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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…
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-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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-TO COME-

‘Privacy? For this sissy?’ Miss said. ‘No, none of that, he needs to get used to what life with me will be like. We’ll strip him right here and now and see what we’re working with.’

Oh my God, I couldn’t believe it at all.

I felt myself go a little weak, such was the absolute madness of what I was hearing. I felt my legs trembling, my entire body feeling the effect of some kind of super intense adrenalin rush that this humiliation was provoking.

With that, the shop assistant – whose name tag read Angelica – walked over to the other shoppers and could be seen talking to them, what I couldn’t quite make out, before heading to the front door and locking it, turning over the Closed sign.

Well, on the one hand I suppose it was good that no more people could come in, but on the other…

In addition to Miss Veronica and Angelica there were now two other women, very glamourous women in their mid forties, who were here, seemingly, to witness whatever humiliating situation was heading my way.

‘Right, time to turn you into a proper sissy,’ Miss said, running her finger down my front, delighting in my discomfort. ‘Oh well, if you’re going to just stand there like an idiot I suppose we’ll just strip you off ourselves.’

Then, without giving me a chance to plead for mercy, to somehow save the embarrassment, both Veronica and Angelica began pulling and tearing at my clothes.

Their strength took me by surprise as I soon found myself topless, my average beta male body being more expose by the second.

‘Pants off!’ Miss cried, ripping my jeans down and leaving me standing there, totally off balance with my jeans round my ankles in nothing but a tiny thong.

I could hear the two shoppers laughing and when I looked up I could see that both of them were holding their cameras up in my direction, with looks of glee on their faces.

‘Now, slut,’ Veronica said. ‘Are you going to be a good little panty slut and take those unauthorised panties off, or do we have to tear them off and stuff them in your mouth? Remember, you’re already in a lot of trouble and there is some punishment coming your way anyway. So, it’s up to you, and don’t keep us waiting…’

-END OF PREVIEW-


CHAPTER ONE

Damn, looked like I had been stood up. Another date down the drain, another person to mentally cross off the list of possible girlfriends.

I mean, it was only a coffee date – but still.

Looking around the packed coffee shop, there were couples, all of them engaged in vibrant and energetic conversations, for better or worse. I wondered how happy they were, what kind of secrets they all kept, both form the world and from each other.

I’m a definite people watcher. I can’t help it. I just find it endlessly fascinating. I love to know what motivates people, what is going on in their heads, what pushes their buttons.

Just then, as I was analysing a pair, two women in their mid twenties, a couple I think, in a heated moment over their frappes, looked up and saw a woman walk past me and towards the bathroom.

She shot me a friendly, but also kind of suspicious, look.

What the hell?

I awkwardly acknowledged her as she continued to the bathroom and disappeared behind the restored, fully polished mahogany door.

She couldn’t have noticed?

Could she?

I quickly looked down at my waist. My t-shirt was riding up just a touch, exposing a tiny bit of flesh. My jeans were placed normally around my waist…

But was there a hint of…

Panty visible?

Talking about other people’s secrets, I guess mine is that I kind of have a thing about wearing women’s panties. The smaller, skimpier, frillier and sluttier the better.

Am I a sissy?

Well, I guess a lot of my fantasies had recently been more and more focussed on the idea that I could be. Dressed in panties, made to humiliate myself in front of a dominant, alpha female, a situation where she takes control of me and dresses, uses, punishes me as she pleases? Often in front of her friends, male and female.

Wow, yeah, I’m getting hard just thinking about it.

I suppose then it was fair to say that I was a sissy-in-waiting.

But had this woman spotted the panties?

Did she know my secret?

More than that, if she did, was she going to do anything about it?


CHAPTER TWO

I decided to put it out of my mind. I mean, realistically, there was no way she could have seen the thin waistband of my minimal, black thong.

And even if she actually had, she probably wouldn’t care either way.

The weird thing was however, even as I only managed to catch a brief glimpse of her, was just how powerful an effect she had over me. She was a little older than me, probably in her late thirties or early forties.

But in incredible, total goddess physical condition.

Her hair was long, dark, perfectly smooth and shiny under the industrial style lights of the coffee shop. Wearing what appeared to be a high-end, tailored business suit, she looked like a woman of means, the kind of woman who probably held an executive managerial position way beyond my relatively lowly junior partner status at my firm.

