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-To Come-

She stood over me now, her nipples visibly stiff underneath her top, her hands on her strong thighs, her legs spread to show her excellent posture.

“I said, am I understood?” She asked, losing patience.

“Yes, of course, please, I understand,” I spluttered, totally panicked and desperate for the torture to end.

“Wow. Wow! You caved easily,” She laughed. “Well, that being the case I’m going to add another couple of caveats for you. You’ll call me Miss Annabelle and you’ll also curtsey for me. Nothing showy, but enough for anyone who happens to notice or know about these things to get what’s going on. And then as well as wearing panties to please me and exposing yourself in the queue, you’ll also present yourself to me in the disabled toilet – roomy enough for us both- when I’m on my break. You’ll drop your trousers, roll your top up above your nipples, and stand with your hands on the wall and your bottom sticking out toward me. Once I’ve inspected you, you will squat for me. I saw that you seemed fascinated with my magnificent derrière, so our goal will be to get yours up to scratch. Sissies needs lovely perky big bottoms to impress the big alpha men, don’t they? I said: don’t they?”

“Yes, they need perky bottoms for the real men,” I said, transfixed, unthinking, and in a stupor.

“Good. I see we’re on the same wavelength,” She said. “You’ll do your squats and if your form is off-point I’ll dish out some spanks with either my hand or a wooden spoon from the kitchen. Once we’re finished up with that I will honour you with the job of kissing my bottom, eating my booty like it’s groceries before focusing on my magnificent wet pussy and clit. You’ll bring me off before my break is over. If you fail, I’ll get Marcel the kitchen porter in and he’ll show you what a real man can do. And if I’m feeling especially vengeful, or simply if it takes Marcel’s fancy, he’ll stick his huge African dick in your mouth too and pump you full of his seed. Well, I know you’ll probably like that, but trust me this man-beast knows how to rock a woman, let alone a little sissy boi like you. Now, what do you have to say to all this?”

“Yes, Miss Annabelle, it would be my honour to serve you and I’ll do anything you want,” I said, trying not to draw attention to us. “I’ll do my best to please you and I’ll accept my punishments without complaining.”

The blood was returning to my dick and it began hardening against the wet stain on my chinos.

“Good,” She said, a smile on her face. “Listen…

-END OF PREVIEW-
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-To Come-

“Now, what will happen is this,” She said. “You will go into the changing room and strip. You will pick an item to wear, only one, and you will come out and present yourself in front of me and ask for your punishment. Got it?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said.

“Well, chop-chop,” She said. “Don’t make me add any more to what is already looking like a pretty hefty tariff.”

I walked as quickly as I could into the changing room and flung my clothes off at double speed. I looked at my options that had been placed on the table.

This couldn’t be right?

All I saw in front of me were three pairs of women’s panties.

The first was a white, lacy, frilly pair.

The second was a pink, ultra-tiny thong.

The third was a high cut, see through, black thong.

I heard Mistress shouting at me to hurry up and knew I had to make a choice.

I suddenly wasn’t sure I could go through with this.

This had been a long held fantasy of mine, but to finally live it seemed maybe a step I wasn’t sure about taking. I bit the bullet and went with what I knew my heart was telling me. I picked up the panties and felt an unbelievable thrill as I pulled them up and walked out in front of my boss.

“Ah, the pink panties,” She said. “Well, how revealing – in more ways than one! Now, anything you would like to say?”

“Yes,” I said. “Please will you accept my request to be punished? I have been a very naughty little idiot who deserves to have his bottom spanked by his superior.”

“When you say ‘bottom’”, She said, “Do you mean sissy bottom?”

“Y-y-y-yes,” I agreed. “I mean please spank my slutty pink panty sissy bottom for as long as you think I deserve it.”

And with that, she beckoned me over, put me over her knee, and began spanking my bottom hard and fast for what seemed like an eternity.

I began to struggle, such was the pain.

I was begging her to stop but my please were only met with laughter and commands to shut my sissy mouth. She wasn’t kidding when she said this would be a proper punishment.

“Now, that’s enough,” She said. “Get yourself off my lap and over into the corner. I want you to stand with your face against the wall until I say otherwise and think long and hard about what you’ve done and how you can make sure to please me in future.”

I waddled over to the wall, my panties half way down my thighs, and did exactly as I was told. I knew my new boss meant business and wasn’t a woman, or should that be Goddess, to mess with.

-END OF PREVIEW-


CHAPTER ONE

Walking down the street I felt the harsh crashing of rain bounce off my large golfing umbrella. The funny thing was I’d never even played golf in my life but yet here I was taking refuge from the unpleasant weather with a golf umbrella.

Such is life I suppose.

As I walked, I took a moment to study the faces of those I passed on the street; men and women of all ages, races, shapes, and sizes going about their business throughout this unseasonal but not unexpected downpour.

I began to wonder where they were going and where they were coming from. Were they harbouring any secrets that could land them in trouble?

Were they on a wet mission to visit a loved one?

Were they late for work or hurrying up to meet a dear friend for coffee?

I would never know, but it didn’t stop me thinking.

I’d often found myself becoming curious of the lives of friends and strangers alike, a habit that had either got me nearly very close to trouble or actually in trouble on more than one, two, or three occasions.

This of course reflected back into what I was experiencing now ,and I couldn’t help but think that it was all tied into the same psychological hard wired series of desires.

Whether I would ever find out the truth about this I do not know – and it seemed unlikely I would ever personally qualify as a fully accredited psychologist or be able to afford a shrink that could help unravel the mysteries of my mind.  

But I digress, as I continued to power my way through the rain and avoid further soaking through my supposedly, but clearly not entirely, rainproof coat that I had bought at a discount from the big department store I had received some Christmas vouchers for, I made the decision to begin focusing on myself and paying less interest in the affairs of others.

Whether this would last, I truly did not know – but was sure to find out!


CHAPTER TWO

I arrived at the house I had been sent to and waited at the front door as instructed. The door was at least seven feet high, double sided, solid oak perhaps or at the very least some other kind of impressively expensive and well maintained wood.

I looked at the door knockers and felt intrigued; both wrought iron drenched in black paint with one depicting a large Amazonian woman dressed in a short regal dress with gaps to display impressively muscled legs from thigh to calf; in one hand the woman held what appeared to be an ornate nautical spear, and in the other hand what could only be described as a long staff with the top end shaped like a large penis, thick dick head included.

Curiosity got the best of me and I leant in to take a closer look.

I was right, it was a cock, right down to the detail of throbbing veins.

What on earth was this place? I wondered as I found myself transfixed, now totally drenched by the ever worsening rain fall.

But hang on, I mentioned that there were two door knockers. I managed to drag my eyes away from the Amazonian queen with her ceremonial garb and shocking weapons to peer over to the other door knocker. I was faced with the spectacle of three men, all on their knees, naked and with their hands held up towards their queen on the other door.

Leaning in I could see that there was one striking thing about these men and that was as follows: each of these men had erect penises of smaller than average size, albeit boners that were pointing towards their apparent mistress in such a way that suggested they were ready to serve upon fear for their lives even.

The door had opened on a kind of electronic buzz system and a stern voice over the speaker had instructed me to walked up to the top floor. I took my time walking up the stairs as I didn’t want to be too sweaty.

I entered the room and was met with a spectacular site. The woman in front of me was at least six foot tall in her heels. Her tight, well fitted trouser suit only accentuated her magnificent curves. Her breasts were prominent without being cartoonishly big. Her legs appeared toned, muscular, and able to crush a man with relative ease. I must have been gawping because as the woman walked over, she pulled her hand back and slapped me full in the face!

“Stop staring at me like an object you little creep,” she said.

This incredible woman grabbed me by my ear and kind of judo threw me down to the ground. She nudged me with her foot and had me lying face down on the floor in total fear of what was happening to me.

“W-w-w-wait, I’m sorry,” I pleaded.

“Do not talk to me, silly boy,” she bellowed. “As you know, I am your new boss. And if you wish to make a career for yourself under me, then it will be just that – underneath me. Got it?”

With that, she pressed her foot into my back and I let out a whimper.

“Y-y-y-es, please, I understand,” I cried out.

“Good,” She said. “Now, as your new boss you will call me Mistress at all times and you will need to agree to do as I say, when I say, without complaint or hesitation. Do you understand?”

I nodded my head as well as I could and felt relief as she took her foot off my back. The relief was short lived though as no sooner had she done this was I being picked up by the belt loops on my trousers and carried over to the other side of the office where I was promptly dropped on what appeared to be a very large yoga mat.

“Strip down to your underwear,” She said. “Do it! I want to see what I will be working with.”

I felt myself blush but began to strip.

As I took my clothes off I could see the incredible woman in front of me rolling her eyes and struggling not to laugh.

She clearly was not impressed with what she was seeing.

“Now,” She said, “What a miserable excuse for a man I have standing in front of me. This should be easy. Oh, yes, we’ll be wrestling now. The outcome will decide how you are used by me going forwards. Now get yourself in the centre of the mat and wait for me to return.”

With that, I stood in the centre of the mat wearing nothing by my short briefs.

I felt very vulnerable and totally unsure of what was going on.

But somehow I knew that leaving this situation wasn’t an option I would even be considering. This was in many ways a dream come true, to be in awe and totally controlled by an incredible Amazonian woman.

Just when I thought it couldn’t get any better, or more intimidating, she walked back in the room and strode over towards me.

“That’s it, gawp and drool, give me another reason to really teach you a lesson,” She said, her voice calm and very firm.

I must admit I was now in full on stare mode, gawping like the beta male I was.

My boss had changed from her power suit into a shiny black one piece leotard with a high cut thong. This was a spectacular site I was seeing and it only made me more taken aback when suddenly and without warning, she grabbed me and threw me to the mat.

“Now, we are going to keep going until I say, no quitting,” She said. “Got it? I want you to try and resist me as best you can. Remember, your job relies upon your performance. Now let’s see what you’ve got.”

What followed was a relentless hammering from my incredibly powerful female superior.

She put me in leg holds, squeezing the air out of my lungs.

She pinned me down and tickled under my arms, causing me to squirm and plead for mercy.

She then flipped me on to my front and lifted me fully off the ground by the waistband of my underpants.

“Ooooh, what’s that, is that ripping of material I hear?” She laughed.

She was right, and my underpants ripped right off my body and I dropped to the floor. She flipped me on my front and towered above my naked body.

“Well, look at that,” She said. “A wimp wrestler with an even wimpier little dick! Who would have thought it?”

I couldn’t believe she was saying this.

I felt totally degraded and humiliated.

She squatted down and spat on my dick, laughed, and then dropped down full weight on me, her powerful thighs either side of my body.

“I’m going to give you what you deserve,” she said. “I’m going to bounce my big beautiful bottom up and down on your face. And I want to hear you thank me, and I want you to ask for more too!”

She began to do just that, and I had no option but to comply with her instructions.

This was a perfect mix of agony and ecstasy.

I began to thrust my dick up and down without even considering what I was doing.

“Oh dear, is being dominated by your new boss turning you on?” She said. “What a sad little wimp, you’re probably a virgin. Even if you’re not, there’s no way you’ve ever satisfied a woman with this pathetic little worm.”

And suddenly I could feel myself cumming, the humiliation aimed at me and the fact that a magnificent ass was grinding on my face had pushed me too far.

As I came I really thrusted my hips up and down to make the most of the moment.

I must have looked ridiculous.

“You disgusting little boy,” She shouted. “You never cum without my permission!”

My mistress then turned around and with a hand full of my stringy hot cum she smeared it all over my face and inserted her fingers in my mouth.

“Eat it, eat your spillage all up for your mistress!” She exclaimed. “You are hear for my entertainment you useless little man, not the other way round. And before you say anything, yes you will be punished for this later, make no mistake.”


CHAPTER THREE

I finished my iced drink and placed the empty tall plastic cup in one of the recycling bins placed near the exit. I walked out with a spring in my step having noticed that the weather had cleared up and the rain clouds had made way to reveal a clear sky with a light hue – a welcome change from the dark tinge that occurs when storm clouds dominate the sky.

Perhaps this was a metaphor for my life?

Who knows, all I knew was that I felt good and the world was too.

Sure, it was a little on the cold side but this was inner city Britain and not the tropical beaches of South East Asia or the golden sands of somewhere like the Maldives.

Speaking of which, one comment that my new boss had made earlier was that I should expect some foreign travel – that is if I could sufficiently impress her long enough to keep my job.

Whilst I had enjoyed my year abroad, or sixteen months if I am being accurate, it wasn’t exactly spent at the height of luxury and certainly I wasn’t doing it in the company of someone as impressive and formidable as my new boss. I imagined the restaurants, sights, hotels, and other potential memories that could be made.

If anything, this only served to cement my resolve to perform well in this job – I would make a concerted effort to exceed expectations at all junctures and moments.

Well, that was my idea.

Unfortunately, I was soon to find out that this would not always be possible with my new boss. But for now, I was living in a blissful ignorance and optimism and wasn’t about to let anything spoil that.

I began the walk back to my new place of work and didn’t realise that I had in fact exceeded the maximum amount of time that I was told to be out for. Well, a perfect job, but clearly this was not going to be the perfect start.  


CHAPTER FOUR

“You’re late!” Mistress bellowed. “And let us not forget that during our little wrestling test, I assured you that you would be getting a punishment. Well I suppose I will have to add it all up and put it in context.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said.

I still felt incredibly intimidated by this woman, but the fact that I had cum in front of her, had my penis mocked by her, and engaged in a very intimate, yet one sided, wrestling match with her meant that I also felt comfortable in being myself in front of her.

