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-TO COME-

‘Well, you look perfectly pathetic,’ Lucinda said, eyeing me up and down as I stood before her in nothing but my lime green, high cut thong. ‘A good start, I think, and now it’s time to introduce yourself along with the other sissies.’

With that, Lucinda made her way out of the changing area and directed me to the door from where all us sissies would enter the compact meeting room where our mistresses would be waiting, no doubt relaxing with a glass or two of champagne.

I stood nervously with the other sissies who would be parading themselves.

It was a strange feeling, I didn’t know where to look as around me in the narrow mini-corridor were several other sissies, all similar build to me, all wearing a variety of panties…

I couldn’t help but attempt to catch a glance at them…

I saw one sissy struggling to fit his erect cock back inside the front of his sheer, see-through black thong, a look of panic and desperation of his face as his dick, bigger than mine, just wouldn’t go back inside the tiny patch of material at the front of his panties.

There was another sissy with what appeared to be a butt-plug with a long, pink tail attached to it projecting out the back of his pink, frilly briefs.

I felt myself go hard again, blushing as I realised that I was getting aroused by the sight of other men like me…

Then I heard a bell ring form inside the room.

This was it.

This was the Sissy Parade.

We walked out, one after the other to the room, which was quite raucous with the selection of equally stunning, sophisticated, and outgoing women all laughing and cheering in equal measure as the array of wimps, betas, and sissy losers paraded past them in their tiny panties.

Camera flashes went off in abundance.

Sissie were pulled from the line up and put across their mistress’s laps for spankings and loud, degrading…

-END OF PREVIEW-


CHAPTER ONE

It had been a couple of weeks.

Intense, crazy, sometimes very painful weeks.

I couldn’t believe exactly what I had got myself into, and sometimes wondered whether I even had a choice in the matter at all. I mean, who would seriously choose to put themselves through what I had been experiencing?

Humiliation? Plenty of it.

Punishment? Plenty of it.

Complete degradation and subservience to another person? Oh yeah, I had been experiencing that in spades.

We had met at work, she was a visiting manager from the global branch of the company I worked for. Straight from the first time I saw her, I just couldn’t keep my eyes off her.

She was jaw-droppingly impressive. Tall, glamourous, her tightly fitted business suit accentuating her curves, her powerful but totally feminine physique making pretty much every in the office drool, and not even subtly in many cases.

I guess I had been one of the not so subtle cases…

But why me?

Maybe she had picked up on something, something in me that she recognised as being the kind of person she wanted…

To boss around. To own.

To dress in tiny women’s panties and use for her pleasure and amusement…

To send out on humiliating chores…

Which brings us up to the sight of me in the fitting rooms of a department store, wearing nothing but a pair of lime green panties, kind of a high cut thong, sheer material, very slutty and totally ridiculous and not what any kind of alpha male would ever wear.

But I wasn’t an alpha male, and she knew it as well as I did.

Anyway, I had been told to find the sluttiest pair of panties, try them on and send her a phot for her approval. The reason? Well, she hadn’t revealed exactly, but had hinted that it involved more than just us two.

This had sent shivers all over my body. Up to this point my experience with her had been just us two, I wasn’t sure I was ready for other people, whoever they might be, to get involved.

But that wasn’t my choice, far from it.

Anyway.

I realised that my phone battery was about to quit on me.

Damn, why was this always the way?

It seemed to me like certain phone brands actually did this on purpose. You know, after about a year they battery suddenly starts to get weaker than the weakest instant coffee, the cheap, terrible supermarket stuff, right? Well, anyway. Enough about that.

As I say, my battery was practically at zero percent and I knew it wouldn’t last very much longer no matter what I did. I remembered that I did actually own one of those battery packs. You know, the portable ones that you charge at home but can take with you in your bag or pocket in case, or should that be when, your phone needs it during the day?

But, of course, I didn’t have it with me and there was no possibility of getting it. The thing was, I had to get this photo taken and sent or there would be consequences.

Painful consequences.

I figured I might have enough power to take the photo, but it would really be touch and go as to whether I would have enough battery left to manage to send it over to its destination. I was trying not to panic. I mean, I was already in a rush, a touch behind schedule.

More pressure.

In the end, I figured I just had to go for it. I got myself ready and posed in front of the mirror. I looked ridiculous, and it was totally humiliating, but this is what I had to do.

I took the photo.

Success, the battery hadn’t shut down.

This is when I got greedy. I should have just sent it that second, made sure it was away. But, no. In my attempts to impress Her, I decided to take another quick couple of extra humiliating and degrading photos. I thought that if I could show how willing I was, it would go down well and any punishments for being late could be overlooked, or at least minimised.

Then it happened.

The perfect nightmare.

Just as I was about to take the final photo, the screen seemed to freeze, then went black, then the spinning grey wheel.

Oh hell, I was in so much trouble.

I had really messed this up, and the feeling of extreme butterflier in my stomach was telling me to expect the worst. There was a chance that I could explain this, that when she saw the extra photos she would make allowances for my enthusiasm and eagerness to please.

Yeah, I would cling on to that.

But now I knew that getting back there as fast as I could was my sole priority, so I changed back and made my way to the checkout as swiftly as I could.

The experience at the customer checkout wasn’t as embarrassing as it could have been. I self-scanned the items through myself and luckily the machine was working okay and I didn’t require any help from a member of staff. I kind of felt like I had a couple of interested eyes on my purchases from the next self-scan checkout along, but couldn’t bring myself to look up and confirm this one way or the other.

I kept my head down, completed the transaction and headed out of there and onto the street as quickly as I could.


CHAPTER TWO

I walked into Lucinda’s office and in line with protocol immediately got down on my hands and knees and crawled over to her feet, where I would await further instruction.

I was seriously worried about my lateness but also the fact I hadn’t managed to send the photo of me in the panties.

She kept me waiting.

She continued to type on her device before finally standing up and kicking me over onto the ground.

I looked up at her, waiting…

‘Well, clearly you haven’t learned much from your time with me so far, slut,’ She said, her voice calm but at the same time quite evidently pretty angry with me. ‘Stand up this second, sissy, and strip down to your panties.’

I did I was told without hesitation and stood in front of her, trembling slightly, the adrenalin running through my body, waiting to discover the consequences of my sloppy failure to follow her instructions.

‘You really are a sissy wimp,’ She declared. ‘I’ve seen you looking pathetic but this must be close to the most ridiculous excuse for a masculinity I have witnessed.’

With that, she took great delight in pulling on my nipples, making me thank her as she pulled and twisted on them. Then, as I suspected was going to be the case, she roughly turned me over and put me across her lap as she took her seat on her office sofa.

‘Now remember, you say thank you after each spank, and like a good little beta male you tell me how magnificent I am and how pathetic you are,’ Lucinda demanded, beginning to spank my exposed cheeks, my small white panties having been yanked up into my ass cheeks to allow her as much naked cheek as she needed.

For now…

‘Awwww, thank you, awwwwwwww,’ I cried out as the spanks began to rain down on me, each one harder than the last. ‘Mistress, I am sorry, please, please I beg you for another chance to serve you well, I will worship every part of you, do anything you say, do my best, aaaaaaaaaaw, to be the best, most subservient sissy possible!’

And so it went on for what seemed like an age.

Lucinda delighted in the pain she was administering, and she also seemed to enjoy my increasing desperation for it to end, laughing as I continued to beg for her forgiveness and for the spanking to end.

Finally, she rolled me off her lap and ordered me to stand in the centre of the room with my hands on my head.

