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-To Come-

So I opened the door.

Jen and Stella stood in front of me, as magnificent as ever.

As was their standard, they were made up to perfection, two goddesses ready to impose their will on their pathetic little subject. I, as was specified in their instruction email, curtseyed for them, making sure to maintain eye contact the whole time.

This seemed to please them, they looked at each other and nodded.

“Well,” Jen said, “That was a decent curtsey. You must have been practicing and for that I congratulate you. But I do wonder why you aren’t wearing your high heels?”

Jen suddenly looked furious.

As did Stella, who put her hands on her waist, emphasising her small waist and magnificent hips.

“I-I-I-I-“ I tried to come up with a reason, but in my rush I had simply forgot. “I’m sorry, please-”

“Don’t bother with excuses sissy, run and get them and we’ll have a think about what to do with you. Go, on, run!” Stella bellowed.

I ran into my bedroom and quickly put my shoes on, a pair of sleek black heels that I was still wobbly on. I attempted to run back into the living area but my unsteadiness in the heels told and I tripped over my own feet and fell on to the carpet in front of the sofa where my two dominas had seated themselves.

“Oh, hahaha, what a ridiculous sight!” Jen said. “Look, Stella, our little dicked pet has fallen over, because he hasn’t learned how to walk like a sissy boy yet!”

“Well, at least this gives us a chance to see his bottom presented fully to us, ready for punishment presumably?” Jen responded with a chuckle.

“Right, get up and over our laps,” Stella said.

I raised myself up and climbed across their laps.

I could feel the soft sensation of their expensive tights against my bare legs and pantied crotch.

Jen explained that I would be getting the full fifty spanks now, and that I was to say thank you after each one. She said that as I was being spanked it would also be a good idea for me to be preparing myself for the little show I had been instructed to prepare for them, as failure to satisfy them on this would only lead to more spanks, more pain, more humiliation.

“Right, here we go,” Jen said, bringing her hand down on my left cheek. “I am going to start as I mean to go along,” she added.

And she was right.

The next forty nine spanks were hard, relentless, and by the end I was really hurting and utterly humiliated.

After the final spank, the two women rolled me off their laps and back on to the carpet. I was on my back, looking up their legs and to their grinning faces. They looked like they had a mixture of total contempt, loving authority, and playful wickedness to them that conjured fear, excitement, and total devotion in me.

“Oh look, his little willy has come out!” Laughed Jen. “For God’s sake, wimp, put it back in your knickers and make yourself presentable before you get on your feet and begin your show for us.”

I tucked my stiff cock back inside the thong and got to my feet.

Now it was time for my performance as commanded by Jen and Stella.

They had told me that in keeping with my slutty stripper attire I would be required to perform a sexy dance for them. I knew this would be completely humiliating, and utterly ridiculous a spectacle, but it was what they asked, and I had no choice but to obey.

I walked over to my sound system and selected the music, a slow jam pop RnB track, and to howls of laughter began to move and grind.

I slowly began to get into the groove and used some of the moves I had practiced, such as squatting up and down, shaking my sissy ass as much as I could, squeezing my nipple tassels and pulling on them.

Jen and Stella were laughing the whole time, I was horrified as I saw both of them holding up their cameras to record the action.

“Twerk for us, slut!” Stella called out.

“Yeah, get down and pop that booty, make those sissy boi cheeks clap in time with the music,” Jenifer added, absolutely revelling in it.

I got down on all fours and began my attempt at twerking.

I felt like an absolute slut, just like a stripper or pole dancer trying to grind her living.

I was no better than the women I ogled over in hip hop videos, just a peace of meat to be used by others.

Jenifer abruptly told me she’d seen enough and told me to stand up and face her and Stella.

“Ooooh, look, I think he enjoyed that,” Jen said, pointing her immaculately manicured finger at my dick, which had managed to pop out yet again. “Tell me sissy, do you enjoy acting like a twerk slut?”

“Yes,” I said, my face reddening in embarrassment despite knowing full well that it was true.

“I suspect that you would actually like to work in a lapdancing club, a sissy boi like you would be in heaven?” Stella said.

“Um,” I replied, worried about where this was going.

“Yes, of course you would,” she continued, “You would like to be a dancer for proper men, wouldn’t you? Big, strong, rich men with proper men’s cocks, nothing like your little clitty. You would like them to manhandle you in the private room wouldn’t you? Pull back your thong and stick notes in it, spread your cheeks and blow on your puckered little hole? Hahahaha, look at you, it’s written all over your face. Are you going to deny it? And don’t you even think about lying…”

I didn’t know what to say.

Every part of me wanted to deny this, but in my heart I knew I couldn’t because it was true.

“No, I won’t deny it,” I said, unable to make eye contact.

Jenifer and Stella began to laugh again.

But this time it was different, they seemed aroused, their hands began to caress each other’s legs, up towards their crotches, all over their breasts.

“Well, sissy, we’ve decided that as you have made a decent first effort, despite some mistakes, we are going to offer you a reward,” Jen said. “But only if you manage to please us with one more task.”

“Yes, of course, mistress,” I said.

What followed was they both stripped naked to reveal their incredible bodies.

Toned, muscular, Amazonian, with powerful legs, large buttocks, and brilliantly complimentary and contrasting breasts.

I was in a total daze as they moved towards me and picked me up as if I was as light as a feather.

They carried me into my bedroom and flopped me down on the bed.

I was totally vulnerable to their power and they knew it as the seductively climbed on to the bed with me…

-end of preview-

CHAPTER ONE

Morons!

What is it with some people’s absolute refusal to use cycle lanes properly?

I’m talking about fellow cyclists here before anyone wrongly and erroneously assumes I’m part of the anti-bicycle brigade. I love to cycle as much as the next man or woman, but I do find it irritating when you get these absolute maniacs hell bent on causing as much chaos as they can in the lane that has been provided for those of us who choose to travel and help the environment by using two human powered wheels instead of gas guzzling plant killing cars.

I’ll leave my environmental crusading there for now, after all the benefits of going green on your commute or trip to town are well documented by now. That’s not to say there aren’t some valid points and times when using cars is unavoidable over the course of an individual’s life.

Also, have you noticed how expensive fully electric cars are?

The cost is surely prohibitive to all but those with a significant disposable income or an employer who provides company cars with ethics as a focus of their provision ahead of tradition and ease of purchase (and even that is debatable these days).

Anyway, I’ve strayed way off track there (ironically enough).

My point is, I was bombing down the cycle path on a fairly busy road and this absolute moron biker flew past me and nearly sent me spinning into what could have been an incredibly dangerous and threatening crash into the metal barrier that separated the cycle path from the pedestrian sidewalk (or pavement for my mates on the other side of the Atlantic waterway.)

Well, to say I was scared was a bloody underestimation and it was only my amazing balance that kept me vertical and moving those pedals.

I hooted the moron with my loud ringing bell and even screamed to him to watch what he was doing, the absolute sod.

I really hope he heard, because when it comes to road safety on the shared highway, us cycle men and women need to stick together and not turn into the kind of right wing stereotype that we would so often use to describe the drivers of petrol or diesel cars.

I think you catch my drift here.

Anyway, I say it’s time for slow breaths and to move on.  

I pushed my bike up to the semi exposed bike lock storage area outside of the large studio, cinema, cafeteria and theatre that I was visiting for the afternoon.

I moved the bike into the correct position and took off the dead lock from the cycle frame. I opened the lock and placed it across the frame and the steel horizontal lance designed to keep the vehicles in position. I secured the device and took a step back to check out my cycle – as I thought, it was a bit dirty and could do with a good power clean.

I made a mental note to clean the cycle over the course of the next five or six days, or possibly certainly over the weekend.

Well, I wasn’t making any guarantees, but I definitely would make time at some point if you know what I mean.

I walked away from my secure bike and into the large, imposing community funded building. I walked towards the counter and placed an order for one drink, a frothy soya mocha with a sprinkle of dairy free chocolate mint flakes. I paid for the drink and took it to an available seat, of which there were many – which kind of surprised me to be honest.

CHAPTER TWO

So I sat down and took a sip of the coffee. I won’t lie, it was a bit on the warm side, to say the very least. I felt a pang of regret that I had not taken the moment to meditate in order to assess and realise that the coffee would be too hot to take an enthusiastic sip from.

I told myself I would move forward and grow from this situation and make an effort not to do it again in the future.

It’s never nice to burn one’s mouth due to the consumption of a hot beverage or bit of grub.

Understatement alert!

I blew on my coffee between three and seven times and took a sip. It tasted good, it was a good coffee I knew it was. I felt happy and began to sense that I would soon forget about my initial sip which had caused pain and disappointment.

I repeated the process each time before I took a sip of the coffee and then began to blow less times as the coffee found a cooler temperature.

I must say again a big respect to the craft of the barista, it really was a flavoursome coffee, well put together, and this is coming from an individual who prides themselves on their taste buds when it comes to the fabled ground beans that make a coffee. 

Once I had finished my coffee I looked at the empty cup with its stained inside rim (coffee stained cups – always a sign of a solid cup, and I should know as I have been on highly regarded coffee courses designed for professionals from baristas to café owners to those in the coffee industry on a corporate level) and wondered whether to indulge in another cup of the fabled cocoa roast.

In the end and after several moments deliberating I decided that, sure, I certainly would. After all I had the time to spare and it was always good to get that caffeine injection burning through my veins at a rate of kilometres per hour that would put a fully revved Porsche: Sports Edition to total shame.

I stood up from the elegant avant garde designed table that could easily have come from the BHS warehouse had I not had the eye to see that it was in fact an industrial supplier (I saw the small logo on the table leg) and strode over to the counter.

The dude behind the counter had been replaced by another man, albeit they looked pretty close to identical.

You know the score, coiffured haircut, ears pierced, and a tattoo of a retro car surrounded by an ironic flag design on the forearm.

Well this particular guy was a friendly style of dude and went out of his way to talk me through the many numbered coffee on offer at this joint.

To be quite honest, much – no, most - of what he was saying went over (or should that be osmosis?) my head as I wasn’t especially concentrating on him and his enthusiastic droning.

In the end I managed to catch him wrapping up his epic coffee-logue by saying that his personal favourite was the Egyptian crypto-Turkish flaccid squat bean that had just come back in to stock due to popular demand from keen consumers not happy with it being rotated out of the selection of available coffees.

I said I’d go with that one and the server promised me that I would not be disappointed and would probably always want to purchase that specific bean from now on.

I smiled politely but felt like he’d crossed a border into a kind of conceited malevolence with his last comment.

Really, he couldn’t possibly claim to speak to my exact taste, no matter how good and great he thought that bean was surely he would have to accept that ultimately taste is a subjective matter and it could be the case that my buds just wouldn’t buy into this particular bean.

Well I didn’t get into this with him because life is too short and it’s not really a nice move to dampen a person’s exuberance unless totally necessary. I paid for the coffee and waited patiently for eight minutes as he prepared it.

Yes, you read that right.

Eight minutes!

Well I probably would have ordered the bog-standard filter coffee had I known he was going to take so long.

What an affair just to get a cup of Joe (this is what many people would call a standard coffee, especially in the United States).

Ultimately, he did complete the process and proudly passed me the cup. He looked at me expectantly and I duly obliged by sniffing the coffee and smiling.

“Hell, that’s superb,” I said. And the thing is, I wasn’t even lying. It smelt fantastic and like the real deal.

“Hey, broski, coffee is what I do, it’s what I life for, it’s who I am at my central core,” the barista said.

Maybe, I concluded, maybe he was a boorish prig, but perhaps his arrogance was founded in something beyond hot air. He talked the coffee-talk but he also walked the coffee walk.

I really couldn’t wait to get stuck into this beverage back at my seat.

So I turned around and sloped over to the seat, sneaking in a sly swig on the way no less.

Good grief.

Simple pleasures sometimes can be complicated in how they manifest, but the outcome is always something to behold. Purity in pleasure is not an illusion or jacked up hippy jive.

The cocoa chugged through my frame and I couldn’t have been more joyous and more at peace with my zen.

This day was shaping up well.

Then, as if out of nowhere, two intriguing women entered the café and gave me the strangest of looks before walking over to the counter to place an order, occasionally looking back and smiling in a way that was odd, but I couldn’t work out why exactly.

What on hell is that all about, I thought?

I would soon find out.

I continued to drink my coffee and daydream.