“Now, what will happen is this,” She said. “You will go into the changing room and strip. You will pick an item to wear, only one, and you will come out and present yourself in front of me and ask for your punishment. Got it?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said.

“Well, chop-chop,” She said. “Don’t make me add any more to what is already looking like a pretty hefty tariff.”

I walked as quickly as I could into the changing room and flung my clothes off at double speed. I looked at my options that had been placed on the table.

This couldn’t be right?

All I saw in front of me were three pairs of women’s panties.

The first was a white, lacy, frilly pair.

The second was a pink, ultra-tiny thong.

The third was a high cut, see through, black thong.

I heard Mistress shouting at me to hurry up and knew I had to make a choice.

I suddenly wasn’t sure I could go through with this.

This had been a long held fantasy of mine, but to finally live it seemed maybe a step I wasn’t sure about taking. I bit the bullet and went with what I knew my heart was telling me. I picked up the panties and felt an unbelievable thrill as I pulled them up and walked out in front of my boss.

“Ah, the pink panties,” She said. “Well, how revealing – in more ways than one! Now, anything you would like to say?”

“Yes,” I said. “Please will you accept my request to be punished? I have been a very naughty little idiot who deserves to have his bottom spanked by his superior.”

“When you say ‘bottom’”, She said, “Do you mean sissy bottom?”

“Y-y-y-yes,” I agreed. “I mean please spank my slutty pink panty sissy bottom for as long as you think I deserve it.”

And with that, she beckoned me over, put me over her knee, and began spanking my bottom hard and fast for what seemed like an eternity.

I began to struggle, such was the pain.

I was begging her to stop but my please were only met with laughter and commands to shut my sissy mouth. She wasn’t kidding when she said this would be a proper punishment.

“Now, that’s enough,” She said. “Get yourself off my lap and over into the corner. I want you to stand with your face against the wall until I say otherwise and think long and hard about what you’ve done and how you can make sure to please me in future.”

I waddled over to the wall, my panties half way down my thighs, and did exactly as I was told. I knew my new boss meant business and wasn’t a woman, or should that be Goddess, to mess with.


CHAPTER FIVE

Time passed. I settled into my new role.

Sitting down on the sunken red leather chair of the coffee shop I took a long sip of my extra large strawberry Frappuccino (the nature of the drink getting me in no little trouble later as I was soon to find out!) and began to contemplate my surroundings.

Here I was, sitting in a coffee venue having a relaxed drink in the middle of the day as I watched the world go by.

How was this possible?

A mere week ago I was out of work and desperate for cash, so the idea that I would be positively lounging around enjoying a luxury – by my current standards – drink was impossible to fathom. Well, now I was in a somewhat different life position it dawned on me that I would have to adjust my preconceptions and accept that my world was going to look like a very different place from now on.

I looked over to the woman sitting at the table adjacent to mine and couldn’t help but notice how stressed out she looked, manically sipping on her skinny latte as she scrolled and scrolled through the multi screens of her iPhone.

Was this the life she dreamed of?

Sure, she was wearing expensive looking clothes, and had the latest technology in the palm of her hand, but was she fulfilled? My iPhone was only allowed to be used in my room after work hours, or when I received a *special message* relating to instructions from my new boss, and I must say I was already feeling free of its demands on my time.

I felt liberated!

As well as the woman with her iPhone, I saw many other similar drones sitting at their tables or on their tall window stools immersed in their smartphones and wearing looks of abject boredom on their faces. I felt sorry for them, but I also felt happy for myself in what was shaping up to be the best decision I had ever made in my life to date.  

Walking down the street, packed with busy shoppers and lunch time trade, I began to wonder what the end game of this particular situation I found myself in was.

Could I seriously expect that this was my life now?

What would I say to my friends – would they not be surprised at how I’d suddenly gone from asking for a loan to pay for my sports package cable subscription to now living in a three story penthouse apartment with full cable package?

What could I possibly say to my family, a family who had expressed their concerns when I took my year out travelling and were incredibly disappointed to see that my old job was no longer there upon my return?

Forgetting what other people thought for a moment, on a boring practical level from my own point of view, where was my life security?

The longer I was out of work surely the harder it would be to return to work when this experience would come to an end.

Or… or maybe this experience would never to come to an end?

No, that was wishful thinking, and I knew it.

However, my new boss had told me that I would be looked after with a glowing reference, all things being well, and with her international list of contacts if anything I would be better placed career wise – even in this poor job market. After all, they do say it’s about who you know and not what you know.

The torrential downpour was showing no signs of abating so I decided to make a quick stop off in a nice chain coffee shop I knew was around the corner from this particular street.

I continued walking for fifty metres, made my turn, and walked quickly to the coffee place.


CHAPTER SIX

I walked into the bathroom and looked around. In one of those weird moments that can happen from time to time, I completely forgot why I had come in here.
Then of course I remembered, it was my scheduled evening bath time.
I turned the hot and cold taps on to full to get them going and took a couple of moments to get the heat balance just they way I liked it (not too hot but warm enough that it would take me a few attempts to ease myself in – I found this was the best method for ensuring a long soak was taken at optimum heat for the longest period, in other words – it was hot all the way until it was time to get out).
Once I was happy with the heat I put the heavy metal plug into the bath and poured in some bubble bath. It was a pink colour with a fruity, zesty smell. Not my choice of course, but I was happy to go along with it – not that I had any choice in the matter. I sat on the small but elegant bath stool in nothing but the bath towel that I was wearing around my waist and watched dreamily, or should that be in a haze like state, as the bath began to fill slowly but surely.
I knew I was on my own time now, and it felt good to relax for a moment, although I was also aware that the stipulation of my employment was that in theory I could be called to service at any moment. And I also knew that I was still under her control – any serious rule breakages would be punished as normal.
As the bath began to fill to the required amount, I realised that my mind had been wandering to thoughts of what my new boss would look like getting in and out of the bath, how the bubbles would help to augment her already magnificent and powerful shape.
As I stood up to get into the bath my robe fell to the floor and my much humiliated penis was standing to full attention. Aware that if mistress happened to walk in, I would be in trouble, and not wanting yet another spanking today, I quickly got into the bath and under the safety – or so I thought – of the bubbles.
**




CHAPTER SEVEN

Funny how when you really want to get to sleep but just can’t. It’s certainly annoying if you have a big meeting the next day, the kind of meeting that you know you need to nail so that you get the big bonus come the half year review.

The amount of time I’ve spent tossing and turning over the years in this exact situation.

First you flip the pillows countless times from side to side.

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

Ever counted out a hundred flying dildos, well you can imagine the last thing I did was sleep after that.

Fact is, when your body and mind does not want to go to sleep it won’t.

End of.

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

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

I could sense it, it was pointless resisting.

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

Who was I kidding, I couldn’t resist.

My mind racing with thoughts of tiny panties, the frilly thongs, the high cut g-strings, the complete humiliation of wearing them, being put on display for Mistress and possibly her friends…

Within moments of beginning to pump my cock, I had made a mess all over my stomach.

I felt satisfied, but I knew I had broken a major rule.

There was going to be more punishment coming my way, but if this was discovered then surely there would be even more. Still, it did at least help me get to sleep – although you wouldn’t be surprised to hear that I fell asleep dreaming of what these punishments would entail, and naturally I got hard again and made a second mess.

I really was living my sissy fantasy, there was no denying it, except now it was more than fantasy – it was my life!


CHAPTER EIGHT

I parked the car, turned the engine off and took a moment to think. Here I was, sitting in a supermarket carpark just like the hundreds of other consumers here ready to buy items for what could only be seen as a pretty normal big weekend shop.

There was of course a difference, as amongst the regular groceries that I had been instructed to purchase, you know the standard roll call of baguette, cherry plum tomatoes, bag of fresh rocket salad, and block of cheese for a Saturday brunch situation, there was the small matter of the final item on the list, listed simply as: pretty pair of frilly knickers.

Now, of course it could be the case that I was buying these for a wife or girlfriend and the embarrassment would only be minor if anyone saw me.

However it was clear from the asterisk on the instructions that this would not be possible to pull off if I stuck to the rules. Now what this asterisk, an innocuous mark on the side of the listing of panties to purchase, stated was as follows:

You will take this shopping list to the nearest shop worker and you will read the following out loud to that person:

I am here to buy a pair of frilly, skimpy panties for myself upon the instruction of my boss.

In order to meet her demands, the panties must leave little to the imagination, must be either red, pink, or a sufficiently lurid colour (you can surprise me on this one), and will have a high cut on the hips.

If I do not meet my boss’ requirements I will be punished appropriately and will be forced to return to purchase another pair. If you feel I am required to try on pairs of panties to make sure they meet my boss’s requirements then so be it, that is fine. If you notice that I become aroused then you may also admonish me verbally and or punish me as appropriate. Please also write any notes you may feel are relevant on to this note and pass it back to my little pet so I can read it later and make any necessary punishments or even rewards.

I had no idea how I would be able to go through with this. The thought of buying the panties at all, even with all my efforts going into keeping it a covert operation so to speak, was scary as it was but this was just simply terrifying.

But, I could not deny that there was a certain frisson, an uneasy sense of excitement, that I was feeling at the prospect.

I felt a stirring in my dick, the press of an emerging boner against my trousers – the humiliation of knowing that I had been sent out without anything underneath as punishment for messing my knickers earlier that day.

What would happen in the store, and could I go through with this?

I was about to find out…

I walked into the supermarket with my trolley. Just my luck, there was only one left and it was one of the ones that has that annoying thing where one of the wheels, typically the font ones, had been bent out of shape a little. What this meant was that the trolley was harder to manoeuvre and made a strange and not to mention loud clunking and thunking noise as I pushed it up and down the aisles in search of the food stuffs on my list.

I took great care to buy a good quality baguette as I had been warned that anything less than perfectly fresh would not be deemed acceptable. I’d always been a fan of bread, a connoisseur if you will, and back when I was earning big bucks and bonuses in my previous job I would think nothing of visiting my local deli and splurging upwards of five pounds on the latest artisanal delight from the local micro bakery.

These days I was shopping for someone else and so far had not been trusted with choosing my own shops, or rather, I was being sent here for reasons other than the number of seeds in a batch of freshly baked bread.

I selected a baguette that I thought would pass muster so to speak and carefully placed it in the trolley.

I purchased the remaining items on the list and knew it was time to proceed to the clothes department, and within that the women’s clothes, and within that again the lingerie and underwear section.

As I pushed the trolley in that direction, wheels clanking and bumping, I caught the odd person looking at me – of course, I knew logically that it was the awkward and grating trolley sound that was drawing their attention but a wild paranoia also set in.

Were they wondering where I was going?

Was my embarrassment and incoming humiliation painted all over my face?

The closer I got to the lingerie section, full as it was with all manner of female underwear from practical black thongs to lacy see through crisp white panties, I could feel my face redden and a trickle of sweat roll down my back.

Could the other shoppers see this?

Would I be exposed?

The moment of truth was approaching, and to add humiliation on to humiliation, I could feel my dick harden and agitate against the front of my trousers. 

The purchase of my panties was completely humiliating.

The woman knew that they were for me of course, and made a big point of asking a colleague whether the frilly multipack was on special. She made a great deal of holding the panties I had bought up to her face and searching for the price scan tag, just making sure the everyone could see what it was that I was purchasing.

After I had made the purchase she said that she hoped to be seeing me again soon, and maybe next time she would help me with the purchases and perhaps give me a fitting.

I went bright red and couldn’t hold it in, my dick exploding in my trousers, my face flushing. She must have noticed a tell-tale sign because she burst out laughing.

I turned away and walked as quickly as I could.

See you again, she shouted.

And the thing was, I knew full well that I would be back.


CHAPTER NINE

Waiting at the traffic lights it became clear that there was a problem with the traffic light itself. Somehow, and don’t ask me I’m terrible with technical stuff like this, the lane I was in, on the far right feeding into the turn, seemed to be stuck on red. Each other line took their turns in proceeding on to their designated destination while I and my fellow travellers were stuck.

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

But today was different, and my life was now not just about going with the flow. She would be expecting me back within a reasonable time with my purchases, receipts included to make sure I hadn’t pinched the panties to avoid embarrassment, so as to ensure she could eat a timely brunch.

She had emphasised several times that her belief was that good time keeping was an essential part of my position as she wanted to know that she could trust me enough to gradually give me more responsibility and even some freedom, within limits of course.

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

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

Furthermore, as it was related to a car journey, the spanking would take place in her driveway and with me bent over the front bonnet of the car itself. Yes, the driveway was a private one – but as she said, what is to say a burly delivery man wouldn’t arrive with a package, or one of her cleaning maids might return to pick up one of their feather dusters, or possibly even she might just have a visit from a group of her equally powerful and intimidatingly buxom female business society friends?

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

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

LATER…

I lay on my bed and wondered what I should do with my evening.

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

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

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

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

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

A few minutes later I saw that a new show had started and it featured several men and women in a reality environment and they appeared to be spending less and less time wearing any clothes. I couldn’t help but find my attention piqued by the women who seemed to have shapely bodies and weren’t shy about exposing them to raise their profile.

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

As I watched their partially nude but almost fully exposed bottoms jiggle and bounce, I felt a surge of blood to my dick.

Back in the day I would have taken my lap top out and looked at porn when I felt aroused, but seeing as that was now strictly banned, this could be the closest I would get. In a moment of madness, a kind of horny fever, I pulled the pyjamas down to my knees, lay back and stroked myself to the tune of these young women twerking and licking and sucking on their large nipples for the entertainment of the muscled men of they lived in the house with.

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

And guess what happened?

I heard a hard and fast knock on the door.

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

I leapt up in a vain attempt to pull my pyjamas back up and cover myself. It was all too little too late.