The hints of curves underneath her suit were mouth watering.

I had only seen her for the briefest of moments but the hints of powerful thigh, round, sculpted ass, and substantial, perky breasts were enough to get my mind racing, speculating as to what she would look like naked.

Ah well, it would have to stay as fantasy I thought, suddenly aware that I was actually sitting at my seat with an election, my dick tenting up the front of my pants.

Shit, this is the kind of thing that gets you a life ban, or worse, from attending public venues, I thought, only half joking as I attempted to get my hard dick back inside the thong.

Damn, it was awkward. I didn’t want anyone to notice me, of course, but I just went for it and did a quick rearrangement.

‘All sorted?’ Came the voice.

Holy shit. It was the woman. And she was sitting down at the seat opposite me.

What the hell?

I felt my face flush crimson red, immediately and with a burning, relentless intensity that would have been obvious to anyone from fifty metres away, let alone the stunning woman who had just sat down across from me.

‘When I ask you a question, I think you should answer me,’ She said, the tone of her voice firm, demanding, and clearly not for screwing around with.

‘Um, excuse me, but, do I know you?’ I said, stupidly, trying to be clever, find a way out of this embarrassing situation.

The thing was, she had clearly seen me fiddling around trying to flatten my dick in my pants, but there was nothing to suggest she knew about the panties.

Either way, it soon became clear that trying to avoid the question was a mistake, a big one at that. Up close, and sitting across from me now, she was even better looking, more mind-blowingly prefect than I had first thought.

I couldn’t help but stare at her chest as it raised up and down inside her silk shirt.

Again, another mistake.

‘So not only are you not going to answer me, but you’re actually going to have the cheek to sit there and drool over me?’ She admonished me, her voice raising a little, clearly not fussed about anyone who may have been paying this impromptu conversation attention. ‘Answer me, boy!’

I was taken aback by this. I mean, really quite shaken.

I just didn’t know quite how to respond to her.

Instinct taking over, I couldn’t help myself…

‘I’m sorry, Miss,’ I said, head down, my hands covering my crotch.

What the hell was I doing?

I didn’t know this woman at all, and I was basically humiliating myself, letting her boss me around, walk all over me?

‘Better, but look at me in the eyes when you speak to me, understand?’ She said, crossing her long, powerful legs over each other, the pinstripe of her expensive suit emphasising the curves she clearly possessed.

‘Yes, Miss,’ I said. ‘I’m genuinely sorry, Miss.’

‘Hmmmm,’ She replied, a wicked smile on her face. ‘You do seem like you mean it. But I wonder, is that good enough? I think I need to ask you some questions, boy. Do you agree to answer them all honestly, or face the consequences?’

I was tripping out, my head spinning. I couldn’t believe what seemed to be happening here. She couldn’t possibly know about my panty fetish, my sissy desires, but somehow, something just told me…

‘Yes, Miss,’ I said. ‘I agree to answer your questions or face any consequences you deem necessary.

‘Good. Well you can start by moving those hands, yes, place them on either arm rest and do not move them,’ She said. ‘Yes, well, just as I thought. Doesn’t look like much to my eyes, but I know a stiff little dick when I see one.’

She laughed, genuinely finding the sight of the tent in my pants amusing. I felt absolutely degraded, totally humiliated by this powerful, dominant woman who had made an assessment of my dick that, while honest, was a brutal put-down.

I wanted to cover my crotch again, I was desperate. But I managed to keep my hands flat on the arm rests.

‘Good, I can see your little problem is embarrassing for you,’ she said, almost purring with delight. ‘Tell me, what are you wearing under those jeans that is causing that little pole?’

Could I answer her honestly?

I mean, I had agreed to, and she totally had me over a barrel. Who knows what her consequences could entail…

Jeez, she could even be talking about reporting me to the management, or even the cops.

I knew too, that deep down, I was feeling a building urge to just tell her, to say the word, to confess everything and admit to this woman…

The words began to come…

‘Miss, I’m wearing a pair of panties,’ I said, my voice trembling. ‘I’m wearing a tiny black thong because I am a… naughty sissy boy.’

‘Well, sissy boy,’ She said. ‘Today is you lucky day. Now get up and follow me. And keep your sissy beta eyes off my big booty too, you’ll be seeing plenty of it later and I don’t want you making any sissy messes in your panties unless I it is at my request. It’s Miss Veronica by the way.’

