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-TO COME-

‘Show me, show me exactly what you are,’ She said. ‘You’ve got three seconds or I’ll rip them down myself and march you right out of this cubicle and across the shop floor to the security guards.’

I knew I had to do it now, I was all out of options. Not that I ever really had any in truth, but the starkness of the situation was clear and evident to me. And, again, despite knowing that I could possibly make a run for it, there was just something stopping me. It was like I knew this was right, that what appeared to be playing out here was destiny.

‘Well, well, well, hello sissy boy,’ She said as I pulled my trousers down to my ankles and stepped out of them, quickly covering up my panty-clad crotch. ‘No, no, no, sissies don’t cover themselves up in front of their Mistress. Move those hands right this second!’

I hesitated and before I knew what was happening, Tabitha was slapping my hands away, before then delivering a slap right across my face, shocking me into obedience.

‘Rule number one, you never, ever disobey your Mistress,’ She said, pushing me back against the wall and placing her knee up against my crotch, making me aware of her threat. ‘So, it looks like we’ll have to begin your training very much from square one. Hold still.’

‘Well, I can see from your wimpy body that you’re definitely not an alpha male,’ She said, running her hand over my chest, stopping at my nipples and pulling on them, twisting them a little, testing me. ‘But it does also look like there’s something going on down in those panties. Nothing major, but definitely something. Shall we have a look?’

It wasn’t a question.

Tabitha pulled the panties down, my rock hard cock springing out, throbbing, standing to attention in her presence. I felt a surge of complete humiliation and excitement as I witnessed Tabitha hold her hands up to her mouth, initially trying to stifle a giggle, but then allowing herself to burst out laughing, tossing her head back at the sight of my hard, but definitely not alpha male dick, naked and excited in her presence.

‘Well this is certainly not going to be satisfying any women,’ She said, slapping her hand across my dick, spitting at it, stepping up her treatment of me all of a sudden. ‘You’re a stupid little sissy beta, aren’t you? Is this even a real dick or is it a sissy clitty? Answer me, you little worm.’

‘It’s a sissy clitty, awwww, please, it’s a…

-END OF PREVIEW-


CHAPTER ONE

My first thought about taking a job at the warehouse of a large department store was like, cool, I’m going to be living that American dream. Working long hours, manual labour, cracking wise with the guys in the warehouse and generally experiencing blue collar life as it should be.

I mean, don’t get me wrong, it would not be forever.

No, I was working on a novel and needed the money, but didn’t want to earn it via some dull as dishwater office job. That wasn’t for me, I knew that for sure. The application process had been surprisingly convoluted, not quite the romantic ideal of showing up around the back entrance and asking for work and then being shown to my first task. No, I had to go through the various recruitment hoops, agency, then reference checks, all of that.

But, finally, here I was, my first day at Costwells Department Store.

I had set my alarm to allow plenty of time to wake up, shower and grab a bite to eat and then pick up a coffee on the way. My local café had a new bean on the grind and I was excited to try it. As it turned out, it was an insubstantial Colombian, nothing to write home about.

But, hey, you can’t win them all as they say.

I walked a couple of blocks, jumped on the subway, and within minutes I was at the store. Looking around, it seemed like there were a couple of other new starters with me. I guess as it was the holiday season soon, it made sense that extra staff were being taken on.

What with online shopping for Christmas season gifts, that kid of thing, I figured we would be busy hauling packages and picking items up from the various departments to take down to the warehouse.

Hey, it all sounded good to me.

An honest shift of work, then at night I would retreat to my apartment and continue work on my novel. I had made excellent progress recently, although I felt like there was an extra truth I needed to find in it, a certain character motivation that wasn’t quite revealing itself to me just yet. But these things could take time, I knew that.

No panic.

No rush.

I would soon be absolutely flying once I had a few days of working at Costwells under my belt. I got talking to a couple of the other people waiting. One guy called Jacob who had just graduated college in the summer and was saving money to pay for his Masters degree. He was a nice guy, his basketball scholarship had got him into a good school to study business, and now he wanted to take the next step with a masters and then maybe do a year or so in corporate before branching out with his own consultancy or something. I don’t know really, all that world was alien to me.

Sure, I’d been to university like Jacob, but the whole corporate and money making world just wasn’t that interesting. Still, I was happy for him that he was on his way to meeting his goals.

Ramona was a tough talking, full of attitude woman, a little older than me, later thirties, who was usually a masseuse on cruise ships but due to an admin error had lost out on a job that would have covered her for the next two months so was waiting for a couple of months until the cruise liner returned.

This was kind of a holding position for her, brining in some extra money in so she didn’t have to hit her savings too hard. She had a lot of sass and I had a feeling we’d get on well, Jacob too. After receiving a very long, boring, and ridiculously self-important speech from the warehouse liaison manager, a middle aged woman called Hilary, Bobbie, the warehouse supervisor, set us to our first task.

We had a room full of packages sent from various suppliers. We had to open to the packages, sort them into departmental categories and then take them up to said departments.

I mean, it was totally basic stuff, but the sheer scale of the amount of packages was actually pretty mind-blowing. It was a large, cavernous room that seemed to have been almost totally filled.

And there’s the kicker, there would be another delivery, of the exact same volume expect tomorrow.

And the next day.

And the day after that too…

Get the picture? We certainly did as we began to open, unpack, and sort. Jacob had an absolutely huge haul of things to take up to the sports department. I helped him load them up on the trolley and then manoeuvre into the industrial elevator.

Off he went.

Ramona was building up a stock of beauty and cosmetic products. Box upon box. It was surprising how heavy it all got, and being a good guy I decided to help her, although her strength was actually pretty impressive and she laughed as I stumbled around with a eight box high stack.

To be honest, it was me who needed her help, and not the other way around. We had a bit of a back and forth kind of humour going on, maybe a little flirtatious at points, but all pretty easy going. She definitely was sticking it to me about my inability to balance the boxes well, and took great pleasure in watching me fumble around with opening some of the larger packages I had been tasked with.

Apparently the underwear and lingerie department were having a bumper sales period, as to be expected, and I had been the one who had been landed with sorting through the hundreds of panties, bras, stockings and suspenders that would need to be marked as received from the supplier, organised by item, loaded and then taken up to the lingerie department.

As Ramona entered the staff elevator with her haul, I knew I was going to be in for an interesting time getting mine ready.

Frilly lacy panties…

High cut thongs…

The silkiest, reddest, most luxurious see-through panties imaginable…

Sure, the images of the women modelling them on the bundle packages were hot, of course they were. But what I couldn’t stop thinking about was what it would be like to… wear them.

I tried to keep the thought about of my head, but it kept returning. The more I handled the delicate, ultra-feminine material, the more my mind raced and my heart beat faster, and faster, and faster…

I knew it was pointless resisting. I had to try a pair on. Surely no one would know if a pair went missing? And I probably had enough time to try them on now before anyone coming back to the stock room.

I hadn’t planned for this, or even remotely considered it a possibility, but for someone who had always fantasised about wearing women’s panties, this was an opportunity I just couldn’t turn down…


CHAPTER TWO

Now I had made up my mind to give in to my panty lust, I had to choose which pair to try on and wear for the day.

The thrill was simply electric as I fondled through my options, now aware that whichever pair I chose would soon be sliding up my legs, over my rapidly stiffening dick and sitting nice and tightly on me until I got home after my shift.

I quickly settled on a pair of pink panties that were incredibly small. Even taking into consideration the fact that I didn’t exactly have a big dick, the piece of sheer pink mesh at the front was tiny, the thin elastic waistband and tiny thong at the back equally so. They were so revealing, and I knew full well that as soon as I got them on, I would feel that rush that came every time I put on a pair of panties…

Taking one final look around, closing the doors, then running over to the panties, I whipped my trousers off, took my Calvin Kleins and stuffed them in my back pocket and slid the panties on, quickly tucking my dick inside and immediately feeling like an absolute sissy boy as I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror on the opposite wall.

But, there wasn’t time for any of that right now, I would save myself for later. I pulled my work trousers back up and got back on with the packing for the lingerie department. There was still quite a lot to get through and I didn’t want to draw any suspicion to myself or the stock for that matter.

Still, as I packed up the load, I felt the adrenalin, the thrill of knowing that I was doing all this while wearing the sluttiest panties imaginable. My secret, for now anyway…

CHAPTER THREE

I took the staff elevator up to the lingerie department and began moving the boxes and packages over to the customer service desk, the logical place to put them in the absence of anyone there to tell me where to put them.

It was quiet in the department, I could see a few customers milling around, casually taking a look at the vast range of panties, stockings, suspenders, bras to fits all shapes and sizes.

It was strange to think that not one of them could ever have guessed that I was wearing the very same panties that were stocked on these aisles.

Thrilling in fact.

But, of course, that wasn’t the only thing that interested me about this situation. As I piled the boxes of merchandise up on top of one another, I began to imagine what the women would do if they knew that not only was I wearing women’s panties, probably ones not dissimilar to some that they owned and kept for slutty, super horny occasions, but I too had…

Fantasies.

There was just something about the feel of wearing a pair of extremely tiny, slutty panties. Like the kind a stripper or total bimbo would wear… I don’t know, it just made me feel an irresistible frisson of excitement, like it would take over my brain and make me way more submissive, just looking to be bossed around, told exactly what to do.

Anyway, these were just fantasies.

Right now, I had a situation developing where due to my somewhat absent minded stacking of these boxes, there appeared to be an overload of stock developing that might just end up collapsing on itself and all over the department floor.

‘What the hell is going on here!’ Came the stern, angry sounding voice form behind me. ‘You! What is going on?’

I turned around and saw a very impressively dressed, glamourous, tall woman, a little older than me but in absolutely incredibly physical shape, striding towards me in a smart blue blazer, sizeable titties bouncing around in her white blouse, and powerful, long legs bursting out of her knee length black skirt.

I guess if I was wondering where the department staff where, here was my answer…

I tried to fumble out some kind of answer, but all this did was make me lose focus on the perilously high stack of boxes, and to my horror and panic I suddenly had to deal with them starting to fall on me, actually knocking me backwards and onto my ass.

Before I even had a chance to pull myself up, the woman was standing over me, her legs looking super powerful, lean, my eyes wandering up her stockinged legs and towards her panties…

‘Get your God damn eyes on my face,’ She said, crouching down and gripping me by my polo neck collar, hauling me up with a surge of power that took me by surprise. ‘You must be one of the idiot new starters. Well, I can certainly see you’ll need some proper lessons in how we do things up here in the lingerie department. I’m Miss Tabitha and you will address me as Miss, Miss Tabitha, or Madame. Got it?’

I was shocked, totally taken aback at what was going on.

But something was stopping me from calling her out. I mean, there was no way she should have been talking to me like this, or handling me like she had just done. It was totally inappropriate, people had been fired for way, way less.

And yet…

‘Yes Miss Tabitha,’ I said, my face blushing a little at the clear power dynamic that was being established.

‘Good, that’s a start,’ She said. ‘Now, pick these boxes up and bring them into the changing area with me. Come on, we don’t have all day.’

With that, she turned and began to walk behind the counter and into the changing room area, which was presumably where new stock was unpacked. I caught myself staring at her ass; toned, rounded, impressive.

‘Hurry up!’ She said, turning her head, that intimidatingly stern look back on her face, making me feel very certain that this was not a woman to mess with, not matter what. ‘Move that little ass of yours!’

CHAPTER FOUR

Miss Tabitha stood at the end of the corridor and watched my like a hawk as I stacked the packages in the corner, taking great care to balance them correctly, not build too high a pile.

I really didn’t want a repeat of what had happened earlier.

‘Okay, all finished Miss Tabitha,’ I said, nearly forgetting to add the Miss Tabitha at the end, a sudden change in her expression prompting me as I finished the sentence.

‘Well, not quite,’ She said, taking a step towards me. ‘Tell me. What are these?’

Tabitha had opened one of the packages and was holding out in front of her a black thong, presenting it with outstretched arms, turning it around, back and forth right in front of my eyes.

I blushed, hard.

I didn’t know where to look.

Mores to the point, I didn’t know how on earth to answer her.

‘Idiot, I’m asking you a very simple question,’ She said, tutting her disapproval. ‘I’ll ask again. What am I holding in my hands?’

‘Um, a pair of panties,’ I said. ‘A pair of black panties, Miss Tabitha.’

She could see how awkward I was being in answering her question, the crimson color of my face, my spluttering attempt to answer what was a highly basic question. But…

She seemed to be enjoying my discomfort too.

‘Yes, but tell me more,’ Miss Tabitha said, a wicked grin on her face. ‘What kind of panties?’

‘Um, a black thong?’ I said, my voice all over the place, my heart suddenly pounding against my chest and the face that I was wearing a pair of panties myself suddenly burning on my mind. ‘I’m sorry, I don’t see what this is, Miss Tabitha.’

Mistake.

Big mistake.

‘Boy, you’re not the one asking the questions here,’ She said. ‘You are my new underling, and you’re hear to learn how we operate in my department. No more sass or I’ll have to teach you a very different lesson. But, yes, it’s a thong. Now, one more question. Is it a thong for men, or for women? Answer me!’

‘It’s for women,’ I said, unable to maintain eye contact with Tabitha as she towered over me, fixing her stare on me with a laser-like accuracy. ‘I, um, sorry, I should head back to the stockroom-’

‘Oh no,’ She said, stepping right in front of me. ‘You’re up here now. I’ve put the call in. And the first thing we’ll be trying to work out is if you know that this is a pair of women’s panties, then why on earth are you wearing a similar pair yourself?’

I felt my world collapsing in on itself. Instinct was telling me to run, to get the hell out of there. I could get a job somewhere else, I was sure of it. No big deal. How did she know? Was she calling my bluff? So many thoughts just rampaging through my brain, but the one thing I could have done, run, I just wasn’t doing…

‘That’s it, you stay here with me and we’ll work this out,’ She said, holding the black thong right up close to my face. ‘Now, is it possible that you’re wearing women’s panties because you’re not actually a real man? Maybe you’re a… what’s the word? Sissy boy?’

I bowed my head, unable to look at her, totally finding myself bowled over my her commanding, authoritative tone, her beauty, her controlled anger. She was playing with me, and there was nothing I could do but go along with it…

‘Well, why don’t you step into the changing room with me and we’ll see exactly what I’m dealing with,’ She said, gripping my shoulder, turning me and walking me inside the changing cubicle, pulling the curtain across, ready to teach me a lesson…

CHAPTER FIVE

‘Right, first things first,’ She said. ‘Off with your polo neck, then your shoes, shocks, then, of course, your trousers.’

Wait, was she being serious?

I mean, I couldn’t, could I?

‘I’m not asking, it’s not a polite request,’ She said, her tone again moving toward the firm, commanding, and irresistible timbre. ‘We both know what’s happening here and I suggest unless you want me to call the police, you do exactly as I say.’

I took my clothes off as instructed, her eyes all over me as I stripped down, shaking her head as I hesitated on the final step… my trousers.

‘Show me, show me exactly what you are,’ She said. ‘You’ve got three seconds or I’ll rip them down myself and march you right out of this cubicle and across the shop floor to the security guards.’

I knew I had to do it now, I was all out of options. Not that I ever really had any in truth, but the starkness of the situation was clear and evident to me. And, again, despite knowing that I could possibly make a run for it, there was just something stopping me. It was like I knew this was right, that what appeared to be playing out here was destiny.

‘Well, well, well, hello sissy boy,’ She said as I pulled my trousers down to my ankles and stepped out of them, quickly covering up my panty-clad crotch. ‘No, no, no, sissies don’t cover themselves up in front of their Mistress. Move those hands right this second!’

I hesitated and before I knew what was happening, Tabitha was slapping my hands away, before then delivering a slap right across my face, shocking me into obedience.

‘Rule number one, you never, ever disobey your Mistress,’ She said, pushing me back against the wall and placing her knee up against my crotch, making me aware of her threat. ‘So, it looks like we’ll have to begin your training very much from square one. Hold still.’

Tabitha took each of my arms in turn and wrapped a stocking around each wrist before attaching the stocking to the metal rail above us. I didn’t have the option of covering myself now, my hands suspended above my head, my body on display for her, vulnerable, the ridiculous sight of me naked except for my slutty, tiny panties there to be mocked, punished, whatever Tabitha decided…

‘Well, I can see from your wimpy body that you’re definitely not an alpha male,’ She said, running her hand over my chest, stopping at my nipples and pulling on them, twisting them a little, testing me. ‘But it does also look like there’s something going on down in those panties. Nothing major, but definitely something. Shall we have a look?’

It wasn’t a question.

Tabitha pulled the panties down, my rock hard cock springing out, throbbing, standing to attention in her presence. I felt a surge of complete humiliation and excitement as I witnessed Tabitha hold her hands up to her mouth, initially trying to stifle a giggle, but then allowing herself to burst out laughing, tossing her head back at the sight of my hard, but definitely not alpha male dick, naked and excited in her presence.

‘Well this is certainly not going to be satisfying any women,’ She said, slapping her hand across my dick, spitting at it, stepping up her treatment of me all of a sudden. ‘You’re a stupid little sissy beta, aren’t you? Is this even a real dick or is it a sissy clitty? Answer me, you little worm.’

‘It’s a sissy clitty, awwww, please, it’s a tiny little sissy worm, Miss,’ I pleaded, now crying out in pain as Tabitha set to work on spanking my ass, my hands unable to cover myself up, the only option I had simply to take the punishment. ‘Awwww! Please, punish me, teach me a lesson. I’m sorry for stealing the panties! I just wanted them on my clitty. Awwwww!’

Tabitha realised now that she had broken me in. I was hers, and we both knew it. She continued to spank me, her hands also reaching around to my front and slapping my dick down.

She grew sick of my hollering and stuffed my mouth with the black thong she had presented to me earlier, the fact that my cries were now muffled meaning she could spank me harder and harder…

‘Well, for a first spanking you actually took that reasonably well,’ She said. ‘I won’t tolerate that kind of wimpy, bitch-crying next time though. Next time I’ll be expecting you to thank me for each and every spank, and then request another one. Understood?’

I agreed, nodding my head, attempting to speak with a pair of panties in my mouth not being especially easy. 

‘Now, I’ll show you what panties are meant to look like on someone,’ Tabitha said, taking a step back and slowly raising her skirt up to reveal a tiny, super high cut pair of panties underneath her smooth, clear pantyhose. ‘We’ll have to get you on a diet, make sure those legs are waxed regularly, and of course get rid of that ridiculous pubic hair, maybe leave a little thin landing strip to point down to your clitty?’

I nodded again, conscious that the sight of her showing her incredible legs and panties was making my sissy dick throb.

‘Hmmmm, looks like this is exciting for you,’ She said. ‘How about this?’

She turned around to reveal her ass, clenching and unclenching her cheeks together, dropping down into a squat position and rising again, all the time her head over her shoulder delighting in the fact that I, her tied up sissy beta boy was practically drooling at what I was witnessing…

‘That’s it, you look at me, your owner, your superior, a woman you could only ever dream of fucking,’ She laughed, stepping close to me, grinding up on my dick for barely five seconds when…

I felt my cum spurt out of my dick and onto the floor beneath. Tabitha laughed, revelling in the power she held over me, now pulling her skirt back down and untying my hands.

‘On your knees now, eat up every drop of your sissy cummies.’ She said. ‘Clean it up with your tongue, I want it spotless.’

I did as I was told, another total and complete humiliation at her hands. Once I had got it all, I remained on my hands and knees, looking up to her as she cast her glance back down on me.

‘Good, you know your position, this may not be a lost cause after all,’ She said. ‘So, are you ready and willing to serve me, accept each and every one of your sissy lessons without question, face punishment when you disappoint me, and accept your sissy rewards when you please me? Sometimes it will be punishment and pleasure at the same time. Let’s see if we can get some big dicks up on my phone screen and see how you respond… although I’m pretty sure I know the answer to that one.’

I knew this was what I needed. Without doubt, I knew that I would face difficulties, humiliations, and plenty of punishment under Miss Tabitha, but also I felt like it was the best thing for me…

‘Yes Miss Tabitha, I agree to everything,’ I said, my head bowed at her feet. ‘I want to be the best possible sissy boy I can be for you.’

And so it began. My first sissy lesson had been a tough one, and judging by the look of wicked mischief, total control, and mocking scorn on Tabitha’s face, I was about to face a whole lot more…
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-TO COME-

‘If you want these panties, you’ll need to crawl for us,’ Tanya said. ‘Wiggle that little sissy ass as you crawl around the office. Show us what a little slut you are.’

The two women took a seat on my office sofa and watched as I did as I was told, crawling around on all fours, shaking my ass as I did, totally debasing myself as I did my best to please these two cruel, powerful, but totally incredible women.

I was feeling, even in this moment that was so new, so degrading, that this was actually where I deserved to be. On the floor, naked, following instructions from two totally superior women.

‘Hmmm, now, get over here and get to work on our toes,’ Margot said, kicking off her shoes. ‘Get sucking, licking, and sniffing, show us how much you worship us.’

‘Yeah, you can imagine you’re sucking one of those big black dicks you seem so fascinated with,’ Tanya added laughing as she took her shoes off, planting her heel right on my mouth as I raised my head, my mouth open, tongue out. ‘Maybe if you progress in your training, you’ll be getting a real dick to worship. How does that sound?’

I made a muffled noise of appreciation and agreement as I found Tanya working her toes into my mouth, stretching it, pushing in deeper.

‘Okay, enough,’ Margot said, standing up and picking me to my feet, her strength impressive, her ability to command me even more so. ‘Give us your best cock hungry, sissy slut walk. Up and down the office. Show us what a clitty boy you are, and we’ll put you in your valentine panties.’

I knew I had to impress them.

One, because they were my mistresses now, there was no escaping that. I felt like it was my duty to follow their instructions, to do as I was told. The fact that they could get me fired was barely a side thought now. I was committed to being their sissy slut, living out my fantasies.

Two, I just knew I had to get into those panties. The sight of Tanya and Margot holding them up to me, the perfect motivation, the reason I had to give them what they demanded of me.

‘Sissy! Stop staring and get parading!’ Margot said, spanking my ass and sending me on my way. ‘Let all that cum hungry, beta bitch sissy out, show us who you are!’

I began to walk around the office, making sure to be as feminine and beta as I could, allowing my slender hips to work from side to side, then stepping things up by gripping on to my desk, spreading my legs and sticking my ass out, presenting it to the two alpha women as the mocked, cheered and jeered me in equal measure.

‘Spread those sissy cheeks!’ Tanya shouted, laughing as I did as I was told, showing her my pink, puckered ass hole. ‘Now twerk that booty! Imagine you’re doing it for…

-end of preview-


CHAPTER ONE

I had decided to walk home from work that afternoon, having decided to give myself a half-day.

Hey, it was Friday, it had been a long week, so sue me, right?

I made sure everyone knew I was leaving, and knew full well that many other people would do exactly the same thing in my position. Most of the other people working in my segment would be leaving early too, so what difference would a couple of extra hours make.

And, anyway, just because I was their boss didn’t mean they were suddenly incapable of looking after themselves, now did it?

They were a good group, generally speaking. It was kind of a case of poacher turned gamekeeper for me. I had started at a relatively low level, if not quite entry level because of my graduate degree. I had spent a few years just doing my thing, slacking off, not really taking the work seriously or getting involved with anything I didn’t absolutely have to. I was a bare minimum kind of guy and had annoyed many of my previous bosses and supervisors.

Then it got to a point where basically I wanted a little more money…

You know, my basic gym wasn’t quite cutting it any longer, nor was my basic cable package either. I also wanted to eat better foods, hang out at better bars, all of that kind of stuff. Go on better holidays.

The list is endless really.

But there was no way I was going to get any of this working in my job at that low level, so I decided to kind of give the impression that I had turned a new leaf, projecting the idea that I was no this kind of super-keen guy, totally involved and engaged with the work culture, and then when an opportunity for promotion arose, I would go for it and have a good chance of success.

What happened next though definitely wasn’t on the agenda.

Apparently I did so well in my interview for the minor promotion that I was actually offered a somewhat more significant jump, three levels in fact, and all of a sudden I was now the manager for the department as a whole. I mean, don’t get me wrong, it wasn’t as if I was in charge of hundred of people, far from it. But it was also a significant step up from the job I thought I was going for.

Well, I wasn’t going to say no.

Not with the financial package that they offered. It really would make a huge difference to me. My plan was to actually use the extra money, save it, and then when I had enough, go travelling for like four years or maybe use the money to live abroad permanently, get a chill beach job somewhere hot, something like that. I figured that dealing with the kind of corporate rubbish that would come my way for a couple of years would be well worth it if it meant I could ditch this life forever.

There were some definite heads being turned when it was announced that I had go the big job as part of the management shakeup…

Salty looks were heading very much in my direction from colleagues who had always been ambitious, pulled their weight, and were now shocked and appalled that I had just sauntered into the interview, doubled-down on my fast-talking show of compliance and ambition, and was now shooting up the ladder without so much as breaking a sweat in the past.

Yeah, haters definitely are going to hate, I could see where that phrase was coming from now.

But, that was up to them.

I didn’t take it personally and my main goal was actually to gain the trust of the team, seeing this as the best way of avoiding conflict, hassle, or in other words – more work for me to deal with in my new role.

The results so far had been kind of mixed...

Some people totally bought into what I was doing, who I was presenting myself as now. But the hate from the salty ones who hadn’t got the job or simply felt irritated by my rise wasn’t going anywhere it would seem.

Well, what were they going to do about it?

Not much, not much at all I figured.

So anyway, there I was walking away from work, feeling pretty chill and ready for an equally chilled out weekend. I didn’t exactly have much planned, and I figured I would probably hit the health club, have a nice steam and sauna, maybe a massage. Then, in the evening, hang out with a couple of the guys, maybe grab a couple of cold beers, nothing excessive.

Sunday?

Well I thought probably a visit to the movies, maybe grab a bit of brunch before the matinee – there was a new spot that had opened near my place that had been receiving rave reviews so it was all looking like we would go there and see for ourselves.

Well, that was the plan anyway…

Just as I was about to cross the road and hail an Uber to take me to a restaurant I had agreed to meet my friend at, it suddenly struck me.

I felt a cold, panicked flush shoot over my entire body.

I couldn’t have, could I?

There was no way in hell I had left my computer on in my office. Unlocked. With what was on the screen…

I began to rationalise the situation. Even if I had left my computer on, unattended, and the screen unlocked, no one was likely to enter my office anyway. And even then, the screen would have gone into shutdown mode anyway.

Right?

Right?

Well, I didn’t want to run the risk, and I wasn’t too far from work anyway, so I decided to take the hit and go back now. After all, it could have been worse, I could have been further way.

As it was, I would be back in the office in no time, turn off the computer (if indeed it did need turning off) and I would be back out and ready to enjoy my extended weekend in double quick time, no one would be any the wiser.

Better safe than sorry.

But as I was about to find out, not quite safe enough…

CHAPTER TWO

My mind was racing as I walked double speed back to the office. It wasn’t like I had been looking at anything graphic, but…

For some time now, and made worse by the fact I now had a private office, I had been looking at sissy oriented Tumblr pages, male humiliation captions, anything and everything that related to men wearing panties and being thoroughly and relentlessly humiliated and degraded for it…

I was wracking my brain as to whether I had logged off. Not aided by my apparent panic, I couldn’t focus my mind well enough to actually recall precisely how I had left my PC.

But there was one thing I remembered very well indeed…

The final image I had been looking at was seared into my brain. It was a favourite of mine, one I always came back to look at time after time. If I was alone at home, or even if I was in the privacy of the bathroom at work, it would often result in me masturbating hard, fast, and with the same sticky conclusion each time.

It was an image of a blonde bimbo, big titties, big booty, pressing her foot down hard on the face of a weak, panty wearing white man as a big, strong, black man stood behind her, his hands fondling her. The caption to the image?

Suck My Feet Sissy. And No Cummies Until You’ve Eaten My Bull’s Hot Spunk

It got me every single time. There was just something so powerful about the image of the sissy male, wearing nothing but a flimsy, tiny pair of panties as his mistress and her muscular, big dicked lover tower above him.

I knew this was all a fantasy, something that in truth I was quite happy to keep that way. I mean, it wasn’t really realistic to expect to be able to play it out in real life, I just wouldn’t have known where to begin. So, yeah, all of the panty stuff was simply for my personal entertainment.

All this being said, I still very much did not want even a hint of these fantasies becoming common knowledge at work. For obvious reasons. And not least because I was definitely breaking corporate rules by looking at such materials on a work PC.

I knew that if my rivals found out, they would make the absolute most of it. The consequences didn’t beat thinking about, and with that in mind I upped my pace and soon found myself breaking into a jog as I grew closer to the office.

CHAPTER THREE

I stepped out of the elevator on my floor and walked towards my office, trying not to attract attention, despite the fact that I was certainly feeling nervous, paranoid, my heart beating at a hundred beats a second.