CHAPTER THREE

A few minutes later I became conscious of women close to me, standing behind me, their presence in my personal space.

I don’t know how I knew, but…

My stomach flipped.

I felt nervous.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Wrong.

Busted!

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

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

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

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

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

But what were their motives?

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

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

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

I kind of felt dizzy?

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

Oh no.

Oh no.

Oh no.

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

I couldn’t believe it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh God.

What the hell-

What was I meant to-

I couldn’t possibly… could I…

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

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

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

“Y-y-y—yes,” I stuttered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

It looked like I was pleasing them.

But what did that mean for me going forwards?

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

Stella and Jen began laughing.

Wicked, dominant, mocking laughter.

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

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

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

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

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

I couldn’t believe what I was saying.

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

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

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

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

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

I knew this would only end one way.

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

I groaned.

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

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

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

The women laughed and gave each other knowing looks.

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

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

Stella stood up and Jen followed suit.

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

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

I watched as the two women, my new owners, walked out of the café.

What on earth had I let myself in for?

I would soon find out.

CHAPTER FOUR

We have all been there.

You call up your energy provider, gas or electricity or water, and straight away you’re put on the hold line with some God awful hold music blaring into your ear. What makes the music worse, or should that be musak (and no disrespect to the admirable high end musak you get in the elevators and lifts at nice international hotels), is that there is more often than not a terrible addition of a hellish crackling sound being sent down the line to you.

Well guess what?

This is exactly what I was faced with as my gas supplier put me on hold.

I had to go to the step of reducing the volume on my mobile handset to stop what would be the inevitable onset of a headache from the crackled, mangled, overly loud karaoke version of some Backstreet Boys hit (probably a cover in itself) from the mid to late 90s.

Well, as they do, the message that periodically interrupted the droning music assured me that I was a valued customer and my call would be handled as soon as was possible.

I won’t even get started on the addition to that message that suggested I could always call back later when it wasn’t so busy. Well you have to get up earlier in the day to fool me. Those lines are never quieter, they’re always busy to the max.

Anyway, as I held on the line listening to track play into track into track and back again in some nightmarish loop of anti-music, quite an horrific soundscape that wouldn’t be out of place in a piece of audio visual art at a contemporary art gallery space, I began to wonder about what had happened and what would be the outcome of the events I had experienced.

Before I had a chance to really get into it in my head, the musak stopped and a very nice man answered and told me he was ready to take my call.

Yes, I was happy to have my query dealt with, but I knew exactly what I’d be thinking of once the call was over. 

The bloody gas phonecall out of the way I looked at my to-do list.

I knew I’d made it up so as to keep my mind off things, but I was beginning to regret that now.

Ever tried to make an appointment with your broadband provider and it’s just not working out? You know what I mean right, they give you the nearest available dates but they are no good for your schedule, then you say when is good for you but that doesn’t work for your service provider.

Following this, and about fifteen exasperating minutes into your phone call, you find a date that works for both and it’s so far in the future even the Doc and Marty McFly haven’t been there.

Well, I am sure that joking aside with references to classic films, you can understand how frustrating it was for me when my broadband went down for the umpteenth time in the space of a month and I called the service provider so called customer services line in order to arrange an engineer and make my complaints heard.

My plan was to begin talking about leaving my contract due to their failure to provide the service I was paying for at some cost each calendar month. Well, that would have been my plan if I hadn’t had the will to live sucked out of me by being kept on hold forty nine minutes and thirty eight seconds to be exact.

You may have thought this would have made me furious, even more super charged to get my point across.

But in reality, in the actual moment, all it did was serve to tire me out and make me happy with any positive answer I received.

Was this their plan all along?

Maybe that’s a conspiracy theory for another day, but it does make you wonder does it not?

Anyway, I knew I had to get the internet back to make the purchases that I required in my situation, so when they said it was a simple problem I could fix myself by jangling the wire in the hub, I guess I just accepted that on face value and was pleased to end the call.

My temper nearly went into orbit when they asked me to answer a short customer service survey after the end of the call. I was so angry as I answered each of the fifty questions, but at least I was going to be entered into a prize draw to win a pair of cordless ear-pods, I thought.

You don’t win the raffle unless you buy a ticket as they say.

Anyway, I digress, the internet got sorted and I was able to get online and begin my required shopping.

I decided to stick a podcast on while I shopped.

Nothing too heavy going, but a comedy podcast by a comedian who I had followed on and off since the 1990s. I found he had a good selection of guests on his show, and he talked to them in a calm and friendly way, often cracking wise and making jokes but actually getting into some pretty deep conversations at times.

And one thing that also impressed me was the level or calibre of guest he managed to get on. I mean, he wasn’t exactly famous, but I think he was well connected via friends who had gone on to have big success in major projects for film and tv, the up shot being that the comedian had ended up having access to the friends of his friends (as they say, it’s not what you know but who you know!).

Anyway, I put the podcast on and listened to him talk to a documentary maker. It was a good chat, I kind of tuned in and out and managed to catch some nice moments between the two that revolved around approaches to film making, directors that they mutually admired, anecdotes that centred on friends they had in common, a little bit about new diets they were both on, and of course a lot of throwaway irreverence – some people really don’t like wacky irreverence, but I certainly see a merit in it, maybe it’s just not for everyone?

They had in fact known each other since school and you could tell because the documentary maker showed a different side to himself, a lot funnier, sort of goofy in-jokes, and even a bit snarky at times – which was odd to hear from such an impartial person.

Anyway, it was all background to the main event, my shopping, which itself was essential for my next meeting.

I had made my purchases with my now working internet. I say working, but it was still slow – far slower than the promised level – and I had several problems at the payment screens for each sit.

What’s worse than when you make a purchase, click to confirm, and then the screen freezes or even worse begins to load and then goes blank.

What do you do in these situations?

Has the purchase gone through?

Do you need to click refresh again?

What happens if in your enthusiasm you end up making a double order? Sure, you would get a refund but all the hassle is just added stress that can be done without if truth be told.

Anyway, my internet speed was slow, which was frustrating given it meant that watching video clips and movies was an almost impossible task, certainly with high quality HD resolution.

You can imagine the frustration.

But maybe this was a good thing, as I did have certain instructions I was supposed to adhere to.

So I settled on downloading a movie from a content provider, it would take a while but it was a mainstream comedy I had been wanting to view for some time so I could wait. And this way I would be guaranteed the top level resolution even if it did mean a long wait.

I clicked download and then stood up and walked into my kitchen.

Once in the kitchen, I poured myself a glass of cold fruit juice, not from concentrate. I never got why people would even consider purchasing the juice that was made from concentrate.

Sure, it was a little cheaper perhaps but the flavour was not comparable and the health benefits nowhere near equal. Well, I sipped on my drink and felt an energy boost. I then sipped on the drink a bit more until it was finished; not only was this not from concentrate, it was in actual fact a top end brand that I would often buy if I felt like treating myself.

You could really taste the difference, it was magnificent.

I guess you could say I believed in treating myself, allowing myself to be under the influence of a luxurious, powerful, high end taste. The irony, or should that be comparison, given my current situation was not lost on me, you can believe me on that.

CHAPTER FIVE

I had somehow drifted off to sleep, but woke suddenly when I heard my apartment buzzer make its long zing zaaaang noise.

Oh no, oh no!

It was them, Stella and Jen had arrived and the apartment was a mess, I wasn’t ready!

I answered the buzzer and buzzed them in to the apartment block.

They would be up on my floor outside my door in maybe three minutes, possibly five at an absolute stretch.

Maybe I was paranoid, but it was as if they sensed that something was up. I had to move fast. As quickly as I could, I bunged all the washing into the dryer, rearranged the cushions, and then began to dress myself as instructed.

I stripped naked and stole a quick glance of myself in the floor length mirror.

As instructed by them via email instruction, I had shaved my pubic hair into one of the given options. I had been given the choice of:

Totally nude.

Heart shaped.

Landing strip.

I had gone for the landing strip as, truth be told, it was the style that turned me on the most. My dick was beginning to harden as I looked at myself in the mirror, a sissy boy excited for his mistresses to arrive and get stuck in to him over the course of an evening, purely for their pleasure and my degradation.

I put on my uniform for the evening.

It consisted of a shiny, ultra high cut black thong, black nipple tassels and… well, that was it! Jen and Stella had decided that for this evening they wanted me in the most revealing, skimpiest, most slutty state possible.

Now fully dressed, my hard on positively pulsing inside the panties, aching to spring out, I waited for the knock on the door that would truly bring the evening into action.

Knock.

Knock.

Knock.

Here we go, I thought.

It didn’t even cross my mind to cancel.

Logically I knew I could back out at any time I wanted, but the truth was that I wanted this, I deserved this, and I was ready to accept whatever was coming my way.

So I opened the door.

Jen and Stella stood in front of me, as magnificent as ever.

As was their standard, they were made up to perfection, two goddesses ready to impose their will on their pathetic little subject. I, as was specified in their instruction email, curtseyed for them, making sure to maintain eye contact the whole time.

This seemed to please them, they looked at each other and nodded.

“Well,” Jen said, “That was a decent curtsey. You must have been practicing and for that I congratulate you. But I do wonder why you aren’t wearing your high heels?”

Jen suddenly looked furious.

As did Stella, who put her hands on her not insignificant hips, emphasising her small waist and magnificent hips.

“I-I-I-I-“ I tried to come up with a reason, but in my rush I had simply forgot. “I’m sorry, please-“

“Don’t bother with excuses sissy, run and get them and we’ll have a think about what to do with you. Go, on, run!” Stella bellowed.

I ran into my bedroom and quickly put my shoes on, a pair of sleek black heels that I was still wobbly on. I attempted to run back in to the living area but my unsteadiness in the heels told and I tripped over my own feet and fell on to the carpet in front of the sofa where my two dominas had seated themselves.

“Oh, hahaha, what a ridiculous sight!” Jen said. “Look, Stella, our little dicked pet has fallen over, because he hasn’t learned how to walk like a sissy boi yet!”

“Well, at least this gives us a chance to see his bottom presented fully to us, ready for punishment presumably?” Jen responded with a chuckle.

“Right, get up and over our laps,” Stella said.

I raised myself up and climbed across their laps.

I could feel the soft sensation of their expensive tights against my bare legs and pantied crotch.

Jen explained that I would be getting the full fifty spanks now, and that I was to say thank you after each one. She said that as I was being spanked it would also be a good idea for me to be preparing myself for the little show I had been instructed to prepare for them, as failure to satisfy them on this would only lead to more spanks, more pain, more humiliation.

“Right, here we go,” Jen said, bringing her hand down on my left cheek. “I am going to start as I mean to go along,” she added.

And she was right.

The next forty nine spanks were hard, relentless, and by the end I was really hurting and utterly humiliated.

After the final spank, the two women rolled me off their laps and back on to the carpet. I was on my back, looking up their legs and to their grinning faces. They looked like they had a mixture of total contempt, loving authority, and playful wickedness to them that conjured fear, excitement, and total devotion in me.

“Oh look, his little willy has come out!” Laughed Jen. “For God’s sake, wimp, put it back in your knickers and make yourself presentable before you get on your feet and begin your show for us.”

I tucked my stiff cock back inside the thong and got to my feet.

Now it was time for my performance as commanded by Jen and Stella.

They had told me that in keeping with my slutty stripper attire I would be required to perform a sexy dance for them. I knew this would be completely humiliating, and utterly ridiculous a spectacle, but it was what they asked, and I had no choice but to obey.

I walked over to my sound system and selected the music, a slow jam pop RnB track, and to howls of laughter began to move and grind.

I slowly began to get into the groove and used some of the moves I had practiced, such as squatting up and down, shaking my sissy ass as much as I could, squeezing my nipple tassels and pulling on them.

Jen and Stella were laughing the whole time, I was horrified as I saw both of them holding up their cameras to record the action.

“Twerk for us, slut!” Stella called out.

“Yeah, get down and pop that booty, make those sissy boi cheeks clap in time with the music,” Jenifer added, absolutely revelling in it.

I got down on all fours and began my attempt at twerking.

I felt like an absolute slut, just like a stripper or pole dancer trying to grind her living.

I was no better than the women I ogled over in hip hop videos, just a peace of meat to be used by others.

Jenifer abruptly told me she’d seen enough and told me to stand up and face her and Stella.

