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		CHAPTER 1 – MEAN GIRLS

		

		SATURDAY MORNING AND ALAN WIMPLE slowly gained consciousness. The man who lay prostrate and securely bound and gagged to the legs of his dining room table let out a muffled cry. With the chill of the morning around him he realised he was wearing very little. Tugging at his restraints that cut into his wrist he fell back onto the base of his upturned table and tried to gather his foggy memories of the night before. They humiliated him and tortured him for hours, and then they abandoned him. Tied to the table and wearing his flatmate’s bra and knickers and high heeled shoes. He cast his thoughts back further to the prior evening, to the chance encounter that would change Alan Wimple’s life forever.

		–––––-

		Alan Wimple had taken on far too much this year at the University. The administrative load had increased as had his teaching quota, with staff leaving in droves, someone had to pick up the pieces, and the Dean always seemed to turn to him in a crisis. Consequently, he was working late yet again to keep up. At eleven he turned his desk light out and left his office for the weekend ahead.

		He was looking forward to a quiet evening with a nice glass of wine and some pornography. That was how he mostly spent his weekends, downloading movies or simply enjoying the nostalgia of vintage magazines he had picked up cheap online.

		His flat, located in the city centre, was not far from the University, and he would be home in a matter of minutes. As it was Friday night the city was busy with young people ferrying between bars and clubs. He kept his head down as he strolled along the pavement passed the cinema and kebab shops.

		‘Hey, what are you up to tonight?’ came a voice from beside him.

		He turned to see a girl with long blonde hair pulled back, lots of makeup and wearing a short skimpy dress and extremely high heels.

		‘We’re off to a club, fancy coming along?’

		Wimple looked slightly bemused and didn’t know what to say. She was twenty years younger than him easily; Wimple was hardly ever approached in such a way and by one so young. He was then aware of four other friends tottering behind her in equally high heels.

		‘Ehm, thanks, that’s very nice of you, and I would normally, just eh I am a bit bushed, long day. I think I will pass and just stay in with a bottle of wine and a film.’ He stammered, blushing slightly.

		‘Haha, you’re cute, tell you what if we have no luck in the club I’ll come and pay you a visit. Where do you live?’

		He looked even more bemused and slightly frightened.

		‘Well come on where the fuck does you live?’

		‘Errm just over there on that road by the park, Eastfield Lane, number 12. It’s a flat over the shop on the corner.’

		‘Great – maybe see you later.’ She giggled and returned to her friends and they sauntered passed him linking arms and merrily laughing about something, which, he suspected was something to do with him. They left him by the crossing and headed into the precinct. Wimple watched their slim, long legs and razor-sharp heels fade into the distance.

		Wimple left his bag at the door and even though he knew his flatmate Kerry was out this weekend he thought he would just check. He called her name, waited, knocked on her door then entered. No sign. Great. He spent a moment examining her room, the smell of her perfume excited him, and he looked at the clothes strewn over the bed. Clearly, she had been trying on an assortment of clothes and shoes before she left for a friend’s party this weekend.

		He looked down at the heap of shoes and boots. He had always had a thing about high heels. He picked up a pair of patent black leather shoes with a six-inch heel and lace up straps that would go all the way up the ankle. He guiltily shoved them up his shirt, it was ridiculous he thought, no one was here, Kerry was away, and yet he felt he needed to sneak around with his secret fetish.

		He rummaged in the bag at the bottom of his wardrobe for the magazines he had kept for years and along with wine and Kerry’s shoes settled down on the sofa.

		He unbelted his trousers and unzipped his flies then pushed the shoe down the front of his underwear to rub his growing manhood. The sole of the shoe was cold against his engorged member, and he turned the pages of the fetish magazine and imagined Kerry standing over him walking on his groin like the models in the magazine.

		He took one shoe and sniffed the insides the other he rubbed the heel into his balls. This was heavenly, he was so aroused and couldn’t wait to rummage through her laundry for her used underwear. He wished Kerry would go away more often leaving him free reign over her private items. He was going to cum any moment; he held back trying to delay the ecstasy when there was a loud banging on the front door.

		What the fuck? Dear god not that girl? He had only left her thirty minutes ago.

		‘I know you’re in there – it’s me Paige! Come on, open up!’

		He pulled out the shoes, pulled up his zip, quickly slid the magazines under the sofa and flung the shoes into the corner of the room. He ran to the door, painfully aware of the bulge in his trousers. He opened the door a fraction, hiding most of his body behind it.

		‘About bloody time, what are you doing in there?’

