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CHAPTER 1

The Mistress Plan



He held the hem of his pink French maid’s dress and curtsied to Mistress Megan. She laughed. 

“My gay sissy princess. Mandy,” she said and considered this for a moment, a long slim hand under her chin. “Can a sissy be gay?” 

she asked herself out loud. The thought made her chuckle again. 

Mandy opened his mouth then closed it again. The wrong comment meant a spanking. And yet, his eyes were full of adoration. 

He shook; desire or fear? Probably both. 

He shook his head at her question. He didn’t know. Of course not, he was a sissy, what did they know apart from how to be be submissive to her? 

She moved in close. They were the same height and in the same size high heels – four inches. Megan was far more steady and elegant in hers. What was it with sissies, she wondered? They always managed to look a little clumsy even after months of training. 

She shrugged; that was part of the fun. They were not true women but humiliated facsimiles. 

She stroked his head. His hair was long, full and blond. She’d made him grow it over the months she’d been training him. “Not to worry, Mandy, it was a rhetorical question,” she said. “A sissy is feminine but also male. Sort of.” She put her head to one side and then the other. “Whether you are gay or not is a conundrum and an unanswerable question. However, I like the way  gay sissy  princess

sounds so I’ll use that.” She smiled down at him. “And do you want to be my  gay sissy princess, Mandy darling?” 

“I don’t want to be gay, Mistress Megan,” Mandy said, his eyes peering up through long black false lashes. “I like women.” His words did not match the spark of interest in his eyes. 

“Think of that as a rhetorical question, sweetheart,” she said. “I said you are going to be a gay sissy princess as I’ve already made the decision for you.” She shook her head at the thought of a sissy making a decision. “My decision is to find you a cute sissy to be your girlfriend. You’ll soon find out what a gay sissy princess you are.” 

It had been fun to dress Mandy up in sissy clothes, growing his hair into a girl’s style and removing all his body hair. She’d debated whether to get him breast implants for some time. She liked that there was something male about him despite the clothes, hair, height and build even though he was slim. In the end, she went for it. A good decision as she loved his 38C boobs. Maybe she could have gone bigger. Maybe she will. 

This amused her but the final element was missing. Sissies needed to be pushed into sissy sex with other sissies. It was the final act in their transformation. They wanted it really but didn’t have the nerve to do it for themselves. And what fun to watch. And what power to make sissies do things to each other; the ultimate humiliation. 

Sissies were infatuated with her and with her making them into sissies, they gave her money and gifts and did everything she

demanded. She enjoyed her sissies showering her with gifts; it’s how she lived and she lived exceedingly well. 

She came out of her daydream about Mandy’s future relationship. She hated waiting for something she wanted. Without warning or backlift, she kicked up under Mandy’s short flared dress and into Mandy’s balls. She connected with the toe of her black leather boot. It was more of a quick stab than a full kick; she didn’t want to damage him, just take out some frustration. He squealed and hunched over, eyes watering. 

Megan rolled her shoulders, that felt good; an outlet for her tension. She glared at Mandy for a moment and her face softened. 

How she loved sissies cringing. “You forgot to thank me for kicking your pansy balls.” 

He looked up, his eyes wide in apprehension. “Thank, thank you, Mistress.” 

She folded her arms, her blouse tight over her large breasts, her legs long and lean. 

So the hunt was on for another sissy so she had two to play with. Finding a man who she could turn into a sissy was easy, finding the right type of sissy was a whole different prospect. It went without saying they had to be successful and wealthy. What was a sissy if he didn’t spoil her financially? Mandy was tall and slim so this time she’d look for someone short and cuddly. That would be a great mix. 

Short successful wealthy man with trophy wives sounded a good idea. She’d found they were often less than useful in bed. This was their SDS — Small Dick Syndrome. They overcompensated for their

height and small dicks by taking gorgeous sexy models as wives or girlfriends and throwing themselves into their work and making tons of money. Trophy wives and girlfriends had expensive tastes and sought little rich men. Little rich short men felt big with a tall sexy woman on their arms: it was their Napoleon complex. Both partners were happy. As was the third person in the relationship – a mistress like Megan. 

These types of men were cute in Megan’s mind. Underneath their expensive suits, they were usually sissy princesses. It never took much persuasion. 

Sissy princesses were never useful in bed. Megan had a solution for that problem too so their performance wasn’t important, in fact it was a benefit. For the sex part of the equation, she chose real men with huge dicks and small brains for her needs. Mistress Megan’s boyfriends were macho men who did what she told them –

this was a perfect solution. The best of both worlds. 

Once a sissy fell in love with her, she made the sissy watch while dressed in a short French maid’s dress while she made love with her boyfriend. That was fun. To see their little sissy faces desperate and humiliated. 

Short sissy rich men had money and gifts to lavish on her and an alpha boyfriend had an enormous penis to lavish on her. This was the perfect combination for any self-respecting Mistress. Her smile widened into a devious grin. Megan was about to go on the hunt for her new sissy and Mandy’s girlfriend. 

Outside, the sun peeked out from behind a large dark cloud and the light poured through the picture windows. The light showed several marks on the glass. It was time for sissy to clean. The hunt for her second sissy was on. 

CHAPTER 2

Hello Sissy



Megan took a sip of her Martini. Five parts London Dry Gin, one part Italian Vermouth and one fresh green olive. No tinned olives. Ever. 

She had explained it meticulously to the barman whose eyes had not deviated from her huge cleavage. 

She felt invigorated, the hunt was on. She was sitting in the bar of the five-star city centre hotel watching for potential prey. It was chilly outside even though it was August. The rain had been a constant fine drizzle all day. The warm dry bar was as good as anywhere to peruse the wealthy talent for sissy potential. She had a leather holdall at her feet. It contained the tools of her trade. It was always good to be prepared. 

The best hotel in town was usually the best place to find your prey – rich successful men who thought they were big hunters. Of course, it was the other way around but she liked them to have their fantasy for a while before showing the facts. They thought they were masculine alpha man but they never were. Before long, she would transform them into her sissy girls and money pigs. 

Four businesspeople came in, dark rain spots on the shoulders of their suits. They wiped their shoulders with their hands to sweep away the rain. They sat down at a table near her stool. One of the group stood out. Although he was the shortest, he had something about him. An aura of charisma? A sense of vulnerability despite his upright confident manner? 

She nodded approvingly at his long hair, black and thick, flowing over his ears and collar. Long hair was good, it could be put into a pretty style. And there was no need to wait for it to grow. She caught his name as the group chatted: Simon. He was cute. 

She shifted around to face him from her barstool. She kept her knees pressed tightly together and to one side. Her short tight black leather mini-skirt showed her thighs in their full glory and her legs were bare. The skirt covered her panties but little else; at 5ft 10, her legs were too long and slim to hide away under a long skirt. 

She wore knee-high black leather boots; they hugged her calves like a second skin. The heels were like four inches of metallic ice pick. 

She listened to their conversation. Simon was on a business trip to meet these other business people. He was in her cross-hairs. She watched him. Yes, he was cute. She didn’t have a lot of time. It would have to be soon. 

Simon kept glancing at Megan’s legs as he spoke to his colleagues. That had been the idea, men were easy to ensnare. You led them by the nose and an expanse of female flesh always did the trick. Simon’s eyes were all over her boots and bare thighs. 

He spotted her demure glances back at him. Demure was probably the wrong word, she thought, maybe deliberate smouldering was better The hunt was on. Her legs were not her only asset. Everything about her was an asset, from her mane of rich brunette hair that hung thick and long to the small of her back to her

large breasts. She wore a low-cut bra covered by a low skin-tight top. Her boobs spilt out like two airships colliding. 

The bar windows looked out onto the high street. The sun peeked low through the city buildings and the rain clouds were clearing. 

A young businesswoman sat next to Simon as the group found an empty table. She was looking into his eyes. She was pretty but hardly competition. 

Thee group chatted for fifteen minutes or so. Then two of the group suddenly stood. They drained their beer glasses, shook hands with Simon and the woman and left. They pulled their chairs closer and Simon called the barman for two more drinks. They chatted and the woman placed her hand on Simon’s arm and laughed at something he’d said. So, she thought, they had plans for tonight. 

Shame. 

Megan observed them, considering her time to pounce. She had to bat away a tipsy businessman thinking he was God’s gift to chat-up lines, His eyes fixed on her bulging breasts. He was hoping for something ‘off the books’ while away from his wife she guessed. Like Simon, she assumed. Only Simon would be getting something tonight ‘off the books’ although it would not be with his current companion and not what he was thinking. 

Megan caught Simon’s eye. She held it and let a faint smile flick across her lips. She crossed her long bare legs, pointing the toe of her knee-high leather boot at him. Her tiny leather skirt was taut. 

Simon’s eyes shot to her legs as if pulled in by a stronger magnet than his companion had. 

Megan shook back her mane of brunette hair with a throw of her head. Her long dangling earrings jangled and the diamonds caught the LED lighting and flashed like a warning signal. Her hair flowed and settled over her bare shoulders and breasts. She caught his eyes and raised a brow. 

The woman noticed their eye contact and tapped him. She glared at Megan. Simon realised she’d caught him ogling her and he looked away, his face covered in embarrassment. He pretended to engage in his companion’s discussions. He was flustered and his colleague had a face of thunder. 

Megan looked at the chrome-rimmed clock above the bar. The long black hands on the white face said 7.33 pm; it was time to make her move. 

She held down her tiny skirt hem and slid off the barstool, Martini in hand. She picked up her holdall and glided to the table and sat opposite Simon and the young lady. She crossed her legs slowly and Simon stopped in mid-conversation to stare at her legs. Megan smiled and took a sip of her drink. 

The woman’s face went hard. “Do we know you?” 

Megan raised her eyebrows. “I don’t think so, darling.” 

Simon remained mute, his eyes over Megan’s face, hair, breasts and legs. 

“This is a private meeting,” the woman said. 

“And this is a public bar.” Megan smiled a tight smile, her eyes cold. 

“Simon, say something,” said the young lady lady. 

Simon’s mouth was open, gaping at Megan’s beauty. 

“Yes Simon,” said Megan. “Say something. Like, how much you’d like to get to know me.” 

“What?” said Simon. 

The woman stood. “Really Simon? A woman with big tits and a short skirt sits down and you’re in a trance. Good night.” She gathered her jacket and handbag. 

Simon put his hand out. “Good meeting you, Silvia. Let’s catch up tomorrow and go over the figures.” 

She put the back of her wrists on her hips. “I don’t think so. 

There seems to be only one figure on your mind right now.” She stormed out of the bar. 

“Nice to meet you, Simon. I’m Mistress Megan.” Megan leant forward, her breasts hanging out from the tight low-cut top, a long bare arm extended. 

Simon shook her fingers in a daze. 

“Are you married, Simon?” asked Megan. 

Simon shuffled and looked uncomfortable. “Well. Actually. Er. 

I’m. Er.” 

“I’ll take that as a yes, darling.” 

Simon grunted. 

“Well, darling, that is perfect because I’m not looking for a husband.” She chuckled. “Well not for me me. Somebody else’s? 

Well that’s a different story,darling.” 

“Oh.” 

She finished her Martini and placed the glass on the table. “Shall we go, darling?” 

Simon shuffled again. His eyes shifted around the room. “Go where?” 

“To your room, darling.” 

CHAPTER 3

The Room

Megan stepped out onto the 9th floor corridor. Simon had gone ahead and told her to follow five minutes later. Room 969. He’d told Megan he always used this hotel for business and knew a lot of people there. He had to be careful as they knew he was married as he sometimes took his wife there. Simon obviously used these business trips for his extramarital adventures. Well, she thought, this affair won’t be anything like he’s experienced before. 

She strutted along the corridor to room 969, one manicured hand holding the handle of her leather holdall. Her other hand poised in front of her face about to rap on the door. She stood tall and straight. 

Two businessmen passed behind her on their way to the lift, rolling as they strolled along the corridor. They held half-empty beer bottles that splashed warm beer on the carpet. 

She felt their eyes on her large round bottom, outlined by the leather skirt that was more like a second skin. That was normal male behaviour. Her bottom was another asset, round and full as if augmented with implants like those reality TV women. There was nothing artificial about Megan; everything was the product of great genes, a great diet and hours in the gym. 

“Great tits and ass, darlin’. You don’t get many of them to the pound,” slurred one. The other giggled, hiccuped and staggered. 

She dropped her holdall to the floor and it fell with a clump. She turned to face them as they looked back over their shoulders. One of them collided with the wall. 

“Excuse me?” she said, ice in her tone. 

They stopped and turned back to face her, swaying. “I said, great tits and ass, darlin’,” slurred the fatter of the two. His shirt tail hung out over the front of his trousers, his balding greying hair was unruly. They giggled again, broken veins streaked across their cheeks and noses. Beer and expense lunch bellies hung over their belts. 

She wagged a single finger in front of her face, calling them to her. They looked at each other, shrugged, giggled, and staggered towards her expectantly. They came to her, stupid grins across their faces. She creased her nose at the smell of stale beer and salted peanuts. Close up, their noses were puce and swollen from regular alcohol intake and bad food. 

She shot out both her hands at the same time, grabbing each of them by the balls through their trousers. She squeezed hard. For an instant, their faces carried the same stupid grins before the pain worked its way through their foggy brains. Their faces and mouths dropped in shock. She squeezed again and twisted her hands. They squealed in shrill harmony. 

“Let go, let go,” the larger one said. They flapped their hands, not knowing what to do, beer spilling from the bottles. 

She let go and they tried to stand straight. They were like silly twins, she thought. One pulled at his jacket and straightened up in

an attempt to regain some dignity and to sober up. 

She moved into the first one’s face and, without any backlift, she swung her knee up and into his groin. She held his head as she ground it in. The breath flew from his lips like a deflating balloon. He doubled over and fell on his side and onto the patterned corridor carpet. She turned and threw her other knee up. It connected with the second man’s groin. He screamed and fell to the floor doubled up, groaning, lying beside his colleague. 

Megan stamped with the flat of her boot into the first man’s groin and he screamed in a high-pitched voice, “Yeeeek”. She did the same with the second whose eyes watered and face went dark red. 

She turned back to door 969. She rapped hard with her balled-up knuckles, the groaning men wailing behind her on the floor holding their balls through tears. 

“Room service.” Her voice was calm and soft despite what she’d just done to the men. 

The two drunks writhed on the floor behind her, their hands over their groins. They groaned like drunken cattle, tears pooling in their eyes. She heard shuffling behind the door. The door latch creaked with a metallic squeal. The room door swung open and Simon appeared. His face softened into a look of desire. He looked at her for a few moments as if unable to take in the sight of the stunning Megan at his door and about to come in. 

He was in socks and his shirt was untucked and open-necked. 

His face was level with the crevice between her large breasts. His eyes dropped to her knee-high leather boots. 

“Are we going to stand here all night or are you going to invite me in, darling?” Her eyes sparkled with amusement. She followed his eyes as they travelled up from her four-inch spiked heels to the top of her light bare thighs. It was a journey of animal desire. 

She shook back her mane of brunette hair with a throw of her head. Her long dangling earrings jangled. Her hair flowed and settled over her bare shoulders and breasts as if she were a mermaid. She raised a single eyebrow and pushed her large firm breasts further out. They stressed against the light material of her bra and top like over-inflated balloons about to burst. 

She saw his Adam’s apple move as he swallowed hard. 

She leant down into his face, her breasts spilling out further. 

“Room service, honey. I have a delivery for you.” She stared into his eyes. “Me.” 

She picked up her holdall and he stepped aside. She waltzed past him, heels clicking on the wooden laminate floor of the room. 

She stopped behind him. 

Simon’s forehead creased in surprise as he saw the two drunks groaning on the floor holding their groins with both hands. “What happened there?” He turned to face her. “Very funny, room service.” 

“No, I’m not room service, sweetie, but I am in your room and I have a service to perform.” She looked into the corridor. “As for those two, they seem to have had too much to drink.” 

She raised a long slim hand to shake his. He took it and she gave a single curt handshake. “As I said downstairs, you may call me Mistress Megan, sweetheart. I’m pleased to make your

acquaintance. I imagine you’re extremely pleased.” She put her hands on her hips. “Now, be a dear and close the door. We wouldn’t want anyone to disturb our fun tonight, sweetheart.” 

She walked to the king-sized bed as if she had every right to be there. She placed her holdall on the top. It sunk into the large white soft duvet. She surveyed the room as if making herself at home. 

Which she was. 

The room was large and contemporary. A floor-to-ceiling picture window ran the length of one wall and looked out to the city below and the dark ink sky. An almost full moon glowed like a room lamp. 

Contemporary wooden bedside cabinets sat on either side of the huge bed. There was a small round matching dining table with two chairs and a desk on the far side. A huge black flat-screen TV hung on the wall opposite the bed. 

They were on the top floor and the city lights glowed from thousands of office building windows around them. The top floor had the largest and most expensive rooms in the hotel; there was more than enough room for her and what she had planned for the evening. 

And the following evenings. 

She watched his eyes popping out at her appearance. His eyes told her he was drawn to her like a moth to a cashmere sweater. And she was pure cashmere. His gaze continued to run over her body before settling on her wide mouth and thick sexy lips. 

“I assume you’re married to a tall blond ex-model?” 

“How did you know that?” he said. “Anyway, let’s not talk about her. Let’s enjoy the evening.” 

She waved a hand above her head as if to say it wasn’t difficult to work out. “I’m not married,” she said. “I prefer married men, it makes things easier all round.” She looked him up and down. “You’re perfect.” She peered down, towering over him. “I like you, you’re cute. I chose you as soon as I saw you. Successful, good-looking.” 