“Ooooh, look, I think he enjoyed that,” Jen said, pointing her immaculately manicured finger at my dick, which had managed to pop out yet again. “Tell me sissy, do you enjoy acting like a twerk slut?”

“Yes,” I said, my face reddening in embarrassment despite knowing full well that it was true.

“I suspect that you would actually like to work in a lapdancing club, a sissy boi like you would be in heaven?” Stella said.

“Um,” I replied, worried about where this was going.

“Yes, of course you would,” she continued, “You would like to be a dancer for proper men, wouldn’t you? Big, strong, rich men with proper men’s cocks, nothing like your little clitty. You would like them to manhandle you in the private room wouldn’t you? Pull back your thong and stick notes in it, spread your cheeks and blow on your puckered little hole? Hahahaha, look at you, it’s written all over your face. Are you going to deny it? And don’t you even think about lying…”

I didn’t know what to say.

Every part of me wanted to deny this, but in my heart I knew I couldn’t because it was true.

“No, I won’t deny it,” I said, unable to make eye contact.

Jenifer and Stella began to laugh again.

But this time it was different, they seemed aroused, their hands began to caress the each others legs, up towards their crotches, all over their breasts.

“Well, sissy, we’ve decided that as you have made a decent first effort, despite some mistakes, we are going to offer you a reward,” Jen said. “But only if you manage to please us with one more task.”

“Yes, of course, mistress,” I said.

What followed was they both stripped naked to reveal their incredible bodies.

Toned, muscular, Amazonian, with powerful legs, large buttocks, and brilliantly complimentary and contrasting breasts.

I was in a total daze as they moved towards me and picked me up as if I was as light as a feather.

They carried me in to my bedroom and flopped me down on the bed.

I was totally vulnerable to their power and they knew it as the seductively climbed on to the bed with me.

“Now here’s the deal little slut,” Stella said, her hand pulling on my thong, gradually easing it down and revealing my hard cock and swollen balls. “The deal is,” she continued, “The deal is that you will be allowed to cum for us now, for our entertainment. Does that sound good?”

“Y-y-yes,” I said.

I couldn’t help but take in the curves of their bodies as the perched around me, their hands pulling at my by now exposed nipples, a finger gently pressing against my asshole as another flicked the base of my little cock.

“Okay, you will lie on your back with your legs in the air, your little worm dick pointing directly at your face,” Stella said, a wicked grin across her face. “As we wank your clitty, you will repeat what we say, and when you cum you will enthusiastically accept it in your mouth and over your face, absolutely no avoiding it or trying to move out of the way. Yes?”

“Y—y-yes,” I said, excited, nervous, completely out of control.

And so it began.

“I’m your sissy slut,” Jen said and I repeated back to her.

“I’m a twerk bitch,” Jen said and I repeated back to her.

“I dream of proper men with mega cocks,” Stella said and I repeated back to her.

“I am a sissy fag boy who loves panties and dick,” Stella said and I repeated back to her.

This was getting too much, I couldn’t cope.

To the squeals and applause of my owners, I shot hot flashes of cum into my mouth and over my face.

Stella pumped me until I was dry, cheering and whooping as the smeared my face with my own cum.

Once she stopped, her and Jen stood up.

“Well, look at the state of you,” She said. “We’re going out for a meal now, but we’ll be back and we fully expect you to be in your next outfit and ready and willing to go with your next task. If you’re lucky we might bring back a big strong guest with us… not that you have a say in the matter, but would you like that?”

I could barely talk, I was spent.

I vaguely nodded my head and felt myself passing out as I watched the two women walk out of the room, their big bottoms wobbling, their powerful shoulders looking resplendent, their long luxurious hair on their backs.

What would the rest of the evening bring?

Well that is another story, one I would love to tell when I can get myself over what happened and fully process exactly what I have become!

One thing is for sure, I know what it is to begin the journey into being a fully-fledged sissy!
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-To Come-

“Move those hands now!” Ashely roared. “Do you want me to rip that privacy curtain down do you? Show the entire restaurant what a sissy you are? Maybe I should do just that, and then invite a few of those high-flying alpha men over to sit with us? I’m sure they could put you to good use under the table? Well?”

I was shocked, but not surprised. I knew I had done the wrong thing.

“No, no, please, sorry,” I said, pleading and pathetic.

I immediately lifted my hands up and put them on top of my head (I knew that Ashley liked this, and at this point I was aware I had ground to make up if I wanted to get back in her good books) and as I did I made sure keep my back straight and my legs together to show good presentation.

“Hmmm, better,” Ashely said. “But don’t think that gets you off. How many times have I told you: when you do a panty presentation, you never, ever, cover yourself up. I want you to stand proud as the sissy slut you are. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Miss,” I said.

I knew she was right, of course I did.

But it was the sight of Nicola there, grinning, clearly loving my torment that had made me attempt to hide my panties.

“Now, it looks like you have something going on in those panties, doesn’t it?” Ashley said. I” want you to explain to Nicola here what is going on, and why, and also what you think should be done about it. Remember, the better you please me with your response, the easier I’ll take it on your bottom when it comes to spanking it later as a result of your earlier indiscretions.” 

I knew I had to get this right.

I was already in for a big spanking as the one thing Ashely would not tolerate would be to be embarrassed by me in front of another woman.

I took a deep breath, made sure to make eye contact, and began-


CHAPTER ONE
You know that feeling of the everyday commute? How it can be a bit of a drag? I think that is based on the repetition, the same old same old as they say. It goes the same way each day, you get stuck in the same traffic, your train is delayed by approximately the same amount of time, your bus misses the same drop off stops.
Yeah, that’s it.
A routine can be a drag and it can make life a little on the boring side.
This is just the start of the day too, and the likelihood is that the rest of the working day will follow suit too.
Same old work colleagues.
Same old biscuits in the office.
Same old work tasks and long-winded group emails, and, of course…
The same old boss.
Sometimes I wondered what would happen if all of that changed, what it would be like if something radical happened to shake all of that up.
Hey ho, maybe one day, I thought as I parked my car at the petrol station.
Really annoyingly I had failed to refill my tank the last time I was near the garage I normally used so had to go a little out of my way this morning on the way to work to make sure I wasn’t caught short and my automobile had enough in the tank to get me to and from work that day.
In a further annoyance, there was a bit of a queue at the petrol garage so I had to wait a couple of minutes, although it felt longer, in order to actually get to the pump to fill up.
Well, I got there in the end and began to fill the tank.
I took a look at my watch, which incidentally had been seeming to lose a bit of time recently – nothing major, just the odd minute here and there, and it looked like I was going to be arriving at work a little bit later than normal today.
No big dealio, I thought, I was on a flexitime system so in theory I could arrive up to three hours later than normal and still be within core hours.
But there was that email I received on Friday, the one that said there wold be an early morning meeting on the Monday (today).
Nah, I thought, probably just another boring update that would be of little or no interest to me or my work. I continued to fill the car with petrol until I reached the level that I wanted, an amount that would keep my going for a week or maybe a touch longer.
I paid for the petrol and also picked up a couple of chocolate bars for a colleague. I didn’t eat chocolate but in one of those really dull office exchanges people tend to get into out of boredom I had agreed to purchase two chocolate bars, a Mars and a Twix, if my sports team lost against the sports team of my work colleague.
Such trivial matters.
Kinda refers back to what I was saying earlier about the boredom and monotony of work doesn’t it?
Well I paid for my petrol and chocolate bars with contactless payment and walked out of the garage shop and back out on to the forecourt and then into my car.
I got into my car and turned on the radio, put on my seatbelt, and pulled away.
As I turned out from the garage and out on to the road, I thought about the usual things: sports, music, a bit of current affairs, what I would be eating for lunch and later dinner that day. I pondered whether I would go to the gym after work, or maybe make use of the gym at work which I paid a small stipend for, one so cheap it was worth keeping on just for the odd occasion I would make use of it.
Funny how the mind wanders, isn’t it?
I had suffered a couple of injuries recently so had decreased my workload in general and put on a couple of pounds, nothing major but a little noticeable when I didn’t have any clothes on or was wearing tight items. I had also found that my stamina had dropped a little, which is never good.
You just don’t know when you’ll need to be in the best condition, when that stamina will really come in useful.
It’s always when you just don’t expect it.
Anyway, I had been pondering about whether it was time to gradually increase my workload again and get back into tip top condition. The traffic got a little heavier and I found my car coming to a standstill one and off for a few moments.
I got bored of the current affairs show on the radio, too much spouting off and not enough rational analysis for my personal preference. We really were moving into an age of who can shout the loudest, I mused.
In reality perhaps it had always been this way though?
Anyway, I didn’t want to get too bogged down so early in the morning when I had a full day of work ahead of me so I turned over to a station that played contemporary pop and EDM (electronic dance music) and listened to a few songs on there as the traffic slowly moved forward, the odd tooting horn signifying impatience at the slow progress.
This was getting ridiculous now.
Not only was there an unnaturally high amount of traffic for this specific road at this time of day, but there also appeared to be a lane closure for roadworks.
Roadworks!
During the day!
I simply could not believe it, I was absolutely fuming and raging. I mean, sure I could accept a traffic build up if there had been an accident of some kind, I mean that happens and touch wood it never happens to you or any one of your most cherished loved ones or friends. But roadworks in the day time is just ridiculous.
I was so angry, I could feel my blood boiling.
Sitting there in my car, I felt conscious of how much of a waste of time this was.
What an absolute disaster.
I felt a temptation to dig into the snack I had bought but thought better of it, I would only regret it when I got the associated sugar crash that comes with such products. I placed my hand on my forehead and wiped away a little bit of sweat.
This was not ideal to say the least.
I tried opening my window but there was a lot of roadwork noise and a little bit of smoke blowing down the road so decided to keep it shut and amp up the air conditioning system.
Luckily to save my temper from rising any further I took the standstill as a chance to upload and play a podcast that I had been enjoying recently. This was a small crumb of comfort from this situation. I may be getting progressively later, but at least I could listen to something interesting.
The traffic cleared up and as I proceeded on the road out of the city and on to the motorway that lead me towards my workplace on an out of town office complex, you know the kind – generic, early 2000s new build, bit of token greenery here and there, I put my foot down on the accelerator a little but also made sure to stay within the varying speed limits that came into play at various points of the journey.
The car was handling well and on a clearer road it really did have good performance that was actually tangible to the driver rather than the good performance that is demonstrated by a load of abstract, intangible statistics to do with revs per second, miles to the gallon, suspension flex and so on and so forth.
I heard my phone make the alert sound I had set up when a message came through from someone in the office.
The reason I had done this was primarily so that I could ignore the message if it was outside of work hours, and sometimes even during work hours if the mood took me.
Well, I supposed it was currently work hours and the road was clear enough for me to have a quick sneak peek at the message so I picked up the phone that was resting in the little storage area in front of the manual gear stick.
As expected, it was a message from work, some colleague who I barely knew let alone spent time with who always took it upon themselves to message everyone with various updates whether they were relevant to them or not. Well, the message said that the meeting this morning was to announce a new boss and it was going ahead even if people were late.
The message sounded quite serious and lacked the jovial, if irritating tone, that usually accompanied this person’s communications.
I did wonder for a moment about that but then couldn’t be bothered to waste my time thinking about work for a moment longer than I had to, especially seeing as I wasn’t even at work yet.
I put the phone back down and continued to drive.
So what if I’m late and miss some big announcement, they can always update me later, not that I care? I thought.
I pressed a little on the accelerator and made a mental note to not miss my turn off, something that I had done previously and more than once.
I changed my mind and eased off the accelerator, something told me, a nagging feeling, that I was already late enough as it was.


CHAPTER TWO

Finally, I arrived at work, parked the car and made my way inside.

To my surprise, I saw that my desk had been cleared.

Weird or what.

I looked around and asked a colleague where my stuff was, only to be informed that I needed to see the new boss up on the top floor.

I walked into the CEO’s office on the top floor and was greeted by Ashely. Ashley was a woman in his late thirties, standing at six foot in heels, she was impeccably made up and was wearing an incredibly expensive looking suit that accentuates her magnificent curves.

“I just want to ask where my stuff is?” I said, trying not to ogle my new boss.

Ashley just laughed and presented me with a piece of paper, headed: NEW CONTRACT.

“Read this out loud for me, boy,” She said, grinning, her voluptuous breasts jiggling subtly underneath her white blouse.