		The girl shoved passed him followed by the four friends all grinning at him. One of them glanced down at his groin and laughed.

		‘I know exactly what he’s been doing – dirty fucker!’

		Wimple blushed bright scarlet, he looked outside his flat for any witnesses to the gang of girls that had just forced their way into his home. Quickly shutting the door he scurried after them into the living room.

		They had already distributed themselves into chairs and sofas forming a ring around him as he stood in the middle of the room.

		‘So where’s the wine then?’ Paige asked.

		‘I thought you were going to a nightclub?’

		‘Nar, Stacey got into a fight with the bouncer, before we even got into the place. So, we thought we’d come and see our new mate with all the booze!’ She laughed, and the others joined in.

		‘Well what you waiting for let’s get the party started. I’m Paige; this is Candice, Jordan, Stacey, and Tyler – so what’s your name?’

		‘Allan, eh Allan Wimple.’

		‘Fucking brilliant – wimpy – go gets us some drinks – got any cider?’

		‘No sorry no I don’t. Just wine eh there may be some gin or vodka.’

		‘Vodka -yeah. Vodka and Orange all round with ice. Well, off you toddle wimpy.’ They all laughed as he scurried off to the kitchen.

		Wimple was sweating now. What the hell had he done letting these crazy girls into his flat? Just one drink then they would go. He found the vodka, one bottle was three quarters empty and another bottle was unopened. He took his time preparing the drinks then hid the full bottle. He would claim there was no more spirits, and they would surely leave. He smiled to himself, a great plan.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 2 – THE CONFESSION

		

		AS HE APPROACHED THE LIVING room slowly with a tray full of drinks he heard lots of screams of laughter. What the hell was going on?

		As he entered, to his abject horror, all the girls had surrounded Paige and were leaning over her shoulders to look at one of his magazines he had hastily shoved under the sofa.

		As he approached they all looked up at him and laughed.

		‘Wimpy, you are a pervy fuck, aren’t you? Your wank mag is some serious shit!’

		He placed the drinks down on the coffee table and tried to snatch it away from Paige, but she was too quick, and two girls sprang off the sofa in front of her looking menacingly at the dejected academic.

		‘So you like this sort of thing eh – been checking our shoes out I suppose? You like ‘em? Well?’

		Wimple didn’t know what to do or say; he just wanted the girls out, to end the torment.

		‘Look at my legs and shoes wimpy, look at them and tell me if you like them!’

		He gazed down at her long slender, beautiful legs and then at the thin polished heels the high arches and he painted toes. He loved them, and his trousers began to bulge.

		‘Hehe – look, girls, he’s got a hard-on from my shoes. Fucking pervert! Ha ha! Brilliant.’

		They all laughed. Wimple felt a heady mix of shame and tumescence. He desperately wanted to rub his cock and more importantly caress this girl’s shoes and legs.

		‘It’s alright wimpy, go on take a closer look, get on your hands and knees, and kneel down before my perfect feet. Go on. It’s alright.’

		Lust took him to the ground instantly and he sunk to a kneeling position before this girl mesmerized by her powerful calves and smooth pale skin.

		‘Kiss my shoes wimpy.’

		He was entranced; he had gone this far what could be worse, he felt embarrassed but equally exhilarated by this wonderful dreamlike experience. He knelt forward and pressed his lips to the cool polished leather.

		‘Lick the heels.’

		His heart racing, he ran his tongue up and down her heel cleaning the detritus and dirt of the city night from the slender stiletto. Grit and saliva mixed in his mouth, he felt sick by being reduced to this level but so aroused by the powerful girls that stood over him mocking his wormlike position on the floor at their feet.

		Paige took her drink, and so did the rest of the girls. As he continued to clean shoes with the girls surrounding him, clinking glasses they held a toast “to our new shoe slave!”

		He felt a heel press into the back of his head and two more pushing onto his back. His whole body was pushed to the ground, and as he lay flat on the floor, he continued to lick the girls shoes feeling more and more aroused.

		His cock was so hard as he pushed it into the floor gently grinding his hips wanting desperately to cum.

		He saw the shoe withdraw, and before he could bring up his hands, the pointed toe swung forward and connected hard with his face.

		‘What the fuck are you doing? Are you fucking the floor, pervert? Turnover, now!’

		His face stung and he thought it was best to comply, so he faced his tormentors as they surrounded him and looked down at his burning red cheeks.

		‘You little fucker are you looking up our skirts?’ Yelled Paige.

		‘No, absolutely not!’