I gave a couple of nods to some colleagues, but didn’t stop and chat either, preferring instead to simply get to my office and either breathe a sigh of relief that I had in fact logged out of my computer, or quickly get it shut down.

Either outcome would be fine at this point.

I shut the door behind me and to my horror I realised that I had indeed left my computer switched on…

And yes, it was still on that sissy Tumblr…

In a total panic, I clicked off it and was ready to turn the machine off and get the hell out of there, when the door to my office creaked open. I looked up, guilt all over my face, immediately blushing, my face feeling like it was on fire.

I saw from the looks on their faces that they knew.

‘Well, the sissy has come back to try and clear his mess,’ Tanya said, shutting the door behind her, her voice playful, but with an undeniable hint of menace. ‘Too late though, we know exactly who you are, and what you’ve been getting up to during work hours.’

I was speechless, in a blind panic.

Tanya looked at Margot and the pair burst out in laughter. Tanya and Margot were two of the women who had been very disappointed to not get my job, and to be honest they probably had every right to be pissed off. They were both smart, professional, and their work ethic put me to absolute shame.

Oh, and they were absolutely stunning too. Both of them were tall, very well put together with gym honed bodies, that perfect balance between strength, cardio, and curves that is all the rage now. In fact, I had sometimes jerked myself off to their images on Instagram as they posed for selfies together in yoga pants that left little to the imagination.

In short, they were a pair of Goddesses.

And they had me exactly where they wanted me.

CHAPTER FOUR

‘Now, how about we start as we mean to go along,’ Margot said, walking over to me, taking my hand off the PC mouse and getting the sissy Tumblr back up on screen. ‘No need to hide that, sissy. In fact, we’ll be seeing a lot more of these images.’

With that, Margot punched me in the stomach, causing me to drop down to my knees. She grabbed my hair and turned my head so that I was looking directly at the screen, the sight of the sissy in his panties, the dominant woman, the big bull behind her was thrilling as ever, but now there was the extra level added of how I was experiencing the image…

‘That’s it, you look at that little beta wimp in his panties,’ Tanya said, laughing, ripping at my shirt, tearing it off my body, her hands wandering around and pulling on my nipples. ‘Say thank you, thank me for pulling on your sissy nipples.’

I hesitated.

This was absolutely insane, I couldn’t believe what was happening...

I mean, could people outside of the office see what was happening, could they hear what Tanya and Margot were saying?

‘Answer Miss Tanya!’ Margot said, slapping my face, pulling my head back and spitting into my open mouth. ‘Sissy bitches answer their mistresses! They don’t pause, they don’t think, they do as their told!’

‘Now, do you agree to be our little sissy slut in exchange for us keeping your little secret?’ Tanya said, pulling me onto my back and unbuttoning my trousers and yanking them down, leaving me only in my pair of white Calvin Klein trunks. ‘Answer right now or we’ll drag you out there and take you up to the chief executive’s office you stupid little beta.’

I had no choice.

I knew that.

I had to accept their demands…

‘Y-y-y-yes, um, Mistress, I, um, agree to be your sissy slut,’ I said, my eyes shut tightly in the sheer humiliation at the words that were coming out of my mouth. ‘Please, don’t tell the Chief Exec, I’ll do anything.’

‘Anything?’ Margot said. ‘Well first things first then. Up on your feet and we’ll get these CK’s off. They look far too manly for a little sissy boy to be wearing.’

‘Yeah, and seeing as it’s Valentine’s day tomorrow, we’ve gone and got you a very special pair of panties to wear for us,’ Tanya added, placing her hand inside her pant suit trousers and pulling out a pair of scandalously tiny, revealing, barely-there red silky panties. ‘Now stop drooling over these and let’s see the maggot that’ll be going inside them!’

Slowly, my heart pounding, the adrenalin coursing through me, I pulled down my white trunks, my dick popping out, hard, clearly excited by the scenario that I was living in real life now, one that had been confined to fantast for so long.

Instinctively, I put my hands on my head. A show of complete submission, and something that I had often seen in the feminization and male humiliation blogs and images I had looked at.

Margot and Tanya began to laugh, pointing at my dick as it twitched, standing straight up to their attention. I felt so excited, humiliated, and still didn’t exactly know what their endgame was, exactly how far they would want to take all this.

I also knew that I wanted to be put in those red, frilly panties…

‘Well that is truly a pathetic little sissy clitty,’ Margot laughed, stepping right in front of me, slapping my dick from side to side, seeing how much I could take. ‘Do you like me laughing at it? Slapping it? Telling you what a useless little maggot dick you have?’

I couldn’t bring myself to answer, even though I knew full well that I did, that this was the most thrilling thing I had ever experienced.

Tanya stepped in and slapped my face hard, then stepped behind me and began to spank my naked ass, hard and fast, and with the skill and precision of someone who hadn’t missed a Thai boxing workout for a long time…

‘Answer Mistress Margot!’ She said, reddening my cheeks with each spank. ‘Tell her how much you enjoy being humiliated and dominated by us. Tell us what a little masturbator, sissy slut you are.’

This was getting too much for me. I could feel myself getting closer to cumming, but also knew that this would almost certainly lead to even more pain and punishment.

I had to answer Tanya, Margot, confess everything, I knew that.

‘Yes, I enjoy being humiliated by you both,’ I spluttered. ‘Please let me serve you, be your beta sissy slut, put me in panties, make me do whatever it is that please you. Please, treat me like the total wimp and sissy boy I am.’

Both Margot and Tanya burst out in laughter at my confession before Margot grabbed me by my ear and walked me around the office in a display of total control and power over me.

‘You want to wear your valentine panties, you’re going to have to work a lot harder for them,’ She said. ‘Much, much harder.’

I looked across and saw that Tanya was holding her phone in her hand, recording the action as Margot continued to march me around, naked, my body bent over, my red ass and rock hard sissy clitty on full display.

I was theirs now, and I knew that Margot was right, there was much more to come my way…

CHAPTER FIVE

‘If you want these panties, you’ll need to crawl for us,’ Tanya said. ‘Wiggle that little sissy ass as you crawl around the office. Show us what a little slut you are.’

The two women took a seat on my office sofa and watched as I did as I was told, crawling around on all fours, shaking my ass as I did, totally debasing myself as I did my best to please these two cruel, powerful, but totally incredible women.

I was feeling, even in this moment that was so new, so degrading, that this was actually where I deserved to be. On the floor, naked, following instructions from two totally superior women.

‘Hmmm, now, get over hear and get to work on our toes,’ Margot said, kicking off her shoes. ‘Get sucking, licking, and sniffing, show us how much you worship us.’

‘Yeah, you can imagine you’re sucking one of those big black dicks you seem so fascinated with,’ Tanya added laughing as she took her shoes off, planting her heel right on my mouth as I raised my head, my mouth open, tongue out. ‘Maybe if you progress in your training, you’ll be getting a real dick to worship. How does that sound?’

I made a muffled noise of appreciation and agreement as I found Tanya working her toes into my mouth, stretching it, pushing in deeper.

‘Okay, enough,’ Margot said, standing up and picking me to my feet, her strength impressive, her ability to command me even more so. ‘Give us your best cock hungry, sissy slut walk. Up and down the office. Show us what a clitty boy you are and we’ll put you in your valentine panties.’

I knew I had to impress them.

One, because they were my mistresses now, there was no escaping that. I felt like it was my duty to follow their instructions, to do as I was told. The fact that they could get me fired was barely a side thought now. I was committed to being their sissy slut, living out my fantasies.

Two, I just knew I had to get into those panties. The sight of Tanya and Margot holding them up to me, the perfect motivation, the reason I had to give them what they demanded of me.

‘Sissy! Stop staring and get parading!’ Margot said, spanking my ass and sending me on my way. ‘Let all that cum hungry, beta bitch sissy out, show us who you are!’

I began to walk around the office, making sure to be as feminine and beta as I could, allowing my slender hips to work from side to side, then stepping things up by gripping on to my desk, spreading my legs and sticking my ass out, presenting it to the two alpha women as the mocked, cheered and jeered me in equal measure.

‘Spread those sissy cheeks!’ Tanya shouted, laughing as I did as I was told, showing her my pink, puckered ass hole. ‘Now twerk that booty! Imagine you’re doing it for a room full of big black men with their monster dicks, all hard and looking for a sissy hole to use.’

With that image in mind, I began to move my ass, dropping down into a squatting position and doing my best impression of the dirtiest, most explicit lap dance.

‘Pathetic! But it’s obvious that you’ll be more than willing to do some training to get yousrslef up to standard,’ Margot cried out, standing up grabbing my ass cheeks, shaking them, parting them, then… ‘Take this, and don’t let it out!’

I moaned as Margot pushed in a fully lubed up butt plug, driving it slowly but surely right the way in, deep inside me.

‘Mmmmmph, thank you Mistress,’ I groaned, the feeling of my ass being stretched, taking in the thick plug, my muscles immediately clenching down on it, allowing it to rest snugly inside me. ‘Thank you for giving my sissy ass a present, mmmmmmph.’

The two women, my tormentors, my mistresses, laughed at the sight of me, my sissy clitty leaking a little precum, my ass stretched and filled up with a lube covered plastic dick.

‘I think it’s time,’ Margot said, looking at Tanya. ‘What do you say?’

Tanya nodded and motioned for me to stand in front of them.

‘Sissy, I want you to step into the panties,’ Tanya said, crouching down and holding the red, frilly panties at my feet, ready for me to step into them, to feel the sheer, soft material ride up my legs and then over my little dick. ‘But no mess making, don’t you dare. You only make your little cum puddle when we say. Got it?’

I nodded, but was unsure if I could live up to the promise, such was the state of my excitement right now. But there was no way I wanted to miss out on the chance to put the panties on in front of Margot and Tanya. I wanted to wear the panties, and equally as importantly I wanted to impress them, to make them happy with their sissy pet.

The panties rose up my legs, and it felt as incredible as I could have ever imagined. There was something about the fact that it was a beautiful, strict woman who was putting them on me that added an unlimited amount of thrill and completeness to the action.

‘See, that little maggot is barely a bump at the front!’ Margot laughed as the panties covered my dick with ease. ‘I can make out a little outline of it standing up to attention, but it definitely doesn’t look like a man’s junk is in there.’

I felt myself feel another rush of total humiliation. I knew what she was saying was true, a real alpha male would never accept this kind of treatment, and he certainly wouldn’t wear a pair of high cut, lacey panties for the entertainment of two women either…

‘Turn around, give us a proper look at you,’ Tanya said, laughing as I turned around three sixty degrees, the panties apparently fitting me well, emphasising my slender, feminine physique. ‘Now, come with me and have another look at that pathetic, perverted little sissy tumblr.’

The three of us stood in front of the screen, and I felt Tanya pull my panties down, over my dick, then leaving them around my lower thighs. The image of the sissy on the floor, the woman above him, the big black alpha bull behind…

It was too much…

‘Mistress, mmmmph, please, I’m going to, mmmmmph, I can’t help it,’ I stammered, my dick twitching, a string of my cum shooting out onto the desk surface, my knees going weak, my hand instinctively reaching down to my dick and jerking out the rest of my cum.

‘Slut! Eat that mess up, right this second!’ Tanya bellowed, pushing my face down onto the desk, my lips pressing down on the big pool of my own cum. ‘Lick every last drop up!’

‘We told you, sissies don’t make their slutty slime until their mistresses say!’ Margot added, grabbing my hair and rubbing my face around the cum. ‘Well, this is going to lead to a long, hard punishment, don’t you think for one second it won’t. You’ll be spending the rest of thie valentine weekend with us, tending to our every need, satisfying our every whim, and being utterly degraded and pushed to the absolute limit. Got it?’

‘Yes, sorry, thank you, I’m sorry for cumming, it was just,’ I said, before Tanya cut me off.

‘We know, the sight of the big black dick was just too exciting,’ Tanya said. ‘We’ve been following your browsing for weeks now, you stupid little slut, we just needed to wait for you to make a mistake. You’re a pathetic little beta, stupid, weak, a panty addict who was always going to let his guard slip sooner rather than later. Now, valentine sissy, finishing cleaning that beta seed up, pull your panties back up and over that maggot and get on the floor, on all fours, head down ass up, and await further instruction.’

With that, Margot and Tanya left the office, shutting the door behind them, leaving me to contemplate what the hell had just happened, and also what the heck I had coming my way from now on…

I was theirs. They knew it. I knew it. I could only wonder how long it would be before more people knew it too…

APARTMENT SISSY

Panties, Punishment & Humiliation

By Tina Majors

Sign up HERE to Tina’s Newsletter and receive a *Free Story*, plus notifications when new stories drop!

This is a taboo, hardcore story that is strictly for adults only. Reader discretion is strongly advised. All characters and events are entirely fictional and any resemblance to those living or dead is purely coincidental.

All rights reserved with the author, ©Tina Majors (2020-) and the publisher, Perfect10 Books (2020-). No unauthorised reproduction of this material is authorised. Now, quit reading the small print and get ready for some hardcore action…

CONTENTS

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

-TO COME-

‘Tell me, sissy, are you ready to serve?’ Madame Stephens asked, her hands reaching round the front of my body, tweaking my nipples, pulling them out, stretching them. I could feel her strong thighs pressed against the back of my legs, my sore ass. ‘Actually, you already agreed to it, so no need to answer. Instead, give me a sissy walk, up and down, over to the window and back.’

‘His form is decent, but needs more work,’ Nicolette said to Madame Stephen as I attempted my most feminine walk, in nothing but my scandalously flimsy thong. ‘He doesn’t know what to do with his hands, they’re restricting the view of his feminine, slender frame.’

‘Well observed,’ Madame Stephen said, stroking Nicolette’s arm. ‘Sissy! Until further notice you will walk with your hands on your head, we want to see those sissy hips and that cute little sissy ass wiggle for us.’

I did as I was told, fully aware of what a fool I was making of myself, completely subservient to both of these women, the Mistress and the Mistress-in-Training.

‘Enough, time to inspect his little thing,’ Madame Stephen said. ‘Sissy, present yourself in front of us, pull your panties down to your ankles and let that… clitty… out for us to laugh at and assess.’

The two of them simultaneously burst out in laughter and pointed at my dick as it sprung upwards, twitching, totally exposing me for the beta-dicked sissy beta we all knew, and had by now firmly established, that I was.

‘Shake your hips, let’s see that little twig flip-flop from side to side,’ Madame Stephen ordered, smiling wickedly as I obeyed her orders and further embarrassed myself for her amusement. ‘Now, sissy, do you want a treat?’

‘Don’t be rude, maggot, answer your Mistress,’ Nicolette said, slapping me across the face. ‘Tell her that you would be honoured to receive a present from her.’

I quickly apologised and confirmed that I would be grateful and humbled to be given a gift. Nicolette slapped me again, this time just as a warning for future reference.

‘Good,’ Madame Stephen said, calling out and then looking at me with a hungry, menacing grin as in through the apartment door walked a very tall and enormously built black athlete who I recognised as one of her trainers. ‘Sissy, on your knees for...’

-end of preview-


CHAPTER ONE

Who’d have thought that losing a race to a virtual stranger would have such consequences?

Well, before we get into the who, where, what and why of that, let me set the scene. I had been waiting for the moment to arrive, the first sunny Sunday of the year.

Up to that point, it had been abnormally cold…

I mean, it was as if we were in the midst of the Great Winter, or Long Winter, or whatever the heck it was called in Game of Thrones.

Point is: it had been cold for ages.

The thing with this was that it had really demotivated me from getting out and running on a Sunday. Instead, I had found myself lounging around at weekends, not doing much except for chilling in front of Netflix, maybe occasionally braving the outdoors to run for a hot chocolate to the new place on the corner that specialised in plant based drinks and snacks. I had done Veganuary and despite being a sceptic to start with, had found it had changed my life.

But, enough of that. 

The point was that I had kind of been in hibernation for a couple of months, and as a result could tell that I was losing some of my primo level fitness. No big deal though, I had thought. I can just work my way back up to fitness and get myself ready for some half marathons later in the year.

Anyway…

I woke up that morning and immediately could tell that something had changed with the weather. I drew the curtains and saw that there was no ice around, the sun was out, and people seemed to be slowly populating the streets in lighter jackets, some even getting in early on their runs wearing only thin running tops, even sleeveless ones.

I felt excited.

I mean, as much as I had kind of found it fun to laze around at weekends, I definitely had missed the feeling out getting out there and pounding the track in the park. We were seriously lucky to have such an ample, well maintained running space in the centre of the city – even if it sometimes would get taken over by loudmouth skaters or over enthusiastic soccer players.

I digress.

The fact was that I was seriously psyched now to get into my running gear and get going. I stripped down to my pyjama pants and did some stretches, before a quick root through my sports draw led me to my colourful Nike running top and slim-line black shorts.

Perfect.

I had a new pair of running shoes to break in, which was ideal actually as seeing as this was my first run in a while I would likely being taking it pretty easy. Then, wondering what to wear underneath my shorts, my eyes glanced towards the black sports thong I had purchased.

Yeah, it was a woman’s fit….

Okay, okay, it was a pair of women’s sports panties.

The thing was, I had always held a fascination for them… even stealing some from the changing rooms during my senior year in college, and ever since then buying a variety of them, all the shapes and colors imaginable, to wear.

I liked the way they fit, the way they felt, and… the way they looked.

I guess it was just something I was into, no more and no less.

So, yeah, there was that.

Anyway, I swiftly got myself ready, determined to get out there running before the park got too busy and crammed with people who didn’t particularly respect runners and our right to pound the tracks and trails.

I made myself a very quick espresso coffee, downing it in two gulps, totally not savouring the taste of the bean, which was unusual for me, but I guess spoke to how enthusiastic I was to get out there and get my sprint on.

I locked my apartment door behind me and walked down the corridor to the elevator, saying hello to Mrs Stephen, a woman in her forties who had retired early, super rich, and was now apparently living her best life, going on luxury cruise after luxury cruise, and generally being a glamourous woman and working her thing, in no small part down to the various personal trainers who seemed to visit her every week.

I won’t speculate as to exactly what went on in these home visit personal training sessions, but I had once walked past just as a trainer was leaving, a big, rock solid black guy in his mid twenties, and glancing in to the apartment all I could see was Mrs Stephen’s head reclining backwards, flushed through, her eyes shut. The rest of her body was obscured by her antique chaise longue, but, come on, you do the math…

Anyway, after a brief exchange about how nice the new plant based café was, we said our goodbyes and I got in the elevator and then headed out of the lobby and onto the street. I thought I was maybe being paranoid, but there was something about the way she had been looking at me as we talked that I just couldn’t quite pin down.

I wondered when her next ‘personal training session’ would be, and exactly what would go on in it. There was something really hot about the idea of her being serviced by a super fit, dominant alpha male. Certainly, as someone who liked wearing women’s panties, she would be more likely to make me her personal lapdog rather than lover.

I knew it was true, and it definitely kinda excited me too….

But, anyway.

Crossing the road and then walking down the sidewalk towards the park entrance, I let myself work up to a slow, easy jog, manually setting my running app to give me a nice and easy target, nothing too ambitious but still something that would help me get a sweat on.

Little did I know at that moment that I didn’t need to worry, I certainly would be sweating, and much, much sooner than I could have predicted. Just moments into my run, I saw her. Let me describe her to you….


CHAPTER TWO

She was a classic track runner, the kind who I remembered from my college days. Tall, slender, her legs long, but definitely with that irresistible mixture of muscle and feminine curve to them too.

Her upper body was clearly in great shape. Again, it was that killer mix of gym and track hardened muscle but perfectly balanced off with the tanned, femininity of the softest looking skin you could ever dream of. Her breasts stood out unapologetically, loud and proud despite the best efforts of her running top to keep them down.

I tried not to stare, but seeing as she was in the middle of a full body stretch, it was proving almost impossible for me to resist. I mean, she was seriously flexible, and the deep, very focused nature of her warm up told me that she knew precisely what she was doing.

As she bent over, I could only do so much as to stop myself from drooling at the sight of her ass being presented to me, her running top riding up a little to give me full sight of her booty, powerful and worked hard by millions of squats over the years, as it strained and stretched the bright pink material of her Lycra running shorts.

Holy hell, she was an absolute dream.

But, then I remembered. I was a panty wearing beta guy, not the kind of guy she would ever be interested in really. Sure, she might find me attractive initially, but my lack of alpha male sensibility would surely always shine through and she would find herself instinctively more drawn towards the kind of big, strong personal trainer, the kind that Mrs Stephen had in her life.

The best I could imagine was wearing the kind of tiny panties that she probably had on underneath her running shorts. With that thought firmly planted in my mind, I kind of went into a little bit of a daze, my brain wandering off by itself and imagining the feel of her panties rising up my legs, over my stiff dick, snugly encasing it, maybe even cumming just from the sensation…

‘Hey, maybe don’t make it so obvious?’ Came the voice, immediately bringing me out of my fantasy. ‘Seriously, why not just get your dick out and start jerking it!’

I was stunned.

Her voice was firm, a little angry, but with a hint of mischief in it too, like she was having fun at my expense.

She walked over towards me, her eyes looking me up and down, her strong, athletic body soon within touching distance…

CHAPTER THREE

‘Hmmm, well, got anything to say for yourself?’ She said, her hands on her hips, totally accentuating her perfect posture and impressive figure. ‘No? Maybe I should take matters into my own hands and spank that ass of yours right here and now.’

What the hell was happening?

Was she being serious?

This was totally surreal, and the whole situation was being made worse no doubt by the fact that I was totally stuck for words, unable to even get a single word out, let alone a cogent sentence.

‘I, um, I, errr,’ I finally managed to say, struggling to make eye contact with her. Not only did she have a fantastic body, but her face had all the hallmarks of a super beautiful, and intimidatingly intelligent woman.

Her cheekbones were the requisite highness, her lips were big, soft looking, and her teeth were absolute perfection. When she began to smile, I wondered whether the whole thing had been a joke, a prank, some kind of really intense and bold way of talking to me…

I was kidding myself, of course.

‘I think I know what’s going on here,’ She said. ‘But let’s make it official. We’re going to race. One lap around the park, the long route under the bridge and back up the incline by the lake. We’ll run in opposite directions, first up to the top of the hill by the great apple tree is the winner.’

‘Um, okay?’ I said, really struggling to make sense of this. ‘Sure?’

‘I’d get my game face on right now, if I was you,’ She laughed. ‘The loser is going to be in for big trouble. Agreed?’

I simply nodded, going along with her kind of bizarre challenge, probably in part simply delighted at the prospect of sharing time with her, but also because she had the kind of confidence, a total poise and control, that I found impossible to resist.

‘And just so there is no room for doubt,’ She said, ‘When I kick your ass in the race, I’ll be kicking your ass in every other way too. Got it, sissy?’

Sissy?

Wait, what?

Before I could process anything, she was away, running in her direction of the lap. I knew I had to get running, and fast, if I wanted to stand any kind of chance of beating her in this race.

Deep down though, I knew that I had already lost…


CHAPTER FOUR

I did actually try to win the race, but as I felt myself really struggling on the steep incline towards the end, I really began to experience that sinking feeling.

She was taller…

Faster…

Clearly, as enthusiastic as I was over running, she was cut from better athletic stock than me.

I kept on going though, pushing myself, the sweat building and soaking my t-shirt, my breathing becoming heavy. But I didn’t give up, I really tried to push myself, not wanting to give her the satisfaction of seeing my walk towards the finishing point.

When I arrived, for a brief second I thought I had actually won. I looked around but couldn’t see her. I began to smile, shocked but happy at my apparent surprise victory.

But then, in a moment that truly shook me to my core, she walked out from behind a tree, smiling victoriously and accompanied by Mrs Stephen. Both of them clearly knew each other, and as they exchanged looks, exchanging a couple of words I couldn’t make out, my heart began to race.

What was this all about?

What was going on here?

‘Well, I can see that you gave it your best,’ Mrs Stephen said. ‘But up against my PA, Nicolette, you really had very little chance. Honestly I think I could probably give you a run for your money too if I really wanted. Now, about that forfeit…’

My heart, already beating quickly, went into overdrive. This had clearly been all a set up right from the get go. Nicolette moved towards me and firmly gripped my arm. I was tired, so the idea of trying to resist this was not even seriously forming in my brain, I just kind of went along with it as she marched me over towards Mrs Stephen.

Nicolette then pushed my down onto my knees, her strength and assuredness again making me just accept what was happening rather than question it.

‘Good, very good,’ Mrs Stephen said. ‘Now, I’ll ask you a question and I want you to answer honestly, don’t even try to lie to me or I’ll unleash hell on you, and Nicolette will too. After all, perving on women in the park isn’t a great look is it. So… are you a panty wearing sissy boy? Yes or no.’

I felt my face flush crimson red, my cheeks on fire instantly. Mrs Stephen was looking at me, directly and straight into my soul, while Nicolette’s firm hand on my shoulder was like a ten tonne weight holding me right there.

There was no escape from this, I knew that.

‘Y-y-y-yes,’ I said.

‘Yes what?’ Nicolette interjected, pushing her hand down on my shoulder. ‘And you will address Mrs Stephen as Miss or Madame at all times.’

‘Yes, I’m a, I’m a… panty wearing sissy boy, Miss,’ I said, dropping my head in shame and total humiliation. ‘I’m a panty boy Madame, please, I…’

‘Well done, sissy,’ Miss Stephen said, her voice no less firm but definitely appreciative of my confession. ‘Now, Nicolette, I have some errands but if you have this little wimp ready for his first taste of sissy life, that would be perfect.’

‘Yes, of course,’ Nicolette said, crouching down next to me and running her finger under my chin and lifting my head up to meet her triumphant gaze as Miss Stephen walked away towards the park exit. ‘Such a perfect little panty boy. So easy to beat down. Well, there’s more where this came from, much, much more. And we don’t have a moment to spare…’


CHAPTER FIVE

Nicolette opened Miss Stephen’s door and pushed me inside before shutting the door behind her.

‘We haven’t got any time to waste, I want you naked immediately,’ She said, her voice very firm and her instructions not up for discussion. ‘Right this second!’

I began to take my clothes off, but hesitated when I was about to pull my shorts down. I mean, they clearly had guessed I was into panties, but did they actually know?

‘Right, okay, we’re going to have to get this sorted out right now,’ Nicolette said, evidently furious at my dithering.

She strode over to me and swatted my hands away, yanking my shorts down to reveal my sports thong. She smiled briefly, licking her lips and flashing her eyes at me. Then, she grabbed me by my ear and led me over to the sofa and put me across her lap.

‘What, you wanted to try and hide your panties? You dumb little beta,’ She scolded as she began to spank me, hard, setting my cheeks on fire in no time but continue to spank, totally ignoring my cries of pain. ‘Mrs Stephen knew you were a sissy, of course she did, and you’ll be pleased to know that from now on you’ll exclusively be wearing panties, and usually slutty little bimbo panties too.’

With that, she rolled me off her lap and laughed as I fell onto the soft floor beneath me, my legs spread and my dick poking out the side of the thong.

‘Wow, talk about a pathetic little maggot!’ She laughed, reaching down and pulling do hard and fast on the thong material that it snapped in her hand and totally came free from my body. ‘Jeez, that really is a stupid little thing. Please tell me that it’s not hard too?’

I knew without looking that it was hard…

So did Nicolette, but she wanted me to admit to it, to confirm my status as the submissive, degraded sissy in this situation.

‘Yes, it’s hard, I’m sorry, I,’ I spluttered, covering my dick with my hands, squirming on the floor as Nicolette towered above me.

‘Move those hands!’ She ordered, her voice echoing around the room. ‘I want to see that stupid little dick. Ha, wow, that is useless! It’s not even a dick, it’s a sissy clitty. Say it, tell me what it is!’

‘It’s a sissy clitty,’ I said, my dick throbbing, the adrenalin coursing through my body as Nicolette picked me up and marched me towards the bathroom where she pushed me into the shower, detached the shower head and blasted me with water.

‘Dirtty, sweaty little pig,’ She laughed, spreading my ass cheeks and blasting the water over my ass hole. ‘Like that do you? Typical sissy beta. Enough, out, dry yourself.’

I dried myself as quickly as I could, fully aware that Nicolette wanted me ready for the next phase un double quick time. When she saw I was dry, she grabbed me again and pushed and pulled me, inspecting my body to check I had got myself completely dry and clean, and then pulled on my nipples, leading me towards the dressing room.

‘You’re stupid, totally pathetic, but you’re obedient, that’s something,’ She said, pushing me backwards so that I once again found myself on the floor, the luxuriously soft carpet breaking my fall. ‘On your knees and tell me which pair of panties you think would best please your Madame for her first inspection.’

I gulped as Nicolette proceeded to show me a series of panties, all suitably see-through, revealing, and totally slutty – exactly the kind that I had allowed myself to fantasise about wearing and even sometimes by for myself in secret, online.

But now my secret was very much out in the open, and Nicolette impatiently staring down at me, waiting for me to choose. I knew I had to make the right choice, I certainly didn’t want any more painful spanking, both of my cheeks still red hot.

