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-To Come-

“Move those hands now!” Ashely roared. “Do you want me to rip that privacy curtain down do you? Show the entire restaurant what a sissy you are? Maybe I should do just that, and then invite a few of those high-flying alpha men over to sit with us? I’m sure they could put you to good use under the table? Well?”

I was shocked, but not surprised. I knew I had done the wrong thing.

“No, no, please, sorry,” I said, pleading and pathetic.

I immediately lifted my hands up and put them on top of my head (I knew that Ashley liked this, and at this point I was aware I had ground to make up if I wanted to get back in her good books) and as I did I made sure keep my back straight and my legs together to show good presentation.

“Hmmm, better,” Ashely said. “But don’t think that gets you off. How many times have I told you: when you do a panty presentation, you never, ever, cover yourself up. I want you to stand proud as the sissy slut you are. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Miss,” I said.

I knew she was right, of course I did.

But it was the sight of Nicola there, grinning, clearly loving my torment that had made me attempt to hide my panties.

“Now, it looks like you have something going on in those panties, doesn’t it?” Ashley said. I” want you to explain to Nicola here what is going on, and why, and also what you think should be done about it. Remember, the better you please me with your response, the easier I’ll take it on your bottom when it comes to spanking it later as a result of your earlier indiscretions.” 

I knew I had to get this right.

I was already in for a big spanking as the one thing Ashely would not tolerate would be to be embarrassed by me in front of another woman.

I took a deep breath, made sure to make eye contact, and began-
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CHAPTER ONE
You know that feeling of the everyday commute? How it can be a bit of a drag? I think that is based on the repetition, the same old same old as they say. It goes the same way each day, you get stuck in the same traffic, your train is delayed by approximately the same amount of time, your bus misses the same drop off stops.
Yeah, that’s it.
A routine can be a drag and it can make life a little on the boring side.
This is just the start of the day too, and the likelihood is that the rest of the working day will follow suit too.
Same old work colleagues.
Same old biscuits in the office.
Same old work tasks and long-winded group emails, and, of course…
The same old boss.
Sometimes I wondered what would happen if all of that changed, what it would be like if something radical happened to shake all of that up.
Hey ho, maybe one day, I thought as I parked my car at the petrol station.
Really annoyingly I had failed to refill my tank the last time I was near the garage I normally used so had to go a little out of my way this morning on the way to work to make sure I wasn’t caught short and my automobile had enough in the tank to get me to and from work that day.
In a further annoyance, there was a bit of a queue at the petrol garage so I had to wait a couple of minutes, although it felt longer, in order to actually get to the pump to fill up.
Well, I got there in the end and began to fill the tank.
I took a look at my watch, which incidentally had been seeming to lose a bit of time recently – nothing major, just the odd minute here and there, and it looked like I was going to be arriving at work a little bit later than normal today.
No big dealio, I thought, I was on a flexitime system so in theory I could arrive up to three hours later than normal and still be within core hours.
But there was that email I received on Friday, the one that said there wold be an early morning meeting on the Monday (today).
Nah, I thought, probably just another boring update that would be of little or no interest to me or my work. I continued to fill the car with petrol until I reached the level that I wanted, an amount that would keep my going for a week or maybe a touch longer.
I paid for the petrol and also picked up a couple of chocolate bars for a colleague. I didn’t eat chocolate but in one of those really dull office exchanges people tend to get into out of boredom I had agreed to purchase two chocolate bars, a Mars and a Twix, if my sports team lost against the sports team of my work colleague.
Such trivial matters.
Kinda refers back to what I was saying earlier about the boredom and monotony of work doesn’t it?
Well I paid for my petrol and chocolate bars with contactless payment and walked out of the garage shop and back out on to the forecourt and then into my car.
I got into my car and turned on the radio, put on my seatbelt, and pulled away.
As I turned out from the garage and out on to the road, I thought about the usual things: sports, music, a bit of current affairs, what I would be eating for lunch and later dinner that day. I pondered whether I would go to the gym after work, or maybe make use of the gym at work which I paid a small stipend for, one so cheap it was worth keeping on just for the odd occasion I would make use of it.
Funny how the mind wanders, isn’t it?
I had suffered a couple of injuries recently so had decreased my workload in general and put on a couple of pounds, nothing major but a little noticeable when I didn’t have any clothes on or was wearing tight items. I had also found that my stamina had dropped a little, which is never good.
You just don’t know when you’ll need to be in the best condition, when that stamina will really come in useful.
It’s always when you just don’t expect it.
Anyway, I had been pondering about whether it was time to gradually increase my workload again and get back into tip top condition. The traffic got a little heavier and I found my car coming to a standstill one and off for a few moments.
I got bored of the current affairs show on the radio, too much spouting off and not enough rational analysis for my personal preference. We really were moving into an age of who can shout the loudest, I mused.
In reality perhaps it had always been this way though?
Anyway, I didn’t want to get too bogged down so early in the morning when I had a full day of work ahead of me so I turned over to a station that played contemporary pop and EDM (electronic dance music) and listened to a few songs on there as the traffic slowly moved forward, the odd tooting horn signifying impatience at the slow progress.
This was getting ridiculous now.
Not only was there an unnaturally high amount of traffic for this specific road at this time of day, but there also appeared to be a lane closure for roadworks.
Roadworks!
During the day!
I simply could not believe it, I was absolutely fuming and raging. I mean, sure I could accept a traffic build up if there had been an accident of some kind, I mean that happens and touch wood it never happens to you or any one of your most cherished loved ones or friends. But roadworks in the day time is just ridiculous.
I was so angry, I could feel my blood boiling.
Sitting there in my car, I felt conscious of how much of a waste of time this was.
What an absolute disaster.
I felt a temptation to dig into the snack I had bought but thought better of it, I would only regret it when I got the associated sugar crash that comes with such products. I placed my hand on my forehead and wiped away a little bit of sweat.
This was not ideal to say the least.
I tried opening my window but there was a lot of roadwork noise and a little bit of smoke blowing down the road so decided to keep it shut and amp up the air conditioning system.
Luckily to save my temper from rising any further I took the standstill as a chance to upload and play a podcast that I had been enjoying recently. This was a small crumb of comfort from this situation. I may be getting progressively later, but at least I could listen to something interesting.
The traffic cleared up and as I proceeded on the road out of the city and on to the motorway that lead me towards my workplace on an out of town office complex, you know the kind – generic, early 2000s new build, bit of token greenery here and there, I put my foot down on the accelerator a little but also made sure to stay within the varying speed limits that came into play at various points of the journey.
The car was handling well and on a clearer road it really did have good performance that was actually tangible to the driver rather than the good performance that is demonstrated by a load of abstract, intangible statistics to do with revs per second, miles to the gallon, suspension flex and so on and so forth.
I heard my phone make the alert sound I had set up when a message came through from someone in the office.
The reason I had done this was primarily so that I could ignore the message if it was outside of work hours, and sometimes even during work hours if the mood took me.
Well, I supposed it was currently work hours and the road was clear enough for me to have a quick sneak peek at the message so I picked up the phone that was resting in the little storage area in front of the manual gear stick.
As expected, it was a message from work, some colleague who I barely knew let alone spent time with who always took it upon themselves to message everyone with various updates whether they were relevant to them or not. Well, the message said that the meeting this morning was to announce a new boss and it was going ahead even if people were late.
The message sounded quite serious and lacked the jovial, if irritating tone, that usually accompanied this person’s communications.
I did wonder for a moment about that but then couldn’t be bothered to waste my time thinking about work for a moment longer than I had to, especially seeing as I wasn’t even at work yet.
I put the phone back down and continued to drive.
So what if I’m late and miss some big announcement, they can always update me later, not that I care? I thought.
I pressed a little on the accelerator and made a mental note to not miss my turn off, something that I had done previously and more than once.
I changed my mind and eased off the accelerator, something told me, a nagging feeling, that I was already late enough as it was.