She hesitated a moment. “And short with long hair. I like my sissies to have long hair. And this time, I want a short one.” 

He struggled to comprehend what she’d said at first. Then it sank in. “Oh, I see. You like to play the Mistress and submissive game.” He moved towards her. “My wife would never go for that but it can be fun. It’s a way for me to de-stress from the day’s responsibilities.” 

Megan’s face softened. “Honey, you’re cute. I suggest you leave everything to me. You’ll find it’s the best way.” 

CHAPTER 4

Sissy Seduction

Megan sat on the king-sized bed and tapped a spot next to her. 

“Sweetheart, come here and sit next to me. We’re going to become well acquainted.” 

Expectation and excitement coursed over Simon’s face. Megan wanted to soften Simon up before introducing him to Mandy and Tyrone. For now, it was useful Simon thought they were going to have a typical one-night stand with no questions asked. 

Her hunk of a boyfriend, Tyrone, was 6ft 4ins and in personal security. Or something like that. She had never asked him as she wasn’t too bothered, it was his gym-toned muscular body she wanted, not conversation. That would all wait until Simon was prepared. Sissy Simon, she thought, and sniggered to herself. She loved alliteration. Sissy Simon, she said again in her mind. 

She’d snared Mandy in this same hotel. She’d found Tyrone at the gym. Where else? He had a body like chiselled granite. Tyrone’s brains were in his biceps and pecs and that was the best place for them. 

Simon waited, his phone in his hand. “I need to text Gemma. To tell her I’m in a working business meal all evening with my associates.” He looked up with a wry grin. “And I want to tell her I miss her and love her. She likes to read that.” 

Megan looked up at him through her long brown eyelashes. 

“That’s cute, baby. I wouldn’t want us interrupted by your wife phoning you.” She tapped the bed next to her again with her palm and smiled. He stared at her hand for a moment too long and gave away his inner thoughts and turmoil. Her hand was long and slender and her fingernails were long, manicured and painted. Red for danger. 

Simon finished typing and sent the message. “Done. I’m all yours.” He walked to the bed, a leer spreading on his lips. 

He sat expectantly. He was smitten by her and she noted he followed her instructions. Submissive beneath his macho exterior. 

“Closer, sweetheart,” said Meagan. “I’m going to do lots of things to you but I promise.” She put an open hand on her huge left breast over her heart. “That I don’t bite. On my honour.” She put a slender elegant hand lightly on his thigh. He flinched and she looked into his eyes. 

“Sounds great, Megan.” 

“Mistress.” 

“Oh yeah, sorry I forgot. Mistress.” 

She shuffled into him, their thighs and hips touching. She looked down on him. “Honey, this isn’t going to work if you treat it like a joke. 

You will call me Mistress.” 

Simon looked surprised for an instant but nodded. “Yes, of course. Mistress.” 

“That’s better, sweetie?” She squeezed his thigh through his trousers and slid her hand further up. Her little finger was

tantalisingly close to his balls. “Isn’t this nice, sweetheart? See how cosy we can be when you accept me as your Mistress.” 

He looked at her hand and mumbled something she couldn’t make out. He was transfixed by her stunning beauty. 

She put her hand to the back of his head and threaded her fingers into his hair. She watched her fingers as she pulled it from his swept-back hairstyle to hang straight and over his ears. She parted it in the centre and let it fall on either side of his face. She admired it. It was more feminine. “You have pretty hair, baby. I like my girls with pretty hair.” 

Simon stiffened. “Excuse me? It’s neither pretty nor your baby. 

And what’s this girl thing?” He didn’t move away from her or stop her stroking his hair. 

Megan stroked his cheeks. “Baby, I told you to let me lead, You have to go with anything I say or do. Remember?” 

She removed her hand and placed a finger on his lips, keeping the other hand kneading at his thigh. “Shhhhhhh, honey.” It was time to begin her loving ball-busting transformation of Simon into her sissy princess. He wouldn’t understand at first, but he’d learn. She continued her internal conversation by speaking out. “Darling, you’ll thank me for it in the end.” Her large brown eyes widened and sparkled. She shivered in anticipation. 

“I’ll thank you for what?” 

She took her finger away from his mouth and leaned down and pressed her lips to his. She kissed his closed lips lightly and pulled

back a couple of inches, looking into his eyes. His eyes were half-closed. She’d ensnared him. 

“Let’s try that again, baby, but this time open your lips. OK, sweetheart?” 

She laced her fingers into the hair on the back of his head, keeping her other hand squeezing at his thigh; a hair’s breadth from his balls. She moved back in and found his lips parted. She pressed her lips harder against his and opened her mouth. He responded. 

She had him hooked as she flicked her tongue into his ready mouth and tasted mint. He was utterly malleable in the face of her sexy beauty and gorgeous lips. 

She kissed harder, pushing her tongue deep into his mouth and running it over his tongue and teeth. He let out a gasp. She ran her hand harder and more passionately over the back of his head, tangling her fingers in his hair, caressing his head. She removed it and ran her fingers down the back of his shirt, dragging her nails. 

She broke their kiss and pulled him in tighter for a passionate cuddle, both her hands grasping his back. She felt his lean sculptured fat-free muscles. 

“Oooh,” he murmured. 

She leaned back and gazed into his eyes as if analysing him. “I know what you need, sweetheart. You don’t realise it yourself but you’re about to find out.” 

He looked away, embarrassed. “What do I need, Megan? I mean Mistress.” 

A hot flush ran through her at the thought of ball-busting her soon-to-be sissy princess. Tyrone was hers for sexual gratification, Mandy her sissy maid and plaything and Simon would be hers for a different pleasure. Megan wanted Simon as her sissy gay princess to enjoy as he made love to Mandy and waited on Tyrone. 

She shivered with anticipation and whispered under her breath as she looked into Simon’s eyes for a moment. She put her cheek to his and cuddled him tightly, her hands open on his broad back. She whispered into his ear. “Remember, honey, you must call me Mistress Megan or this won’t work. And don’t you worry your pretty little head about what I want, baby, because I’m about to show you.” 

CHAPTER 5

Mistress Control

Megan kissed Simon’s neck then up to the back of his ear, her hands wrapped around his thick muscular body. She felt the goosebumps rise on his skin. She slid her hand back onto the top of his thigh. She put her hand between his legs so that her little finger lay between the top of his thigh and his balls. She hugged him for a moment more, his aftershave was strong and sweet. He had splashed it on before she’d arrived. 

Simon jumped in surprise at her finger on his balls then relaxed. 

His eyes followed the movement of her delicate long fingers, transfixed. She flicked her little finger up so that it ran over the front of his trousers and his balls and penis. He hummed in pleasure. She moved her entire hand over her hand the front of his trousers. He let out a low moan of pleasure. 

Through his trousers, she felt his penis and balls. As expected, not the biggest and nowhere near the size of Mandy and especially Tyrone. That was good, it gave her another control mechanism. 

Good. She blinked and recovered her poise. She kissed him on the lips again. He was waiting for her mouth. She gripped him tighter through the front of his trousers; it was clear all thoughts of Gemma had dissipated from his mind. If they had even been there. This was going well. 

Simon put his hand to the side of her breast. He slid it over her large mound and grasped it; his small hand was unable to grab all of

it. She put her fingers around his hand and lifted it from her breast, placing it on his lap. 

She put her lips to his ear. “Baby, Mistress leads, everything will happen in time. For now, honey, relax and leave it all to me. It will be better for you and for me that way.” 

She found his lips again and he wrapped both arms around her in desperation and desire. She put her fingers around his penis through his trousers. It was as hard as rock. And small. She took her hand away and lifted it to the top button on his shirt. 

She leaned back and smiled. “I’m sure baby doesn’t want this stuffy shirt getting in the way. Let Mistress remove it for you.” 

He said nothing, his face was soft and dreamy. She undid each button one by one. She flicked them open between thumb and forefinger as she stared into his half-closed eyes. He blew out through pursed lips as if unable to believe his luck at being with a woman of such beauty. As he swooned, Megan hooked the shirt off his shoulders and he pulled his hands through. 

Megan tossed his shirt over to the bedroom wall. It settled in a pile against the skirting board and under the flat wall-mounted TV. 

Her eyes widened as they ran over his chest and shoulders. “What nice muscles you have, honey.” She placed her hand on his smooth chest. “And you shave your body. Mistress is pleased to see that; it makes things easier.” 

Simon tensed an arm muscle, looking proud. “Do you like my muscles?” He looked at his bicep. Then her other comment came into his mind. “What makes things easier?” 

Megan kissed his bicep and looked up at him. “Honey, don’t worry your pretty little head about that now.” She put her arms around him and hugged him. She pulled back after a few minutes. 

“Lay back, sweetheart it’s time I saw some more muscle.” She raised her eyebrows suggestively. 

He laid back on the bed in contentment, swept up in her seduction of him. What man could resist a woman like Megan? He hadn’t tried to resist her. He looked up at the ceiling with a dreamy expression across his face. “Oh yes,” he said, thoughts of his wife cast to the recesses at the back of his mind. 

Meagan moved her face to a point above his bare, toned stomach. The shape of a six-pack were clear and outlined. She leaned down and ran her tongue around his muscles and belly button and kissed it. She stroked his body with one light sweeping hand, dragging her light fingertips over his skin. 

She gave him little feather kisses downwards to the belt buckle on his trousers. She raised her head and undid his belt with both sets of fingers. She slid it out of the belt loops like a snake sliding through water and dropped it by the side of the bed. She went back to him and kissed his lower stomach; a light peck and he shuddered

“Let’s see what you have hiding under here, sweetheart.” 

“Oh yes, baby,” he muttered as if in a daydream. 

She flicked open the top trouser button and pulled down the zip, two fingers clasped the zipper. “Honey, raise your bottom, there’s a sweetie. Mistress wants to see the goods, however small.” 

He creased his face for a moment then decided it was part of her game. “Of yes, baby. I mean Mistress.” His voice faded to a whisper. 

“Sweetheart, lay still and don’t you worry your cute sweetheart head, leave everything to Mistress.” 

He lifted his bottom off the bed in a daze of desire and she tugged his trousers down his legs to his ankles. Her slim fingers spread out against the skin of his smooth shaved legs. He lay in striped boxer shorts with a small lump poking up the front. His dark trousers were crumpled around his shoes and ankles. 

“Oh, yes,” he swooned, “Let’s do it, let’s have sex. I want you so much. Megan. I mean, Mistress Megan” He was swept up by her allure and playing what he thought was a game. Calling her Mistress. 

He’d paid for that a few times. Great fun. 

“Patience, honey, patience,” said Megan. “You’ll be having more sex than you ever thought possible.” A wily smile lit her face. “And you’ll be having sex you may never even thought about before.” 

Her eyes creased to slits then relaxed. She was playing the domination game. 

Her face hardened. “Or maybe you have had the type of sex I’m thinking of.” 

He had no idea what she had in mind but let her get on with it. 

He guessed she got off on pretending to be a mistress. That was fine. 

“Oh, yes, I want sex.” His voice was a husky whisper. 

She slid off the bed. As he lay in a dreamworld of passion, Megan twisted her fingers around his shoelaces and undid them. 

She held them in both hands as she slid each off his feet. She put both hands on one foot and massaged his smooth calves gently and his eyes rolled. 

“Why do you shave your body, baby?” 

“It makes my muscle definition look better.” 

She nodded and pulled the short black sock over his ankle and dropped it on the floor. She did the same with the other foot then pulled his crumpled trousers away. She knelt on the bed by his legs and ran her hand over his thigh. She ran the tops of her nails over his skin and he shivered in delight. 

“Honey, what big muscles you have. Do you work out, baby?” 

She spotted his erection pushing out the front of his boxer shorts into a small lump. 

Simon propped himself up on one elbow. “Yes, I work out. Do you like that?” He flexed his chest muscles by curling one arm against them. 

He didn’t know she planned for his arm muscles to atrophy and those chest and stomach muscles to turn to flab. She didn’t want another muscular lover, she had Tyrone and his giant dick for that. 

No, Simon was going to be Sissy Simon, the chubby gay princess. 

She had his new diet planned. It wasn’t that difficult — lots of food –

mostly refined carbohydrates. Lots of it. She shuddered with glee at the thought. He would be her chubby sissy girl. Mandy will love him. 

She’d order Mandy to love Sissy Simon. 

Megan’s devious grin returned to her face and she lifted her eyebrows. He took it to mean she liked his muscles and had no idea

the thoughts flowing through her mind. His big muscles would be easier to turn to flab than little muscles. 

She lowered her head to one of his thighs and kissed the large defined muscle and ran her tongue lightly over it. She traced the shape of his thigh muscle with a single red nail. Her huge mass of brown hair fell over his leg and the front of his boxers and flowed over his skin as her head moved over his body. 

He groaned in pleasure. She pushed her fingers over his underwear and to the erection lump. She took it in two fingers through the cotton of the underpants and rolled it lightly like it was a cigarette. 

“Oh yes, baby,” he said huskily. “Megan, Mistress, you’re so hot, so sexy, so beautiful. I can’t wait for your mouth around my dick. 

Your sexy lips on my cock, oh yes. Do it.” 

His eyes rolled. The beautiful mysterious woman who’d entered his life had ensnared him. 

Megan reached up and took the waistband of his boxers in both hands, her face hovering about his erection lump. She pulled them under his bottom. She stopped for a moment as they came up against his erection. She raised an eyebrow and pulled them to his knees. 

His erection popped out and pointed to the ceiling. He closed his eyes in intense pleasure. He was shaved clean here too. Marvellous, she thought. This was working out better than she’d imagined. 

Megan removed the boxers from around his ankles. Simon propped himself on his elbows, his cheeks flushed with sexual

excitement, his little erection hard. She lifted his boxer shorts with a grimace between two fingers, as if they gave off a bad smell. “Yuk, sweetheart? Little girls like you shouldn’t be wearing boxer shorts. 

What were you thinking, baby?” She shuddered with a fake movement. “You’re a lucky girl that Mistress is here to sort this all out for you, sweetheart.” 

His forehead creased. He was getting a little uncomfortable with Megan calling him a girl. He’d played as submissive but Megan was referring to him as a girl. 

She put her fingers inside the boxer fly while holding the waistband with the other hand. She tore them slowly in two with no effort; the sound ripped around the room. 

“I don’t want my girl in boxers ever again, OK baby? I have something far more suitable for a  sissy princess.  You’re going to look adorable in everything I dress you in.” She spoke  sissy princess in a baby voice. 

Megan threw the ripped boxers at the metal bin by the door. 

They fell in as if it were a basketball shot. She brushed her hands together in satisfaction. Her eyes drifted to his exposed erect penis and balls for the first time. “Well, well. What do we have here, honey? It appears you are indeed a little girl. You have a tiny missy clitty.  ”  She peered more intently, pushing his erection aside with two slim fingers.  “ And what do we have here?” She put her fingers under his balls and lifted them a little.  “ And tiny pussy balls. How marvellous, darling.” 

Simon’s eyes betrayed the first look of doubt. 

CHAPTER 6

The Small Penis Affair

Megan got back on the bed and snuggled into him. She hugged him tightly. She then ran her fingers over his smooth pectoral chest muscles and stared down at his erection. He relaxed back a little but stayed wary. Her comments about the size of his genitals swirled around his brain. 

He started to feel uncomfortable naked with Megan still dressed. 

She was in a tiny leather skirt and a tight low-cut top that left little to the imagination. The trouble for him was, imagination was all he had as she was dressed. 

“Oh, my. That’s such a tiny little thing you have, sweetheart.” 

Megan stared with amusement at his little erection. “I’ll call her Missy. It’s a more appropriate name because it’s like a little girl’s feminine clitty” She giggled. “And such tiny pussy balls. I’ve never seen anything so small; they’re like little decorations between your legs.” 

He turned onto his side and snuggled into her, trying to cast out her humiliating words. It was the game she was playing, he assumed he’d have sex soon. His erection pressed into her bare thigh, he wanted to rub it against her, to push it in her. “I think it’s time to stop playing. Let’s have sex,  baby, ” he groaned. 

He moved his hand back onto her breast, cupping it. It was too large for him to get it all in his hand span. He pushed his fingertips in

and kneaded it once like bread dough. “I want you now, Megan. I want to have long passionate sex with you. It’s time I removed your clothes too.”He breathed in long and deep. 

She pulled his hand away from her breast, with a look of boredom on her face. She dropped his hand and it flopped by his side. Her eyes slitted. “Sweetheart, I told you. You can’t touch me. 

There’s nothing you can do for me with such a tiny missy clitty.” She sighed theatrically. “I suppose if you want my boobs, darling, I could make an exception.” She considered this for a moment. “Or I might not.” 

Simon’s body stiffened. He chewed over her words that reminded him he couldn’t touch her. But she’d also said she could make an exception? That was something. He didn’t understand her ardour then her refusal and then opening the door a crack. She had to be playing her Mistress game. 

“I don’t understand, Mistress Megan. Why can’t I touch you? You can make an exception? What are you saying? Are we not about to have sex? I may not have the biggest dick but it’s what you do that counts. And I do it well, Gemma never complains.” 

Megan stroked his face, her fingertips light on his cheek. “I’m sure you  think you do it well, sweetheart, and that’s so cute. But with Missy so small, I doubt any woman would ever feel her inside them. 

No, for now, I want you to be quiet for Mistress. All will become apparent. As for sex, be patient, baby and everything will be wonderful soon and you’ll have lots of sex.” 