‘That pair,’ I said, pointing my finger at a lime green thong, with a tiny, see through patch of mesh material at the front, strung together by thin strip of pink waistband and a secondary layer of green ties to sit above my waist. ‘I think that would be the best choice for Madame.’

Nicolette smiled, I had clearly impressed her.

‘Yes, good choice, slut,’ She said, her compliment not lasting long in the air before she hauled me to my feet and barked at me to get it on, apparently Madame Stephen would be here very, very soon. ‘We need you standing in the centre of the room, hands on head, sissy panties on display. And don’t you dare let that sissy clitty spring out, or even worse, make its stupid little mess inside them. Got it?’

I could see that Nicolette wasn’t kidding around and nodded in confirmation. I actually felt a sense of loyalty building up, like I wanted to make sure that Nicolette was rewarded by Madame Stephen, because just like I was at the bottom of the pile, it was clear that Nicolette was underneath Madame too, albeit in some kind of mistress in training role.

No sooner than I was positioned by Nicolette, my dick still hard but secure inside the totally slutty panty material, the door to the apartment opened and Madame Nicolette walked in.

She looked majestic in her Chanel suit, a perfect fit, accentuating her glamour, her strong, curvy body, and her classically beautiful face.

I kept as still as I could, although as expected my nerves were rushing all over my body, my mind racing with wild guesses as to what was about to happen.

‘Well, Nicolette, the sissy looks like he, or she to be more accurate, made the right choice,’ Madame said, eyeing me up, walking around my body, inspecting it. ‘I see you had to administer some corrective discipline? Did he take it like a man or like a cry-baby beta?’

‘As predicted, he cried and struggled,’ Nicolette confirmed. ‘But he showed willingness to complete the punishment and chose his panties well. He also seemed excited to rename his dick as his clitty.’

The two of them laughed at that final revelation. I felt utterly objectified, like I was a living sissy doll, there for them to toy with, play with, punish and chastise at will.

‘Tell me, sissy, are you ready to serve?’ Madame Stephen asked, her hands reaching round the front of my body, tweaking my nipples, pulling them out, stretching them. I could feel her strong thighs pressed against the back of my legs, my ass. ‘Actually, you already agreed to it, so no need to answer. Instead, give me a sissy walk, up and down, over to the window and back.’

‘His form is decent, but needs more work,’ Nicolette said to Madame Stephen as I attempted my most feminine walk, in nothing but my scandalously flimsy thong. ‘He doesn’t know what to do with his hands, they’re restricting the view of his feminine, slender frame.’

‘Well observed,’ Madame Stephen said, stroking Nicolette’s arm. ‘Sissy! Until further notice you will walk with your hands on your head, we want to see those sissy hips and that cute little sissy ass wiggle for us.’

I did as I was told, fully aware of what a fool I was making of myself, completely subservient to both of these women, the Mistress and the Mistress-in-Training.

‘Enough, time to inspect his little thing,’ Madame Stephen said. ‘Sissy, present yourself in front of us, pull your panties down to your ankles and let that… clitty… out for us to laugh at and assess.’

The two of them simultaneously burst out in laughter and pointed at my dick as it sprung upwards, twitching, totally exposing me for the beta-dicked sissy beta we all knew, and had by now firmly established, that I was.

‘Shake your hips, let’s see that little twig flip-flop from side to side,’ Madame Stephen ordered, smiling wickedly as I obeyed her orders and further embarrassed myself for her amusement. ‘Now, sissy, do you want a treat?’

‘Don’t be rude, maggot, answer your Mistress,’ Nicolette said, slapping me across the face. ‘Tell her that you would be honoured to receive a present from her.’

I quickly apologised and confirmed that I would be grateful and humbled to be given a gift. Nicolette slapped me again, this time just as a warning for future reference.

‘Good,’ Madame Stephen said, calling out and then looking at me with a hungry, menacing grin as in through the apartment door walked a very tall and enormously built black athlete who I recognised as one of her trainers. ‘Sissy, on your knees for Jayson.’

I got on my knees immediately, my brain telling me that I had never felt like less of a man than I was right this second. Surrounded by two mistresses, one big alpha male with a prominent bulge in the front of his tight, bright yellow shorts, and me… panties around my thighs, my clitty sticking up, my face crimson red with submissive, sissy shame.

‘Now, for your treat, Jayson will strip and show you what a real man looks like,’ Nicolette said.

‘And I will also allow you to jerk that little thing until you make your sissy mess,’ Madame Stephen added, her eyes widening as Jayson wasted no time in revealing his rock hard pecs, abs, perfectly sculpted biceps, and then his long, thick, and rapidly growing Alpha God dick. ‘Next time I met let you suck it, but this time you’ll simply stare at it, wanking your little worm in appreciation and admiration at the object of real masculinity that is in front of you.’

Madame Stephen and Nicolette stood either side of Jayson, their hands rubbing over his body, his dick growing longer, harder, more intimidating as they caressed his bull body.

I took a deep breath and not only agreed to their order, but accepted that I wanted this too. That for a sissy like me, wanking my dick in appreciation of a real man was simply a normal thing to do.

‘Oooh look, I think he’s close!’ Madame Stephen said. ‘Nicolette, spit on his dick, his face too while you’re at it!’

And as I worked up the speed, I felt Nicolette’s saliva hit my face, then another blast over my dick, making my hand slide up and down faster, wetter, until…

‘And there it is, sissy cummies,’ Madam Stephen declared, triumphantly. ‘But you’d better get down and clean that up, every last blob of that inferior seed.’

‘Here’s some extra to make it look like a bit more like something a real man would make,’ Nicolette said, crouching down and spitting on the floor next to my cum as I got down on all fours and began to eat my own cum, degraded but totally feeling like this was what I was born to be.

This wasn’t the end of my experience though.

Not by a long shot.

I found myself then forced onto my hands and knees, my ass hole lubed and stuffed and stretched by a pink butt plug as I watched Jayson service Madame Stephen with his big, hard dick.

‘Take your eyes off for one second and I’ll have you crawling up and down the corridor outside until their done,’ Nicolette said. ‘That’s it, look at what a real man does. That’s not you, not now and not ever. Your our sissy now, and the closest you’ll be coming to fucking is having a big meaty dick up your ass. Got it?’

Nicolette pulled my hair to focus my line of sight on Jayson’s muscular, rounded ass pumping in and out as Madam Stephen looked over his strong shoulder and back towards me.

‘Bring him over, Nicolette,’ She said. ‘I want him on my toes, sucking them like his life depended on it.’

And indeed I did.

It looked like my first day as a sissy in training was just getting started…
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-TO COME-

‘Time to see just exactly what kind of sissy bitch-dick you have,’ She said, laughing as she pulled on the waistband of my panties and pulled it down, my hard dick bouncing out, sticking right up in front of her. ‘Wow! This is like… I don’t know what it’s like? It’s tiny!’

Stephanie blew on my twitching dick, causing me to gasp a little, and my hard dick to twitch even more. She then slapped it a couple of times, laughing as I tried to maintain my dignity.

‘It’s okay, you can moan like a little sissy slut,’ She said, grabbing my cock and squeezing it. ‘I’m actually kind of surprised you haven’t blown your load already to be honest. Now, turn around, I want to see this little beta ass.’

Parting my cheeks, Stephanie giggled as she ran her fingers over my puckered ass hole, teasing me as I let out a soft moan.

‘Definitely a virgin ass,’ She said. ‘Which is good. Although I can’t imagine it’ll stay that way for long though. But, that probably excites you? Answer me!’

I nodded my head.

Not good enough.

‘Right I think you need a quick dose of discipline,’ She said, grabbing my hair and walking me over to the sofa where she promptly put me across her lap and began spanking me. ‘You will address me as Miss Stephanie, and you will always answer questions when asked. You will always do as you are told without questioning, and you will always present yourself as the best sissy you can be. Am I understood?’

‘Aaaaaaw, yes Miss Stephanie, sorry Miss Stephanie,’ I cried out, the spanking showing no signs of stopping any time soon.

‘You are going to be a sissy for hire, and as such you will need full and proper training,’ Stephanie continued. ‘It seems like you have a lot of potential, but also a lot of learning to do in a short space of time, so once this spanking is done, we’ll begin in earnest.’

‘Yes, Miss Stephanie,’ I said, holding back my cries of pain, hoping that the better I took the spanking, the sooner it would end. ‘Thank you, Miss Stephanie’

‘Good,’ She purred, now that’s more like it. ‘Just another thirty to go, and I want you to thank me for each God damn one of them!’

-END OF PREVIEW-


CHAPTER ONE

I had a few hours to kill before the car was picking me up from the hotel and taking me to the conference centre.

I actually felt like what I needed was a nice chill out session but unfortunately there were maintenance works going on in the hotel’s health spa that morning. This was irritating, but I could deal with it. If I let it annoy me, something that I simply could not control, then that was just going to make me feel even less relaxed, which was totally self-defeating.

But, still, for all of my clear thinking, it didn’t change the fact that the health spa was off limits for me, and so was having a drink at the bar. I was being taken to a conference centre to give a key note speech for my business.

There was no way I wanted to turn up under the influence of alcohol, even the smallest amount. I mean, it wasn’t like I was a lightweight or anything, but I had definitely felt the effects of a single drink before, so I figured it was a ridiculous chance to take.

Hey, call me risk averse, but this speech was a big opportunity for me as much as for the company…

I knew that if I made a good impression, there would be senior figures from other companies there who would be potentially interested in poaching me for a similar role, no doubt on higher wages, with their corporation. And this was something that was highly appealing to me.

I mean, it wasn’t like I wasn’t well paid or anything, but I definitely felt like my current employers were getting me at the lower end of my market value. My self-esteem and self-worth was telling me that I was worth more, and so was the new model Porsche 911 that I had been checking out online…

Well, it was possible that with a pay increase in a new role I could get one. It would be a lifelong dream come true for me. Of course, with an offer from a rival corporation could even use this to leverage my current employers for more money.

But, hey, I’m getting off track here.

The face remained. I had a big speech to give, I needed to relax beforehand, but my options were reduced. I figured in the end that maybe I would chill in my room. The hotel room had nice views out onto the city, was well sound proofed from the noise of the cars down below, and the décor apparently had been given the full Feng Shui treatment.

Now whether you believe in all that or not, I had to admit that for the three nights I had stayed there so far, I had enjoyed really tremendously relaxing sleeps.

Go figure.

I think maybe in the west we are often too quick to write off older wisdoms from other cultures. Anyway, I headed up to the room and once inside I slipped out of my suit jacket, suit trousers, and shirt – after all, I didn’t want them to crease up if I was planning on lying on my bed, the ever so comfortable, perfectly firm bed.

Now here’s the thing.

I was standing there in just my underwear. But not the classic Tommy Hilfiger tight white shorts, or masculine Black Armani equivalents. No, what I was wearing was a little more… feminine. To be precise, I was wearing a pair of women’s panties. And not just a bog-standard pair of everyday rough and ready hipster panties…

The pair I happened to have on were pink, a bright, almost neon shade of pink, had a delightfully frilly waistband, a miniscule thong back, a super high cut at the front… all in all they were probably sluttiest pair of panties you could ever imagine.

But, why?

Well, it wasn’t quite an every day choice, not yet anyway. I had always been fascinated with women’s panties, ever since flipping through clothing catalogues and always fixating on the underwear section. There was something totally thrilling about it then, and that feeling had never really left me.

I was just… into it.

It was the idea of leaving behind the pressure of my work, expectations of masculinity, all of that. I mean, also, I definitely got off on it on a very real, biological level too. There was a real thrill in dealing with all these high power business directors and seriously rich individuals, safe in the knowledge that underneath my powerful, perfectly tailored suit was a pair of tiny, scandalously revealing women’s panties.

So, yeah, that was my little secret, a secret I had managed to keep from everyone up to this point, and I didn’t plan on changing that any time soon. I allowed myself the luxury of posing in front of the mirror, checking myself out, turning and posing like a Instagram bimbo, finding myself definitely getting excited at the fantasy of me as a pink panty wearing cock hungry slut in a hotel room, waiting for a big, strong alpha male to come and have his way with me.

Don’t get me wrong, I was straight…

But in the world of my panty  wearing fantasies, I would allow my mind to wander to more hardcore, taboo places. The idea of being a dick-hungry, panty boy was just at times irresistible. So anyway, I didn’t want to get too excited if you know what I mean, so I stopped frolicking around in the mirror and decided to simply lie down, do some breathing exercises and see if I could clock a bit of meditative time on the clock.

I found that meditation was a super way to focus the mind, and relax at the same time. I thought nothing of it as I lay down, panties still on, pressed play on my meditation app on my phone and allowed myself to drift off into a relaxed, deep chill state.

If I knew what I would be waking up to, there is no way I would have been so chill…

CHAPTER TWO

I woke up, a little startled, my head fuzzy.

Damn, I must have fallen asleep. The point of meditation was to relax, but this was just ridiculous. I looked at my watch, panicking that I might have slept for hours, but luckily the damage wasn’t too bad, I still had just about enough time to fling my clothes on and get down to the lobby where everyone would no doubt be gathering.

I didn’t think much of it at the time, but as I was applying the final touches to my hair, getting it on point in a kind of business-casual style, I noticed that the door was slightly ajar. I mean, barely noticeably to be honest, just a fraction open…

There was no way anyone would have entered the room, not a chance, I would have heard them. I couldn’t really waste any time getting too deep into it though, such was the time restriction that I had inadvertently place don myself due to my drifting off to sleep.

And I was sure that had a cleaner walked in and seen me lying on the bed they would have simply backed out of the room super-fast, too embarrassed to say anything and fearing for their job to even bring it up with anyone.

Yeah, I was good.

Now it was time to forget all that and get my ass down to the lobby, ready to impress the clients and get this done.


CHAPTER THREE

We were escorted from the lobby into the large meeting centre across the road. It was a spectacular building, recently renovated, and had all of the modern luxuries and clean aesthetics you would expect from a top end corporate facility.

I got my mind into gear and began to impress clients, gradually moving up the pecking order, getting closer to the ones who I really needed to impress.

The incident of the door back at my hotel room being open was kind of hovering in my mind, not really putting me off my work as such, but definitely sticking around in my consciousness. The fact I was still wearing my slutty panties probably wasn’t helping…

But, of course, I enjoyed wearing them so much. And I couldn’t deny it was still a massive thrill to have them on now, dealing with so many macho businessmen, the kind of old school dealers who placed great value in tradition, strength, and all of that kind of thing.

I was impressing them, playing them to my tune… and all the while doing it in a pair of panties that would make a stripper blush!

Then, just as I was about to make my move towards Klein from the MCV Group, pretty much the biggest fish, I felt a hand on my shoulder. I turned around, taken aback by the informal, unexpected approach…

‘Excuse me, if you could come with me,’ She said, her voice silky, smooth, but with an air of authority to it. ‘Your presence is required in Suite 3.’

‘I, um, I’m kind of busy?’ I replied, reading her nametag. ‘Stephanie, I actually have some serious business I need to…’

‘Sir, come with me or I’ll pull your pants down right here and expose your little secret,’ She said, her tone now extremely firm, and deadly serious. ‘Enjoy your little sissy dreams in your room earlier did you? We all enjoyed watching you. Now, follow me.’

This was a nightmare.

My face was bright red, sweat building at my temples, my eyes darting around to see if anyone had overheard what had just been said…

I knew I had no choice but to follow her orders and accept my fate in Suite 3…

CHAPTER FOUR

It turned out it was just me and Stephanie in Suite 3. The door closing behind me, I knew I was in trouble…

‘Sit,’ She said, sternly pushing down on my shoulder and forcing me onto the seat. ‘It’s pointless denying it, and I have it here as proof.’

I looked up at the large flat-screen on the wall, my face aghast at the sight of me lying on the hotel bed, in my panties, with what appeared to be an erection.

Stephanie laughed, delighting in my torment…

‘I had to zoom in to see if that little thing of yours was hard or not,’ She laughed, walking around my chair, imposing her dominance upon me. ‘Here’s how this is all going to go. I provide my high profile clients with a very special service. I meet their needs. Whatever that need happens to be. And right now I have a very real need for a perfectly submissive, pathetic little sissy slut. Just like you in fact.’

‘What? I mean, I can’t, I have the conference, and,’ I spluttered, totally lost, my head spinning at what I was hearing. ‘You can’t be?’

‘Serious? Oh, this is very serious,’ Stephanie said, pulling me up to my feet by my ear, her total command and confidence at once both totally overwhelming and also, to be honest, very exciting. ‘Now, are you going to do as you’re told? Or should I go ahead and stream these images into the main conference hall?’

She had me exactly where she wanted me, and I knew it…

‘No, please, no,’ I begged, defeated. ‘I’ll do as you say, just please don’t.’

With that, Stephanie let go of my ear and ordered me to strip down to my panties. As each layer came off, I glanced up at her for even the slightest hint of mercy. But there was nothing. All she did was wave me onwards in my humiliation as I stripped down, eventually standing in front of her, my tiny panties barely covering me, a truly ridiculous sight…

‘Well on the one hand you are absolutely pathetic, a dreadful excuse for a man,’ She sneered. ‘But, on the other hand, you are absolutely what we need at the moment. We have lots of customers, female and male, who are looking to hire a sissy just like you. Now, give me a twirl!’

My spirit broken, I did as I was told and spun around, presenting myself to Stephanie who laughed and giggled as I stumbled slightly.

‘We’ll have to get you in for some sissy deportment classes,’ She said, admonishing me for my slip. ‘Our clients want the perfect, feminine little sissy style. But, I can see you have potential. Now, come to me, I want to inspect you a little more intimately.’

My cheeks burning with embarrassment, I stepped towards Stephanie, her tall, athletic figure putting mine to shame, her crystal blue eyes burning a hole in me as I struggled to maintain eye contact as she cast her gaze over me.

‘Time to see just exactly what kind of sissy bitch-dick you have,’ She said, laughing as she pulled on the waistband of my panties and pulled it down, my hard dick bouncing out, sticking right up in front of her. ‘Wow! This is like… I don’t know what it’s like? It’s tiny!’

Stephanie blew on my twitching dick, causing me to gasp a little, and my hard dick to twitch even more. She then slapped it a couple of times, laughing as I tried to maintain my dignity.

‘It’s okay, you can moan like a little sissy slut,’ She said, grabbing my cock and squeezing it. ‘I’m actually kind of surprised you haven’t blown your load already to be honest. Now, turn around, I want to see this little beta ass.’

Parting my cheeks, Stephanie giggled as she ran her fingers over my puckered ass hole, teasing me as I let out a soft moan.

‘Definitely a virgin ass,’ She said. ‘Which is good. Although I can’t imagine it’ll stay that way for long though. But, that probably excites you? Answer me!’

I nodded my head.

Not good enough.

‘Right I think you need a quick dose of discipline,’ She said, grabbing my hair and walking me over to the sofa where she promptly put me across her lap and began spanking me. ‘You will address me as Miss Stephanie, and you will always answer questions when asked. You will always do as you are told without questioning, and you will always present yourself as the best sissy you can be. Am I understood?’

‘Aaaaaaw, yes Miss Stephanie, sorry Miss Stephanie,’ I cried out, the spanking showing no signs of stopping any time soon.

‘You are going to be a sissy for hire, and as such you will need full and proper training,’ Stephanie continued. ‘It seems like you have a lot of potential, but also a lot of learning to do in a short space of time, so once this spanking is done, we’ll begin in earnest.’

‘Yes, Miss Stephanie,’ I said, holding back my cries of pain, hoping that the better I took the spanking, the sooner it would end. ‘Thank you, Miss Stephanie’

‘Good,’ She purred, now that’s more like it. ‘Just another thirty to go, and I want you to thank me for each God damn one of them!’

CHAPTER FIVE

‘Now go and stand in the corner, hands on head,’ Stephanie said, pushing me from her lap onto the floor. ‘I’ll be back in a minute. Do not move, do not touch that ass or that sissy stick of yours either. Move!’

I hurried over to the corner, my panties around my ankles making it difficult, and I nearly fell twice. I pressed my nose up against the wall, got my hands on my head and listened as I could hear the suite door shut behind Stephanie.

Where was she going?

Who was she going to come back with?

Where the hell was all this going to end?

The spanking had been hard, it was clear she knew what she was doing, and she was certainly comfortable in dishing out both punishment and commands in equal measure. I found myself in conflict…

Yes, I was effectively being blackmailed. I was potentially screwing up the whole conference and my job with it.

But on the other hand, wasn’t this what I had fantasised about? My desire to be a submissive, panty wearing beta. Wasn’t this the real-life enactment of that fantasy?

Either way, it was confusing. But my time to ponder how I felt was short lived as I heard the door to the suite open. She was back.

‘Sissy, turn around, on all fours and crawl to me,’ Stephanie commanded. ‘Faster, I want you over here in five seconds, or else.’

I tried to crawl as fast as I could, the nervous energy in my body actually somehow conspiring to make me less coordinated, so it seemed like the more effort I put in, the harder it was to get closer to her.

Stephanie quickly lost patience and was over by my side, a small cane in her hand, and it wasn’t long before she was whipping it against my ass by way of her very special encouragement…

‘That’s it, I thought this would help,’ She laughed, running the small cane up and down my ass crack, moving it between my cheeks, teasing me. ‘Now, up onto your knees.’

She looked down at me, her long, stockinged legs looking immense as they rose up towards her short, but professional, business skirt. I didn’t dare try to look up her skirt, but my mind raced at the possibility of what kind of panties she had on.

‘I can read your mind you little pervert,’ Stephanie said, tapping the cane across my chest, threatening me, testing my nerve. ‘Well you can forget about seeing me naked, for now at least. You have a lot of learning to do. First up, we need to get you in your best panties. Here, describe these to me.’

I looked up and saw that she was holding a thong, black see-through mesh at the front, lace tie-ups at the side, and what appeared to be a white fluffy rabbit tale at the back too. I did my best to describe them to her without giving away my excitement.

Clearly yet again Stephanie knew me too well already…

‘Well it’s perfectly obvious to me that a slut like you would love nothing more than for these to be your first panties working with me,’ Stephanie said, dangling them in front of my face, letting the material lightly graze over my face. ‘But if you want to wear them for me, you’ll need to pass a couple of tests first. Right?’

‘Yes, Miss,’ I said, remembering to stay humble and respectful. I really didn’t want any more painful punishments, and I knew full well that if she really wanted to let rip with that cane, then she could really have me howling. ‘Thank you for the honour of serving you, Miss Stephanie.’

Wow, I was even surprising myself. There was something so freeing about giving myself so completely to this superior woman. I knew she could be harsh, brutal, ruthless even, but I also felt kind of safe with her too.

Stephanie pulled a banana from the fruit bowl on the desk, holding it in her hand, looking it up and down, then looking at me, a wicked grin on her face.

‘Big, isn’t it?’ She said, smiling. ‘I can see your mind is already racing. Well, I’ll make it simple. Do you want this in your mouth or your ass?’

Stephanie laughed in response to the look of shock on my face. It was shock, embarrassment, the feeling of being degraded by this virtual stranger who was now effectively my boss, my mistress, and my owner.

‘My mouth,’ I spluttered, figuring that this would at least avoid my ass taking any more punishment, before quickly correcting myself. ‘My mouth, please, Miss Stephanie.’

‘Good, an interesting choice,’ She said, standing above me, tracing the big, thick banana over my lips, probing slightly at first then pushing my mouth wide open, stuffing the banana deeper, in and out, in and out, making me choke, splutter…

‘Good effort, but room for improvement,’ She said, wiping the spit covered banana over my face. ‘Now lick it, up and down, from side to side, show me how you would handle a real dick, my sissy bitch.’

I licked the fruit like it was a real dick, my inhibitions disappearing as I realised that I really had no other choice but to commit to this. Stephanie encouraged me with a mixture of insults and compliments…

Small dicked losers make the best cock suckers!

You’ll be pleasing even my biggest bull soon with skills like that!

If only bananas could cum you’d have a face full by now you cum hungry bimbo!

Then, I was instructed to stand up and walk with Stephanie to the desk again. I was worried initially about another spanking, but for now at least my ass cheeks were safe, what I had coming my way was more to do with my ass hole…

Stephanie took a huge pink dildo with suction-cup attachment and placed it on the desk top, the big dick shaking as she planted it firmly and securely to the desk’s smooth surface.

My heart began to race as I realised what was coming next. It was so big, there was no way she could expect me to…

‘Bitch, stop staring at it and climb your sissy ass up on to the desk,’ Stephanie said, squirting ample amounts of lube onto the dick, covering the thick head with the translucent liquid. ‘I want you squatting down on that right this fucking instant. Remember our rules.’

I squatted over it, gradually lowering myself in to position, the feel of the sticky, wet dick head on my virgin, nervous ass hole proving at once both incredibly stimulating but also incredibly intimidating.

‘Miss, I don’t know if it’ll fit,’ I said, applying some downwards pressure, groaning a little as my ass very slowly began to accept it. ‘Mmmmmmph, please, I want it, I want to please you, can you help me Mistress?’

Stephanie smiled, my reaching out to her for help in this most degrading of displays proving to her that I was truly a willing sissy, ready to learn and push myself so that I would be of use to her and her business.

‘Breath and let your little tushy accept the dick,’ She said, her hands gently pressing on my shoulders, holding me in position too. ‘You’re a natural born sissy, look you’re letting the big dick in, oooooh, nearly there, don’t be afraid to moan and groan, show me what a feminine little booty boy you are.’

As the dildo filled my ass, I became conscious that as much as it was uncomfortable, my body and mind were actually enjoying the feeling of being penetrated by it. It was so much bigger than my dick, thicker, more potent. I began to move up and down the dick, slowly at first, but buoyed by the encouragement from Stephanie I was gradually beginning to ride it, actually bouncing up and down on it.

‘Oooh, look at your tiny little sissy clitty!’ Stephanie said, slapping my rock hard dick as it twitched and bounced in time with me. ‘I think you’re about to have your first sissygasm. Let it happen, slut, be the dick riding bimbo you were born to be, let it out, show me what you can do.’

I didn’t need any more motivation, rocking up and down on the dildo, I found my g-spot and focused my energy on cumming, my mind full of thoughts of real life alpha dicks in my mouth, my ass, my hands, me wearing the sluttiest panties, being used for pleasure by men and women, a true sissy for hire…

‘Ooooh yes, there it is!’ Stephanie laughed. ‘There’s the sissy cummies! Not exactly anywhere near a real man’s supply of cum, but for a sissy not bad.’

I felt myself collapsing into Stephanie and she pulled me off the dildo and showed her strength by carrying me like a baby over to the sofa where she lay me on my back and crouched down next to my face.

‘You relax now my sissy dildo rider,’ She said, stroking my face, her hand reaching down to my stomach and then back up, feeding me me own cum. ‘When you wake up we’ll have a whole load more training to get through. And this time, I’m going to bring one woman and one man, so you’ll be doing plenty of pussy, ass, and – of course – dick eating too. Now, get some rest.’

EPILOGUE

The rest of the day was indeed an intense, hardcore, and totally revealing experience. The outcome?

Well, after putting myself on display for Stephanie’s two friends, and servicing them fully while receiving harsh correction for any mistakes made, I was indeed taken on as a Sissy For Hire.

Which pretty much brings me up to date. I have bene training with Stephanie for a week now, and just this morning this is what she said…

‘Sissy, I have news,’ Stephanie said, her big, perfectly sculpted ass cheeks lifting off my face, allowing me some air as she delivered her news. ‘I have a client. It’s a couple. They want a sissy. I’ll give you thirty seconds to think about it and then I want an answer.’

With that, she dropped her magnificent ass back down on my face. Blackout. In truth I didn’t need the thirty seconds.

I was ready.

I knew it, Stephanie knew it too.

And soon enough, I’ll be reporting back to you exactly what happened, every degrading, dick hungry bimbo sissy boy detail…
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EPILOGUE

-TO COME-

‘You see, the more you let go of your masculine identity,’ Lori said to me, ‘The more enjoyable experiences like this you can have? Agreed?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ I said, my face still burning from the idea of the two young women seeing me as a sissy rather than a man. ‘Thank you, Madame Lori.’

Lori also delighted in spanking me to walk faster, causing much amusement from a group of businessmen and women who were walking out of the elevator.

‘Spanks get results!’ Madame Lori had said, the looks of sheer disdain and amusement on the faces of the business people only fuelling her fire. ‘I caught him playing with his little sissy clitty this morning, gave him the spanking of his life and now look at him!’

I momentarily dropped my head at this point, the crushing humiliation proving too much. This was a mistake.

‘Head up, slut!’ Lori said, grabbing my face and pointing it towards the group. ‘Apologies, he’s still in training. As you can see, it’s not the only part of him I’m teaching how to behave properly.’

She pointed down to my crotch, the sight of my sissy erection pressing against the bright material causing laughter and shock in equal measure. I hadn’t realised what had happened, but something about the walk of humiliation must have set me off.