I was taken aback but so entranced by my new boss that I began to read. And it went like this:

I do accept the new conditions of my work at this business and they are as follows. I am now under the direct command of the new CEO Ashely Power and will report to her directly. I will do exactly and unquestioningly as I am told. I will submit myself for punishment, to be decided by Ashley, if my work is not deemed to be of high enough standard. I will accept said punishment with as much dignity as is possible. I will comply with the new male work uniform and clothing policy unfailingly, failure to do so being a matter of punishment and potentially dismissal…

I couldn’t believe what I was reading.

My voice began to tremble and I was slipping over words.

I could feel my dick hardening in my pants, making it even harder to read this mission statement that masqueraded as my new work contract.

This couldn’t be serious?

“Stop!” Ashely bellowed. “Show some respect to your workplace culture and read the contract slowly, clearly, and look at me in the eye as you do.”

I looked at Ashley and felt like my dick might lose control at any moment and explode a hot blast of cum.

Her legs were so long and powerful at the thigh, I could see that there was a definite full curve of booty inside her suit trousers too.

I made a feeble attempt to continue reading.

My uniform will consist of a rotating selection of panties of all colours and different cuts…

I was losing control, visibly excited and stuttering now.

Ashley walked over to me and grabbed me by the ear, pulling me over to her desk.

“Too late, time for your first punishment,” She said.

I felt her power as she roughly bent me over her large mahogany desk. She yanked my trousers and underpants down in one swift movement and began spanking me for what seemed like it would go on forever.

With each spank I was forced to repeat her command, each command more humiliating than the last.

I am your subject

Spank me again, I deserve it

My bottom is yours to do with as you please

Punish me until I am ready to try again

One more spank please Miss

And so on and so forth.

All the time, and despite the pain, I felt my erect cock rubbing on the table leg, straining, humping, desperate to cum. Ashley must have noticed this and pulled me up by my hair.

“Don’t ever do that again you little worm,” She said. “How dare you attempt to get yourself off on my property. It’s not even a proper dick, is it? What shall we call it, your little clitty maybe? Was my personal office boy trying to make his little bouncing sissy clitty squirt, was he? Answer me!”

“No, I mean yes, I mean no, I mean sorry…,” I said, utterly humiliated but still totally turned on by what was happening.

It was then that Ashley grabbed my cock and squeezed it in a pulsing motion for ten seconds or so. It was an incredible feeling, this statuesque Amazonian goddess in total control of me, using me entirely for her pleasure.

I was terrified and turned on beyond belief.

I began to feel myself near the point of cumming.

“Don’t you dare!” Ashely bellowed, her educated voice and air of authority, combined with the hard slaps she began administering to my cock delaying the cum explosion that had seemed inevitable only moments earlier.

“You will cum only when I say, you will cum only where I say, and that’s if I let you cum at all,” she said. “I hope that is understood. Now, I want you to have another attempt at finishing off reading your contract. After all, if you are to stay working here you will need to know and accept every aspect of it. Any more slip ups will be punished, and this time it won’t just be a fast spanking you’ll get. Now, go…”

I picked up the contract from the floor and began to read it out loud again. It was a strange feeling, but I wanted to read it well to impress her, to make her satisfied with me, rather than just out of fear of losing my job.

I continued:

As well as panties, I will be required to have ready a bright pink bikini two piece set, a high cut thong leotard, and a classic slutty schoolgirl outfit ready to wear at any time as is required. The punishments Ashley applies to me will be entirely at her discretion, but they will include, although not be limited to the following: spanking with the hand, slipper, or other object on my pantied or naked bottom, butt plugs, vibrating dildos, wedgies, verbal humiliation, humiliating poses, office exposure, public exposure, stripping on demand, and servicing any need that Ashley may have at any moment. In addition, Ashley may delegate punishment duties to other staff members at her discretion and if it is part of a personal management development plan.

“Good,” Ashely said. “I can see that there is at least some willingness to commit to your new situation. And of course it’s not all about punishment. For completing that reading to an adequate standard I will allow you to present your lips and tongue to my bottom. Would you like that little slut?”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

My mind was whirring and I almost felt like I was going to pass out.

“Dear me, you’re probably a virgin in a total state of shock,” She said. “I’ll make it easy for you. Get on your hands and knees, crawl over her, and kneel up like a dog begging for food.”

Ashley was clearly enjoying this, knowing full well that she had me under her control from now until as long as she wanted.

I crawled over on my hands and knees and sat up to an incredible sight.

Her trousers already pulled down to reveal a bouncing, jiggling, powerful bottom, she bent over only inches from my face to pull down her lime green lacy panties.

“As I can see, you are clearly enjoying this,” Ashely said with a controlled air of authority. “Now, what you will do for me is show me how much you love working for your new boss. I want you to demonstrate to my ass cheeks, and then to my perfect little asshole, how much you want to serve me and be the best employee you can be going forward,” she continued, her hands caressing and pulling on her nipples which she had now taken out of the front of her unbuttoned shirt.

I was speechless.

“Now get to work on your Queen’s derriere, slut,” she laughed.

I knew I had to impress her, and the weird thing was that I actually wanted her to be impressed by my performance, I felt like I wanted to serve her and make her happy with me.

This was nothing to do with keeping my job, although that was also essential in real terms, but this was about serving my new boss.

I began by softly planting kisses across both of her cheeks, pressing my face into her flesh as I did. I then prised open her cheeks and took a moment to take in her puckered asshole. I began licking and flicking on its surface, taking in the salty, sweaty taste.

Then I felt Ashely press her hole on my tongue, indicating that it was time for me to push my hard tongue into her hole. .

I began working up the pace and pushing in and out, encourage by her pushing back and also reaching around with her hands to press my face in as deep as possible.

As we continued, I could hear muffled moans and I felt a deep sense of satisfaction that I was pleasing my boss, my mistress, my queen.

“Right, that’s enough for now, you’ll complete my orgasm later,” She said. “But one thing came to my attention. Despite that being a decent attempt at pleasuring and worshipping my grand bottom, I noticed that you didn’t provide me with any verbal worship. I mean, how hard would it have been to remove your tongue from my asshole once or twice and told me how much you were enjoying the process?”

I didn’t know what to say, I was totally intimidated in her presence.

Ashley slapped me across the face.

“Well, it’s not good enough and if we’re starting as we mean to go along then I will punish you for this as a way of learning and education,” She declared. “What you’re going to do now is debase yourself for my pleasure. You’re going to climb up on my desk, lie on your back and get those legs right up in the air. I want to see that little dicklet pointing at your face. Good, get up on that table. Quicker!”

I was lying on the table, my asshole totally exposed, my throbbing dick pointing directly into my face.

“Now, I’m going to film you as I insert this little pink dildo in your bottom and then you jerk that little piece of string until it shoots cummies all over your face and mouth,” Ashley commanded. “Got it?”

“Yes, Miss Ashley,” I replied.

I knew it was pointless trying to resist.

“Good,” she said. “And of course, if I decide to show this to the ambitious women in the office as part of their management training then you will probably have to come in and do a repeat performance of course. Now, take it, take the dildo and be grateful it’s a small one. Come on, jerk that little thing. You sissy. Look at you, beta male wanking is such a sad sight I must say. Tiny dicked loser. Wimp. Sissy wimp slut! Oooooooooh! Look at that! The sissy has exploded! Go, on, get it all over that face, into that mouth!”

Ashely was finding this hilariously funny, moving her camera close to my face to record the hot cum splashing onto it.

I was exhausted, totally spent. I lay on her table with the dildo packed into my bottom, my dick still hard, cum all over my face and in my mouth.

“Now, for the camera: do you accept your position as my employee and agree to all terms and conditions?” Ashely said, not so much asking as ordering.

“Yes, yes I do, all conditions,” I said.

“Good, now come to me, nuzzle into my titties you little baby dick,” she said, laughing, a look of pity and control all over her face.

Ashley picked me up like a baby, let me briefly suckle on her nipples, and put me down on the floor.

As I lay there, I looked up her magnificent calves, her power thighs, her neatly shaved vagina. She explained to me that this was only the beginning, that my journey would be one with ups and downs, pain and pleasure, but one that would be truly unforgettable.

If this was anything to go by, she was one hundred percent right.


CHAPTER THREE

I approached the roundabout and made sure I was in the right lane with enough time to spare. I read an article once that claimed that the most stressful situation, including crashing believe it or not, that drivers found themselves in was when approaching and then navigating an exit from roundabouts.

Well as made up as that might sound, I could totally believe it.

The amount of times I’ve had to switch lanes before, during, and worst of all at the end of a roundabout would be too numerous to put any kind of remotely accurate figure on.

Suffice to say, roundabout aren’t my thing and I wish there was some kind of alternative. Ideally I would never use them, but how realistic is that?

Perhaps the answer will come through the emergence of self-driving cars?

Yes, it’s a few years off but imagine a world where robotic cars take the stress of indicating, choosing the right exit and so on. Sure they may be a few teething problems or even fatalities, but surely less than there is for as long as humans are left in sole charge of driving.

I suppose there are a lot of factors to consider in how to roll out this kind of technology safely and with as little disruption as possible, but progress is progress and ultimately anything that reduces the likelihood of fatal human error can’t be argued with.

Another factor to think about would be whether self-driving cars would enable individuals to enjoy a little drink before getting in their cars? A lot to consider, for example would the driver have to be under the legal alcohol limit in order to be able to assume control in the unlikely but still possible even that the car’s electronic system failed?

Big question when you think about it.  

Anyway, I’m going off tack there.

As I say, I approached the roundabout and navigated it all fairly smoothly and took the correct exit to the out of town shopping centre I had chosen to do my shopping.

I pulled up to the exit for the car park and indicated before taking my turn.

The car park was pretty busy looking, I’d estimate it was operating at about forty to fifty percent capacity. Not being a huge fan of parking as I found it difficult to align the front of the car in tight pull-ins, I decided to drive to the further reaches of the car park where I would have no problem, or so you would think, placing my car in one of the many available spots.

Having found a spot and parked up, I took a moment to consider how I would approach this situation, what my plan would be for the shop.

I hadn’t even taken my seatbelt off or turned the engine off and already my mind was focusing on the task ahead.

Well, anyway, I turned the engine off and removed my seatbelt.

I remained seated and looked into my rear view mirror, instinct and muscle memory I guess, and saw the many people wheeling their trolleys up to their cars and unpacking their shopping hauls. Some people were clearly shopping for a large contingent at home and were buying staple goods in bulk.

Have you ever seen a super-sized box of cornflakes?

It’s quite remarkable and would take a single person months to complete but seemingly a lot less time for a family that included a brood of permanently ravenous children!

Others were unloading trolleys packed with alcohol.

No judgement from me, good on them if that’s how they rolled, I thought.

I had made the decision to cut down on my alcohol consumption because I felt it often left me feeling a bit glum – and technically, alcohol is a depressant so that makes sense when you think about it logically. I was now happy to drink alcohol on an infrequent basis and had learned how to control my intake too, which prevented any embarrassing faux pas or other booze induced incidents.

I looked at my watch and realised that I better get a hurry on. I opened the car door and got out and began walking towards the large supermarket.


CHAPTER FOUR

I walked into the mobile phone retail outlet and was adamant in my belief that I would not get swept up in any sales talk and end up buying something that I did not require, something that would no doubt come with a punishingly long contract and involve a tariff that was close to the gross domestic product (GDP) of a small developing country.

All I needed was a new phone for my situation that would allow me to receive messages, make calls, and have the ability to take and receive photos.

Oh, and be able to access the internet.

So I walked over to the bargain area of the shop and began perusing the handsets on offer. What struck me and got me thinking was how much mobile phone technology had moved on in the last ten years.

I recalled my first mobile and how it was only able to store twenty text messages.

Twenty! And it wouldn’t accept any more until some of the ones already there were cleared.

A truly bizarre set of circumstances to comprehend today of course by that was the reality back then. I also remembered the arrival of the mobile game Snake 2 and how revolutionary that seemed but of course today it is possible to download what essentially amount to console standard ports of games such as the Grand Theft Auto series to name but one.

Anyway.

I chose a handset and walked up to the till to make my payment.

I’d gone for the pay as you go option as I felt it was important to keep this phone largely off the record where possible, for obvious reasons.

I made my payment and deflected, politely of course, any talk of add-ons or the totally unnecessary insurance packages on offer.