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

“What on earth do you think you are doing you utter, utter disgrace? NO, don’t even attempt to answer. Get those pyjama bottoms off, right off, right this second and hand them to me,” She said, before walking over and doing the job for herself, roughly yanking them down, pushing me over on the floor with ease due to my unbalanced position, and removing the bottoms entirely.

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

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

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

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

I gulped and began to answer, finding myself mesmerised by the Amazonian goddess pressing down on me with her immensely powerful thighs and heavy buttocks.

Her yoga pant cladded vagina was only inches away from my face and I knew she would smother me with it given any hesitation from my part.

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

I was almost breaking down, half turned on and half devastated that I had gone against my keeper’s wishes.

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

“N-n-no, no I’m not. I’m sorry, I’m sorry I’m such a little wimp. Please, let me make it up to you mistress. I’ll do anything, anything you want,” I said, genuinely desperate to please this goddess as she bounced up and down on me, laughing, gently slapping my face.

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

With that, my mistress picked me up off the floor and pulled over a chair in front of the television.

The reality show had now cut to a scene of one of the large men and one of the slutty women in the bedroom. They were fucking, with the woman bent over the bed and taking a pounding from behind. Mistress roughly bent me over the chair, facing the television, then walked over to the shelf that displayed her ultimate deterrent, a large black strap on.

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

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

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

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

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

“Ooooooh, please-,” I said, unsure whether I was asking her to stop or asking her to drive it in further.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I began to stroke, repeating as instructed the line: I am a pathetic sissy who knows her place in the pecking order, as instructed. And the thing was, as humiliating as this was, I knew it to be true.

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

“Yes, you feel dejected and humiliated by me, by this prat on the television, but you also feel turned on by us both too,” She confidently stated.

I felt myself losing control.

“That’s it, faster, faster, faster, faster, ooooooooooh and there it is, what a lot of mess you’ve made on your floor!” She laughed, utterly revelling in her victory over me.

She began to laugh, compounding my humiliation.

“Now get on your hands and knees and lick up every drop you utter waste of space,” She commanded. “We’ll make a good servant of you yet, but there’s a long, long way to go slutty boy toy.”

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

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

I knew that this would be a job I would never get sick of.

I knew there would be many more tales of humiliation, punishments, and my boundaries being pushed further than I ever thought imaginable.

More than anything though, I knew that this was the real me, a true sissy doing what sissies are born to do.
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-To Come-

She stood over me now, her nipples visibly stiff underneath her top, her hands on her strong thighs, her legs spread to show her excellent posture.

“I said, am I understood?” She asked, losing patience.

“Yes, of course, please, I understand,” I spluttered, totally panicked and desperate for the torture to end.

“Wow. Wow! You caved easily,” She laughed. “Well, that being the case I’m going to add another couple of caveats for you. You’ll call me Miss Annabelle and you’ll also curtsey for me. Nothing showy, but enough for anyone who happens to notice or know about these things to get what’s going on. And then as well as wearing panties to please me and exposing yourself in the queue, you’ll also present yourself to me in the disabled toilet – roomy enough for us both- when I’m on my break. You’ll drop your trousers, roll your top up above your nipples, and stand with your hands on the wall and your bottom sticking out toward me. Once I’ve inspected you, you will squat for me. I saw that you seemed fascinated with my magnificent derrière, so our goal will be to get yours up to scratch. Sissies needs lovely perky big bottoms to impress the big alpha men, don’t they? I said: don’t they?”

“Yes, they need perky bottoms for the real men,” I said, transfixed, unthinking, and in a stupor.

“Good. I see we’re on the same wavelength,” She said. “You’ll do your squats and if your form is off-point I’ll dish out some spanks with either my hand or a wooden spoon from the kitchen. Once we’re finished up with that I will honour you with the job of kissing my bottom, eating my booty like it’s groceries before focusing on my magnificent wet pussy and clit. You’ll bring me off before my break is over. If you fail, I’ll get Marcel the kitchen porter in and he’ll show you what a real man can do. And if I’m feeling especially vengeful, or simply if it takes Marcel’s fancy, he’ll stick his huge African dick in your mouth too and pump you full of his seed. Well, I know you’ll probably like that, but trust me this man-beast knows how to rock a woman, let alone a little sissy boi like you. Now, what do you have to say to all this?”

“Yes, Miss Annabelle, it would be my honour to serve you and I’ll do anything you want,” I said, trying not to draw attention to us. “I’ll do my best to please you and I’ll accept my punishments without complaining.”

The blood was returning to my dick and it began hardening against the wet stain on my chinos.

“Good,” She said, a smile on her face. “Listen…

-END OF PREVIEW-


CHAPTER ONE

My story is that I had recently relented to a lifelong desire to be dominated by a superior, powerful woman. I’d tried hooking up with dominant seeming types of women via all the usual methods – bars, apps, internet forums – but had never managed to nail that connection. The women either weren’t on the same wavelength as me or were nothing more than timewasters.

So, I had taken the decision to see a professional mistress.

I’d been to see her four times in the last three months and while I couldn’t deny that she was a magnificent looking woman who knew how to dominate a silly wimp and pervert like me (the various messy accidents I’d had and was punished for were testament to that fact), there remained the fact that I knew I was paying her for a service.

Still, it was better than nothing and I really got a kick out of following her instructions for what I needed to do in my own time to please her.

One of the big turn-ons was wearing women’s panties underneath my normal clothes, something I was instructed to do every day, with the rules forbidding me from making a sticky mess in them with my cum; if I broke the rules I was required to email her so that it could be added to my punishment list for my next visit.

But as I say, what I really craved was an authentic connection with a dominant woman who would take great pleasure in humiliating and dominating me purely for her own pleasure.

Well, as you are about to read, this is exactly what I ended up getting and I’ll tell you here every little detail of how.

So, yeah, here I was.

I looked at my watch, which I prided myself on always being a reliable timepiece despite its bargain price from a low cost catalogue store, and it read half past two on the dot.

This was good, I was making good time so perhaps I could give myself a little break to catch a breath, after all I’d need to build up my energy stores for this evening and the dinner party I’d been forced to attend by one of my boring cousins who was always insisting on this kind of thing.

And anyway, wasn’t I entitled to a little me time from time to time, even given the nature of my position?

I figured that I was and decided to pick up a hot chocolate and a sandwich from a generic chain café.

I stopped in the street and looked around, after all they do say that in today’s world you are never further than fifty metres away from a coffee chain! Well, don’t quote me but in all my experience of high streets up and down the country I have never struggled to find the kind of establishment we’re talking about here.

Guess what?

Yes, that’s right, today was no different.

About twenty metres down the street to my left hand side there was a chain café waiting for my eager custom.

I began to walk towards it and wondered whether I should treat myself to a cake to go with the beverage and sandwich that I was going to buy.

A bit of flavour to go with the sustenance you could say.

I walked into the café and it was bustling, it would seem that a great number of my fellow shoppers had the same plan as I did, what a surprise – not!, but I wondered how many of them had the same personal situation as me, how many of them were living a strange fantasy world where their every action dictated by a fiercely dominant mistress.


CHAPTER TWO

I began to queue. I really hated queuing, and I mean really hated it.

Hated the process, hated the boredom, hated the attempted queue jumpers, hated the slow servers not even taking a second to consider that some people might be in a rush.

Well, no one is perfect and I certainly acknowledge that there are far worse things to get worked up about in this world we all inhabit.

I looked up and down the queue – I was halfway up it – and saw the usual assortment of people: shop workers on their short lunch breaks, parents looking back and forth to their kids sitting impatiently at their tables, couples discussing their next stop post coffee refreshment on their day of shopping for the latest fashions to wear later that night, and of course the old timers who would no doubt spend an age asking over and over again whether or not their type of speciality coffee that they had just learned about was stocked.

I’d better stop talking about this before I get wound up again, but yeah, it’s safe to assume that I don’t like queuing.

Gradually and not before time I found myself moving towards the front of the line.

As I move towards my server, much to my annoyance I dropped my wallet! Without thinking I bent over to pick up the assortment of identification, bank cards, and loyalty cards that over filled my wallet to bursting point.

It was only when I stood up and began to place my order that I realised that the server, a woman in her early twenties – a redhead with her hair pulled back in a high ponytail and a prominent set of breasts underneath her tightly fitted polo top, looked rather flushed in her face, flushed but at the same time somewhat amused.

Oh no, it couldn’t be could it?

Had I exposed my secret as I bent down, totally unthinkingly to pick up my dropped wallet and the items inside?

Had the tall, smart young woman seen my crisp white thong poke out above the waistline of my skinny fit maroon chinos?

I felt my face flush bright red and I totally forgot my planned order.

“S-s-sorry, just trying to remember-” I said, my face on fire at the possibility that the woman had seen, and the thought that she would be telling all her colleagues, and then later her friends, about her experience of serving a man who for whatever unknown reason was wearing women’s underwear.

In a moment that psychologists would have a field day with no doubt, I involuntarily looked down at my crotch and saw that my state of humiliation was also a state of excitement.

I looked back up as quickly as I could, hoping that she had not picked up on this dead giveaway to my guilt.

“Perhaps you’d like a cold drink to cool off a little? Would you like some ice with it maybe sir?” She said, the corners of her mouth turning up into a smile.

I knew she had busted me, and utterly humiliated I went along with her and took a cold drink with ice.

As I walked away, I wondered whether she would be checking for any signs of visible panty line in my trousers. Then I remembered I was at least wearing a thong so that wouldn’t be an issue.

Unless the thong had stayed high up on my thighs after bending down in a squat position?

I sat down at the table, still hard as a rock, my tiny little cock straining away desperately inside my pants. I couldn’t be sure but I felt it was likely that it had escaped the small frontage of the thong and if I was to have an explosion it was sure to seep through to the front of my trousers and cause an unseemly stain.

I imagined that the server would come over and sit at my table, that she would take a seat and put me out of my misery.

Just how much had she seen, and what did she plan to do with that information?

Totally illogically I began to wonder whether she knew my mistress, whether this was all a set up. I knew such talk was crazy, but my senses were so heightened I couldn’t rule anything out. And just at that moment I looked up and saw her picking up the empties at the table opposite me.

She half turned towards me and smiled, shaking her head as she did.

She knew what I was.

And then my jaw dropped as I watched her drop down to the pick up some cake wrappers under the table. I saw her jeans ride down, her rather perfect bubble butt 1ooo squats a day ass forcing its way out. She was wearing a thong that matched mine, or near enough.

She turned again and smiled, totally revelling in how entranced I was.

She bounced up and down a little on her heels before standing up, facing away from me. I could see her ass cheeks clenching and then unclenching underneath her trousers, and as she did this I felt the stream of hot cum flying up through my stiff erection and directly onto the crotch area of my trousers.

My face flushed and my body stiffened, and the server watched every moment.

This Goddess of a barista walked over to my table, revelling in her superiority over me.

“Would you like me to get you a wet cloth for your accident sir? I don’t think your mommy will be pleased if she sees that will she?” She giggled, fixing me with a stare.

She clearly expected an answer and I was powerless in the situation – after all, she could easily report me for public indecency and ruin any future career prospects I might have back in the real world.

I knew I had to answer.

She continued to alternate between looking at me directly in the eyes and back down to the rapidly expanding stain in my crotch.

“Yes, please, thank you,” I stuttered.

“Not a problem. I’ll be back in a second,” She said. “And by the way, next time you come in I expect you to drop your wallet again and I expect to see a different pair of panties on you. I want to see a different pair on you every single Saturday morning too. And next time you come in you’ll call me Miss Ananbelle and you’ll leave a tip in the tip jar. Am I understood?”

She stood over me now, her nipples visibly stiff underneath her top, her hands on her strong thighs, her legs spread to show her excellent posture.

“I said, am I understood?” She asked, losing patience.

“Yes, of course, please, I understand,” I spluttered, totally panicked and desperate for the torture to end.

“Wow. Wow! You caved easily,” She laughed. “Well, that being the case I’m going to add another couple of caveats for you. You’ll call me Miss Annabelle and you’ll also curtsey for me. Nothing showy, but enough for anyone who happens to notice or know about these things to get what’s going on. And then as well as wearing panties to please me and exposing yourself in the queue, you’ll also present yourself to me in the disabled toilet – roomy enough for us both- when I’m on my break. You’ll drop your trousers, roll your top up above your nipples, and stand with your hands on the wall and your bottom sticking out toward me. Once I’ve inspected you, you will squat for me. I saw that you seemed fascinated with my magnificent derrière, so our goal will be to get yours up to scratch. Sissies needs lovely perky big bottoms to impress the big alpha men, don’t they? I said: don’t they?”

“Yes, they need perky bottoms for the real men,” I said, transfixed, unthinking, and in a stupor.

“Good. I see we’re on the same wavelength,” She said. “You’ll do your squats and if your form is off-point I’ll dish out some spanks with either my hand or a wooden spoon from the kitchen. Once we’re finished up with that I will honour you with the job of kissing my bottom, eating my booty like it’s groceries before focusing on my magnificent wet pussy and clit. You’ll bring me off before my break is over. If you fail, I’ll get Marcel the kitchen porter in and he’ll show you what a real man can do. And if I’m feeling especially vengeful, or simply if it takes Marcel’s fancy, he’ll stick his huge African dick in your mouth too and pump you full of his seed. Well, I know you’ll probably like that, but trust me this man-beast knows how to rock a woman, let alone a little sissy boi like you. Now, what do you have to say to all this?”

“Yes, Miss Annabelle, it would be my honour to serve you and I’ll do anything you want,” I said, trying not to draw attention to us. “I’ll do my best to please you and I’ll accept my punishments without complaining.”