My instincts earlier on in my training would have made me attempt to cover myself up, but that had been trained out of me now. I knew what I needed to do, no matter the situation, or the people who were watching.

‘Madame Lori,’ I said, ‘I would like to report an unauthorised sissy clitty erection. Please accept my apologies, but I’m too much of a sissy bimbo to control myself and my panty boy desires.’

‘Good, very good,’ Lori said, slapping my crotch, making me gasp as my hard dick bounced back and forth. ‘Maybe his training is coming along better than I thought. There is hope for this little maggot. Anyway, perhaps we’ll see you later, but now I have to take my little toy for his morning training. Good day. Sissy, curtsey for the men and women.’

I did as I was told and as the group walked away and we got in the elevator, I kneeled by Lori’s side, my mind racing as to what was ahead for me…

-END OF PREVIEW-

CHAPTER ONE

Three months ago, I had responded to a DM on Instagram. It was by far the most life changing moment of my life up to that point, but from the moment I agreed to train as a sissy with Madame Lori, my life began to change on a day by day, hour by hour and sometimes minute by minute basis.

I was now her sissy toy.

And what that meant was that I was subjected to her commands, her punishments, and of course dressed in a variety of the naughtiest, sluttiest, and most scandalous panties you could ever imagine.

High cut on the waist…

Frilly…

Almost revealing everything, but not quite…

I was put to good use in completing tasks for her, like a PA would, but the big difference was if I made a mistake or failed to live up to her expectations, I was verbally degraded, humiliated, and nine times out of ten I would be physically punished too.

The reason for all of this was that Madame Lori wanted the perfect sissy toy, in her words, the type of supremely obedient, submissive sissy who would learn to act only on her orders, never question her authority, and beyond the completion of practical tasks, exist only to amuse and delight her.

Oh, there was something else too..

Madame Lori had made it clear that once I reached a certain standard, she would be introducing me to her friends. Fellow dominant women in positions of power who enjoyed nothing more than trampling on, degrading, and generally bossing around beta sissy specimens like myself.

This made me nervous, absolutely. Because as much as Madame Lori pushed me, I also had begun to feel a certain trust, loyalty, and even love for her. Yes, her punishments were harsh at times (as you’ll hear about shortly), and yes she knew exactly what to say to make me feel like a naughty school boy being reprimanded by the head mistress, but I also could appreciate the time she was putting in with me, teaching me that I could actually be a really great sissy, that it wasn’t just something that had to remain an abstract, a fantasy of mine…

The reason she had DM’d me in the first instance was because I had been following various female supremacy and sissy accounts on Instagram, liking posts, sometimes commenting. It was a private account, no one would have known it was me, but that wasn’t important to Madame Lori. She knew from the comments I was leaving and the post I was liking that she could do something with me.

So, yeah, it had been an interesting three months so far.

I woke that morning in another strange hotel room. Madame Lori travelled extensively and as her sissy slave, I accompanied her, made sure all her travel arrangements and itinerary were on point, that kind of thing. She seemed to have a huge amount of money, I mean the fact we only ever travelled in luxury uber limos spoke to that, as did the exclusive series of restaurants and clubs we inhabited.

I looked up and saw that it was seven in the morning. Madame Lori had told me she had an early morning personal training session and as long as I was ready for twenty past seven, she was happy for me to have a lie in, a rare luxury.

The covers partly off the bed and on the floor, I looked down and saw my basic, tight, high cut white panties riding especially high on me. That was always the way in the morning, and as well as that… I also had woken up excited, my sissy dick pulsing underneath the smooth, soft material.

In times gone by I would probably have immediately began to masturbate, jerking myself off almost without a second thought. But it was different now, Madame Lori not only, and understandably, had placed a ban on me pleasuring myself unless it was for her amusement, but if I was hard without her permission I also had to report it to her, and expect to face a punishment.

Or, if it happened in public, a verbal dressing down that while not physically painful, could often actually be a whole lot more degrading than even a public spanking would be.

I knew I had no option but to report this erection too. But there was just something so appealing about the sight of my hard, throbbing sissy dick inside the feminine material…

Maybe I was still a little groggy from having woken up before my alarm…

Clearly the logical, obedient part of my brain hadn’t quite kicked in yet…

I mean, I wouldn’t have to cum, I could just play with myself a little, indulge my body and mind. I’d be thinking of Madame Lori too as I did it, so what was the harm?

With that, I gripped the bulge in my panties, squeezing my hard dick as I lay back and spread my legs, imagining Madame Lori standing over me, hurling insults, calling me every sissy insult under the sun.

‘What the hell do you think you are doing!’ The voice bellowed.

Oh no, oh no, how did she…

Without me hearing…

CHAPTER TWO

My face blushed, hard and fast, as I struggled to splutter out some words to explain my actions.

Of course, there was nothing I could say, I had been caught pleasuring myself like a dirty little sissy slut. My Mistress towered above the bed, her hands on her hips, the look on her face telling me that I was in serious trouble.

Madame Lori was an incredibly intimidating physical presence. She was just under six feet tall, highly athletic in her frame and strength too. Slender, but muscular too, like a tennis player or swimmer, she certainly had the upper hand on me physically, my weak, sissy body no match for hers, that was for sure.

She had that amazing femininity that was at once both incredibly alluring but also highly intimidating for a beta male. She knew this too, her perfectly beautiful face always displaying her amusement or disdain at her inferiors.

‘I-I-I-I, please, it was just for a second, Madame,’ I continued, digging myself further into my self-imposed hole.

‘Enough, sissy!’ She said, slapping her hand down on the firm mattress, making a loud sound that frightened me, bringing me into focus and realising that I was in trouble. ‘This is incredibly disappointing!’

Then, without further explanation, she leant over and roughly flipped me onto my front, my hard dick pressing down on the soft sheets as she straddled me, facing my ass and roughly pulled my sleep panties down over my thighs.

‘You’ll be howling for mercy by the time I’m through,’ She said, beginning to spank me with her perfectly executed slaps, hard and fast, perfect accuracy. ‘And we haven’t even begun yet. If you think you can touch yourself like that without my permission then it’s clear that you haven’t learnt as much as I had hoped. We’ll have to try something a little different I think.’

The spanking continued, even harder as it went along, and true to Madame Lori’s word, I began to beg for mercy, writhing around, struggling, but all this did was make Lori squeeze her thighs harder, locking me in position as she spanked and spanked and spanked again.

‘Right. Hold still for these final ten and it’ll be over, for now,’ Lori said, squeezing even harder, the grip of her powerful thighs actually making it harder to breath. ‘Here, this might help. Stick it in your mouth, right in.’

She reached down and picked her sweaty workout t-shirt from her gym bag at the base of the bed. She didn’t wait for me to put it in my mouth, stuffing it in herself, the sheer wetness of the t-shirt shocking me, making me feel so humiliated that my mouth was being used like this.

Still, it did the job just fine. With her soaked t-shirt in my mouth, I was able to take the final spanks better, screaming into the t-shirt as I buried my head deep into the pillow as she delivered the last of the blows on my reddened ass.

Madame Lori then raised herself off my back and turned me onto my front, the t-shirt still stuffed in my mouth.

‘You’d rather it was panties, right?’ She said, smiling wickedly, standing over me on the bed and pushing her foot down on my mouth, making me struggle for air a little. ‘Well, first things first, slut.’

With that, she removed the t-shirt from my mouth, allowing me a brief few seconds of unbroken oxygen before she dropped down and covered my face with her silver cycling shorts, the smooth, damp lycra feeling incredible as she gyrated on my face, grinding harder, faster, until I felt myself slowly pass out under her weight…

I hoped that this would be the end of the punishment and we could continue with the day as normal.

I couldn’t have been more wrong if I had tried… 

CHAPTER THREE

I came to not long after passing out, the sight of Madame Lori walking into the bathroom, her strong, round ass disappearing behind the door and the shower turning on at least assuring me of a few minutes respite.

My face was still wet from a combination of her sweat and pussy juice. This was pretty normal for me, but there was something about the strength and harshness of the spanking, plus the merciless riding of my face that told me this was different.

Maybe I had really pissed her off by playing with myself?

I mean, I knew I had, of course, but perhaps I had pushed her too far?

I became aware that I was totally naked. Luckily, I didn’t have an erection, this would surely have caused me all kinds of trouble. I stood up from the bed and looked around the room.

Madame Lori’s gym bag was still on the floor, plus her trainers were over by the entrance of the bathroom. All normal, nothing to report.

Then, I spotted something over by the dressing table. More gym clothes…

Intrigued, I got up from the bed and quietly and subtly walked over. I wasn’t sure if Madame Lori would approve of me looking at her clothes, although it was exactly the kind of thing she would expect from a sissy pervert like me.

I suddenly realised though that there weren’t Madame Lori’s clothes, but they were intended for…

‘Yes, that’s right slut, those are your clothes for the day,’ Lori stand, standing naked in the bathroom doorway. ‘Tiny sports thong, bright banana yellow cycling shorts, tight pink t-shirt. Perfect leisure clothes for a pathetic, dribbling, weak little bimbo like you. You see, if you can’t control yourself, I’ll have to teach you better control. And that begins with you learning to do follow my every command. Now, get on all fours and crawl to me. I want each and every toe sucked and kissed. Now!’

Stunned, the idea of being paraded around the hotel in these clothes running through my head and making me dizzy, I got on all fours and crawled over to Lori, making sure to not ogle her naked, wet body as I kept my head low and focussed on sucking and licking each and every one of her perfectly manicured toes.

‘Thank you Madame for letting me worship your feet,’ I said in between kissed. ‘Thank you for providing me with clothes to wear, and thank you for punishing me for stepping out of line.’

I knew that this kind of snivelling behaviour would go down well, but at the same time I also meant it. I really was sorry for disappointing her, and I knew that whatever was coming next was something I would deserve.

I knew that if I wanted to truly be Madame Lori’s sissy toy, I had a lot to learn, and a lot more punishment and humiliation to take.

Still, I couldn’t have predicted quite what was going to be coming way…

CHAPTER FOUR

We walked down the corridor towards the elevator, Madame Lori now in a smart business suit, high heels, and looking phenomenal.

I was walking by her side, in my brightly coloured and blatantly female work out gear. I had been instructed to keep my head up and make eye contact with everyone we came across on our walk to the elevator.

So far, this had included two giggling cleaning women in their early twenties. Neither on of them making any effort at all to hide their mockery of me. I went red with humiliation, made worse when Madame Lori turned back to them and loudly informed them that I was wearing a minuscule thong underneath my shorts, prompting more laughter as they continued down the corridor.

‘You see, the more you let go of your masculine identity,’ She said to me, ‘The more enjoyable experiences like this you can have? Agreed?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ I said, my face still burning from the idea of the two young women seeing me as a sissy rather than a man. ‘Thank you, Madame Lori.’

Lori also delighted in spanking me to walk faster, causing much amusement from a group of businessmen and women who were walking out of the elevator.

‘Spanks get results!’ Madame Lori had said, the looks of sheer disdain and amusement on the faces of the business people only fuelling her fire. ‘I caught him playing with his little sissy clitty this morning, gave him the spanking of his life and now look at him!’

I momentarily dropped my head at this point, the crushing humiliation proving too much. This was a mistake.

‘Head up, slut!’ Lori said, grabbing my face and pointing it towards the group. ‘Apologies, he’s still in training. As you can see, it’s not the only part of him I’m teaching how to behave properly.’

She pointed down to my crotch, the sight of my sissy erection pressing against the bright material causing laughter and shock in equal measure. I hadn’t realised what had happened, but something about the walk of humiliation must have set me off.

My instincts earlier on in my training would have made me attempt to cover myself up, but that had been trained out of me now. I knew what I needed to do, no matter the situation, or the people who were watching.

‘Madame Lori,’ I said, ‘I would like to report an unauthorised sissy clitty erection. Please accept my apologies, but I’m too much of a sissy bimbo to control myself and my panty boy desires.’

‘Good, very good,’ Lori said, slapping my crotch, making me gasp as my hard dick bounced back and forth. ‘Maybe his training is coming along better than I thought. There is hope for this little maggot. Anyway, perhaps we’ll see you later, but now I have to take my little toy for his morning training. Good day. Sissy, curtsey for the men and women.’

I did as I was told and as the group walked away and we got in the elevator, I kneeled by Lori’s side, my mind racing as to what was ahead for me…


CHAPTER FIVE

The elevator opened and I stood to get up.

‘No, you can crawl by my side,’ Lori said, the look on her face firm but with a hint of mischief. ‘We’ll want to make a proper entrance you see.’

Luckily, the entrance to the gym was only a few yards down the corridor, and I don’t think anyone saw me crawling next to her. Inside the gym was however another story.

Packed with women, all of a similarly impressive physique and demeanour as Lori, the room came to a standstill as we entered. Even the large, incredibly big male personal trainer who was leading the class stopped, before walking over to Lori.

‘Madame, so this must be the little problem you told me about,’ He said, looking down at my on my hands and knees, his impressively muscled legs leading up to tight fitting shorts that left little to the imagination as a rather prominent bulge appeared at the front. ‘Well, what do you have in mind?’

By now, the women in the room had made a circle around us, excitedly whispering and pointing. There was something about this that was deeply humiliating but equally arousing, and I became worried that I was going to get another erection, so I did my best to try and block out what was going on around me.

Easier said than done…

‘On your feet, sissy, your personal trainer wants to assess you,’ Lori said, a wicked grin on her face as she pulled me up by my ear, much to the delight of the women in attendance. ‘You see, sometimes you have to encourage your little bimbo with some old fashioned treatment. Now, Tyron, what do you think?’

Tyron, his incredible physique seeming even more intimidating now he was standing right in front of me, looking me up and down, making it evidently clear to me that I would never be a proper man with this kind of alpha male energy.

‘I think to do a proper assessment I need a closer look at what I’ll be working with,’ Tyron said. ‘Your stated goal is to build a sissy toy body? I’ll need to see what the base level is.’

‘Well, you heard your gym master,’ Lori said, slapping me across the face. ‘Strip down to your panties and show him what a beta specimen you are. I’m sure the ladies could all do with a good laugh too!’

I quickly removed my clothes, knowing that any hesitation would only lead to further punishment. I stood then in nothing but my thong, my weak, beta body on display.

‘Hands on your head,’ Lori said. ‘Let Tyron see everything, or rather the lack of it…’

This comment drew laughter from the women, who themselves moved in closer to take a look along with Tyron.

‘Well, it’s a weak body, soft, definitely transformable into a feminine shape with a sissy tushy,’ Tyron said, his hands grabbing my ass cheeks and shaking them, causing me to whimper, afraid but also hugely turned on by this total humiliation. ‘You have him squatting already?’

‘Yes, but his form is mediocre at best, no matter how many times I spank him he just doesn’t get it,’ Lori said, shaking her head, clearly unimpressed by having to report back that I wasn’t able to do as I was told.

‘I think I have the perfect solution, if you’ll allow me?’ Tyron said.

‘Of course, I want a perfect little bubble butt for my sissy bitch, feel free, he’s all yours,’ Lori said, clearly warming to the prospect of Tyron’s mystery squat technique training. ‘And sissy, you are to follow Tyron’s instructions to the letter, and for God’s sake, try to keep your eyes off his big dick, you’re practically drooling!’

The women and Lori laughed as I went crimson from shame. It was true, I had been ogling his big bulge, clearly my sissy instincts were overruling my brain at this point. There was something about the feeling of being put on display in just a pair of panties that really kicked me into a different level of subservience, one that allowed me to lose my inhibitions.

Well, that was about to prove very lucky indeed…

Tyron planted a suction-cup dildo on the floor in front of me. It was big, thick, long and black and prompted a lot of comment from the women who surrounded us, some of them licking their lips and making obscene gestured with their hands towards me…

‘I’ll guide you up and down in your squat, and each time, I want you resting the opening to your ass right on the tip of the dildo,’ Tyron said, as we began to work, his strong, firm hands guiding me and positioning my back and legs in the textbook squat pose. ‘Not bad, now try one by yourself.’

‘Ooooh look, much better,’ Lori said, her hands draped over Tyron’s muscular, broad shoulders. ‘Look everyone, it looks like sissy is enjoying his new-found squatting ability a little too much!’

She pointed at the front of my thong, my erection having popped out of the side of the tiny patch of material.

The women all laughed, pointed, some of them even taking their phones out and photographing my silly sissy display of arousal.

‘I think we may as well despatch of those,’ Lori said, stepping over to me and whipping my thong off to leave me totally naked, squatting up and down on a giant dildo. ‘Tyron, how about we leave him in a deep squat, see how long he can last?’

‘There’s a chance he may just sit on the dildo and let it in, especially now he’s tired,’ Tyron said. ‘In which case I would suggest I lube the dildo.’

‘Yes, make sure you get it nice and sticky all the way down to the bottom!’ Lori agreed, squatting in front of me and pulling on my nipples, delighting in my pained expression and total subservience to her. ‘Sissy, you’re going to give us ten more squats, and on the tenth I want you to lower that cute little bimbo ass right onto the big, black dick and slide right down it. Got it?’

‘Yes Madame, thank you Madame,’ I said, my brain now focussed solely on pleasing Lori and, deep down, desperate to have a big dildo inside me.

The ten squats were tough, but with Tyron standing next to me, guiding me, I felt safe, and desperate to please him. I noticed that the bulge in his shorts appeared to have gotten a little bigger, but was determined that not even this would distract me.

The tenth squat arrived and I felt the cold, squidgy feel of the dildo’s dick head pushing up on my puckered, tight ass hole.

I let out a shy moan as I felt my ass gradually take it in, slowly but surely, the lube facilitating its entrance and prompting me to let out an animalistic, longer, groan, much to the delight of everyone in attendance.

‘Mmmmmph, Madame, it’s so big, I, mmmmmmmph,’ I groaned, the cum shooting out of my dick shocking me as it flew up into the air as I squatted, the dildo deep inside of me, my legs suddenly going weak, my entire body in pleasure, the kind of thrill I had never experienced before. ‘Oooooh, mmmmmph, I’m sorry, please, mmmmph.’

‘Oh look! Sissy has made her clitty squirt!’ Lori exclaimed, addressing me as her always being a sign that she was happy with me, and seeing me as a step closer to being the perfect toy. ‘Who would have thought that such a tiny little maggot would make so much sticky mess? Shall we make her eat it up, or keep her squatting on that big, man sized cock?’

‘We could do both?’ Came a shout from one of the women in the attendance as she moved in and scooped up some of my cum and held it in front of my mouth.

‘Sissy, show the fine lady how much of a cum hungry cock slut you are, eat your cummmies up right now!’ Lori bellowed, clearly impressed by this woman’s idea. ‘Same goes for everyone, get some of her mess on your fingers and she’ll gladly eat her sissy splurge.’

The women all began to feed me my cum, some of them also bouncing me up and down a little on the dildo, testing my will to keep it lodged inside my ass.

I looked over to Lori, her hands inside Tyron’s shorts, gripping and squeezing on his dick, her eyes however focused on me, in a state of totally degradation and submission, having just cum from a big plastic dick in my ass, now being played with and used by a group of strangers.

Maybe I was closer to being her sissy toy than I, or she, had imagined…


EPILOGUE

As a reward for my performance, Lori allowed me to witness Tyron servicing her with his big, thick, and frankly terrifying dick.

I couldn’t keep my eyes off them, two majestic, dominant natural leaders, the kind of people who knew a sissy when they saw one, knew how to administer punishment and education in equal measure.

My heart skipped a beat when, part way through their fucking, Lori commanded me to form a human bench for Tyron to bend her over and fuck her from behind.

The whole thing was thrilling, and I felt honoured that my body could be of some use to them in aiding their pleasure. When they were done, I was instructed to clean Madame Lori’s pussy, the taste of Tyron’s cum strong, salty, and exactly as macho as I would have imagined.

‘Sissy, so how do you feel about moving your training on to the next level?’ Lori said. ‘Tyron said he would just love to help…’

‘Yes, Madame, thank you Madame,’ I said, hoping that she meant exactly what I thought she meant…

I was about to find out too…
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-TO COME-

‘Oh I know you will,’ Sarah laughed, running her nails down over my ass cheeks, pulling out and then snapping back the waistband of my pink panties. ‘You’re mine now. I own you in here. You’ll be reporting directly to me every single day and doing my exact bidding. Say I want to have you in black stockings, and matching bra and panties. Well, that’s what you’ll be wearing. And there will be no clothes on top, not in my office suite anyway. If I want you to crawl over to my desk and lick and suck on my toes, you’ll do that too. If I want you on your knees and sucking on of the builders from across the street you’ll fucking do that too. Agreed?’

‘Yes, yes, please, anything,’ Was all that I could muster, my mind spinning out of control with what was happening, my submissive nature coming out in full force, like all my fantasies were now this real thing that was happening and my inner self was taking over and allowing me to live my deepest desires out for real. ‘Please punish me! I’m sorry for wasting company time, I’m sorry for being such a pathetic panty boy!’

Sarah laughed. She had broken me and she knew it too.

She began to spank my ass, taking expert strikes on my exposed cheeks and goading me as I cried out in pain, her hand covering my mouth as my cries increased in volume…

‘I’d keep the noise down unless you want the room full of the senior managers and their secretaries,’ She said. ‘Some of them have got very big dicks that would have you choking and gagging when they were only half-way down that slutty little mouth of yours. And don’t even get me started on what they could do to this little virgin ass of yours. Before we think about letting an alpha bull run wild on it, we’ll be doing plenty of training with my plugs and buzzers, don’t you worry.’

Sarah then lifted me up and spun me around before lifting me up and lying me on my back on the large, smooth table. My body was exposed, even more so when she lifted my shirt up and tucked it in, just like I had in the bathroom earlier that morning…

Sarah leant in and grabbed my stiff dick, squeezing it and then slapping it from side to side, laughing as she spat on it, hurling abuse at me as she tormented her new pet…

-end of preview-


PROLOGUE

Every sissy has a special, preferred panty.

The kind that gets their sissy stick extra hard just at the thought of them. For some, it might be a black thong, for others it could be a pair of brilliant white college style hipster panties. Others might make a sissy mess just at the idea of a pair of red, lacey and totally slutty pair of panties, the kind a high-class escort might wear on a date with a client.

But me…

There is nothing in the world that can beat a pair of high-cut, tight, and shockingly bright pair of pink panties. They just give off that pure bimbo vibe, the kind of carefree, open to anything kind of airhead sissy who is up for absolutely anything at all…

But when I was put to the test, would my fantasy of being the perfectly submissive, pink panty wearing sissy slut be everything I expected?

Or would it be a whole lot more than I could handle?


CHAPTER ONE

I had been clock watching all day at work. There I was, sitting at my desk in my favourite pink panties, the thrilling secret underneath my regular work clothes. But, it was just one of those days that really seemed like it was never, ever going to end.

It wasn’t like I hated my job or anything, it was perfectly fine. Well, it paid the bills, afforded me some money on the side, and allowed me to take regular holidays overseas. So, actually, I didn’t have too much to complain about.

But today though. It was just totally extra. And I don’t mean in a good way. I was bored out of my brains, just totally going through the motions, not even really paying attention during meetings.

Well, even less than normal if truth be told.

I guess I had been cruising through work for quite some time. I had decided I wouldn’t bother going for any promotions, instead I was going to save my money and travel abroad for an extended period once I had enough to cover me for like a year or something.

With this in mind I guess I mentally checked out of the place and found myself doing the bare minimum, regularly taking extended lunch breaks, not really putting much effort into my projects and so on. I don’t even think anyone noticed much to be honest, I kind of had them wrapped around my finger.

How?

Well, I was super polite and never caused drama for a start. This got me so much leeway it was unreal. I was able to hide in plain sight, often literally dumping work in the shredder bin if I didn’t feel like dealing with it on that particular day. Now, all the loud mouths and trouble causers would never dare do this, probably because they knew their cards were marked.

But me?

No, I could do what I wanted. Well, that was certainly how it appeared to me. I would even sometimes swap my work with other people, again totally in plain sight. But I was never caught, always able to glide by with a smile and a witty comment or three.

Today was a day where I had finished my work by around ten thirty in the morning. Usually, I would have some side hustles to be getting on with, but as it happened I was actually feeling pretty burned out by this stage of the week, so really couldn’t muster the drive to do it. It was a Friday and all I had on my mind was meeting up with friends afterwards for a few cocktails.

Oh, and like I said… I had my favourite pair of panties on underneath my tight black chinos. It crossed my mind that I could go to the large disabled toilet and jerk off, but I really wanted to save myself for later when I could probably have a nice, long, luxurious jerk off session in a hot bath shower at home.

But, I was just so bored…

Well, it wouldn’t do any harm to just go for a quick look and feel of myself in my absolute favourite pair of panties. I could control myself, surely…

CHAPTER TWO

I got up from my desk with a pile of papers I really didn’t want to be bothering with today and casually tossed them into the shredding machine as I made my way down the office and towards the disabled bathroom.

I allowed myself a sly grin…

There I was, a panty wearing masturbator, totally flaunting every rule going. It was a thrill to be such a rebel, and what made it even more satisfying was how long I had been flying under the radar, totally and unquestionably getting away with things that would in all likelihood get anyone fired if discovered.

Still, even that was losing some of its sheen now. It was just too easy for me. But, hey-ho, I would be off travelling Europe soon, just me, some spending money, and a free schedule. Perfect.

I approached the bathroom area and strode confidently into the large disabled room that would afford me the privacy, and floor to ceiling mirror, that I needed. Even this was another sign of how much I got away with. I mean, they were disabled facilities for people with disabilities, not exactly a crime to use if you had good reason…

But to watch yourself get hard in a pair of slutty pink panties?

If only my bosses knew, I thought. They were all such squares, some of them really serving a life sentence at this place, all with totally institutionalized minds, sticklers for the rules, acting like the administrative work they did actually meant anything. Idiots, the lot of them.

I closed the door behind me, ensuring as always to double check the lock was in place, secure, making certain that I was free to do my thing without fear of getting caught.

You see, as cocky as I was, and as basically out of control as my rule breaking was becoming, I always prided myself on an ability to eliminate and nullify any mistakes that could see my end up caught. I was too smart for that. I was too smart for them all.

Confident that all was fine, I began by unbuttoning my trousers and letting them drop to my ankles. It was always such a thrill to do this, and I would imagine myself doing it under the strict instructions of a dominant woman or man, the kind of people who would love nothing more than owning and punishing a sissy-boy like me.

Next, I hiked up my shirt and pinned it up above my midriff, just beneath my nipples, like I was wearing a revealing crop-top or something along those kind of lines. Again, the feeling of presenting myself like a real cock hungry bimbo was a huge turn on and I could feel my dick stiffening underneath the tight, smooth material.

I felt so feminine.

I felt like such a beta wimp, a dick hungry sissy who wanted nothing more than to be used and abused.

I stood in front of the mirror and took a moment to admire the panties, fully aware of what I spectacle I looked. My slender body, my cute little ass, my small dick… I knew I was perfect sissy boy material.

I was really desperate to grab my dick and begin to pump it, knowing full well that in my pink panties I wouldn’t last very long at all, just like most pathetic bathroom masturbators I really didn’t have much stamina in this area at all. I just found it all too exciting.

But, determined still not to cum, I put my hand inside the panties and gave my dick a squeeze, closing my eyes and imagining it was a beautiful woman, curvy, strong, and with a fierce personality that didn’t tolerate sissy bitches like me…

God, I honestly could have cum so easily. I was probably only three of four pulls away from it too. But, then, totally out of the blue, I heard voices outside. I mean, logic told me that they had no idea what was going on inside this room, of course not. But, at the same time, my risk assessment told me to not risk it, don’t even draw attention to the fact that the disabled bathroom was being occupied for a prolonged period of time. If I stepped out now, they would probably not even bat an eyelid. Just some man sneaking a fast piss in the most accessible john available.

Typical man, right?

So I let my top drop down, and pulled my chinos back up over my hard little dick and my pink panties. I went through the motions of flushing the toilet, washing my hands, and turning the hand dryer on for a quick blast of some super hot, hard air. I paused for five seconds then opened the door and walked out.

Damn, had it all been worth it?

I looked around and the women were nowhere to be seen. They must have just done a stop and talk, each one going in a different direction once they finished. Oh well, better safe than sorry. And it wasn’t all bad either, I had managed to get myself hard, play with myself, watch my sissy body, exposed in the mirror, and not ruined the orgasm I was going to luxuriate myself in later.

I walked back to my desk with the look of someone without a care in the world. A look that would unbeknownst to me be wiped off my face pretty, pretty soon indeed…

CHAPTER THREE

I sat down at my desk and unlocked my computer screen. A quick scan over my emails told me that absolutely nothing of even the slightest bit of interest had happened in my absence.

I mean, seriously, it was the most dry series of emails I had honestly ever seen – and that was saying something in this place!

