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This is a story of a man, well sort of a man, who is really nothing more than a secret sissy, and the woman who brought him out. The names have been changed to protect the guilty ones who recognize themselves. We will call him Joseph.

His dilemma began a long time ago when he first became aware that he was the only male in a large family of women. In his family, there were the sisters, nieces, mother, aunts, all manner of female beings populated his lonely life, and even the family pets were female. Taco Tuesday was an everyday meal for him, and if it’s true of children learning from their upbringing, it would help explain why his familiarity with the weaker sex served to turn him into a secret sissy in his later years. His sensitive nature noticed when his classmates spoke of their brothers or fathers, but he kept certain things that bothered him to himself as he mingled during his formative years. By the time he reached his freshman year in High School, he was already well on his way to perfecting the cunning ways that were imprinted on him during his formative years by his conniving mother, even his secret love of men had been starting to show through his mundane daily life. Sometime during his sophomore year, he decided to reinvent himself by morphing into this idealized stellar jock that played not only football, but also joining the debate team, the chess team, and another extracurricular activity that would define his manliness. At the time of this occurrence, there were no programs in place to identify his deep seated problems with women, secret sissies remained in the closets, too afraid to confront their own demons, and so he slipped through the cracks, and settled into a life of confused women hating obsessive masturbating stripper worshipping routine. By the time of his mother’s death, he decided to search for the perfect woman.

A few years passed by, after much trial and many disastrous errors, that he met Nadine, a part-time stripper working the poles at the Hungry Beaver Strip Club that he frequented every Thursday and Friday night. At one hundred dollars an hour, Nadine indulged some of his fantasies, but not all. Then he met Gloria through word of mouth.                            

Gloria was a well-known Mistress who specialized in fulfilling the needs of men who realize their inferiority to women and embrace it. Gloria was a discriminating Master who rejected many Slave applicants even before their first interviews, sometimes; just their face alone was enough for her to shred the application papers. She was on top of her game, and needed no excuse to reject a Slave for training. His resume caught her attention, and the fact that his mother was her namesake caused her to beckon him for an initial interview. He arrived one hour before his allotted time.

A knock on her door one full hour before the time arrived at infuriated her. She bit her tongue, containing her usual assault, realizing that this first time newbie was greener than she could ever imagine.

“I did not give you permission to arrive early did I?” She did not open the door, instead, ordering him to kneel before the massive oak door on her welcome mat until the full hour passed. He’d never had a woman tell him what to do with such insolence, he like it. An hour came and went, the door opened slowly.

Before him stood a woman with jet black hair, full breasts, and a small waistline leading to a curvy wide bottom. He noticed that her hips would be labeled as a good birthing prospect by some of his relatives, meaning that she would be able to deliver many children, the ultimate and only reason to have a woman he thought. Gloria was also ‘Mulatta’, a hybrid black and white cross that should never have been allowed to exist in his small and prejudiced mind. He stood nervously now, not because of what she would bestow upon him as a Slave, but because he was certain she had either the crabs or some form of STD commonly associated with tainted women of ill repute.

“Sit down over there.” She took her cane and signaled for him to sit. In the corner sat a massive Rottweiler dog safely tucked away in what appeared to be a Gorilla cage. He went as instructed and sat on the soft red velveteen chair. 

“NOT THAT ONE!” She screamed at him, causing the dog to sense some sort of danger and rattle the heavy steel cage as he lunged at the bars containing him, wanting to tear through them and break free to protect his Mistress from the threat. He quickly stood up and remained motionless, not sure of what was expected of him. He was a virgin when it came to things of this nature. He hated women deep down, he was sure of it, but Mistress Gloria was not just any woman. Her size alone was imposing, and she towered over the frail Joseph who had only learned of her strict reputation through a BDSM forum.

“Sit on that one…what is your name again? Joseph?” Motioning towards an oddly shaped stool that was out of context and clashed with her sprawling luxuriously furnished home, what he could see of it anyway. He knew exactly what this visit was about, it was about letting an inferior woman dominate him; someone who would help him to realize his full sissy potential. He may have fooled many a woman throughout his life, but this one was different.

“Are you deaf?” Joseph shook his head and walked towards the stool that resembled some torture device from the Inquisition more than a chair.