CHAPTER TWO

Finally, I arrived at work, parked the car and made my way inside.

To my surprise, I saw that my desk had been cleared.

Weird or what.

I looked around and asked a colleague where my stuff was, only to be informed that I needed to see the new boss up on the top floor.

I walked into the CEO’s office on the top floor and was greeted by Ashely. Ashley was a woman in his late thirties, standing at six foot in heels, she was impeccably made up and was wearing an incredibly expensive looking suit that accentuates her magnificent curves.

“I just want to ask where my stuff is?” I said, trying not to ogle my new boss.

Ashley just laughed and presented me with a piece of paper, headed: NEW CONTRACT.

“Read this out loud for me, boy,” She said, grinning, her voluptuous breasts jiggling subtly underneath her white blouse.

I was taken aback but so entranced by my new boss that I began to read. And it went like this:

I do accept the new conditions of my work at this business and they are as follows. I am now under the direct command of the new CEO Ashely Power and will report to her directly. I will do exactly and unquestioningly as I am told. I will submit myself for punishment, to be decided by Ashley, if my work is not deemed to be of high enough standard. I will accept said punishment with as much dignity as is possible. I will comply with the new male work uniform and clothing policy unfailingly, failure to do so being a matter of punishment and potentially dismissal…

I couldn’t believe what I was reading.

My voice began to tremble and I was slipping over words.

I could feel my dick hardening in my pants, making it even harder to read this mission statement that masqueraded as my new work contract.

This couldn’t be serious?

“Stop!” Ashely bellowed. “Show some respect to your workplace culture and read the contract slowly, clearly, and look at me in the eye as you do.”

I looked at Ashley and felt like my dick might lose control at any moment and explode a hot blast of cum.

Her legs were so long and powerful at the thigh, I could see that there was a definite full curve of booty inside her suit trousers too.

I made a feeble attempt to continue reading.

My uniform will consist of a rotating selection of panties of all colours and different cuts…

I was losing control, visibly excited and stuttering now.

Ashley walked over to me and grabbed me by the ear, pulling me over to her desk.

“Too late, time for your first punishment,” She said.

I felt her power as she roughly bent me over her large mahogany desk. She yanked my trousers and underpants down in one swift movement and began spanking me for what seemed like it would go on forever.

With each spank I was forced to repeat her command, each command more humiliating than the last.

I am your subject

Spank me again, I deserve it

My bottom is yours to do with as you please

Punish me until I am ready to try again

One more spank please Miss

And so on and so forth.

All the time, and despite the pain, I felt my erect cock rubbing on the table leg, straining, humping, desperate to cum. Ashley must have noticed this and pulled me up by my hair.

“Don’t ever do that again you little worm,” She said. “How dare you attempt to get yourself off on my property. It’s not even a proper dick, is it? What shall we call it, your little clitty maybe? Was my personal office boy trying to make his little bouncing sissy clitty squirt, was he? Answer me!”

“No, I mean yes, I mean no, I mean sorry…,” I said, utterly humiliated but still totally turned on by what was happening.

It was then that Ashley grabbed my cock and squeezed it in a pulsing motion for ten seconds or so. It was an incredible feeling, this statuesque Amazonian goddess in total control of me, using me entirely for her pleasure.

I was terrified and turned on beyond belief.

I began to feel myself near the point of cumming.

“Don’t you dare!” Ashely bellowed, her educated voice and air of authority, combined with the hard slaps she began administering to my cock delaying the cum explosion that had seemed inevitable only moments earlier.

“You will cum only when I say, you will cum only where I say, and that’s if I let you cum at all,” she said. “I hope that is understood. Now, I want you to have another attempt at finishing off reading your contract. After all, if you are to stay working here you will need to know and accept every aspect of it. Any more slip ups will be punished, and this time it won’t just be a fast spanking you’ll get. Now, go…”

I picked up the contract from the floor and began to read it out loud again. It was a strange feeling, but I wanted to read it well to impress her, to make her satisfied with me, rather than just out of fear of losing my job.

I continued:

As well as panties, I will be required to have ready a bright pink bikini two piece set, a high cut thong leotard, and a classic slutty schoolgirl outfit ready to wear at any time as is required. The punishments Ashley applies to me will be entirely at her discretion, but they will include, although not be limited to the following: spanking with the hand, slipper, or other object on my pantied or naked bottom, butt plugs, vibrating dildos, wedgies, verbal humiliation, humiliating poses, office exposure, public exposure, stripping on demand, and servicing any need that Ashley may have at any moment. In addition, Ashley may delegate punishment duties to other staff members at her discretion and if it is part of a personal management development plan.

“Good,” Ashely said. “I can see that there is at least some willingness to commit to your new situation. And of course it’s not all about punishment. For completing that reading to an adequate standard I will allow you to present your lips and tongue to my bottom. Would you like that little slut?”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

My mind was whirring and I almost felt like I was going to pass out.

“Dear me, you’re probably a virgin in a total state of shock,” She said. “I’ll make it easy for you. Get on your hands and knees, crawl over her, and kneel up like a dog begging for food.”

Ashley was clearly enjoying this, knowing full well that she had me under her control from now until as long as she wanted.

I crawled over on my hands and knees and sat up to an incredible sight.

Her trousers already pulled down to reveal a bouncing, jiggling, powerful bottom, she bent over only inches from my face to pull down her lime green lacy panties.