I gulped heavily, the magnitude and uncertainty of the situation dawning on me as I followed her, head bowed, in a total daze.

CHAPTER THREE

We left the coffee shop and walked down the street in silence, me by her side, desperately trying not do anything that would annoy her, my mind racing with possibilities as to what was going on here.

Then, quite abruptly, she stopped outside a quite inconspicuous store front.

‘You, sissy, open the door for your mistress,’ She said, looking me up and down, the look on her fact a mixture of disdain and amusement.

I did as I was told and followed in behind her.

Huh, this was just a regular woman’s clothing store, I thought.

There were a couple of customers milling around, shopping and browsing the rails of upmarket women’s clothes. They didn’t pay us any attention at all.

I followed her towards the customer service desk and soon things began to get a lot clearer, and a whole lot more humiliating.

She rang the bell at the desk for attention and within moments a woman, immaculately made up and smartly attired, arrived, instantly looking me up and down and then smiling.

‘Ah, Veronica, good to see you,’ She said, her heavy chest rising and falling underneath her blouse. ‘Yes, he does indeed look like the… type. You were right about that!’

Wait, what?

Type?

They’d already been in contact regarding me?

‘Oh, believe me he certainly is,’ Miss said. ‘In fact, I’d say he’s such a sissy he was almost trying to get exposed in the coffee shop. A true sissy loser, stood up, in his panties, little bulge all hard.’

The two women laughed, and my face went bright red. I didn’t dare to look and see if this had drawn the attention of the other shoppers, I simply couldn’t bring myself to check.

‘Oh look, your little panty boy is embarrassed!’ The lady behind the desk laughed, all too loudly. ‘Perhaps we should move to the changing area?’

Changing area?

Well at least it would be private, whatever was going to happen.

‘Privacy? For this sissy?’ Miss said. ‘No, none of that, he needs to get used to what life with me will be like. We’ll strip him right here and now and see what we’re working with.’

Oh my God, I couldn’t believe it at all.

I felt myself go a little weak, such was the absolute madness of what I was hearing. I felt my legs trembling, my entire body feeling the effect of some kind of super intense adrenalin rush that this humiliation was provoking.

With that, the shop assistant – whose name tag read Angelica – walked over to the other shoppers and could be seen talking to them, what I couldn’t quite make out, before heading to the front door and locking it, turning over the Closed sign.

Well, on the one hand I suppose it was good that no more people could come in, but on the other…

In addition to Miss Veronica and Angelica there were now two other women, very glamourous women in their mid forties, who were here, seemingly, to witness whatever humiliating situation was heading my way.

‘Right, time to turn you into a proper sissy,’ Miss said, running her finger down my front, delighting in my discomfort. ‘Oh well, if you’re going to just stand there like an idiot I suppose we’ll just strip you off ourselves.’

Then, without giving me a chance to plead for mercy, to somehow save the embarrassment, both Veronica and Angelica began pulling and tearing at my clothes.

Their strength took me by surprise as I soon found myself topless, my average beta male body being more expose by the second.

‘Pants off!’ Miss cried, ripping my jeans down and leaving me standing there, totally off balance with my jeans round my ankles in nothing but a tiny thong.

I could hear the two shoppers laughing and when I looked up I could see that both of them were holding their cameras up in my direction, with looks of glee on their faces.

‘Now, slut,’ Veronica said. ‘Are you going to be a good little panty slut and take those unauthorised panties off, or do we have to tear them off and stuff them in your mouth? Remember, you’re already in a lot of trouble and there is some punishment coming your way anyway. So, it’s up to you, and don’t keep us waiting…’

CHAPTER FOUR

I guess I must have waited a split second too long. Just as my hands were hovering around the tight waistband, I felt myself being pulled to the ground from behind.

‘That’s it, down you come you pathetic excuse for a man!’ Angelica said, her hands pressing my shoulders into the floor but quickly moving to my nipples and pulling on them, stretching them out.

I let out a cry of pain but Angelica silenced me with some hard slaps over my nipples. This was getting very serious, and I was totally out of my comfort zone.

Although the situation was about to get even more intense any second now, the sight of Miss Veronica towering above me, her long legs leading up to her annoyed, angry face.