The blood was returning to my dick and it began hardening against the wet stain on my chinos.

“Good,” She said, a smile on her face. “Listen, once I’ve finished my shift next Saturday morning, we’re going to go shopping. I’m on first name terms with a couple of the sales assistants at the department store on Jackson and Crevshaw. We’re going to go and get you kitted out with some new work out gear for all the squatting practice you’re going to be doing. And then once we’re done with that we’re going to go to the beauty parlour on the top floor of the big department store and we’re going to make sure you’re suitably smooth in all the important places. Got it?”

“Yes,” I said, nodding, before quickly correctly myself, “Sorry, Yes, Miss Annabel.”

“Hmmm, better,” Annabelle giggled. “See you next week my little-ickle slutty twerk queen in the making.”

This unbelievable woman who I had met only minutes ago took a final look at me, shook her head disparagingly and walked back to her counter.

Twerk queen in the making, I thought?

No one mentioned any twerking?

A whole new sense of fear, humiliation, and excitement coursed through my body as the possibilities ran through my mind. I couldn’t believe what had just happened, it was totally dream like.

But then I looked back down at the expanding wet patch on my trousers and knew that it was all too real – I was in a situation that I had always fantasised about, but was suddenly wondering whether or not I actually wanted to be reality. 


CHAPTER THREE

I sat down, exhausted, and went to turn the television on.

I must admit I loved nothing better than tuning into pretty much anything on my television set after a long day. I really didn’t care what it was I was watching, it just felt good to have the warm fuzz and background noise on, very zen if that makes sense.

I had recently came into possession of a new set, a pretty impressive ultra HD set that came in at a not insubstantial 55 inches on the diagonal measurement with a sound system that would probably cause even George Lucas to be impressed, especially when taking into account the bargain that was the reduction from twelve hundred to four hundred pounds.

I picked up the remote control and pressed the On button and went to the channel choice section and had a brief skim over the options before settling on a reality show where in members of the public found themselves kidnapped and held hostage for as long as it took their relatives back in the TV studio to answer a series of pretty basic questions.

The thing with so called basic questions however is that they are only basic if you know the answers – which much to the show’s host’s amusement one particularly dim family did not.

It was fairly entertaining, although I couldn’t help but wonder about the potential health and safety implications, not to mention the moral questions, that this show raised. Speaking from my own point of view, I can’t say I would take kindly to being bundled in a van and put through a realistic hostage situation.

But then again, who’s to say I wouldn’t look back on the experience and laugh?

Everyone is different and it could well be the case that many would enjoy the experience.

It takes all sorts as they do indeed say. 

I decided to take my mind off things by finally accepting the latest update on my iPhone. The phone had been pestering me to allow it to update to the new operating system for a couple of weeks but it was either the wrong time (I was too busy or there wasn’t access to a power socket) or I didn’t have enough memory left on the phone itself to be able to process the upgrade.

A mistake I promised myself I’d never make again in my entire life would be to purchase a mobile phone with the least memory available; yes, it was cheaper, the cheapest option, but it simply wasn’t worth it for all the hassle and stress of having to constantly delete apps to upload new ones, or delete videos or upload them to a cloud storage in order to be able to take a new video.

Some things in life are just too annoying – some you can’t change (cyclists undertaking, anyone?) but others you can change in order to prevent future occurrences of epic scale annoyance.

Anyway, I plugged my phone in to the power socket and manually accepted the upgrade to the new operating system.

The system update crept up to twenty percent before shooting up to seventy five percent, and then eighty percent, then eighty eight percent, and then ninety eight percent. It seemed to momentarily freeze on ninety eight percent, causing my blood pressure to rise (believe it or not, I could feel this happening, literally!), before then jumping to one hundred percent and a lovely message telling me that I was now up to date.

What a fuss, but at least it had provided a distraction and a bit of mental respite from thoughts of what had happened so far and what was to come in the future – not that it was a bad thing, of course, but the intensity of it all was such that I knew it wouldn’t do any harm to have a bit of a break from it for a minute. 

Another annoying thing.

What was the deal with internet providers and their seemingly archaic attempts to resolve problems?

You’re an internet provider, the supposed all encompassing future form of communication that moves at faster than light speed and can download an ultra high quality super max HD movie instantaneously, yet… yet you can’t organise and arrange for an engineer to come out for, and I quote, seven to twelve days? 

Weird, and absolutely unacceptable, and something that gets right on my nerves.

Well, here’s the thing – given my new situation with Miss Annabelle, I desperately needed my internet service to be working so that I could access YouTube for some twerking tutorials. Yet, every time I attempted to log on and pick up some much needed tips for my impending lesson, I found that the buffering time was so ridiculous it made it impossible to watch. It just wasn’t good enough given the amount of money I was shelling out on supposedly top of the range internet.

What was frustrating was that having struggled with my previous provider, I had made the step to change service provider and go for the best package – and the thing was, it worked so well for a few months, allowing me to stream high quality programming at the drop of a hat, or a click of a button should I say?

Anyway, after an hour and a half on the phone to the customer complaints team I managed to speak to someone who was able to demonstrate at least a modicum of empathy and common sense; the appointment to fix my service was arranged for the following day, Thursday, which meant that I would have at least a day and a half, plus Saturday first thing, to work on my twerking before my ordered appearance at the coffee shop to begin my experience with Miss Annabelle in earnest.


CHAPTER FOUR

I heard the door knock and finished washing my hands before giving them a quick dry. I walked down the stairs and towards the front door; I was expecting a package and expected this would be the delivery man, ready to hand over the package I had ordered via the one day quick delivery service that I paid a premium for but felt represented excellent value for money.

I had often struggled in the past when ordering items online and then waiting day after day for them to arrive – patience isn’t exactly my strong point, but I think it would take the patience of a true saint to deal with an order that you place on a Monday and doesn’t arrive until the following Tuesday, but anyway, I digress.

I walked to the door and opened it, but no sign of anyone let alone a delivery man ready to give me my order.

I looked down and saw a missed delivery receipt.

Now this turned my mood something rotten.

How could I have possibly missed the delivery?

I heard the knock and got down to the door in prompt time.

Well, there would be an angry email heading their way shortly, I could guarantee that.

But in the meantime I needed to get to the delivery depot to pick up this package, well either that or call and arrange for it to be delivered in the next two to three working days at a time of my convenience.

In the end I decided to have it delivered to the house the day after, I figured this would be the most convenient option and it would minimise any risks of the package’s contents being exposed.

I had in actual fact placed my order based on Miss Annabelle’s instructions for me to arrive on Saturday morning with a different set of women’s panties. I’d made the decision to buy six pairs to cover me for the next couple of weeks, and to be honest I imagined I would have fun trying them on at home in the lead up to Saturday.

I thought that this would be a good move as it might allow me to get used to them a bit more and not make a total fool of myself with any sticky explosions in front of Miss Annabelle again.

Was this wishful thinking?

Well, I think you can imagine.


CHAPTER FIVE

I decided that I needed an energy boost. Quite often in these kinds of situations I would hit the snack cupboard with a vengeance: crisps, biscuits of all varieties, toffee popcorn – you name it and I would snack on it.

But I’d recently been reading up on how these kinds of snacks in actual fact led to energy crashes a mere matter of minutes after consuming them.

Talk about a massive let down.

Sure, they tasted good in the moment of eating them but to know that they would be responsible for a drop in energy and potential headaches so soon after kind of provoked a sense of disappointment in me that I struggled to shake.

Don’t get me wrong, I would always indulge here and there – they did taste great in the moment after all – but I had been making a concerted effort to pull back a bit and try to health up my snacking options.

How did this new outlook manifest itself?

Well, quite often I would make up a delicious green smoothie drink by combining fresh fruit with some high energy veggies, green leaves, and nuts.

Now, don’t judge before you try – you can actually get some incredible flavours with these kinds of drinks with the added bonus being that you get a slow release energy that can last for hours and long term benefits of improving your skin and digestion.

Not to come across as one of these new age health nut bores, but I’d already seen the difference after a few short weeks on my new regimen. Added to that, I’d seen some fat drop off, which is always a good thing.

Don’t get me wrong, I’ve never been fat, but that is not to say I’ve always been entirely happy with my body and general appearance.

Anyway, enough about that, as I was saying – I needed an energy boost and instead of a Twix I had a lovely homemade juice and, yes, I felt the much needed boost (not the chocolate bar!) shortly after.

I walked across the road and towards the junction that would then take me into the town centre.

The road was busy, it was a Saturday morning so what was I expecting, a deserted landscape of a future or past with no form of automotive travel? As I say, the road was busy and I had to make sure to cross quickly as there had been several accidents of varying severity on this road due in no small part to speeding drivers and less than observant pedestrians.

Once I reached the junction I pressed the button on the traffic crossing and waited for the lights to change from red to green. I’d often waited at this stop for some time before realising that the system had auto re-set itself back, rendering my button push a waste of time.

This could be incredibly frustrating and I often wondered why this occurred.

I figured it was probably a technological defect that was beyond my somewhat rudimentary understanding of all things technical.

Anyway, bearing this in mind, I kept an eye on the crossing display screen to make sure that my button press remained valid – well they may say that a watched kettle never boils but in this case it wasn’t true, sure as each day will end and another day will begin, the indicator changed from red to green and I was able to cross the road and begin walking down the long stretch of road that would take me into the city centre and main shopping area where the case, and far more pertinently, Miss Annabelle would be expecting me.

As I walked, I wondered what was in store for me today – I had followed her instructions and was wearing a pair of new panties.

My selection had been a bright pink thong with a white lace trim and see through front and I hoped she would find it acceptable to her taste.

I wondered whether she would follow through on her promise that if I made her orgasm she would allow me to kiss and tongue her imperiously muscled and curved bottom?

In the week following our meeting I had hardly been able to think of anything else, the thought of my tongue flicking her sweet asshole had driven me to distraction on more than one occasion and a swift visit to the work toilets was required in order to relive myself in double quick time.

Of course, there was also the matter of her other plans to consider.

Would she be suitably impressed with me to not spank me?

Would she decide that the muscle bound kitchen chef Marcel would be required to attend – a terrifying but in truth titillating prospect that I was more than a bit curious about, and lastly, what would the trip to the lingerie department at the department store have in wait for me?

Especially given her comment that she knew some of the staff members, I was nervous in a way I had never experienced before.

Finally, along with the beauty parlour trip, what exactly would be my role in the twerking exercise that she had planned?

All was about to be revealed as I strode down the tree lined road and towards the next junction that would take me into the area’s pedestrianised area.

I took a seat in the small municipal garden area, I wouldn’t quite stretch to call it a park exactly, that was situated just behind the enormous eyesore of a new multi storey car park that had been built four years ago if my memory serves me correctly. I took the packet sandwich I had purchased from Stromo’s and held it out in front of me; prawn cocktail with some kind of artisanal twist that involved rocket salad and an overly specific type of turmeric that I had not had, ahem, the pleasure of sampling before.

What was it with this obsession with artisanal products and sourcing all these overtly class identifying ingredients that had gradually become de-rigeur over the last three to five years?

Well, it all tasted pretty much the same to me irrespective of what ingredients were in there, and actually really when you think about it all food is good for is sustenance, its design purpose is to sustain you and give you the requisite energy to power you through the activities of the day.

I demolished the sandwich in less than three minutes and opened up the bottle of water – I’d selected it purely because it was part of a meal deal price reduction offer and cared little for the, and I quote, hint of delicate pomegranate and touch of Paraguayan lemon that was apparently ‘lightly fusing’ the experience.

After a few gulps I must say I had come round to the drink, albeit still not convinced by the ridiculously over the top description on the bottle’s patina. I was happy to have eaten some food and hydrated as I knew that I would require the energy for the day ahead with Miss Annabelle.

Who was I kidding?

I was also very nervous in anticipation of what was ahead and using my need for sustenance and hydration as a kind of delaying tactic to momentarily place a delay on my entrance to the coffee shop; in truth, I’d had a hearty breakfast of two poached eggs on toast and a mug of strong tea that would in all truth sustain my right through until lunch time.

Well, I couldn’t put it off any longer and got up from my seat and headed in the direction of the functional black wrought iron gates to the west of the garden, and more specifically, towards the lower end of the high street where the coffee shop was located.


CHAPTER SIX

Walking down the street I heard my name called out.

Oh for God’s sake, there’s nothing more annoying is there?

When you are on your way to an appointment – and this was quite a significant appointment I think we can all agree – when you hear your name called out and immediately know you’re going to have to acknowledge the voice, see who it is and then engage in anything upwards of five or ten minutes of idle chatter.

Well, I turned around and it was a work colleague, a pleasant man in his early forties who unfortunately was a bit of a bore when it came to his numerous hobbies. I would have to ensure I kept him well away from any talk of the local rugby club’s annual accounts, the developments at the work running club, or indeed anything whatsoever to do with his plans to set up a birdwatching club.

As it was, this guy just wanted to say hi and ask whether I wanted to arrange a time when I could borrow his bicycle for a test ride.

Feeling somewhat guilty at expecting the worse from him, we made arrangements for me to take receipt of his bike next Friday so I could test it out over the weekend and return it to him on the following Monday morning.

We then had a relatively quick chat about the dammed running club, of which I had absolutely no interest in joining or talking about, and we said our goodbyes.

His unusual haste made me wonder whether he perhaps had a covert appointment like I did?

I wouldn’t put it past him, but in reality there was no way of ever knowing. What I was learning in my experience was that we all have secrets we carry with us, even those of us who work mundane nine to five office jobs can in fact have kinks and relationships that would send you dizzy with wonder.