“As I can see, you are clearly enjoying this,” Ashely said with a controlled air of authority. “Now, what you will do for me is show me how much you love working for your new boss. I want you to demonstrate to my ass cheeks, and then to my perfect little asshole, how much you want to serve me and be the best employee you can be going forward,” she continued, her hands caressing and pulling on her nipples which she had now taken out of the front of her unbuttoned shirt.

I was speechless.

“Now get to work on your Queen’s derriere, slut,” she laughed.

I knew I had to impress her, and the weird thing was that I actually wanted her to be impressed by my performance, I felt like I wanted to serve her and make her happy with me.

This was nothing to do with keeping my job, although that was also essential in real terms, but this was about serving my new boss.

I began by softly planting kisses across both of her cheeks, pressing my face into her flesh as I did. I then prised open her cheeks and took a moment to take in her puckered asshole. I began licking and flicking on its surface, taking in the salty, sweaty taste.

Then I felt Ashely press her hole on my tongue, indicating that it was time for me to push my hard tongue into her hole. .

I began working up the pace and pushing in and out, encourage by her pushing back and also reaching around with her hands to press my face in as deep as possible.

As we continued, I could hear muffled moans and I felt a deep sense of satisfaction that I was pleasing my boss, my mistress, my queen.

“Right, that’s enough for now, you’ll complete my orgasm later,” She said. “But one thing came to my attention. Despite that being a decent attempt at pleasuring and worshipping my grand bottom, I noticed that you didn’t provide me with any verbal worship. I mean, how hard would it have been to remove your tongue from my asshole once or twice and told me how much you were enjoying the process?”

I didn’t know what to say, I was totally intimidated in her presence.

Ashley slapped me across the face.

“Well, it’s not good enough and if we’re starting as we mean to go along then I will punish you for this as a way of learning and education,” She declared. “What you’re going to do now is debase yourself for my pleasure. You’re going to climb up on my desk, lie on your back and get those legs right up in the air. I want to see that little dicklet pointing at your face. Good, get up on that table. Quicker!”

I was lying on the table, my asshole totally exposed, my throbbing dick pointing directly into my face.

“Now, I’m going to film you as I insert this little pink dildo in your bottom and then you jerk that little piece of string until it shoots cummies all over your face and mouth,” Ashley commanded. “Got it?”

“Yes, Miss Ashley,” I replied.

I knew it was pointless trying to resist.

“Good,” she said. “And of course, if I decide to show this to the ambitious women in the office as part of their management training then you will probably have to come in and do a repeat performance of course. Now, take it, take the dildo and be grateful it’s a small one. Come on, jerk that little thing. You sissy. Look at you, beta male wanking is such a sad sight I must say. Tiny dicked loser. Wimp. Sissy wimp slut! Oooooooooh! Look at that! The sissy has exploded! Go, on, get it all over that face, into that mouth!”

Ashely was finding this hilariously funny, moving her camera close to my face to record the hot cum splashing onto it.

I was exhausted, totally spent. I lay on her table with the dildo packed into my bottom, my dick still hard, cum all over my face and in my mouth.

“Now, for the camera: do you accept your position as my employee and agree to all terms and conditions?” Ashely said, not so much asking as ordering.

“Yes, yes I do, all conditions,” I said.

“Good, now come to me, nuzzle into my titties you little baby dick,” she said, laughing, a look of pity and control all over her face.

Ashley picked me up like a baby, let me briefly suckle on her nipples, and put me down on the floor.

As I lay there, I looked up her magnificent calves, her power thighs, her neatly shaved vagina. She explained to me that this was only the beginning, that my journey would be one with ups and downs, pain and pleasure, but one that would be truly unforgettable.

If this was anything to go by, she was one hundred percent right.


CHAPTER THREE

I approached the roundabout and made sure I was in the right lane with enough time to spare. I read an article once that claimed that the most stressful situation, including crashing believe it or not, that drivers found themselves in was when approaching and then navigating an exit from roundabouts.

Well as made up as that might sound, I could totally believe it.

The amount of times I’ve had to switch lanes before, during, and worst of all at the end of a roundabout would be too numerous to put any kind of remotely accurate figure on.

Suffice to say, roundabout aren’t my thing and I wish there was some kind of alternative. Ideally I would never use them, but how realistic is that?

Perhaps the answer will come through the emergence of self-driving cars?

Yes, it’s a few years off but imagine a world where robotic cars take the stress of indicating, choosing the right exit and so on. Sure they may be a few teething problems or even fatalities, but surely less than there is for as long as humans are left in sole charge of driving.

I suppose there are a lot of factors to consider in how to roll out this kind of technology safely and with as little disruption as possible, but progress is progress and ultimately anything that reduces the likelihood of fatal human error can’t be argued with.

Another factor to think about would be whether self-driving cars would enable individuals to enjoy a little drink before getting in their cars? A lot to consider, for example would the driver have to be under the legal alcohol limit in order to be able to assume control in the unlikely but still possible even that the car’s electronic system failed?

Big question when you think about it.  

Anyway, I’m going off tack there.

As I say, I approached the roundabout and navigated it all fairly smoothly and took the correct exit to the out of town shopping centre I had chosen to do my shopping.

I pulled up to the exit for the car park and indicated before taking my turn.

The car park was pretty busy looking, I’d estimate it was operating at about forty to fifty percent capacity. Not being a huge fan of parking as I found it difficult to align the front of the car in tight pull-ins, I decided to drive to the further reaches of the car park where I would have no problem, or so you would think, placing my car in one of the many available spots.

Having found a spot and parked up, I took a moment to consider how I would approach this situation, what my plan would be for the shop.

I hadn’t even taken my seatbelt off or turned the engine off and already my mind was focusing on the task ahead.

Well, anyway, I turned the engine off and removed my seatbelt.

I remained seated and looked into my rear view mirror, instinct and muscle memory I guess, and saw the many people wheeling their trolleys up to their cars and unpacking their shopping hauls. Some people were clearly shopping for a large contingent at home and were buying staple goods in bulk.

Have you ever seen a super-sized box of cornflakes?

It’s quite remarkable and would take a single person months to complete but seemingly a lot less time for a family that included a brood of permanently ravenous children!

Others were unloading trolleys packed with alcohol.

No judgement from me, good on them if that’s how they rolled, I thought.

I had made the decision to cut down on my alcohol consumption because I felt it often left me feeling a bit glum – and technically, alcohol is a depressant so that makes sense when you think about it logically. I was now happy to drink alcohol on an infrequent basis and had learned how to control my intake too, which prevented any embarrassing faux pas or other booze induced incidents.