‘Ladies, you may want to come close for this, I suspect you might even need your glasses on to see anything,’ She said, squatting down, just in front of my crotch.

Despite the humiliation and the pain, of having my nipples pulled and clothes roughly torn off, I was getting hard… fast.

She teased me, pulling and snapping back the thin waistband. My squeals of nervous agony prompting laughter and some kicks to my side from Angelica, who had now begun to start really enjoying my torment.

Then, in a smooth, fast movement she tore my panties right off, my cock bouncing out and throbbing up and down against my stomach.

The women all burst into laughter, and I was conscious of phone flashes going off, capturing my utter degradation on film.

‘Well, like a true sissy, you seem to enjoy the humiliation,’ Miss Veronica said, flicking at my hard dick, making it flex backward and forwards, much to everyone’s continued delight. ‘Well, first thing’s first…’

With that, I found myself being picked up and with supreme strength, tossed over Veronica’s lap as she took a seat on the wooden seat next to the desk. With my naked ass on display, she wasted no time in spanking me.

Hard.

Fast.

Mercilessly mocking me and enjoying the sight of my struggling, letting out cries of pain, pleading with her that I had learned my lesson.

In truth, I knew full well that my please would fall on deaf ears. I also knew, deep down, that punishment was what a sissy boy in waiting like me deserved.

I began to enjoy it.

Each slap down on my red ass I would say thank you for.

‘Yes, that’s it, show your appreciation,’ She said. ‘But, wait… what’s this?’

Miss pulled me off her lap by my hair and pointed an accusatory finger down at my dick. Throbbing hard, enjoying the punishment far too much.

‘You get hard only when I say, understand?’ She said, slapping my across my face, pushing me over to Angelica who grabbed by cock and slapped it several times, causing me to shout out in pain.

Veronica then pushed me towards the two women, each one took it in turns to hold me, running their hands over my ass, my balls, my nipples, my dick…

‘Here, take this sissy if you must insist on moaning like a little slut,’ Veronica said, stuffing my mouth with my black thong.

I choked a little as they were stuffed right the way in, then I realised what was happening…

I desperately tried to stop it but I felt my cock pulse one time too many, before cum flying out of it and landing in front of my on the marble shop floor.

The two women whooped in delight and took it upon themselves to drive me to the floor, mushing my face in my own cum.

‘Excellent, ladies!’ Veronica said. ‘You look like you’ve handled a pathetic little beta and his cummies before.’

Veronica stooped down and watched as I was forced to lick up every last drop of my own semen, totally defeated, exposed, the subject of complete ridicule and ownership by these dominant, magnificent women.

I knew that this was where I belonged.

Angelica walked over with a pair of frilly, high cut, pink panties and handed them to Veronica.

‘Now, these,’ Veronica said, pulling me up and displaying the panties right in front of my cum covered face. ‘These are your first official panties under my command. You will wear them with pride, you will show them to me whenever or wherever I request. You must never cum in them, ever. If you do, I’ll know and you will be punished a hundred times harder and more humiliatingly than you have been today – and not just by women either my little cock sucker in training!’

I nodded in agreement, totally accepting of the situation.

‘By putting them on, here and now, you agree that you are my panty boy, and you are mine to do with as I please?’ She said.

‘Yes, Miss, it would be an honour,’ I replied.

‘Good, now lift your legs, one at a time, let’s see what sissy looks like in his first panties,’ She said, firmly but with a hint of maternal discipline.

I stepped into the panties and instantly felt like I was home. Here at what would become known as The Sissy Store, was the beginning of the rest of my life.
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WE JOIN IN CHAPTER 3…

Sophia walked over to me, getting right into my personal space, taller than me, her star aura also making me feel even smaller than I already did.

What the hell was going on?

She walked around me, making me feel totally objectified, like I was a piece of meat or something. All the time, she didn’t say a word. 

‘You, take your clothes off right now,’ Sophia said, now back in front of me. ‘This second. Remove them all.’

What?

Was she being serious?

I looked over to the assistant, who at that point nodded, offering me no support at all.

I really couldn’t strip, I mean why, what for?

This was just crazy.

Sophia took matters into her own hands at that point, placing her hands inside my t-shirt collar and roughly tearing the t-shirt into two pieces, ripping it off my body. I went to cover my torso, part out of instinct but also part because I felt inadequate with my pretty average body in front of such a goddess, not to mention her extremely attractive assistant too.