She strode over to me and ripped my panties off in one movement, tearing them ease and leaving me totally naked in her presence.

Despite the fact she had seen me naked so much, the first flush of humiliation didn’t seem to be easing off. I went bright red, totally degraded and embraced to be seen naked, my average body and less than average sissy dick on display for my mistress.

‘You’re right to look humiliated, it really isn’t much to look at,’ She said, circling me, teasing me, keeping me in suspense. ‘Although, this feminine little booty might appeal for some activities if you know what I mean?’

I didn’t know what to say, how to respond to this at all.

I mean, I kind of knew where she was going, but couldn’t bring myself to answer. After all, it could be some kind of trap she was laying for me, and I certainly didn’t want to land myself in any more trouble than I was already in.

‘Cat got your tongue?’ She laughed. ‘Well, I’ll take that to mean that you have no input and you will accept your sissy ass being used as and when I say, and for anything and everything I declare, yes?’

‘Yes mistress,’ I said, knowing better than to hesitate. At least this way I didn’t have to say anything out loud.

‘Now, go to your bag and take out these panties,’ Lucinda said. ‘I want to see exactly what you’ll be wearing at the Sissy Parade later.’

Wait, what?

Sissy Parade?

My mind filled with a million scenarios, my heart raced, and I knew from the look on my Mistress’s face that today wasn’t over for me, not by a long way.

CHAPTER THREE

The uber ride from work to the private members club had been intense.

Lucinda made no attempt to keep her voice down as she very clearly and explicitly explained what would be expected of me at this so called Sissy Parade.

I could see the uber driver’s ears burning red as he quite clearly listened in on Lucinda detailing the situation…

‘You’ll be one of the several sissies on display, panty boy,’ She had said, toying with my hair and ear as I sat next to her, too scared to move. ‘My fellow mistresses will be bringing along their beta male sluts and we’ll all have a great time comparing you to each other. We’ll be looking for who is the sluttiest, the one who can go the furthest to please their mistress. Any poor performance or disobedience will be dealt with right there and then on the spot, make no mistake. We’ll have some very special tasks to test you on, too. Things you haven’t yet done, well you certainly haven’t anyway. Except maybe in your deepest fantasies?’

As she spoke, I felt my dick harden. Really go the kind of rock hard that suggests it wouldn’t take much to go over the edge and make a sissy mess in my panties right there and then.

I think Lucinda noticed my state of arousal and decided to cut her speech short, wanting me to save myself for the parade.

She was beginning to paint a picture of what was going to happen, and the truth was that although I was incredibly nervous, and really didn’t know to what extent my boundaries would be pushed, I also knew one thing…

I wanted to do well for Lucinda, my mistress.

I didn’t want to let her down, or embarrass her in front of her similarly dominant, majestic friends. Quite the opposite, I wanted to make her feel like she had a slut to be proud of, a sissy boy who might be relatively new to service, but had the potential to go all the way.

Soon, however, I would find out exactly how far she expected me to go, and from there I knew there could be no going back…


CHAPTER FOUR

‘Well, you look perfectly pathetic,’ Lucinda said, eyeing me up and down as I stood before her in nothing but my lime green, high cut thong. ‘A good start, I think, and now it’s time to introduce yourself along with the other sissies.’

With that, Lucinda made her way out of the changing area and directed me to the door from where all us sissies would enter the compact meeting room where our mistresses would be waiting, no doubt relaxing with a glass or two of champagne.

I stood nervously with the other sissies who would be parading themselves.

It was a strange feeling, I didn’t know where to look as around me in the narrow mini-corridor were several other sissies, all similar build to me, all wearing a variety of panties…

I couldn’t help but attempt to catch a glance at them…

I saw one sissy struggling to fit his erect cock back inside the front of his sheer, see-through black thong, a look of panic and desperation of his face as his dick, bigger than mine, just wouldn’t go back inside the tiny patch of material at the front of his panties.

There was another sissy with what appeared to be a butt-plug with a long, pink tail attached to it projecting out the back of his pink, frilly briefs.

I felt myself go hard again, blushing as I realised that I was getting aroused by the sight of other men like me…

Then I heard a bell ring form inside the room.

This was it.

This was the Sissy Parade.

We walked out, one after the other to the room, which was quite raucous with the selection of equally stunning, sophisticated, and outgoing women all laughing and cheering in equal measure as the array of wimps, betas, and sissy losers paraded past them in their tiny panties.

Camera flashes went off in abundance.

Sissie were pulled from the line up and put across their mistress’s laps for spankings and loud, degrading put-downs for any kind of minor failure ot meet expectation.

My eyes were drawn to one sissy, his ass cheeks being spread wide open and a large, black buzzing vibrator covered in lube being plunged deep into his puckered, nervous ass hole.

I must have lingered on this sight for a moment to long as I felt Lucinda pull me towards her, grab me by the head and then push my face right up close to the sissy’s ass as the dildo worked its way deeper and deeper into him.

‘You like the look of this so much maybe you should have that little ass stretched and filled?’ Lucinda said, her hand slapping the front of my panties, gripping and squeezing on my rapidly growing dick.

I was in a state of shock, this was unlike anything I had ever been involved in before. Lucinda had also been right about something else, too.

This was the scenario of my deepest, most sissy fantasies. The kind of thing I would imagine as I jerked off in the days before I met Lucinda.

She knew full well it was.

‘Ladies, ladies, a moment of quiet please!’ Lucinda said, a hush coming over the room as all eyes were suddenly on her… and me. ‘This here is the new sissy I have been talking about, and as you can see he is a quite miserable excuse for a man, if you can even call him that.’

As she said this, she lifted me upright an made a show of pointing at my erect dick, which had shot out the side of my panties. The women in the room laughed, clearly loving the sight of a sissy being humiliated like this.

I looked out to them, some of them had hiked their skirts up and were having their pussies and asses eaten by their sissies, clearly enhancing their enjoyment of seeing me being humiliated.

Others were fiddling with the speed and power settings of the plugs and dildos they had inserted in their slaves’ asses, each one of them looking at me with a mixture of pleasure, humiliation and delight on their faces.

Then, the moment I had suspected was coming…

Lucinda pulled out a chair and forcibly bent me over it, my ass on display, my body limply lying across it, vulnerable, exposed to all…

She pulled her trousers down and then off, the sight of her powerful legs, strong thighs, and panty covered pussy making me go dizzy with arousal…

‘Now, sissy, I’m going to help you along in your journey with a little help from something I know you just love the idea of…’ She said, revealing a large, black dildo which she proceeded to strap on to her waist.

‘Suck it, lick it, kiss it, get it nice and wet,’ She said, walking round to my face and pressing the large black schlong on my lips. ‘Just imagine it is a real dick!’

This comment drew laughter and whoops from the women, clearly enjoying the show of a sissy about to lose his anal virginity at the hands of his mistress.

Lucinda then plunged her lube covered fingers into my ass, preparing me for the dick. I let out a moan, quietly at first, but then louder as she worked more fingers in and out.

‘He’s a natural!’ Came the cry from one of the women watching, a tall, Scandinavian blonde with her sissy’s tongue deep inside her ass hole.

‘Now, take it all, slut, and thank me for it,’ Lucinda said, teasing the tip of the dick, fat and wide, around my puckered, pink ass hole. ‘Soon this will be a real, alpha male dick, so show me how much you like it!’

Lucinda then eased it in, spanking me, laughing as I struggled to maintain my composure, gradually moaning and groaning louder and louder as she worked it all the way in and began to work up speed as she fucked my ass, harder and faster…

Harder and faster…

Harder and…

I let out a huge moan as cum spurted out of my dick and onto the floor, my entire body convulsing as I pushed back on the strap on, making a total sissy cock slut of myself, not caring who was watching my display of bimbo beta male behaviour.