After deleting them all unread, I opened my writing pad and jotted a couple of ideas for a TV series I had been working on with my friend from college, Paz, who as an actor was beginning to land some TV spots on a regular basis. We had always mulled ideas over together, and now he knew I was planning on leaving for a year, he was really pushing me for us to get an idea formulated, put down on paper, and fully realised. His plan was that he would then use his burgeoning career to try and advance our potential series.

He was a good guy, one of the best, but he was a dreamer too. So, I while I appreciated his hustle, I wasn’t going to hold my breath.

Anyway, the pad now shut and my ideas jotted down, I opened my phone and began to scroll through my social media, taking it in as much as is possible with the kind of absolute crap that came up on my Facebook feed. Just not interesting at all.

Well, I did say I was in one of those bored moods where nothing seemed to be of even the slightest bit of inspiration…

‘Please stand up, leave your desk and come with me,’ The voice came.

I looked up, totally brought out of my daydream. The woman standing over me was stunning. Definitely senior management, you could tell by the pristine cut of her suit, her immaculate hair, the air of authority in her voice.

But what did she want with me?

I looked in her hand and could see she was holding a stack of papers…

They couldn’t possibly be… the ones I dumped?

The stern look on her face was telling me otherwise and I promptly got up and began to follow her, my heart racing and that sinking feeling well and truly kicking in…

CHAPTER FOUR

I felt like my entire body was on fire as I walked just a step behind this woman. I was racking my brain, there was just no way she could have seen me dumping those paper in the shredder, no way at all.

Surely…

But as we entered the large meeting room and she shut the door firmly behind her, I took a huge inhale of air as I saw her place the documents down on the table. Yes, it was true, they were the paper I had ditched.

Or at least attempted to.

‘Care to explain?’ She said. ‘Well, before you do, know this. My name is Sarah Polen and I am Senior Executive for Overall Business Needs. In other words, in the top 0.1 percentile of the management chain of command. I was tipped off about your behaviour and decided to witness it for myself. I saw you, I have a record of what you did, verifiable with another member of senior staff and HR. That’s if I choose to verify it. You do have choices here.’

‘Yes, anything,’ I said. ‘It was a stupid mistake, I’ve never done it before, I don’t know what came over me.’

I was rambling, totally waffling, desperately trying to dig my way out of this terrible hole I found myself in.

‘Okay, you can shut up now,’ Sarah said, her voice firm but just the hint of a smile on her face as she realised she had me where she wanted me. ‘The thing is, it’s not just the papers, now is it?’

Wait, what?

Was she talking about my extended lunches? My terrible forgetfulness when it came to deadlines? It could have been anything really.

‘Oh you can get that innocent look off your face,’ She said, moving in close to me as I say nervously in my chair. ‘Tell me, why were you in the disabled bathroom? Why can’t you use the regular men’s facilities?’

‘I, um, it was just, um,’ I said, spluttering, really doing a terrible job of masking my guilt.

‘Let me run a little theory past you,’ She said, her hand on my shoulder, pressing down, her strength quite evident. ‘You weren’t in the men’s because you’re not a proper man. How does that sound? Well, sissy, does that sound accurate?’

It must have been written all over my face. I could feel myself going bright red, my mouth drying up, even a bead of sweat emerging somewhere at the op of my forehead.

How much did she know?

What exactly did she know?

‘Okay, so I assume that your lack of a response is an admission of sorts,’ Sarah said, her hand now on my ear. ‘Get that sissy ass up.’

She pulled me to my feet by my ear. I was in pain, and shock too. This was my workplace and I was being called a sissy and physically assaulted. In theory, none of this should have been allowed. But those God damned papers I tried to ditch…

‘Please, I, um,’ I said, my voice trembling, weak with fear and also an intense lack of ability in my mind to conjure any kind of defence or excuse to get myself out of this.

‘You don’t think I don’t know what it means when I see even the slightest hint of pink sticking out above a waistline?’ Sarah said, one hand still on my ear, the other pulling on my hair, facing my face in towards hers. ‘I followed you to the bathroom you little bitch. Now, if you want to keep your job, and if you also don’t want the police involved due to the nature of your behaviour, you’ll pull those trousers down right now and show me the full extent of your sissy boy shame.’

I knew I had no choice.

I felt like this was a moment that would change everything, and I mean everything. With Laura watching, glaring and glowering at me, I unbuttoned my trousers and let them drop…

CHAPTER FIVE

‘Well isn’t that just perfect!’ Sarah laughed, her hair bouncing as she rocked her head back in glee. ‘Of course a sissy wants to wear pink, and of course a sissy also likes to make sure his, or should that be her?, panties are nice and small. Doesn’t look like there’s much underneath them anyway that needs holding in. Walk up and down for me, let me watch you expose yourself to ridicule.’

I was almost in a zombie-like state of obedience now, totally under her control and power. I did as I was told, walking up and down the office room, struggling with my pants around my ankles and my panties riding high up my hips and my ass too.

‘Ridiculous! You are a total moron, you know that?’ She laughed, walking over to me and roughly bending me over the desk, my body totally submissive to her power. ‘Look at this little ass, so weak, so slight. Perfect for spanking, and probably perfect for fucking too. Well?’

‘Please, I’m sorry, I’ll do anything you want, anything,’ I said, totally panicking but unable to do anything about the situation I was finding myself in, it was almost as if my strength had been sapped and I was powerless, totally at her mercy.

‘Oh I know you will,’ Sarah laughed, running her nails down over my ass cheeks, pulling out and then snapping back the waistband of my pink panties. ‘You’re mine now. I own you in here. You’ll be reporting directly to me every single day and doing my exact bidding. Say I want to have you in black stockings, and matching bra and panties. Well, that’s what you’ll be wearing. And there will be no clothes on top, not in my office suite anyway. If I want you to crawl over to my desk and lick and suck on my toes, you’ll do that too. If I want you on your knees and sucking on of the builders from across the street you’ll fucking do that too. Agreed?’

‘Yes, yes, please, anything,’ Was all that I could muster, my mind spinning out of control with what was happening, my submissive nature coming out in full force, like all my fantasies were now this real thing that was happening and my inner self was taking over and allowing me to live my deepest desires out for real. ‘Please punish me! I’m sorry for wasting company time, I’m sorry for being such a pathetic panty boy!’

Sarah laughed. She had broken me and she knew it too.

She began to spank my ass, taking expert strikes on my exposed cheeks and goading me as I cried out in pain, her hand covering my mouth as my cries increased in volume…

‘I’d keep the noise down unless you want the room full of the senior managers and their secretaries,’ She said. ‘Some of them have got very big dicks that would have you choking and gagging when they were only half-way down that slutty little mouth of yours. And don’t even get me started on what they could do to this little virgin ass of yours. Before we think about letting an alpha bull run wild on it, we’ll be doing plenty of training with my plugs and buzzers, don’t you worry.’

Sarah then lifted me up and spun me around before lifting me up and lying me on my back on the large, smooth table. My body was exposed, even more so when she lifted my shirt up and tucked it in, just like I had in the bathroom earlier that morning…

‘So pathetic, such a wimpy, weak little body,’ She said, her fingers turning my nipples, squeezing them, pulling them up and causing me to squeal in pain. ‘Remember what I said about the noise! Now, let’s pull these panties down and see what you’ve got. I’m not holding my breath! Oh, ooooh, ha! That’s not a dick. No. That’s a clitty!’

Sarah leant in and grabbed my stiff dick, squeezing it and then slapping it from side to side, laughing as she spat on it, hurling abuse at me as she tormented her new pet…

‘There is no way I would even feel this inside me,’ She scoffed, loving every second of her attack on my sissy dick. ‘No real man has a dick like this, so it’s actually pretty obvious to me why you want to wear panties, and also why you submitted to me so easily, hardly even a hint of resistance. You’re a natural born sissy, a pure-bred panty boy of the most pathetic kind. Tell me, do you normally go to the bathroom and jerk this little maggot? Make your stupid sissy goo into whichever bimbo panties you’re wearing that day?’

‘Yes, sorry, I can’t help it,’ I said, shutting my eyes in shame as I spoke, totally open book to Sarah, ready to answer any question no matter how humiliating.

‘Speak properly, call me Ms Polen from now on, bitch,’ She said, spitting into my mouth and slapping my cheeks. ‘I’ll teach you the hard way if I have to, I have absolutely no problem with that. Now get those legs up, right up and over your head. You’re about to get your first bit of real sissy training.’

With that, Ms Polsen lifted my legs up, high, then higher, then right back over my shoulders, meaning my dick was pointing directly at my face, still hard, the thrill of the degradation and humiliation proving too much for it.

‘Now, you’re going to jerk and masturbate that useless little beta clitty until it makes a mess all over your face,’ Sarah laughed. ‘You’re going to eat it all up afterwards too, every last drop. I want you to get used to the taste of your own cum, and I want you to get real good, real fast, at aiming a dick directly into your mouth and across your face too. Got it? Good. Now, get pumping that tiny little thing.’

I did as commanded and began to wank myself, each pump taking me closer to cumming, the idea of shooting my load all over my face thrilling me, scaring me, but most importantly taking me deeper on my sissy journey.

‘Ms Polen, I’m ready,’ I whimpered, my hand working my clitty hard, my body tensing up.

‘Well, what are you waiting for, slut?’ She said, slapping her hand down on my raised and exposed ass cheeks. ‘Show me what a perfect little sissy slut you are, how keen you are to impress your alpha female owner. Moan as it comes out and splashes onto your stupid piggy face and grunt as it enters your cum hungry mouth. Do it!’

I felt the cum shoot out and I did indeed moan, grunt, and gasp as it covered my face, shooting right up onto my forehead and into my hair, and then of course into my mouth too. I felt so demeaned, the fact I was doing it on front of Sarah, senior management and now my mistress for all intents and purposes, just made it even more degrading, the sheer thrill of making such a grotesque exhibition of myself just too much to handle.

‘There, that’s it, you show your Queen who the little bitch is around here,’ She said, her fingers running over my exposed asshole, probing a little, assisting with the final squirts of my sissy juice. ‘Remember, if you impress me enough over the course of your panty training, I’ll give you some rewards. Like, maybe you can eat my ass? Would you like that?’

‘Mmmm, yes, thank you, Ms Polen,’ I said, my voice trembling, every nerve and sense in my body totally tuned in to this moment, to every word and facial expression. ‘Please help make me the ultimate panty boy, there’s nothing I won’t do to serve you.’

‘Well, we’ll see how much you really mean that over these next few days I am sure,’ Sarah said, taking a step back and photographing me, covered in cum, panties round my ankles, lying on the desk. ‘I’ve got a serious training plan in place for you and it’s going to be one that will take you places you’ve never been before, maybe not even in your deepest, darkest fantasies. But, in the meantime, I want you to pull those pink panties up and get yourself presentable. We’ve got an appointment at the department store across the road. If you’re going to be my personal panty slut, you’ll be needing work approved panties, won’t you?’

EPILOGUE

My world had been shaken, my body had been used, abused, mocked and played with by Sarah.

But this was only just the beginning.

I knew as I got myself dressed that nothing was ever going to be the same again, that my life had changed forever, that now my panty secret had been discovered by Ms Poulsen, my life at work certainly wouldn’t be an easy ride anymore.

But it wasn’t filing I had to worry about, it was something much realer. Much more strenuous, degrading, and sometimes painful too. But, at the same time, I knew it felt right, it felt almost like a case of final I would have job satisfaction, as crazy as that might sound.

Oh, and the fact that every day I would be in a new set of panties, ones selected by my mistress no less, well that was just even better. That was the kind of thing that I had craved, desired, and deep down always wanted for as long as I could even remember.

I was determined that I would be the best sissy for her that I could be, doing anything and everything for her, pushing myself further than felt comfortable, but most of all… being the ultimate pink panty sissy I could possibly be.
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-TO COME-

‘So here you are my panty boy bitch neighbor,’ Cynthia’s voice came, shocking me with how loud and forceful she was being. ‘Your red tushy on display, bimbo panties on, being punished by your saint of a wife. Amelia, if I may?’

Cynthia ripped my panties off, tearing the flimsy material with ease and draping them over my head.

‘Don’t let them drop off your head or there’ll be even more trouble you little fool,’ She said, spanking my ass incredibly fast, accurately, and with equal force to Amelia. ‘You will call me Ms Jackson and after each spank you will say Thank you Ms Jackson, sissies get what they deserve.’

She had done this before, many times I suspected. I followed her orders until she was done.

‘Now, my weak little husband,’ Amelia said. ‘You will stand up and you will walk two steps behind Ms Jackson and I. And do not let those panties fall off your head either, not if you know what is good for you.’

I was relieved that the double-spanking was over, my ass burning and throbbing from the prolonged assault it had taken. Walking behind the two incredible women, I was able to appreciate the similarities and contrasts between the two. Amelia was shorter, but with a leaner body. Ms Jackson was taller, but had a fuller, total MILF cougar body, her every curve emphasized by her expensive, designer clothes.

I was naked apart from the panties on my head and the high heels. I must have looked ridiculous and I could only hope that Ms Jackson would be the only guest joining us. Either way, I knew that more was in store for me as we approached the decked seating area.

Much, much more…

-END OF PREVIEW-

PROLOGUE

I woke up and looked at my panties, laid out for me. Tiny, pink, a mesh front and thong back. Women’s panties. The kind a stripper or even hooker would wear. Slutty, revealing, and perfect for a sissy husband.

But how did I get to this point?

We’d been married a year, and it was a good year too. But something was missing, a certain aspect of our relationship just wasn’t working.

I was slacking off at work, not hitting my sales targets. I just couldn’t be bothered anymore for some reason. Not only that, but I was spending like crazy. Just on crap I didn’t need, ridiculous luxuries and pointless gadgets that served next to zero practical use. Not only that, but I’d picked up a a couple of speeding tickets, and parking infringements too. I was actually close to having my drivers licence suspended.

What did this all mean?

It meant that Amelia, my wife, had to step up. She knew that if this marriage was going to succeed then she would have to be in control, the main breadwinner, the one who made the calls, ran the ship, and decided what went down.

But I had no idea at the time just how far she would take it…


CHAPTER ONE

I prepared Amelia her early morning post-workout shake, and made some tofu scrambled eggs and crushed nuts on the side too. Her commitment to being as strong and fast as possible was incredible, but very typical of her personality type.

Once she decided to do something, she totally committed and there was no room for dissent. As I had found out on several, painful, occasions already since my conversion to her sissy husband.

I placed the shake on the kitchen table and plated up the tofu scramble and nuts. I looked at the large stainless steel wall mounted clock and felt my heart race, increasing its beat a touch, as I knew she would be back at any moment.

Of course, standing there in my pink thong and absolutely nothing else, well apart from my patent black high heels, I still felt exposed, even now that my sissy life had been ongoing for a couple of months. I thought I would probably always feel like this to a degree, and the second I ever got comfortable, Amelia would always switch something up on me, increasing my training, making my punishments more painful or more degrading.

She was tough, but she was doing this because she wanted the marriage to work, I knew that. I looked at the clock again. And again. And once more. Where the hell was she?

Just as I was getting myself super hyped up and nervous, I heard the back door open, then she entered the kitchen. She was wearing her running gear. Tight pink running r-shirt, skin-tight black running shorts that emphasised her lean, muscular legs and perfectly round and strong ass, the product of many personal training sessions with Rick, her new personal trainer.

Her face was covered in sweat, but she still looked majestic. Her eyes were seductive, but firm too. She was not a woman to mess around or try and backchat, I knew this more than most. Her cheekbones were high, her skin glowed in the morning light that broke into the kitchen through the high and wide windows. Her lips were plump, luxurious, the kind that drove men crazy, me included.

I immediately did as I had been trained to do and curtseyed for her, pulling out an imaginary dress to the side, ensuring that my feet were properly placed, getting my squat nice and low too. I had been doing extra practice, wanting to avoid any more spanking sessions for poor technique.

‘Not bad at all, I’ll make a sissy husband of you yet,’ She said, wiping her brow with a small hand towel, tossing it onto the floor by the washing machine when she was done. ‘Now, are you going to pull this chair out for your wife or do I have to stand here all day waiting?’

I hurriedly dashed to the chair and pulled it out so that Amelia could sit at the table and eat her fuelling food. She sipped the shake once, then again. I could tell she was judging it for flavour, texture, and temperature too. I felt like a contestant on a realty cooking show, except in this on if the judge didn’t like the food, I would likely be stripped and have my ass spanked raw.

‘Decent, really decent, well done my little pet,’ She said. ‘But this tofu… this tofu is just… incredible!’

My heart nearly exploded. I had honestly thought she was going to tell me it was awful and my mind had already begun to spin with what she would have me do, what kind of humiliation I would face for failing her. But it was at this moment that I inadvertently let things slip.

‘Excuse me? You aren’t going to thank your wife for complimenting you?’ Amelia said, her voice suddenly cold, not impressed at all with me temporarily forgetting my manners as I basked in her compliment. ‘Not good enough. Not at all. Get yourself out in the back garden and put yourself in a plank position in the middle of the lawn. Hold that plank until I’ve decided what to do with you and grace you with my presence. What are you waiting for?’

‘Sorry Miss,’ I said, panicking, furious at myself for making that mistake. ‘Yes Miss, sorry Miss.’

‘I said now! Right this second! Don’t make this worse than it already is, sissy,’ She said, her voice stern, angry, but totally in control.

With that, I turned and ran out, wobbling in my heels, my panties riding high, out to the garden to take my position and await my punishment. I had a feeling I was in serious trouble, the kind that would involve a long, degrading and totally sissy series of punishments…

CHAPTER TWO

I got myself in position in the centre of the lawned grassy area of the garden. I had been told to plank and did just that. Luckily I had decent core strength so was able to do it, but on the flip side of that, Amelia knew that too so I figured she would factor that in and keep my waiting for longer.

It was so degrading, doing this naked apart from my slutty panties and heels. We had neighbors either side of our house, and all it would take would be for them to peer out of their bathroom or bedroom windows and they would see a sissy husband presenting himself ready for punishment.

I wondered just how long it would be before I was exposed to the neighbors. On one side we had a married lesbian couple, both of them worked in TV and were away a lot, so I was grateful for that at least. They were about our age, very hot, and also would sometimes hold parties when they were back.

Before I was turned into a sissy husband, I would sometimes peek out from my bedroom window to catch glimpses of them getting in and out of their jacuzzi in the garden, the sight of them in their bikinis, and sometimes only bikini bottoms, sending me wild, causing me to jack off right there and then on more than one instance.

On the other side, we had Mrs Cynthia Jackson. She was older, in her mid forties, a rich divorcee who had all the time in the world to catch me, seeing as the millions she received in her divorce settlement had totally removed the need to ever seek out any employment. I would often see her pulling out of her driveway in her silver Ferrari, heading out to the gym or to the city. She would occasionally see me and wave, a sly grin on her face.

Did she know? I tried not to speculate too much, all it would do would be to drive me crazy with fear and paranoia. The truth was, when Amelia wanted people to know, she would tell them and there was nothing I would be able to do about it.

After a while, I began to feel the strain on my core getting to me. It was too much, I would have to let myself drop to the floor for a moment. But, I knew that Amelia would not be happy if I did this. Not at all.

Finally, I gave in and let myself hit the floor. The relief in my muscles immediately as I felt the burn of such a long plank. But, as I suspected would happen, the second I hit the floor, I heard her voice.

‘Sissy! Did I or did I not tell you to plank for me?’ Her voice boomed from the back door, before she began to walk across the garden towards me. ‘Yet here you are, sunbathing? Lying flat on your wimpy, beta boy face, not enough strength to do the simplest of tasks for your wife? This will not do, this will not do at all. I think we need some help getting you in shape.’

Help? What did she mean?

Or mores to the point, who did she mean?


CHAPTER THREE

Amelia returned to the garden having gone back inside to make a phone call. I had managed to hold my plank this time, but the damage was done.

‘Bitch, get on your hands and knees, now,’ She said, as she attached a dog collar around my neck and pulled on the leash. ‘Come for a walk with my you stupid little man. We’re going to take a few laps of the garden. The garden that my hard work pays for, and we’re going to go over some things that you might have forgotten.’

‘Yes Miss,’ I said, my head bowed as I crawled, Amelia walking one step ahead of me, her juicy ass looking incredible, proving far too tempting for me to sneak a glance at and drool over as she took me for a walk like I was her pet.

‘When I give you an instruction, you do it, and you do not fail me,’ She said, tugging on the leash and changing direction. ‘Keep up! Now, what happens when you fail me is that I punish you. It’s the only way you will learn. This sissy husband thing isn’t a game. You were failing as a regular man with normal responsibilities never forget that. You work for me now. You are my property, and you follow my rules and my instruction. No matter how embarrassing, how painful.’

‘Yes, of course Miss Amelia,’ I said.

My heart was beating hard. Not just from the act of being paraded around like this, or the possibility that prying eyes could be witnessing this. No, what I sensed was that Amelia was working up to something, something new, something I hadn’t experienced before. I couldn’t question her, I knew that. My role was to accept whatever she deemed was suitable treatment and education for me.

‘As a sissy, your natural state is to be weak,’ Amelia continued. ‘Certainly in comparison to alpha males. But you need stamina, a base level of fitness that means you are ready and able to carry out any task I ask of you, or take any punishment I administer. But today you failed and you’re going to face the consequences of that failure.’

With that, Amelia removed the leash but kept the collar around my neck. She ordered me to give her fifty squats, each one had to be perfect, my ass pushed out fully and my back straight. She said she wanted me to develop the body of a fit, feminine woman, and doing squats was the best way to work my booty into something that would look great in panties and give me the kind of ass any sissy would be proud of.

I blushed as she crouched and pulled on my thong’s waistband, peering inside the front to see my dick squashed up inside.

‘It’s looking even smaller than usual, you little maggot,’ She said, spitting on it and laughing as I struggled to hold my squat position. ‘Don’t you dare move, keep that position, squatting right down to the floor like one of those cock-tease women you used to drool over on Instagram.’

I blushed harder, the humiliation difficult to take. But not only that, I felt my dick harden too. Something that did not go unnoticed either…

‘Well as always my sissy husband shows exactly why he needs my guidance and control,’ Amelia said, snapping my waistband painfully on my dick head. ‘No real man would get turned on by being insulted and degraded like this. But, you’re not a real man, are you?’

‘No Miss,’ I said, my dick head throbbing, my cock hard, my humiliation stepping up a level.

‘It’s always the same with you, I insult and you get excited,’ Amelia said, kicking me over onto the grass and towering over me, pushing her bare foot down on my exposed dick, now fully exposed having popped out of my panties. ‘But don’t think you’ll be getting to make your sissy slime any time soon. You’ve got a long day ahead of you, and first things first I want to get that cute little ass of yours nice and red. On your feet. Run over to the bench and bend over the side.’

I immediately hauled myself to my feet and ran towards the bench, falling over as my heels got stuck in the soft grass. I could hear Amelia laughing but didn’t even turn around to check as I knew that any hesitation or slip-ups at this point would be rewarded with more spanks, harder spanks, and God knows what else.


CHAPTER FOUR

Bent over the bench, I awaited the first spank.

As she always did, Amelia was going to make me wait, torturing me with the anticipation of that first, hard, cheek reddening spank.

‘You naughty little sissy,’ She said, running her fingers over my ass cheeks, down my crack over the thin strip of thong material. ‘You failed your wife yet again, and it’s got me wondering just how far to push you today. A spanking isn’t enough, I don’t think. Not today. I was feeling so good after my run but you just had to revert to type. Selfish, unthinking loser husband. Well, perhaps this will remind you of your place.’

With those words, she let the first spank crash against my left ass cheek, causing me to cry out in pain, quickly following that up by thanking her and requesting another one. I did this over and over, at least twenty times, each one as hard as the previous.

Then, suddenly, Amelia stopped.

‘Come straight through Cynthia,’ Amelia said. ‘You’re just in time to be able to deliver the final flourish.’

Oh no, she couldn’t be serious could she? She might be bluffing, she was always threatening to expose me to her work colleagues after all, but hadn’t done so yet. I knew I would face more punishment if I turned around to look, so all I could do was hope and pray that I wouldn’t hear Cynthia’s voice.

‘Look Cynthia, sissy has lost his tongue!’ Amelia said. ‘Now, in the spirit of neighborly love, I have warmed his ass for you. You may complete the punishment, and feel free to go to town on him, both physically and verbally. He’s been a bad beta and deserves it.’

This was the moment of truth. I hadn’t heard Cynthia approach, so it could all be a bluff from Amelia, designed to make me beg for mercy or worse, turn around and break my code of obedience.

‘So here you are my panty boy bitch neighbor,’ Cynthia’s voice came, shocking me with how loud and forceful she was being. ‘Your red tushy on display, bimbo panties on, being punished by your saint of a wife. Amelia, if I may?’

Cynthia ripped my panties off, tearing the flimsy material with ease and draping them over my head.

‘Don’t let them drop off your head or there’ll be even more trouble you little fool,’ She said, spanking my ass incredibly fast, accurately, and with equal force to Amelia. ‘You will call me Ms Jackson and after each spank you will say Thank you Ms Jackson, sissies get what they deserve.’

She had done this before, many times I suspected. I followed her orders until she was done.

‘Now, my weak little husband,’ Amelia said. ‘You will stand up and you will walk two steps behind Ms Jackson and I. And do not let those panties fall off your head either, not if you know what is good for you.’

I was relieved that the double-spanking was over, my ass burning and throbbing from the prolonged assault it had taken. Walking behind the two incredible women, I was able to appreciate the similarities and contrasts between the two. Amelia was shorter, but with a leaner body. Ms Jackson was taller, but had a fuller, total MILF cougar body, her every curve emphasized by her expensive, designer clothes.

I was naked apart from the panties on my head and the high heels. I must have looked ridiculous and I could only hope that Ms Jackson would be the only guest joining us. Either way, I knew that more was in store for me as we approached the decked seating area.

Much, much more…


CHAPTER FIVE

‘Sissy, give Ms Jackson a little dance,’ Amelia laughed as she turned on the outdoor speaker system. ‘Show her how you were born to be a bubble booty pole dancer.’

‘Oh yes, do show me,’ Cynthia laughed as she relaxed on the sun lounger next to Amelia. ‘If you shake it hard enough I might even let you kiss my toes!’

This was something else. The added dimension of Cynthia was proving difficult to deal with, so much so that I struggled to find my rhythm, really not impressing the two women as they heckled me, Amelia in particular getting very annoyed and how stiffly I was moving.

‘For God’s sake!’ She cried, standing up and marching over to me. ‘Shake this sissy ass for Ms Jackson or I’ll drag you out into the street and you can do it for the whole neighbourhood. Including those builders who are working on number seventy.’

‘I actually think that could be fun!’ Cynthia laughed, sitting up straight to get a better view as Amelia grabbed me by the hair and forced me to shake my crotch back and forth and from side to side, causing my dick to flop around, semi-erect. ‘He could compare dick sizes with some real men.’

‘I think we all know how that would go, don’t we sissy?’ Amelia said, pulling harder on my hair, ensuring that I would answer.

‘Yes Miss,’ I replied. ‘My sissy stick would be tiny compared to their big masculine trunks. Sissies have clitties not dicks.’

Cynthia clapped and cheered at my statement and I could tell from the prominently hard nipples poking out through her Armani t-shirt that this whole situation was very much exciting her.

‘Well, I think actually you can give my toes a good sissy worshipping,’ Cynthia said, Amelia pushing me over towards her and then roughly down onto my knees. ‘Each one, kiss it and suck it. Pretend it’s a dick if that makes it easier.’

The two women laughed as Amelia pushed my head down and up, simulating the action of me sucking on a dick, the salty, slightly sweaty taste on Cynthia’s feet actually turning me on more, my dick now absolutely rock hard… which didn’t escape the lady’s attention for long.

‘Ms Jackson, we’ll have to pause the foot worship for a moment, I fear that my pathetic bitch of a husband might do a little piggy mess if he carries on,’ Amelia said, pulling me up to my feet and twisting my arms behind my back to maximise the exposure of the sight of my twitching, hard dick bouncing up and down in a state of total excitement. ‘He’ll probably cum from the slightest touch, or even the right combination of trigger words to be honest. He has no stamina, and I’m training him to cum even quicker too, just so we can always get it over with at a moment’s notice should we require, or just for my entertainment, whichever it happens to be.’

‘Perhaps if I was to call you… tiny dick,’ Cynthia said, a wicked grin on her face. ‘Would that push you closer? Or what if I told you that your panty perversions made you a cock sucking sissy hooker in the making? Maybe if I took a guess and said you probably look at big alpha men and drool imagining their big, thick dicks stretching your mouth, maybe your ass too, filling both holes with real masculine juice and not your slimy sissy goo. Would this push you closer?’

I was uncomfortably close to cumming, the way that Amelia was holding me tight, grinding her titties and crotch into my back and my ass, her control over me total… and then the totally degrading and humiliating words of Cynthia, my cougar neighbor, getting ramped up by the second…

‘You’re a sissy bitch with a strong, dominant wife who will lead you and train you,’ Cynthia continued, standing right in front of me, one finger running up and down my shaft, her other hand hovering over my swollen dick head. ‘Now make your neighbor some of your disgusting sissy piggy cummies so I can feed it to you, show your wife what a disgusting little man you are. Let it out, squirt that sissy clitty, give it to… ah! There it is! Yes, how perfectly pathetic.’