She walked her fingers down his body, over his chest, down over his stomach to his erect penis. She wrapped her fingertips around it and pulled down lightly on his foreskin. His little red penis head was exposed and engorged. 

He relaxed and laid back. “Oh, yes, this is more like it.” 

She pulled his foreskin up then down. “Darling, Missy is so cute. 

She’s like a cute little sissy flower bud.” 

Simon’s forehead creased into several deep lines and he sat up. 

“Excuse me?” Her words about the size of his penis and balls were getting through his fogged brain. 

Megan took Simon’s penis between two fingers and pulled it up. 

Her light slender fingers held his little penis. “I knew it,” she said. 

“You’re a little girl so I knew you’d have a tiny missy clitty, sweetheart. I guess Gemma married you for your money and looks, baby; I doubt it was for penetration. Or maybe she wanted a sissy princess as a husband?” 

He looked away, ashamed. Megan was right, his penis and balls were below average. He’d seen the men in the gym changing rooms walking naked proud and upright. Their huge cocks swinging between their long giant thighs, their huge balls hanging low and big. 

He’d always wrapped a towel around his waist to hide his shame when going to the showers. But now Megan was exposing his shame and humiliating him. Why was it making him so excited and hard though? This should be horrible, not exciting. 

Megan giggled and brought him out of his daydream of shame. 

She’d kept her fingers on his penis and put a finger on her other

hand into her mouth and was sucking on it as if sucking on his erection. 

He swooned at imagining his penis in her mouth. “When are you going to get undressed so we can have sex?” he said. 

She removed her finger from her mouth and smacked her lips. 

“I’m sorry, baby,” she said from behind her hand pointing at his penis. 

“I need a penis not a little girl’s tiny Missy. She’s cute though.” She leaned in to look closer. “How am I supposed to have sex with that little girly thing, honey.” Megan shook her head, looking concerned. 

“Especially, sweetie, when I have a big hunk of a boyfriend with ten inches of rock-hard cock to satisfy me. His erection is hard, big and masculine. It’s marvellous.” 

Simon sat up. “Please, no.” He reached out to cover his penis. 

She batted his hand away without looking. “No touching Missy, baby, don’t be a naughty girl. You have to leave her alone. She belongs to me now and I don’t want my sissy princess playing with herself.” 

Simon laid back propped up by his elbows again. He looked nervous and embarrassed. He was naked and she was dressed. Not only dressed but sexy in her short skirt and high-heeled boots. His eyes showed desperation. He wanted sex with her more than anything else. 

Megan continued to stare at his little penis, a smirk on her face. 

“Missy can’t be more than two inches long. I wonder how big it will grow when hard.” She looked back and jiggled it. She stopped, pretending to be taken aback. “No. No way. She  is hard. You call that

an erection?” She sat back maintaining her grip. “She is the cutest sissy clitty I’ve ever seen, honey. And I’ve seen a few, sweetheart.” 

“I am not a girl or a sissy princess.” He didn’t appear as upset as he claimed. “Gemma likes it. Everything is good with us. She loves my penis.” 

Megan ignored him and was preoccupied peering at his balls as if seeing something new. “And your tiny pansy balls; they’re like two little raspberries. Oh my, you’re a little girl with tiny pansy balls and a cute missy clitty. How marvellous.” Her face glowed with delight. 

Megan placed her little finger beside his small erection, pressing her long nails into his balls making an indent. His eyes flicked at her touch, he gave out a gasp. 

“Honey, look at this.” She placed her little finger alongside his penis. 

His lips tightened and he looked down. 

“You see, baby? With my little finger next to Missy, you can see how small it is.” She looked up at him. “Can you see how small she is, sissy? My little finger is longer and thicker than Missy.” 

He nodded in shame and his head dropped. What else could he do? The evidence was there. Megan grinned at the sight of her little finger next to his erection. She suddenly grabbed his penis and pulled it up and away from his balls. She flicked his balls lightly with her other fingers, making them jiggle. 

“Your pansy balls are like a cute feminised decoration to missy clitty, darling.” 

“Please, don’t, Mistress Megan. Please stop,” he whined. 

Megan stopped tickling his balls. She kept his penis pulled up tight and stretched. Her face dropped. “Oh, baby. What’s the matter? 

I’ve stretched it out and now it’s an inch longer. What are you complaining about, little girl? I’ve made Missy a not such a little clitty, baby.” She laughed at her joke. 

She saw something was on his mind, she guessed he was hot with desire for her. Maybe he was still expecting a night of sex, despite her teasing. She then felt something dampness on her fingertips from his penis. She dropped it and pulled a face. “Oh, baby. You’re drizzling sissy juice.” Her face lit up. “Is Mistress Megan’s sissy girl feeling hot for sex? Does my little girl want to cum sissy juice?” She let out a sharp mocking laugh. 

Simon shuffled on the bed. “Can we have sex now, Mistress? 

Has the game finished?” 

Megan thought he looked sweet and vulnerable when he wanted to cum. She climbed off the bed and stepped back. She stood facing him and pointed a long finger at the toes of her black knee-high leather boots. She threw her brunette hair back over her firm light-skinned shoulders with a hand. 

Simon’s eyes widened like dinner plates as they ran over her impressive figure. Her breasts were pushed out large and firm, the crevice between them deep and long. Her tiny leather skirt clung to her strong hips and small waist. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. 

She stood tall with her thighs apart, one hand on her hip. She pointed again at the toes of her knee-high boots. “Honey, I want you

to kneel here, at my feet.” 

So, he thought, she still wanted to play. He guessed it could be fun although she’d pushed the humiliation of his penis a bit too far for his comfort. He scampered off the bed and she grinned at the sight of his little erection wiggling as he moved. 

He knelt at her feet and gazed up at her. “And now? Are we going to have sex? Do you want me to lick you out? Shall I remove your panties?” His eyes shone with desire and adoration for her. He was so close and her skirt so short, he saw the outline of her vagina against her white panties. 

Her face softened. “You are an adorable little girl. But we can’t have sex, honey, I already told you. I need a real man for that and you’re a sissy princess, however cute you look keeling at my feet with Missy hard and excited.” 

His face dropped. “But you said?” 

She bent to stroke his hair. “I love it when you look like that, sweetie, it’s endearing and delightful. I could squeeze you up, darling. 

She knelt over and stroked his erection. “Shhhhhh,  sweetheart” 

She continued to rub his little erection between her gentle fingers. 

“Listen to me, baby. I want you to do something for me.” 

A flash of frustration shot across his face, he wanted sex with her and this was going on too long. She saw he wasn’t understanding what her game was. 

“Darling, if you want to touch my boobs you’ll need to do something for me first. For me to  maybe make an exception and let

you touch my breasts.” She continued to pull his foreskin up and down. She put her other hand under his balls and scratched them gently with the end of her red painted nails. 

Simon arched his back in pleasure. He relaxed and breathed heavily and faster. “Yes, of course, anything. You’re the sexiest lady I’ve ever known. What do you want, baby? I’ll do anything for you. 

Don’t stop touching me.” 

“Anything?” said Megan with a hint of devil in her voice. She rubbed his penis and stroked his balls. “I’m pleased you said that, honey, because there is something Mistress wants from her soon-to-be sissy princess. And it’s not too much to ask for, it’s a little thing, baby. but it’s important to me.” 

Simon’s breathing intensified. He was perplexed why she was referring to herself in the third person and calling him a little girl and a sissy princess. Oh well, if that’s how she gets off on sex, so be it, he thought. “Yes, yes. Tell me. Anything. I’ll do it. I want your sexy boobs, I want to lick and drink you. I want to have sex with you, Megan. You’re an incredible, sexy woman.” He was desperate as her hands fondled his erection and he sighed in pleasure. 

Megan’s face creased into a devious grin. She stopped rubbing his genitals and removed her hands. “Excellent. Now. I want you to prove to me how much you love being Mistress’s little girl.” 

CHAPTER 7

Mistress’s Little Girl

Simon’s face creased hard and his body stiffened. He then relaxed as if realising something. “Oh, I see. This is still the domination-humiliation game? I don’t see the need to keep spicing things up, you’re already super hot and sexy. I don’t need anything else. I don’t need games, I need straight sex with you.” 

Megan started to rub his penis and balls again. “Yes, you can think of it like a sex game, honey. But this is important to Mistress.” 

She stopped rubbing for a moment. “Honey, I want you to tell me you want to be Mistress Megan’s sissy princess.” 

She continued to rub his erection and balls. 

“Sissy Princess? I don’t like that. It sounds weird.” 

“Sweetheart, don’t worry about that. I want to know if you can do this one little thing for me. For your Mistress, Sweetpea? It would mean so much to me if you told me you wanted to be my sissy princess. And my little girl of course. It’s not so difficult. I don’t see why you can’t do that for your Mistress.” 

Simon sat up and rested his head against the soft padded headboard. “I guess I could.” He poked out his bottom lip and shrugged his shoulders. “If it means that much to you, why not?” He shrugged again. “And then can I touch your big sexy boobs and have sex with you?” 

Megan shoved up to sit with him, running her hand from his hard penis to his stomach. She traced patterns with her nails. “Baby, tell Mistress Megan how you want to be my sissy princess and a little girl. For me? Sweetheart? I want to hear you tell me how much you want to be Mistress’s little girl with her tiny missy clitty.” 

He cleared his throat, put his head to one side and shrugged again. “Yes. I want to be Mistress’s sissy princess and her little girl.” 

He shrugged his shoulders thinking he’d said all that was necessary to have sex and play her little sex game. 

Megan grinned. “And now say it in a little girl’s voice with a cute lisp.” She’d added a second clause. 

“That’s. Weird. A little girl’s lisp?” 

Megan put a finger to his lips. “Shhhhhh, baby. Do this for your Mistress, like an adorable sissy princess would. And whenever I say anything, you should reply with the lisp saying,  Yeth Mithtreth in an adorable sissy lisp voice.” 

Simon’s face creased in incomprehension. “And if I do that it means I can touch your boobs and have sex with you?” 

Sweetheart, you’re going to get more sex than you could ever imagine.” She raised her eyebrows as a tease. 

“In that case, yes,” he said with renewed enthusiasm, the promise of sex glowing in his eyes. “I want to be  Mithreth’s sithy princeth and her little girl.” 

He shrugged his shoulders as if to say,  whatever. He was desperate. His craving eyes roved over her long slender legs and high leather boots. His erection stiffened at the sight of her boobs

straining against her tight vest. And what she’d just made him say. It was odd he was still the only one naked but he was certain that would change. 

“Petal sweetheart. Repeat after me in a high little girl’s voice, yeth I want to be my  Mithreth’s lickle girl and do whatever she  tellth me.” 

Simon considered this for a moment. She saw that although he thought this was becoming weirder and weirder, he hadn’t pushed her away. He was consumed by her and the thought of having sex with her. 

“Yeth,  I want to be my  Mithtreth’s  lickle girl. I’ll do whatever Mithtreth  tellth me.” 

She kissed him full on his lips; he didn’t expect it. She pulled back before he could react. She stared into his eyes, close. “You are being such a good girl for Mistress. Mistress Megan is pleased with her fairy princess.” Her face was alight. “You are my sissy princess girl with a tiny  missy clitty. How marvellous.” 

He swallowed, “Good, I think.” His face was locked in surprise at the situation, it had taken a turn he could never have imagined. He shook his head to throw away the weirdness of what was happening. 

“Are we going to have sex now? Can I touch your gorgeous boobs?” 

She nuzzled his ears. “Patience, buttercup, patience.” She kissed his neck and saw the goosebumps rise on his skin as her fingers swirled around his balls. “Let’s try one again, baby, With your little girl lisp voice, tell me you are nothing but a  lickle girl and your

 sithy clitty is  tiny-winey. Like a  lickle girl’s clitty and she’s called Missy.” 

She put her hand back to his erection and ran her finger around his exposed swollen penis head. He took in a huge gulp of air. She watched his desperate eyes. He’d do anything to have sex with her. 

She had him by the balls literally and metaphorically. 

He shook his head at the thought of what he was about to say. 

“I’m a  lickle girl and my  sithy clitty is  tiny-winey.” He breathed out in relief at thinking he’d given her what she wanted. He was playing her unusual sex game. 

“And tell me you have a  lickle girl’s clitty and she’s called Missy, sweetie,” she added for him. 

“Yes, I have a  lickle girl’s clitty and she’s called Missy.” He was sure once he’d played her game, he could have proper sex with her. 

He’d played some sex games with Gemma but nothing like this. She spanked him occasionality but they had vanilla sex. He came quickly but she never seemed to mind. How he wanted to cum right now inside this sexy lady. 

“You’re being such a good girl for Mistress.” Megan swirled her hand around his penis and balls. “Mistress is going to give her fairy princess a big treat.” 

Simon’s eyes glowed like Christmas lights despite cringing at Megan calling him a fairy princess. 

She squeezed his balls with a light pressure and he swooned in delight. “Honey, you are my darling sissy princess.” She found him adorable, everything she wanted in a sissy. He had to learn to do

what she wanted and then it would be perfect. That required training to break him down. 

Simon groaned and closed his eyes. He immersed himself in the sensations of her fingers making light patterns over his penis and balls. He wanted her to undress but for now, this was utter pleasure. 

“But, Petal baby,” said Megan breaking into his dreamy mind. “I can never love you in the way a woman does.” She tightened her hand a little more around his balls. 

He flinched, it hurt a little. His eyes flicked open and his body tightened. “What do you mean by that?” He shifted in a little discomfort at the pressure on his balls. 

She kept her hand on his balls, kneading them more firmly, too firmly for his comfort. She dug her nails in a little harder. “You’re not only a sissy girl, baby, but you have the tiniest missy clitty and pansy balls I have ever seen. I love that Missy is girly and cute but Mistress doesn’t believe she will be much good for sex. Besides, you’re going to be Mistress’s sweet gay princess. Isn’t that wonderful, darling? 

You have a sissy vagina for sex so Missy is pretty but irrelevant.” 

His face hardened in surprise. “Gay princess?” That sounded a whole lot more than little girl. 

“Yes, a gay princess,” she said. “And the name Simon isn’t going to work, Petal; sissy princesses don’t have boy’s names, they have cute sissy names.” She put a finger to her cheek, her balled-up hand under her pointed chin. “I’ve got it, baby, It’s what I’ve already been calling you. Petal. It’s a cute little girl’s name.” She grinned. “You will

be my cute sissy princess called Petal. How marvellous.” She squeezed at his balls. 

He screwed his face in an expression of slight pain. “Your nails are hurting my balls, Megan.” His eyes showed a flicker of anger. It subsided as quickly as it had risen. His mind was more consumed by sex with her. “You’re still playing, right?” he asked. “This is the game? We’re going to have sex now, yes? You’re still teasing me, I get it. Petal, very funny. You enjoy giving a little pain. Very good, I don’t mind, Gemma sometimes spanked me. I liked it, if I’m honest. 

But now I want sex with you.” 

Megan watched her hands around his balls. She squeezed as if they were around a stress ball, her face was neutral as if she hadn’t heard his pleas. 

He gritted his teeth. Through the slight pain, he said, “Please love me, Megan. Please have sex with me. I want to run my hands over your beautiful, gorgeous boobs. I want to kiss you passionately. 

To make long passionate love to you. Please?” 

He was becoming desperate for her. This was how she liked it. 

Megan squeezed on his balls harder, her face hardening with the pressure. She dug her short manicured nails into the little balls. He groaned in a mixture of pleasure and the edge of pain. She ran a finger up his little penis and made circles on the end. 

“Oh, my sweet Princess Petal. I know you want to make love with me. That’s so cute, darling. But Missy is far too small. And you’re going to become a gay sissy princess which means it’s not possible to make love with you, darling. Sweetpea, how can a gay

sissy princess make love to a lady like me? Eh?” She pursed her face. “Mistress is sorry about that, baby blossom, but it’s how it is. 

Mistresses don’t make love with sissies, do they sweetheart? And even if I did, how would I feel Missy inside me? She’s far too small.” 

She shrugged her shoulders as if it were all out of her hands. A fact of life. 

She saw his desperation but sex was out of the question; Petal could never do what Tyrone did. No, Petal had other gifts for her pleasure and this was why she had selected him. And he would never be Simon again with her but Petal and her sissy princess to mould and play with. How marvellous. 

Even now, she noted he couldn’t bring himself to push her away, despite his doubts about what she was doing. He was too wrapped up in the incredible joy he was experiencing. He was in a dream with her hands playing with his little genitals. She was so close he could almost touch her huge voluptuous breasts with his pursed desperate lips. 

She tapped the end of his erection, her long red nail flashing. 

“Now, Petal darling, what did Mistress’s silly sissy princess forget to say to her?” She waited for him to reply but his face was perplexed. 

“Never mind, you’re still learning, honey. Petal forgot to say,  Yeth, Mithtreth? ” Megan’s voice was low and silky and she tweaked at his erection. 

Realisation steamed into his eyes. He guessed she wanted to continue with this game for a little while longer. OK, he seemed to say with a faint shrug. “Yeth,  Mithtreth,” he said in the little girl’s voice. He straightened up. “Are we going to have sex now?” 

Megan swooned with delight at hearing his cute little girl’s voice. 

He even put on an innocent little girl’s face. He was a natural even if he wasn’t listening to her when she had told him he wasn’t getting sex with her. “You’re Mistress’s precious little girl, sweetheart,” she said. A devious grin spread over her face. “Darling, you know the closest you’ll ever get to having sex with me is watching me making love to my well-hung boyfriend. He’s strong, muscled and tall with an enormous cock. He’s a real alpha male. He’s a bull, honey, the exact opposite of you. You’re nothing more than a sissy called Petal with a missy clitty and tiny sissy balls. But you are as cute as a little kitten. 