Lucinda laughed as she pulled the dildo out and ordered me to lick my cum up off the floor.

‘Get it spotless, I know from experience you love the taste of your own sissy cummies,’ She said. ‘When you’re done, get over he and get ready to get that tongue to work. The Sissy Parade is far from over!’

I knew I was in for a long night. So did all the other sissies around me.

This was my life now.

Pain, humiliation, panties…

And who knows what else was to come…
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-TO COME-

‘I’m sorry, yes, sorry,’ I spluttered, totally unconvincingly.

Another slap across my face, this time from Davina, a slap so hard it caused he magnificently amply chest to shake and jiggle, her large breasts visible through her tight, white blouse.

‘Let’s make the sissy walk, show everyone exactly what she is,’ Davina said, roughly ripping my shirt completely off and yanking my trousers right off my legs. ‘And put that stupid little thing back inside your panties!’

She angrily flicked her hand across my dick. It had popped out of the panties and I felt myself go an even deeper shade of red as I was forced to put it back inside my panty with Davina, Lena and Cindy all staring, laughing, and tutting me as they grabbed me and stood me on my feet.

‘But why not complete the sissy look?’ Davina said. ‘Her, sissy, I’ll do you the great honor of letting you wear my heels as you parade in front of everyone and give them your best sissy strut.’

With that, she removed her high heels and practically lifted me into them. It was hard to balance at first, and seeing as I had never walked in heels before, I had no idea how I was going to manage to do this.

I looked at the women, my new bosses, for some kind of mercy. But there was none, not even a hint of letting me off.

Len slapped my ass as a prompt to begin walking and as I wobbled along, much to their derision and frequent hard spanks to my ass, I caught glimpses of my co-workers, by now getting more comfortable and actually excited by the sight they were seeing.

The women were licking their lips, laughing, mocking my attempts to walk in heels and panties.

The men laughed, some of them grabbing their crotches and making suggestive comments, treating my like some kind of cheap stripper or hooker even.

All the while, I was being spanked, humiliated and totally owned by my new bosses. Lena even grabbed me by my nipples and pulled on them, forcing me to walk faster to try and keep up with her, and my nipples, as she pulled ahead.

I let out a moan of pain, although I knew deep down that what I was experiencing was also extremely arousing. Something that didn’t go entirely unnoticed.

Janice, standing next to Davina, raised her hand and asked…

‘Davina, why does his, um, little dick seem to be so hard?’ She said, shyly but clearly loving this. ‘Why does the pain and humiliation seem to make it bigger?’

-END OF PREVIEW-


CHAPTER ONE

My office had recently been taken over by a large multinational firm. Big dollar aggressive merger manoeuvre, the kind that leaves every single employee shaking in their shoes as to whether they will have a job to go to by the end of the month.

I was certainly a little stressed about the whole thing, that was for sure.

I mean, I had recently taken out a mortgage after completing escrow on my condo and was simply not in a position to be looking for work in this economy when I had sizeable monthly bills that had to be paid. I had worked way too hard to lose my place, and the fact that I had actually splashed out a bit over my budget to get some luxury additions to the condo made me extra nervous about this precarious position.

One side effect of these nerves was that I found my mind wandering all the time at work.

You know, just kind of thinking of things, wondering about possibilities, scenarios that in all likelihood would never, ever happen in real life but I guess you think about anyway.

You ever do the same?

Yeah, thought so.

Anyway, one particular scenario that kept cropping up was one where the new owners had everyone lined up – literally – against the wall of our main office meeting room, and ordered us to remove our clothes.

All of them.

Everyone, totally down to their underwear.

So far, so normal right?

Well, it gets weirder. In this scenario I was imagining, when it came for me to pull my pants down…

My imagination was telling me that I would be wearing not my usual Armani boxer briefs, either white or black, but actually a pair of bright red, silky, lacy, slightly see through…

Women’s panties!

And more than that, my dick was hard as it had ever been, absolutely delighted to be covered the most feminine panties…

Did this mean anything? I doubted it, after all it was just a sign of a worried mind reaching out to different, slightly off-kilter parts of my brain. Right?

CHAPTER TWO

Then, after what seemed like an age of waiting for confirmation of this supposed takeover, it all happened in the blink of an eye.

I mean, it was some serious financial moving and shaking, even making the business bulletin on the cable network business channels.

And no sooner than it had all been announced, but we were told to expect a visit from our new owners. This caused some serious gossip to fly around the office, as I am sure you can imagine.

I mean, it was amazing what some of the people were saying.

It was as if we had been conquered by a different nation and now were awaiting our first royal visit from our new rulers. As dumb as all this sounded, I couldn’t help but feel a little nervous.

No, I didn’t really care too much for these stupid rumours and office wild talk as such. It was something… different…

The thing is, ever since having had that weird daydream about me being exposed as wearing women’s panties, I just hadn’t been able to keep the fantasy, if we know agree that is what it was, out of my head…

I mean, I was finding myself getting more and more aroused at the thought of wearing panties, the tinier, more revealing, and more feminine the better…

To show the extent of how much it was now occupying my mind, I had actually taken the even bigger step of buying a few pairs of panties online…

And…

Was now wearing them every day to work, often sneaking off to the bathrooms to jerk myself off when the tension and sexual thrill of wearing them would get too much and I just had to relieve myself.

But, of course, this was still a very silly thing to be worrying about. It wasn’t as if my daydream was actually going to pan out in reality, now was it?

No, of course not.

So, I figured why not just carry on as normal.

I could feel myself getting nice and hard, the thought of being caught and revealed as some kind of panty wearing sissy boy was getting me extra aroused and I made my excuses to my colleague Janice who I was co-working with on a project, and got up to go to the bathroom.

It wasn’t as if I was going to miss anything, now was it?

CHAPTER THREE

With my panties down by my knees and my dick in my hand, slowly working up to release with thoughts of buying a trying on a series of even more scandalously revealing panties, I suddenly froze as I heard to panicked voices step into the bathroom briefly before leaving again.

Oh my God, this couldn’t be happening.

The new owners were here…

Like, now, right this very moment.

And not only that, but they were on my department floor doing an impromptu inspection and conducting informal chats with everyone of my paygrade and above. This really wouldn’t look good if I was absent from my desk for any period of time.

Maybe it was my guilty conscience over my private jerk off panty time, but I quickly pulled my trousers up and got the hell out of the bathroom and practically sprinted faster than Usain Bolt after another world record.


CHAPTER FOUR

I managed to sneak back into the office and make it to my desk opposite Janice before my absence had been spotted.

I mimed out a “no sweat” sign to Janice who kind of laughed but then suddenly seemed to stiffen up as people approached us from behind.

I turned and was immediately blown away by the sight of three very tall, highly elegant but totally powerful looking women all in smart, and expensive looking, business attire.

So these were the new owners?

I had to shut my mouth to stop myself from drooling. They were absolutely stunning, and totally made me splutter and stumble over my words as I introduced myself and explained the project Janice and I were working on as best I could.

The thing was, I couldn’t help but stare at their breasts, their tight waists, their clearly very well exercised, long, strong, lean legs – and of course the super high heels that they were all wearing too.

‘Okay, is there a reason why you seem so incapable of giving us a clear assessment of your job role?’ The blonde woman said, rolling her eyes. ‘Janice is it? Perhaps you can explain why he seems so incapable. Is there anything we should know about?’