My body was thrusting as much as it could, Amelia still holding me still as I shot my cum directly into Cynthia’s cupped hand, only for her to bring it up to my face and smear it all over the entirety of my face, her fingers then working their way into my mouth, stuffing it, her cum covered digits pushing in and out of my mouth like a big dick that had just shot its load.

‘Make him gag!’ Amelia said, encouraging Cynthia as she drove her fingers deeper into my mouth, three fingers stretching my mouth wide, making me choke and splutter. ‘You take Ms Jackson’s gift slut, you take it and afterwards you can lie your ass down and get that tongue ready for some serious pussy and ass licking too. Ms Jackson will be staying for the rest of the day and the evening, your sissy duties are so far from being done you won’t believe it.’

Although I didn’t know exactly what had been planned, I knew full well that it was going to be hard work made of plenty more humiliations at the hands of these tow incredible women. My journey as a sissy husband had gone up a notch today, and I’ll report back on what happened next, so stay tuned for the next instalment of The Sissy Husband.
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PROLOGUE

The Mistress Group, all of them dominant, strict, and incredibly wealthy women, had come up with a plan some years ago. Sure, it was fine to feminize weak, beta men and have them parade around, degrade themselves, and take their punishments inside their penthouse apartments in the city. There was plenty a Mistress could do covertly when out and about in the city too, from verbal admonishments, to the occasional bathroom spanking or ass worship.

But they knew that there were limitations.

They wanted the freedom to walk about with their feminized sissy slave. They wanted a place where the women could go for a coffee with their panty-slut exposed and submissive at their side. But where? How would this be possible?

Well, it turned out that there was a way. A large plot of land, surrounded by a four hundred year old forest, became available for purchase after literally decades of legal wrangling over its ownership. It was perfect. Totally secluded, large enough to build houses, communal spaces, a community for the mega rich, sissy owners to retreat to for extended periods.

The sissies would have to get used to their punishments and panty wearing lifestyles being exposed far more regularly, not just amongst their mistress’s friends, but amongst other sissy sluts too.

But, just as the building work on the community was finishing, the quarantine order came in from the government. The pandemic that had begun a few months ago across the world had now spread and was wreaking havoc. Everyone had to go into lockdown, no contact with the outside world.

Well, it was a good job that the mistresses and their sissies had just arrived for their first visit to Sissy Village. It suddenly looked like they would be staying their a lot longer than they had anticipated.

Hopefully, the sissies would not run out of clean panties or upset their mistresses, because in the Sissy Village, the normal rules of society just no longer applied…


CHAPTER ONE

I pulled my panties down and bent over the edge of the sofa in the living room of Ms Peet’s house. Sure, I lived there too, but I would never call it my house. Far from it. I was more like a live-in servant, there to be bossed around, to meet Ms Peet’s every whim and desire, to accept my punishments when I had failed and ask for more if I felt I hadn’t learned my lesson yet.

Now was one of those occasions.

We had only heard about the lockdown the previous day, and the reality was only now setting in that we would be here for a long time. So it really wasn’t a great sign that I had already messed up and was facing a spanking. My crime? Well, I had allowed my mind to wander as I waited for the oven timer to go off for Ms Peet’s morning croissants, my sissy brain wandering to thoughts of the kind of things that might happen during our stay in Sissy Village. The idea of being here, not having to hide, to see other Mistresses, other sissies walking up and down the street, well it was definitely exciting. There was no denying that.

So, yeah, I had felt my pretty small dick harden, pressing up against the tight, thick material of my night panties, a pair of grey, high-cut sports panties that had the almost standard thong at the back. I could have got away with it, had it not been for Ms Peet deciding to come in a check on me.

She was furious about the state of my panties, the little tent at the front prompting her absolute derision and anger. Part of my sissy training with her had been that any erection that wasn’t authorised by her had to be reported immediately, with a full explanation as to why I had it. I had no choice but to explain, albeit my pathetic, stumbling and spluttering words were barely listened to as Ms Peet dragged me by my ear over towards the sofa.

“Look at that ass,” She said, walking up and down behind me, my heart beating quickly, aware of the fact that a hard spanking was heading my way pretty soon. “You know that your stupid little sissy stick isn’t allowed to get hard without my permission. Don’t you?”

“Yes, Ms Peet,” I said. “Thank you for correcting me. Please help me learn my lesson.”

“It’s too late for all that grovelling,” She laughed. “You are to be punished, yes. But, it’s suddenly dawned on me. We’re no longer working within the old rules. The old societal norms. It’s the middle of a pandemic. We’re in lockdown in our own private village. I think it’s time we set some sissy precedents for punishment and behaviour.”

What did she mean?

I felt my heart racing harder now, knowing that even if I wasn’t sure what was coming next, it certainly wouldn’t be good news for me.

“Yes Ms Peet, anything you wish,” I said, my sissy training kicking into gear as I didn’t want to face any more discipline than I had to.

“Pull those panties up and get to your changing room,” Ms Peet said. “We’re going to need to get you looking as feminine as possible, like the good little sissy slut you are. Then, we’re going to take you out for an altogether new age kind of punishment. One that will be viewed as the first public punishment in Sissy Village. And we need you looking your best for that, don’t we?”

Oh God, it dawned on me what was happening.

My heart was practically thudding out of my ribcage now, the idea of being punished out in public, the women and their sissies looking on, watching me beg for mercy, watching Ms Peet degrade and humiliate me. I wasn’t sure if I could deal with it, but then again, it wasn’t as if I had much choice in the matter either.

All I knew now was that Ms Peet was walking to my Feminization Room and I was crawling on my hands and knees next to her, ready to accept my fate.


CHAPTER TWO

“Now tell me, sissy, what kind of panties should I march you out in?” Ms Peet said, delighting in my anguish as I kneeled in my night panties, awaiting further humiliation. “No, go on, I’m asking you for your opinion. It’s not often you’ll get to choose what you wear, I would make the most of it.”

This was a trap of course. If I suggested anything that wasn’t totally revealing and ultra-feminine, then I was sure to face further punishment, further degradation.

No, I knew what I had to do.

I would have to pick a suitably slutty, bimbo style pair of panties that Ms Peet would delight in me wearing in front of the Mistresses who congregated to witness my punishment. I looked at the options that hung from the wall. There was a pair of lime green panties, essentially a tiny piece of see through mesh at the front with a thin strip of material at the back. Extremely slutty, the kind of thing a spring-breaker would wear if she wanted to make it clear that she was ready to be fucked senseless by a big dicked jock.

Or, there was the slightly more classy, but equally flimsy bridal thong. This had the requisite brilliant white colour, but the waistband was frilly, delicate, and wrapped round to a slightly bigger patch of material at the back before dipping into the thong. Perhaps this would be the perfect pair of panties to wear for what would be me losing my public punishment virginity?

Then there was the other option, the black and red polka dot pair of panties, not quite a thong but still revealing, still the kind of panty that had a kind of college co-ed slut vibe, the hipster fit on the waist. Maybe the sight of me being paraded like a naughty college student being spanked by her strict tutor would be the correct choice?

“Well, are you going to choose or shall I take it that you are incapable of even the most basic of choices?” Ms Peet said, scolding me, kicking me in my side and causing me to roll over onto the floor. “Back up into begging dog position, now!”

I did as I was told, quickly and without considering it. I knew better than to hesitate or question an order, especially when Ms Peet was already annoyed with me. We had met nearly four months ago in, of all places, the swimming pool of the gym and leisure complex we both attended.

From the second I had seen her powerfully lifting kettlebells and working on weighted squats, I had found it impossible to take my eyes off her. She was quite simply stunning. I mean, she had the perfect face; beautiful, full of poise and classic elegance, but with a hint of devilish mischief about it too.

Her body was altogether absolute perfection. She was tall, but not gangly. No, she had the lean figure of a swimmer, the kind of curves that would not look out of place on an Olympic beach volleyball champion. She was super feminine, but had a strength that was born out of genetic gifts and a commitment to working out consistently.

Of course, she was used to men staring and ogling her in places like the gym. She was all too aware of her beauty and how easily she was able to wrap men around her little finger, make them do her bidding, submit themselves to her. But with me she had seen something extra, something next level about the combination of my wimpy beta desires and her magnificent desire and natural ability to command my respect, control me, and identify me as a sure candidate to serve as her feminized sissy boy.

Since that day, she had taken over my life. I had willingly given myself to her and faced many, many punishments as I attempted to serve her as well as I could. But I was still learning that there was a difference between my sissy fantiasies and actually living that reality. Which brings me back to the choice of panties. I had hesitated to give her an answer, been chastised, and then it hit me.

“I think you know best what kind of panties I should wear Madame,” I finally said, dropping my head to her feet and raising my ass in the air, presenting myself in the most submissive position I could. “Please, I want to represent you as best as I can, it makes sense that a stupid little worm like me doesn’t get to choose on this occasion.”

“Good, very good,” Ms Peet said. “Finally I see that you are beginning to adapt your thought process. Perhaps we really will begin to see some progress now that we appear to be on lockdown here for the foreseeable future. Well, with that in mind, I think I am going to put you in the virginal, wedding night thong. I’ll be adding to that the accompanying stockings and suspenders, plus bra too. We need to keep your sissy nipples nice and covered, don’t we?”

“Yes, Madame,” I said, blushing at the thought of what I was going to look like. But excited too. Maybe a little too excited. “Madame, I might be getting a sissy erection. Please forgive me.”

“It’s a clit not a dick, when will you learn? Give it its proper name!” Ms Peet said, admonishing me for me error.

She bendt down and slapped it a few times, squeezing my balls through my thong for long enough that the potential stiff sissy clitty returned to its normal state.

“I think we better get you ready,” She said, towering above me, then dragging me over towards my outfit.

The reality of what was about to happen was hitting me now, and soon enough that reality was going to get a whole other level more real.


CHAPTER THREE

Ms Peet took great pleasure in dressing me, mocking my weak, feminine body as she attached my bra, tweaking and pulling on my nipples.

“Such a little wimp, aren’t you?” She scoffed, clipping on suspenders, taking her time in eying up the front of my panties to make sure there was no prohibited activity going on. “Even if it was hard, it’s so small I probably wouldn’t be able to see it unless I pulled them down. That’s why I trust you to tell me, sissy.”

She finished dressing me, the final touch being the pair of heels that she selected. Again, as with the rest of the outfit they were a virginal white colour, perfectly complimenting the ensemble, making me look suitably feminized and ready for this public punishment.

But…

I was still learning the art of walking in heels. I was clumsy, often tripping over myself, much to Ms Peet’s amusement and sometimes anger. But that was indoors, in the confines of her apartment in the city. There, the only people who would witness my failings would be me and Ms Peet.

That was very different here. A public humiliation would be made a million times worse if I was to show myself to be an incompetent sissy. Ms Peet would be furious, and I knew that amongst the mistresses it was taken as a great source of pride if a sissy was well trained. And that was the thing, I wanted to please her.

I wanted to be the best sissy, the most perfectly feminine beta slave, and not just to avoid punishment. I wanted to do it for Ms Peet.

“Now it’s time for us to take a little walk.” She said, looking me up and down, running her fingers over my shaved, slender thighs and moving them right up to the outer edges of my panties, delighting in the look of agony and pleasure on my face as she traced the tips of her fingers over the front of my lacey thong. “Such a good little pet. Come on, let’s go, they’re expecting us.”

This was getting realer by the second. I knew I would be about to endure something spectacularly humiliating and painful. I knew for certain too that it would be many degrees worse and more intense than anything I had experienced before. It would even be comparable with the very first time Ms Peet had punished me, that same day I first saw her in the gym…

Having seen me staring at her not only in the gym, but in the pool afterwards, she had approached me in the steam room and commanded me to stand up and follow her. I had been dumbfounded. Totally lost for words. I knew in that instant that she was different, that she was telling me and not asking. I also knew, deep down, that it was fate, that I had to follow her and accept whatever was coming. I had felt so small walking behind her, the sheer magnificence of her body in that white one piece swimsuit only served to emphasise the mediocrity of my body, slender and not even close to being an alpha male’s body.

She proceeded to take me into her private elite member’s changing area where I was promptly stripped of my swimming shorts and mocked and abused over how much of a pathetic wimp, a pervert, a maggot dicked loser I was. The outcome? I came, right there on the spot. The sheer intensity of her delivery coupled with the close proximity to her unreal body had excited me too much and I had found myself squirting my cum all over myself and onto the floor. She had me down on my hands and knees licking it up, too. Then, as a parting gift, she had presented me with her worn gym thong. She told me to wear it home, keep it on for forty eight hours and then return it washed perfectly. Of course, I had followed her instructions to the letter, and it was from this point that the situation had developed to where I found myself now, stepping out of her house and onto the high street of Sissy Village.

I looked down the road and towards the public gathering square.

Everyone was there.

Mistresses and their sissies.

All waiting for Ms Peet and me, her pathetic sissy.


CHAPTER FOUR

My pert ass cheeks wobbled as I pranced, somewhat unsteadily, down the road with Ms Peet, the giggles and laughter amongst the other women getting louder and clearer the closer we got.

“Remember, you are representing me here,” Ms Peet said, sternly. “You do everything I say, the second I say it. You do not show a single flash of disobedience, and you do not question anything at all. Your punishment is going to hurt, but of course you already know that. And you know that whatever I decide to do to you, you will deserve it too, right?”

“Yes Ms Peet, of course, thank you,” I said, my shaved, slim legs slowly getting used to the heels I was wearing. My sissy dick safely tucked away inside my panties, I felt a surge of something that could only be described as a total thrill at the idea that I was walking down a public street dressed like this.

It was liberating almost, the concept that I was being allowed to show my true self to the world, albeit a smaller world than the big city. But still, the idea was the same. As we drew closer I could make out the other Mistresses. They were wearing a mixture of outfits. From the super hot yoga leotards right through to the more formal business suits, each and every woman looked fantastic, incredibly sensual and also full of that totally undeniable power energy that Ms Peet had in absolute abundance.

The sissies weren’t as bare as me, although most of them still looked very slutty, the vast majority wearing extremely short plaid skirts and tight, white blouses with bras underneath. A single gust of wind would have blown their skirts up to reveal a variety of panties, I could have guaranteed it.

Each and every one of us sissies was here because we lived to serve our mistress, to be feminized and used as they wished. It was an honour, and now in Sissy Village, even under the trying circumstances of the global lockdown, we were able to live our truths.


CHAPTER FIVE

“Leaders of the Mistress Group bear witness,” Ms Peet said, holding me by my hair in front of the assorted crowd. “The sissy here, my personal little maggot, has displeased me. And in payback, and a landmark moment for us in Sissy Village, he will be formally and officially the recipient of the first public punishment. What do we say to this?”

I felt my face go bright red, the complete humiliation of being the subject of such a public, intense experience making me go weak at the legs as I watched the other Mistresses laugh and cheer as Ms Peet grabbed my ear and bent me down, my body folding in half as I was walked over to a small mound of grass.

“Stand up on here, your hands on your head, sissy,” Ms Peet commanded. “Show the residents of the village what a stupid excuse for a man you are. Or should I say, were? For you are no a sissy, one of the many former men who reside here now only existing to work to please their owners, the strong, confident and supreme women who have decided to witness and partake in this ceremony.”

Partake?

I should have guessed it.

There was no way that it was going to be only Ms Peet who would be punishing me. And what better, more excruciatingly degrading way to taste my first group punishment than like this.

“Twirl for us!” Came the cry from the Amazonian woman in the yoga leotard. Her mountainous breasts heaved up and down as she spoke and I felt myself simultaneously terrified and turned on by this woman, two sissies on their hands and knees either side of her, their heads down, lips pressed on her bare feet like obedient slaves awaiting their next command.

“Do it, sissy,” Ms Peet instructed, nodding in acknowledgement to the other mistress. “A superb idea, Madame Felicity. His cute little tushy deserves to be seen. A virgin ass I should also say!”

There was laughter and my face burned deep crimson as my virginity was banded about so casually for the thrill of these women. I turned and twirled, my ass cheeks on display, my panties riding higher and higher on my lips as I turned. I felt my dick harden, but knew for now at least I was safe from detection. I knew that my official rules stated I must always confess to whenever I was aroused, but there was no way I was doing that now, not a chance in hell. I would run the risk of being discovered.

“Does the sissy have a typical sissy dicklet?” The woman in the pinstriped trouser suit said, her sissy squatting down with his face pressed deep into her crotch, struggling for air as she held him there the whole time. “Not all sissies have little peckers, but I tend to find nearly all are smaller than average.”

I panicked.

Was I going to have to show myself in front of the women?

Worse, was I going to have to reveal that I was getting a one hundred percent unauthorised erection?

I looked at Ms Peet, panic writ large over my face as the consensus from the crowd became clear. They wanted my humiliation and public punishment to include a display of my sissy dick.

“The crowd have spoken, sissy,” Ms Peet said, taking a step towards me, a look of glee on her face. “You will show them your stupid little clitty, your worthless little dicklet, that ridiculous excuse for a cock. And you’ll do it right this second! Pull them down. Do it slowly. Be a good little sissy tease for our amusement.”

I knew I couldn’t hesitate. I knew too that it was pointless even trying to say anything. It would just make things worse than they already were. I hoped somehow that my dick would panic, literally shrivel under the pressure, the panic I was feeling. But I knew the feeling all too well as I placed my fingers inside the waistband of my panties, stretched it out and slowly pulled it down, my panties sliding down my front…

The crowd roared in a mixture of shock, delight and total laughter before coming to a hush. Ms Peet looked absolutely furious. I was hard, harder than I had anticipated. There was something undeniable about the total objectification, the public display of my feminized body that had given me a full on, twitching and throbbing erection. My small dick was trying its very best to be as big as it could get.

I could barely bring myself to look, but caught glimpses of the women smirking, holding back giggles as my sissy dick bounced and twitched in front of them. But I had more pressing matters, more worrying to me now was the fact that I had an erection, one that I had not declared to Ms Peet.

“Slut! You disgusting little piece of sissy meat,” Ms Peet said, slapping me across the face, gripping my face then in her hands and squeezing my mouth together. “This little bitch is under the strictest of instructions to always confess his erections, the ones that I have not expressly given my consent to. And look at him, standing proud like some kind of street corner rent-boy hooker, panties down with his pink worm jumping up and down.”

She slapped me again.

Not just once, but back and forth.

At least six times.

“Now tell me, no tell all of us, why you are so hard, so excited,” Ms Peet said. “Tell us just what it is about this that had made you make such a ridiculous display of yourself.”

“My apologies Madame,” I said, my head being held up by my hair. “The sight of so many perfect, powerful women. Each one of them with their subservient sissies next to them, looking so well trained. Then the insults, which I deserve. It all made me feel excited to be here, to be experiencing the correct treatment that so many men deserve, but only us here in Sissy Village get to experience so vividly. Please punish me as you see fit.”

“Don’t worry, we will!” Ms Peet said, seemingly satisfied with my words, but not in the mood to go dishing out any compliments either. No, this was punishment time, of that there was no mistaking.

Without further ado, I was bent over her knee and given forty spanks on my exposed ass, my cheeks burning as she delivered the biggest, hardest and most accurate spanks I had ever experienced from her. It was like the fact the punishment was happening in front of her peers was driving her to new levels of perfection.

I made sure to thank her for each spank, request another one, and then do it all over again, even as I began to cry out in pain.

“Turn your head and look at the other Mistresses watch you take your punishment like a good little sissy,” Ms Peet said. “See how much they enjoy seeing another sissy get taught a lesson. And don’t forget, they have their own sissies too, pathetic little cock crazy losers like you. Perhaps we should have a spanking contest tomorrow, see which sissy can take the most punishment? The winner gets to have his sissy stick sucked and licked by the losing sissy of his Mistress’s choice?”

I yelped in pain as the final flurry of spanks came down, my mind racing at what Ms Peet had just proposed, especially seeing as her idea already appeared to be gaining traction, the women discussing loudly amongst themselves the potential for such an event, their sissies all quivering in fear and anticipation at their feet.

“Now you will debase yourself up on the mound of grass, for us all to see,” Ms Peet said, rolling me off her lap and onto the floor, my panties down round my ankles. “Keep your panties down and walk up there, get on your knees and each and every Mistress will approach you and spit on your little clitty, your face, your weak, feminine body. You will thank each one and you will keep your hands on your head at all times.”

I quickly got up and in my rush I tripped as I walked up the small mound of grass, much to the laughter of the women, Felicity in her yoga leotard picking me up by my arm pits and hauling me up the rest of the way, her strength impressive.

“On your knees, slut,” She said. “Now, if Madame Peet allows, I would like to go first, show you what you can expect from me now we are both residents of Sissy Village for the foreseeable future.”

Ms Peet nodded her approval, licking her lips at the sight of Madame Felicity’s large, muscular legs, perfectly captured by her tight yoga attire.

“Now then, let’s look at you,” Madame Felicity said, her eyes full of mischief, her firm hands pulling on my nipples, pinging them back into place and laughing as I struggled to hide my pain. “Such a weak little body, and a tiny little dicklet to match. Sorry, sissy clitty. That’s what you call it, isn’t it?”

I nodded and mumbled an answer.

“Speak up!” She said, spitting into my mouth once, then again, and then another time. “You’re a little cum hungry sissy slut, aren’t you? You’re probably getting off on me spitting because you want to have a big, strong man spunk his load in there, aren’t you? Yes, I’ve heard from Ms Peet about some of the confessions you’ve made to her. Oooh, look at that, your clitty is getting even more active. Is the mention of big, thick manly dick going to make you make a piggy beta mess? Well, is it?”

I felt my dick quiver, there was no way I could stop it happening. Felicity’s words were too much, too stimulating, too degrading for me. My cum shot out of my dick and onto the grass. I had never felt so degraded as I had at that moment, the looks of amusement on the faces of the gathered women, the sneaky looks of delight from their sissies too, plus of course the knowledge that Ms Peet would make me pay for my lack of control.

“Ms Peet, as it was my words that pushed the little wimp over the edge, may I suggest how we can truly mark this punishment in Sissy Village folklore?” Felicity said, reaching into the pink backpack strapped onto her sissy and pulling out a suction cup black dildo, large wooden floor attachment and bottle of lubricant.

“Perfect, and superb training for his virgin sissy ass too,” Ms Peet said, taking the dildo and base stand, assembling them, applying lube, and nodding to me. “You know what to do, impale yourself on the dick. And we will all record this moment, the moment that Sissy Village truly became a place for superior women and their pathetic, tiny dicked, cock hungry little sluts. Now, sit on it!

I crouched above it, hovered, and let myself drop down, the dildo at the larger end of what I had been trained to take, but somehow my ass stretching and taking it all, the cameras flashing and recording lights bleeping as I bounced up and down, my clitty still leaking cum.

“Now remain seated on it, you will be on display until dinner,” Ms Peet said.

“Perhaps you would like to come back to mine,” Madame Felicity said to Ms Peet. “I suspect that my little bitch got excited by all this, I’ll need to beat a confession out of him, and perhaps after that he can service our asses with his sissy tongues? Oh, and I’ve got a great pair of panties that would look great on your little loser too.”

“Well sure, this is what Sissy Village is all about,” Ms Peet said as they walked away, leaving me there, a sign to all of the sissies of what happens when they don’t live up to the ideals of this magnificent new village’s Founding Mistresses.

To be continued…
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PROLOGUE

My panties were high, tight, and perfectly positioned. They had to be too. A single mistake, one tiny error, or divergence from the rules, the agenda, and I would be in so much trouble with my teachers, if that was the right word for them, it would be unreal.

The kind of punishment I could expect didn’t bear thinking about, so I took my time to ensure I looked exactly as instructed. Brilliant white panties, stockings and suspender, short plaid skirt, frilly white bra and open button white shirt.

I was a feminized college sissy.

But how had this come to be?

I never thought that I would be back in college in my mid thirties, but then again, this wasn’t a normal college, far from it. At the Madame School for Sissies, entrance was via a personal recommendation from an approved contact, and the desired outcome was all students would graduate as perfectly submissive sissies, ready to serve their Mistress with total obedience and decorum.

I was in my first weeks, and already I had been pushed hard. But, as I might have expected, things were about to go even further than I could have possibly imagined…


CHAPTER ONE

The amount of spankings I had witnessed in the last couple od days told me that something was well and truly going on. The feeling among us sissies was that we were being prepared for something, that the Mistresses were being so strict and relentless in their dishing out of not only spankings but some brutal verbal humiliation was down to some kind of outside factor.

Of course, spankings and verbal degradation was normal, but usually it would always take place one on one, between mistress and sissy. But now things were changing up a gear or several. I had actually witnessed a sissy being stripped, beaten, and dragged across the grassed area of the college quadrant by his angry Mistress. I watched as he was forced to take a big pink dildo in his ass, the pink unicorn tail attachement hanging down between his legs as he crawled on his hands and knees next to his Mistress over the quadrant and up towards his next class.

This kind of thing was unheard of.

And what made it extra humiliating was that there just so happened to be a rather hunky, tall, and clearly amused delivery man watching all of this. God knows what he made of that sight. Usually the regularly delivery men would see us sissies in our uniforms, prancing along either in small groups or with our Mistresses, always a step behind them of course.

But like this? No, this kind of eyeful really was something else.

Anyway, I looked up at the clock tower in the quadrant and saw that it was time I got a move on. The last thing I wanted was to be late for my Feminized Mentality class with Madame Dupont. She was a stickler for time, and if you happened to be that one sissy idiot who arrived late, not only would she give you a verbal admonishment in front of the whole group, you would probably find yourself the target for all of her sarcasm, barbs, and general cruelty throughout the lesson.

I really did not want to be that person today, especially with this intense atmosphere going on here right now. I mean, I had only been here a little while but it definitely seemed to me like there was something in the air. I had a good sense for these things, having had a pretty successful career in market analysis before I decided that I could no longer live that kind of boring lie. The plan was that after graduating sissy college, I would find myself a Mistress who I could work for, or to put more accurately… serve.

I had some savings which would pay for my college fees, and was always able to top my spending money up by doing extra chores around the campus. This would normally involve doing food delivery or waiting tables for one of the many conferences or events that the Mistresses ran. It was kind of humiliating. Well, I should actually say very humiliating. I mean, dressing up in the most ridiculously scandalous maid’s outfits and serving fully-fed, drunk businessmen their food and drinks while they made all kinds of degrading remarks. Oh, and the fact that they would get pretty loose with their hands didn’t help either.

But, as we were all learning, a sissy doesn’t complain. A sissy takes it. A sissy says thank you. A sissy asks if there is anything else they can do to help.

I actually found my mind wandering back to one particular man, in his mid fifties, tall, a bit overweight, as he took exception to how I had placed his re-filed wine glass down on the table. He grabbed me by the neck and promptly bent me over his wide lap, spanking me hard and fast, bellowing with laughter as he did it, his fat cock pressing up against me as it stiffened with seemingly each and every spank he brought down on my panties, having hitched my skirt up so that the other men on the table could get a full view.

As degrading and shaming, not to mention painful, as this had all been, I had written about it for my sissy progress class and been awarded a special merit for my honesty and adherence to the sissy way of doing things.

It was becoming clear to me that my journey was something transformative, that I belonged in this world. But, enough about that for now. I checked the time again and walked double fast towards Madame Dupont’s class.

As I said, I really didn’t want to be the target of her cruel whims.


CHAPTER TWO

“Skirts up and present your panties!” Madame Dupont said in her classically Parisian accent, firm, judgemental, and with that unmistakable Gallic flair.

Each one of us knew better than to hesitate even for the briefest second. We aligned ourselves in a straight line across the wall of Madame Dupont’s classroom and proceed to lift our skirts up and hold them in position, our panties on display for her to inspect.

There was always a nervous wait for each and every one of us sissies, ten in total in class today, as she walked down the line, her bendy plastic ruler in her hand as always, her rimmed glasses on the tip of her nose as she made her inspections.

Madame Dupont was in her early forties, but had the body of a much, much younger woman. She was incredibly elegant, classically French in that regard. Her clothes were always on point, perfect Chanel blazers, tight black suit trousers that showed off her endlessly long legs and pert, perfectly round derriere. Her face was made up of perfect, blemish free skin and the reddest lips you could imagine. Her smile, when she was in the mood, was totally captivating, and hinted at a woman with a sense of humour and warmth that wasn’t often in display during class.

But then again, why would it be?

She had a job to do to make sure that the sissies did their work, took the class seriously, and were wholly committed to the cause. There wasn’t time for humour or showing any lack of focus. That is why she took the inspection so seriously, the idea being that if we couldn’t even present ourselves properly, then how on earth did we think we could be proper sissies?

After all, the first imperative of sissy life was to look the part.