I looked at my watch and realised that I better get a hurry on. I opened the car door and got out and began walking towards the large supermarket.


CHAPTER FOUR

I walked into the mobile phone retail outlet and was adamant in my belief that I would not get swept up in any sales talk and end up buying something that I did not require, something that would no doubt come with a punishingly long contract and involve a tariff that was close to the gross domestic product (GDP) of a small developing country.

All I needed was a new phone for my situation that would allow me to receive messages, make calls, and have the ability to take and receive photos.

Oh, and be able to access the internet.

So I walked over to the bargain area of the shop and began perusing the handsets on offer. What struck me and got me thinking was how much mobile phone technology had moved on in the last ten years.

I recalled my first mobile and how it was only able to store twenty text messages.

Twenty! And it wouldn’t accept any more until some of the ones already there were cleared.

A truly bizarre set of circumstances to comprehend today of course by that was the reality back then. I also remembered the arrival of the mobile game Snake 2 and how revolutionary that seemed but of course today it is possible to download what essentially amount to console standard ports of games such as the Grand Theft Auto series to name but one.

Anyway.

I chose a handset and walked up to the till to make my payment.

I’d gone for the pay as you go option as I felt it was important to keep this phone largely off the record where possible, for obvious reasons.

I made my payment and deflected, politely of course, any talk of add-ons or the totally unnecessary insurance packages on offer.

The truth is, up-selling really gets on my nerves and I’ve developed a technique that allows me to halt it in its tracks almost every single time it is employed by some hopeful sales representative.

What you do is smile and say no thank you very much.

Sounds simple right?

Well, it is.

All you need is confidence and people will generally listen and do as you say. And this made me think about how much confidence my new boss must have, given the kind of things she was getting me to do on a regular basis. 

I guess you could say I was happy with the speed that I got in and out of the mobile phone shop, plus also I was happy to have made a trouble free purchase that didn’t involve too many questions about why I wanted the handset and so on.

I was good at shutting down general chit chat in situations like this I found and to be honest in shops like that, the only reason they, the sales people, want to do the chat is in order to build empathy with a potential customer so that said customer makes a purchase, parts with their hard earned cash, and helps meet the sales representative’s sales targets for that fiscal period.

As I sat in my car I placed the new phone on the passenger seat and opened the glove compartment (and why are they called glove compartments anyway? Who on earth keeps their gloves in there?) to take out the Sat Nav and place it on the dashboard.

I knew where I was going, but also preferred the safety of the Sat Nav so that I had that fallback option in case I took a wrong turn or was diverted by road traffic work that led to a closed road or a diverted route sign.

I turned the engine on and felt a sense of dread as it made that weird coughing and wheezing noise that signifies something is wrong and the car may be broken.

I stopped trying to force it and waited for a minute – a great piece of advice from my old uncle, a mechanic by trade who later became a rather successful painter and sculpture working in wrought iron and concrete composite pieces – then I tried again and phew, the engine started normally and I was ready to drive away, get back, and set the phone up ready to go and follow my instructions as and when they came in.

Of course, I also had a rather important – understatement! – appointment coming up that I could not even contemplate being late for fear of the consequences.


CHAPTER FIVE

The message had come through from Ashley, as expected.

The text told me that I was to arrive at the restaurant at 1pm prompt, and not a moment later. There were no further instructions so my focus was on making sure I got there on time.

I parked the car and walked into the restaurant foyer. It was an expensive place by the looks of it, a high-end clientele definitely. I walked up to the maître dee and said that I had a table booked under the name of Ashley Green.

The woman looked back at me and smiled.

She couldn’t possibly know could she?

Well, anyway, I walked alongside her to the table in the corner where Ashley was sitting.

“Have fun,” the woman said with a knowing wink as she walked away.

I felt my face go bright red with total embarrassment.

“Oh calm down, I’m well known here,” Ashley said. “Aren’t you going to compliment me on my appearance you rude little boy?”

“I’m sorry mistress, you look incredible,” I said.

And she certainly did.

She was wearing a white blazer, tight black top underneath, and a pair of pure white suit trousers that were essentially skin tight and amplified her incredible curves to the maximum. I could feel the all too familiar twinge in my trousers as my cock began to get hard.

“Now, sit down next to me,” Ashely said, firm, but friendly. “Oh, have you got a nice pair of panties on for me today?”

“Yes, Miss Ashely, I hope so,” I said.

I had spent some time that morning choosing which panties to put on.

The previous day I had made a selection that Ashley had not approved of (she said my plain white thong wasn’t cut high enough on the hips and promptly made me remove them, stuff them in my mouth, and take an extended spanking – all of which was witnessed via Skype by Ashley’s colleagues in the German branch of the office! Perhaps a story I can expand on another time, it certainly deserves a full airing) and I did not want to disappoint again.

My choice had been a pink thong with a tiny front and non-existent back attached by the thinnest string imaginable. It certainly made me look like the sissy I knew I was.

Well, we all know that you can’t be relied upon to get that right, not after yesterday,” She said. “Well, I’m going to have to see them.”

Ashley signalled for Nicola, the maître dee to come over.

I couldn’t believe it, did she expect me to strip in front of the whole restaurant?

Well, the answer was kind of, yes.

Nicola pulled a privacy curtain around our table, which it turns out was the VIP table and had the facility to have the privacy guard.

“Will that be all?” Nicola asked.

“Well, you could stay and help my with my judgement of this little boy of mine,” Ashley said, not really asking.

“Oooh, I’d love to,” Nicola said. “It would be an honour.”

Nicola was a gorgeous woman, probably in her early twenties. She was tall and had an athletic, but not skinny, body. She had a bottom that looked as if she knew her way around a squat and prominent, pointed nipples that pushed through her restaurant blouse.

In other words, a total babe who wouldn’t look twice at a beta sissy.

“Well boy,” Ashely said, “Get your clothes off, all of them apart from your knickers. This better be good.”

I was so humiliated, I’d only just gotten some way used to exposing myself in front of Ashley, but in front of another person was something else entirely. As I got down to my panties, I slipped back in to old habits and instinctively covered myself.

“Move those hands now!” Ashely roared. “Do you want me to rip that privacy curtain down do you? Show the entire restaurant what a sissy you are? Maybe I should do just that, and then invite a few of those high-flying alpha men over to sit with us? I’m sure they could put you to good use under the table? Well?”

I was shocked, but not surprised. I knew I had done the wrong thing.

“No, no, please, sorry,” I said, pleading and pathetic.

I immediately lifted my hands up and put them on top of my head (I knew that Ashley liked this, and at this point I was aware I had ground to make up if I wanted to get back in her good books) and as I did I made sure keep my back straight and my legs together to show good presentation.