What the hell?

I know I hadn’t exactly done a good job but that was a bit out of order. But, of course, they were my new bosses so I wasn’t going to kick up a fuss. Instead, I just sat there and looked at Janice. We had a good working relationship so I wasn’t too worried…

‘Well, um,’ Janice said, pausing worryingly. ‘I guess he goes to the bathroom a lot? And, um…’

What the total and actual hell?

I shot Janice a look of pure rage and she just kind of shrugged her shoulders and mouthed “Sorry!”

This was not good.

‘Right, well, could these bathroom trips be anything to do with this?’ The dark haired woman with the olive skin said, suddenly yanking me up by my armpits and pulling my shirt up. ‘Here, Cindy, pull his pants down.’

With that, Cindy, probably the tallest of the three knelt down and yanked my trousers right down to reveal my panties. I tried to struggle but found that I was just kind of freezing, my entire body and mind going into a state of shock at how I was being so ruthlessly exposed.

‘We’ve only owned the company for three hours and here we are,’ Cindy said. ‘Our first sissy has been revealed!’

Janice blushed, covering her eyes before peeking through the gaps between her fingers and letting out a little laugh.

‘No, it’s fine, you look at the sissy slut,’ Cindy said. ‘Lena, Davina, what shall we do with this sad little excuse for a man first? Shall we fire him or shall we keep him around and have some fun with him?’

What the hell was going on?

I finally got some strength from somewhere and tried to wriggle free, but I didn’t even make it a metre before falling over my own legs and ending up lying on my back, my panties now exposed to the entire office, most of whom were standing there in stunned silence – although I couldn’t help but notice wicked grins on a few of them.

Lena then pulled me up by my ear, a painful and humiliating way to be treated, and walked me half bent over towards the large bank of desks and lifted me up and placed my sitting down on top of them.

I didn’t know what to say, I was totally beaten by these women, and all I could do to save my shame was cover my crotch with my hands.

Big mistake.

Lena slapped my across the face, hard.

‘You never cover yourself up,’ She said. ‘Sissy must always show herself and present herself like the panty wearing slut she is. Understand?’

Wait, how the hell was I mean to answer this? I was in a state of shock and pain from that slap, and I feared more of it was to come.

‘I’m sorry, yes, sorry,’ I spluttered, totally unconvincingly.

Another slap across my face, this time from Davina, a slap so hard it caused he magnificently amply chest to shake and jiggle, her large breasts visible through her tight, white blouse.

‘Let’s make the sissy walk, show everyone exactly what she is,’ Davina said, roughly ripping my shirt completely off and yanking my trousers right off my legs. ‘And put that stupid little thing back inside your panties!’

She angrily flicked her hand across my dick. It had popped out of the panties and I felt myself go an even deeper shade of red as I was forced to put it back inside my panty with Davina, Lena and Cindy all staring, laughing, and tutting me as they grabbed me and stood me on my feet.

‘But why not complete the sissy look?’ Davina said. ‘Her, sissy, I’ll do you the great honor of letting you wear my heels as you parade in front of everyone and give them your best sissy strut.’

With that, she removed her high heels and practically lifted me into them. It was hard to balance at first, and seeing as I had never walked in heels before, I had no idea how I was going to manage to do this.

I looked at the women, my new bosses, for some kind of mercy. But there was none, not even a hint of letting me off.

Len slapped my ass as a prompt to begin walking and as I wobbled along, much to their derision and frequent hard spanks to my ass, I caught glimpses of my co-workers, by now getting more comfortable and actually excited by the sight they were seeing.

The women were licking their lips, laughing, mocking my attempts to walk in heels and panties.

The men laughed, some of them grabbing their crotches and making suggestive comments, treating my like some kind of cheap stripper or hooker even.

All the while, I was being spanked, humiliated and totally owned by my new bosses. Lena even grabbed me by my nipples and pulled on them, forcing me to walk faster to try and keep up with her, and my nipples, as she pulled ahead.

I let out a moan of pain, although I knew deep down that what I was experiencing was also extremely arousing. Something that didn’t go entirely unnoticed.

Janice, standing next to Davina, raised her hand and asked…

‘Davina, why does his, um, little dick seem to be so hard?’ She said, shyly but clearly loving this. ‘Why does the pain and humiliation seem to make it bigger?’

‘Well, that’s a good question,’ Davina said as she stepped towards me, blocking my path. ‘Shall you answer her, or shall I?’

I didn’t know what to say, so just stared back at her blankly.

‘Well, I think we all know, don’t we?’ Lena said, standing behind me, her hand grabbing my hair and pulling my head back. ‘We all know that small dicked, or should that be clitty sissies, love being revealed, punished, and paraded around in front of dominant women and real, big dicked men, for amusement, don’t we?’

The women and men in the office all cheered and showed their approval.

‘Okay, so it looked like we have our very first office sissy then,’ Cindy said, kneeing me in my leg, causing me to fall to my knees. ‘Pull those panties down wimp and show everyone exactly how pathetic that little clitty looks like when it’s fully out of its panties! Do it now!’

I had no choice.

It was this or lose my job, that much was obvious.

But, also, on another level this felt like it was actually the right thing to do for other reasons. I mean, I had kind of seen this whole thing happen in my daydreams, maybe it was actually my destiny to be caught and exposed like this?

Either way, I did as I was told and pulled my panties down, exposing my sissy dick, hard but still small and wimpy, to everyone – my new bosses included.

Then, suddenly, it all got too much for me and I found my dick squirting out cum all over the floor. I grabbed my dick and letting myself act totally on instinct began to furiously wank myself, draining my sissy dick of all its juice.

‘Well, what a display our office sissy is putting on for us!’ Cried Lena, seeming to find this very amusing. ‘Don’t worry everyone, from now on he’ll only be cumming when we tell him, or he’ll be punished very severely and publicly.’

‘Yes, that’s right,’ Davina added. ‘And just as a punishment for this little act of disobedience, Lena, Cindy and I will be taking him into our office and having him service us with his tongue. And I mean he’ll be servicing us front and back if you catch my drift.’

I could here these words, but it was like my mind had totally melted after that orgasm. With cum still dripping from my dick I found myself being picked up by two burly co-workers, two guys who I used to have beer with after work on a Friday, and carried towards our bosses new office.

‘Like the feel of being handled by two alpha studs?’ Lena asked me, grinning. ‘Well don’t worry, sissy, you’ll be getting to know all the big dicked alphas in this office soon enough.’

‘Yes, but today is all about us,’ Davina cut in. ‘There’s another four hours of work left, and after that you will be coming back to our hotel suite with us where I am sure we can arrange your new office uniform. And guess what, every day will be a panty day!’

I nodded and thank my new bosses for not firing me, promising I would b the best, most subservient, and obedient sissy I could be for them. I had a feeling that the next few days were going to be very interesting and life changing indeed…

-to be continued-
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-TO COME-

‘First things first, sissy,’ She said over the sound of her hand against my reddening ass cheeks. ‘I tell you which panties to wear, I tell you when you can have a little boner with that pathetic beta sissy dick, got it?’

‘Awwww, yes, awwww, please, I’m sorry, Verity,’ I said, the strength and sharpness of her spanks really bringing home that this was really happening.

‘You’ll call me Sissy Step-Mommy Verity unless otherwise instructed, sissy,’ Verity said, my dad’s girlfriend squeezing and shaking my red cheeks, parting them to inspect my puckered, nervous ass hole. ‘Well, it certainly looks like you’ve got a tight little virgin ass, we’ll have to see about that!’