The truth is, up-selling really gets on my nerves and I’ve developed a technique that allows me to halt it in its tracks almost every single time it is employed by some hopeful sales representative.

What you do is smile and say no thank you very much.

Sounds simple right?

Well, it is.

All you need is confidence and people will generally listen and do as you say. And this made me think about how much confidence my new boss must have, given the kind of things she was getting me to do on a regular basis. 

I guess you could say I was happy with the speed that I got in and out of the mobile phone shop, plus also I was happy to have made a trouble free purchase that didn’t involve too many questions about why I wanted the handset and so on.

I was good at shutting down general chit chat in situations like this I found and to be honest in shops like that, the only reason they, the sales people, want to do the chat is in order to build empathy with a potential customer so that said customer makes a purchase, parts with their hard earned cash, and helps meet the sales representative’s sales targets for that fiscal period.

As I sat in my car I placed the new phone on the passenger seat and opened the glove compartment (and why are they called glove compartments anyway? Who on earth keeps their gloves in there?) to take out the Sat Nav and place it on the dashboard.

I knew where I was going, but also preferred the safety of the Sat Nav so that I had that fallback option in case I took a wrong turn or was diverted by road traffic work that led to a closed road or a diverted route sign.

I turned the engine on and felt a sense of dread as it made that weird coughing and wheezing noise that signifies something is wrong and the car may be broken.

I stopped trying to force it and waited for a minute – a great piece of advice from my old uncle, a mechanic by trade who later became a rather successful painter and sculpture working in wrought iron and concrete composite pieces – then I tried again and phew, the engine started normally and I was ready to drive away, get back, and set the phone up ready to go and follow my instructions as and when they came in.

Of course, I also had a rather important – understatement! – appointment coming up that I could not even contemplate being late for fear of the consequences.


CHAPTER FIVE

The message had come through from Ashley, as expected.

The text told me that I was to arrive at the restaurant at 1pm prompt, and not a moment later. There were no further instructions so my focus was on making sure I got there on time.

I parked the car and walked into the restaurant foyer. It was an expensive place by the looks of it, a high-end clientele definitely. I walked up to the maître dee and said that I had a table booked under the name of Ashley Green.

The woman looked back at me and smiled.

She couldn’t possibly know could she?

Well, anyway, I walked alongside her to the table in the corner where Ashley was sitting.

“Have fun,” the woman said with a knowing wink as she walked away.

I felt my face go bright red with total embarrassment.

“Oh calm down, I’m well known here,” Ashley said. “Aren’t you going to compliment me on my appearance you rude little boy?”

“I’m sorry mistress, you look incredible,” I said.

And she certainly did.

She was wearing a white blazer, tight black top underneath, and a pair of pure white suit trousers that were essentially skin tight and amplified her incredible curves to the maximum. I could feel the all too familiar twinge in my trousers as my cock began to get hard.

“Now, sit down next to me,” Ashely said, firm, but friendly. “Oh, have you got a nice pair of panties on for me today?”

“Yes, Miss Ashely, I hope so,” I said.

I had spent some time that morning choosing which panties to put on.

The previous day I had made a selection that Ashley had not approved of (she said my plain white thong wasn’t cut high enough on the hips and promptly made me remove them, stuff them in my mouth, and take an extended spanking – all of which was witnessed via Skype by Ashley’s colleagues in the German branch of the office! Perhaps a story I can expand on another time, it certainly deserves a full airing) and I did not want to disappoint again.

My choice had been a pink thong with a tiny front and non-existent back attached by the thinnest string imaginable. It certainly made me look like the sissy I knew I was.

Well, we all know that you can’t be relied upon to get that right, not after yesterday,” She said. “Well, I’m going to have to see them.”

Ashley signalled for Nicola, the maître dee to come over.

I couldn’t believe it, did she expect me to strip in front of the whole restaurant?

Well, the answer was kind of, yes.

Nicola pulled a privacy curtain around our table, which it turns out was the VIP table and had the facility to have the privacy guard.

“Will that be all?” Nicola asked.

“Well, you could stay and help my with my judgement of this little boy of mine,” Ashley said, not really asking.

“Oooh, I’d love to,” Nicola said. “It would be an honour.”

Nicola was a gorgeous woman, probably in her early twenties. She was tall and had an athletic, but not skinny, body. She had a bottom that looked as if she knew her way around a squat and prominent, pointed nipples that pushed through her restaurant blouse.

In other words, a total babe who wouldn’t look twice at a beta sissy.

“Well boy,” Ashely said, “Get your clothes off, all of them apart from your knickers. This better be good.”

I was so humiliated, I’d only just gotten some way used to exposing myself in front of Ashley, but in front of another person was something else entirely. As I got down to my panties, I slipped back in to old habits and instinctively covered myself.

“Move those hands now!” Ashely roared. “Do you want me to rip that privacy curtain down do you? Show the entire restaurant what a sissy you are? Maybe I should do just that, and then invite a few of those high-flying alpha men over to sit with us? I’m sure they could put you to good use under the table? Well?”

I was shocked, but not surprised. I knew I had done the wrong thing.

“No, no, please, sorry,” I said, pleading and pathetic.

I immediately lifted my hands up and put them on top of my head (I knew that Ashley liked this, and at this point I was aware I had ground to make up if I wanted to get back in her good books) and as I did I made sure keep my back straight and my legs together to show good presentation.

“Hmmm, better,” Ashely said. “But don’t think that gets you off. How many times have I told you: when you do a panty presentation, you never, ever, cover yourself up. I want you to stand proud as the sissy slut you are. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Miss,” I said.

I knew she was right, of course I did.

But it was the sight of Nicola there, grinning, clearly loving my torment that had made me attempt to hide my knickers.

“Now, it looks like you have something going on in those panties, doesn’t it?” Ashley said. “I want you to explain to Nicola here what is going on, and why, and also what you think should be done about it. Remember, the better you please me with your response, the easier I’ll take it on your bottom when it comes to spanking it later as a result of your earlier indiscretions.” 

I knew I had to get this right.

I was already in for a big spanking as the one thing Ashely would not tolerate would be to be embarrassed by me in front of another woman.

I took a deep breath, made sure to make eye contact, and began.

“Nicola,” I said, “I have a boner because it turns me on to wear ladies’ panties. The feel of them and the tight cut sends me wild every time, even thinking about it. Ashley is not only my manager at work, but she is my Mistress. She has very generously decided that I will be her panty boy because she knows that I have a knicker fetish that needs to be both controlled and encouraged, and sometimes punished and humiliated for. Before I met Ashely, I thought I was a regular guy with a small dick, now I know that I am a sissy slut with a sissy clitty. I am a beta boy whose purpose is to serve powerful women and be at Ashley’s beck and call. Today I have worn this pink thong because I wanted to show Ashley how horny a slut boi I am. In answer to Ashley’s final point, I believe I should get up on this table and table dance in my thong for your amusement. If you wish, you could spank my bottom, pull my nipples, and do anything you want if it please you.”

It was hard to say this at first, but after a while the words had just spilled out. I could tell that Nicola approved. I only hoped Mistress Ashely did.

I stopped talking and looked over hopefully to Ashley.

“Well, not bad,” She said. “I must say, Nicola, he seems quite taken by you. Look at that, his pathetic little bulge has flopped out of his panties. Hahaha, what a sad sight. Not a real man in any way, shape, or form is he?”

“I’ve seen bigger, meatier pieces of spaghetti in the kitchen!” Nicola laughed.

Nicola stood up and leant over towards my cock.

I could feel it twitching away, hopelessly excited.

Nicola gave it a few rapid-fire slaps and laughed as it bounced up and down, freeing itself further from the front of the thong.

“I’ve got an idea, Ash,” Nicola said. “Give me a minute if you will”

Nicola walked out of the curtain area and arrived back a couple of minutes later with a plate of whipped cream.

“What I would love would be if he could get on his knees and eat this cream out of our booties?” Nicola said.

“Sounds like a plan,” Ashley said, a wicked grin across her face.

What followed was an incredible sight.

Both Ashely and Nicola removed their trousers and their panties and applied the cream inside each other’s ass cheeks. They turned around and commanded me to lick them to absolute perfection.

I did exactly as they said, the whole time struggling to retain my composure as they pressed their incredible asses into my face and called me all manner of names as they did.

Sissy.

Beta wimp.

Cuck.

Tiny dicked maggot.

All the classic and typical names and phrases, perfectly designed to humiliate and degrade me, remind me of my place as I licked and sucked deep in their ass-cheeks and holes.

“Right, enough is enough, this little cock slut is enjoying this too much, Ashely suddenly declared.

“You think he needs to be put back in his place?” Nicola asked. “Because if you do, I know just how.”

Ashely nodded and Nicola got up and stuck her head out of the side of the curtain. I could hear her talking to someone but couldn’t make out the words. Moments later a large black man, dressed impeccably in a tailored suit that left little to the imagination entered the VIP area.

“Excellent, absolutely excellent, Nicola,” Ashely said. “Now, I’ll take it from here. Sissy, I want you to give this fine gentleman your very best lap dance. Now!”

I had no option but to obey.

I felt incredibly nervous, I was trying not to shake. I approached the man and with all my courage I took his large hand in my sissy hand and looked him in the eye.

“Sir, if you will take a seat,” I said.

The large man smiled and sat down in between Nicola and Ashley, both of whom were clearly impressed by this absolute specimen of alpha male superiority.

As Nicola pressed play on the VIP sound-system I began to gyrate and twist and turn on this man’s lap.

I was utterly humiliated, and I knew I was entering a new phase in my sissy journey.

I could feel the bulge in his crotch get bigger and bigger.

It felt like a giant snake down there compared to my maggot – well, there was no comparison was there?

Clearly excited, the man began to grab my thighs and use his massive physical strength to work me over his groin. We began to move and thrust in unison with each other, his power and my femininity at one. My mind went blank and all I could do was work and be worked by this total God.

Then as I reached a crescendo, I felt his dick thrust and he let out a quiet, but masculine, groan.

With that, the man got up, left his card for Ashely, and left the VIP area.

“Well done, well done indeed,” Ashely said. “What do you think, Nicola?”

“I agree, this little slut has proven herself here,” Nicola replied.

I was in total shock.

What had I just done?

I was no better than a slutty lap-dancer, in not so many words I had made a man cum!

I had used my sissy boy physique and satisfied a big strong black alpha male. I imagined that the big African god would be reporting back to his friends about the little white sissy wimp he had just used for his pleasure and I felt panicked – yet erotically overcome – by the thought that they might all charge in, ready for their turn. I wasn’t sure if I would be able to cope with any more, this had been an unprecedented step forward in my sissy development.

I suddenly felt very unsteady on my feet.

“Well, Nic, how about you treat the little sissy wimp to a release?” Ashley said. “Go on, bounce that bubble butt on his dick until he cums. Don’t worry, it should only take a minute – if that!”

Nic got on top of my dick and slid her bottom up and down my shaft.

Within seconds, the feel of her smooth powerful ass – not to mention the sight of it – had me spurting a sticky mess.

The two women laughed uproariously as Nicola made a display of her disgust at my sissy juice.

“Now, time for your starter,” Ashely said, as both her and Nicola scooped up my cum and fed it to me. This had been quite the eye-opening experience for me, and I had a feeling things would only get crazier from here. 


CHAPTER SIX

Funny how when you really want to get to sleep but just can’t.

It’s certainly annoying if you have a big meeting the next day, the kind of meeting that you know you need to nail so that you get the big bonus come the half year review.

The amount of time I’ve spent tossing and turning over the years in this exact situation. First you flip the pillows countless times from side to side. Sometimes you want it cold, then it’s too cold and you want it hot.

Life, eh?

What to do?

Ever tried counting sheep?

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

Change of tack?

Ever counted out a hundred flying strapons?

Well you can imagine the last thing I did was sleep after that. Fact is, when your body and mind does not want to go to sleep it won’t.

End of.

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

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

I could sense it, it was pointless resisting.

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

Who was I kidding, I couldn’t resist…

Thoughts of being humiliated by the incredible women in the restaurant, the large alpha male pumping his hard cock as I lap-danced for him.

Jerking off was over in a matter of seconds, my hot cum exploding onto my chest.

Of course, I drifted off to sleep happy.

Was this the definitive sign that it was really a sissy life for me from now on?


CHAPTER SEVEN

Waiting at the traffic lights it became clear that there was a problem with the traffic light itself.