“Well, I suppose I could have you wearing a mask, something similar to what the actor in the Lone Ranger wore anything to cover up your fat ugly face.”  

Mistress Gloria looked at her subject, who by now was beginning to sense what would be his future at her hands. He stared at her, eyebrows furrowed, perceptibly thinking it through, weighing in all the options. For her the consequences of his role as her Slave were profound. He would be allowed nothing on his own accord; he would have to relearn everything he had ever learned, starting over on a clean slate, just as when he was a baby. “I have never done this before, and to tell you the truth, I am a bit uncomfortable in your presence right now” As he tried to sit on it, he noticed what looked to be like razor wire peeking below the splintery edges.

“First of all, I didn’t ask your opinion. In the second place, if you are as uncomfortable as you say you are, then why did you seek me out? Or do you think I have nothing better to do with my time?” Joseph thought about it, and then realized that he had already deposited a large sum of money into her checking account just to be considered as a trainee Slave. The little matter of Mistress Gloria’s fee for services rendered had not yet been discussed. She sat directly across him, snapping her perfectly manicured nails as she tapped on the chair, well aware of the razors that were tucked underneath, signaling him to finally site down. The room was comfortably cool, yet beads of sweat began pooling around his forehead. 

“About…” He spoke once again, catching himself in the act of initiating conversation without her permission. The groundwork for the rules of engagement was being played out between them, and she hadn’t even given him his first whipping yet. 

“This is just an interview you understand. Today, we will establish your role and my role. There will be no gray areas to confuse the issue at hand, which is your training as a Slave. Do you understand this?” She spoke firmly, softly, and with the same conviction as a first grade teacher molding the tender young minds of her students. She took a yellow legal pad, and began scribbling something, then handing him the paper. He looked down, the paper said ‘slave dreams ‘or maybe it said something entirely different, her handwriting was chicken scratch to Joseph, who still after twenty eight years, keeps his Handwriting medals safely tucked inside his keepsake drawer. He brought the paper closer to his eyes, deciphering its mysterious message.

“Give me that!” She tore the paper away from him.

“I accept your case as a sissified Slave. Whether you want me to or not, one day you will thank me. It’s not everybody I take on.” Taking him by the ear, she yanked him up quickly and without warning, causing one of the edges to cut into the back of his leg.

“Ouch!” He screamed in pain as the rip on his pants leg showed traces of tiny spots of blood. She was not impressed with his first show of pain; after all, this was just a taste of things to come.

“Oh dear, I see you have much to learn…this Sunday at one o’clock sharp.”

“Sign this, and walk towards that corner. Anna will take your photo, for insurance purposes.” He dared not argue with her, after all, he should be grateful that she would take him under her wing. She waited for his signature at the very bottom of a neatly typed paper. 

“You can take it home and read it, read the fine print as well. I didn’t get to where I am by making enemies. I am very fair with my Slaves. My fee is non-negotiable, if you agree; you can fax it to me tomorrow with payment. I take all major credit cards.”               

Joseph left; there was a lot on his mind. There was a lot to read and ponder before Sunday, his day of reckoning.

Sunday morning had finally arrived.  His weekend was spent on every BDSM website he could find on the internet. His fantasy would have to meet the reality of what this lifestyle would entail to someone who had never been in its bosom, never once having drunk from the milk of a Domineering Mistress’s tit. The excitement of his new life had caused every other woman in his life to face into a distant memory. He was now game. He was Sissy game with a woman who would dominate him and give him what no other woman in his life ever could. 

He was just barely able to contain his excitement, but remembered her words during the interview. He would not be early, and most importantly, he would not initiate conversation. A Slave is the horse, and the Master is the rider, never the other way around, and never the twain shall meet except during training sessions. 

Gloria made it perfectly clear that she was a lesbian, and that her relationship with him, as with all of her subs would remain distant from her personal life. Finally his day had arrived, and since he knew that being too early would agitate her, he sat in his car for a full two hours a few blocks away, nervously watching the time.

“Come in…” She smiled through her black mask, adding an element of darkness that caught him by surprise. He stood not two feet away from the beautifully carved almost Rococo style fashioned door. He dared not walk any further until hearing her instructions to proceed. 