‘No, you keep your hands on your head!’ Sophia demanded, roughly grabbing my wrists and moving my hands onto my head.

I guess I could have run out of the room at that point, or at least tried to protest. But there was something that just felt right about this. I mean, I knew it would be game over for me as far as this tour went if I didn’t comply.

Anyway, how much worse could it get?

I froze, in total shock at what was happening.  Sophia beckoned her assistant over and took my phone out of her hands…

‘Now, boy,’ She said. ‘In a security check of your phone we discovered certain internet searches, images, stored gifs and video that was of great interest. Care to explain?’

I gulped. I mean, here’s the thing. I had been kind of looking at a lot of sissy hypno videos online, sissy and beta male humiliation captions, and plenty of interracial blacked videos and cuckold stuff too.

It was just a few fantasies I was indulging though…

Well, there was also my collection of images of my favourite panties too. With me in them, my sissy cock hard, and sometimes with a wet patch at the front, my beta male cum spreading out and making a mess.

It was at this point that I knew I was in serious trouble. But yet I had no idea how to answer Sophia.

‘I will take your silence then as a complete admission of your guilt,’ Sophia said. ‘Well, you’ll be glad to know that I have a special role for you on this tour in light of this. You will be my sissy, my weak, bimbo, sissy boi slut. My panty wearing, cock hungry, fucktoy servant. Got it?’

I was in total shock. It was like she had somehow managed to read my mind, via a little help from my browser history, and was now turning my deepest, most taboo fantasies into a reality…

‘You can leave if you like,’ Sophia said, running her finger over my chest, humiliating and degrading me as she squeezed on the little pockets of fat here and there. ‘I’ll soon whip you into perfect sissy shape, don’t worry.’


Sophia’s assistant then stepped towards me and very quickly unbuttoned and pulled down my shorts, taking my briefs down with them at the same time.

I looked down at my dick, standing hard, throbbing up towards Sophia, only to feel Sophia’s hand grab me by the hair and lift my head up.

‘You keep your eyes on your mistress unless I say otherwise,’ She said, slapping me across the face, a wicked grin emerging as she looked down towards me dick. ‘Well this is even smaller in real life. I mean, it looked like a great sissy dick in the photos on your phone but this is an absolute sissy clitty up close and personal. It’s tiny, isn’t it?’

‘Y-y-y-yes, Sophia,’ I spluttered, really struggling to keep my composure. ‘It’s tiny, a sissy clitty, please, um, sorry for the-‘

‘Shut your mouth!’ She bellowed, slapping me again and pushing me over onto the sofa. ‘Speak when you’re spoken to, only answer questions that I have asked. Yes, of course I noticed your little erection. In future you only get hard when I allow it. And I’m going to show you know what happens when you disobey my orders. Put him in position.’

With that, Sophia’s assistant firmly moved my body, raising it up as Sophia took her seat on the sofa and then placing me back over her lap. Sophia didn’t waste any time whatsoever and began to spank my ass.

‘Make sure you’re filming this,’ Sophia said to her assistant. ‘I want to watch it back later to check on my technique. And of course to delight in seeing how the sissy’s face creases up in pain and total humiliation!’

‘I think he’s enjoying it, Miss Sophia,’ The assistant said, mocking the fact that my face my red and I appeared to be humping Sophia’s legs in between spanks. ‘Should I fetch his panties now?’

‘Yes, but not before I check something,’ Sophia said. ‘Sissy, stand up, get that pathetic little beta male body off my majestic legs and stand before me, hands on head.’

I did as I was told, fearful of more punishment while at the same time finding there was just something completely natural about following the orders given by Sophia. My dick was still hard, despite the pain from the spanking, and to be honest it wouldn’t have taken much for it to make a mess right there and then.

‘Seems like sissy enjoys being punished,’ Sophia said. ‘Well, there’ll be plenty more punishment to come, don’t worry. I’m going to break you in hard and fast, slut. It looked like you can take it. Now tuck that little worm in between your legs and stand there like a sissy with a pussy. I want to see what a dickless loser you are.’

I managed to get my hard dick down and in between my legs, crossing them slightly I was able to stand there and present myself as instructed. I felt ridiculous, and more than a little aware of the fact I was being recorded by Sophia’s assistant.
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