“Hmmm, better,” Ashely said. “But don’t think that gets you off. How many times have I told you: when you do a panty presentation, you never, ever, cover yourself up. I want you to stand proud as the sissy slut you are. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Miss,” I said.

I knew she was right, of course I did.

But it was the sight of Nicola there, grinning, clearly loving my torment that had made me attempt to hide my knickers.

“Now, it looks like you have something going on in those panties, doesn’t it?” Ashley said. “I want you to explain to Nicola here what is going on, and why, and also what you think should be done about it. Remember, the better you please me with your response, the easier I’ll take it on your bottom when it comes to spanking it later as a result of your earlier indiscretions.” 

I knew I had to get this right.

I was already in for a big spanking as the one thing Ashely would not tolerate would be to be embarrassed by me in front of another woman.

I took a deep breath, made sure to make eye contact, and began.

“Nicola,” I said, “I have a boner because it turns me on to wear ladies’ panties. The feel of them and the tight cut sends me wild every time, even thinking about it. Ashley is not only my manager at work, but she is my Mistress. She has very generously decided that I will be her panty boy because she knows that I have a knicker fetish that needs to be both controlled and encouraged, and sometimes punished and humiliated for. Before I met Ashely, I thought I was a regular guy with a small dick, now I know that I am a sissy slut with a sissy clitty. I am a beta boy whose purpose is to serve powerful women and be at Ashley’s beck and call. Today I have worn this pink thong because I wanted to show Ashley how horny a slut boi I am. In answer to Ashley’s final point, I believe I should get up on this table and table dance in my thong for your amusement. If you wish, you could spank my bottom, pull my nipples, and do anything you want if it please you.”

It was hard to say this at first, but after a while the words had just spilled out. I could tell that Nicola approved. I only hoped Mistress Ashely did.

I stopped talking and looked over hopefully to Ashley.

“Well, not bad,” She said. “I must say, Nicola, he seems quite taken by you. Look at that, his pathetic little bulge has flopped out of his panties. Hahaha, what a sad sight. Not a real man in any way, shape, or form is he?”

“I’ve seen bigger, meatier pieces of spaghetti in the kitchen!” Nicola laughed.

Nicola stood up and leant over towards my cock.

I could feel it twitching away, hopelessly excited.

Nicola gave it a few rapid-fire slaps and laughed as it bounced up and down, freeing itself further from the front of the thong.

“I’ve got an idea, Ash,” Nicola said. “Give me a minute if you will”

Nicola walked out of the curtain area and arrived back a couple of minutes later with a plate of whipped cream.

“What I would love would be if he could get on his knees and eat this cream out of our booties?” Nicola said.

“Sounds like a plan,” Ashley said, a wicked grin across her face.

What followed was an incredible sight.

Both Ashely and Nicola removed their trousers and their panties and applied the cream inside each other’s ass cheeks. They turned around and commanded me to lick them to absolute perfection.

I did exactly as they said, the whole time struggling to retain my composure as they pressed their incredible asses into my face and called me all manner of names as they did.

Sissy.

Beta wimp.

Cuck.

Tiny dicked maggot.

All the classic and typical names and phrases, perfectly designed to humiliate and degrade me, remind me of my place as I licked and sucked deep in their ass-cheeks and holes.

“Right, enough is enough, this little cock slut is enjoying this too much, Ashely suddenly declared.

“You think he needs to be put back in his place?” Nicola asked. “Because if you do, I know just how.”

Ashely nodded and Nicola got up and stuck her head out of the side of the curtain. I could hear her talking to someone but couldn’t make out the words. Moments later a large black man, dressed impeccably in a tailored suit that left little to the imagination entered the VIP area.

“Excellent, absolutely excellent, Nicola,” Ashely said. “Now, I’ll take it from here. Sissy, I want you to give this fine gentleman your very best lap dance. Now!”

I had no option but to obey.

I felt incredibly nervous, I was trying not to shake. I approached the man and with all my courage I took his large hand in my sissy hand and looked him in the eye.

“Sir, if you will take a seat,” I said.

The large man smiled and sat down in between Nicola and Ashley, both of whom were clearly impressed by this absolute specimen of alpha male superiority.

As Nicola pressed play on the VIP sound-system I began to gyrate and twist and turn on this man’s lap.

I was utterly humiliated, and I knew I was entering a new phase in my sissy journey.

I could feel the bulge in his crotch get bigger and bigger.

It felt like a giant snake down there compared to my maggot – well, there was no comparison was there?

Clearly excited, the man began to grab my thighs and use his massive physical strength to work me over his groin. We began to move and thrust in unison with each other, his power and my femininity at one. My mind went blank and all I could do was work and be worked by this total God.

Then as I reached a crescendo, I felt his dick thrust and he let out a quiet, but masculine, groan.

With that, the man got up, left his card for Ashely, and left the VIP area.

“Well done, well done indeed,” Ashely said. “What do you think, Nicola?”

“I agree, this little slut has proven herself here,” Nicola replied.

I was in total shock.

What had I just done?

I was no better than a slutty lap-dancer, in not so many words I had made a man cum!

I had used my sissy boy physique and satisfied a big strong black alpha male. I imagined that the big African god would be reporting back to his friends about the little white sissy wimp he had just used for his pleasure and I felt panicked – yet erotically overcome – by the thought that they might all charge in, ready for their turn. I wasn’t sure if I would be able to cope with any more, this had been an unprecedented step forward in my sissy development.

I suddenly felt very unsteady on my feet.

“Well, Nic, how about you treat the little sissy wimp to a release?” Ashley said. “Go on, bounce that bubble butt on his dick until he cums. Don’t worry, it should only take a minute – if that!”

Nic got on top of my dick and slid her bottom up and down my shaft.

Within seconds, the feel of her smooth powerful ass – not to mention the sight of it – had me spurting a sticky mess.

The two women laughed uproariously as Nicola made a display of her disgust at my sissy juice.

“Now, time for your starter,” Ashely said, as both her and Nicola scooped up my cum and fed it to me. This had been quite the eye-opening experience for me, and I had a feeling things would only get crazier from here. 


CHAPTER SIX

Funny how when you really want to get to sleep but just can’t.

It’s certainly annoying if you have a big meeting the next day, the kind of meeting that you know you need to nail so that you get the big bonus come the half year review.

The amount of time I’ve spent tossing and turning over the years in this exact situation. First you flip the pillows countless times from side to side. Sometimes you want it cold, then it’s too cold and you want it hot.

Life, eh?

What to do?

Ever tried counting sheep?