A girly kitten, of course.” 

He considered complaining but she continued stroking and playing with his penis and balls. This made him relax and think, 

‘ Whatever’. Sometimes she let off the pressure of her fingers. Other times she squeezed to the point of making his face wince. He still thought this was a game. How sweet, thought Meagan. 

He closed his eyes a moment at the feelings of her hands over his balls. Her fingertips played against them like a concert pianist tinkling the keys. His eyes opened and fixed on her slender fingers as if in a trance. Then he grimaced harder as her words sank in. 

She’d be making love with her lover, not him. 

“Please love me,” he pleaded one more time. “Please don’t have anything to do with other men.” 

“Other men, darling?” Megan pouted. “There are no  other men, Petal sweetheart. There are men and there’s you; a pansy called Petal.” She smiled sweetly at him. “And a soon-to-be-gay pansy.” 

CHAPTER 8

A Little Girl’s Lisp

Petal’s face hung long and forlorn. “But I’m not a pansy girl and I’m not called Petal. I’m a man. I have muscles.” 

Megan took a deep breath. “Baby, you have muscles for now, but don’t worry, Mistress will help you to lose them and turn everything to blubber. And that has reminded me, Petal sweetheart. I want you to wait there while I order room service. No time like the present to get you looking how I want you. Petal darling, the sooner we start, the better for both of us.” 

Petal didn’t understand what was going on. He still hadn’t had sex and Megan’s game was going on a little too long for his liking. 

“Megan, can we stop playing and get on with the sex?” 

Megan leaned to the side table and picked up the room phone. 

She looked back at him over her shoulder, her eyes smouldered like a sexy vixen. He lay naked, his little penis was rock hard and leaking. She pressed the button for room service and the ring tone sounded. “Sweetheart, this isn’t a game and you need to call me Mistress or I will start to become a tad annoyed. You need to realise things have changed and you’re now Mistress’s sissy girl,” she said to him. She tapped on his erection with the end of he finger as a ringing came from the phone. “Awww, Missy is so small and cute I could squeeze her up. Maybe I will.” 

The phone clicked and a young metallic male voice sounded. 

“Room service, how may I help you.” 

She turned back to the phone. “Hello dear. I’d like to order a full-size pepperoni pizza for room 969.” Her voice lowered a register. 

“Extra cheese. A stuffed crust if you have it.” 

The voice mumbled they do. 

“Wonderful, one of those. No, that’s not all. A quarter-pounder burger, extra cheese of course, and a double portion of fries with a bottle of full-sugar ketchup.” She smiled back kindly at the confused Petal. “For dessert, we’ll have double chocolate cake with a complete can of spray cream. The full-fat type.” She smiled into the phone as the voice said something. She answered, “Drink, yes. A two-litre bottle of full-sugar cola would be marvellous, dear.” The voice on the phone mumbled. She replied. “You’re busy? An hour and a half? Don’t worry, it gives us plenty of time here to get further acquainted. Bye.” 

“Are you hungry?” Petal said. 

Megan put the phone down and turned back to him. She snuggled up close. She put a finger to his cheek and rubbed lightly. 

She looked over his face and into his eyes. Still, he hadn’t moved or insisted she leave even though he must be getting the message that this was no longer a game. She rubbed the palm of her hand over his head and down his long brown hair as it flicked over his ears and collar. 

He looked back at her, his eyes dopey and pleading. “It’s not the type of food I’d have expected a lady like you to eat.” 

She tapped him on the arm, her face in a bright grin. She leaned in a hugged him for a few moments “You are so cute but you’re a silly sissy cupcake. I’ve already eaten; a light salad with tuna. It was heavenly, sweetheart.” 

She put her hand on his thigh and traced a circular pattern. He coughed — uncertain and nervous. She had him hooked. 

“The food is for you, Petal darling.” Her voice was as smooth as rich honey. She tweaked his cheek. “How else will you become Mistress’s flabby sissy princess? A pansy princess can’t have all those nasty muscles, can she?” 

“Listen, Megan,” he said. 

She wagged a finger in front of his eyes and he froze. “It’s Mistress, honey.  W hy can’t you remember this? You need to learn to be respectful like a good little girl. But never mind, Mistress will train you and you’ll thank me for it.” She stared for a moment. “And don’t forget to lisp, I’ve told you this too. You should not be pronouncing the letter S as an S. It’s  lithen,  not listen and  Mithtreth and  thoogar or thoogawy for sugar and sugary. OK, petal darling? Sissy girls like you can’t say S or R, they use a TH and W. I don’t want my little girl sounding like a silly man, do I?” 

He shifted away, a look of apprehension growing in his eyes. 

“Whatever,  Mithtreth Megan. I don’t eat fatty  thoogawie food. And I tend to avoid carbohydrates.” He flexed his arm and chest. He tapped his flat stomach. 

“I know, baby, but don’t worry, Mistress is going to change all that for you,” she said, her voice a deep soft soothing tone. “You’re going

to have cute rolls of fat around your sissy stomach. Like partially inflated bicycle tyres.” She tickled him under his chin. “And an adorable double chin, maybe even a triple chin. That would be nice but let’s see. I can’t wait. You will be the most divine chubby princess ever. A cuddly tubby little sissy girl with rolls of fat. How divine. 

Maybe not so little as you’ll be chubby.” 

Petal jumped up and put his hands on his hips. Megan giggled. 

She thought he looked funny naked with the little erection wiggling as he moved. 

“This is madness,” he said. “It’s best you leave now. It’s probably time I called Gemma, my wife. She’s expecting me to phone.” He pointed to the door, his arm wavering. His expression was set on uncertain. He’d changed his story. He’d told Gemma he was out on a business meal all evening. He was bluffing. 

Megan’s eyes sparkled. At last, he’d shown some fight and that made it all the more fun. But she saw he was infatuated with her. He was never going to make her leave, it was all show for his self-esteem. Never mind, she’d remove that trait. Self-esteem is for mistresses, not sissy pansies. 

“Don’t you worry your pretty little sissy head about Gemma,” she said. “I’m guessing she’ll be fine, I’m sure. I’m certain she will have realised you’re nothing more than a little girl because of your little missy clitty. Maybe she’s found a real man to have sex with while you’re away. While Petal with the little missy clitty is away, the mouse will play and look for a real man with a proper cock. And I’ll forgive you this once for forgetting not to pronounce your S. We’ll come back to that as part of your training.” 

Megan slid the holdall towards her from across the bed and opened the zipper that ran along the top of the bag. She reached in and pulled out an item of pink satin. She held it up. A little pink French maid’s dress, a large pink bow went around the waistband and finished in a large bow. 

He stepped back and kept going till he came up against the wall, incomprehension written in his body. His eyes told her all she needed to know; he was struggling against his desire for her. His constant erection in his little penis also told a story. 

Megan smiled sweetly. “I know you don’t want me to leave, Petal honey. The night is young and we’re only getting started. I know you want to become my adorable sissy princess even if you haven’t yet realised it.” 

His face looked confused. One minute teasing, the next loving. 

She smiled. “There are so many fun things we’re going to do tonight. But first, let’s get you into this adorable sissy dress, shall we? I can’t wait to see you dressed as my pretty sissy French maid, honey.” 

CHAPTER 9

Ball Buster

Megan got up and walked to the wardrobe and slid open the glass door. Petal watched her from the other side of the room. She put the pink satin maid’s dress on a hanger. She hooked the top onto a chrome rail in the fitted floor-to-ceiling wardrobe. She left the sliding door open. The dress had a small brilliant white cotton apron attached to the front. The ties for the apron hung below the short dress. The apron wasn’t going to provide much protection from spills but that wasn’t its purpose. 

Petal’s mouth opened but nothing came out. He swallowed and composed himself. “You don’t intend to make me wear that, do you?” 

She returned to sit on the bed and put her hands on her knees, her back ramrod straight. “Of course I want you to wear the pretty dress, Petal baby. What else would a sissy princess wear but a pretty French maid’s dress? I see you’re overcome with joy at seeing your new outfit, sweetie.” She stared at his erection. “Missy tells me she’s excited. Why else would she be so hard?” 

Petal’s mouth opened and closed without a sound. He had no answer. She had him trapped by her beauty and intense sexuality. 

He still believed they would have sex once she’d played her games. 

“I won’t wear it, I won’t.” 

“Of course you will, silly buttercup,” said Megan. She got up and went to Petal. She took his hand and walked him. She stood over

him and tickled him under his chin. “Mistress wants you as her pretty sissy princess.” There was more than a hint of a smile in her soft voice. 

Petal backed away and hit the door, his hands splayed behind him against the frame. 

Megan followed. She put one hand to his cheek and held it there. “Don’t be shy, Petal baby,  y ou will wear the French maid’s dress. I know you want to.” She stood straight and folded her arms across her large breasts. They pushed out firm and strong. 

Petal couldn’t take his eyes from her breasts; how he wanted to touch them. He licked his lips and looked up at her. He didn’t want to wear that dress though. 

She pouted, her wide thick lips pursed as if she was about to kiss him. The leather mini skirt stretched tight across her thighs. Her eyebrows knitted. “It’s time to get dressed, sweetheart. Mistress can’t leave her little girl naked all evening can she? I need you looking pretty and feminine.” 

Petal mouthed, “What?” 

Her forehead creased. She then smiled and pointed at the little pink dress hanging up in the open wardrobe. “Princess, you need to do what Mistress Megan asks you, remember? Or there will be repercussions. Mistress doesn’t like her fairy princess to be disobedient.” She leaned into his face. “Are you going to be a good girl for your Mistress?” Her voice went up in pitch as she put on a cutesy voice. Then her voice hardened. “Or does Princess Petal want Mistress to punish her?” 

He needed a little persuasion but that was part of the fun in making a former man into her sissy girl. His face and excitement said he wanted it. 

He put his hands over his erection, his knees knocked together, his mouth open in shock. “No, this is madness.” 

“Take your hands away, Petal darling. Mistress needs access to Missy. She’s pretty and feminine and so tiny. She belongs to me now, darling.” 

Petal shook his head, his lips tight together, his eyes unblinking. 

Megan reached down and placed her long slim hand flat over his hands and pulled them away. His eyes widened in terror. The so-called game was looking less and less like a game. Why was it exciting him so much? 

With his hands to his side, she pressed her palm against his crotch. Her fingers reached under his balls and he sighed in pleasure. “They are too small, Petal baby, it’s hard for Mistress to get a proper hold of them.” She squeezed lightly, her fingertips making small indentations on his balls. “Tiny girly pansy balls.” 

“Oh.” Petal’s mouth formed an O at the feeling of her cool soft hand on his balls. His breathing sped up as if he were hyperventilating. The feeling of her fingers on his testicles was like a magic switch in his head. It turned off all his reason and turned on sexual pleasure. 

Megan looked down on him, her body pressing against his. She looked to the ceiling with her hand over his balls. “I can’t feel much

down here, princess. Are you sure you have anything here ?  Or do you have a little girl’s clitty with a sissy vagina hole behind?” 

Her fist closed into a vice-like grip around his penis and balls. 

Her fingers sunk an inch into the back of his testicles. 

He froze for a split second in shock. He screamed. “Ow, that hurts a little.  ” 

She released her grip a little. 

“That’s better, Mistress Megan.” He tried to stand straight and he breathed rapidly. 

She looked down on him imperiously, one hand over his genitals. “Oh, my poor baby.” She stroked his face once with her other hand. He was pressed against the room door. She squeezed his balls harder, gripping at the two nuggets inside his balls. She cuddled him into her chest with her other arm. 

He grimaced and hopped from foot to foot. “Ow. Yeek, ” he cried. 

“Hold on,” she said, an exaggerated look of surprise across her face, her hand tight around his balls. She towered over him even when leaning over to grasp his balls “There  is something down here after all. It’s small, but it’s there.” She dug her red nails deep into his little balls. Then twisted them hard and fast one way. “Yes, I can feel something down here. You have small cute pansy balls.” 

He grunted through his nose in the shock. He stood and rose onto tiptoes to try to avoid the pressure from Megan’s clamped grip. 

It was in vain. He breathed in hard through his teeth, his eyes watering at the pain. 

“Oh-eeee,” he wheezed, his face was in shock, his eyes wide and anxious. He couldn’t understand why she’d squashed his balls so hard. Her game had become serious. 

She kept her hand tight around his tiny balls. Ball breaking was a necessary part of his re-education. He had to learn she not only owned his genitals, but that they were worthless. She had to disabuse him of the male notion that their genitals were masculine. 

She put her face close to his and kissed him on the nose. She placed her cheek to his for a few moments, moved back, smiled, and twisted his balls hard the other way. 

“Yaoww-eeek, ” he yelped. He twisted his body one way and then the other to try to avoid the pain. 

She stared in, close to his tearful eyes, towering over him in her high heels. Her bare leg muscles tensed with power. She kept one hand clamped hard around his genitals and put a single long forefinger to her lips.  “S weetheart darling, you sound more like a baby chicken than a cute girl. I know it’s still early but there might be guests trying to sleep in the next rooms. You need to keep the noise down, little girl. No more chicken noises, sweetie.” 

“I, I, I, can’t help it,” he stammered, his eyes watering, jogging from foot to foot as if standing on hot coals. “It hurts.” 

Megan kept her hand fixed around his balls like a tightened vice. 

Her face softened for a moment. She jerked her hand up, pulling his balls upwards. “Does Princess Petal want to wear her pretty French maid dress or is Mistress going to have to punish her little girl?” 

He yelped at the force of her movement and the agony from her hands around his balls. “Yeowww. ” 

She let go and stood back. She put her hands on her hips, above her slim waist and black taut leather miniskirt. Her breasts stuck out firmly and she spread her legs apart like a gunslinger about to draw. The leather skirt was like a long black belt and barely covered her panties. He was learning about the irrelevance of his genitals. But he wasn’t there yet. 

Petal’s eyes flowed over the sight of her mountainous breasts through watery tears. He looked to the hem of her tiny skirt and down her long, bare legs. They were like a long-distance runner’s legs., lean and smooth. His eyes rested on her knee-length boots with pointed toes and sharp four-inch stiletto heels. 

Megan’s face broke into a devious smile as she saw she was the focus of his rapt attention. He had a thing about boots. She put her hand back around his balls and he squirmed.“Do you like what you see, fairy princess? Do you love your Mistress Megan? Do you want sex with Mistress?” She ran her free hand down the side of her body as a show of how stunning she knew she was. She wiggled her hips from one side to the other. “Do you want me, baby? Are you desperate for sex with Mistress Megan, sweetheart?” 

He nodded. She picked up her phone with her other hand and clicked a couple of photos of his little balls held tight in her white hands. 

She looked at the screen. “Oh, that’s so cute, honey. Why don’t you tell me how much you want me, little girl? Has the cat got your

tongue? Don’t be shy.” 

“No.” His reply came out as a broken croak. “No and yes. You’re stunning and beautiful, Mistress Megan. I’d love to have sex with you. I need to have sex with you.” His voice was breathless from the pain and the pleasure of being with her. 

“Yes, I know you do, sweetie. You don’t know how pleased I am to hear my princess say she finds me beautiful. It makes me all tingly inside to hear it.” She shook her body to prove the point. “We’re going to be so good together honey baby,” she said. “But it’s not enough, Petal my girl. Mistress needs you to tell her how much you want to be her sissy princess and wear the pretty little dress.” 

She let go of his balls and Petal breathed a sigh of relief. He rested his hands on his knees. He was still trying to take in the turn of events. How one moment he was about to call his wife and have an early night and the next, this stunning lady was in his room. She had stripped him naked and was busting his balls. Nothing made any sense. 

Megan thrust her knee into his groin. He froze in shock. She held it there. It was hard against his balls. He doubled over unable to breathe for a moment. He found his breath. “Argggh” 

Megan held his head into her breast in a hug. “There, there, baby-cake.” She grabbed his ear, twisted it, and pulled him towards the wardrobe as he continued to scream. “Baby, I’m being fair to you and I’m not asking for much. All I want is for you to be a well-behaved girly princess for Mistress and to wear your pretty dress. 

That’s not so difficult is it, baby?” 

She didn’t wait for an answer. 

“No, Petal, it’s a reasonable expectation. A pansy girl like you should be wearing pretty clothes for her Mistress. I’m a benevolent Mistress and I’m thinking of you, sweetheart. How can you wear nasty male clothes when you’re an adorable girly princess? Eh? 

Answer me that, eh? Sweetheart? You should dress like a sissy because that’s what you are. And more importantly, it’s what I want.” 

She let go of his ear. He rubbed it and tears welled in his eyes. 

He hadn’t yet processed what was happening to him. He struggled to connect her sweetly spoken voice and her pet names for him with what she was doing to him. 

CHAPTER 10

Dress-up

Megan stopped by the wardrobe and let go of Petal’s ear. She removed the maid’s dress, holding the clothes hanger. He backed away, his face full of horror. He studied the dress as though trying to imagine it as something different. His eyes followed Megan as she went to the bed and laid it on the top with care. 

“You need to look pretty for dinner, baby. You can’t eat when you’re naked, it’s not what well-behaved little girls do. They should look cute and pretty.” She stroked the dress flat, her eyelashes fluttering, imaging how he’d look. 

The dress was pink satin with short puffy sleeves that finished in a white frill. It had a long satin belt in the same colour and it flared out. The dress would not cover his panties, it was too short. It flared out over a series of starched white petticoats. 

“I can’t wear that,” he said, horror written across his face. His eyes remained fixed on the dress. His erection was harder than ever. 