The time was approaching, I could see the signage for the coffee shop protruding out over the outdoor seating area of the coffee shop.

I took a deep breath and walked as confidently as I could towards what I felt was a defining moment.

I briefly considered that none of this would have been happening had I not chosen this particular establishment last Saturday.

Fate eh?


CHAPTER SEVEN

I walked into the café, bang on time, and felt a sudden and quite overwhelming surge of nerves. I could feel myself breaking into a sweat while at the same time my mouth going a bit dry and a total feeling of self-consciousness coming over me. I don’t know if this was a good or a bad thing but the queue in front of me was only about one or two people, and I could see Miss Annabelle standing behind the counter.

Had she seen me?

The answer was, of course, yes.

As I approached the counter I knew that my instructions, non-negotiable, were to courtesy for my mistress.

Taking a deep breath and struggling to maintain any kind of consistent eye contact, I did as I had been told as quickly as I could, trying to hide my action from anyone who may have happened to have been looking.

“It’ll be two coffees for you, one for me, we’ll have a quick chat when I get off my shift in a minute,” she said, matter-of-factly. “I can’t say I’m impressed so far. Don’t worry, all will be noted.”

Her tone was firm, stern, and clearly mocking.

Looking at her, her breasts seemed even more imposing than last time. Sticking straight out at me, I could clearly see her hard nipples proudly stretching the fabric of her polo top.

I wondered what kind of panties she was wearing underneath her jeans today and immediately began considering the possibility that soon I would have my face buried in her muscular, soft, perfect big ass.

I walked away, sat down at the table and waited.

Instead of sitting down next to me, Miss Annabelle pointed towards the disabled toilet and beckoned me to follow her.

My heart began to race.

As we entered, I was incredibly nervous, the reality was dawning on me now that anything she had previously described could well happen over the course of the next minutes or hours. I didn’t know what to do once she locked the door behind us, so I just sort of stood there like an idiot, my erect cock pressing against the crotch of my trousers, attempting to force its way out of the panties I had duly worn.

“Well, what are you waiting for?” She said, clearly wanting to get straight to business. “You know what you have been instructed to do don’t you? I want you to remove your trousers and present your panty clad bottom for my inspection. And hurry the hell up unless you want me to get Marcel in here to teach you a lesson you’re unlikely to forget in a hurry!”

Her voiced was raised in a way that suggested she didn’t care too much if anyone outside happened to hear. I quickly pulled my trousers off and turned to face the wall, sticking my bottom out as instructed.

I felt utterly humiliated.

Here I was, presenting myself for a woman I barely knew in a café toilet. As embarrassed as I felt, I could sense my erection going into overdrive. I prayed that I wouldn’t make a mess and spill my hot cum into them. In truth, I feared for what Miss Annabelle might do if this happened so early in this experience.

“Nice pair of panties, I must say,” She said, walking around behind me and pulling the panty waist out with her fingers. She let it snap back onto my waist causing it to sting a little.

I let out a whimper, much to her amusement.

“Now drop down and let me see you give me ten of your best squats,” She said, menacingly. “And they’d better be decent or I’ll march you right out of here and through the café into the kitchen, exposing your sissy self to everyone!”

Even though she may well have been using this as a threat, I didn’t know her well enough to know whether she would go through with it, so I made my best effort at squatting.

Remembering to keep my back straight and stick my bottom out, I dropped as low as I could get and powered back up into position.

“Not bad, you’ve obviously been practicing,” She said. “You’ve got quite a girly style of squatting, which isn’t a surprise for a little sissy boi like you. It’ll actually help further down the line too. Now stand up and face me.”

I turned to face her, placing my hands in front of my frilly thong, attempting to press my boner into myself to minimise the humiliation.

I could feel my face flush again as she grabbed my face and lifted it up so that we would make eye contact.

“Look at me you little pervert!” She said, loudly. “You may have squatted okay, but by the looks of it, you’ve got a pathetic little boner without asking me permission first. What a sad excuse for a hard-on it is too. Pathetic. Move your hands now, let me see. Oh my God, hahahaha, tragic. I’ve never seen such a stupid little dick.”

She reached over and pulled my throbbing cock out of the front of the panties.

She began to squeeze and release, squeeze and release, and I felt myself close to cumming in her hand.

She must have noticed because she suddenly stopped and slapped my cock three or four times.

“You never, ever, get to cum without my say so you little jerkoff,” She said. “If I let you cum today, you’ll be doing it right into your mouth and over your face. Right, enough of this, we’re going to the department store I told you about”

Annabelle wore a look of amusement and disgust right across her face.

“And don’t worry,” She said, “I’ll be putting your through your paces once we’re there. We, yes – we, have plans for you that will have you dizzy my little trainee slut.”

Terrified, turned on, completely in a trance, I could only nod and courtesy.

“Thank you, Miss Annabelle, I am here to serve and do as you say,” I said, eventually, without even thinking about what I was saying.

“Glad to hear it. And by the way, as you were squatting, I took a lovely little video of you on my mobile which I’ll be sending to Marcel to get him motivated for if, no let’s be honest – when, I call upon him to sort you out as punishment,” She said, laughing as she opened the door and strode out of the toilet, her powerful thighs swaying beneath her large bottom.

I followed, ready and willing for the next part of the day.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Annabelle and I walked out of the elevator and into the lingerie department of the department store. The walk to the department store had provided lots of small humiliations, Annabelle making sure to talk loudly about the potential punishments that would be coming my way if I did not meet her expectations.

She would also smile and say hi to big alpha men she saw on the street and then tease me about how big their cocks would be in comparison to my somewhat smaller cock. All of this did was serve to turn me on even more, and I found myself totally under her control.

It was as if the more she humiliated me, the more I craved to be in her company.

“Right,” Annabelle said, “I need to pick up a couple of things, I want you to go and introduce yourself to the two ladies up at the counter. Tell them that you are Annabelle’s new friend. Actually, no, tell them that you are Annabelle’s sissy-boi pin dick bitch.”

Annabelle gave me a look that told me she was not joking.

But, seriously, could I possibly do this?

What if she was joking, attempting to make me disgrace myself in front of total strangers?

Well the risk of not following orders would be that my punishment got stepped up beyond anything I could even contemplate, so my face bright red, I approached the counter.

“Excuse me,” I said, “I’m, um, I’m, um, Annabelle’s, um…”

The two women at the counter looked at me, waiting for me to finish.

Both were a little older than Annabelle, but they were incredibly attractive. As you could imagine, they had the perfect and pristine style of department store workers. Their uniform of tight fit white blouses and fitted pinstriped trousers emphasised their full figures.

“Spit it out,” Julie, said.

Clearly, she knew what was coming and was revelling in this moment.

“Annabelle!” Sophie, shouted. “Annabelle! Your little friend seems to have lost his voice!”

Oh no, I thought, Annabelle won’t like this.

I tried to speak but found myself totally tongue tied.

I looked behind me and saw Annabelle approaching, walking quickly, a stern look on her face.

“This,” Annabelle said to the two women, “is my sissy boi bitch, the complete wimp loser I told you about. Now, you’re already in a load of trouble for disobeying me, so I want you to get on all fours right this second and crawl in to the changing room area and get yourself down to your underwear in ninety seconds flat!”

Terrified, I dropped to the floor and to the sound of laughter from Annabelle and her two friends, crawled at double speed into the changing room area as quickly as I could and stripped myself down to my panties and presented myself ready for their arrival by standing up against the wall, my hands pressing either side of a floor to ceiling mirror, poking my pantied bottom out as far as I could.

I looked into the mirror and took a deep gulp as I saw the three women enter.

“We’re going to leave the curtain open, slut,” Annabelle said, So if any women come in they’ll be witness to what I do to disobedient little perverts like you. Any objections?”

“N-n-n-o, Miss Annabelle,” I said.

“Right girls,” Annabelle said, “What do you think we should have him do for us first?”

“Well, I’ve got a selection of panties here,” Sophie said. “I’d like to see him try them all on for us, put on a bit of a fashion show?”

“Excellent,” said Annabelle, “An excellent idea. Now, sissy, take the panties and what you’ll do is a runway show for us. Come on, get going!”

I couldn’t believe what was happening as I grabbed the selection of knickers.

Some of them were outrageously skimpy, but the feel of them all in my hands had a dizzying effect, I knew that I was in dreamland, albeit a dreamland where one wrong step could have serious consequences.

The first pair of panties were little pink shorts that rode up at the back to give a generous hint of cheek.

As I walked down the changing room corridor towards the women, I saw them eagerly awaiting me. At the bottom of my runway, I turned around and did a full floor drop, before turning my head to them and sucking my finger.

I couldn’t believe how slutty I was being, but the looks on their faces and the cheers they made showed that I was pleasing them.

“More! More!” Sophie shouted as I walked back to the top of the runway and put on the next pair of panties, this time an absolutely minuscule thong that had a see through mesh front.

“Holy hell, that’s scandalous!” Julie said to Annabelle. “This little sissy bitch loves it though.”

“Yes,” Annabelle said, “He loves it so much I think he needs to remember that I’m the one calling the shots here. Just wait until he gets near us.”

As I walked towards them in the mini thong, I decided I’d go for it with another move, unaware that I had inadvertently annoyed my mistress.

I got the end of the runway and stopped, turned around, and bent over and twisted, making an absolute show of pulling on my nipples and running my hand suggestively over my bottom and up towards my raging boner.

Sophie and Julie said and giggled, hollering about what a tease I was.

But suddenly I saw Annabelle stand up, grab me and using her strength, throw me to the floor, before standing over me and pressing her foot over my dick.

What the hell just happened?

“If there’s one thing I don’t like it’s when a sissy boi gets above their station,” Annabelle said, towering above me. “Now, you pissed me off by disobeying me when we came in, and now you’re acting like you love all the attention too much. Well, I’m not having it. Sophie, round up some shoppers and bring them in here.”

With that, a clearly excited Sophie got up and went out on to the shop floor.

“No, no, please, Miss, please, no!” I begged.

“Oh dear, looks like he’s a squirming little sissy now eh Belle,” Julie said, her large breasts jiggling provocatively as she spoke.

“Tough shit, he needs to learn that the fun being had is mine, not his,” Annabelle answered, clearly furious with me.

Annabelle took her foot off my cock and picked me up roughly and held me in place by my hair.

Sophie had by now brought in a group of about ten women, all of whom began to laugh and titter as they saw me at the end of the changing room corridor, now over Annabelle’s lap.

“Ladies,” Annabelle announced, “What you are witnessing is a pathetic male, a subservient sissy who got too cocky, a sad no-dicked beta male, who is about to get a spanking before your eyes. Feel free to record this on your phones and show to your husbands – either as a warning for what you might do to them, or if your hubbie is a proper alpha male then just show it for your entertainment!”

And without further ado, Annabelle began to spank me for what seemed like an eternity. Each slap caused me to jerk and wriggle, so much so that Annabelle had to readjust her position several times before loudly admonishing me and finishing off the last few minutes of the spanking with her large, muscular leg wrapped around my waist and her spare hand grabbing me by the hair.

As well as being extra painful, it was extra humiliating.

I felt like a wild animal being brought under control by a strong farmhand.

Certainly, the crowd of women loved it, some of them coming closer at various points to take close up video and photo of my anguished squealing. Finally, the spanking came to an end and I was ordered to stand with my hands on my head and facing the women.

With my panties now down by my ankles, and my boner long gone from the pain, I looked a pathetic, limp dicked sight, but all this seemed to do was prompt more cheers and jeers from the crowd.

“Okay, enough,” Annabelle said to the assembled crowd. “This stupid little so-called man has hopefully learned his lesson. And seeing as I am not an unreasonable woman, I think he deserves some relief. But, of course, he can’t have things all his own way, so what I propose is this. Sissy-boi here will get on his knees and masturbate that utterly ridiculous little thing for our pleasure, and as he does he will repeat some statements that I will fire at him. Failure to repeat the statement, and I mean any kind of pause, or if he cums his sissy juice before I say he can, will result in more punishment. What do you say ladies?”

The assembled women roared their approval and all moved their chairs closer and took their seats as Miss Annabelle roughly pushed me to my knees.

“Are you ready, slut?” She asked me.

“Yes, mistress,” I said, totally defeated, my bottom still stinging from the spanking.

“Right,” Annabelle grinned. “Put that little thing in your hand and repeat after me: I am a sissy boy wanker.”

“I am a sissy boy wanker,” I said.

And so it continued.

“I am a panty craving wimp,” She said.

“I am a panty craving wimp,” I repeated back.

“I deserve all the humiliation I get,” she said.

“I deserve all the humiliation I get,” I repeated back.

It was already clear that I couldn’t possibly last very long in this scenario. My dick was rock hard, and each vocal humiliation got me more and more excited.

Mistress Annabelle could sense this and decided to up the ante, I could tell.

“I don’t have a real man’s dick,” She said, a wicked grin on her face.

“I don’t have a real man’s dick,” I repeated back, knowing full well what direction she was going in with this. I began jerking harder, almost totally out of control of my actions.

I felt Annabelle grab my hair and lift my head up.

“Look at them sissy-boi,” Annabelle said. “Look at the women that are enjoying watching you make an absolute spectacle of yourself. Now say after me: I want to put my lips on a real man’s big thick dick. Go on, say it!”

“I-I-I-I, I want to put my lips on, urgh, urgh, aaaargh, a real man’s big thick dick!” I said, my hot cum flying out of my dick and all over my legs and stomach, the crowd of women roaring their approval, their cameras flashing.

“Well look there, the sissy has shown his true colours, ladies,” Annabelle declared loudly. “Let’s be honest, we all suspected this panty slut was a slut for big willies didn’t we?”