I felt myself experience another surge of crushing humiliation and degradation.

But…

I also felt like this was something I wanted, too. I mean, was this not exactly the kind of situation I had spent many hours fantasizing about, looking up online?

Verity knew it as well as I did.

‘Now, stand for me and let me inspect you properly,’ Verity instructed.

She laughed and giggled at the sight of my red ass cheeks, my humiliated face, my dick standing to attention, perilously close to cumming, and of course…

Her panties around my ankles.

‘Okay, that little sissy clitty needs covering up,’ She said, taking photos of me, to my total humiliation. ‘You may raise your Sissy Step-Mommy’s panties up, right up, get them nice and high on the waist.’

I did as I was told, totally without question, quickly relishing the feeling of being commanded and ordered around by this incredibly self-assured, dominant woman who knew all too well exactly what kind of treatment I needed.

‘Delightful,’ She said, a wicked grin on her face. ‘Now give me your best sissy walk up and down the room. Let me see that cute little tushie shake. If it helps, you can imagine you’re in a room full of big, strong, alpha men?’

‘Y-y-y-y-yes, Verity,’ I said, knowing she had my card, my internet browsing clearly giving the game away as to my preoccupations and fantasies.

So I walked up and down the room, much to her amusement and cat-calls, trying to do my best sissy slut walk.

‘Now, get on your hands and knees and crawl to me,’ Verity said, that firm, domineering tone just proving impossible to resist. ‘Show me how you like to suck on big, hard things…’

With that, she pulled a large, pink vibrator from…

-END OF PREVIEW-


CHAPTER ONE

I was a college senior, looking at graduating well and then landing a dream legal job, hopefully with good career building opportunities in politics.

But…

I was back home for the summer, for a few weeks at least until I heard whether I had managed to get an internship at the European Union legal department over in, yes you guessed it, Europe. If I could nail this then that would totally put me in a brilliant place going forwards.

So, yeah, it was definitely weird to be back for the summer, especially seeing as it was just me and Verity in the house. I mean, it was a big house, so it wasn’t like there wasn’t enough space, it was just that I didn’t quite feel one hundred percent comfortable kicking back and relaxing like I would have.

Verity?

Well, she was my Dad’s new girlfriend, younger than him, in her late thirties. I had only met her once or twice and she seemed okay, if a little on the bossy side. There was also the slightly weird situaiton of her actually being…

Extremely hot.

Like, all the curves in the right places. A gym body with strength, flexibility. A very well maintained, almost intimidatingly so, appearance that you would expect from someone who had her own money, plus the money that my dad brought in too.

My dad was away on business for a few weeks, so it was just Verity and me in the house.

Awkward much?

Anyway, back to the house. My room was pretty much untouched.

Still up on the walls were the posters of the hip hop acts I was into, some movie stills neatly framed too. Plus, of course, the compulsorary Budweiser poster that dated back to way before I was even allowed to purchase alcohol.

You know, the famous Wazzzup campaign that was so very popular and sort of went viral before viral even existed?

My bedsheets were the same too, a pretty bog standard blue and white pin stripe affair with a navy blue duvet on top.

Jeez, I thought. I had really come a long way in my time away at university.

I had experienced so many different things, learnt so much about myself, about who I was and who I wanted to be. A lot of this stuff, this development, I would of course keep to myself was it probably wasn’t the kind of thing you shout from the rooftops in your pretty conservatie home town, if you get what I mean?

But, I figured this was still my home, and seeing as Verity worked long hours and socialized so much, meaning I barely saw her, I thought I would have enough time on my own over the summer to let loose and unwind soon enough.

I walked out of the bedroom and down the long, wide upstairs landing corridor towards the main bathroom suite.

I was always sore that I didn’t have one of the bedrooms with an ensuite, but the flipside, and definite up side of this was that I always had priority use of the big, very well equipped bathroom. It was absolutely stunning, the kind of bathroom you would expect to see in a luxury Bell Air mansion.

But, here it was, in my family suburban home.

I wandered over to the large mirror that ran from floor to ceiling, right next to the walk in shower. I had lost of bit of bulk since quitting my athletic pursuits to focus on the academic side of things, so was looking pretty slender.

Not that I mined, it actually kind of fitted in with where my head was at, and I actually preferred how I looked that way.

My eyes suddenly glanced downwards to what appeared to be a stray pair of panties…

Small, flimsy material…

Black see-through mesh at the front…

Looked like a thong at the back…

Verity’s used panties by the looks of it, somehow missed by the cleaner…

I was letting my mind run away with me for a second, daydreaming about the fun I was going to have later when pretty abruptly I heard the door open downstairs. It was Verity, she must have come back for a quick pitstop after work before heading out for her gym training if I recalled correctly.

I walked over to the sink and splashed my face with water, ran my hands through my hair and walked back to my bedroom where I put some tunes on my Bose speaker and lay back on my bed with my wireless headphones on and kind of zoned out, my mind soon enough wandering back to what I had instore for myself later on…


CHAPTER TWO

I was right, the sound of the door slamming shut confirming my belief that Verity was only stopping home briefly before going out again.

As I had laid there listening to music, my mind had constantly wandered back to the pair of her panties that had been on the bathroom floor.

What did they smell like?

What did they look like on her?

What would they look like… on me?

Safe in the knowledge that the panties would still be on the bathroom floor, and I now had free run of the house for a couple of hours at least, I jumped off the bed and quickly stripped myself naked.

I was going to walk from my room to the bathroom, totally naked, exposed, and treat myself to trying on her panties for size. I knew I would probably be hard with excitement before I even got to the bathroom, but I was determined to make it last…

No wanking my sissy dick…

I would savour every moment of wearing her panties, let myself get more and more excited until I finally couldn’t control myself. Then, when I made a mess in them, I would simply add them to the clothes pile waiting to be put in the washing machine in the utility room.

No one would ever know.

The thing was, I had been experimenting with wearing women’s panties for a while now, even buying some from the department store near my college campus and then trying them on, wearing them to lectures, even getting so over stimulated by the feel of the soft, silky material on my dick that I would cum in them during tutorials or lectures…

The whole world of sissydom was beginning to open up to me, but I was keeping it strictly to myself. I didn’t want any kind of scandal or rumour to scupper my reputation as an All American future government level lawyer.

But, all of that could wait.

I was now walking down the hallway, taking my best sissy steps, my rapidly growing dick bouncing and twitching as I walked towards the bathroom and Verity’s – or should that be my? – panties…


CHAPTER THREE

I felt myself tremble in excitement as I knelt down and picked up Verity’s panties…

They were everything I had anticipated.

So soft, so slutty, so tiny…

I held them up to my nose and took a long, hard inhale on them, the scent of her pussy making me feel dizzy with excitement.

But my real desire of course was to put them on over my shaven, slim legs, pull them up over my thighs and onto my waist, covering my excited dick.

I stepped into them, on foot at a time, then bent over and slowly began to pull them up my legs, savouring the feel, the femininity of the action, the…

‘What the hell do you think you’re doing!’ Came the voice, angry, furious even, from behind me.

Oh my God.

It was her.

Verity…

I turned around to try and explain, to come up with some kind of bullshit excuse, whatever, but I just froze, my mouth open, totally unable to get any words out.

‘You disgusting little boy,’ Verity said, entering the bathroom in her sweaty gym gear made up of skin tight grey yoga pants, tight white t-shirt, and lurid pink sweatband. ‘It looks like I was right about you…’

Wait, what?

Had this been… a trap?

I didn’t know what to do. If I pulled the panties off, I would be stood there totally naked, hard, in front of my dad’s girlfriend.