Suddenly, about half-way down the line, Madame Dupont stopped. A pause like this meant only one thing. She had seen something she didn’t like. All of the sissies kept looking straight ahead while also tried to somehow move their eyes enough to see what was going on, what the possible infringement could be.

“Sissy, these are not regulation college panties,” Dupont said, her ruler running up the front of the sissy’s black lace thong. “You will explain this to me right this second.”

“Madame Dupont, I apologise,” The sissy said. “I was called to my personal Mistress’s office and she put me in them so that I could perform on camera for her and dance for her husband who was watching over the computer.”

There were a smattering of giggles from the sissies in the line but they shut up immediately as Madame Dupont slammed her ruled down on the wooden desk behind her.

“Silence!” She bellowed. “Sissies, show some respect. Now, tell me why you did not change back into your regulation college panties? You know it is mandatory that you wear them.”

“But, I, I didn’t have time, Madame. I did not want to be late,” The sissy said, his voice stuttering, the nervousness apparent in his trembling tone.

“Not good enough, not even close,” Madame Dupont said. “You know what to do. Step forward and bent that ignorant little self over this desk. Your naughty sissy derriere will be on display now in front of your fellow sissies and will receive twenty swats with my ruler. You will thank me for each one of course, and when I am done you will take yourself to the front of the class, attach your skirt to your shirt and stand with your hands on your head for the remainder of the class. Now, get yourself in position.”

The spanking proceeded as normal, Dupont showing no mercy as the sissy was forced to take an extra five swats for forgetting to thank her on the second to last swat, probably out of sheer pain as the hard plastic crashed down on his exposed cheeks.

Watching a sissy take this kind of punishment was a strange feeling. I mean, it was definitely kind of thrilling, exciting, and there was a certain part of me that always wished it was me taking the punishment. My personal tutor mistress had told me that this was a good sign, a normal thing for a sissy to want. Either way, I definitely was glad I hadn’t taken those five extra swats, the sheer look of pain and panic on the sissy’s face as the landed on their reddened cheeks was something I was glad not to be facing this early in the day.

The rest of the class kind of proceeded as normal, and I even managed to earn an extra merit for my class work that I had turned in a couple of days ago.

But then, just as we were leaving, Madame Dupont stopped me.

“Sissy, you will report back to me after lunch, in your free time,” She said, giving nothing away in her tone of voice. “You will change into your sissy activewear, ready for your workout session later on, and you will arrive as soon as you have eaten your lunch. Is that understood?”

“Yes Madame Dupont, it is understood,” I said, my heart racing and my mind immediately trying to piece together what was going on, figure out if I had done something that would merit a private punishment. “Thank you, Madame.”

Madame Dupont let out a hint of a smile, then indicated that I should leave.

“And sissy, be prepared to work,” She said, laughing as she shut the classroom door behind her and left me to wonder what on earth was coming my way.

CHAPTER THREE

My sports thong was banana yellow, and as I pulled it up and over my penis and shaved pubic area, I felt that thrill I always felt when putting on panties of any kind.

I was in so many ways living my dreams being here at sissy college.

For so long I had thought that living a proper sissy life was just the stuff of fantasy, of long sessions edging myself in front of sissy captions online, watching the POV humiliation videos, and of training myself to jerk off into my own mouth, swallowing my own sissy cum down my throat.

But now it was real.

I took a moment to admire myself in my sports thong before pulling up my extra tight grey yoga pants. I turned in the mirror and looked at my ass. Part of being a sissy was getting a suitably feminine figure, and our customized diet and exercise regimen was designed to make us all more slender, leaner, but of course with a cute little round booty that would look great in panties and tight, feminine clothes. Of course, our asses belonged to our mistresses and the superior women who could do with us as they pleased.

So far, I had made great progress on my ass, really putting in extra effort outside of sports class to doing the extra squats. Really getting deep with them, putting in an extra hundred squats every night and combining that with side crunches too so as to get the smallest, tightest waist possible, the effect being to emphasize my booty further.

There was just something so titillating about having a cute, feminine ass. Knowing that the alpha men who I would one day be presented to by whichever woman was in control of me at that moment would find their eyes glancing over me lustfully. I mean, I wasn’t like I was gay, I definitely still found women attractive. But as a sissy, those kind of boundaries and limitation just didn’t exist anymore.

I was my mistress’s toy, her plaything. I would offer full use of my body to whoever she commanded, man or woman. This was the ultimate goal, and when the moment came I really hoped I would be ready for it.

But now it was time to get myself back to see Madame Dupont and face whatever was coming my way.


CHAPTER FOUR

“Drop and give me ten perfect squats,” Madame Dupont instructed as soon as I arrived at the small garden area outside of her classroom. “Make them your best, too, or expect consequences. I am in no mood to take fools gladly, especially sissy fools.”

I knew she was being deadly serious. She always meant exactly what she said, so I proceeded to begin squatting, ensuring my body position was on point, and that I didn’t attempt to rush the squats either. Presenting my ass in my yoga pants felt undeniably feminine, and made me think of all the times I used to ogle the hot babes in the public park doing yoga. Sure, I was attracted to them, but part of me was also envious of how hot they looked, how provocative, and how totally sensual they appeared as the stretched, squatted, and demonstrated the incredibly unique beauty of the female form.

Now was my turn.

“Good, I can see you have been putting in extra work,” Madame Dupont said. “Now, hold yourself in a low squat and hold your hands on your head, open your mouth and stick your tongue out, fully extended. Good. Now I want you to imagine a big, strong man in front of you. His manhood is out, erect, a monstrous sight. But one that titillates your senses no doubt. Are you drooling yet? Are you desperate for this alpha male to plant his hard snake on your extended tongue? To drive it deeper into your mouth…”

I could feel myself sweating, my heart racing. It felt like a trap, that Madame Dupont was trying to make me lose my cool, fall off-balance or something. Ready to then face some inevitable punishment.

I was determined to stay in position, hold the squat. But I was also conscious that I was getting excited, my sissy dick hardening as she continued to describe the big, masculine dicks that I could be sucking on right now. 

“I see that this excites you,” Madame Dupont said, purring, now squatting down next to me. “Well, we’re expecting a guest any moment. Be a good little sissy slut and keep that tongue out for me, you never know what, or who, could be around the corner.”


CHAPTER FIVE

It was an agonising few moments, as I listened to Madame Dupont laughing and joking with a male voice at the gate to the garden.

I knew better than to turn around and see who it was, although I was desperate to find out. Turns out I wouldn’t need to wait too much longer as I heard the gate open and Madame Dupont and her guest walk into her garden.             

“As you can see, my little pet is doing very well at holding his, or her if your prefer, position,” Madame Dupont said. “What do you think of the form? And feel free to make any adjustments, my little sissy just loves being manhandled by a real man.”

I was incredibly nervous now, the presence of the man behind me was really putting pressure on my holding my position, but somehow I managed. I could sense him close to me, looking at my booty as it stuck out, the tight material of the yoga pants stretching and revealing my ass, probably giving him full view of the outline of my thong too.

He walked round to the front, the moment of truth.

With my tongue sticking out, and my mouth wide open, I looked like the perfect dick hungry sissy bimbo. The large, muscular man who now stood in front of me simply looked me up and down, licking his lips a little as he was joined at his side by Madame Dupont.

“Thoughts?” She said, her hand draped around his waist. “I think this one has potential to really serve, and serve well.”

“The form is good, and I’m impressed by the shape of those legs too,” The man said. “But I think I want a better look at that little booty.”

“Sissy, what are you waiting for!” Madame Dupont said. “Remove those yoga pants and present yourself to Mr Rode for inspection. Do it!”

I hurriedly stood up, my legs wobbling a little from the strain of the long squat, and removed my yoga pants. I couldn’t believe I was doing this, I had never done something like this in front of a proper man before. Madame Dupont was taking me to the next stage of my training, that much was clear to me now.

As I pulled my yoga pants down and removed them entirely, I noticed Madame Dupont smiling, her eyes zoning in and focusing on my dick. It was starting to get hard, rapidly in fact. Madam Dupont let out a laugh and nudged the man, prompting him to laugh too.

I felt myself go bright red and cover myself to protect what minuscule amount of dignity I had left. This was a seriously bad idea, totally against what I had learned so far.

A sissy never covers themselves up to protect their modesty unless instructed by their superior. And Madame Dupont definitely had not said anything of the sort. In fact, the look on her face as I held my stiff clitty stick in my hands told me that she was absolutely furious.

“Sissy, remove those hands this second!” She said, stepping to me and angrily slapping my face. “Have you forgotten everything you have learned so far? Well, perhaps it’s good that a real man is here, clearly the pressure of being around a real alpha specimen has got to you. You deserve a spanking. And you’ll get one too. But with a difference.”

Before I knew what was happening, the man grabbed me and roughly put me across his lap as he took his seat on one of the garden chairs. The feeling over being overpowered so easily was strange, I knew I was totally helpless against his strength but I also found myself not even trying to resist. It was like I knew that this was the correct thing to be happening.

I had disappointed my Madame and was now about to be spanked by her big, strong, male companion. This was exactly what sissies faced when they were in trouble, right?

“You may begin spanking this disobedient little bimbo,” Madame Dupont said, a wicked look on her face as she watched the man roughly move me up his lap a little, locking my in position with the forearm of one arm and then roughly handling my ass cheeks with his other hand, prizing my cheeks open, wobbling them, gripping on them and squeezing like a piece of meat.

It felt so degrading to be handled like this, but it was thrilling. So much so that I let out a gasp as I felt his big, thick dick begin to press and dig into my soft, smooth stomach. Even though he still had pants on, it was evident from how it throbbed against me that it was a substantial size to say the least.

“Looks like the sissy is enjoying this too much. Get spanking him!” Madame Dupont ordered. It was clear that she was very much in charge of both of us, the true place that a woman should take of course.

I yelped and hollered as the man spanked me. As hard and as accurate as a Mistress was, it was a totally different sensation being spanked by a man. Madame Dupont laughed as I lost all control and began to beg for him to stop. My please fell on deaf ears of course as he simply spanked me harder and faster, the loud clapping noise of his broad, strong palm hitting my burning ass cheeks probably echoing all around campus.

“I think that’s enough,” Madame Dupont said. “No, sissy, get on your knees in front of this kind gentleman and thank him for your education. Make it good, too.”

This was utterly degrading. Barely able to compose myself, even now that the spanking had concluded, I got on my knees and thanked him for his punishment, doing my best to be as enthusiastic as possible so as to avoid going back over his lap.

Madame Dupont crouched down beside me and ran her fingers over my lips, pushing one, then two of her fingers in and out of my mouth.

“Looks like the sissy could so her appreciation another way too,” Madame Dupont said, her other hand gripping and squeezing my stiffening dick. “Her little clitty is all hard in anticipation.”

I knew what was coming now, but the sight of the man standing up, loosening his belt and letting his trousers and then briefs drop to reveal his monstrous dick in the flesh was still shocking. It was so big, so thick, and so incredibly masculine. It bounced and twitched, ready for servicing, for worship.

“Lick it first, put those sissy lips on the tip and get it wet,” Madame Dupont said. “Remember your banana and dildo training. Worship a real dick, make him cum his manly seed. Degrade yourself sissy, show him what a dick hungry little slut you are.”

I began to take his dick, my hands wrapping around the base of his shaft, so much bigger than mine it was almost a joke. The taste of his dick head immediately made me feel dizzy, it was so new to me but I knew I wanted more. With Madame Dupont’s guidance, I began to flick my tongue over his head, gradually working up to opening my mouth wide enough to get his dick head inside.

“Hold it there, just the head inside that slutty mouth,” Dupont said. “Now look up and make eye contact, show him how submissive and willing to please an alpha you are. That’s it, now let it enter your mouth, all the way, right to the balls.”

I choked a little, but Madame Dupont held my head down, taking a firm approach to getting me used to swallowing big, meaty dicks. Gradually, I acclimatized and began to suck and slurp, bobbing up and down, working up a speed until the man took over and grabbed my hair, using my face as his own personal flashlight.

When the cum exploded into my mouth it was incredible. I felt a sense of real satisfaction, that I had taken a real and true step toward being a fully fledge sissy. He took his dick out and managed to cover my face with the rest of his still spurting cum, much to Madame Dupont’s approval.

“Now we’ll watch the sissy wank himself for our amusement,” Madame Dupont said, taking a seat next to the man, his dick still large, but flopping off to the side now, his balls hanging beneath. “I don’t think sissy will last long!”

She was right, it was barely a minute, probably closer to thirty seconds of pumping on my clitty until it made its beta male goop spurt. The two of them laughed at the site of me, the cock sucking sissy making a truly beta mess.

Madame Dupont placed her foot on my head and pressed downwards.

“Eat it up, all of it,” She commanded. “And when you’re done, you can come inside and watch what a real man does with a woman.”

The two of them then stood up and went inside. I ate my cum up fromt the floor as quickly as I could, because the truth of the matter was that I really wanted to see what was going to be happening inside.

And who knows, my sissy services might even be called upon to help out too…
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PROLOGUE

The thrill of sissy humiliation, it never gets any less degrading, exciting… or painful either.

Well that was certainly the case with Tonya, who had picked me up at the movie theatre six months ago and decided right there on the spot that I would be her sissy slave. I had been stood up on a date, and I guess was looking a little sad sitting there on my own. Tonya had spotted me and decided to sit next to me, her sheer beauty and charismatic presence making it difficult to concentrate during the movie.

We’d gone for a later night coffee afterwards. Frankly I was surprised at her apparent interest in me, but at the time I really had no idea as to what her real motivation was. By the time we had left the diner that night, I was wearing a pair of absolutely tiny pink panties underneath my chinos… with the waistband high enough that even the slightest wrong movement would have exposed my panty secret to anyone who happened to look.

That was just the beginning.

So, here I am now, still being trained and feminized under her, each day a new challenge where my boundaries are pushed. There’s something about Tonya that enables her to know exactly what buttons to push to getting me going.

I’m actually on a break at the moment, Tonya being out of town on business for a week. The time to rest is actually a relief. I need to rest up and get my strength and energy back, and here’s why…


CHAPTER ONE

‘Your panties are on inside out!’ Tonya bellowed at me, absolutely furious at my mistake.

She was right though, and I felt terrible at having let my mistress down in such a basic way. I knew better, and probably deserved whatever was coming my way by way of punishment.

‘Well, don’t just stand there, get them off and back on again the right way,’ Tonya said, standing next to me, taller than me in her heels, her face looking like thunder.

We were at a restaurant, waiting for our starters to arrive. I had leant over to pick up a piece of cutlery that Tonya had knocked off the table. It was here that my high-riding panties were exposed, and also at the same the fact that I had them on inside out.

I flushed with embarrassment. It was a busy restaurant, with diners all talking loudly at their respective tables. But Tonya wasn’t exactly keeping her voice down either. I mean, she had one of those super clear, perfectly pitched voices that if she so desired could bring silence over a room with a single quip or harsh remark.

‘Do I have to drag you into the bathroom by your ear?’ Tonya said, increasingly angry at how long it was taking for me to get my ass into gear.

‘Sorry, Mistress,’ I said, quickly standing up and looking for the bathrooms, eventually seeing that they were over on the other side of the restaurant.

‘Oh, and sissy,’ Tonya said. ‘When you’re in the bathroom I want you to spank yourself. Twenty times, fast and hard. Film it. I can’t be bothered to do it myself, and I think now is a good time to develop your self-punishment skills. Don’t you?’

‘Yes, Madame Tonya,’ I said. ‘Thank you for giving me the opportunity.’

‘Okay, enough kissing my ass, get going, and make sure those spanks are nice and hard,’ She said, dismissively, making me feel tiny, like her toy she was simply having fun with, bossing around and humiliating at will.

I made my way straight to the bathroom, not wanting to waste any more time and incur and more punishments for slowness. I was beginning to sense that Tonya was in one of her moods where she would really let loose and step up her cruelty. When she was like that, she really would push me hard and not care in the slightest where we were.

Opening the bathroom door and quickly locking it behind me, I looked around and saw a shelf perfect for balancing my cell phone on so I could record the spanking.

But first things first, I had to get my panties on the right way round. I couldn’t believe I’d made such a basic error, the fact was that I had been in a rush to get ready and had put them on just too quickly, without giving it the proper focus and concentration I should have.

But it was done now, and I would have to live with the consequences. Anyway, I saw my phone flash. It was an text message from Tonya…

A PHOTO OF YOUR PANTIES ROUND YOUR ANKLES, MAKE THAT SISSY CLITTY NICE AND HARD FOR ME TOO. THEN FILM YOUR SPANKING. THEN GET BACK TO ME. YOUR GODDESS XOXO.

This was typical of Tonya, pushing me, constantly switching up the task, making it more humiliating, making me feel as uncomfortable as possible.

But, I did as I was told. I took the panties off, turned them the right way and began to play with my dick, the fact that I was following her orders on top of the sight of me with my feminine, frilly pink thong around my ankles just made me get very hard, very quickly.

In truth, I could have cum very easily as I played with my dick, making it hard on Tonya’s instruction, but of course I knew that this would lead to so much trouble and pain it would never in a million years be worth it for a couple of seconds pleasure.

I took the photo and sent it to her.

Now was the time to spank myself. I hit the record button, turned myself to the side, bent over and began…


CHAPTER TWO

I returned to the table, my ass a little sore from my spanking. Madame Tonya was smiling with glee as she watched the video recording I had sent.

‘Well, you certainly seem to think you deserved this punishment,’ She said. ‘Good for you my little fool. Your technique needs working on and of course the spanks can’t be as hard as when a proper disciplinarian administers them, but as far as self-spankings go, it’s pretty good.’

‘Thank you, Madame,’ I said, my heart fluttering a little, happy that she was paying me a compliment, and was pleased with my effort.

That was the thing. Tonya’s power over me was such that I actually genuinely wanted to impress her, to follow her commands to the absolute best of my ability. I had quickly developed a sense of loyalty to her, never wanting to let her down. The truth of it was that I loved her, and knew that our relationship was perfect for me.

Tonya knew this too.

‘I love the photo too,’ She said, practically licking her lips. ‘Your little maggot looks so excited. Tell me, what was the biggest turn on? The panties? The degrading nature of the task? The fact it was in a public bathroom? Come on sissy, don’t just sit there looking like a bimbo, you tell me what made your little worm so excited.’

‘I think it was a combination of all of those things,’ I said, knowing that this was quite a vague answer.

‘No, that’s not really going to be good enough. Not even close. I want details, slut,’ She said, a slight hint of annoyance in her voice. ‘Tell me specifically what it was that you liked so much about posing for that photo.’

‘I, I, I, it was the thrill of being so slutty,’ I managed to blurt out, my face going a deep shade of crimson as I said it, my voice trembling a little.

Just as I said it, a hot waitress walked past. There was no way she could have heard it, surely, but it didn’t stop me from feeling paranoid, almost pre-emptively humiliated.

‘Now we’re getting somewhere,’ Tonya smiled. ‘Yes. Let me explain it further for you. As a sissy in training you’re still learning about yourself. What you enjoyed was making a pathetic display of yourself ina public bathroom. You enjoyed the sight of your useless little beta dick sticking up all hard, with a pair of slutty panties around your ankles, just like a sissy cock sucker. Maybe you were imagining that some of the kitchen staff, or waiting staff were watching you? Or maybe in there with you? Playing with your body, using you for their amusement? Or perhaps their sexual gratification? Would that be right, sissy?’

I was blushing hard now, finding it hard ot make eye contact with Tonya. But I knew I had no other option but to answer.

‘Yes, Madame, you are right,’ I said. ‘Thank you for educating me. For teaching me and telling me what I am too stupid to know.’

Tonya laughed.

She was incredibly beautiful. Her perfectly shiny hair, her impeccable bones structure, her full, plump lips. Beautiful, intelligent, but cruel too.

It was at this point that things went up a level.

The same waitress who had just walked past was approaching us again. Tonya beckoned her over.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing or experiencing as Tonya proceeded to unlock her phone and hand it to the waitress.

‘Tell me what you see,’ She said.

The waitress smiled, her eyes lighting up and darting over to me and then back to the phone again. This was going to be one of those evenings, I could sense it now, even clearer than before.

Tonya simply smiled at me, teasing me, holding my stare, waiting to make her next move…


CHAPTER THREE

‘Hike his panties right up!’ Tonya said, laughing as Britney, the waitress, grabbed my waistband and lifted it high, causing me to squirm and let out a sissy-moan as the panty material was stretched high, as I was effectively wedgied like a nerd being accosted by a jock bully.

Except I was a sissy, and the bully was a waitress.

‘Ignore his pathetic squeals,’ Tonya said, coldly.

We were in the VIP bathroom, decked out in luxurious velvet-effect furniture and grand, ornate mirrors. It was more like some kind of nineteenth century boudoir. Well, it was very much how the other half lived, but right now historical class divides weren’t exactly on my mind as I found myself being tormented by Britney.

She was young, probably in her early to mid twenties, but she certainly had no problem with dishing out punishment. A natural for this kind of thing perhaps. She was shorter than Tonya, but had a very athletic, powerful figure and in her tight white shirt and tight black pants, she looked incredible.

‘Now what?’ Britney said, addressing me. ‘You going to beg me to stop bullying you, panty-boy?’

Tonya laughed and let it play out. It was clear she was not going to come to my rescue, so I had to interact with Britney if I was going to get out of this.

‘Mmmmph, please, I beg you, my panties, they’ll rip,’ I said, merely prompting Britney to pull them higher, moving them from side to side, deep inside my ass, stretching the material to what must have been close to breaking point.

‘You love this, don’t you, slut?’ Britney said. ‘Tell me how much you love it and I might stop.’

I did as I was told and as enthusiastically as I could I told her how I loved being dominated by women, and was taking great pleasure from being beaten up by her, right here in the bathroom.

Britney finally accepted my words and let the panty material snap back into position.

‘Beat him a little,’ Tonya said. ‘Kick hiss ass. He won’t resist, he’ll take it like a good little bitch.’

Needing no further instruction, Britney began to kick me in my sides, my ass, my stomach. Each blow would be followed by an insult, a degrading comment on my beta body, my sissy panties, my feminized, perfectly hairless and pert ass.

‘Open your mouth,’ Britney said, squeezing my cheeks. ‘I want you to taste my spit.’

She promptly spat in my mouth a few times, the final spit actually missing my mouth and hitting me on my nose. I suspected strongly that it wasn’t an accident, such was the look of glee on her face.

‘Britney, tell me this,’ Tonya said. ‘Do you happen to have an especially alpha male chefs or waiting staff? The kind who would enjoy having a bit of fun with a sissy like we have here?’

Britney smiled, grabbing my hair and shaking my head back and forth, much to Tonya’s continued approval.

‘Yes, I think I know someone who fits that bill perfectly,’ She replied, now standing behind me, her arms wrapped around me, her fingers pulling on my nipples. I felt her grind her crotch into my ass, almost humping me. ‘He’s a very big man, though. Will sissy be able to deal with such a masculine presence?’

‘Oh, I’m sure he’ll cope,’ Tonya said, laughing. ‘Now, pass sissy back to me and bring me back this bull, I want to see him up close.’

With that, Britney kicked me forwards and I stumbled towards, Tonya, managing to place myself at her knees, my heart racing and mind panicking about what was coming my way.

Instinctively, my arms wrapped around Tonya’s leg.

‘Good sissy, you stay there, just as you are,’ Tonya said. ‘Just like the little wimp you are. Don’t worry, I’ll look after you. I won’t let the scary man hurt you. Much…’


CHAPTER FOUR

It was an agonising wait. Tonya loved every second of it of course, teasing and tormenting me about what was to come.

‘Is your little clitty getting hard at the thought of a real man?’ She said, stroking my hair. ‘Come on, don’t be shy around me, I know all your little sissy secrets.’

I didn’t know how to answer. The truth was that I knew whatever I said she would use to her advantage. She was always at least one step ahead of me. And usually she was probably more like five steps ahead. I was so submissive, so subservient to her that I didn’t try and bother outsmarting her, or second guessing her motives.

All I could do was face my sissy reality.

‘I’ll take yours silence as an admission,’ She said. ‘Don’t worry, I won’t punish your failure to answer me, you’ve got far too much coming your way anyway. I don’t want to tire you our. But, yes, looking down, I can definitely see that your sissy stick is hard. Put it away, tuck it back inside those panties right now. Good, that’s better. A submissive, feminized little fool should have their useless excuse for a manhood put away and hidden at all times unless instructed otherwise by their superior, don’t you agree?’

‘Yes, madame,’ I said, managing to get the words out, relieved that I wasn’t being punished for my inability to answer her previous question.

It was at this point that I saw the door knob turn and the door open. I gripped onto Tonya’s leg harder as first Britney walked in, closely followed by Max, and then… Kai too.

CHAPTER FIVE

‘Very impressive, real men, proper men,’ Tonya purred as the bathroom door was shut, Max and Kai either side of Britney, towering above her, their broad shoulders, chiselled faces, and powerful bodies standing proud.

The tight white chef’s jackets were quickly removed, revealing ripped, totally jacked torsos. I was blushing, unable to look away from them. They were the total opposite of my body, which Tonya had been working on making even more petit and feminine. These were real men, and I knew it.

‘Men, how about you remove your chef’s pants too, I’m sure sissy would like a look,’ Tonya said, pulling my hair and lifting my head so I was looking directly at the men as they removed their pants.

Both were standing there in nothing by their tight briefs, large bulges at the front that put an instant smile on Tonya’s face. I noticed that Britney too was fixated by their size, her hands wandering over the bulges, squeezing on them, her eyes shooting over to me, checking for my response.

‘Tonya, I’m worried that the sissy might just make a mess in her panties,’ Britney said. ‘She’s practically got a line of drool from her mouth down to the floor!’

‘Oh dear, well let’s get this moving then,’ Tonya said. ‘Sissy, up on your feet and go and stand between the two studs. I want to take some lovely photos for us to enjoy later.’

I got up to my feet and moved towards the men. Both of them looked at me with amusement, their eyes taking in my smooth, wimpy body and my tiny panties that barely had any kind of noticeable bulge at the front. I must have looked like such a loser in their eyes…

‘It’s okay, you can laugh at the sissy,’ Tonya said. ‘I know I do. Now, sissy, stand in between the two men and make sure your panties are positioned nice and high on your waist, really emphasise those feminine, slender thighs. Britney, perhaps you can help with that?’

Britney stood in front of me and adjusted my panties, raising them high as instructed. The two men posed next to me, their muscles flexing as per Tonya’s instructions, while I twirled and squatted down, showing my lowly position as the feminized sissy slave.

‘Okay, sissy, I want you to get at crotch height,’ Tanya said. ‘And men, I want you to both at the same time let your big, thick pieces of meaty dick out. The sissy will then pose with them, handling them, bringing them to her mouth. And it will all be captured on here for posterity! Any objections?’

Of course, there were none.

I felt my mouth open wide, purely on instinct, as the two heavy, thudding dicks flopped out of the men’s briefs. The sheer size of them was incredible, the veiny, masculine thickness and length was just so far out of the league of my little dick I fully understood why Tonya said it should only ever be referred to as my clitty.

These were real men with real dicks.

I was just a sissy on her knees, licking her lips and salivating of the two specimens of manhood that I knew were biologically my superior in every single way.

It didn’t take long before I could feel my dick getting close to the edge. It was just the excitement of being so close to these big dicks, both of them getting harder as I held them, my fingers instinctively squeezing, wanting to pump them up to their full size. 

Britney saw my excitement and decided to take matters into her own hands, pushing my face into their dicks, my mouth opening wide and taking them fully into my mouth, one at a time, choking a little on each, but quickly adapting and sucking and slurping on their entire lengths pretty quickly.

There was no holding me back now and I felt myself quickly working up a head of steam, so to speak, as I worked one dick with my mouth and then grabbed another with my hands, simultaneously bringing both to orgasm… one load of hot, sticky cum in my mouth, another load all over my face.

I felt like such a sissy slut, the men now both slapping their dicks across my face, making sure that every last bit of their loads had been dumped either inside me or onto me.

Britney laughed, spanking my ass, pulling my nipples and generally tormenting me as adrenalin continued to pump round my body, my excitement at what had just happened, the first time I had sucked and jerked two dicks at once, hitting hone.

‘Sissy, you have done well, now it’s time to give me your tongue,’ Tonya said, standing up and turning around. ‘And as a special treat, you may wank that clitty of yours as you tongue my pussy.’

The sight of her ass in front of me never grew old. It was perfectly round, sculpted, and smooth. I knelt right in front of her as she bent over and quickly nestled my face deep in her ass, my nose going right between her cheeks and my mouth being perfectly positioned to work her pussy.

Britney and then men sat and watched. It was a thrill to put on such a show for them, and I knew that this was very much the direction that Tonya would be taking me in as she continued my training.