“We certainly did,” Sophie said, her hand down the front of her trousers, her face flushing with excitement.

“Well, everyone,” Annabelle exclaimed, “We did say that there would a be a punishment for the slut and I think Sophie is just about ready to give it?

With that, Sophie got up and walked towards Annabelle and I.

Annabelle grabbed my head and pushed me down on the floor, instructing me to lift my head upwards off the ground and keep my mouth wide open.

Sophie had by this point removed her trousers and panties and was standing above me, her fleshy, muscular thighs and bottom being supported by long, powerful calves.

Sophie began to vigorously finger fuck herself, her pussy directly hovering above my head.

“Right ladies, set your phones cameras to record, you won’t want to miss this,” Annabelle laughed wickedly. “The slut is about to get a squirt shower he won’t ever forget – or be allowed to forget either! Now, gay-boi, if you cum without permission you can expect to get cummed all over yourself. Sophie, frig your juice all over him, and sissy – I want to see you straining up to get as much as you can in your mouth and on your stupid little face!”

Sophie began to moan loudly, and then without much warning I saw her thighs tremble and a hot, powerful stream of female squirt juice powered its way towards me.

Not wanting to displease Annabelle further, I did follow her command and felt the salty juice fly into my mouth. There was so much of it that my mouth quickly over flowed and I struggled to keep it in.

All the time this was happening I could hear the women cheering and voicing their pleasure at this spectacle.

After emptying herself on me, Sophie just let herself drop full weight on my face. Her pussy was hot, wet, and had a potent sweaty odour to it.

I felt her grind on my a little, and then I passed out.


When I came round, the women had all gone apart from Annabelle and Sophie.

“Well, well,” Annabelle said, “He’s come round. Now boy, what happened today is exactly what you deserved, and I don’t think there’s any denying that, is there?”

I shook my head, completely admitting defeat.

“Good,” Annabelle said. “Well, what you’re going to do is come home with me tonight and we’re going to continue our journey. I’ll make a fully trained sissy slut of you yet.”

And with that, we all left the now closed department store together, the two women walking tall and proud, with me the defeated little panty boy crawling on all fours beside them, my red cheeks on display to the security guards who laughed and joked as my mistress stopped to say hello to each and every one of them on the way down to the car park.

As I gave a twerk display for each of the big strong guards, I realised this this journey was only just beginning.   
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-To Come-

In the elevator down to the ground floor to meet the HR manager, it struck me that I was only moments away from being exposed outside of my floor for the first time.

Who would be there to witness this?

It was prime work arrival time and the car park would be busy with workers arriving for the day. I felt my cock stiffening and put my hands down to adjust it to make sure that there were no embarrassing wardrobe malfunctions.

“Good,” Suzanne said, “You make sure to keep that little worm tightly packed in there until I say otherwise. There’ll probably be lots of big burly men arriving for work, you wouldn’t want them seeing your little clitty would you? Or… would you?”

I didn’t know how to answer the question, so made the mistake of looking down, embarrassed, and making a non-committal gesture with my head.

“Answer me, maggot,” Suzanne said, roughly grabbing me and turning me around. “Looks like you need a quick spanking to get you on your most obedient form. The last thing I need is you letting me down in front of Janet Proust.”

And with that, I stood there with my hands on the elevator mirror and took my spanking.

I could tell that Suzanne meant it, this was important to her and her spanks were hard and fast.

I made doubly sure to thank her for each one and keep my bottom presented as well as possible throughout.

“Good, good, much better, nearly there now,” Suzanne said as she continued to bring her large, flat hand down on my bottom, my panties down round my ankles.

The elevator got to the ground floor and I heard the door open.

Surely this would mean that Suzanne would bring the spanking to an end?

I felt my face flush with complete humiliation as I looked into the mirror and saw a group of smirking women, a couple from my floor, standing attentively waiting to get in.

“Nearly done with this prat,” Suzanne said addressing the group. “Right, there we are.”

She pulled my panties back up and frog marched me out past the crowd who made way for us.

I could hear them laughing as we walked away and bowed my head.

This felt like the first day all over again, and I knew worse was to come…

-END OF PREVIEW-

CHAPTER ONE

I said hello to the woman at reception. Her name was Janet and I guess I knew her fairly well having signed in and out so many times over the years.

She was a friendly individual with a helpful attitude; I had often asked her if she could look after a package or whether she could order me a taxi when I had travelled without my car and she had always happily obliged and gone that extra mile, something that I appreciated and always ensured to say thank you for.

Well, today Janet seemed a little on edge, which was off putting and a bit weird given how consistent she had always been in her behaviour all the time I had known her.

I asked whether she would be able to order a taxi for me and her response was puzzling: she said that she would, and that if I needed to cancel the taxi I would have to let her know.

Why on earth would I need to cancel the taxi, I thought?

This was a standard in and out appointment that would take the bog standard forty five minutes, and then on to the next appointment at another similar office building. I was good at keeping time over the course of my working, I prided myself on my efficient scheduling which pleased both my employer and made me happy as I knew I would always be able to finish work as planned and then get on with my life outside of work – everyone a winner!

What could possibly be up?

Anyway, I told Janet that it was fine if I had to contact her to cancel the taxi, but I really didn’t see it happening.

Then something happened that absolutely shocked me, and I mean shocked me. Janet said that I would have to deal with the consequences if I didn’t, and I might want to think about how it wasn’t always going to be possible to get my own way.

I couldn’t believe it, I was so taken aback.

Ever been so shocked by something you can’t get your words out and just kind of mumble, nod, and move on almost as if the thing that just happened didn’t actually happen?

Yeah, that was me in this situation, shocked into a kind of bewildered befuddlement.

I nodded, said sure, and walked away from Janet.

Well, I guess she’s having a bad day to be so out of character and frankly rude, I thought.

We all have bad days, but this seemed different, I thought. 

Walking away from that undeniably weird moment with my head kind of in a spin and an unexplainable, and sort of worrying line of sweat dripping down my back, I paused to get a grip of myself and looked for the area of the foyer where the escalators were located.

I walked over to this area and soon got back into my confident stride.

There was something about being in the work environment that made me get my head in gear and my focus on point, irrespective of any weird moment or curve ball thrown in my direction.

I began to power walk over to the frontage of the escalator and took my place alongside the people waiting to get into the vertical shaft metallic cabinet that would take them to their floor of business.

After a bit of an extended wait (there seemed to be a slow down on floor six, and I was going to the seventh) the lift doors all opened in unison and a bunch of people walked out and continued with their days.

I was left with a choice of escalators and walked into the middle one – perhaps a legacy of my love of the programme Eggheads, a reasonably proficient British quiz show where a team of nerds battle it out with amateur quizzers for a moderate prize, with one of the show’s catchphrases being to pick the answer in the middle when unsure of the answer.

The middle escalator soon filled up and people all took their turn in selecting their floor. Since childhood I had always enjoyed using escalators, I’m not sure why maybe it was to do with madcap antics that tend to occur in them in television shows for children?

Well, not much was happening in this lift I can tell you. Just people on their smartphones, thumbs bouncing around the screens accessing emails, social media, sports news, current affairs, you name it.

Couldn’t people just put their phones away for a single moment during the day, I wondered.

I felt my phone buzz in my pocket but out of principle I just left it in there unlooked at and untouched. My eyes wandered around the various people in the lift and didn’t report much back to my brain others that the mobile phone observation and a seemingly uniform taste for white plastic boxes with a sandwich and a piece or two of fruit inside.

Oh what excitement, I thought, chuckling to myself at how boring they were.

Maybe they were exciting sandwiches, but I doubted it.

Probably just awful generic fillings, I groaned internally.

Then suddenly, PING, I was at my floor. Time to get business sorted out, I thought.

Little did I know it was business that was going to sort me out this time.


CHAPTER TWO

I walked out of the elevator and towards the office. As I walked in I was a bit taken aback, there was a hush to the large open plan room that wouldn’t normally be the case.

I also couldn’t help but notice that as I was walking towards the manager’s office people were looking at me a bit different.

Oh well, probably a grumpy Monday, I thought.

I walked into the manager’s office and was taken aback.

Where was Stevey?

And who was this woman, seemingly in his place?

Let me take a moment to describe her. Long dark brown hair, shiny and silky. Beautiful face, plump lips. Large, mountainous almost, breasts just desperate to burst out of their tight white shirt. A tight, small waist just above a set of hips that would happily knock many a man or woman to the floor with their power.

I found myself almost visibly drooling, I was totally in this woman’s control and she hadn’t even said a word.

“Right, you can stop staring for a start,” Suzanne said. “Things are a little different round here now. I’ve checked the schedule and I can see you are late. Well, this will be the first and last time you show up late to a scheduled meeting, let me tell you.”

I was astonished by what I was hearing.

The previous manager Stevey had been a real bloke’s bloke, bit of banter and then bang out the work in twenty minutes.

This was different.

Suzanne, who was at least my height, walked out from behind her desk and I could help but notice her large, muscular bottom packed tight into her pinstriped suit trousers. I could feel my dick harden in my pants and felt a flush of embarrassment redden my cheeks.

“Oh for God’s sake, control yourself you moron,” Suzanne said.

She walked up to me and stood in front of me, way too close to be appropriate but I just felt powerless to do anything to stop her.

“Now, I’m the new boss here and had you been on time you would have witnessed what I laid out at my new meeting,” She said, firmly. “And you would have seen what I do to people who don’t fall immediately into line. Go ahead, have a look.”

She pointed her manicured fingers towards the window in her office that looked out onto the open plan area.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

A man, I think it was Peterson, was shuffling along the office floor towards the photocopier with his trousers and pants down around his ankles.

And even more shockingly, as if that wasn’t enough, I could see that his ass cheeks were both red!

Looking around, I could see a mixture of mirth and nervousness amongst the other people in the office.

The nervousness seemed to be from the men, the mirth largely from the women.

As Peterson walked past Mandy (the office flirt), I witnessed her grab him around his cock and give him a quick slap on his ass before pushing him onwards towards the copier.

This was scandalous!

“Now do you have an idea about how things are going to be around here from now on?” Suzanne said, clearly noticing how shocked I was.

All I could do was nod my head, totally shocked, undeniably turned on, but also wondering what would happen to me now.

If Peterson had been punished and was being humiliated like this, what would I face for being late and clearly annoying this utterly stunning and powerful woman?

“Answer me, boy,” Suzanne said, her voice definitely raised and totally unimpressed.

“Y-y-y-yes,” I said.

I was still in shock and kept casting a worried glance towards Peterson who was now bent over the photocopier and surrounded by a group of six women (all of whom I had inappropriately flirted with at previous visits and work nights out) who were taking turns to spank him, spread his cheeks wide open as they took photos on their mobiles.

This couldn’t be right, this was a violation, and I was going to say something.

“Wait,” I said. “This isn’t going to wash with me. I have rights.”

I spoke as authoritatively as I could, but I must have sounded utterly hopeless and pathetic.

Then suddenly, I found myself on the floor, flat on my back.

Suzanne clearly had self-defence training, and probably some MMA skills too.

She dropped herself down on me, winding me a little.

I looked up and saw her immensely powerful thighs either side of my head, her crotch right in my eyeline. I felt totally emasculated, in pain, but also had a raging hard on.

I was worried I might even cum in my pants.

“Listen here you shit, this is how it is now for you,” Suzanne said, angry but also laughing as he reached her hand around and grabbed my stiff dick through my trousers.

“Well, you’re clearly not that unhappy with the new set up, although to be honest if this is the biggest this little thing goes I might have to give you a different role in the office,” She raged. “Do you even qualify as a man with such a small dicklet?”

Suzanne briefly lifted herself off me before dropping back and grinding her pussy into my face over and over.

“Listen well, bitch, you are under my command now, I run this ship, you do as I say, when I say, and how I say, is that understood you little worm?” She said, her voice a mixture of control, anger, and mischief.

I mumbled and tried to say yes, nodded my head, tried to do anything I could to get some air.

“Good, I’ll take that as a yes.,” She laughed. “Now, we’re going to have to show the rest of the team how you have willingly fallen into line. First get up and get these fucking clothes off, all of them, come on, quickly, don’t make things worse for yourself.”

I stood up and removed my clothes, utterly humiliated as I took off my briefs to reveal my hard-on bouncing up and down, a little precum leaking out.

“Move those hands away, I want to see this little worm dance for me,” Suzanne said. “Oh dear, that is smaller than I thought. You’re a proper little small cocked loser aren’t you? I said: aren’t you?”

“Y-y-y-y-yes,” I stuttered.

“What are you? Speak up!” Suzanne demanded.

“I’m a small cocked loser, please, please, don’t make me go out there like this,” I said, totally helpless and knowing full well that my please would fall on deaf ears.

“No chance, right, that’s it, you’re pissing me off, get out there now,” Suzanne said.

With that, she grabbed me by my arm, put a slight twist on it, and pushed me out.

I literally couldn’t stop her if I tried, I could tell she had the power and skill to do anything she wanted to me and with that I was frogmarched out into the main office area, dick pointing forwards, my legs trembling in fear and my head down, terrified of looking anyone in the eye.

I knew that some people in the office would be loving this, seeing me get my comeuppance.

I could hear cheers and jeers, catcalls and whistles, as I was marched around.

I felt Suzanne grab the back of my neck and lift my head upwards.

“Look at every single one of them,” she said. “Look at them and watch as they film you, mock you, laugh at your weedy body and tiny pin dick. Now stand up straight with your hands on your head.”

With that, Suzanne stopped walking me around and everyone in the office gathered around us in a circle.

I could feel everyone’s eyes on me, an excited, almost feverish atmosphere.