“Today, as in every worthless maggot’s first time with me, I will videotape you. You will be added to my library where I intend to sell your sessions to whomever I wish. The technology exits where I can, if chose to, bock out your face. But that will never happen, you see, my films are based on real life men submitting themselves to utter lewdness and agony in order to satisfy their inner sexual needs.  If I were to indulge my Slaves in digitizing the face for the sake of keeping their identities a secret, then I can kiss my artistic integrity goodbye.  My clientele seek my films out due to my obsessive observance to realism, and if I were to block your face, well, that wouldn’t be very real would it?  When I construct a film, it is truly a labor of love, and my followers know that I am using real live men from everyday walks of life.  I do not engage male prostitutes, or anybody from the porn industry.”  Joseph stood, taking it all in, hanging onto every word she uttered.

“Furthermore, you have to realize that you are the one who sought me out.  I don’t mean to be cruel, but you need me more than I need you. It’s a fact of life, sissy men are always getting into some sort of trouble because they just don’t understand certain things about women.”  She sat down on the luxurious chair, asking him about himself before beginning.

“Tell me about your first woman in your life…your mother. I bet she was shamed from the time you popped out of her skanky whore hole. Isn’t that right?” He must have been seething inside, his mother was sacred to him, and his deep seated hatred for women suddenly rose to the surface again. He blurted out several vague details, not committing to any one specific, and hoping that she would begin the punishments he looked forward to.

“So…are you ready to start filming?”

“Yes Mistress.” She seemed satisfied at his answer.

“Excellent! Here, go to the Slave bathroom and put these on.”  He got up, all excited about this shoot, and then realized she said ‘Slave bathroom’. 

“Mistress, I noticed you said ‘Slave’ bathroom. I wish to know exactly where I am to dress.” 

“I am pleased to see that you are paying attention after all. Maybe you’re not as stupid as you appeared at first.” Then she motioned to an adjacent room right next to the human grade bathroom meant for her and her guests. He looked inside, skimming his eyes along the side wall for a light fixture of some kind. As he flicked it, he noticed there was one light bulb hanging with no globe to cover it. It was dark, and no creature comforts to speak of. The toilet was just as nondescript as the rest of the small almost tiny bathroom; the shower looked to have come from a travel trailer. It was THAT small. Joseph closed the door behind him. A few minutes later he emerged in a black latex outfit.

Anna, emerged from the room, dressed to the nines in a tight black latex corset, almost identical to his Mistress’s outfit. 

“Anna, meet my newest and latest pet, I believe his name is Joseph.” She didn’t smile, instead, adding a snide remark. “Joseph, huh? Your Mistress is always naming animals after people.” Then she chuckled. “I will call you something different, something more in tune with an animal’s name, I’ll have to think about it, see how you perform today.”

“Joseph, please follow Anna and have her show you to the Slave dressing room.  You will have make up applied by Anna and add some last minute dress additions. Filming will commence in one hour.”  

Joseph didn’t see it coming of course, his back being turned to them, and then suddenly Mistress Gloria grabbed him by the ear and threw him into the room with Anna where she would see to it that everything would be perfect for filming.

He was whimpering in pain and the brutal tug of his ear, which brought about a sense of merriment among the staff that consisted of not one but two Dominant Mistresses, and apparently the dog that would probably have a part in the film.  Rolling up her sleeves, always overcompensating and ever the meticulous bitch, Mistress Gloria went to the corner Armoire that was filled to the brim with all sorts of BDSM toys and gadgets.  She took out a massive looking whip, beautifully crafted and soft as a baby’s behind, along with some nipple clamps and lead weights for the clamps. He stood motionless, almost salivating at his first time; in fact, he was so aroused, that his cock began to stiffen. He tried to put his mind in another place; after all, she didn’t give him permission to have and erection.

Unwinding her whip, Mistress Gloria looked on with approval at how Anna had tied him up onto the curved stand.  It was one of her favorite props, this stand had to be custom made, and it leaves the Slaves ass and genital area exposed, as well as his or her back and legs.  The unlucky Slave has no alternative but to either enjoy the beating or scream itself to the point of losing his or her voice.

“Joseph, as per our agreement, I will film this session and you will get the money for whatever you wish.  Once we have finished with this film session, I won’t be using you again for any other film, although you will remain my Slave, just not in another film. Can I count on you to understand this?”