Pulling my panties down, and to much mockery from Britney and the men at the size of my dick, I wanked it, only needing a few pumps to have it shooting its mess over the floor. Tonya spun around and pushed my onto the floor, the back of my head now covered in my own sissy spunk as she sat on my face and grinded her cunt over me hard, fast, knowing exactly what to do to get herself off quickly, the scale of her orgasm being evident by how hard her legs shook and squeezed around my face as she came.

The two men left, but not before inputting their numbers in Tonya’s phone. She told me that she could use their big dicks for servicing her sexual needs, the kind of servicing that I simply could not do with my little clitty. She was right, there was no way I could even attempt to deny that.

‘Of course, I might let you watch them pleasure me, if you’re a good sissy?’ She said. ‘How does that sound?’

‘It sounds perfect, Madame’ I said, struggling to get my breath back.

‘And who knows, they might even give your little sissy ass pussy a little treat too?’ She added, smiling as she pulled her pants back up and tipped Britney a substantial amount of money. ‘Well?’

‘Yes Miss Tonya,’ I said, nervously, knowing that this had all been part of her training plan, from the very second we walked in, having probably been planned in advance. ‘Thank you.’

**

Well, that was one hell of an experience. But back to now, and I knew that Tonya would want to really get back up to speed when she returned after her business trip.

Just as I wondering when she would be returning I saw a text message alert. It was from here.

SISSY! I am soon to be returning. I hope you have been working on your special sissy workout plan in my absence. Making those gains on your little sissy ass, getting that waist smaller and staying nice and slim and slender. Guess what, I’ve arranged a playdate for us to celebrate my return. Me, you, and… those two lovely bulls from the restaurant, we’re going to be having a cosy night in. Try not to stay up all night thinking about it, and definitely no playing with that clitty and making your little sissy mess! Your Goddess XoXo

I felt my heart race as I read her message. I was nervous, excited, a little scared. I guess my life with Tonya was always surprising me, going to the next level, and if this message was anything to go by, things were about to get even more sissified for me very soon indeed…
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-To Come-

So I opened the door.

Jen and Stella stood in front of me, as magnificent as ever.

As was their standard, they were made up to perfection, two goddesses ready to impose their will on their pathetic little subject. I, as was specified in their instruction email, curtseyed for them, making sure to maintain eye contact the whole time.

This seemed to please them, they looked at each other and nodded.

“Well,” Jen said, “That was a decent curtsey. You must have been practicing and for that I congratulate you. But I do wonder why you aren’t wearing your high heels?”

Jen suddenly looked furious.

As did Stella, who put her hands on her waist, emphasising her small waist and magnificent hips.

“I-I-I-I-“ I tried to come up with a reason, but in my rush I had simply forgot. “I’m sorry, please-”

“Don’t bother with excuses sissy, run and get them and we’ll have a think about what to do with you. Go, on, run!” Stella bellowed.

I ran into my bedroom and quickly put my shoes on, a pair of sleek black heels that I was still wobbly on. I attempted to run back into the living area but my unsteadiness in the heels told and I tripped over my own feet and fell on to the carpet in front of the sofa where my two dominas had seated themselves.

“Oh, hahaha, what a ridiculous sight!” Jen said. “Look, Stella, our little dicked pet has fallen over, because he hasn’t learned how to walk like a sissy boy yet!”

“Well, at least this gives us a chance to see his bottom presented fully to us, ready for punishment presumably?” Jen responded with a chuckle.

“Right, get up and over our laps,” Stella said.

I raised myself up and climbed across their laps.

I could feel the soft sensation of their expensive tights against my bare legs and pantied crotch.

Jen explained that I would be getting the full fifty spanks now, and that I was to say thank you after each one. She said that as I was being spanked it would also be a good idea for me to be preparing myself for the little show I had been instructed to prepare for them, as failure to satisfy them on this would only lead to more spanks, more pain, more humiliation.

“Right, here we go,” Jen said, bringing her hand down on my left cheek. “I am going to start as I mean to go along,” she added.

And she was right.

The next forty nine spanks were hard, relentless, and by the end I was really hurting and utterly humiliated.

After the final spank, the two women rolled me off their laps and back on to the carpet. I was on my back, looking up their legs and to their grinning faces. They looked like they had a mixture of total contempt, loving authority, and playful wickedness to them that conjured fear, excitement, and total devotion in me.

“Oh look, his little willy has come out!” Laughed Jen. “For God’s sake, wimp, put it back in your knickers and make yourself presentable before you get on your feet and begin your show for us.”

I tucked my stiff cock back inside the thong and got to my feet.

Now it was time for my performance as commanded by Jen and Stella.

They had told me that in keeping with my slutty stripper attire I would be required to perform a sexy dance for them. I knew this would be completely humiliating, and utterly ridiculous a spectacle, but it was what they asked, and I had no choice but to obey.

I walked over to my sound system and selected the music, a slow jam pop RnB track, and to howls of laughter began to move and grind.

I slowly began to get into the groove and used some of the moves I had practiced, such as squatting up and down, shaking my sissy ass as much as I could, squeezing my nipple tassels and pulling on them.

Jen and Stella were laughing the whole time, I was horrified as I saw both of them holding up their cameras to record the action.

“Twerk for us, slut!” Stella called out.

“Yeah, get down and pop that booty, make those sissy boi cheeks clap in time with the music,” Jenifer added, absolutely revelling in it.

I got down on all fours and began my attempt at twerking.

I felt like an absolute slut, just like a stripper or pole dancer trying to grind her living.

I was no better than the women I ogled over in hip hop videos, just a peace of meat to be used by others.

Jenifer abruptly told me she’d seen enough and told me to stand up and face her and Stella.

“Ooooh, look, I think he enjoyed that,” Jen said, pointing her immaculately manicured finger at my dick, which had managed to pop out yet again. “Tell me sissy, do you enjoy acting like a twerk slut?”

“Yes,” I said, my face reddening in embarrassment despite knowing full well that it was true.

“I suspect that you would actually like to work in a lapdancing club, a sissy boi like you would be in heaven?” Stella said.

“Um,” I replied, worried about where this was going.

“Yes, of course you would,” she continued, “You would like to be a dancer for proper men, wouldn’t you? Big, strong, rich men with proper men’s cocks, nothing like your little clitty. You would like them to manhandle you in the private room wouldn’t you? Pull back your thong and stick notes in it, spread your cheeks and blow on your puckered little hole? Hahahaha, look at you, it’s written all over your face. Are you going to deny it? And don’t you even think about lying…”

I didn’t know what to say.

Every part of me wanted to deny this, but in my heart I knew I couldn’t because it was true.

“No, I won’t deny it,” I said, unable to make eye contact.

Jenifer and Stella began to laugh again.

But this time it was different, they seemed aroused, their hands began to caress each other’s legs, up towards their crotches, all over their breasts.

“Well, sissy, we’ve decided that as you have made a decent first effort, despite some mistakes, we are going to offer you a reward,” Jen said. “But only if you manage to please us with one more task.”

“Yes, of course, mistress,” I said.

What followed was they both stripped naked to reveal their incredible bodies.

Toned, muscular, Amazonian, with powerful legs, large buttocks, and brilliantly complimentary and contrasting breasts.

I was in a total daze as they moved towards me and picked me up as if I was as light as a feather.

They carried me into my bedroom and flopped me down on the bed.

I was totally vulnerable to their power and they knew it as the seductively climbed on to the bed with me…

-end of preview-

CHAPTER ONE

Morons!

What is it with some people’s absolute refusal to use cycle lanes properly?

I’m talking about fellow cyclists here before anyone wrongly and erroneously assumes I’m part of the anti-bicycle brigade. I love to cycle as much as the next man or woman, but I do find it irritating when you get these absolute maniacs hell bent on causing as much chaos as they can in the lane that has been provided for those of us who choose to travel and help the environment by using two human powered wheels instead of gas guzzling plant killing cars.

I’ll leave my environmental crusading there for now, after all the benefits of going green on your commute or trip to town are well documented by now. That’s not to say there aren’t some valid points and times when using cars is unavoidable over the course of an individual’s life.

Also, have you noticed how expensive fully electric cars are?

The cost is surely prohibitive to all but those with a significant disposable income or an employer who provides company cars with ethics as a focus of their provision ahead of tradition and ease of purchase (and even that is debatable these days).

Anyway, I’ve strayed way off track there (ironically enough).

My point is, I was bombing down the cycle path on a fairly busy road and this absolute moron biker flew past me and nearly sent me spinning into what could have been an incredibly dangerous and threatening crash into the metal barrier that separated the cycle path from the pedestrian sidewalk (or pavement for my mates on the other side of the Atlantic waterway.)

Well, to say I was scared was a bloody underestimation and it was only my amazing balance that kept me vertical and moving those pedals.

I hooted the moron with my loud ringing bell and even screamed to him to watch what he was doing, the absolute sod.

I really hope he heard, because when it comes to road safety on the shared highway, us cycle men and women need to stick together and not turn into the kind of right wing stereotype that we would so often use to describe the drivers of petrol or diesel cars.

I think you catch my drift here.

Anyway, I say it’s time for slow breaths and to move on.  

I pushed my bike up to the semi exposed bike lock storage area outside of the large studio, cinema, cafeteria and theatre that I was visiting for the afternoon.

I moved the bike into the correct position and took off the dead lock from the cycle frame. I opened the lock and placed it across the frame and the steel horizontal lance designed to keep the vehicles in position. I secured the device and took a step back to check out my cycle – as I thought, it was a bit dirty and could do with a good power clean.

I made a mental note to clean the cycle over the course of the next five or six days, or possibly certainly over the weekend.

Well, I wasn’t making any guarantees, but I definitely would make time at some point if you know what I mean.

I walked away from my secure bike and into the large, imposing community funded building. I walked towards the counter and placed an order for one drink, a frothy soya mocha with a sprinkle of dairy free chocolate mint flakes. I paid for the drink and took it to an available seat, of which there were many – which kind of surprised me to be honest.

CHAPTER TWO

So I sat down and took a sip of the coffee. I won’t lie, it was a bit on the warm side, to say the very least. I felt a pang of regret that I had not taken the moment to meditate in order to assess and realise that the coffee would be too hot to take an enthusiastic sip from.

I told myself I would move forward and grow from this situation and make an effort not to do it again in the future.

It’s never nice to burn one’s mouth due to the consumption of a hot beverage or bit of grub.

Understatement alert!

I blew on my coffee between three and seven times and took a sip. It tasted good, it was a good coffee I knew it was. I felt happy and began to sense that I would soon forget about my initial sip which had caused pain and disappointment.

I repeated the process each time before I took a sip of the coffee and then began to blow less times as the coffee found a cooler temperature.

I must say again a big respect to the craft of the barista, it really was a flavoursome coffee, well put together, and this is coming from an individual who prides themselves on their taste buds when it comes to the fabled ground beans that make a coffee. 

Once I had finished my coffee I looked at the empty cup with its stained inside rim (coffee stained cups – always a sign of a solid cup, and I should know as I have been on highly regarded coffee courses designed for professionals from baristas to café owners to those in the coffee industry on a corporate level) and wondered whether to indulge in another cup of the fabled cocoa roast.

In the end and after several moments deliberating I decided that, sure, I certainly would. After all I had the time to spare and it was always good to get that caffeine injection burning through my veins at a rate of kilometres per hour that would put a fully revved Porsche: Sports Edition to total shame.

I stood up from the elegant avant garde designed table that could easily have come from the BHS warehouse had I not had the eye to see that it was in fact an industrial supplier (I saw the small logo on the table leg) and strode over to the counter.

The dude behind the counter had been replaced by another man, albeit they looked pretty close to identical.

You know the score, coiffured haircut, ears pierced, and a tattoo of a retro car surrounded by an ironic flag design on the forearm.

Well this particular guy was a friendly style of dude and went out of his way to talk me through the many numbered coffee on offer at this joint.

To be quite honest, much – no, most - of what he was saying went over (or should that be osmosis?) my head as I wasn’t especially concentrating on him and his enthusiastic droning.

In the end I managed to catch him wrapping up his epic coffee-logue by saying that his personal favourite was the Egyptian crypto-Turkish flaccid squat bean that had just come back in to stock due to popular demand from keen consumers not happy with it being rotated out of the selection of available coffees.

I said I’d go with that one and the server promised me that I would not be disappointed and would probably always want to purchase that specific bean from now on.

I smiled politely but felt like he’d crossed a border into a kind of conceited malevolence with his last comment.

Really, he couldn’t possibly claim to speak to my exact taste, no matter how good and great he thought that bean was surely he would have to accept that ultimately taste is a subjective matter and it could be the case that my buds just wouldn’t buy into this particular bean.

Well I didn’t get into this with him because life is too short and it’s not really a nice move to dampen a person’s exuberance unless totally necessary. I paid for the coffee and waited patiently for eight minutes as he prepared it.

Yes, you read that right.

Eight minutes!

Well I probably would have ordered the bog-standard filter coffee had I known he was going to take so long.

What an affair just to get a cup of Joe (this is what many people would call a standard coffee, especially in the United States).

Ultimately, he did complete the process and proudly passed me the cup. He looked at me expectantly and I duly obliged by sniffing the coffee and smiling.

“Hell, that’s superb,” I said. And the thing is, I wasn’t even lying. It smelt fantastic and like the real deal.

“Hey, broski, coffee is what I do, it’s what I life for, it’s who I am at my central core,” the barista said.

Maybe, I concluded, maybe he was a boorish prig, but perhaps his arrogance was founded in something beyond hot air. He talked the coffee-talk but he also walked the coffee walk.

I really couldn’t wait to get stuck into this beverage back at my seat.

So I turned around and sloped over to the seat, sneaking in a sly swig on the way no less.

Good grief.

Simple pleasures sometimes can be complicated in how they manifest, but the outcome is always something to behold. Purity in pleasure is not an illusion or jacked up hippy jive.

The cocoa chugged through my frame and I couldn’t have been more joyous and more at peace with my zen.

This day was shaping up well.

Then, as if out of nowhere, two intriguing women entered the café and gave me the strangest of looks before walking over to the counter to place an order, occasionally looking back and smiling in a way that was odd, but I couldn’t work out why exactly.

What on hell is that all about, I thought?

I would soon find out.

I continued to drink my coffee and daydream.

CHAPTER THREE

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.

CHAPTER FOUR

We have all been there.

You call up your energy provider, gas or electricity or water, and straight away you’re put on the hold line with some God awful hold music blaring into your ear. What makes the music worse, or should that be musak (and no disrespect to the admirable high end musak you get in the elevators and lifts at nice international hotels), is that there is more often than not a terrible addition of a hellish crackling sound being sent down the line to you.

Well guess what?

This is exactly what I was faced with as my gas supplier put me on hold.

I had to go to the step of reducing the volume on my mobile handset to stop what would be the inevitable onset of a headache from the crackled, mangled, overly loud karaoke version of some Backstreet Boys hit (probably a cover in itself) from the mid to late 90s.

Well, as they do, the message that periodically interrupted the droning music assured me that I was a valued customer and my call would be handled as soon as was possible.

I won’t even get started on the addition to that message that suggested I could always call back later when it wasn’t so busy. Well you have to get up earlier in the day to fool me. Those lines are never quieter, they’re always busy to the max.

Anyway, as I held on the line listening to track play into track into track and back again in some nightmarish loop of anti-music, quite an horrific soundscape that wouldn’t be out of place in a piece of audio visual art at a contemporary art gallery space, I began to wonder about what had happened and what would be the outcome of the events I had experienced.

Before I had a chance to really get into it in my head, the musak stopped and a very nice man answered and told me he was ready to take my call.

Yes, I was happy to have my query dealt with, but I knew exactly what I’d be thinking of once the call was over. 

The bloody gas phonecall out of the way I looked at my to-do list.

I knew I’d made it up so as to keep my mind off things, but I was beginning to regret that now.

Ever tried to make an appointment with your broadband provider and it’s just not working out? You know what I mean right, they give you the nearest available dates but they are no good for your schedule, then you say when is good for you but that doesn’t work for your service provider.

Following this, and about fifteen exasperating minutes into your phone call, you find a date that works for both and it’s so far in the future even the Doc and Marty McFly haven’t been there.

Well, I am sure that joking aside with references to classic films, you can understand how frustrating it was for me when my broadband went down for the umpteenth time in the space of a month and I called the service provider so called customer services line in order to arrange an engineer and make my complaints heard.

My plan was to begin talking about leaving my contract due to their failure to provide the service I was paying for at some cost each calendar month. Well, that would have been my plan if I hadn’t had the will to live sucked out of me by being kept on hold forty nine minutes and thirty eight seconds to be exact.

You may have thought this would have made me furious, even more super charged to get my point across.

But in reality, in the actual moment, all it did was serve to tire me out and make me happy with any positive answer I received.

Was this their plan all along?

Maybe that’s a conspiracy theory for another day, but it does make you wonder does it not?

Anyway, I knew I had to get the internet back to make the purchases that I required in my situation, so when they said it was a simple problem I could fix myself by jangling the wire in the hub, I guess I just accepted that on face value and was pleased to end the call.

My temper nearly went into orbit when they asked me to answer a short customer service survey after the end of the call. I was so angry as I answered each of the fifty questions, but at least I was going to be entered into a prize draw to win a pair of cordless ear-pods, I thought.

You don’t win the raffle unless you buy a ticket as they say.

Anyway, I digress, the internet got sorted and I was able to get online and begin my required shopping.

I decided to stick a podcast on while I shopped.

Nothing too heavy going, but a comedy podcast by a comedian who I had followed on and off since the 1990s. I found he had a good selection of guests on his show, and he talked to them in a calm and friendly way, often cracking wise and making jokes but actually getting into some pretty deep conversations at times.

And one thing that also impressed me was the level or calibre of guest he managed to get on. I mean, he wasn’t exactly famous, but I think he was well connected via friends who had gone on to have big success in major projects for film and tv, the up shot being that the comedian had ended up having access to the friends of his friends (as they say, it’s not what you know but who you know!).

Anyway, I put the podcast on and listened to him talk to a documentary maker. It was a good chat, I kind of tuned in and out and managed to catch some nice moments between the two that revolved around approaches to film making, directors that they mutually admired, anecdotes that centred on friends they had in common, a little bit about new diets they were both on, and of course a lot of throwaway irreverence – some people really don’t like wacky irreverence, but I certainly see a merit in it, maybe it’s just not for everyone?

They had in fact known each other since school and you could tell because the documentary maker showed a different side to himself, a lot funnier, sort of goofy in-jokes, and even a bit snarky at times – which was odd to hear from such an impartial person.

Anyway, it was all background to the main event, my shopping, which itself was essential for my next meeting.

I had made my purchases with my now working internet. I say working, but it was still slow – far slower than the promised level – and I had several problems at the payment screens for each sit.

What’s worse than when you make a purchase, click to confirm, and then the screen freezes or even worse begins to load and then goes blank.

What do you do in these situations?

Has the purchase gone through?

Do you need to click refresh again?

What happens if in your enthusiasm you end up making a double order? Sure, you would get a refund but all the hassle is just added stress that can be done without if truth be told.

Anyway, my internet speed was slow, which was frustrating given it meant that watching video clips and movies was an almost impossible task, certainly with high quality HD resolution.

You can imagine the frustration.

But maybe this was a good thing, as I did have certain instructions I was supposed to adhere to.

So I settled on downloading a movie from a content provider, it would take a while but it was a mainstream comedy I had been wanting to view for some time so I could wait. And this way I would be guaranteed the top level resolution even if it did mean a long wait.

I clicked download and then stood up and walked into my kitchen.

Once in the kitchen, I poured myself a glass of cold fruit juice, not from concentrate. I never got why people would even consider purchasing the juice that was made from concentrate.

Sure, it was a little cheaper perhaps but the flavour was not comparable and the health benefits nowhere near equal. Well, I sipped on my drink and felt an energy boost. I then sipped on the drink a bit more until it was finished; not only was this not from concentrate, it was in actual fact a top end brand that I would often buy if I felt like treating myself.

You could really taste the difference, it was magnificent.

I guess you could say I believed in treating myself, allowing myself to be under the influence of a luxurious, powerful, high end taste. The irony, or should that be comparison, given my current situation was not lost on me, you can believe me on that.

CHAPTER FIVE

I had somehow drifted off to sleep, but woke suddenly when I heard my apartment buzzer make its long zing zaaaang noise.

Oh no, oh no!

It was them, Stella and Jen had arrived and the apartment was a mess, I wasn’t ready!

I answered the buzzer and buzzed them in to the apartment block.

They would be up on my floor outside my door in maybe three minutes, possibly five at an absolute stretch.

Maybe I was paranoid, but it was as if they sensed that something was up. I had to move fast. As quickly as I could, I bunged all the washing into the dryer, rearranged the cushions, and then began to dress myself as instructed.

I stripped naked and stole a quick glance of myself in the floor length mirror.

As instructed by them via email instruction, I had shaved my pubic hair into one of the given options. I had been given the choice of:

Totally nude.

Heart shaped.

Landing strip.

I had gone for the landing strip as, truth be told, it was the style that turned me on the most. My dick was beginning to harden as I looked at myself in the mirror, a sissy boy excited for his mistresses to arrive and get stuck in to him over the course of an evening, purely for their pleasure and my degradation.

I put on my uniform for the evening.

It consisted of a shiny, ultra high cut black thong, black nipple tassels and… well, that was it! Jen and Stella had decided that for this evening they wanted me in the most revealing, skimpiest, most slutty state possible.

Now fully dressed, my hard on positively pulsing inside the panties, aching to spring out, I waited for the knock on the door that would truly bring the evening into action.

Knock.

Knock.

Knock.

Here we go, I thought.

It didn’t even cross my mind to cancel.

Logically I knew I could back out at any time I wanted, but the truth was that I wanted this, I deserved this, and I was ready to accept whatever was coming my way.

So I opened the door.

Jen and Stella stood in front of me, as magnificent as ever.

As was their standard, they were made up to perfection, two goddesses ready to impose their will on their pathetic little subject. I, as was specified in their instruction email, curtseyed for them, making sure to maintain eye contact the whole time.

This seemed to please them, they looked at each other and nodded.

“Well,” Jen said, “That was a decent curtsey. You must have been practicing and for that I congratulate you. But I do wonder why you aren’t wearing your high heels?”

Jen suddenly looked furious.

As did Stella, who put her hands on her not insignificant hips, emphasising her small waist and magnificent hips.

“I-I-I-I-“ I tried to come up with a reason, but in my rush I had simply forgot. “I’m sorry, please-“

“Don’t bother with excuses sissy, run and get them and we’ll have a think about what to do with you. Go, on, run!” Stella bellowed.

I ran into my bedroom and quickly put my shoes on, a pair of sleek black heels that I was still wobbly on. I attempted to run back in to the living area but my unsteadiness in the heels told and I tripped over my own feet and fell on to the carpet in front of the sofa where my two dominas had seated themselves.

“Oh, hahaha, what a ridiculous sight!” Jen said. “Look, Stella, our little dicked pet has fallen over, because he hasn’t learned how to walk like a sissy boi yet!”

“Well, at least this gives us a chance to see his bottom presented fully to us, ready for punishment presumably?” Jen responded with a chuckle.

“Right, get up and over our laps,” Stella said.

I raised myself up and climbed across their laps.

I could feel the soft sensation of their expensive tights against my bare legs and pantied crotch.

Jen explained that I would be getting the full fifty spanks now, and that I was to say thank you after each one. She said that as I was being spanked it would also be a good idea for me to be preparing myself for the little show I had been instructed to prepare for them, as failure to satisfy them on this would only lead to more spanks, more pain, more humiliation.

“Right, here we go,” Jen said, bringing her hand down on my left cheek. “I am going to start as I mean to go along,” she added.

And she was right.

The next forty nine spanks were hard, relentless, and by the end I was really hurting and utterly humiliated.

After the final spank, the two women rolled me off their laps and back on to the carpet. I was on my back, looking up their legs and to their grinning faces. They looked like they had a mixture of total contempt, loving authority, and playful wickedness to them that conjured fear, excitement, and total devotion in me.

“Oh look, his little willy has come out!” Laughed Jen. “For God’s sake, wimp, put it back in your knickers and make yourself presentable before you get on your feet and begin your show for us.”

I tucked my stiff cock back inside the thong and got to my feet.

Now it was time for my performance as commanded by Jen and Stella.

They had told me that in keeping with my slutty stripper attire I would be required to perform a sexy dance for them. I knew this would be completely humiliating, and utterly ridiculous a spectacle, but it was what they asked, and I had no choice but to obey.

I walked over to my sound system and selected the music, a slow jam pop RnB track, and to howls of laughter began to move and grind.

I slowly began to get into the groove and used some of the moves I had practiced, such as squatting up and down, shaking my sissy ass as much as I could, squeezing my nipple tassels and pulling on them.

Jen and Stella were laughing the whole time, I was horrified as I saw both of them holding up their cameras to record the action.

“Twerk for us, slut!” Stella called out.

“Yeah, get down and pop that booty, make those sissy boi cheeks clap in time with the music,” Jenifer added, absolutely revelling in it.

I got down on all fours and began my attempt at twerking.

I felt like an absolute slut, just like a stripper or pole dancer trying to grind her living.

I was no better than the women I ogled over in hip hop videos, just a peace of meat to be used by others.

Jenifer abruptly told me she’d seen enough and told me to stand up and face her and Stella.

“Ooooh, look, I think he enjoyed that,” Jen said, pointing her immaculately manicured finger at my dick, which had managed to pop out yet again. “Tell me sissy, do you enjoy acting like a twerk slut?”

“Yes,” I said, my face reddening in embarrassment despite knowing full well that it was true.

“I suspect that you would actually like to work in a lapdancing club, a sissy boi like you would be in heaven?” Stella said.

“Um,” I replied, worried about where this was going.

“Yes, of course you would,” she continued, “You would like to be a dancer for proper men, wouldn’t you? Big, strong, rich men with proper men’s cocks, nothing like your little clitty. You would like them to manhandle you in the private room wouldn’t you? Pull back your thong and stick notes in it, spread your cheeks and blow on your puckered little hole? Hahahaha, look at you, it’s written all over your face. Are you going to deny it? And don’t you even think about lying…”

I didn’t know what to say.

Every part of me wanted to deny this, but in my heart I knew I couldn’t because it was true.

“No, I won’t deny it,” I said, unable to make eye contact.

Jenifer and Stella began to laugh again.

But this time it was different, they seemed aroused, their hands began to caress the each others legs, up towards their crotches, all over their breasts.

“Well, sissy, we’ve decided that as you have made a decent first effort, despite some mistakes, we are going to offer you a reward,” Jen said. “But only if you manage to please us with one more task.”

“Yes, of course, mistress,” I said.

What followed was they both stripped naked to reveal their incredible bodies.

Toned, muscular, Amazonian, with powerful legs, large buttocks, and brilliantly complimentary and contrasting breasts.

I was in a total daze as they moved towards me and picked me up as if I was as light as a feather.

They carried me in to my bedroom and flopped me down on the bed.

I was totally vulnerable to their power and they knew it as the seductively climbed on to the bed with me.

“Now here’s the deal little slut,” Stella said, her hand pulling on my thong, gradually easing it down and revealing my hard cock and swollen balls. “The deal is,” she continued, “The deal is that you will be allowed to cum for us now, for our entertainment. Does that sound good?”

“Y-y-yes,” I said.

I couldn’t help but take in the curves of their bodies as the perched around me, their hands pulling at my by now exposed nipples, a finger gently pressing against my asshole as another flicked the base of my little cock.

“Okay, you will lie on your back with your legs in the air, your little worm dick pointing directly at your face,” Stella said, a wicked grin across her face. “As we wank your clitty, you will repeat what we say, and when you cum you will enthusiastically accept it in your mouth and over your face, absolutely no avoiding it or trying to move out of the way. Yes?”

“Y—y-yes,” I said, excited, nervous, completely out of control.

And so it began.

“I’m your sissy slut,” Jen said and I repeated back to her.

“I’m a twerk bitch,” Jen said and I repeated back to her.

“I dream of proper men with mega cocks,” Stella said and I repeated back to her.

“I am a sissy fag boy who loves panties and dick,” Stella said and I repeated back to her.

This was getting too much, I couldn’t cope.

To the squeals and applause of my owners, I shot hot flashes of cum into my mouth and over my face.

Stella pumped me until I was dry, cheering and whooping as the smeared my face with my own cum.

Once she stopped, her and Jen stood up.

“Well, look at the state of you,” She said. “We’re going out for a meal now, but we’ll be back and we fully expect you to be in your next outfit and ready and willing to go with your next task. If you’re lucky we might bring back a big strong guest with us… not that you have a say in the matter, but would you like that?”

I could barely talk, I was spent.

I vaguely nodded my head and felt myself passing out as I watched the two women walk out of the room, their big bottoms wobbling, their powerful shoulders looking resplendent, their long luxurious hair on their backs.

What would the rest of the evening bring?

Well that is another story, one I would love to tell when I can get myself over what happened and fully process exactly what I have become!

One thing is for sure, I know what it is to begin the journey into being a fully-fledged sissy!
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