The looks on people’s faces were gleeful, they knew what was coming having already witnessed Peterson’s fate earlier that day.

“Now, everyone, this little – and you can see exactly why I am calling him little – loser was late today, and we all know that under my new regime this kind of behaviour will not be tolerated, don’t we?” Suzanne said, taking delight in slapping my dick as she talked.

She was alternating the slapping of my boner with spanking my bare bottom.

“Now, Peterson fell into line quickly, barely a protest from that sissy,” Suzanne said. “But this one, he actually tried to resist in my office just now, can you believe that? And for that he is going to get extra punishment, he is going to no longer be working as a salesperson on the road, he is going to be my personal assistant, doing my bidding around the office. He is going to be humiliated every single day, forced to perform the most degrading displays just for my amusement. Of course, he will also be there for you to expose, punish, and fondle at your will too. Remember what I said, I want an energised workforce. So if anyone wants to release some tension, and you think you want to push it the extra mile, call this little wimp over and let him have it!”

I gulped, feeling terrified, confused, and I guess even a little intrigued.

There was a roar of approval from the women.

“Make him dance for us!” One of them, a sexy, curvy forty year old admin officer called Nic called out.

This suggestion seemed to go down well as several others repeated the call. I wasn’t sure I could cope with this and looked at Suzanne, my eyes pleading with her to spare me.

No chance.

“You heard them, boy, shake that booty for us!” Suzanne slapped my ass and pushed my out into the centre of the circle.

The chants went up and everyone began clapping in time as I nervously began to dance.

“I said shake that little ass!” Suzanne said, clearly displeased with my efforts. “For God’s sake, get on the floor, on your hands and knees and get that thing popping like a little slut. Do it or you’ll regret it!”

I sensed she wasn’t kidding and got on my hands and knees and began shaking my bottom, flexing it up and down in time to the clapping.

The room was ablaze with cheers and whooping.

“Right girls, get stuck in to him,” Suzanne said.

And within seconds the women closed in on me and I could feel myself being grabbed, poked, jerked, wanked, pinched, spat on, nipple twisted, hair pulled, by horny women determined to humiliate and own me.

Within seconds I could feel myself cumming, my hot semen spirting out like a rocket onto the arm of Nic, the woman who had asked for the dance.

“You little gimp, only took a minute,” Nic said. “Now eat it! Eat your stringy cum off me right this second. Kath, film it, let’s have a record of what a cum eating sissy we’ve got in the office.”

Totally panicked, totally in the control of these women, I did what I told, licking up and swallowing every little bit of my explosion.

I had never felt so humiliated, so totally degraded.

“Good, good, well done, we’ll make a pet of you yet,” Suzanne said. “Now, get up and come with me.”

As I walked away from the frenzy, I couldn’t believe what had happened – it was the kind of thing I had fantasized about late at night, but to have it happen in reality was just surreal.

I didn’t know if I could cope with any more of that kind of thing.

I also couldn’t believe how Suzanne was able to rationalise it all to me, how calm she was, even how caring in a funny way.

Suzanne told me that I could work the rest of the day in her office, just sorting through various spreadsheets. The only catch was that I was to wear a pair of panties that she pulled out of her desk draw. They were bright pink, had a high cut on the thighs, and were scandalously tiny, even for my small dick.

At the end of the day, she put me over her lap and spanked me solidly for ten minutes, causing me to cry out in pain towards the end.

“Now, stand up, pull yourself together and go home for the day,” Suzanne said. “I think this might work out between us, and I know you need this job. I want you in early tomorrow, and I will be emailing you some instructions.”

I was exhausted, my bottom on fire, and I quietly put my clothes back on and left as quickly as I could, my head spinning at what had happened.

CHAPTER THREE

I guess you have been in this exact situation too, but there is nothing worse than walking down the street and feeling that unmistakable prang of pain that you just know for sure is being caused by a little tiny stone that has made its way into your shoe.

It’s such a dilemma and gnawing pain in the butt.

Do you stop, attempt to remove your shoe without your socket foot touching the potentially damp, dirty, or even wet ground?

Do you persevere with the pain and keep on trucking, the pain getting worse the further you walk – and what if you are nowhere near your destination?

Are there any other alternatives to the two afore listed possible solutions?

None that I can think of, and that’s why I always bite the bullet and remove my shoe.

I have become highly adept at balancing on one foot while I carefully place my removed shoe on a safe spot of the road or a nearby wall. I am then able to use my core strength to balance effectively while I locate the small stone that is causing me pain on my journey.

Anyway, the reason I bring this up is that I believe it acts like a kind of metaphor for the itch that you just cannot scratch (which, yes, I am aware makes this me explaining one metaphor with another.)

Of course, it’s clear that this is quite a trivial situation in truth because after all, if your foot touches the floor and gets a bit damp then so what right?

But in my experience it was proving to be highly beneficial to admit to the truth of the situation and letting that take you where it takes you. The moral of the story being, if you feel a stone in your shoe, take it out and let yourself feel good. 

Anyway, I walked over to my white kitchen unit that housed my snacks and cereals.  

I opened the door and was struck by how smoothly it moved. Fair play to the landlord, he had paid the extra little bit required to add that touch of quality to the property.

I recalled when I moved in that he had explained at some length and with a great and almost tangible sense of pride that he had appeared on Homes Under The Hammer, a cult daytime property show where the show’s presenters followed the journey of a property that had been auctioned, purchased, renovated and then either sold or placed on the rental market.

My landlord had developed something of a cult reputation on this show by appearing in excess of six times over the course of the last five years. He told me he was on first name terms with the presenters and had even gone out for a few beers and a bite to eat with them on a couple of occasions.

But what impressed me most was not the fact he was a cult figure of a cult daytime television show (a cult within a cult – hipsters would cream their pants at such rare exclusivity and niche appeal!) but that he was an honest landlord who put effort into his properties both in terms of the initial installation and then from the point of view of regular and consistent upkeep.

Of course, this meant that he wasn’t exactly giving his properties away on this competitive rental market.

Far from it, he actually charged slightly above the median level, but I didn’t mind as with finishing touches such as the cupboards in the bathroom having the slow close function, and the plastering work being so smooth an individual could eat a meal off it (a daft and unrealistic scenario, but you get my point).

Anyway, it was nice to have a nice place.

I always felt an attraction to the nicer things, a thrill from luxury if you will.

CHAPTER FOUR

Ever had one of those damned annoying flu or cold hybrid illnesses that you just cannot shift for love nor money? You know the kind, you take the hot Lemplax extra strength powder drink or capsule (actually the drink is way more effective for what it is worth, it’s the hot water that helps believe it or not) and you take your multi vitamins and extra super cold boosting tablets but to no avail and by the time bed time rolls around again you feel as rough as you did first thing.

Well, I could feel one of those coming along at a most inopportune time and decided to strike first and take immediate action with a course of flu tablets, the afore mentioned Lemsip drink, and a hot water bottle (don’t laugh, it works!).

I knew I couldn’t afford to be laid up in bed so decided to nip this pesky ailment in the bud so to speak. Because as I stated just now, no one wants one of those colds that just won’t shift.

Anyway, I walked into the pharmacy, or chemist as it is called in the United Kingdom, and purchased my required hit list of crack items designed to kick this potential week ruining cold into touch.  

There was a queue four customers deep, I guess it was that time of year when many people where coming down with illness, and I felt a bit annoyed at how slowly and ponderously the customer service assistant was moving from the front facing till area to the rear room to pick up the various assortment of medicines and cures.

Some people will tell you that big pharma has a lot to answer for, and you won’t hear too many complaints from me, but when it comes to zapping a cold it’s got to be a visit to the chemist, no matter how slow the staff are moving.

Ideal situation of course is that society adapts to natural living, but until that point I’m not averse to sorting health out via the odd pill here and there.

Anyway, finally I got served and I scooted right home to begin my pharmaceutically aided return to perfect health – which was vital so as to not spoil my situation. 

So I stood in front of the bathroom mirror and opened my mouth, making an ‘aaaaaarrrgh-aaaaah-aaaaah’ noise at the same time. I was analysing my teeth as the last time I visited the dentist I had a decent if unspectacular assessment that led to me being sent for a visit to the dental hygienist in order to remedy one or two instances of plaque.

The visit had been fine, if occasionally a bit on the painful side (moderate pain you understand, nothing too drastic), but what it had done was educated me on the benefits of regular flossing.

Some people will tell you that they floss after every meal.

Now while this is admirable and undoubtedly has its advantages, personally I would always find that a bit too much of an imposition time and convenience wise to my routine.

So for me my floss schedule is after I brush my teeth before bed time. And here I was, looking into the LED light mirror that took its place above my bathroom sink and analysing my set of (nearly) perfect pearly whites.

I took the floss (an expanding, mint flavoured variety) from out of the cupboard and began the process.

I must admit I enjoyed it, it was highly satisfying and left a great taste in my mouth.

Of course, it was important to ensure my long term dental hygiene because who wants to be losing teeth and having a bad case of halitosis aka stink breath?

And of course I knew that presentation was important in my situation, everything had to be right otherwise it would be seized upon of course. I spent the usual three or four minutes completing my floss and did a quick inspection.

The outcome?

Looking good.

I had a long day ahead tomorrow so was happy to go to bed feeling as confident and relaxed as possible. 

Feeling tired, no scratch that – exhausted, I began to get ready for bed. After brushing my teeth with my trusty electric toothbrush and washing my face with a nice organic cruelty free soap I walked into my bedroom and picked up my iPhone, inserted my Bluetooth headphones and pressed play on my favourite podcast.

It was a podcast presented by three American men who liked to talk about true crime cases, mostly in the U S of A but sometimes expanding into south America. They would present the podcast in a very jovial style, lots of jokes and on going banter between them that really made you, the listener, feel like you knew them on a personal level.

Maybe it was a cynical marketing ploy to engender customer loyalty to get the podcast listens that would drive their now pretty impressive sponsorship deals?

I honestly didn’t think it was though, because even back in the early episodes when they were total unknowns it was clear that they all had a lot of love and respect for each other, a real chemistry that came across as you listened to them.

I say they were jovial, and that is true, but they also made sure to go really in depth in their podcasts. Every little detail about the true crime case, often a serial killer, would be looked at, discussed, and debated. It made for a fascinating hour and ten minutes, served up on a weekly basis.

Honestly if there was a job that required an individual to listen to podcasts every day then I would sign up for it for sure. Who knows, maybe one day there will be?

Anyway, this week was a podcast I’d been looking forward to for a long time, the case of a supposedly potentially still active serial killer who operated across various south American countries. The intro was chilling to say the least, how could such evil exist unknown to the authorities?

The alleged person responsible for over one hundred and fifty murders was still roaming around. It boggled my mind at how this person could be going undetected for such a long period of time.

I guess what catches most serial killers is ego, maybe this one was a soulless killing machine who in search of perfection had studied how to ditch the ego, the super id?

Would we ever know?

Really makes you think, doesn’t it?

Well, that was the intro but sadly I never got to listen to the rest on that evening because as I was so tired I could feel myself drifting off before the main part of the show had even begun.

But could you blame me for being so exhausted?

And of course I knew that there was more to come.

Maybe the late night podcast listening would have to take a back seat for a while at least?


CHAPTER FIVE

I arrived at the office early as instructed. In actual fact, I arrived half an hour before Suzanne had instructed me to be there. I was really scared of what might happen today.

Ever since the first day with Suzanne as the new boss, each day had been a blaze of spankings in her office, humiliating walks through the main office area with the various women grabbing me, calling me names, making me do the most embarrassing things imaginable just for their amusement.

As I explained before, by the time the weekend came I was totally wiped out.

But yet I knew full well that I would be back at work on Monday ready to go through it all again.

Sure, I could look for another job but for one I needed a constant source of income and deep down I knew that this new situation was doing something to me that I could not resist.

I was becoming a true office sissy boi.

But as I say, I was scared about what I might face this week.

I was still new to all this and I felt like there was more degradation and punishment to come.

I wasn’t wrong.


CHAPTER SIX

“On time today,” Suzanne said, looking me up and down judgementally.

She walked from the desk over towards the large chaise longue she had had installed in the office; it was red satin and ornate, a luxury piece of furniture for an all powerful ruler of her kingdom.

Suzanne sat down on the chaise and told me to come over to her.

“Crawl, boy!” She admonished me, her face turning red with anger.

I immediately go on all fours and crawled over to her.

“Now,” She said, “What I want from now on is for you to arrive in the office in your daily uniform. No more turning up in your old work clothes and getting changed in here. Got it?”

“Yes, mistress,” I said.

I kept my head down, my back straight, aware that any poor posture would be seized upon and potentially could lead to punishment.

“Now, your task this morning my little slut,” Suzanne said, a wicked grin crossing her mouth. “Your task this morning will be to accompany me to a meeting in HR. They’ve got a new manager who is keen on adapting the company to fit my ideals and they want to talk to me – and by extension you – about the potential changes. I want them to see you at your absolute slutty, pathetic, sissy best of course. What do you think you should wear?”

I knew that I would be judged on my answer and was fearful of saying the wrong thing.

Should I go super slutty?

Or seeing as it was HR should I be more professional?

I really didn’t know what to say.

“Hurry up, answer me you little maggot,” Suzanne said, clearly not in the mood for any dithering.

She was irritated, I could tell.

“How about a pair of smart, elegant, black lace knickers, a black lace bra, and over that a silk top?” I said, nervous but hopeful that I had found a decent balance between sissy humiliation and something at least a little classy.

After a brief pause, Suzanne answered.