He nodded his head, by this time he was unable to speak, the ball and gag held his mouth where it belonged, good and closed. He felt far away from his comfort zone, at the mercy of a woman, who up until now was just something to imitate and secretly mock behind their backs.

“Joseph, you must understand that you are nothing more to me and also I can speak for the rest of my staff, you are nothing more than an animal, so please don’t insult my intelligence.  Of course you want to be hurt.  Like all men, the only language you understand is the language of pain.  In particular, the application of this pain by a woman is what you really want.  Now don’t be stubborn, and stop your whining, you sound like a little girl, like what you are.”  

CRACK!

CRACK!

Standing before this spoiled little sissy man with deep woman hating issues, Mistress Gloria turns to Anna and gives her a nod.  Anna knows the nod all too well, as her trainee; she must obey her Master until she is deemed efficient enough to become a Mistress in her own right. Anna begins to remove her clothes.  Soon she will be completely naked but for her shiny black high stiletto heels.  She will stand in the corner waiting until she is called upon to administer the final blow that will break Joseph.

The curved dungeon table will soon hold Joseph secure to the whim of the well-known Mistress with a penchant for excessive and somewhat cruel tactics. His arms were now tied behind his head and his legs were properly secured with ankle restraints.  His cock, balls, and ass were now subject to all manner of flogging and whatever she thought appropriate. He was now ready to begin his role as an ‘actor.’

The sound of the whip as it tears through his virginal never whipped flesh is only subdued by the loudness of his screams; his face is covered in sweat. It took only a few minutes before Anna recommended he don the Total Depravation Mask. It would be the breaking points for many a novice Slave. If they get through this hurdle, enduring the heat and claustrophobic sensation of entrapment, the rest is easy as pie. The more he swung his head from side to side, trying his best to somehow release himself, no matter how ludicrous the thought, the more he sweat, and the greater the laughter it helped to create. Camera was still rolling, recording every excruciating moment for Joseph. 

Mistress Gloria releases her massive dog from the massive Gorilla cage and summons him to the side of her Slave. He obediently sits by his side, awaiting further orders from his human Master.

“Do you know that I have my faithful dog sitting right beside you worm?” She shouts into his ear, engaging the bullhorn as one of the props, causing him to jolt to one side, almost twisting his leg.

“He can rip out your heart with one bite. Shall I order him to do so, or should I just have him piss on you like the worthless animal you are?” Whatever he may have uttered, was nothing more than just a faint unintelligible noise beneath the heavy leather mask. She takes a doctors stethoscope to hear his heart, making sure all would go according to plan. Increase the heart rate to uncomfortable levels without causing it to stop. A happy medium would thrill the movie fans.

“His heart rate is way up…just two minutes longer.” She speaks into the camera, knowing that her audience and fans would be able to appreciate the authenticity of not only hearing his now labored breathing but also see it on the heart monitor he was hooked up to. The dog, well, that was just artistic license she was sometimes wont to indulge in. 

“Ok, Anna, take the mask off, he is obviously not man enough to endure it much longer. Just as I thought, a woman trapped in a man’s body. Pathetic!” Just as the mask comes off, he breathes a sigh of relief and takes many long deep breaths, finally able to see the other actors in his film. He turns his head away from the dog. 

“Please take the dog away, please, I beg you. “On and on she continues, bringing down the leather braids of the whip on his rosy pink flesh. It is only moments later that it turns to a bright red as the thrashing continues. Being a woman meant she had a woman’s intuition, and was able to sniff out his past sins, sins that needed to be atoned for. The fact that he was paying, and paying handsomely to be punished and humiliated told her volumes without hearing a word.  

As her arm continues with its up and down motion, the sound of his screaming and whining begins to annoy her, and she I begins to wonder just what kind of deplorable acts he’s committed in his worthless life. She hovers over his now pallid face and sweaty still shaking body, asking him “Slave, have you been a sinful man in your pathetic life?  Have you led a virtuous life or have you been leading the life of a worthless piece of shit sissy?” Continuing to stare at his body, covered by now with welts, and puffy from the lashing, she was now convinced that it was all a set-up.  “You fucking piece of shit excuse of a man!”  She shouted at him, almost disgusted with the weak manner he had conducted himself on his first ever try as a Slave. Suddenly Anna took the initiative, seeing how his weakness was upsetting her Master, and began her almost brutal blows with her whip. Every thrashing noise brought the dog to greater heights of anger, until the only thing to be done was to place him back in the cage for a time out session..  