A faint smile grew on Megan’s lips. “Don’t be silly, honey, of course you want to wear it.” She told him to come to her with a wag of one forefinger. 

He wandered reluctantly to her, a hand over his erection. She looked up from the bed, pulled his hand away and tapped his erection playfully. “Pretty sissies, like you, love to wear pretty satin dresses like this for their Mistresses. Your Mistress knows how much

you want to wear the dress because Missy is showing her excitement. You’re being shy.” She put a hand to her mouth. “I nearly forgot, baby, I have pretty panties for you too. You are going to adore them.” Her face beamed with excitement. 

Megan rushed to her holdall and rummaged inside. She pulled out a pair of pink satin panties with masses of pink frills. She held them up for him to see. “Aren’t they delightful, darling?” 

Petal’s mouth slackened with horror. Across the back of the panties,  Sissy Princess was outlined in large white letters. 

Megan turned them around. “And look at this, the  pièce de résistance.” Megan wrapped her tongue around the three words in near-perfect French. She poked two fingers through the front. “The panties are crotchless, baby. Isn’t that delightful? This means Missy will be on show for Mistress. Isn’t that delightful? I find Missy so small and cute I want her on display all the time. I can decorate your little pansy balls with pretty bows and they will look even more girly.” 

She twiddled her fingers then frowned. “Of course, Mistress’s fingers are a lot longer than Missy ,  but you get the idea, princess.” 

Petal slumped onto the bed with an air of studied weariness. His eyes went to the panties to the dress and to her. His face glazed over and took on a weary defeated look. She had beaten him down. 

He was mesmerised by her beauty, her sexy body and stunning attraction. And her ball-busting. 

There was something in his eyes and manner he was fighting to hide from her. Or himself. She knew exactly what it was: desire and longing for her to force him into the dress. He had a desperate desire

for her and for the dress and panties. She was certain he wanted this. All he needed was her encouragement, even if he didn’t realise it. 

She’d yet to meet a man who didn’t want to be her sissy princess Once she’d softened him up. They all wrapped themselves up in macho posing to hide their inner sissies. Petal was no different but she wanted him to become even more sissy, cuddly and gay than any of her past sissies. This time, she was stepping things up. 

Megan sat next to Petal. “Up you get, sweetie, let’s dress you up as the adorable princess you are. This is going to be such fun, baby.” 

Petal sat up with a show of reluctance. Everything was happening so fast he couldn’t react. His gaze fixed on her slender, elegant refined hands. He watched her hand rise and move to his little balls as if hypnotised. The rings on her fingers glinted under the room light and her earrings jangled under her hair. She stroked his balls with a light swirling motion, her long nails bright red and shining. Petal stared at her hand with an expression of hypnotic lust, desire and helplessness. 

“Petal darling, stand up for Mistress so she can get you dressed for dinner.” Megan’s smile veered towards devious. 

He stood and faced her, following her orders without thought. 

Megan held out the panties. “You are being a good little girl.” 

His lips parted showing a flash of perfect white teeth. His eyes flashed defiance for a moment. Megan spotted it. She put her light slim fingers on his little balls and held them with a light touch. She

moved her fingertips over the soft skin as if she were caressing fragile quail’s eggs. His penis twitched hard. 

“You like that, sweetie? Mistress caressing your pansy balls?” 

He nodded once and the defiance fell from his eyes. She ran her fingers up his little erection and he gasped. Her hand flowed back over his tiny balls and caressed them. The defiance in his eyes was replaced by bewitchment. 

She leaned down and placed the panties by his left foot while caressing his balls with her other hand. Her head was level with his erection, her mouth an inch or two away. She blew on his erection and laughed when it twitched. She licked her lips and he rolled his eyes in pleasure and desperation for her. 

“Are you going to suck me?” asked Petal. 

She put her hand around his ankle and lifted his foot. “Don’t be a silly girl, sweetheart.” 

He raised his foot as if in a trance and she slipped the panties over it. Her mouth was close to the end of his erection, her lips parted showing a line of perfect white teeth. She pulled back his foreskin with her free hand and blew on the end with a sharp puff. 

She licked her lips and let her tongue roll around her top lip, so close she knew her breath flowed over the end. It was as if there was a promise her tongue would lick his little penis, a promise that she would never fulfil. Something inside him knew but he retained the hope. 

She lifted his other foot with one soft hand. He offered no resistance. “You’re Mistress’s little girl.” She spoke to his erection, 

her breath tickling and teasing the end of his penis with each word. 

Her lips were almost touching. Almost but not. 

She let go of his penis and put both hands in the elasticated waistband of the panties. She dragged the panties up, over his knees and his bottom. She put her hand through the front and pulled his penis and balls through it. His eyes refocused as if he had returned from another world. 

Megan arranged his genitals in the crotchless panties. She removed her hands and sat back and clapped. She watched him standing in the large pink frilly panties, his head down with embarrassment. “You look adorable, baby-cake,” she said. “A pansy princess with her pink frilly panties and with Missy and her pansy balls framed in frills. Adorable and on display for Mistress.” She peered close to the front of the panties. He looked away in abject shame. 

Petal’s body sagged at his humiliation. She wasn’t going to suck him. Instead, he was wearing pink frilly panties with his penis and balls poking out hard from the front opening Utter humiliation. 

“Let’s get you in your pretty French maid dress, shall we, fairy girl?” 

Petal stepped back, realising events were falling away from his control. He maybe had a last chance to stop this. “That’s not a good idea.” He wiped his forehead with the back of a hand and his face flushed deep red despite the dry air-conditioned coolness of the room. 

A splash of rain hit the large room window causing him to look out. A flash of lightning showed through the double-glazed glass with a roll of thunder a second or two later. Another flash lit up the dark cloud. Freedom lay outside from what Megan was doing to him. Why couldn’t he top this? Why was he transfixed? 

“My darling princess,” said Megan bringing his thoughts back into the room. “This is wonderful. You’re going to be my cute sissy princess and you’ll be wearing adorable sissy clothes like a good girl.” She was not surprised he was in her control, no man had ever resisted her and Petal was no different. They pretended to not enjoy Megan turning them into her sissies, but they did. 

He studied the dark angry sky outside through the picture windows. “I don’t want to be a sissy princess.” His voice was low and almost inaudible. He turned back to face Megan; the realisation of his situation was hitting him. “I’m a successful businessman and I’m married to a lovely lady. She’s probably wondering why I haven’t called her tonight.” 

Megan smirked. “Yes, honey, and you told her a lie to cover up spending the evening with me. And now you’re standing in sissy panties with Missy and her pansy balls on display for your Mistress.” 

His comment about his wife gave her an idea. It might be fun for Gemma to know what a sissy she had married. If she didn’t already know. Maybe her theory that Gemma was taking advantage of Petal’s absence by finding someone with a real cock was correct. 

Megan rummaged in her small suitcase. “Missy is so cute I must dress her up to look even prettier, sweetheart.” 

Megan grabbed his balls and jerked him towards her with a tug. 

“Owwweeeekkkkkk,” clucked Simon. 

Megan’s devious smile increased. “Shhhh, baby, let Mistress make little Missy even cuter.” 

She had retrieved a large pink ribbon from her case. She pushed his frilly panties back. She looped the ribbon around the back of his little balls and the top of his little clitty. She tied it hard at the top. Petal watched bemused. He hadn’t pulled away. He watched mesmerised. He stared at her long elegant fingers tying the ribbon around his genitals. Her long red nails flashed around his erection as she tied. 

“Petal darling, be a sweetie and put your finger on the top of the knot,” she said. She put her fingertip on top of his clitty to show him where. 

He shook himself out of a mini trance and, without thinking, he complied. He placed his forefinger on top of the knot as she’d asked and she removed her finger. Docile and submissive, she noted. This was going well. 

Megan picked up her phone and clicked several full-length photos of Petal standing in his sissy panties. His hard clitty protruded like little a tiny sentry. Petal put a hand over his face. It was too late, she had what she wanted. Megan loved to record on her phone how pretty her sissies looked dressed as her little girls. 

Megan’s face beamed. “You’re being Mistress’s good girl, do you know that, darling?” 

For a moment, his face softened into something like dreamy pride before it fell away. The realisation of his situation hit him again. 

She was turning him into a real-life sissy. Megan pulled the two ends of the ribbon around his genitals hard. It cut deep into his balls and penis pushing them out. The skin on his balls was hard and stretched and they went a flat dark red. 

She tied the ribbon into a second knot and pulled it hard into his balls again. It cut deeper, pushing them out taut and angry. 

“Ow.” Tears formed in Petal’s eyes as he screwed them up. 

She doubled the ribbon into a six-inch bow sitting on top of his erection and sat back to admire her work. The ribbon clamped his balls tight. They went dark red and shone like two miniature snooker balls. The ribbons held the blood in his erection like a cock ring. She admired her work with a single nod as Petal’s eyes watered. 

He let out a sob and sniffed, his eyes screwed in agony.“It’s too tight. I’m losing feeling down there,” he moaned. 

Megan put her hands on his balls and ran her fingernails over their stretched smooth surface. She looked up with a grin as her nails played swirling patterns. “Don’t complain, Petal baby, you should be pleased. If you can’t feel anything it’s like being a real girl. 

Anyway, your pansy balls look even cuter now they are red with tight shiny skin.” She peered closer. Hold on, they have changed colour to dark burgundy red. Let’s go for dark blue and then black. That would look sweet, don’t you think, Petal honey?” 

Petal wasn’t listening. He looked to the ceiling and he groaned. 

“Oww. ” He shook with apprehension at what was happening to him

but was powerless to stop. “I can’t feel my balls or penis. Please untie them, Mistress.” 

Megan breathed out a single huff through her nostrils. “Don’t be a silly girl. You don’t have balls and penis, you have Missy and her pussy balls. I love it when you’re scared and nervous like a silly girl. 

It’s Adorable.” 

Petal’s face squeezed in discomfort. 

“Now, my sweetheart,” said Megan. Let’s get you into a pretty bra and French maid’s dress for dinner.” 

CHAPTER 11

French Sissy Maid



Meagan lifted a large frilly pink bra. It matched his panties. 

“I don’t have boobs, Mistress Megan,” he complained. “Why do you want me to wear a bra?” 

“I know you have no boobs, sweetheart, and that’s sad,” she said. “But don’t worry your sissy head about that, Petal baby, Mistress is going to feed you up and give you a lovely fat chest. If everything works, then maybe I could get you real boobs.” 

She stood and towered over him. He looked plaintively up at her. 

She leaned into him and put the front of the bra against his back. 

She moved back and held the clasp together over his chest, noting his lack of fight. She used her fingers to hook the clasps together and smiled down on him. 

His face dropped while she circled the bra around his broad muscular chest. She took one of his large arms and lifted it, the light fingers worked over his skin. She lifted a bra strap over his shoulder and let his arm drop. He looked sullen. 

She lifted the other arm and tucked his arm and shoulder through the other pink strap. She stood back to admire and snapped a couple of photos. 

Megan stared a moment longer, admiring Petal standing in pink lingerie. His short stocky body suited the woman’s underwear, she thought. This was going so well, she thought. She ran her finger down his cheek and over his chest and settled on one bra cup. 

Petal stared out of the window as the storm brewed ever stronger outside. Megan lifted the little maid’s dress from the rail on the hanger. She removed the hanger and opened the dress out at the neck and unzipped it at the back to the waist. She carried it to Petal and lifted his head using a finger under his chin. 

She smiled at him and leant down to kiss him on the end of his nose. She put her hands inside the dress neck and pulled it over his head and down over his body. She pulled it on him and moved it at the waist to sit evenly on his thick strong body. She stood back to admire him, picked up her phone and clicked off several more shots. 

The dress was bright pink. It flared out from below his chest like a ballet dancer’s skirt. The skirt part finished below his stomach. His panties showed as did his Missy clitty and pansy balls which were now a dark colour. She admired the pink frills of his panties. She admired the sight of his little erection and taut dark girly balls surrounded by the pink frills of his panties. 

She turned him around and he shuffled to face away from her. 

She tied the large ribbon attached to the back into a massive bow. 

The ties hung down to the back of his knees from bows a foot in diameter. 

She turned him back to face her. “Honey, you look divine, like a fairy princess. Perhaps I should have named you Tinkerbell rather than Petal.” She giggled. “The pretty dress, the cute panties, the ribbon on Missy. You’re turning into an adorable little prissy sissy girl.” She lifted his taut balls and nodded to herself. They were dark. 

She leaned back and rested on her arms, hands on the bed. 

Petal stood still, he didn’t know what she was doing. Without any warning or backswing, Megan kicked up at his balls. The toe of her black leather boot caught him squarely in his girly balls. 

He looked aghast for a split second as if frozen in time. He doubled over, the air expelled from his lips like a deflating balloon as she sniggered behind a hand. 

“Oh, baby, that was funny. You make me laugh, little girl.” 

After a moment, he straightened up and thought about running to the door and escaping. Megan kicked out with her other foot, connecting under his balls with the top of her boot. 

Petal collapsed kneeling onto the floor, his bare knees cracked against the floor. His head bent over, crying out loud, “Eeek.”  Tears poured from his eyes. 

He doubled up at her feet, groaning. Megan leant down and inspected his little balls. “They’re turning dark blue now, darling. 

Indigo. Mistress’s little kick helped. They look like two little blueberries. Pretty. I want them this colour, it’s cute.” 

Petal’s mind was on his balls, his arm was over his stomach. 

“I have clip-on earrings for you, darling. Would you like that baby?” 

“No,” he said through a grimace, his hand over his stomach. 

“Nonsense, silly baby. You’re being a shy princess. I know you’ll look lovely in jewellery. All sissies love wearing girly jewellery, honey. 

She kissed the top of his head and leaned towards her case. She found the set of earrings. They were made of three long strings of

small diamond-like crystals. They had a large spring-loaded clasp for clipping to an earlobe. 

Megan pulled him to her by one ear, her hand clamped around it. 

He threw a hand over her hand, “Eeeeek.” 

She chuckled for a moment at his noises. She put both hands to his earlobe. She opened the clip and let it ping against the lobe. 

“Yowwww,” he said. “It stings.” 

“Yes I know, honey.” She put out her bottom lip. “They’re tight on your lobes but they look marvellous and no pain no gain as they say. 

A pansy princess needs to look cute and pretty for her Mistress.” 

She repeated it for the other earlobe and sat back to admire her work. “Yes, that’s what they needed.” She loved seeing him in the pretty short pink dress and the glistening clip-on earrings. They dangled from his ears through his long brown hair. 

She put her hands on his hips and swung him round to see Sissy Princess on the back. “Petal sweetie, you are an adorable little girl with your pink frilly panties and a pretty pink ribbon around Missy. 

And now, darling, it’s time for your shoes and hair.” 

She clamped her hands around his hair on one temple. She twisted a pink hairband several times to hold it. She did the same on the other side. She took a hairbrush from her case and brushed the front of his dark brown hair to his eyebrows. He looked crestfallen. 

Megan was shaping his hairstyle into a young girl’s style with a long fringe and two side ponytails. 

She took out a pair of wide black shoes. They had one-inch heels and a single strap over the front with a Velcro attachment. 

“Come here, little girl, let’s put you in these little girl shoes and adorable ankle socks.” 

He looked back and forth as she took a small pair of white socks from her bag. She rolled one up and picked up his bare foot. She held a slim hand around his ankle as he balanced on one foot, his penis jiggling. She slipped the sock over his foot. It finished at his ankle and had a small pink frill around the top. She pushed on the first shoe and pressed on the Velcro fastener. “There you are, baby. I thought that Velcro would be easier for a little girl to do up.” 

He sighed in despair. 

She slipped the other sock and shoe on and let his foot down on the floor. “You look divine, sweetheart, but you’re going to need some make-up. It’s important for when you meet Mandy and Tyrone. 

Mandy will love you to look girly and Tyrone thinks my sissies are hilarious.” 

“Tyrone?” said Petal. 

“Did I not mention you’d be meeting Tyrone, honey? Silly Mistress.” She patetd the back of her hand in pretend admonishment. “Tyrone is a real hunk of a man, not a gay pansy princess like you. He’s my sexy hunk of a boyfriend and he’s going to adore you, honey. And as for Mandy, she’s going to adore your sweet sissy mouth and sissy vagina. It will be her first time too.” 

Before he could comment, there was a  rap, rap rap on the room door. Megan stopped and looked up. 

“Room service.” A young girl’s voice came from behind the door. 

“One moment,” called out Megan. She scrutinised Petal standing in the maid’s dress, frilly panties and little ankle socks. “What  are we going to do with you, little girl?” 

CHAPTER 12

Dinner Time

Megan strode to the door and put her hand on the handle. She turned back. “I suggest you hide in the bathroom, Petal dear. We don’t want to frighten the hotel staff. I’m not sure they are used to a short sissy in a pretty maid’s dress.” 

Petal scampered to the bathroom and slammed the door behind him. Megan watched for a moment. The sight of Petal running across the room, short and stocky and in a French maid dress and frilly panties was enchanting. She got up, walked across the room and opened the door. A young girl in a blue hotel uniform stood behind a trolley. Her name tag said Lizzie and she had both her hands on the trolley laden with dishes with shiny metal covers. 

“Come in,” said Megan. Her eyes fell onto the name tag. “Lizzie. 

Would you be a dear and lay the dishes on the table for me?” She pointed to the room’s small round table. 

Lizzie pushed the trolley in, leaving the door ajar. Her eyes fell on the pile of men’s clothes by the wall. The trolley had three dishes covered by metal lids and a chocolate cake dessert with cream under a transparent plastic cover. Megan screwed up her nose at the smell of fried food. The things she had to put up with to get Petal looking cute and cuddly. 