		‘Close your eyes wimpy don’t you dare look at us without my permission.’

		He immediately closed his eyes – he didn’t want to anger them more than necessary. They were drunk he could tell, and he feared they could become increasingly hostile and violent if provoked.

		‘Little pervert is blushing – look at him, ha ha, almost going purple.’

		The girl called Jordan pressed the heel of her boot into the side of his cheek then withdrew it leaving a white circle in his crimson face.

		Paige, the leader of the girl gang, booted him in the balls with her shoe. He winced in pain and folded up clutching his injured balls.

		‘Keep your eyes closed bitch! I think we had better blindfold you, so you don’t keep gazing up our skirts. Jordan, pass me your scarf.’

		Paige took the pink paisley scarf and tied it tightly around her victim’s head. He could now see nothing and lay back down.

		‘Look at that boner – you really like this huh, should we tie you up as well? Being treated like shit turns you on? Well wimpy – does it? Fucking answer me!’ Her shoe came back and then pounded into his groin sending him curling into a ball, groaning in intense pain.

		Paige grabbed his hair and pulled him, so he was on his back.

		‘Well wimp? I asked you a question?’

		‘Yes, I like it.’ He whimpered, still racked with pain.

		‘You will refer to us as Miss every time you fucking speak to us wimpy understand?’

		‘Yes Miss!’

		‘Good boy. Now, what are we going to do about your problem, hmm?’

		‘What problem Miss?’

		‘That thing in your fucking trousers.’

		The girls laughed at him as he lay on the carpeted floor at their feet completely broken by Paige. Then Paige spotted the high heel boots in the corner that he had hastily discarded when they knocked at the door. She picked them up and brought them over to their supine victim.

		‘Were you humping these boots when we arrived you fucking pervert – answer me!’

		‘No Miss, eh I mean I was not fucking them just using them to stimulate me, Miss.’

		‘Ha ha, that’s sounds like fucking them to me. Who’s are they – your sisters?’

		The girls all laughed.

		‘They are my flatmate’s boots, Miss.’

		‘Eww gross – you fucking pervert wimpy – what the fuck are you thinking? Can’t you get a proper girlfriend.’ Again, they all laughed and began poking him with their shoes.

		‘What’s her name wimpy and how old, do you fancy her, I bet you fucking fantasise about her all the time?’

		‘Kerry Mace she is 23 Miss.’

		‘Answer the rest of the question wimpy.’

		‘Yes, Miss I do fantasise about her.’

		‘So where is she – you not worried she’s going to walk in on your little pervy wank fest?’

		‘She is at her sister’s, staying overnight there is a party there, she won’t be back till the morning.’

		‘Look wimpy I got a deal for you. You want to lose that boner right – how about I rub that little dick of yours? Would you like that, a hot girl like me making you cum?’

		He couldn’t believe his ears, this really was a dream come true. ‘Yes, Miss thank you, Miss.’

		‘Not so fast pervert. In return, you’ve got to entertain me and my mates – I want to know all about your filthy thoughts and what you get up. Spill it wimpy otherwise no cummy for you.’

		He lay there, shrouded in darkness, feeling the presence of this girl gang enclosing him, he felt trapped but immensely aroused. He desperately wanted relief and from such a stunningly beautiful girl.

		He agreed to Paige’s conditions, and he began to confess everything, all his perverted fantasies about Kerry, how he watched Kerry get out the shower, wrapped in just a towel, how he went through her clothes and wore her knickers and bra to get off. He confessed to worshipping her boots and shoes and imagined her trampling him in them. He wanted to be her slave and serve at her feet. He told them how Kerry used to ride horses and in her trunk, were her riding boots and crop which he played with, imagining her riding him around the living room whipping his bare arse and digging here boots into his sides. His fantasies tumbled out like some catholic confession in front of a group of hot young nuns.

		‘You are fucked up – brilliant. Love it. Now get dressed Wimpy I want to see what you look like dressed in Kerry’s clothes. But you remain blindfolded. Jordan and Candice will lead you to Kerry’s room and lay out the clothes; you gotta get dressed in her underwear then do a little dance for me, then you can have your nice release.’

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 3 – SISSY TIME

		

		HE COULDN’T BELIEVE HE WAS doing this. His heart was pounding, but he realised there was no return, and it was just a night of fun for everyone. No one would ever know, and he may even end up in a relationship with this girl Paige, in a funny way he thought she did quite like him and he certainly loved her. He was scared of her but incredibly aroused by her.