Somehow, and don’t ask me I’m terrible with technical stuff like this, the lane I was in, on the far right feeding into the turn, seemed to be stuck on red.

Each other line took their turns in proceeding on to their designated destination while I and my fellow travellers were stuck.

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

But today was different, and my life was now not just about going with the flow. Ashely would be expecting me back within a reasonable time with my purchases, receipts included to make sure I hadn’t pinched the panties to avoid embarrassment, so as to ensure she could eat a timely brunch. She had emphasised several times that her belief was that good time keeping was an essential part of my position as she wanted to know that she could trust me enough to gradually give me more responsibility and even some freedom, within limits of course.

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

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

Furthermore, as it was related to a car journey, the spanking would take place in her driveway and with me bent over the front bonnet of the car itself.

Yes, the driveway was a private one – but as she said, what is to say a burly delivery man wouldn’t arrive with a package, or one of her cleaning maids might return to pick up one of their feather dusters, or possibly even she might just have a visit from a group of her equally powerful and intimidatingly buxom female business society friends?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A few minutes later I saw that a new show had started and it featured several men and women in a reality environment and they appeared to be spending less and less time wearing any clothes.

I couldn’t help but find my attention piqued by the women who seemed to have shapely bodies and weren’t shy about exposing them to raise their profile.

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

As I watched their partially nude but almost fully exposed bottoms jiggle and bounce, I felt a surge of blood to my dick. Back in the day I would have taken my lap top out and looked at porn when I felt aroused, but seeing as that was now strictly banned, this could be the closest I would get.

In a moment of madness, a kind of horny fever, I pulled the pyjamas down to my knees, lay back and stroked myself to the tune of these young women twerking and licking and sucking on their large nipples for the entertainment of the muscled men of they lived in the house with.

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

And guess what happened?

I heard a hard and fast knock on the door.

I attempted to rearrange myself as quickly as I could.

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

I leapt up in a vain attempt to pull my pyjamas back up and cover myself.

It was all too little too late.

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

“What on earth do you think you are doing you utter, utter disgrace?” Ashely said. “NO, don’t even attempt to answer. Get those pyjama bottoms off, right off, right this second and hand them to me,”

Ashely walked over and began doing the job for herself, roughly yanking the bottoms down, pushing me over on the floor with ease due to my unbalanced position, and removing the bottoms entirely.

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

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

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

I knew there was no room to bullshit.

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

I gulped and began to answer, finding myself mesmerised by the Amazonian goddess pressing down on me with her immensely powerful thighs and heavy buttocks. Her yoga pant cladded vagina was only inches away from my face and I knew she would smother me with it given any hesitation from my part.

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

Almost breaking down, half turned on and half devastated that I had gone against my keeper’s wishes, I was submitted to her entirely. 

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

“N-n-no, no I’m not. I’m sorry, I’m sorry I’m such a little wimp,” I replied. “Please, let me make it up to you mistress. I’ll do anything, anything you want,”

Genuinely desperate to please my goddess as she bounced up and down on me, laughing, gently slapping my face, I would have acquiesced to any of her commands or desires.

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

With that, she picked me up off the floor and pulled over a chair in front of the television. The reality show had now cut to a scene of one of the large men and one of the slutty women in the bedroom. They were fucking, with the woman bent over the bed and taking a pounding from behind.

Mistress roughly bent me over the chair, facing the television, then walked over to the shelf that displayed her ultimate deterrent, a large black strap on.

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

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

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

Cold air.

I felt nervous, excited, totally in a trance.

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

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

“Ooooooh, please…” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I began to stroke, repeating as instructed the line: I am a pathetic sissy who knows her place in the pecking order, as instructed.

And the thing was, as humiliating as this was, I knew it to be true.

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

“Yes, you feel degraded and humiliated by me, by this prat on the television, but you also feel turned on by us both too,” She declared. “That’s it, faster, faster, faster, faster, ooooooooooh and there it is, what a lot of mess you’ve made on your floor!”

Laughing and utterly revelling in her victory over me, she continued, “Now get on your hands and knees and lick up every drop you utter waste of space. We’ll make a good servant of you yet, but there’s a long, long way to go slutty sissy boi!”

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

But another thing was also true.

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

I knew that this would be a job I would never get sick of. I knew there would be many more tales of humiliation, punishments, and my boundaries being pushed further than I ever thought imaginable.

What would happen, not just this evening, or the next day, or back at work with her on Monday would all be revealed.

Things were bound to get more humiliating, more degrading, but I knew that this was a journey that I had to stick to, one that was probably the path I had always, deep down, desperately wanted to be on.

I was a sissy bitch, serving a beautiful, powerful, incredible mistress.

This was just how it was meant to be.
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“Well, not exactly about to run any Iron Man super triathlons are you?” She said, laughing, grabbing flesh, pulling on my nipples, giving them a slight twist as she did.

“Right, time to see what’s going on the other end, and I’m not exactly holding my breath,” Sara said, really seeming to be enjoying this. 

She adjusted her weight, raising her hips, before flipping round to face the other way.

Now facing away from me, her ass presented itself.

It was incredible, and I knew although it was the kind of booty I fantasised about, it would be too much for someone like me to handle. I simply didn’t have the sexual confidence in real life and women knew it. Clearly Sara sensed me gawping at her magnificent globes and by way of taunting me she bounced up and down a little before flexing each cheek in turn.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing at such close quarters.

I could feel myself getting incredibly hard – not that the whole experience hadn’t been a massive turn on in truth (I of course fantasised about being dominated by beautiful alpha women), but after the concussion and the winding courtesy of Sara’s knee, I had been a little out of sorts.

“Yeah, that’s it,” Sara said. “You dribble and drool over my Goddess booty. God, men are such pathetic little creatures. Well, I say men…”

Sara lent forward and roughly yanked my running shorts down.

There was a pause.

Oh no, Oh no, Oh no! I suddenly remembered. How could I be so stupid?

Well, I’ll let Sara take it from here.

“What the hell is this?” Sara exclaimed. “It would appear to me that you’re wearing a pair of women’s sports panties? Wow, I’ve caught a real whopper here haven’t I?”

Sara leant further forward and lifted my legs up with ease so that she could take a look at my bottom.

“Not just any women’s sports panties, but a fucking sports thong!” She cried out in jubilation. “We’ve got a little sissy boy!”

I couldn’t believe it.

See, the thing was, I really did like to fantasise about sissy stuff, and part of the extension to the fantasy had been to buy some panties for jerk off sessions and to secretly wear to work. And I’d treated myself to the sports thong primarily to use for my own pleasure, but today I thought it would be a thrill to come out running in it. But I had never anticipated this!

Suddenly I felt full of regret and fear at what could happen.

The sissy stuff were all only fantasies after all…

“So,” Sara said. “I’ve apprehended a flasher, and a flasher who wears women’s underwear. Well, say goodbye to your career you little panty perv.”

“No, no, please, you don’t understand,” I said, pleadingly.

“Oh, I get it,” Sara retorted. “But listen, I don’t have to tell the police…”

“Anything, anything,” I said, in a total panic at what was happening.

Maybe I should have chosen my words more carefully.

“Anything?” Sara said.

CHAPTER ONE

I put on my brand new running shoes.

I had got really into running over the course of the last few months. Despite always being more of a contact sports fan, a damned unshakeable injury had put an end to that particular passion so I was left in a position where it was either give up being in shape altogether or find something that didn’t involve regularly jarring my shoulder and lower back at a level of blunt force trauma that would shake an individual all the way back to their long lost ancestors.

Hey, I think that might even be a line from one of the Rocky movies, I’m not quite sure.

It does sound familiar.

Anyway, as I say, I needed to change up my sporting activity or I’d end up totally out of shape. And who cares if I’m using metaphors from an all time classic movie franchise to describe the situation, if it fits what I’m talking about then that sure is good enough for me.

My new running shoes, or runners as we call them in the world of running, were a lovely pair of light fitting, minimalist specialist shoes that set me back a not insignificant one hundred and twenty pounds, which actually represented a brilliant deal because I bought them on sale – their actual recommended retail price was one hundred and seventy.

Not always the best with finding the bargains, I was pleased with this purchase and took pride in having a pair of running shoes worn by some of my favourite parkour athletes and free runners.

I put them on my feet, exited my house and began running towards the starting point of my run, just down the road and into the waterside woodland area that ran alongside the edge of the city.

I wondered about getting some new aps for my tablet, but sadly couldn’t remember the names. Oh well, I had more important things to think about, and I guess if these apps were so important their names would come back to me at some point.

I arrived at the official, well official to me anyhow it’s not as if I was partaking in the New York marathon or anything like that, starting point of my run.

I stopped running and did some basic preliminary stretches to ensure that I wasn’t going to end up pulling or even straining any ligaments or other such essential bodily functions required to run distances.

Once I had completed the stretches I did a couple of power core exercises such as star jumps, burpees, and some tricep dips off the edge of a wooden bench; the reason I did the power core stuff was so that I retained my explosive power, even if it was never going to be as high level as back when I engaged in combat activities I did think it was good to have it still ticking over, especially for sprint work I may be doing during my run.

The weather was looking a lot better now, not a cloud in the sky if I’m being honest, and I was even a little worried that it might get too hot which is never ideal when running for a long distance.

That said, I wasn’t overly worried as I knew that I had hydrated properly before leaving my place and trusted my system when it came to ensuring that my h20 (water) levels were placed perfectly for me.

Anyway, I’m rambling now about the importance of water consumption and retention (somebody stop me!), but as I say – it is vital and it’s best not to forget this. The temperature was nice, my runners were looking fresh, and this long distance run was about to begin in earnest.

I honestly thought it was going to be just another run.

This would not prove to be the case, at all, in the slightest, not even remotely.

Five minutes into the run and I felt the classic sensation of my first wind running out and the sensation of my legs starting to feel the pace I had set myself. This is a common feeling for people who are either totally unfit (not me) or when you go just that little bit too hard at the start of exercise (probably me in this instance).

It would have been easy to stop and give up at that point but instead I used a little trick I had learned from an old friend of mine.

While I did slow my pace down a touch, I kept going at a decent speed and while I was doing this I ensured to hold my thumb and middle finger together in a kind of yogic style.

The effect of this was a kind of mindfulness thing that focuses the mind on a centre, like a spiritual centre if you catch my drift.

The impact of this is that it takes your mind away from what your body is telling you about being tired and needing to stop your physical activity.

Just a little trick, but it sure as hell works a treat.

Quite literally a case of mind over matter, with the effect being that you can keep on going and push through to get those gains. I did believe in the ability of the mind to push through physical situations, and this would actually help me a lot later, although I may not have realised it at the time – in this moment all I had to worry about was heavy legs!

I thought back to swimming lessons at school, which as a shy teenager I hated because it meant being exposed in small swimming shorts in front of the female swimming instructors who no doubt took great please in seeing me struggle to keep up with the pace they were demanding of me.

As much as I hated them for it, I could never stop myself from letting my mind wander to how they would punish me for failing to meet their standards.

But this, of course, is another story that suffice to say I will surely get round to telling at another point.

This story is about what happened to me on this run, a life changing experience of that there is no doubt.

I had been running for about eighteen minutes at this point and feeling good, a nice sweat building up and no aches or uncomfortable twinges rearing their ugly heads so far.

I was running on a tracked area in the woodland and enjoyed the uneven terrain – some would say it was asking for injury but I vehemently disagreed and thought it was better, actually the best, way to build up core strength and durability.

Life isn’t a smooth running track, so why only run on so called perfect surfaces if you follow my metaphor?

Anyway, I was opening out my leg stride and powering up and down the dips and rises, jumping over protruding overgrown bushes, swerving the muddy puddles, and generally running with a smile on my face.

The overhead trees were providing some much needed cover from the by this point strong sun that had come out and was showing no sign of going anywhere fast.

Don’t get me wrong, I love a tan as much as the next person, but when you are pushing your body in a sporting sense you don’t need the sceptre of sun stroke ominously hanging over you – literally!

As I say, the run was going well and I felt a good level of stamina reserves were ready and waiting to back me up should I need them at any point. I saw a little hilled area coming up, several small rises and dips in succession in fact, and thought it would be fun to sprint-jump them, really put myself to the test in terms of flexibility, balance, and explosive power.

I’d done this kind of thing before, so knew my balance was finely tuned enough to manage it.