Lizzie placed the dishes on the table and wheeled the trolley back towards the door. She glanced back at Megan for an instant, 

aware something was not normal. She looked at the open holdall of female clothes and again to the pile of male clothes by the wall and frowned. 

Megan had a naughty thought as Lizzie stared at the clothes. 

She closed the room door with loud click

The bathroom door opened and Petal stepped into the room in his pink dress and side ponytails. He and Lizzie froze at the same moment. Their eyes locked. Lizzies eyes fell over his outfit then back to his face. 

Megan placed several banknotes in Lizzie’s palm. Lizzie shook her head and looked at the notes. A broad smile swept her face; it was a big tip. Megan would get Petal to recompense her. Lizzie left with the empty trolley, closing the door gently behind her. 

“I heard the door, I thought she had gone,” he said. 

“I don’t know why, Petal dear. I never told you to come out. It’s your fault she saw you.” Megan put her hands to her hips. “I imagine she’ll tell all the staff about seeing you, Petal. Oh well, it would come out eventually that you’re a sissy so I guess there’s no time like the present.” 

Megan lifted the lid on one dish. His eyes fell on the piles of fries surrounding a massive burger; yellow cheese oozed from beneath the soft bread roll and the humiliation with Lizzie was replaced by the horror of his meal. 

The smell of fried food hit Megan’s nostrils again like a wave of grease and she turned her head away. She told herself to remember to wash her hair when she got home to get rid of the smell. But, this

was a sacrifice worth making; Petal was going to look adorable as her porky princess. 

Megan picked up the bottle of ketchup, shook it, and squirted around a quarter of the contents over the food. She put the bottle down and clapped her hands twice. “My sissy girl’s dinner is served.” 

She waved Petal to the table with a flick of her hand. 

“I’m not eating that crap,” he said from the bathroom. His bottom lip protruded. 

She swiped a hand at his balls, catching them with a slap. “Tsk, tsk,  naughty girl. Mistress Megan does not approve of her little girls using foul language. It’s not done. Sweetie, you must be demure and polite at all times. Do you want Mistress to bust your little pansy balls again, honey-bun?” 

She thrust her hand to the front of his open-crotch panties and grabbed his balls. She squeezed them hard, her fingers like a vice. 

She pushed one hand against his chest and pulled his balls away from his body. 

He yelped, “Yeeek. ” 

“You won’t become a cuddly sissy princess unless Mistress fattens you up, sweetheart. Huge amounts of carbohydrate are what you need, baby. Now go and sit down and eat up your food like a good little girl.” 

“No. I won’t,” he squealed through the agony of her pulling hard on his balls. 

She wrapped her fingers around the back of his little balls and tugged them harder away from his body. Megan stifled a giggle with

a hand to her mouth. She then pulled him by his balls to the table. 

She twisted them 180 degrees to one side, her slim elegant hand twisted around and clasped firmly. She dug her nails in. 

“Eeek.” His eyes watered and tears formed in the corners of each eye. 

Megan let go, pulled her hand out of his panties and he breathed a sigh of relief. She towered over his hunched body. She leaned into his exposed penis and balls. She slapped them one way and then the other. 

“You’re not being a good girl for Mistress, are you? You’re not doing what I asked you to do, baby.” She pulled his ear forward and his balls the other way. 

Tears grew like bulbs in his eyes as he wailed. “Nooooooo. ” 

“Sweetheart, you have to do everything Mistress asks without question. You’re being a naughty girl.” 

She gave three sharp squashes on his balls and he shrilled. She put her slim arm between his thighs, her hand clamped on his balls. 

“Yeeeeek.” 

She let go of his balls but retained a tight grip on his ear. Her thumb was locked under his lobe and her other fingers around his ear. She pulled him into a chair, keeping hold of his ear. “Are you going to be a good pansy princess for Mistress Megan and eat all the nice food up? Doesn’t my little girl want to become an adorable chubby sissy for her Mistress?” She put her face into his and kissed the end of his nose. “I’m sure you do, honey. That was a rhetorical

question, sweetheart. I know you want to be Mistress’s tubby little girl.” She stood straight and folded her arms. 

Petal looked at the massive burger and fries. His head dropped, his chin on his chest. “I’m not hungry.” 

“It doesn’t matter, honey. It’s not about being hungry, it’s about becoming a chubby sissy princess for Mistress. But don’t worry your little sissy head, Mistress will feed you like the little girl you are.” 

She let go of his ear and her hand slipped under the table to his balls. She ran her hand over the front of his panties for a moment then gripped his exposed balls. She massaged them gently, her hand flowed over his erection too. His face fell into a trance-like look. 

“Now, pansy princess, Mistress wants you to be a good girl and open your sissy mouth. Mistress is going to feed you and you are going to become a flabby sissy for her. Isn’t that marvellous, darling? 

Honey, listen to your heart, you know this is what you want, to be Mistress’s podgy little girl.” 

Megan let go of his balls for a minute and cut up his pizza into slices and chopped the burger up. Petal watched in disbelief. His mouth fell open. Megan put one hand back under the table to fondle his balls. Her fingers flowed over the front of his panties seeking out the little erection and balls. He groaned in delight. 

She picked up a fry between two fingers, dipped it in tomato ketchup and put it to his closed lips. “Open wide, honey. Mistress has covered it with lots of lovely sugary tomato ketchup to help you to become a cute cuddly little girl.” 

She stroked his balls with her other hand and Petal opened his mouth to gasp in pleasure. She put the fry in his mouth. “Good girl, eat it all up for Mistress. Mistress is looking forward to you with layers of blubber around your waist. How delightful you’re going to look, sweetheart.” 

Petal chewed slowly and swallowed. She fed him pieces of pizza, stroking his penis and balls with her other hand. She glided her fingers over his penis and balls at the front of his panties. She kissed him lightly on the cheek and ears as he ate. 

“Sweetheart, I’m so happy to see you eating your food up like a good little girl. Every time you swallow, Mistress will stroke little Missy and your pansy balls. I know my little girl loves that.” She gazed at them poking through the open front of his panties below the tabletop. 

He nodded, chewing slowly, his cheeks stuffed with food. He swallowed. She put a slice of pizza to his mouth and rubbed the end of his clitty with a light touch. His eyes rolled and he opened his mouth. 

“It won’t be long before you’re a roly-poly sissy.” She squeezed his chest. “And these silly pecs will turn to flab and become sissy boobs. Your pretty sissy bra will fit properly, like a cute pansy.” 

Megan took her hand from his balls and his glazed mesmerised eyes sharpened as if he came out of a trance. She poured the contents of the large bottle of full-sugar cola into a pint glass. She picked it up and put it to his lips, putting her hand back on his balls

and little erection. She rubbed his clitty up and down with the side of her thumb. He opened his mouth, his eyes glazed over again. 

“Drink it all up, honey. You need as much sugar as possible. 

Think of the rolls of chubby fat you will soon have around your sissy stomach. You are going to be so cute, sweetie. The men are going to adore your flabby stomach, double chin and chubby cheeks. They won’t be able to resist a pansy loser like you” 

His eyes showed panic for an instant at her words. Loser? She put her hand on his panties and swished her fingers lightly around his erection and balls. He forgot the mention of men and being a loser and guzzled the entire pint glass as she stroked his balls. She re-filled his glass and fed him the rest of the pizza, the fries and the burger. 

He finished the main courses and sat back. He blew out in discomfort and held his stomach. “I’m stuffed, Mistress Megan. I can’t manage dessert.” 

Megan chuckled. “Oh, baby, you are a funny little girl. Of course you can eat dessert, what little girl doesn’t love sugary desserts? 

How will you get blubbery if you don’t eat up all the lovely food Mistress ordered for you? You are a silly little girl sometimes, honey.” 

“I’m not sure that’s healthy.” 

“Maybe not, princess, but it will make you look chubby and adorable and that’s what we want at the end of the day, baby.” 

She squirted the can of cream over the chocolate cake until it was completely covered. She continued to pile the cream onto the plate until it looked like a swirling six-inch-high mini-mountain. She

picked up a dessert spoon and shoved it into the mountain of cream and chocolate cake. She put it to his mouth. 

“Open wide, darling.” She stroked his balls and rubbed the end of his erection with the end of her thumb. “Would Mistress’s little girl like to have sex with her? Would she like to cum?” 

He nodded. He had been hard for some time and was feeling desperate. 

“Open wide, like a good pansy princess then, while Mistress gives you a treat. She rubbed her fingers up and down his erection, pulling his foreskin back. She rubbed a fingertip over the end, playing with the little slit on the end. It was damp. 

He swooned, his eyes rolled, and took in his mouthful of cream and cake. She played with his erection and balls, slow and gentle. 

She made sure it was not enough for him to orgasm but it kept him hot. Little by little, she fed him the entire dessert. 

As Megan removed the spoon after the last mouthful, Petal blew out his cheeks. Megan picked up a paper napkin and dabbed his lips. “You’ve been a good girl.” 

She refilled the pint glass with cola and put it to his lips. 

He kept his lips closed tight. “I don’t think I can get anything else inside me.” 

She pushed it into his mouth a little. “Of course you can, darling. 

Mistress wants her little girl to be as fat as possible as soon as possible. So, open wide, little girl. How can you become my gay fat loser without all this nice food and drink?” 

His eyes flared at her words. She saw he was about to say something. Was he about to rebel? She stroked his balls and he groaned. He glugged the cola down and groaned in discomfort. 

Rebellion quashed. 

Petal blew out his cheeks. “I feel a little unwell, Mistress. I ate too much.” 

Megan picked up a paper napkin and dabbed his lips. 

“Nonsense, honey, you’ve been a very good little girl.” 

She refilled the pint glass with cola and put it to his lips. 

He kept his lips closed tight. “I don’t think I can get anything else inside me.” 

She pushed it into his mouth a little. “Of course you can. 

Mistress wants her little girl to be as cuddly as possible as soon as possible.” 

He drank the cola. 

“And now your reward, baby. I will allow you to cum, as I promised. Every time you do what Mistress wants, you will get a reward. And you did very well, Petal darling.” 

CHAPTER 13

Cum Here

Megan pushed her chair back and stood tall with her thighs apart and one hand on her hip. She pointed again at the toes of her knee-high boots. “Honey, I want you to kneel here, at my feet, away from the table.” 

He got up from the chair with difficulty. He was uncomfortable with the volume of food and drink he’d had. As he stood, feeling groggy, she leant down and pulled his panties to his ankles. She giggled at the sight of his little erection hard and small. 

“Keep your panties around your ankles, sweetheart, it looks funny.” She pointed at her feet. He knelt at her feet and gazed up at her. “And now? Are we going to have sex? Do you want me to lick you out? Shall I remove your panties too, Mistress Megan?” His eyes shone with desire and adoration for Megan. 

Her face softened. She loved to see his little bits poking from under the short maid’s dress and his panties around his ankles. 

“You’re an adorable little girl but we can’t have sex, honey. I already told you I need a real man for that. You’re cute but you’re a sissy loser, however adorable you look keeling at my feet with little Missy hard and excited.” 

His face dropped. “But you said?” 

She bent to stroke his hair. “I said you could cum. Mistress will allow you to play with yourself and cum onto my boots. I want you to

be happy, baby.” 

“Excuse me?” 

“Sweetie, you’re adorable with pink frilly dresses and pink ribbons in your hair and little Missy. But you’re also a sissy loser. So you see, little girl, that’s why we can’t have sex, baby. Because you’re a sissy loser and Mistress’s little girl, not her lover, honey. But, because I care for you, I don’t want to see my little girl feeling pent up and frustrated. Even loser sissies need a release sometimes.” 

His face swept between confusion and adoration. He absorbed her words. But his eyes were glazed and he was mesmerised by Megan’s sexy beauty and power. Any kind of release with her would be fantastic. 

She raised her eyebrows at him. “You may begin,  s weetheart. 

Rub little Missy like a good sissy loser.” 

His erection pulsed with desperation from beneath his short dress, a small bulb of pre-cum on the end. She grinned at the sight of him at her feet in the pink dress with his little erection pointing to the air and his panties around his shoes. Petal gripped his penis between two fingers. 

Megan’s face softened further, she put a hand to her mouth. “Oh baby, it’s so cute to see you with your fingers around little Missy. 

She’s tiny and adorable. I wasn’t sure if she was big enough for you to grasp but you did it. Good girl. Now rub her so Mistress can see you squirt your sissy juice on my boots” 

Her words made him shudder with longing for her. He stared up into her face, the craving written on his face. He rubbed with a thumb

and finger and breathed a long deep exhalation. 

“Good girl. Point little Missy at my boots, there’s a darling. We don’t want a sissy mess on the hotel room floor.” 

He shuffled closer, his fingers rubbing faster. He groaned, it didn’t take long. His cum spurted up the front of her left boot. He groaned with pleasure and his penis pulsed again. Another shot of cum hit against the top of her left boot foot. He came a couple of times more and groaned, “Ohhhhhh.” He closed his eyes as the last drips fell onto the top of her boots. 

“Good girl. That was adorable. How did so much juice come from such tiny balls, baby? It’s a mystery but it’s enchanting.” 

He was breathing heavily and sat back on his calves, his eyes closed. 

“Now be a good girl and clear up your mess like a sissy loser.” 

His eyes popped open and his shoulders tightened. He’d been caught up in the elation of cumming and hadn’t considered that hie would need to clear up his cum. “I don’t have a cloth?” 

“I know, baby,” she said. “But you won’t need one. This is your opportunity to get used to the taste of cum, it’s what sissy losers eat.” Her eyes peered innocently. 

The elation of his orgasm was fading fast. “I don’t understand.” 

Beads of perspiration bubbled on his top lip. Megan smelt the aroma of fulfilled sex as his viscous juices oozed down the front of her boots. 

“Oh baby girl, you are funny. You don’t understand do you, honey? Don’t worry your precious little pansy head, Mistress will explain it all to you.” 

Petal looked up at her, waiting, worried. 

“Baby, you’re going to lick your sissy mess off my boots and swallow it. It’s what gay sissy losers like to do, swallow cum. Of course. You will learn to love cum. It will be good to practise tasting and swallowing your own sissy juices. You will learn to swallow another sissy’s cum, maybe even a hunky man’s cum like the gay sissy loser you’re becoming.” 

She had the image in her head of Mandy’s enormous erection squirting bucket loads of cum into Petal’s face and mouth. How on Earth did the delicate feminine Mandy have such a large penis? 

Petal stood, his little penis hanging limp. “I’ll get some toilet roll to wipe it up from your boots.” 

Megan reached to his limp penis before he could move. The black leather of her short tight skirt stretched with her movement. It caught his eyes, distracting him. She put her hand around his balls while admiring how he looked in the short pink maid dress. 

“Missy is so tiny and cute, princess.” She took his limp penis in her fingers. “She’s like a little decoration for your tiny girly balls.” Her voice sounded incredulous. It was smaller than she’d expected when she’d first seen him. “Or maybe it’s the other way around and your pansy balls are a decoration for Missy, baby?” She clamped her hand hard around his balls and squeezed. 

He squealed and she let off the pressure. “What are you doing?” 

he said, trying to get his breath. 

“Honey, I want you to be a good girl and do everything Mistress asks you instantly. Can you do that for me, baby?” 

Petal’s face fell into dejection. He whispered, “Yes.” 

“Good girl.” She stroked under his chin.  “ You want to be Mistress’s good girl all the time, I know you do. So I want you to lick your cum off my boots and swallow it all up like a gay sissy loser. It’s not much to ask, princess.” Her voice was soft and smooth with a hint of a smile. “Sissy losers love the taste of cum so you need to do this, baby.” 

She imagined him with bright lipstick and mascara licking the cum off the end of Mandy’s hard cock. Or Tyrone’s. She felt warm and her body tingled at the image in her mind. How endearing Petal will look with cum around his lips and on his tongue. She sighed at the thought of it. Cute. 

She squeezed hard again on his balls, clamping her palm around them with as much force as she could muster. She screwed her eyes with the effort. His balls were a dark puce. 

He squealed, “Y eeeek.” 

Dark pansy balls were cute, she thought. They looked enchanting when they were tight and dark. 

“Y eeek, ” he cried out again. 

Megan leaned into his face, maintaining her grip. She twisted his balls sharply. He was an adorable little girl when he squealed. 

He yelped. 

“Is my sweet baby going to lick her sissy juices from Mistress’s boots? Are you, baby? Are you going to show Mistress you’re a gay sissy loser?” She twisted his balls hard in the other direction. She held them there for a moment. “I think you are going to show me, Petal dear.” She put her other hand over the one holding his balls to add a second level of pressure. He pushed down on them with her full body weight, her palm pressing against his balls like a pressure pad. 

“Y eeeeek. ” Tears formed in his desperate eyes. 

She let off the pressure, her hand ached a little. She slapped his balls hard with the flat of her hand. He knelt back on the floor at her feet. She held his head in both her hands and pushed his face to the front of her boot, her hands on his temples. He stuck his tongue out, he had no choice. He pushed it onto his cold dripping cum and licked it away. She shuddered in pleasure. He seemed to shudder in disgust. 

At that moment, she wanted to squeeze him with the affection she felt. Petal was turning into the cutest little girl. This was so much better than she could ever have imagined. 

“Aw,” she said. “Mistress’s little girl  is licking away her nasty sissy juice. My cute sissy loser is going to love swallowing sissy juices. You’ll make the cutest gay princess I’ve ever known.” 