I for one can testify to the highest power that it does not work. My personal best must be well in excess of hundred and fifty sheep flying over that brown wooden fence in my imagination – heck, I’ve even tried switching the sheep up to all manner of flying objects, some of them shall we say it’s no surprise that it didn’t work to get me to sleep.

Change of tack?

Ever counted out a hundred flying strapons?

Well you can imagine the last thing I did was sleep after that. Fact is, when your body and mind does not want to go to sleep it won’t.

End of.

Well anyway, back to the point, here I was lying in bed totally unable to get to sleep. I was trying my best to not think about what had happened today, as I knew full well that would lead to me breaking one of the key rules that had been set for my new life. And I knew full well that Mistress Ashely would know if I had broken one of her rules.

Unless of course I could manage to lie convincingly, really believe the lie and then project that truth on to her?

I could sense it, it was pointless resisting.

Thoughts from the day came back in to my head, flying around and driving me crazy.

Who was I kidding, I couldn’t resist…

Thoughts of being humiliated by the incredible women in the restaurant, the large alpha male pumping his hard cock as I lap-danced for him.

Jerking off was over in a matter of seconds, my hot cum exploding onto my chest.

Of course, I drifted off to sleep happy.

Was this the definitive sign that it was really a sissy life for me from now on?


CHAPTER SEVEN

Waiting at the traffic lights it became clear that there was a problem with the traffic light itself.

Somehow, and don’t ask me I’m terrible with technical stuff like this, the lane I was in, on the far right feeding into the turn, seemed to be stuck on red.

Each other line took their turns in proceeding on to their designated destination while I and my fellow travellers were stuck.

Normally I wouldn’t let something like this overly bother me, I’m kind of lazzaise faire on this sort of thing because I figure life has a plan for us all and what’s a few minutes here or there in the greater scheme of things after all?

But today was different, and my life was now not just about going with the flow. Ashely would be expecting me back within a reasonable time with my purchases, receipts included to make sure I hadn’t pinched the panties to avoid embarrassment, so as to ensure she could eat a timely brunch. She had emphasised several times that her belief was that good time keeping was an essential part of my position as she wanted to know that she could trust me enough to gradually give me more responsibility and even some freedom, within limits of course.

She had also said that poor timekeeping, along with the potential situation of me losing my position, something that I strangely could not even contemplate happening despite the spankings, the humiliations, and the degradations, would lead to my punishment schedule being enhanced and my freedoms reduced.

Today for instance, she had explained in no uncertain terms that for every minute I was late back from the supermarket expedition I would receive an extra spank to my naked bottom from a starting point of twenty hard spanks.

Furthermore, as it was related to a car journey, the spanking would take place in her driveway and with me bent over the front bonnet of the car itself.

Yes, the driveway was a private one – but as she said, what is to say a burly delivery man wouldn’t arrive with a package, or one of her cleaning maids might return to pick up one of their feather dusters, or possibly even she might just have a visit from a group of her equally powerful and intimidatingly buxom female business society friends?

I began to find myself indulging in just how painful and humiliating any of these scenarios could be when I suddenly became aware that the cards behind me were beeping their horns in a frenzy.

The lights had changed to green and as I put the car into first and quickly then second gear, I did not know whether to hope for a prompt arrival back to my new home in order for my mistress to be pleased with my performance or a somewhat later arrival that would almost certainly prompted some al fresco chastisement and bottom reddening corrective measures.

Later that evening, I lay on my bed and wondered what I should do with my evening. Ashely had given me the rest of the night off my duties and I felt very grateful to her showing me such kindness, after all in theory she could have given me more chores to do such as unloading the dishwasher or making a start on folding the sheets that were hanging in the drying room ready to be put back in their drawer upstairs in the small airing room.

Mistress had said that as it was a chilly evening she would put the heating on all night and I would be permitted to sleep either in the pyjama bottoms she provided – a lovely pair from Marks & Spencer that cut in tight around my front and my bottom: yes, they were women’s pyjama bottoms of course, but they were comfortable and made a change from tiny panties and knickers that I was usually wearing now – or a simple pair of high cut tanga panties in black.

Perhaps from my enthusiasm for the pyjamas you can see that I chose to wear those.

Anyway, in my pyjama bottoms I put the television on and casually flicked through the channels to see if there was anything that caught my fancy. Ashely had warned me that I was not to watch anything too provocative that objectified the female form, one because she did not like to see women objectified by men (it should be the other way round according to her) and two because I was not permitted under the terms of my employment to become aroused unless I received express oral or written consent from her, my employer.

I couldn’t seem to find anything that interesting on the tv, it was just the classic Saturday night rubbish of reality shows and talent contests, so I decided to leave it on in the background and just chill out after my hard day at the office, so to speak.

A few minutes later I saw that a new show had started and it featured several men and women in a reality environment and they appeared to be spending less and less time wearing any clothes.

I couldn’t help but find my attention piqued by the women who seemed to have shapely bodies and weren’t shy about exposing them to raise their profile.

On the show it appeared that somewhat inebriated on cocktails and shots they had decided to have a twerking contest on the table tops of their rented house.

As I watched their partially nude but almost fully exposed bottoms jiggle and bounce, I felt a surge of blood to my dick. Back in the day I would have taken my lap top out and looked at porn when I felt aroused, but seeing as that was now strictly banned, this could be the closest I would get.

In a moment of madness, a kind of horny fever, I pulled the pyjamas down to my knees, lay back and stroked myself to the tune of these young women twerking and licking and sucking on their large nipples for the entertainment of the muscled men of they lived in the house with.

This was absolute madness, I knew that mistress could walk in at any moment and I would be in total violation of the rules.

And guess what happened?

I heard a hard and fast knock on the door.

I attempted to rearrange myself as quickly as I could.

“Spot check, make yourself presentable for your mistress,” came the call from outside my room.

I leapt up in a vain attempt to pull my pyjamas back up and cover myself.

It was all too little too late.

There I was, standing with my pathetic little erection half sticking out of my semi pulled up women’s pyjamas, and in the background a quite unedifying scene of women exposing themselves for the attention of horny gym obsessed men.

“What on earth do you think you are doing you utter, utter disgrace?” Ashely said. “NO, don’t even attempt to answer. Get those pyjama bottoms off, right off, right this second and hand them to me,”

Ashely walked over and began doing the job for herself, roughly yanking the bottoms down, pushing me over on the floor with ease due to my unbalanced position, and removing the bottoms entirely.

“Don’t move a muscle, you need to stay down there on the floor like the worm you are, you little maggot,” she said, towering above me in her stylish yoga pants and athletic sports bra that only just managed to suppress her large bazooka breasts.