But…

If I pulled the panties up to cover myself I would be totally humiliated, a panty boy sissy in her presence.

So I just did nothing and kind of had the worst of both worlds, panties half on, half off like some kind of cheap slut.

‘I’m sorry, it’s not…’ I said, finally managing to get some words out. ‘If we can just forget about this?’

‘You must be joking!’ Verity said, laughing menacingly. ‘I saw what you’d been looking at online on your dad’s computer last week, so I decided to lay a little test for you. So now, not only are you my step-son, you’re my slutty, sissy boy too, right?’

I felt my face go red, I mean seriously crimson, totally humiliated and embarrassed in front of this woman…

My step-mom? Well no, but…

A total babe…

A fiercely dominant woman…

Now seemingly my mistress, totally in charge of me, and seemingly intent on making me suffer…

CHAPTER FOUR

Without any further ado, Verity marched over to me and with real venom grabbed me by my hair and marched me from the bathroom and into her room where she promptly threw me across her lap and began to spank me.

Hard.

Fast.

‘First things first, sissy,’ She said over the sound of her hand against my reddening ass cheeks. ‘I tell you which panties to wear, I tell you when you can have a little boner with that pathetic beta sissy dick, got it?’

‘Awwww, yes, awwww, please, I’m sorry, Verity,’ I said, the strength and sharpness of her spanks really bringing home that this was really happening.

‘You’ll call me Madame Verity unless otherwise instructed, sissy,’ Verity said, squeezing and shaking my red cheeks, parting them to inspect my puckered, nervous ass hole. ‘Well, it certainly looks like you’ve got a tight little virgin ass, we’ll have to see about that!’

I felt myself experience another surge of crushing humiliation and degradation.

But…

I also felt like this was something I wanted, too. I mean, was this not exactly the kind of situation I had spent many hours fantasizing about, looking up online?

Verity knew it as well as I did.

‘Now, stand for me and let me inspect you properly,’ Verity instructed.

She laughed and giggled at the sight of my red ass cheeks, my humiliated face, my dick standing to attention, perilously close to cumming, and of course…

Her panties around my ankles.

‘Okay, that little sissy clitty needs covering up,’ She said, taking photos of me, to my total humiliation. ‘You may raise your Sissy-Step-Mommy’s panties up, right up, get them nice and high on the waist.’

I did as I was told, totally without question, quickly relishing the feeling of being commanded and ordered around by this incredibly self-assured, dominant woman who knew all too well exactly what kind of treatment I needed.

‘Delightful,’ She said, a wicked grin on her face. ‘Now give me your best sissy walk up and down the room. Let me see that cute little tushie shake. If it helps, you can imagine you’re in a room full of big, strong, alpha men?’

‘Y-y-y-y-yes, Sissy-Step-Mommy Verity,’ I said, knowing she had my card, my internet browsing clearly giving the game away as to my preoccupations and fantasies.

So I walked up and down the room, much to her amusement and cat-calls, trying to do my best sissy slut walk.

‘Now, get on your hands and knees and crawl to me,’ Verity said, that firm, domineering tone just proving impossible to resist. ‘Show me how you like to suck on big, hard things…’

With that, she pulled a large, pink vibrator from underneath her pillow and held it out over her crotch, beckoning me up, demanding I kiss it, put my lips over it, swallow it…

‘That’s it, you suck on that, show me how much of a cock hungry cum whore sissy you crave to be,’ She purred, pushing my head down on the vibrator, making me gag and splutter before roughly pushing my head back and kicking my body onto the floor.

As she towered above me, my own saliva dribbling down my chin, she seemed to delight in how submissive I appeared, how totally willing to do her exact bidding I was.

I too felt like there was only one person in control here, and it certainly wasn’t me. The sensation of sucking and slurping on her big vibrator had triggered something in me, I could tell…

She removed her yoga pants, and then the minuscule white sports thong that was underneath. Stuffing it in my mouth, she laughed, and I sucked and tasted her pussy juices and sweat.

‘You just keep that in there until I say otherwise,’ She commanded, kicking me again. ‘Now get on all fours, bitch. Get that booty in the air.’

‘Yes Verity,’ I said, my words partly obscured due to the worn thong that filled my mouth.

I presented my ass for her and then felt her pull the thong down, exposing my ass to her.

I felt so degraded. Truly, I was a slut, a panty boy sissy presenting my ass for her use, her amusement, her pleasure…

‘Now take this big thing in that little ass,’ Verity said, lubing up her vibrator and gradually easing it into my exposed ass hole. ‘Let it stretch you, prepare you for the very many more things you’ll be having up here very soon!’

I groaned as I felt the buzzing length go deeper into me, then out again, and then back in, Verity totally teasing me, working me, teaching me how to take it in the ass…

‘Good, you’re pushing back, you’re a natural,’ She laughed. ‘You’ll be riding big black monster dicks in no time!’

It may have been the vibrator massaging my g-spot, or it may have been the mention of big black dicks, but at that moment it all got too much and I found myself letting out a long, guttural moan as I shot my cum all over the floor.

The biggest, most body shaking orgasm I had ever experienced in fact.

‘Naughty sissy!’ Verity scolded me, leaving the vibrator deep inside me as she grabbed me and drove my face into my own cum. ‘Eat that sissy mess up! You only make cummies when I tell you, got it?’

Once I had finished lapping it up, I found Verity turning me onto my back and promptly squatting her hot, wet pussy over my face and grinding on my tongue hard and fast, cumming quickly, her juices covering my face in no time, her cunt pulsating as she ground it hard on my face, showing no mercy as I struggled for air.

‘You can get that tongue right up in my ass now too,’ She said, her face red, one orgasm down, but clearly with an appetite for more. ‘Lick it, then get your tongue fully in!’

And so it went, Verity showing me my place as her ass worshipping sissy boy, there for her pleasure, her amusement.

What was in it for me?

Well, I got to live out my dream of being a full-on sissy boy serving underneath a woman who knew exactly what I needed – even before I knew myself.

I had a feeling that the summer weeks were going to be very interesting, not to mention intense, indeed…
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-TO COME-

The spanks came down on me, Jack and Verity taking it in turns, then working one cheek each. The spanks themselves would probably have been loud enough by themselves, but with the added in factor of my cries of pain, I was no certain that the entire neighbourhood would have been watching, laughing, marvelling at the sight from the comfort of their living rooms and bedroom windows.

‘I’ll shut his mouth up, all his sissy hollering is getting to me,’ Verity said, pulling my panties right off and walking round to stuff them in my mouth. ‘That’s it worm, you suck on those while we finish off your spanking.’

It wasn’t long before the spanking was over, at least for now.

Jack, with me over his shoulder, and Verity walking along side him, walked me into his house and straight into his large, very luxurious living room, placing me down on the soft, thick rug in the centre of the room.

‘Present yourself for your me,’ Verity said. ‘At least show Jack what you have learned so far.’

I knew what this meant, and I also knew I had to make a good job of it if I wanted to avoid extra punishment.

Totally naked now, my panties still stuffed in my mouth, I got on my feet and began to catwalk up and down the room, doing my best sissy walk, making sure to bow and curtsey in front of both Verity and Jack, showing as feminine a form as I could, and also twirling and making sure to put a sissy-shake on my ass too, just for their amusement.

When I was finished, I put myself at Verity’s feet, my head bowed and my ass in the air, the perfect position to demonstrate my total subservience to her.

‘Good, now stand up and let’s inspect you properly,’ Verity said, kicking me. ‘Let’s compare you with a real man, shall we?’