He looked at her from the corner of his eyes as he licked and swallowed, his face screwed in distaste. He gagged. For a moment, she thought he might vomit but he waited, breathed in a couple of

times, then carried on. He was eager to please her. That was marvellous, she thought. 

She raised her phone and pressed the camera icon. Petal’s head filled the screen as he licked her boots. “Honey, Mistress is going to take pictures of you licking up your sissy juice from my boots.” She grinned. “You are a sissy loser. And a cute little girl.” 

She clicked several times and then flicked through the images. 

“Oh baby, Mistress is so happy to see her little girl enjoying cleaning her boots with her sissy tongue. You make me feel love for you, baby.” She hunched her shoulders in affection and squeezed her eyes tight. 

Petal moved his face down her boots. Thick globules of cold cum lay pooled on the top of her boots. He put his lips over a large puddle of cum and sucked it up with a slurp. He shuddered again. 

She loved to see his head moving over her boots and to see the cum on his lips and tongue. How wonderful it will be when the cum in Petal’s mouth is Mandy’s cum. Or Tyrone’s. 

“There’s a good girl, swallow up all the nice cumfor Mistress.” 

Megan beamed with delight. 

When her boots were clean, Petal moved back and sat on his calves, his face screwed in disgust. He kept his head down and his penis was soft between his legs, lost in the layers of petticoats. She was satisfied Petal had cleaned off his cum with his tongue and mouth. “Good girl, you may stand up now, curtsey and thank Mistress for showing you how to enjoy swallowing cum.” 

He pushed himself up from the floor, a look of distaste across his face. It dissipated as she looked into Megan’s eyes. He curtsied and thanked her. 

Megan beamed. “Does my little girl love me? Does she? Are you in love with me, little girl?” 

Petal looked down and nodded. Megan threw her knee up hard and sharp into his balls. He doubled over against her, his forehead on her chest; he was wheezing. She kept her knee pressed into his balls. 

He felt pressure building in his bladder as Megan screwed her knee into his balls and ground it in. He’d drunk two pints of cola and it was sloshing inside him. 

He squealed, “Eeeeek.”  Tears dripped down his cheeks. 

Meagan held Petal’s head to her chest as he groaned and held his balls, his eyes screwed in agony. “Aw baby. Mistress’s poor little girl.” She wiped his tears away with a slender finger and stroked his head. 

He put a hand over his stomach, and breathed in deeply. The corners of his eyes were creased hard and wet with tears, his face filled with bewilderment. She was going from soft loving talk to making him swallow his own cum, to kneeing him in the balls. 

He needed to pee. “Ms Megan, I need to use the bathroom.” 

She stiffened. “No, sweetie, not yet. I want you to stay here for now. Mistress has something for you.” 

CHAPTER 14

Wet panties

“Mistress going to get you ready for bed, little girl.” 

Petal moved from one foot to the other, the panties around his ankles restricting his movement. “But, Mistress Megan, it’s early and I need to pee. Your knee in my groin made it more urgent.” 

She stroked his face. “I know, sweetie, but Mistress is going to undress you first to get you ready for bed. I’ll put you in a pretty little girl’s nightie. So hold yourself, OK sweetie?” 

“I need to pee, Mistress,” he complained. “I’m desperate.” 

“I said Mistress wants you to hold it, baby.” 

Megan wasn’t interested in his complaints and stood over him as he cowered, crossing his legs. She took his hand and led him to the bed. She giggled at his little floppy clitty and small tight balls hanging below his dress hem. She chuckled at the panties around his ankles. 

She sat him on the bed. She knelt and rubbed her hands down his legs. After removing his panties, she put her fingers around one ankle and peeled off the Velcro straps on both shoes. With one hand around his ankle, she slipped off each shoe in turn. 

He grimaced, fighting the urge to pee. The feel of her fingers on his ankles and calves made him swoon with delight and he closed his eyes. She rolled down his socks over his feet and her fingertips brushed on the soles of his feet. She grinned at the goosebumps appearing on his body at her touch. 

She stood and lifted him by his armpits to his feet. He remained pliant in her hands but confused. She was being kind and gentle. He needed to pee but tried to forget it as he enveloped himself in her gentle touches. 

“Put your arms up, little girl,” she said. 

He complied in a daze of love and adoration at this stunning gentle beauty undressing him. His half-closed eyes ran over her long brunette hair, thick, long and wavy flowing over her enormous breasts and down her back. Her tiny leather skirt was taut against the top of her thighs. There was a glimpse of white panties and her camel toe outline. And those high sexy black leather boots. She was anyone’s sexual fantasy figure. 

She pulled his dress up from the hem, over his bra and then his head. She shook it straight and laid it on the bed. She pushed her body into his, her breasts pressed into his face, her bare mounds against his mouth. He swooned and nearly fainted with the ecstasy. 

She reached around his wide chest, her cheek against his and she unhooked his bra. She stood back letting the bra hang loosely from her fingers. His face dropped in disappointment. For a short moment, he’d had her sexy beautiful giant boobs on his lips and now they were not. 

Megan placed the bra over the dress and smiled down on him. 

She lifted his chin with one finger and leaned down and kissed him on the forehead. Megan stood back again and put her hands on her hips and her head to one side. A faint smile rose on her lips as she saw the short squat sissy. 

His face carried a look of surprise, not knowing what was coming next. She put his panties back around his ankles. She adored the look of panties around his ankles. He was otherwise naked. 

Megan hit her knee up fast and hard into Petal’s balls. She balanced on one leg and kept pushing her knee hard and firm into him. The pressure from her knee pressed up into his bladder. He hadn’t expected it and squealed. “Yeeeeek. ” 

Megan still had her hands on her hips. There was one more humiliation needed to show him what a sissy loser he was. She removed her knee from his groin and placed it on the floor, standing with her legs apart. Her skirt stretched tight across her slender sculptured thighs, the hem pressed against her smooth skin. 

Her polished black leather knee-high boots reflected the light from the LED ceiling lamps. Twinkling lights flashed through the picture window from the surrounding buildings. The sky was orange from the street lights. Not a single star appeared in the dark overcast sky and the rain fell heavily. 

She stepped back, prepared herself, and kicked her boot up sharply into his balls, twice; thud thud against his testicles. Not too hard but enough for him to feel the pressure. He gasped for air. She kicked out again, then a fourth, kick, kick, kick, kick. He bent in half from the kicks to his pansy balls, shocked at the sudden light kicks to his balls. 

Megan moved in closer, put her hands on his shoulders and brought her knee up sharp and into his balls. She held her arms on

him for support. She hopped to the other foot like a rapid dance move and shoved her other knee up hard into his balls. 

Petal squealed and cried, tears fell down his cheeks. He sniffed and sobbed and wailed, “I need to pee. Please.” 

Megan stood back and threw the sole of her boot into his pansy balls. Her sexy black leather soles were robust, the heels sharp and pointed like an ice pick. He was thankful the heels hadn’t connected. 

She withdrew her boot and shoved it back on his balls, sole first. She ground it in. 

Petal curled over, grizzling with tears. His hands went up to his balls. She leant down, pulled them away and kicked with the top of her leather boot into his balls. Three times. Slap, slap, slap. 

He tried to guard his tiny balls and crossed his legs. Megan grinned to see the effeminate manner he used, hunched over on the floor like a submissive little girl. It was working, he was changing into a sobbing submissive sissy. 

She threw several more light kicks to his balls, He was close to having an embarrassing accident. That was the point. She wanted him to wet himself. It would another example of his new status as a sissy loser. Petal strained to hold it in. 

Megan kicked out at his balls, again and again. She hopped from foot to foot like a kick-boxer. She wanted him to wet himself like a helpless little girl, like a loser. She threw two more slap kicks. 

Petal lost control. He tried to hold but pee drizzled down his leg A puddle formed around him on the floor. His panties became darker with wet pee. Petal had wet himself. 

Megan pulled him up by an ear and pulled him away from the small puddle. “Oh, naughty girl, you’ve wet yourself. You’re a loser, sweetheart. You’ve wet yourself like a baby girl. It seems I might have to put you in diapers.” She surveyed the puddle. “You will clean that up, baby. Go to the bathroom, honey, but keep your panties around your ankles and find a towel to clean it up with” 

He rushed to the bathroom and she laughed out loud to see him scamper with wet panties around his ankles. He emerged from the bathroom with a white hotel towel in one hand. She pointed to the floor. “Clean it all up, little girl.” She shook her head as he knelt by his puddle of pee and laid the towel over it. He began to mop up his pee on his knees, panties tight around his ankles.. 

“Sweetheart, you can’t control your bladder. You’re a sissy loser. 

Am I going to have to put you in diapers?” 

She folded her bare white smooth arms over her large breasts. 

Her short red fingernails lay on her arms. She shook her head again. 

“Loser.” 

CHAPTER 15

A Princess Nightie

Megan grinned her devious smile. Petal returned from the bathroom where he’d rinsed the towel out he’d used to mop up his pee and left it in the bin with his wet panties. 

“It’s been a big day for Mistress’s little girl. A lot of big changes. 

You’ve gone from businessman to loser sissy in three hours. So now it’s time for my little girl to go to bed. It’s way past your bedtime.” 

He looked up in shock, his face showing discomfort, his hands on his stomach. “I’m still too full. I need my dinner to digest.” 

“Nonsense, sweetheart. If you go to bed on a full stomach it will lay there and digest far more slowly making you fatter sooner. It’s perfect, darling.” 

His stomach was extended from the volume of food he’d taken in, despite now having an empty bladder. 

Megan rummaged in her holdall again and pulled out a short pink cotton nightie with a large frill. She held it up. On the front was the image of a cartoon princess face with long blond hair, Beneath it were the words, “Little Princess, ” in darker pink. 

Petal was too stuffed to push back. Or argue. She picked up the nightie and pulled it over him. She stood back and admired him. She liked what she saw, especially his coy embarrassed face. 

She went to his wardrobe, found his suitcase, and laid it on the floor. She opened it, searched through and removed his pyjamas. 

She laughed at the long cotton striped trousers and placed them in her holdall. “You won’t be needing these ever again. Not now you’re my pansy princess. Mistress will throw them away for you, baby. 

Little girls wear pretty pink nighties to bed.” 

She picked up her phone and clicked several shots of him in a nightie. She put her phone on the side unit and spotted his phone. 

She picked up his phone. She pressed the on button. It was locked and asked for a fingerprint or PIN on the screen. 

“Honey, what’s your PIN?” she asked. 

He glared at her. “It’s private, Mistress. Even Gemma doesn’t know it.” He looked away, embarrassed at wearing a short pink nightie and hating the words on the front.  Little Princess. 

She marched to him and grabbed his balls hard. His face twisted into agony. 

“Sweetheart, I’m not Gemma if you hadn’t noticed.” She squeezed harder finding the little hard nuggets inside his testicles and squashed them. 

“Yeeeek. ” 

“Give me your PIN. You will have no secrets from me, honey. 

You’re a sissy loser, remember? Sissy losers have no secrets.” She pursed her lips and shook her head. 

“1234,” he said. 

“You can’t be serious, princess? 1234?” She shook her head. 

She let go of his balls and typed in his PIN. 

The screen lit up. She looked up, the light from the screen illuminating her face. “There are no messages from Gemma, darling. 

No surprise. I expect some big alpha hunk is busy pumping her as we speak.” 

She looked up and Petal appeared desperate. 

“That’s enough for now.” She popped his phone into her handbag. “I’ll take this, sweetie. I own you and all that was yours. 

Including Missy” 

She manoeuvred him into the bed. He slid down into the sheets and she pulled the covers to his face. She kissed him on the forehead. “Goodnight  sweetie.” She produced a small cloth doll with pigtails from her holdall and pushed it into the bed. She tucked it under one of his arms. “I know my little girl would like a doll to cuddle in bed. Little girls love their dolls.” 

She kissed him again on the forehead and got up and picked up the room card from the bedside cabinet. He sat up. The doll was still tucked under his arm. 

Megan sat back on the bed and laid him down again with a hand on his shoulder; she held the room card in one hand. “Mistress will take your room key, baby. I’ll be back early tomorrow to get you ready for your meetings, so don’t worry your little head, honey. So sleep tight and don’t let the bedbugs bite, little girl.” 

She tucked the covers under his chin with her fingers flattened. 

She tickled under his chin for a moment with a look of affection sparkling in her eyes. He looked adorable snuggled up in bed with the little girl’s doll. 

Megan got off the bed and went to the door, picking up her leather holdall on the way. Her large round bottom swayed in her little tight skirt. She opened the room door. She flicked off the room light and the light from the hall glowed across the room and over Petal’s face in bed. The doll lay on the pillow by his head and under one arm where she’d left it. She felt a pang of affection, he was like a vulnerable pansy. She had him where she wanted him. 

“Goodnight, sweetheart. Mistress will see you tomorrow morning.” She shut the door and it clicked shut. 

She strode to the lifts, a broad smile across her face. Tomorrow evening would be the next big change for Petal. She couldn’t wait for the next stage of his transformation. Marvellous. 

CHAPTER 16

Pretty Lingerie

Megan let herself into Petal’s room. She got there early as she’d promised. Petal needed her massive fried breakfast and for her to dress him for work. She closed the door with a tiny click. He was in the same position she left him in last night. His head was snuggled into the cloth doll in a hug. She smiled in adorable pleasure. 

Megan’s skin-tight black leather trousers creaked as she placed her dark blue cabin-type suitcase against the wall. The room felt cool on her bare arms, the air-conditioning was on high. She wore a leather waistcoat with nothing underneath. The weather forecast was for a warm day following yesterday’s rain. 

She’d pulled her brown hair back tight from her face and tied it back in a long ponytail. It swung high on the back of her head and fell halfway down her back. Her long dangling diamond earrings clinked like wind chimes. Her straight fringe fell to her eyelashes. 

She strode to the huge floor-to-ceiling picture window and took them in her hands. She looked back at Petal. He stirred in the bed but her footsteps hadn’t woken him. His lips vibrated in a snort and he snuggled into the doll. 

She threw open the curtains and they made a metallic swishing noise. The summer morning sun streamed in as if someone had flicked on a fluorescent light. His eyes flicked open unfocussed, incomprehension written on his face. 

“Rise and shine, princess sleepy-head, Mistress Megan is here to get you ready for work. I’ve ordered breakfast for 8 pm so up you get. I want you showered and ready before it arrives. I’ve ordered you four hash browns, four sausages, four slices of bacon, two slices of French toast with extra maple syrup and full-fat milky coffee.” 

She threw back the bedclothes and laughed. His nightie was up around his stomach and his little penis was hard. She took it with her fingers. “Was Mistress Megan’s little girl having naughty dreams?” 

She grinned. “Some might say you have a morning glory although in your case it’s so small, glory is hardly the word. Morning shame is more appropriate.” She threw her head back and laughed, her ponytail jiggling. 

He rubbed his eyes with the palms of his hands and shook his head trying to ignore her jibes so early. She knew he’d been having thoughts that had made him hard. That was good. 

“Shower,” she said pointing at the bathroom. “Then I’ll get you dressed in your dark blue suit.” She looked towards his wardrobe. 

The door was open and the suit hung pressed and sharp. 

He followed her eyes and a sense of relief fell on his face; she wasn’t going to put him in a dress again. He’d had a nagging doubt she’d make him go to his business meeting dressed as a sissy. 

He pulled himself up and out of bed lethargically. He sat on the side of the bed, his head drooping, his face was sleepy but wearing a look of relief at the sight of his suit. His eyes fell on her leather outfit and flowed over her breasts in the low-cut leather waistcoat

top. She looked like a sexy avatar of a mistress and his erection had a further jolt of hardness. 

Megan noted his stomach remained bloated from last night’s meal; he’d eaten a lot of carbohydrates and high-fat food. He seemed sleepy so she pulled his nightie up and over his head. He complied like he was the floppy doll she’d given him. 

She took his little erection in her two fingers. “Does Missy still want sex, baby? Does she?” 

The sleepiness fell from his face. His eyes brightened. “Yes.” 

“Well be a good girl, have your shower and come back here. 

Then you can see what Mistress has for you as a present for being such a good girl yesterday.” 

He jumped to his feet, now awake, surely a present meant sex. 

Didn’t it? His face then darkened a little. “Could you not call me little girl, Mistress? I know you like this game but when we’re not playing, can you call me Simon? I’m not a girl but a man.” 

Megan threw her head back and laughed. She put a crooked finger across her lips. “Honey, you are a funny little girl. This isn’t a game, it’s real life. You’re a girl, a sissy and a loser so what else should I call you?” She jiggled his erection with one finger. “This is so tiny it can only be a missy clitty. Little girls have little Missy clitties like this so don’t be a silly girl by saying you’re a man. I can’t call you Simon, that’s a man’s name and you’re not a man, are you baby? 

No, your name is Petal because it’s feminine like you, darling. But don’t worry, Mistress is here to help you understand it all, sweetheart.” 

He stared at her, not knowing how to respond. 

She pointed to the bathroom, his eyes following her single long finger. “Honey. Shower. Now.” 

He scampered away to shower, confused. She heard the shower go on and the muffled thuds of him moving around in the glass cubicle. The shower went off and, a few minutes later, he came back into the room, rubbing a large fluffy white hotel towel over his naked body. The shower hadn’t reduced his erection, he still had sex with her on his mind. 

“Are we going to have sex now? You promised,” he said. 

Her face lit up in amusement. “I only asked if little Missy wanted sex and I said I had a present for you.” 

“Yes,” he said firmly. “Sex.” 

“No, baby, I didn’t say we’d have sex I asked a question about whether Missy wanted sex. I also told you yesterday we can’t have sex and why, sweetheart.” Her face fell into a look of compassion. 