She dropped right down onto my chest, winding me a little.

“Oh don’t even think about moaning like a little bitch, you’re lucky I don’t throw you out onto the street boy,” she roared. “Now, you may think it’s okay to watch women debase themselves but I happen to think that it’s you who needs to experience some humiliation. Look at your little cock, still stiff, still aching. I’ll ask you a question now and you’d better answer honestly. What were you doing before I came in?”

I knew there was no room to bullshit.

I knew I had to answer honestly, because I had been warned that punishments would only be severe if I lied, and mistress would always know if that was the case.

I gulped and began to answer, finding myself mesmerised by the Amazonian goddess pressing down on me with her immensely powerful thighs and heavy buttocks. Her yoga pant cladded vagina was only inches away from my face and I knew she would smother me with it given any hesitation from my part.

“M-m-m-mistress, please accept my apologies,” I said. “I made a very big mistake. I accidentally left on a programme that featured the incorrect action of women pleasing men. I know that is wrong. Please show mercy on me. I saw their naked, voluptuous bodies and gave in to temptation, I’m sorry, I’m so sorry I don’t know what came over me…”

Almost breaking down, half turned on and half devastated that I had gone against my keeper’s wishes, I was submitted to her entirely. 

“Well that’s a decent start,” She said. “But I’ve got a question for you. Do you think you’re a match for the men in that programme? I’m looking at them now, tops off, rippling muscles and bulges in their tight pants. As stupid as they are, I am sure I could put them to use on my body. But I look down at you and I see a pathetic little panty pervert, a sparrow’s cock little boy’s dick. Now answer me, are you a match for these men?”

“N-n-no, no I’m not. I’m sorry, I’m sorry I’m such a little wimp,” I replied. “Please, let me make it up to you mistress. I’ll do anything, anything you want,”

Genuinely desperate to please my goddess as she bounced up and down on me, laughing, gently slapping my face, I would have acquiesced to any of her commands or desires.

“Well, well, okay, this is what will happen,” She said. “We are going to reverse the roles on the television. You’re going to be the little bitch making a fool of yourself for the big strong master. You’re going to learn that if you watch trash you will be treated like trash,”

With that, she picked me up off the floor and pulled over a chair in front of the television. The reality show had now cut to a scene of one of the large men and one of the slutty women in the bedroom. They were fucking, with the woman bent over the bed and taking a pounding from behind.

Mistress roughly bent me over the chair, facing the television, then walked over to the shelf that displayed her ultimate deterrent, a large black strap on.

I watched as she placed the strap on over her yoga pants and walked in front of me, giggling.

“Okay boy, She said. “You better get this big cock nice and wet because it’s going right up that stupid little bottom of yours in a minute. And you’re going to take it for as long as the woman on television takes her big length for. That’s it, suck it, leave lots of nature’s lube on there.”

She walked behind me and I felt her spread my cheeks, exposing my puckered ass to the world.

Cold air.

I felt nervous, excited, totally in a trance.

Then, it came, I felt the large head push against me and I let out a long, deep moan.

I couldn’t deny it, it felt good, if uncomfortable at the same time.

“Ooooooh, please…” I said.

“That’s it, take it you little slut,” Ashely commanded. “You’ll learn your lesson here make no mistake. Look up at the television at that stupid little woman getting exposed in front of millions. You should thank your lucky stars that this is just between us two, for now at any rate!”

With that she began to move the fat cock in and out of me at a great speed, herself beginning to moan now.

She was really going for it – and I would later see that the strap on had a built in vibrator intended for the user’s pleasure – until she appeared to climax and then drop her full weight on my body.

I had nothing left, I felt as if my dignity had been well and truly taken away from me, but there was one more act to seal my punishment for the evening.

“Now,” she said, “Now that I have composed myself I want to see you finish yourself off, wank that pathetic little maggot and spurt it. But there’s a twist, seeing as you are a sissy little bitch, you will be wanking it to the freeze-framed image on the television. Hahaha, don’t even try and protest, yes, you will bring yourself to cum to the image of that large stud standing tall with his muscular back and powerful bottom to camera. And as you stroke, on each stroke you will say: I am a pathetic sissy who knows her place in the pecking order. Now, without further ado…”

I stood up and face the television and my magnificent mistress.

I began to stroke, repeating as instructed the line: I am a pathetic sissy who knows her place in the pecking order, as instructed.

And the thing was, as humiliating as this was, I knew it to be true.

If mistress suspected my sight was drifting, she would grab my face and point me back in the direction of the large, toned man and his strong calves, thighs, buttocks, and shoulders.

“Yes, you feel degraded and humiliated by me, by this prat on the television, but you also feel turned on by us both too,” She declared. “That’s it, faster, faster, faster, faster, ooooooooooh and there it is, what a lot of mess you’ve made on your floor!”

Laughing and utterly revelling in her victory over me, she continued, “Now get on your hands and knees and lick up every drop you utter waste of space. We’ll make a good servant of you yet, but there’s a long, long way to go slutty sissy boi!”

As I licked up my own hot creamy mess from the laminate floor, occasionally looking up to the magnificent sight of my new boss, I knew that I had never ever felt such degradation in my life.

But another thing was also true.

I knew that I had also never felt such commitment to serving another person, to pleasing them, to being their possession.

I knew that this would be a job I would never get sick of. I knew there would be many more tales of humiliation, punishments, and my boundaries being pushed further than I ever thought imaginable.

What would happen, not just this evening, or the next day, or back at work with her on Monday would all be revealed.

Things were bound to get more humiliating, more degrading, but I knew that this was a journey that I had to stick to, one that was probably the path I had always, deep down, desperately wanted to be on.

I was a sissy bitch, serving a beautiful, powerful, incredible mistress.

This was just how it was meant to be.
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-PREVIEW-

Both women had trim waists and then juicier, powerful thighs that were supported up by long, shapely legs and calves.

I became super aware that I was staring, drooling almost, in a most blatant way and brought my eyes back up to their faces.

It had only been a moment, possibly they hadn’t realised?

Wrong.

Busted!

“Hey, you, we’ve noticed you here before. You were sitting in this same seat last week, weren’t you?” The woman with the more petit breasts and spectacular nipples said.

I didn’t have a clue how to respond, despite knowing full well that I had indeed been in this exact same seat at some point last week.

I wondered why she was asking, but ultimately saw no harm in just owning it.

“Yeah, that was me, and?” I said, somewhat nervously, but trying to be confident.

Thing is, I kept involuntarily checking their bodies out, becoming totally wrapped up in these two magnificent women.

But what were their motives?