Then, to my shock, and somehow also total excitement, Jack removed his top and his shorts so that he was standing next to me in just a very tight jockstrap that left little to…

-END OF PREVIEW-


CHAPTER ONE

My tiny plaid pleated skirt riding up around my waist with each gust of wind, my panty clad ass on display due to the scandalously small, tight, bright white panties I was under instruction wear, sweeping up the front lawn was not… normal for me these days.

When you factor in the tight white polo t-shirt, rolled up to expose my shaved, feminine midriff, you can see that I really wanted to get this task done for my dad’s girlfriend Verity as fast as possible.

I had just about finished sweeping the front lawn and had managed it undetected, with no passers by walking past.

Safe? Maybe.

Maybe not…

Suddenly, out of nowhere I saw our neighbour Jack Tempest pull into his driveway his brand new Mercedes sports coupe. It was one hell of a nice car, super sleek and fast, but that wasn’t the point right now. In an attempt to protect what was left of my dignity, I made a quick dash out of sight and into the side alley by the side of the house.

Not wanting to make any noise and draw his attention, I crouched down underneath a bush and decided to wait until he was safely back into his house and I could go back, pick up the garden brush and get back into the relative safety of the house.

I wondered whether he had seen me.

Probably not, he was almost certainly too focused on getting his one hundred thousand dollar car safely into his narrow driveway, one that was already loaded with an Audi SUV and top of the range BMW Z4 for his bratty daughter who was back from college for the Summer. It had been a gift for her twenty first birthday and the sheer cost of it was mind blowing.

Jack Tempest was rich though, so I had no doubts he could afford it.

He was the classic alpha male kind of guy…

Hot wife, big money career, memberships to all the best clubs, both sporting and leisure. The fact he was in his mid forties but had the body of Brad Pitt in his twenties was something too.

Damn, I could hear him rustling about near his car.

What the heck was he doing?

I could have, in theory, made a break for it and hoped he didn’t see me…

Or, alternatively, I could have abandoned the garden brush where it was and come back for it later…

That, of course, could potentially have repercussions for me. I was under super strict orders and knew that even the slightest divergence or perceived disobedience could land me in it. And in knew exactly what that would result in.

Or at least I thought I knew.

Anyway, right then I was totally stuck for what to do, so I decided to wait it out for a little longer. I had been doing a lot of squats, as instructed of course, and this meant I was actually able to hold my position probably better than I would have been able to previously.

The benefits of being in my position, eh? 

It was a good job I wasn’t in my heels though, I don’t think I could have managed had that been the case. As it was, in my special lurid pink Nikes I was actually pretty comfortable, albeit definitely not quite comfortable at the prospect of anyone seeing me in my Nikes, or more urgently, the rest of my gardening uniform, if you could call it that.

I had had enough of waiting, so decided I would risk it.

Make a dash for the brush, grab it, then head back for cover and then the safety of the back garden. The front was looking neat, hopefully neat enough to pass the assessment that was sure to follow. I mean, there was no way I could carry on sweeping out the front and risk being seen by Jack.

No, that couldn’t happen, there was no way I could deal with the shame and humiliation of being seen like this. 

I knew I was taking a risk, and like all risks, I knew there could well be consequences.

But the extent of them, I really could not have predicted… 


CHAPTER TWO

I was back in the rear garden, finishing off the sweeping, feeling pretty relaxed that I had got away with my fast manoeuvre.

The back garden was pretty well enclosed so there was far less stress and worry about being spotted doing the garden chores in women’s clothes.

I say ‘women’s clothes’, perhaps I should say: a slutty schoolgirl sissy outfit.

Because that was how Verity had described it when she presented it to me last week. Since discovering my sissy fantasies, she had really gone to town with me.

Regular punishments? Check.

Regular humiliations and degradations? Check.

A brand new wardrobe and code of conduct that I was required to stick too all summer? Check and check again.

I mean, I couldn’t even deny that I had been having these sissy fantasies and even acting on them while I was away in college during my senior year, but still…

To be a twenty one year old man, forced into panties and a series of humiliations by his thirty-something girlfriend?

That really was pushing what I could deal with.

One of my main rules was that I was never allowed to show visible signs of arousal, or worse – act upon them, without Verity’s express permission. I mean, this was proving tough, seriously difficult in fact. There was just something about the feel, the total sissy sensation of wearing only panties that got me going.

But the thing was, if Verity spotted me with a hard-on, and she hadn’t given her consent, it would be an immediate spanking.

Hard, fast, relentless…

I would usually end up crying out, pleading for mercy. But she was tough, knowing full well that I was totally under control she really would lay it on hard, chastising me, calling me every sissy, beta male insult she could think of as my ass cheeks reddened and my cries for mercy increased.

But, this was my life now.

There was nothing I could do, I would have to ride it out over the summer until I was on that internship. And Verity of course knew that one phone call to the company, exposing me as a panty thief would all but end my chances with them.

I heard a sound, rapping on the window.

I looked up and saw Verity beckoning me inside, smiling, maybe even ready to reward me for doing such a good job in the garden and maintaining delicate, prancing sissy form throughout.

If only…

The reality, as I was about to find out, was very far removed from my hopes.


CHAPTER THREE

I stepped into the kitchen and was immediately confronted by Verity.

She had been doing her morning yoga workout with her personal trainer and was looking incredibly impressive in her one-piece, baby blue yoga pants and vest top.

Really, her figure was just spectacular. Perfect breasts, tight waist, a perfect squatting booty, and long, lean, powerful legs.

She was an alpha female, of that there was no doubt. And she knew it too.

What she also knew was that I was powerless, mentally and physically to say no to her, go against her word, or raise a voice in complaint.

I was her sissy stepson and that was all there was to it.

‘Now, beta, you were told to sweep the front lawn were you not?’ She said, walking around me, running her fingers over my body. ‘So why did I hear reports of you running to the back garden, leaving the job half finished?’

Oh shit…

I had been rumbled.

But by who?

I had to think fast.

‘I’m sorry Madame,’ I stammered. ‘I kind of wanted to do something in the back first, then, um, kind of forgot, I was going to finish it, but, um.’

Verity slapped me across the face. Once. Twice. Then a third time for good measure.

‘Shut up you little slut,’ She said. ‘Don’t you dare try to bullshit me with your pathetic, silly little lies. I’ll tell you what happened. You saw Jack Tempest pull up next door and were so scared of the big, alpha man seeing you in your sissy clothes you just had to run away. Am I right, or am I right?’

She had me, and she knew it too.

‘I’m sorry, Miss Verity,’ I pleaded, knowing full well that there would be consequences coming my way real soon. ‘I’ll do better next time, please let me repay you, show you I can be a better submissive little wimp.’

Verity was smiling that wicked smile of hers, delighting in the show I was putting on for her, her mind no doubt conjuring punishments for me, each option more degrading than the last.

‘Well clearly we need to sort this disobedience out, wipe out the part of you who thinks they can go against what his superior tells them,’ She said, ripping my skirt off, then lifting my polo shirt off too, leaving me standing there in nothing by my tiny white panties and a pair of bright, women’s training shoes.

‘But, it’s not just me who needs to be convinced,’ She said. ‘We’re going for a little walk. Time to properly introduce you, Sissy You, to our neighbors. And we’ll be starting with Jack.’

Verity grabbed me by the arm, twisted it around my back and began to frogmarch me through the kitchen, the hallway and towards the front door.

I felt myself go bright red, my heart beating a million miles an hour…

Every time I tried to slow my steps down, Verity would unleash a huge spank on my ass to hurry me along.