I took aim and increased my speed, the first jump off point looming closer. I knew I had to be on point my approach, and it was all looking good, so I increased my speed to really see what I could do in this situation.

I’d always been driven by pushing myself to my physical limits and this would be a piece of absolute raw energy fermented fruit cake for an individual like me.

I was so confident I thought about throwing in a little parkour manoeuvre into it, just for flair.

Sure, only I would see it and I hadn’t brought my GoPro with me, but still, I would know.

Boy, I loved the thrill of pushing the boundaries.

I was getting closer to the jump.

Ready.

Fast.

Charged up.

Ready to power. Boost. Jump. Fly.

Arms out wide to maintain the precision of the jump.  

Then, suddenly, out of nowhere, what was happening?

Balance… gone…

Flying through the air…

Landed… wow, that hurts.

Eyes shut slowly…. Darkness.

CHAPTER TWO

I came around slowly.

Aware suddenly that I was thinking but I couldn’t see anything.

Hey, open your eyes, I thought to myself and I did.

“Oh, hello there,” Sara said.

But who was Sara? Well I can tell you what she looked like.

She was maybe five feet ten, short dark wavy hair, wearing grey cycling shorts and a tight fitting Adidas workout t-shirt. I should add some details. Her body was of the hottest, yoga teacher style imaginable. Perfectly toned, strong shoulders and legs, well defined but curvy all over. It looked like she was wearing a sports bra that was supressing a pair of pretty spectacular and juicy breasts.

Was I staring at this incredible yoga babe?

Well, at least I could use what I had by now deduced was a concussion as a credible excuse.

Couldn’t I?

“Oi, cheeky, watch where you stare!” Sara said, a wicked smile across her face.

“Oh, sorry, I think I’m just a bit…” I replied, drifting off. 

“A bit of a perv?” She retorted, friendly with a bit of menace.

Was this banter? Or was there something else going on?

I made the mistake of giving her a quick look up and down, it was involuntary – she was so hot I just couldn’t help it.

I knew what I was thinking, I’d love nothing more than getting my face buried into her hot pussy, eating it out, taking it in in all it’s yogic glory. And those titties. I’d suck on them for as long as she wanted.

Maybe I had a chance?

My hopes were soon totally wiped out and my outlook changed beyond comprehension. Catching my mind visibly wandering, Sara knee dropped herself on my stomach, totally and completely winding me.

She then dropped down again and this time stayed down, then shifting her weight up towards my shoulders.

Her cycling short clad pussy was centimetres form my face, the tight material clinging on and visibly being sucked upwards.

I was dazed by this physical attack, totally speechless and could tell my brain was being scrambled all over again.

It even crossed my mind that I was still lying there unconscious from my original fall when jogging.

But if so, was this a dream or a total nightmare?

“Now you are going to tell me a little bit about yourself you little bitch,” Sara said. “Because I could have just left you there, knocked out in the middle of the woods.”

“But, thank you, what’s-,” I tried to reply.

“Shut up!” Sara said, squeezing her thighs around my neck. “Don’t ever interrupt me again. Now as I say, I could have left you there. But I helped. And how you repay me is by perving all over my body? What an absolute joke. Well, I ‘ve had enough of being ogled at by vile men, let me tell you. Time to redress the balance, and I know just how!”

What was she talking about?

Sure, I had definitely checked her out a bit. I mean, she was hot I couldn’t deny that at all. And what did she mean by redressing the balance?

I was about to find out.

“First things first, we’re getting these clothes off,” Sara said. “And don’t even thinking about whining or complaining because I’ll be straight onto the police and saying that you exposed yourself to me and I acted in self defence and floored you. Who do you think they’ll believe? Now, let’s get this shit off.”

With that, she yanked off my t-shirt, laughing as she saw my average body.

“Well, not exactly about to run any Iron Man super triathlons are you?” She said, laughing, grabbing flesh, pulling on my nipples, giving them a slight twist as she did.

“Right, time to see what’s going on the other end, and I’m not exactly holding my breath,” Sara said, really seeming to be enjoying this. 

She adjusted her weight, raising her hips, before flipping round to face the other way.

Now facing away from me, her ass presented itself.

It was incredible, and I knew although it was the kind of booty I fantasised about, it would be too much for someone like me to handle.

I simply didn’t have the sexual confidence in real life and women knew it.

Clearly Sara sensed me gawping at her magnificent globes and by way of taunting me she bounced up and down a little before flexing each cheek in turn.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing at such close quarters.

I could feel myself getting incredibly hard – not that the whole experience hadn’t been a massive turn on in truth (I of course fantasised about being dominated by beautiful alpha women), but after the concussion and the winding courtesy of Sara’s knee, I had been a little out of sorts.

“Yeah, that’s it,” Sara said. “You dribble and drool over my Godess booty. God, men are such pathetic little creatures. Well, I say men…”

Sara lent forward and roughly yanked my running shorts down.

There was a pause.

Oh no, Oh no, Oh no! I suddenly remembered. How could I be so stupid?

Well, I’ll let Sara take it from here.

“What the hell is this?” Sara exclaimed. “It would appear to me that you’re wearing a pair of women’s sports panties? Wow, I’ve caught a whopper here haven’t I?”

Sara leant further forward and lifted my legs up with ease so that she could take a look at my bottom.

“Not just any women’s sports panties, but a fucking sports thong!” She cried out in jubilation. “We’ve got a little sissy boy!”

I couldn’t believe it.

See, the thing was, I really did like to fantasise about sissy stuff, and part of the extension to the fantasy had been to buy some panties for jerk off sessions and to secretly wear to work. And I’d treated myself to the sports thong primarily to use for my own pleasure, but today I thought it would be a thrill to come out running in it. But I had never anticipated this!

Suddenly I felt full of regret and fear at what could happen.

The sissy stuff were all only fantasies after all…

“So,” Sara said. “I’ve apprehended a flasher, and a flasher who wears women’s underwear. Well, say goodbye to your career you little panty perv.”

“No, no, please, you don’t understand,” I said, pleadingly.

“Oh, I get it,” Sara retorted. “But listen, I don’t have to tell the police…”

“Anything, anything,” I said, in a total panic at what was happening.

Maybe I should have chosen my words more carefully.

“Anything?” Sara said. “Good good, we’re on the same page. Right, you’re going to accept that now I have you, you’re mine to do with as I see fit. Yes?”

“Um, okay,” I said, the reality beginning to dawn on me that all bets were apparently off.

“Um? No, you’ll address me as Yogi Sara,” Sara said, squeezing her strong, powerful, hot thighs around my neck.

“Y-y—yes, Yogi sara, sorry Yogi Sara,” I said, struggling for breath.

“Better,” she said. “A snivelling little sissy wimp like you needs to know what is what. Now, let’s take these kinky little panties off for a moment and see what’s happening down there. Oh my God!”

Sara burst out in laughter.

It seemed like she had just heard the funniest joke of all time the way she was laughing.

“What the actual fuck is this?” She cried out, struggling to stop her laughter. “This isn’t a man’s cock, I’ve seen bigger, meatier, vegetarian cocktail sausages!”

With that, she gave my hard, bouncing, but admittedly pathetic cock some hard slaps.

She then began to squeeze and release it, alternating the slaps between each hand, effectively batting my stiff sissy dick from side to side.

And all for her amusement.

Despite the undoubted pain and excruciating humiliation, I sensed that I wasn’t far away from cumming. That would be a further humiliation, one that I wasn’t sure I could handle, not to mention the fact that I didn’t know what kind of response or punishment that would provoke form Sara.

“Well, seeing as you’re not going to answer, I’ll tell you,” Sara said. “What this is, is a beta male excuse for a penis. It’s absolutely pathetic. How the actual hell do you think you could ever satisfy a woman with this? Well I’ll tell you, you couldn’t. So what I’m saying is, you’re not really a man. And I suppose if we follow that line, it makes sense you’d be a panty wearer, doesn’t it? I said, doesn’t it?”

“Y-y-yes Yogi Sara,” I said.

This was too much, one more trigger and my little cock would explode, I just knew it.

I was finding all of this a massive turn on.

I knew I had fantasised about it, but the reality was I was enjoying it more than I could have ever imagined. But I was still scared about where this could go.

I was totally under Sara’s control, any whim, any command, I knew I had to follow.

“Good,” Sara said. “Now, as much of a non-event as this excuse for a man’s dick is, I assume it still produces spunk and I get a feeling you’re not a million miles away from making a right little sissy mess all over yourself. So, with that in mind. Let’s get on with it and get it out of the way. But it’s on my terms.”

What did she mean?

I was about to find out.

Sara stood up and removed her cycling shorts to reveal her own tiny, pink panty thong. It was high cut with a tiny front piece, not dissimilar to a pair I owned actually.

She took the thong off and bent down and stuffed it on my mouth.

I could taste and smell her pussy.

She laughed and took the panties out, placing them over my head.

This was so embarrassing.

She was taking photos on her mobile at each stage of all this. She mentioned it would help me understand and remember who my real boss was. In other words, it ensured that for as long as she wanted me, I was hers and there was nothing I could do about it.

“No,” Sara declared, “I want you to stand up, keeping those panties on your head, and jump up and down for my amusement. If the panties fall, then expect a fucking punishment you little bitch!”

I did what I was told, all the time feeling my stiff cock slap against my stomach, much to her clear delight.

“Now wiggle your hips slut,” She cried out, laughing.

This was so humiliating, I was naked, panties on my head, being exposed and degraded by a woman I had only met an hour ago.

“Now get on your knees and crawl over here,” Sara commanded. “Suck on my toes, really make me believe it, show me what a sissy boi slut you are.”

I did as I was told and got to work on sucking her toes.

“Ha ha, to me it seems like you’re enjoying this,” Sara said. “What are you, some kind of sissy wannabe cock sucker?”

I didn’t answer.

A mistake on my part.

“Okay, I’ll take your silence as an admission of guilt you little cock craver,” Sara exclaimed. “We’ll be advancing that subject later, don’t you worry. Now, on your knees and pump your dick in between my thighs, just above my knees.”

I did as I was told, and almost as soon as I began to pump my hard dick in between her sculpted, strong, but soft yoga legs, I felt myself explode my sticky cum.

Now I was gyrating and twitching involuntarily, totally lost in the moment.

Sara stepped back, laughing, and kicked me to the ground.

“Well that was pathetic, wasn’t it?” She said. “Absolutely what I expected I suppose, but what a total sissy, beta, excuse for the male form I have here. Now, get off the floor and come over here to clean your disgusting mess of your Goddess’ inner thighs.”

I did as I was told, making sure to use my tongue to lap up all of my cum.

“Now,” Sara said. “We’re going to exchange details so that I can contact you when I need to summon you for your punishment, your tutoring, the beginning of the next step in your sissy life. And listen, I may be tough on you, I may be cruel, I may humiliate you beyond anything you’ve ever thought possible. But I’ll be doing it to make you the best sissy yogi’s assistant ever. Now, put your black thong back on and run home. No shorts, just the thong and your t-shirt. Maybe some big alpha men will see you, maybe not. So you better run fast.”

I was scared, excited, confused.

I did what I was told and ran as fast as I could all the way home.

This wasn’t the end, it was the beginning, and I could only imagine what would happen next.


CHAPTER THREE

Well, time passed, and it was now a few days later.

I laced up my running shoes and did some preliminary stretches outside of my house.

One of my neighbours, a real motor mouth, came over and I groaned inwardly as I knew that this was ten minutes of my life I was never getting back.

Seriously, this man would talk and talk and talk, about anything at all and almost always nothing remotely interesting. But I always considered myself a polite person who didn’t like to hurt the feelings of others so I said hi and asked him how he was, knowing full well that this would mean a long monologue was incoming.

And guess what? I was right.

Geoff Cropse-Bean began talking about his planned next extension at the rear of his house. I’ll spare you the full A to Zee of what was being done at Villa de Geoff but long story short, he was getting an extension to his kitchen and was currently in the midst of a dilemma over whether to stick to his original plan of a flat roof extension or in actual fact opt for the sloping option.

Geoff decided to run through both pros and cons for each type of roof.

Oh lord have mercy upon my soul!

By the time he was finished I felt like I could conceivably work as a roof salesperson, if such a job existed in the real world.

Well, I’ve come this far in the story of Geoff’s dilemma I may as well tell you the outcome: he had indeed decided to go for the flat roof option.