“Ha, right, we thought so,” Jen said. “Well, first, my name is Jen, and this is my friend Stella, and we need a good old word with you.”

With that, and before I had time to reply, both sat down at my table, either side of me.

I felt incredibly self-conscious, not least because I had a full raging erection in my trousers, but also because their perfume had a classy bouquet that almost immediately had an intoxicating effect on me.

I kind of felt dizzy?

“Right,” Jen continued, “We were both here last week, having a cake and a catch up, when we happened to see something very interesting. As you bent over to pick up a something that you had dropped, we saw what could only be described as the frilly edges of a pair of rather skimpy panties stick out above your trousers-”

Oh no.

Oh no.

Oh no.

Immediately, I felt myself go pure crimson flush in the face.

I couldn’t believe it.

I thought I’d been so careful, but clearly not careful enough. I tried to bluff my way out of it but found my mouth just wouldn’t produce any words, certainly none that made sense.

“Well,” Stella continued, “Seeing as you’re not going to even attempt to even vaguely deny it, we’ll assume that we saw exactly what we thought we saw. Well, what we’ve decided is that we would both very much enjoy spending some quality time with you, that you would fit our very specific requirements to an absolute tee. Am I right or am I right, Jen?”

I felt Stella press her hand on my crotch and firmly squeeze my throbbing cock.

I was worried that I might actually cum right there and then, her powerful thigh pressing right against my significantly weedier leg.

“Yes,” Stella purred, “It seems as if this little sissy would be quite amenable to our plan. Ooooh, ooooh, I’d better stop touching him or he might have an embarrassing little spurt and make a sissy mess.”

And with that, Stella slapped my crotch and squeezed my nipple roughly over my t-shirt. I was humiliated as I let out a whimper, in pain but conscious to at least try not to draw any attention towards us from the other people at other tables.

“Okay,” Jen said, “We need to give this little pervert a quick introduction to what we will be doing with, or should that be to, him. To begin with, you need to know that as you have been exposed as a sissy bitch, and don’t worry – we have photographic evidence, you will be treated exactly as one. It is what you desire isn’t it, deep down? Don’t leave me waiting for a response now…”

Oh God.

What the hell-

What was I meant to-

I couldn’t possibly… could I…

I didn’t know what to say, I was confused.

I mean, sure, it was true, I did have these fantasises, but now it was happening to me in real life, I wasn’t sure if I wanted it. In the end, I just blurted out a yes and dropped my head in shame.

“Good,” Jen continued, “Now that we have officially established that, I am going to ask you another question. Are you wearing some panties today? Come on, don’t keep us waiting you little worm.”

“Y-y-y—yes,” I stuttered.

“Ha, brilliant, and of course I thought so,” Jessica said. “Now, describe them to us. And look us directly in our eyes as you do, no more of this head down mumbling from this point onwards, or there will be big trouble.”

I described the panties as well as I could, and in as much detail as I could – I got the distinct impression that these women were not to be messed with.

“They are high cut, riding up on the hip,” I said, “White with red hearts, thong at the back, fresh on today, very small all over.”

As I was talking, I felt my dick bounce and twitch inside the panties.

It almost felt like a relief to describe them out loud, to two of the exact kind of woman I had always fantasised about discovering my secret.

As I spoke, I could see their eyes light up as they exchanged glances of recognition with each other.

It looked like I was pleasing them.

But what did that mean for me going forwards?

“Well well well,” Stella said, “We really do have a thoroughly slutty little sissy boi here don’t we? And I can confirm that he’s got a little sissy dick to match, too.”

Stella and Jen began laughing.

Wicked, dominant, mocking laughter.

I didn’t know how to respond, I felt totally undermined, humiliated, but at the same time absolutely turned on by these women who had suddenly appeared in my life.

“Is that right, do you have a little sissy worm cocklet?” Jen asked me. “And is it stiff right now? I want you to describe, if so, exactly why. No detail spared. Come on, get talking or I’ll have you over my knee right here and now with your trousers round your ankles, those panties down by your thighs, and that bottom presented nude for a full on spanking, but not before I spread your cheeks and stick a damn carrot in your little hole. Let me guess, you’d enjoy that, the public punishment, the vulgar exposure of your arsehole, but I’m not sure you’d be quite so keen on fifty spanks that would bring you to tears. Anyway, plenty of time for all that, so get talking!”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

Totally shocked and stunned by her outburst, I began to talk in sheer panic, my defences totally down.

“Yes, yes, I do have a little sissy worm dick, Jen,” I said. “It is very small and could never satisfy two brilliant, spectacular, intelligent women like you, never ever…ever. It is very hard now, it has been since the second you both came over to talk to me. You both have incredible bodies, beautiful faces, the kind of women I fantasise about every night. And I don’t just mean I fantasise about seeing you naked and having sex with, I mean I fantasise about powerful, strong women like you discovering my secret sissy panty desires and exposing and humiliating me about it for your pleasure, the more humiliation that comes my way the better…”

I couldn’t believe what I was saying.

I thought this would be enough, that this level of personal confession would satisfy them, but Stella had other ideas.

“Okay, wimp, tell us more,” Stella said, “First thing that comes to your mind. Literally the first thing and go from there. The more humiliating the better!”

“Y-y-yes, I’ll try,” I spluttered. “I would very much deserve the spanking that Jen described. I think that all sissies should know their place and be ready for a punishment any time or place that their superiors decide. When I play with myself I often imagine that I am being spanked in a public place and forced to stand on display after the spanking to show my sore bottom. Sometimes my panties will be round my ankles, and sometimes I will have been made to wear them on my head or hang them off my hard little cock.”

“Oh wow, we’ve really struck gold here, Stella,” Jen said, laughing. “Go on, give him another grab down there, and tell him all about how sad and small his hard on is, Jen.”

And with that, Jen grabbed my dick again, but this time she stuffed her hand inside my trousers, wrapped her fingers around my cock and began pulsing her fist over my boner.

I knew this would only end one way.

“Haha!” Jen laughed, “His smooth little cocklet really is happy now. It seems like it likes getting insulted? Well how about I say this for the record: this is the stupidest, most worthless dick I have ever had the, um, pleasure, of wanking. I mean, it’s debatable whether this is even a dick at all. Are you sure it’s not just a big clit? This could never satisfy a woman, ever. We’ll have to put your tongue to use if we want any kind of satisfaction from you my boy. Yes, that’s right, we will be using you for our pleasure too, and you’d better perform to our expectations or there will be plenty more of those spankings that we’ve been talking about. Sissy. Wimp. Cuck. No dicked loser. Are you going to make a mess in your girlie thong, you little slut?-

-END OF PREVIEW-
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