She really meant this.

My mind was racing as to what was about to go down, but all I could say for sure was that it was going to be the most degrading experience I had had since this whole thing with Verity began…

CHAPTER FOUR

As we walked from our house towards Jack’s, I felt intense paranoia that every single curtain on the small cul-de-sac was twitching, all the neighbors getting an eyeful at the sight of me, the sissy bitch, being marched across the road by Verity, arguably the most glamourous woman in the neighborhood.

I couldn’t bring myself to look, but Verity would not accept me letting my head drop down and insisted I maintained my sissy deportment by grabbing me by the hair and holding my head high herself.

‘Sissies must always walk and act like the little bitches they are,’ She said, loudly, seemingly not caring that we were out in public, a new step and a definite progression in our relationship. ‘Now when Jack answers the door I want you to explain yourself to him, and do a good job if you want us to go easy on you.’

Us?

I couldn’t even bring myself to consider what ‘us’ meant in this context.

Verity knocked on the smart, oak front door and smiled broadly when Jack opened, a look of milk amusement and contempt on his face as he ran his eyes over me.

‘So, my eyes weren’t deceiving me, then?’ He said, his impressive frame looking even more masculine, muscular, and totally alpha up close.

He was wearing what appeared to be his tennis clothes, tight black t-shirt and white, super-fitted shorts. He was probably on his way for a game at the local, not to mention super-exclusive, club.

‘Well, sissy, answer Mr Tempest,’ Verity scolded me. ‘And do it on your knees, too. Show some respect in front of your superiors.’

I promptly got down on my knees.

My head bowed, I tried to speak.

But it was difficult, I was so humiliated, so nervous about being seen, being on display in front of the neighbors, being in such a totally vulnerable position in front of someone so powerful and commanding as Jack.

And all of this was without factoring in Verity.

‘Okay, enough is enough,’ Jack said, picking me up in his strong arms and tossing me over his shoulder, my pantied ass on display to the whole street. ‘We’ll do part one out here, seeing as sissy has lost his, or should that be her, voice.’

Jack proceeded to hike my panties right up my ass, putting my cheeks completely on display. I kind of just froze, my limp body over his shoulder, my ass on display but at least able to bury my head into his upper back to hide my shamed blushes.

The spanks came down on me, Jack and Verity taking it in turns, then working one cheek each. The spanks themselves would probably have been loud enough by themselves, but with the added in factor of my cries of pain, I was no certain that the entire neighbourhood would have been watching, laughing, marvelling at the sight from the comfort of their living rooms and bedroom windows.

‘I’ll shut his mouth up, all his sissy hollering is getting to me,’ Verity said, pulling my panties right off and walking round to stuff them in my mouth. ‘That’s it worm, you suck on those while we finish off your spanking.’

It wasn’t long before the spanking was over, at least for now.

Jack, with me over his shoulder, and Verity walking along side him, walked me into his house and straight into his large, very luxurious living room, placing me down on the soft, thick rug in the centre of the room.

‘Present yourself!’ Verity said. ‘At least show Jack what you have learned so far.’

I knew what this meant, and I also knew I had to make a good job of it if I wanted to avoid extra punishment.

Totally naked now, my panties still stuffed in my mouth, I got on my feet and began to catwalk up and down the room, doing my best sissy walk, making sure to bow and curtsey in front of both Verity and Jack, showing as feminine a form as I could, and also twirling and making sure to put a sissy-shake on my ass too, just for their amusement.

When I was finished, I put myself at Verity’s feet, my head bowed and my ass in the air, the perfect position to demonstrate my total subservience to her.

‘Good, now stand up and let’s inspect you properly,’ Verity said, kicking me. ‘Let’s compare you with a real man, shall we?’

Then, to my shock, and somehow also total excitement, Jack removed his top and his shorts so that he was standing next to me in just a very tight jockstrap that left little to the imagination.

‘I think we can all agree that there is only one man here, can’t we?’ Verity laughed flicking and slapping at my dick, my dick that was now rapidly showing signs of excitement...

‘And what’s this?’ Verity said in mock surprise. ‘Does our little sissy clitty like being so close to a real alpha? Perhaps sissy would like to see Jack’s big bulge in the flesh?’

Verity pulled on my nipples, impatient for an answer from me.

I swallowed hard, I had no choice but to answer, to say what Verity wanted to hear, and in truth, what I was also feeling in that moment.

‘Y-y-y-yes,’ I said. ‘I would like to see Mr Tempest’s big bulge in the flesh.’

Both Verity and Jack laughed, totally ridiculing the sissy beta before them, making me feel like a total fool.

Jack then pulled his jockstrap down to reveal his thick, long, and now hard dick, bouncing around in front of him, at least three times the size of my now stiff sissy clitty erection.

It was just too much for me, the excitement took control and overwhelmed me.

Without even touching my dick, I felt it shoot out it sissy squirt, my cum landing on my feet and the hardwood floor. I went crimson red, totally degraded that I had just cum from the sight of a big hard, alpha male dick…

‘Well, this has answers many suspicions I had,’ Verity said, forcing me to the floor and rubbing my face in the small puddles of cum on the floor, ordering me to clean the floor with my tongue. ‘Now, Jack, I think sissy should go and stand in the corner and think about what she’s done?’

‘Yes, I think so,’ Jack said, his cock still throbbing, clearly in need of attention. ‘Perhaps by the time I get back from my tennis match, you will have decided between you what the next step should be? After all, I still don’t think sissy have had her full punishment, do you?’

‘Absolutely,’ Verity said. ‘Don’t worry, you won’t be disappointed. I think this cock hungry sissy slut is ready to and willing to do whatever it takes.’

With that, Jack stuffed his monstrous dick back inside his jockstrap and put the his tennis clothes back on.

As I stood in the corner, my hands on my head and Verity sitting down on the luxurious oversized sofa, my mind could only speculate as to what was coming my way when Jack got back…

To be continued…
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-To Come-

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

-END OF PREVIEW-


CHAPTER ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

So, yeah, here I was.

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

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

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

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

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

Guess what?

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER TWO

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh no, it couldn’t be could it?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She knew what I was.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I knew I had to answer.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Twerk queen in the making, I thought?

No one mentioned any twerking?

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

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


CHAPTER THREE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It takes all sorts as they do indeed say. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

Another annoying thing.

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER FOUR

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

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

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

I looked down and saw a missed delivery receipt.

Now this turned my mood something rotten.

How could I have possibly missed the delivery?

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

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

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

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

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

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

Was this wishful thinking?

Well, I think you can imagine.


CHAPTER FIVE

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

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

Talk about a massive let down.

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

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

How did this new outlook manifest itself?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Who was I kidding?

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

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


CHAPTER SIX

Walking down the street I heard my name called out.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fate eh?


CHAPTER SEVEN

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

Had she seen me?

The answer was, of course, yes.

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

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

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

Her tone was firm, stern, and clearly mocking.

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

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

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

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

My heart began to race.

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

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

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

I felt utterly humiliated.

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

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

I let out a whimper, much to her amusement.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER EIGHT

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

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

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

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

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

But, seriously, could I possibly do this?

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

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

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

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

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

“Spit it out,” Julie, said.

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

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

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

I tried to speak but found myself totally tongue tied.

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

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

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

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

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

“N-n-n-o, Miss Annabelle,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

What the hell just happened?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Are you ready, slut?” She asked me.

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

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

“I am a sissy boy wanker,” I said.

And so it continued.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

I shook my head, completely admitting defeat.

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

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

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