		He wanted to please her now, so he went along with the two girls that roughly dragged him to his flatmate’s room where they shoved him onto the bed and threw a load of Kerry’s underwear in his face.

		He quickly stripped and pulled on a pair of Kerry’s lacey electric pink knickers. They were tight, and he struggled to get them over his bulging cock. Then a pair of stockings and final he groped blindly around for the pastel pink bra; he struggled for some time to do up the clasps, but eventually his transformation was complete.

		It was fortunate, he thought, that he was blindfolded. He had no way of knowing how ridiculous he looked, which was a small comfort to his predicament.

		Jordan and Candice who had clearly been there all along now dragged him equally as roughly back to the living room, giggling to themselves and with a big shove he lurched into the middle of the living room.

		‘OH MY GOD! Fucking priceless!’ Paige exclaimed and then began laughing hysterically.

		‘Let’s have some music I want to see this bitch dance.’

		Loud RnB Music began from somewhere, and Wimple began his dance of shame, slowly gyrating to a tune completely unfamiliar to him. The girls were in hysterics pointing and laughing shouting encouragement. Jordan went up to him and put a fiver in his knickers. The girls thought this was hilarious. The humiliating performance continued for what seemed like an eternity to Wimple.

		Eventually, the music stopped, and they all clapped and cheered.

		‘Well done wimpy – you did us proud, now for our end of the bargain. You need to lie down Wimpy there’s a good boy, over here.’

		This was it, he couldn’t believe it. Paige was going to relieve hi in front of these hot girls and he was going to have the best orgasm of his life. So what if he had suffered a little humiliation at her hands, he was now going to endure extreme pleasure at her hands instead.

		Two girls manoeuvred him to the corner of the living room, where, unbeknown to him, while he was dressing the remaining girls had turned his dining room table over. They pushed him down, and he lay on the table, in a very uncomfortable position the central supporting wooden bar pressed into his back.

		‘Right Wimpy, you ready? Just making sure you are nice and secure.’

		‘What Miss?’

		Paige knelt down on his chest and began to wrap one of Kerry’s stockings around his wrist. One of her knees pressed down on his bicep and he struggle to move his arm.

		He didn’t want to be completely helpless. That was not a part of his fantasies. He began to panic. ‘Please, Miss I don’t want to be tied up.’ He began to struggle attempting to push her off. His body arched and as he moved to a sitting position he felt an intense pain as Paige’s knee slammed into his groin. In the dizziness of his agony, he was only vaguely aware of a multitude of hands pulling at his wrists and ankles, the girls weighing his limbs down with their full body weight. The stockings were wrapped around his wrists and ankles and tightly knotted before being wrapped around the up turned table legs.

		His whole body ached as the girls pulled in all directions and then secured the bindings. They finished up slapping him in the balls. His body arched and writhed, but there was no way he could protect his delicate regions. They giggled and chortled as they slammed their fists into his scrotum and jeered every time he yelped.

		‘Open your gob Wimpy, or we will bust your balls flat until they are mush – got it!’

		He opened his mouth; there was nothing he could do he was completely helpless.

		‘Wider . . . wider . . . good boy.’

		He then felt a large spherical object forced into his mouth. He choked a bit, then felt the felt lining and realised Paige had pushed a tennis ball into his mouth. There was no way he could push it out as she rapidly tied scarfs around his head to keep it in place.

		‘Look at you Wimpy all tied up gagged and in your flatmate’s underwear. What a lovely sight.’

		He then felt her kneel hard on his cock and balls. This was it; he was going to have the ultimate orgasm, and all this suffering would be worth it. As he waited, he felt something hard and damp run across his chest. Someone was writing on his body. What the hell was going on? The text extended down his belly to his navel. She moved a little then he felt Paige’s hands move behind his head, she was loosening the knots to his blindfold.

		It took a few seconds for him to adjust to the light in the room and the stunning girls looking down at him smiling.

		Paige was now sitting on his chest her knees pressed against his cheeks. She smiled a cruel, malicious smile which came just inches from his face. He smelt her perfume and stared into her deep, dark eyes.

		‘Look at me Wimpy – got something to show you.’

		She took her phone, pressed the screen then turned it round to face him.

		Wimple could not believe his eyes. Since his blindfolding, the whole event had been recorded. His grovelling, his confessions, his changing into Kerry’s clothes and his ultimate dance of shame. There were close-ups of his twitching cock and his face as he confessed to all his perversions.

		‘Even if you could snatch the phone from me and destroy the sim card it’s too late; Jordan has already uploaded it. Poor little wimpy.’