“Now we find out how much of a pain in the ass sissy you are, you fucking lying little girl!”

She took the two three pound lead weights and attached them to the nipple clamps and in turn, tied them securely to the table.  His nipples were so stretched out; it seemed as if they were ready to be torn from her breasts.

Were it not for the double noise reduction insulation throughout the rooms someone surely would have alerted the authorities. Turning to Anna, she pointed to the closet.

“Bring out the stool, the one that he didn’t like at first, and the sandpaper.”

Anna sat down before Joseph, taking the Ostrich tickler and ran it slowly and gently over his cock and balls as she rubbed her perky breasts within inches of his mouth. Before too long, his whining turned into soft moans of pleasure as his eyes focused on her breast while the soft tickle excited his cock to where it stood up, hard and erect, without her permission. The Grand Dam Mistress Gloria was becoming angry and irritated at the fact that it was taking him so long to become fully erect. “Get the fucking prick off so we can continue…I swear some men out to just be skinned alive.” She lit another cigarette, walked over to her his face and spat a huge wad of spit as a sign of approval of his acting skills.

“This is going to be a bestseller I can see already.”

“You know, all you men are the same, useless as tits on a Boar, now cum for the camera already, what a fuckin dud you are. Anna, finish him off already.” 

Anna turned back to her Mistress and leaned forwards, taking his cock and placing some oil on his now fully erect member. Slowly she began to rub it hard, asking him to verbalize each and every stage of his excitement for the camera, as he did; she stuck two of her fingers up his.  She watched as he almost quivered from the arousal at her expert Diva like hands. His mind was being taken to place he’d never been with other women, and the finger up the ass made the risk of partaking in such a strange but at the same time fulfilling fetish worth every penny. He was about to experience the greatest orgasm of his life moments before Anna gave him one of the most intense moments of pain in his sorry life.

Picking up the whip again, Mistress Gloria began to now lash out at Anna and lay down a harsher than harsh whipping on her wide hourglass shaped hips. Her sexy ass was being cracked by the non-stop whipping with a lighter weight whip as she screamed for her Mistress to whip her even harder. Her ass was bucking upwards to meet the whip that her Mistress was bestowing as Anna continued to stimulate Joseph’s cock with just the simple twist of the feather. 

“Imagine his cock in your mouth now Anna…Imagine this sissy filling up your hole with his cum. Close your eyes and imagine how warm it would feel to have his useless sissy sperm fill you up.” Anna continued to arouse herself, rubbing her nipples harder, knowing that he cannot escape the ropes securing him to the board, he cannot jump off and throw her to the floor and ravage her slimy cunt.

“May I Mistress, may I ride the sissy pony?” Camera was still rolling, recording his every torment at the hands of his keepers. He sensed he would probably cum very soon; he wanted to free himself from his bondage.

“Go ahead…ride that little bitch.” Her permission was granted to ride his cock mercilessly. She straddled him quickly, sliding right inside, bucking him as she squeezed his nipples so hard he began screaming and moaning at the same time. He wanted to squeeze the life out of her small and taut little nipples, but he couldn’t, all he could do was look and wish for more. The more arousal he showed, the harder the floggings of his Mistresses cane became, something he never saw coming as he lay helpless. The pain of her almost brutal training with the sweetness of a hot willing cunt on his cock was making him beg for more although his sounds were more guttural than anything. With one load cry, he filled her up with him cum as she buried her willing cunt into his cock. There was the little matter of the ball and gag that restrained him from contributing anything vocal to the overall quality of the film. On and on she continued with the whip; first one, then the other, and then yet another. 

“And….cut! The film was completed; the willing Slave had adhered to his first lesson of pleasing the Master, first and foremost. No matter how much the pain, her pleasure was much more important.

There was so many lessons to teach; so many lessons to show this sissy about what a woman can really accomplish when she sets her mind to it. Being dominated is what beings like Joseph crave. With each stroke, she felt that in the long run she would be turning them into better men once they embrace their submissive sissy side.  Some Slaves take longer than others, but in the end, they all learn, just like the animals they are.
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