He looked over her, love, adoration and desperation for her in his eyes. He moved towards her, his small erection throbbing with desire. 

“And here’s my present for you for being a good girl.” Megan’s small case was open on the bed. She reached in and pulled out a white lacy bra. She held it up. 

Petal’s face dropped in incomprehension. She laid the bra on the bed, it was large and frilly. She lifted a pair of white lacy panties from her case and held them up. They matched the bra. They were

large and had little arc shapes lacing around the leg openings. The lace was see-through. 

He didn’t understand. “You said I’d be wearing my suit to work.” 

“And so you will, darling. You can’t go out to work in a pink maid’s dress, can you?” She laughed at the idea. “Although maybe you could? In time.” 

He didn’t appreciate what he assumed was a joke. “No, I can’t wear a dress to my business meetings. So what’s with the panties and bra?” 

“Honey, you’re cute when you don’t understand, like the silly sissy loser you are. You’ll wear the lingerie  under your suit, baby. 

You’ll be a girl even if you have to wear a man’s suit as a disguise.” 

She giggled a little. 

He stepped back. “Now, wait a minute, Mistress. I have an important and high-level meeting today. It’s why I’m staying in the hotel away from home. I can’t go to my meeting wearing female lingerie.” 

“Why not, sweetie?” She beckoned him to her with one finger. 

She looked up at him through her lowered long dark lashes and brown smouldering eyes. 

He walked towards her as if hypnotised. She grabbed at his erection and rubbed two long beautiful fingers over his penis for a moment and then cupped his balls. She squeezed lightly as if pressing on it like a stress ball. He closed his eyes and looked up to the ceiling. His mouth dropped open in desire. 

She removed one hand from his balls and knelt. She lifted one of his feet. He raised it under the guidance of her soft hand around his heel without objection. He was lost in the pleasure of her hands wherever they were on his body. She pulled the white frilly panties over his foot and helped it back onto the floor. She took his other foot and raised it. She pulled the panties to his knees. 

She ran one perfect long red fingernail over the end of his exposed penis head. With her other hand, she raised the panties up and over his knees and pulled them over his genitals. She tugged them up tight. He snapped out of his stupor and his face registered surprise. How easy it had been for her to put him in girly panties. 

“What have you done?” he said abruptly. 

Megan put a finger to her lips, her eyes on his. “Shhhh, baby.” 

She tugged the panties up tighter. She tapped his penis through the panties. “And no wetting yourself today, baby. If I find you have, Mistress will put you in diapers.” 

His mouth opened and closed. 

The panties were high-waisted and the legs hugged his muscular legs, the little arc patterns were tight against his skin. His little erection poked out the front of the panties into a tiny tent shape. 

His balls were visible through the thin lace. The panties parted his balls on either side of the gusset like a girl’s vagina lips. 

Megan ran a hand over his separated balls. “Oh baby, they look like a little girl’s vagina.” She stroked them and his complaints fizzled away with the sensations of her fingertips on his girly balls. 

She stood and picked up the bra. She turned him around and he complied like a shop dummy. She clipped the bra around his chest, it fitted beautifully. She turned him back to face her, swivelling around with her hands on his arms. 

She ran one hand over a bra cup. “My my, sweetheart. You look like a darling little girl in this bra. How marvellous.” 

The bra was large and the lower part covered below his chest in a line of lacy white fabric. He put his hands up to tear it off in a sudden burst of panic. Her knee went fast and direct to his balls. Air shot out from his open mouth like a punctured football. He doubled over, fighting for air. She put her foot back down and grabbed his balls through his panties and squeezed. 

He took a sudden deep lungful of air. Then opened his mouth wide. “Yeeek,” he crowed. 

“Oh honey, you look pretty. I love to see you in sexy sissy lingerie,” she whispered into his ear. “But sweetheart, don’t try to take the bra off. Mistress loves it on you too much.” She kissed his cheek and cuddled him. She let go and grabbed his balls through the thin panties and twisted them to the right, then the other way. 

“Yeek, ” he screamed. 

“Baby, I know you don’t want to take your pretty lingerie off. Do you, sweetie? I’m sure you want to wear lingerie like a good girl.” 

She twisted back the other way and doubled down on the squeeze. 

“Eeeek,” 

“How marvellous, baby. You sound like a little pansy chicken. 

Tell Mistress how you’re going to be a good girl for her. Tell me how

you want to wear your pretty lingerie to work with that cute sissy lisp and where you pronounce your Rs like a W.” She squeezed his balls harder. 

He nodded and spoke through gritted teeth. “Yeth,  I want to wear the  lingewie. ” 

“Good girl. Mistress is pleased with you. Let’s get you ready for work. You’re going to feel like a sissy girl all day with your sissy lingerie under that nasty man suit.” She pursed her lips and tapped him on the nose. 

She strode to the wardrobe and lifted out his blue suit. 

“Let’s get you ready for work, baby-cake. I know this is a new experience for you. A new sissy experience.” Megan smirked deviously. “But it’s how things are now, baby. You need to accept it.” 

His eyes widened. 

“Yes, you’re Mistress’s sissy loser. You’re all mine. Isn’t that marvellous, Petal sweetheart.” 

He looked to the floor, his erection strong and firm. Something had changed in him. He could call Gemma from the office when he got there. She’d come and pick him up. He’d escape from Megan the Mistress. 

The thing is. That was not going to happen. How would he explain that to Gemma? No, he was stuck in this crazy new world where he was Mistress Megan’s pansy princess called Petal. 

THE END
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Chapter 1

Megan was sitting at the bar when she spotted Pansy in the foyer. t was a little after 6 pm and the light from the street streamed in. It was a fine summer evening. Pansy removed his black-rimmed designer sunglasses and looked around. After a day at the office, he looked every bit the high flying businessman again. If only those milling around the foyer knew, she thought. 

He was earlier than she’d expected but that didn’t matter. She was ready. He was trying to locate her, his eyes screwed up, sunglasses in one hand. 

Megan slid the empty coffee cup and saucer towards the barman, the hotel logo faced her. “Put it on room 969,” she said. 

The barman nodded, shot an admiring glance at her and removed the cup with a swift practised movement. She got off the barstool and ambled towards Pansy. He had to wait; she had the room card. 

Megan attracted the usual glances as she strode towards Pansy. 

Her rounded bum swayed, her breasts bobbed; she had a stunning body with its parts in constant feminine motion. 

That evening, she wore a tight knee-length dark pencil skirt and black-rimmed rectangular spectacles. Her white blouse was tucked in and buttoned to the neck with a small frilly collar. Her black sleek stockings had a dead straight single line up the back. Her black high-

heeled shoes clicked against the hotel foyer floor like a ticking countdown clock. 

She looked like a fantasy schoolmistress, which was the intention. She had a look in mind for Pansy that evening too. It went with her appearance. It was such fun to have Pansy to mould into her sissy girl. 

She tapped Pansy on the shoulder. He jumped and spun around. He seemed on edge. His eyes widened, looking up at her. 

She looked sophisticated and several inches taller than him, especially in the heels. 

She’d pulled her hair back hard into a ponytail, accentuating her smooth clear wrinkle-free face and large clear brown eyes. Her blouse hugged her enormous breasts like it had been sprayed on. 

The tight pencil skirt outlined her large round bottom. 

“Wow,” he said without thinking. His mouth drooped open in instant lust. 

She leaned down to whisper into his ear and pushed her glasses up her nose with a single elegant finger. “Petal honey, let’s go to the room. I took your evening wear up earlier.” 

He frowned and swung his head around hoping no one had heard her call him Petal. He looked back, it seemed no one had heard. “There was no need, I have clothes to wear.” His face told her he knew exactly what she meant. 

She stroked his face and then took his hand. “They’re not like these clothes, darling.” She ran a hand over his business jacket. 

“Yuk, nasty man clothes. We need to get them off as soon as

possible, Pansy sweetheart.” She took his hand and led him to the lift, the tall slim dominatrix and the short muscular businessman. 

They went up in the lift to the top floor with her holding his hand; she stroked the back with a thumb and smiled at him. He appeared a little heavier than yesterday, especially around his face and stomach. 

It looked as if his belt was tighter. Was there a little fat squeezing over? Was that a line on the belt on the smaller belt hole? That was cute, he’d undone it a notch. 

Another week of high carbohydrates and he would be much chubbier. His suit and shirt would no longer fit him as they were tailored to his body. Turning him into a cuddly sissy was marvellous fun, she thought. 

He said nothing as they ascended in the lift. He had a look of apprehension and she felt the tension around him. He was nervous but still went with her and held her hand. She’d expected some push back or fight but he was too transfixed by her beauty. Or maybe it was something else? She’d made an effort that evening: makeup and her favourite perfume. 

He’d fallen in love with her despite his obvious love for his wife too. He had a different type of love for Megan. She’d seen it before. 

For his wife Gemma, he had the familiar love of affection and companionship. For her, it was the love of lust. Megan felt a duty of care for him. 

The lift pinged as they reached the top floor. The doors swished open and Megan pulled him out, her hand around his. He went

almost reluctantly but didn’t resist. It was as if he wanted to show some fight but not too much. 

They walked to the room door and she swept the card in the reader and pushed open the door. She sauntered in with him. She closed the door behind her. “Let’s get you ready for tonight, sweetie.” 

Low summer sun streamed through the window, casting a long bright light across the floor. High thin clouds reflected a light red tinge. The room was fresh despite the humidity of the evening outside. The bed was made and there was the faint odour of air freshener. 

Pansy’s eyes roved over Megan’s body, her large round sexy bottom encased in her skin-tight skirt. Her huge breasts stressed against the buttons on her blouse. 

She slipped his jacket off his shoulders and hung it on the hanger in the wardrobe. She returned and ran her hand over his chest feeling the lacy bra under it. How she loved to feel and see pretty lingerie on a sissy. 

“Did you enjoy wearing the pretty bra and panty lingerie today, Pansy princess?” 

He reddened at the name and looked away, his eyes unfocused and on the evening sky. 

“I’ll take that as a yes, baby. Mistress is pleased with you as my little girl. When you’re my gay sissy girl, that’s when everything will be perfect, don’t you think?” 

He turned away from her. His reluctance was an internal fight, she guessed. She was convinced his social conditioning was the

only barrier to her turning him into the chubby gay sissy he should be. But first, she needed to get him prepared and softened up to release his inner little girl for the evening. It was for his own good. 

She kissed him on the cheek and he swooned. She took him in her arms and cuddled him to her chest. His head squashed into her bosoms. He settled his head and closed his eyes. 

She popped open his shirt buttons, her fingers twisting over the button holes like a flamenco dancer. The lacy bra showed from beneath it. She wondered if he’d left his jacket on all day as the bra outline showed clearly against his fitted shirt. It was a little more fitted after the two big meals she’d fed him yesterday. 

She grinned at the thought of him becoming more of a cuddly sissy as she removed his cufflinks from the double cuffs. He remained pliant, his eyes swooning over her fingers as they worked on his clothes. The way her hands moved was enticing and hypnotising him. 

Megan placed both her hands through his open shirt and onto his chest over the bra. She blinked in fake innocence through her wide spectacle lenses and spread her long slender fingers out. She laid her hands on his skin above the bra. She dug in the ends of her bright red perfect nails with a light press. They made eight small indents. She moved in close and she watched him breathe in her light expensive floral perfume. It was a gift from a previous sissy conquest. 

Pansy closed his eyes, she had him transfixed, he was entranced by her hands over his skin and her closeness. She

pushed his shirt up and off his broad shoulders. That muscle definition would soon go, she thought. The shirt slid down his arms and onto the floor in a crumpled pile. 

She put one hand on his stomach. His previously flat and toned stomach had a touch of softness and the belt dug in a little. A couple more days of pizza, burgers and fried breakfasts and there would be a cute roll of sissy fat. 

She undid the belt and he didn’t push back. She moved down and nuzzled his neck and felt his goosebumps rise. She kissed lightly on his neck up to an ear and he shuddered. She flicked open his trouser button and pulled down the zipper. His trousers fell to his ankles. 

She knelt and undid his shoelaces and removed both shoes and then his socks. She ran her hands over his feet and noted he needed nail polish on his toenails. Bright pink would be perfect, poking through open-toed high-heeled sandals. Oh, that will be wonderful, she thought. 

First, she was looking forward to dressing him as a schoolgirl and then the big surprise. She was convinced it would be a treat although he wouldn’t see it like that to start with. 

Pansy remained in some type of stasis, the only sound was the air-conditioning fan humming lightly from the grill above the door. He was lapping up her attention from her hands and fingers as they roamed over his smooth skin undressing him. He stepped out of his crumpled trousers in a dreamlike state. He stood swaying in his

pretty white lacy underwear. His tiny erection pushed out the front of his panties. 

Megan chuckled, a hand over her mouth and pointed at it. Pansy opened his eyes and peered down at the source of her amusement. 

The end of his penis had caught in a lacy hole and the end peeked through. She touched it lightly with the end of her forefinger and he shivered with delight. Her little girl was becoming so cute. But she had different underwear for tonight, something more sissy and girly. 

She yanked down his panties and he didn’t fight against her. He stepped out of them. She straightened up and removed his bra. He seemed to come out of his trance and put a hand over his erection. 

“Are we going to have sex tonight, Mistress Megan?” he asked. 

He still carried faint hope. 

She held his face in both hands. “Princess, I told you yesterday. 

Mistress can’t have sex with you, you’re a gay sissy princess and a girl. I’m a woman with huge sexual needs and you could never satisfy them, not with your tiny missy clitty. I need a man and you’re not; you, my sweetness, are a little girl.” She gazed at him. “Oh, I nearly forgot. You’re going to be gay too so how can I have sex with you? You will need someone like you, not a real woman.” 

His body stiffened. “Then I should get dressed. Although I am sure you’re playing a game.” He paused in thought. “This is wrong. I should be thinking about my wife, Gemma. I was losing my mind stunned by your beauty but I have to resist, I have to be strong.” 

Megan put a hand to one side of her glasses and looked him up and down. A devious smile came to her face. One of her cheeks

rose and her eyes twinkled. “You are a funny little girl sometimes, darling. It was you who told Gemma you were at a business meeting yesterday evening. I don’t know why you’re worried about her now, baby.” 

She guided him down to lay on the floor on the other side of the room. She climbed on top of him and pushed her knee down into his sissy clitty and pansy balls, putting her weight onto them. She pushed hard into his pussy balls. He cried out, “Yahhhhh”. It wasn’t what he had expected. 

How she loved that helpless, cute look. 

She got off and put her hand on his pansy balls. She wrapped her fingers around them and squeezed them in the palm of her hand. 

“Is Pansy going to be a good girl for Mistress tonight?” She squeezed digging her nails in. “Tell me what a good girl you want to be for me. How you’re going to do everything I want. Mistress’s perfect gay sissy princess. With the sissy lips, Pansy.” 

“Yeth, ” he groaned. “I do, I do, I want to be a good girl. Anything you want.  Pleath,  stop crushing my balls.” 

“Good girl, that’s what Mistress likes to hear from her pansy princess.” 

She pulled him up to his knees by his ears as he squealed. 

Megan went behind him and put her hand between his thigh. She grabbed his balls and pulled them behind. She stretched them out. 

Pansy cried out, “Eeeeeeek.” 

Megan kept her hand on his balls and the other arm around his chest. She squeezed his balls hard and pulled them away from his

body and back through his thighs. “Baby, I want you to speak again like a little girl and tell me you want to be a good  lickle girl for me.” 

She wrenched his balls even further away from his groin. 

He yelped. He took several deep gasping pants. ”  Yeeees,  I want to be your  lickle girl” 

“Oh honey. Mistress is pleased with her princess.” 

She let go of his balls and he slumped and sighed in relief as they pinged back to his groin, red and angry. She stood him up and moved around to tower over him. She flung her knees up into his balls, over and over again: one-two, one-two, one-two. One knee then the other, one-two, one-two, one-two. Megan’s legs were slender but toned, firm and strong. Pansy fell away, face-first onto the bed. 

He beat the top of the bed with a fist, “No, please, enough.” His bottom was raised as he beat on the bed. 

“I know you don’t mean that, princess.” Her voice was soft and honey-smooth, caring and loving. 

She put herself sideways on one leg, her other leg out, her body parallel with the floor like a karate move. She kicked into his bare bottom with her high-heeled shoe. The top slapped into his skin like a whip crack and he cried out again, “Yahh.” 

She threw karate kicks at his bottom with the same boot rapidly, flicking her foot at him, each one slapped hard, spanking him with her foot. She had one hand on her other leg for balance. A good spanking and ball busting was a good pre-cursor to getting her sissies compliant and submissive. 

Pansy sobbed, wailing loud like a banshee with big loud wet sobs. 

Megan pushed her glasses up her nose and stood up straight. 

“That was fun, sweetie.” 

He turned around and sat up, head down. He wiped his eyes with the back of his hand and then his nose. His sobs subsided and his chest rose and fell as he snuffled. 

She knelt on one knee by the bed and lifted his balls and penis. 

“Honey. We haven’t finished playing yet.” She hunched her shoulder and smiled lovingly. “We’re having such fun together, aren’t we baby?” 

She got on the bed next to him and cradled his shoulder with a long slim arm. She stroked his penis and balls lightly with the other hand. “There, there, little girl. Don’t cry, Mistress is here to look after you.” 

He snuggled his head into her chest. He relaxed in her comforting arms. She grinned. This was just the beginning. 

Look out for Mistress Megan and the Sissy Princess Book 2. Coming end August 2022
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