		He squealed behind his gag in protest, but it just made them laugh more.

		‘So now, it’s time for your reward. Want to capture this on film as well. So as a treat you can look up our skirts how about that Wimpy – who’s a lucky boy.’

		The girls gathered around him looking down at his helpless pathetic form. One of them tipped some vodka on his head, another squatted down and spat on his face. It trickled down his cheek and they laughed as he blinked up as begging for mercy with his eyes.

		Paige stood up then placed her shoe on his groin and began to rub. She held the phone over his groin as she pushed on his balls with her shoe forcing the heel into his arse as well.

		He whimpered and wailed, he didn’t want to cum now – he didn’t want to have them film his orgasm. But as he gazed up at the long legs and the short skirts gathered around his head he knew it was hopeless. He went up each skirt with his probing eyes to examine the girl’s underwear, the soft curves, and bulges in the shadows of the skirt. They laughed and called him names, but he could not take his eyes off them. His cock got stiffer and stiffer as Paige pressed harder and harder on it.

		He finally arched his back, stiffened his legs and arms and shot his load over his belly and Kerry’s suspender belt.

		Paige took her foot off his cock and moved in for a close-up of his twitching cock then the creamy mess on his belly and then a final shot of his face.

		‘How was that Wimpy?’ Paige laughed as she squatted down at his head.

		‘What an icky sticky mess you made. You are a dirty little perv if you don’t clean it up it will dry all crusty on you. Now that would be nasty, wouldn’t it wimpy.’

		She smiled and raised to her full height. He gazed up at her pleadingly.

		‘You probably need to get some rest now you have just cum, you will be exhausted; we will leave you to it. We had a great time. Say hi to Kerry from us.’

		With that, she strode off along with the rest of the girls out of the living room, their long slender legs disappearing round the door frame. The last one flicked off the light plunging Wimple into darkness once more.

		He lay there for a few moments, thinking it was some joke. They his heart sank as he heard the front door slam and the sound of heels and giggling girls disappearing into the city night.

		They must come back; they wouldn’t leave him like this. Wimple tried to pull at his bonds, but they held him fast. The table was extremely big and heavy, and he was unable to shift his position even a fraction. What was he going to do if they never returned? What the hell would he tell Kerry?

		She was back in the morning he had no hope of getting fee by then he would just have to wait and get some sleep no matter how uncomfortable he was.

		As he lay there, he worked on the alibi he would tell Kerry. It was an angry ex-girlfriend – she tricked him. Drugged him with that date rape drug, what was it called, no matter whatever it’s called, and now has had her revenge.

		Great, he thought, that will work. Kerry will buy that. She will be annoyed about her clothes, but he will buy her new clothes. Christ, this will work out alright in the end.

		A loud bang jolted Wimple awake the following morning. As he gained consciousness, the dark realisation of where he was and what had transpired the night before slowly seeped into his consciousness.

		He tried the bonds again, but he was still bound tight, the nylon stockings cutting into his wrists and ankles. He replayed the events of the previous night through his mind.

		What a nightmare he had experienced but it was over now and as soon as he was free, he thought, he would never invite a stranger back to his flat again.

		The door of the living room swung open, and a slender, attractive woman stood framed in the doorway.

		Her long dark silky hair hung down over her shoulders framing her perfect breasts. Her eyes were wide with horror at the spectacle before her.

		Wimple let out a muffled cry, and Kerry rushed over to untie his wrists. As she fumbled with the knots, she looked down at his chest and then stepped back.

		Wimple had never been able to read the writing Paige had scrawled on his torso in black marker pen. He had been too preoccupied by his ‘reward; and then they had turned the lights out, and he had only just come too. He gazed down at the carefully written text.

		‘This pervert wears your underwear, before you release him, watch his confession at this site.’

		Below the message was a web address which undoubtedly opened the humiliating video of his evening’s antics with the girl gang. He started to panic and began tugging at his bonds, but in vain. He began to cry out to Kerry but his protests were muffled by the gag. There was nothing he could do but plead with his eyes as she stood over him.

		She walked over to her bag and squatted down. He looked over at her perfect beautiful backside wrapped in a leather skirt then down to her high heeled boots, shiny and black, his favourite. She was so sexy he couldn’t help but become aroused at the thought of him helplessly bound and Kerry about to find a pair of scissors to release him.

		But Wimple was mortified, his heart pounded, his muffled cries pleaded with Kerry as she stood up, and took out her phone, opened the browser and began entering the domain name.
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