. She then spat on it, pulling my nipples with her fingers, stretching them out until they were at full extension.

I offered no resistance, and I could feel myself getting more and more turned on, this dominant, relentlessly commanding woman torturing and teasing me with her firm touch. I couldn’t believe how sensual it all was, to the point where I let out a little moan of pleasure.

“Well, it seems you enjoy being handled like a woman,” Kylie said. “Very feminine I must say. Well I’ve got just the tool to help with that.”


Chapter 9



I quickly brought myself out of my moment of pleasure and cleared a space in front of the sofa. Kylie placed a large black dildo with a suction cup at the bottom. She crouched down and planted it on the wooden floor. It was one of those super authentic dildos that has the veins pumping out at the sides and is thick and true to a real monster dick, the kind that all real sissies dream of.

“Look, my fellow Goddesses,” Ms. Lacey said. “I think our little beta slut is scared of the man sized cock. Or is it the stuff of his fantasies?”

“Well, compared to his own worm, can you blame him?” Heather replied, laughing.

Kylie lubed this dildo up, a look of glee on her face as she made show of how long the dick was. Even this sight excited me, as I imagined it was a real dick, the size and power of it overwhelming and a huge turn on to me. Something not lost on the women either.

“You really are showing me something new today,” Heather said. “Now, time to party, sissy. Show us all what you like, what you crave.”

I let out a long groan as Ms. Lacey reached around and spread my ass cheeks wide open.

“Ready,” Ms. Lacey said.

“Get on it, slut, your little sissy ass is hungry for some real meat,” Kylie said.

Heather was holding her phone, recording, moving around, capturing every moment of the act. Kylie slowly eased me down onto the dildo, fixed in position, ready to take me.

It was so tight, but I was surprised how well I took it. I’d had a little bit of dildo and butt plug training with Heather, but nothing to truly compare with this. Gradually, Kylie began to lift me up and down on the cock, showing off her immense strength and of course my total suitability for the role.

“Zoom in on his face, the sissy is having just the best time!” Ms. Lacey said as she grabbed my cheeks and made me look her in the eye. “It’s pure sexual desire, a desperate craving has been met here. A born dick taker.”

“Of course, now it’s time for us to let him do the work,” Kylie said as she eased me fully down on the dildo and took a seat with Ms. Lacey on the sofa and Heather continuing to record.

I supported myself with my hands on the floor and the dildo deep inside of me. I gently rocked around in a circular motion before slowly beginning to ride the dildo, using all of my core strength and practice squats I had done with Heather and in my own private time to power me onwards.

“Congratulations, sissy!” Kylie said. “You are showing us what a good little slut you are.”

“Now you may cum,” Heather said, smiling, licking her lips as I immediately let loose and allowed nature to take its course.

Ms. Lacey clapped and looked delighted, along with the other two.

“Brilliantly done, sissy!” She said.

I needed no further instruction and began to ride the cock like a hungry slut, but when Kylie placed a vibrator attachment to the bottom of the dildo, right at the base, I really lost my mind in pleasure.

In between bounces I was frantically grabbing my nipples, pulling and twisting, allowing the vibrations to power through me. I was in complete ecstasy riding this vibrating dick, and in my mind I was being devoured by the biggest, strongest alpha males you could ever dream of, each one delighting in using my sissy hole for their pleasure.

Kylie must have noticed because the vibration strength went up beyond recognition and within seconds I was spurting my hot cum, loudly groaning and squealing in such a feminine way the women burst out in laughter and even then applause.

Spent, I collapsed forwards and found myself lying face first, my stretched booty with a huge black dildo inside it.

“Well, you have excelled yourself,” Kylie said. “But Heather, doesn’t this mean that you have more potential to push him further as your little object of fun?”

“Oh totally,” Heather said. “This little sissy will be trained up, with yours and Ms. Lacey’s help. We’ll make him debase himself, degrade himself and work towards becoming our full time little slave. Panties, panties, panties. Dicks. Dicks. And more dicks. This little wimp is ours now, and how we shape him is up to us. Today has given us some nice pointers and the next time we meet together, I’ll have whipped him up into even better shape, don’t you worry about that.”

I believed every word she was saying.

I knew what was going to happen, maybe not the exact specifics, but I knew that Heather would now push me even harder, show even less mercy on me.

Ms. Lacey and Kylie left and it was just me and Heather. She decided that we would go back to her place.

“You won’t be needing anything,” She said. “I have panties, bras, and butt plugs and just about every toy you could dream of back at mine. My car is around the block, parked on the street. Let’s go. As a special treat I’ll let you put your white thong on. Let’s see how many wolf-whistles we get from the men. Who knows, we might even stop and chat with them. Would you like that sissy?”

She smiled. I figured she was teasing me, but the way things were going, I honestly couldn’t say for sure.

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied. “Anything you say.”
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