“Well,” She said, “That’s not a bad effort. Not bad at all. Right, get yourself into the closet and come out in full uniform. And by the way, as a way of really impressing her and sealing the deal, we’ll both be walking out to the car park to greet her on her arrival this morning. It’s a sunny day, so I see no reason why this meeting shouldn’t happen out in the office garden. You don’t have any objections I take it?”

I knew better than to even hint at disobedience and turned and crawled as quickly as I could into the large walk in closet that Suzanne had had installed within two days of starting in her role.


CHAPTER SEVEN

In the elevator down to the ground floor to meet the HR manager, it struck me that I was only moments away from being exposed outside of my floor for the first time.

Who would be there to witness this?

It was prime work arrival time and the car park would be busy with workers arriving for the day. I felt my cock stiffening and put my hands down to adjust it to make sure that there were no embarrassing wardrobe malfunctions.

“Good,” Suzanne said, “You make sure to keep that little worm tightly packed in there until I say otherwise. There’ll probably be lots of big burly men arriving for work, you wouldn’t want them seeing your little clitty would you? Or… would you?”

I didn’t know how to answer the question, so made the mistake of looking down, embarrassed, and making a non-committal gesture with my head.

“Answer me, maggot,” Suzanne said, roughly grabbing me and turning me around. “Looks like you need a quick spanking to get you on your most obedient form. The last thing I need is you letting me down in front of Janet Proust.”

And with that, I stood there with my hands on the elevator mirror and took my spanking.

I could tell that Suzanne meant it, this was important to her and her spanks were hard and fast.

I made doubly sure to thank her for each one and keep my bottom presented as well as possible throughout.

“Good, good, much better, nearly there now,” Suzanne said as she continued to bring her large, flat hand down on my bottom, my panties down round my ankles.

The elevator got to the ground floor and I heard the door open.

Surely this would mean that Suzanne would bring the spanking to an end?

I felt my face flush with complete humiliation as I looked into the mirror and saw a group of smirking women, a couple from my floor, standing attentively waiting to get in.

“Nearly done with this prat,” Suzanne said addressing the group. “Right, there we are.”

She pulled my panties back up and frog marched me out past the crowd who made way for us.

I could hear them laughing as we walked away and bowed my head.

This felt like the first day all over again, and I knew worse was to come.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Janet Proust’s large BMW saloon pulled up and Suzanne gave me a look that said that this was it, this was not a time to let her down. I felt a surge of adrenalin and knew that this was as much up to me as it was to Suzanne.

I felt a part of things in a way I never had before.

Janet got out of her car and looked at Suzanne and me, surprised but clearly impressed.

“Well, good morning both,” she said.

I looked at her.

A stunning woman, albeit in a different sense to Suzanne.

Janet was in her forties, considerably shorter than Suzanne, but no less impressive in her physical appearance. She was wearing her gym clothes, ready for an early morning workout at the company gym suite. Her yoga pants hugged her shapely thighs and left nothing to the imagination around her pussy, clearly riding up inside her.

Her pink workout top clung tightly to her significant breasts, both nipples protruding through, hard and proud.

Janet’s face had a classy, well maintained beauty to it, her platinum blonde hair immaculate.

But I knew I had to act quick, any hesitation would not go down well with either Janet or indeed Suzanne.

I walked over to Janet and curtseyed, making sure to lift my silk top up at the sides as I did.

This revealed my midriff and fully exposed my panties.

“Mrs Proust,” I said, “Please accept my presence as your committed workplace sissy boy. I hope that I can do Mistress Suzanne proud and show to you what the true place in the workforce for men should be.”

“Well, you do have him well trained,” Janet said, looking at Suzanne.

“Yes, and there’s more to come, far more,” Suzanne said. “Seeing as it’s a sunny day, why don’t we go to the relaxation garden and have our meeting outdoors?”

Janet nodded and with that we all walked through the car park – I say walked, I crawled at Suzanne’s side of course – and the real action began in earnest.

It was a warm day and despite it being early in the morning, the relaxation garden was fairly busy. As well as Suzanne, Janet and me, there was a group of women doing yoga.

I hoped that they would be into their moment enough to not notice us, but I suspected that this was a hopelessly unrealistic wish.

“Right, Janet, let’s get down to business. You know that I want to bring in a new company wide regime in terms of how beta men are treated,” Suzanne said. “Well, this little worm agrees that the best way forward is to follow my plan.”

That was my cue.

Suzanne had given me a statement to memorize and read out.

Following her instruction, I climbed on top of the wooden table and got on my knees.

I looked over to Suzanne who nodded to signal that I should begin my statement, and it went like this:

Janet, please allow me to explain how working under Suzanne has helped me to realise that the way forward for this company is for men to be subservient to women, to obey their every command, and to accept their role as little sissy bois. Since Suzanne took charge, I have had the pleasure of wearing a far more suitable work uniform of selected panties and bras that remind me of my place in the world as source of entertainment and stress relief for my female colleagues. My new role requires me to complete my normal administrative tasks but also be ready to provide entertainment and obedience at a moment’s notice. Please accept my bottom as a gift to you now, to do with as you will.

With that, I turned around and leant forward, sticking my frilly pantied bottom up in the air for Janet to inspect and do with as she wished.

I looked at Suzanne, sitting directly in front of me, and saw that she was pleased with my statement. I couldn’t help but look towards her tight trousers and how they clung to her thighs and her pussy.

I knew that this would be noticed and no doubt brought up later, probably leading to a punishment, but on this occasion I didn’t care and thought I had earned a little slack.  

“Wow, I continue to be impressed Suzanne, you have clearly brought this reprobate up to speed,” Janet said. “But it’s all very well talking the talk, I want to see if he can walk the sissy walk.”

“Go on,” Suzanne said. “I am sure he can match your expectations.”

“We’ll see,” Janet replied, clearly rising to the challenge.

I felt Janet lean over and pull off my camisole and my bra, and then pull my knickers right up into my cheeks, up and down, in and out, doing it with such force that she was actually lifting me off my knees.

“Hahaha,” Janet proclaimed, “Listen to me you sad little excuse for a man. I want you to get down off this table, mince your way over to the yoga group and offer your face for their sweaty bottoms and pussies to sit on for as long as they please. Do you understand?”

“Y-y-y-yes,” I said, my heart racing.

“Well what are you waiting for?” Janet roared.

And with that, I felt Suzanne grab me by the ear and begin marching me over to the group of women. I cursed myself for hesitating, one of Suzanne’s pet hates that I had learned, via several spankings, that she simply did not tolerate.

The women turned around and stopped their yoga as we arrived.

“Announce yourself,” Janet said. “And make it extra humiliating if you want to avoid extra punishment!”

“Please, p-p-p-please, accept my service, ladies,” I said, my voice trembling. “I am your sissy boi with a little hard clitty and eager tongue. I am a panty boi who’s role at this workplace is to serve and satisfy my female superiors at all times.”

And out of instinct, it totally felt like the right thing to do, I walked into the centre of the yoga area and lay down on the grass, pulled my panties down and stuck my tongue out and held it in a stiff upward position.

The women began to giggle and laugh.

“Ladies, enjoy yourselves,” Suzanne said. “Whatever you feel like, he is here for you, don’t be shy.”

An Amazonian woman called Naomi walked forward first.

She was at least six foot, mixed race, and had a curvy, strong body that I had noticed from the days before I became the office sissy.

Back in the day I had imagined putting her over my knee and spanking her bottom before watching her twerk for me, but now it was clear that I would be totally under her control and any spanking or butt shaking would be mine, not hers.

Naomi smiled and dropped full weight on to my stomach, winding me slightly.

She laughed and moved her hips either side of my head.

She crushed me, laughing as she did it.

“Now smell my sweaty pussy and tell me you love it,” Naomi laughed, grinding her yoga pants into my nose and mouth.

“I l-l-love your pussy, please give me more, I love the smell, please,” I said. “Use me as you wish.”

Naomi then spent the next ten minutes bouncing and grinding on my face, turning around and showing me her magnificent bottom. Her yoga pants came off pretty early in this and I soon felt the full force of her cumming hard, grinding for what seemed like an age until she got up and picked me up by my hair.

“Owwwwww,” I cried.

Shut it, slut,” Naomi said, clearly showing me the respect – or clear lack of respect – she felt I deserved.

Naomi threw me to another woman and I soon found myself being passed between each one, being groped, wanked, pinched, spat on.

Suddenly I was being flipped over on to my front.

I actually felt a little scared and looked to Suzanne.

“Please, Mistress, help,” I cried.

“Oh shut up wimp,” Suzanne said. “Take what’s coming your way and enjoy it too!”

I could see Suzanne and Janet exchanging looks with each other as I was hoisted onto all fours and held in position.

I felt hands all over my body and my ass cheeks spread and a sudden cold explosion of lube on my puckered hole.

“Please! Please! Help, Mistress,” I shouted, totally panicking.

Suzanne walked over to me and slapped my face.

“I said SHUT UP AND ENJOY IT!” She admonished me.

Janet approached me. She had a large black strap on attached and in place, ready to go.

I looked around and saw the various yoga women, the ones that weren’t holding me in place, had got their phones out and were holding them up, recording presumably.

And then it began, I felt Janet grab spread my cheeks and ease the bulbous dildo into my ass.

I let out a long half-grunt, half-moan.

It was uncomfortable but I couldn’t deny that there wasn’t pleasure involved also.

Janet grabbed my hair and gave it a few tugs.

She began to increase the speed at which she worked the dildo in and out of my ass. She laughed as she hooked her fingers in my nose and demanded that I squeal like a pig.

“That’s it, that’s it!” She laughed, much to the shared amusement of the group.

The pegging session went on for some time and I began to feel my legs go weak.

“Hold the slut up, I’m not done yet!” Janet shouted.

Suzanne squatted down to my eye level and grabbed my face.

“Nearly there, keep it up my little sissy slut,” She said, almost affectionately, her tone equally encouraging as it was dominant.

With this I was determined to see out the rest of the fucking I was receiving.

I began to moan louder, and with a burst of energy actually found myself pushing back against the strap on and almost riding it myself.

I couldn’t believe what I was doing, or what was happening. I must have found my g-spot because I could feel cum spurting out of my little erection.

With this, I heard cheers and Janet took it as her cue to stop.

“Well, congratulations,” Janet said. “Congratulations to you Suzanne, and congratulations to you my boy. You may be a pathetic subby sissy with a little clitty rather than a proper cock, but you have clearly embraced your role and I definitely think this new regime has potential going forward.”

With that, Janet and the yoga women walked away and left me with my mistress, my boss, and the woman I clearly was falling in love with.

Suzanne picked me up off the floor and put me across her lap.

Instead of a spanking, she gently massaged my bottom.

“Now,” Suzanne said, “You performed well. Don’t think for a second this means you won’t be getting punished for staring at my crotch earlier, but I think just for now we’ll enjoy this moment of shared success. What do you think?”

“I think I am happy to be under your control, Mistress,” I said. “Anything you want, I will do it for you. I am your office sissy after all, and I am yours to do with as you will.”

I could feel Suzanne’s hand had wandered up her lap and towards my stiffening dick.

She wanked me slowly and gently before lifting her hand up to my mouth and gently fingering her cum covered fingers in and out of my mouth.

“There we go little maggot, eat your cummies for your boss and protector,” Suzanne said, lovingly, with just a hint of firmness.

I was in heaven! I could only imagine what would happen next in my new world as a full time office sissy to the incredible Mistress Suzanne.
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A few minutes later I became conscious of women close to me, standing behind me, their presence in my personal space.

I don’t know how I knew, but…

My stomach flipped.

I felt nervous.

I put my Android handset down and looked over my shoulder to see the two women who had come in previously and given me those funny stares.

It was obvious right at the get go that my initial assessment of them was correct, two powerful and well heeled women in their late thirties or early forties, absolutely perfectly made up and immaculately presented.

The women clearly had bombastic figures, and both must have been at least five foot ten, their luscious hair coming to beneath shoulder length.

My eyes continued downwards and saw that one of them had what could only be described as enormous, succulent titties that would be unmissable from a across a motorway as they pointed straight out, loud and most definitely proud.

The other woman had more petit breasts, but I could see that her nipples were rock hard and penetrating through her expensive looking silk shirt.

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

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

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

Wrong.

Busted!

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

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

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

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

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

But what were their motives?

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

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

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

I kind of felt dizzy?

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

Oh no.

Oh no.

Oh no.

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

I couldn’t believe it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh God.

What the hell-

What was I meant to-

I couldn’t possibly… could I…

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

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

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

“Y-y-y—yes,” I stuttered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

It looked like I was pleasing them.

But what did that mean for me going forwards?

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

Stella and Jen began laughing.

Wicked, dominant, mocking laughter.

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

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

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

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

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

I couldn’t believe what I was saying.

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

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

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

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

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

I knew this would only end one way.

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

I groaned.

I bucked my hips, squirming on the seat as I did.

I just wasn’t able to control myself, my little dick was pumping out hot cum into my panties and into my new mistress’s hand.

I tried to stop myself, but my entire body began to move to her rhythm as my dick emptied itself. I had to support myself from collapsing on to the table such was the rush of semen and sexual excitement.

The women laughed and gave each other knowing looks.

Jen removed her hand from my panties and pushed her fingers into my mouth.

“Lick it all up, clean your sissy juice off my fingers, boy,” She said.

Stella stood up and Jen followed suit.

“Here is my number, I expect a call very soon,” Stella said, placing a card down on the table.

Exhausted, utterly degraded, I knew that I would be following her order and forwarding my details to her just as soon as I regained any kind of composure.

I watched as the two women, my new owners, walked out of the café.

What on earth had I let myself in for?

I would soon find out.

-END OF PREVIEW-
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