Wow.

Did this guy really expect me to care?

I mean, if Geoff knew what I had experienced I very much doubt he would think that his trivial issue would be of the slightest bit of interest.

Anyway, as I say, I like to think of myself as a polite person and I nodded and asked appropriate questions all the while counting the time down until he would finish and let me get on with my day. Ultimately, he did, and he walked away to no doubt harangue another one of our neighbours.

Oh well, this is what happens when you live on a street with a decent sense of community – some good points but also some somewhat irritating aspects also.

But truly is there such a thing as a perfect place to live?

I doubt it.

The fact that as annoying as Geoff was I knew that he would also do me a favour if I asked, or keep an eye out on my place when he was away, that I could genuinely see was a really positive thing. I think things like this can often go unnoticed, expect in their absence. For example, I had been away for a few days and a group of idiotic youths had decided to tear up and down our street tipping the rubbish bins over.

Well, this had happened to my bin and Geoff had taken upon himself to help out and put mine back up, clearing the debris that had fallen out of it. For this, I was very grateful. Had he not done it, not only would it have probably remained like that, it would have been a real downer to return to.

But, saying all this, he was still really annoying – but I guess the kind of annoying that you can just about put up with given that there are positive to the person too.

Anyway, I finished my stretches and began a slow jog back towards the park.

On my slow jog I remembered that I had arranged to meet a friend next week to watch a new superhero movie.

Now don’t get me wrong, I do enjoy watching the latest adventures of Ironman, Spiderman, Batman and so on, but recently I had been feeling a bit fatigued with the absolute deluge of movies that were coming out.

It was almost becoming a full time hobby to keep up with every single itineration of the Marvel expanded universe movies. And again, it’s not that I thought they were bad movies, far from it, I think I just felt that they were a bit of a much of a muchness, if you know what I mean. Marvel had found a formula that worked, both in terms of box office receipts and in terms of keeping the majority of the core comic book fans happy.

What I felt this led to was a kind of formulaic feel that kinda made the movies quite generic in their tone.

On the other hand, there were exceptions such as the second Thor movie that took it to a different place, a bit kookier and more mythic. Outside of the Marvel Studios films there were nice touches like the Logan Wolverine film, the Nolan Batman films of course were excellent – but the new DC cannon was mixed at best! Personally I enjoyed Batman vs Superman but I can accept that a lot, and I mean a lot, of people hated it.

What I’d always yearned for as a kid was these kinds of movie, and now they were happening I was quibbling about them. Perhaps this was a sign that I was getting old, I mean really who are these movies aimed at?

I guess they strike a balance – and maybe therefore a compromise – by appealing to kids and adults alike.  

Maybe I was thinking about it too much and I should just shut up and either go and enjoy the movie for what it was, or just make the simple choice to not bother watching them?

Life is full of these kinds of choice isn’t it?

Probably best not to let the little things like this dominate your thoughts too much, especially when you never know what kind of big, life changing experience could be about to happen to you, as I had found out.


CHAPTER FOUR

I began my run in earnest by starting slowly to avoid any kind of injury; as I say, I had had a long history of strains, fractures, and ligament damage from my past as a high level contact sports player, so it was important to me to leave those injuries behind in case I suffered from conditions such as arthritis later in life.

It was a hot day that day, the sun was high in the sky and I think the temperature was topping out at about eighty degrees. I was a fan of the sun, a real sun worshipper if you will; what I enjoyed about the sun, and being out in it, was that energising feeling you get from its rays.

I’m pretty certain it is a medical fact that while over exposure can be damaging, a responsible level of sun exposure can provide you with a super charged amount of vitamin D and also work wonders for your mental health.

Now combine the sun with physical exercise and it is actually a combination that can massively, and I mean massively, boost your health and wellbeing.

All of this meant that as I ran I allowed my mind to open up to the notion that this activity was doing me good, both physically and spiritually.

I began to deviate from the smooth tarmacked part of the woodland and onto the rougher woodland path.

I enjoyed the shade that it provided and I also enjoyed the deviation from the monotony of the smooth track and into the up and down and bumps of the woodland ground.

I began to jump over stray branches, dodge around overgrown bramble bushes, and sprint jump over muddy puddles.

Of course I knew how close I was to the area where I had had my experience, but I didn’t think it was possible for anything like that to happen again so I put it out of my mind and carried on running.

I felt a buzzing in my pocket and stopped running.

It was my mobile phone and it had received a message.

This was strange, I didn’t recognise the sender.

The message was an emoji of a person running.

Huh, must be from one of my work colleagues and they have a new phone but haven’t informed me of their new number or had the basic decency to sign their name at the end of the message, I thought.

This explanation made perfect sense as I had been telling my work colleagues about my work regimen, although of course I did not go into any details regarding my more extreme experience last time, so it made perfect logical sense that one of them on their new phone would message me around this time.

Well, I put it out of my mind and carried on running until I was out of breath and decided to take a moment to walk for a while.

Some people swear by running and not stopping but in actual fact it is of far more value to run as hard as you can, stop briefly, walk for a bit, then run hard again.

It’s all about getting that heart rate up and down. And let me tell you, my heart rate was about to go into orbit. Now maybe it was the intensity of what had happened with Sara, or maybe it was the concussion, but I had almost put it out of my mind and written it off as a fantasy. After all, I hadn’t heard from her since the experience, so maybe it hadn’t actually happened?

Who was I kidding?

As I was running, I suddenly had to bring myself to a sudden stop as none other than Sara, this time with another woman, stepped out of the trees and blocked me, both standing with their hands on their impressive yoga pant clad legs.

“Hello my sissy, did you get my text?” Sara said.

Of course, she had been watching me.

The experience hadn’t been a concussion induced fantasy, which I deep down always knew to be the case. Instinctively, I got down on my knees and lowered my head to show humility.

“Yes, Yogi Sara, I got your text,” I said.

“Wow, I’m impressed,” Sara said. “Seems like our little encounter has left a lasting impression on you my little slut. But how rude of me, I haven’t introduced you to my trainee. Would you like to meet her?”

“Yes Yogi Sara, I would be honoured,” I replied.

“This, sissy, is Yogi Tiffany,” Sara said. “I am training her in the ways of yoga, and the ways of female superiority of men, especially sissy beta fags like you. She will be taking a full part in today’s session, is that understood?”

“Yes, of course Yogi Sara,” I said. “Anything to please you would be my honour.”

I really couldn’t believe how subservient I was being, how little resistance I was providing. After all, I had had only one experience with Sara, and here she was with another yogi, presumably ready to put me through another raft of humiliation and degradation.

First though, a little about Tiffany.

She was younger than Sara, probably in her early twenties. She had dark hair, olive skin, and was a fuller figure than Sara, and a little shorter. She was quite frankly incredible and her wicked grin displayed a youthful enthusiasm, albeit it made me feel nervous for what could happen when the yogis outnumbered me two to one.

Sara and Tiffany walked into a small cleared area of woodland, and I followed behind them on all fours.

I looked up at their bottoms, both full and toned with that special jiggle that was always guaranteed to set my pulse racing, and get my sissy cock rock hard.

These two women were the definition of femininity, but a powerful and strong kind that was easily more than a match for a beta male like me.

“We’re going to start as we mean to go along, slut,” Sara declared. “Get over here, now!”

I crawled over to them and found my face being pushed to within millimetres of Tiffany’s large, bulbous rear.

Sara gripped me by the hair and began her commands.

“Sniff her bottom,” Sara exclaimed. “It’s not a fucking request, it’s an order. Sniff it in. Good. Now, Yogi Tiffany, lower your trousers and command the sissy as we discussed earlier. Remember, this is all part of your training.”

I was a little unsure of this development.

I could get my head round taking orders from Yogi Sara, but I didn’t know about Yogi Tiffany.

How wrong I was to even doubt her though.

Tiffany pulled down her yoga pants to just beneath her large cheeks. They wobbled and then settled, protruding magnificently, totally bare.

“Listen up geek,” Tiffany declared confidently. “Get that little nose of yours right up in between my cheeks and smell me. I want to hear you sniffing as if your life depends on it. Do it now!”

I did as I was told and as I was doing it I could feel Sara removing my running shorts. I was wearing a pink pair of women’s work out panties. They were tight, had a thong back, and left little to the imagination.

“Good,” Tiffany said. “Now my little bitch boy, I want you to get that tongue to work on my arsehole. Flick it around and up and down and then stick it right in.”

I followed her instructions to the letter.

In truth I was completely impressed and bowled over by her authority. I struggled to believe that she was new to this. She seemed like an absolute master dominator.

Tiffany then turned around and flexed her pussy into my face so hard I fell to the ground. As I was lying on the floor she circled me, kicking me, laughing as she did.

She was loving this.

As I say, clearly born into it, a total natural.

“Sissy boy, get up if you can!” Tiffany declared triumphantly as my weak attempts to stand up were met with kicks and pushes that kept me on the ground.

I felt that my dick had come out of the panties and went to put it back in.

“Oh no you don’t, you sad little pervert,” Tiffany declared. “Keep that sissy clitty out and let me inspect it a little closer.”

I did as I was told and lay there, my hard cock free from the pink panties.

I looked over to Sara who seemed amused by the whole thing.

Amused and impressed it should be added.

Tiffany knelt down and began to casually flick my dick head with her fingers, laughing as she did it. She then spat on the head and slapped it several times.

“Yogi Sara was right, this really can’t be classed as a man’s cock,” Tiffany said. “It’s just pathetic, I probably wouldn’t even feel it going inside me and I’ve got a lovely tight little pussy too. Now tell me, how pathetic is your cock?”

I looked over to Sara, I wasn’t sure I could do this. But Sara merely looked back at me sternly and I knew that I was expected to answer as fully and honestly as I could.

“I have a tiny little dick,” Yogi Tiffany, I said. “It’s a beta cock for a beta sissy, no woman would have any interest in it other than for making fun of it and humiliating me about. Real men would laugh at it compared to their big monster cocks.”

“Woah, who said anything about other men?” Tiffany said, a wicked smile crossing her mouth.

“I-I-, you said-,” I tried to reply.

“No,” Tiffany cut across. “No, you came up with that yourself. Looks like you’re not just a sissy for strong woman, you’re a sissy for big alpha men too. Tell me, do you see men in the gym changing rooms and stare at their big tree trunk willies? Do you think about what it would feel like to put your lips on their cocks and swallow their juice? Do you have to run to the toilet and wank that little thing, imagining that all the big strong men might take you right there and then in the changing room?  Ha ha, I do expect answers here sissy…”

Again, I looked over to Sara.

“Sissy! Stope hesitating, this is part of your training as much as Yogi Tiffany’s,” Sara said.

I knew I couldn’t mess with Sara.

Or Tiffany for that matter. 

“Y-y-yes, Yogi Tiffany,” I said. “I do look at the big willies in the changing room, and I do imagine them getting hard and me kissing them and licking them, helping them to grow. I-I-I-I then imagine the big strong men start to pat my bottom, squeeze it, spread it open, begin telling me that I’m a sissy cuckold beta boy. I imagine that I’m made to dance for the men, bounce and grind on their laps as they put their hands all over me…”

At this point I felt my cock explode, spurting all over my stomach and into my cupped hands.

Tiffany and Sara were now standing side by side, recording every humiliating moment of my confession and ensuing sissy splurge.

They looked at each other before stripping.

They pushed me to the ground and began to take it in turns to ride my face until they powered to orgasm time and time again until they were satisfied.

They were already soaking wet when they initially sat on my face and I knew that I was turning them on with my confession. This in itself turned me on but it also made me worry about whether one day they would make me convert this fantast of mine into a reality.

It both scared and turned me on in equal measure.

Once they had finished using my face for their pleasure, they ordered me to stand before them, my hands on my head and my sissy cock pointing right out towards them.

“So, tell me boy,” Sara said. “Have you enjoyed being degraded and humiliated by Yogi Tiffany? It certainly looks like you have.”

“Yes Yogi Sara,” I said. “It has been a pleasure to serve her.”

“Well,” Sara said, turning to Tiffany. “It seems like you have convinced this little weakling. And I must say I did rate how you handled this sad little specimen. It wasn’t perfect, and I’ll sort that out by giving you a good spanking later. The slut won’t get to see that, don’t worry. Well, not this time at least.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing and furthermore the thought of Sara spanking Tiffany’s big, sculpted ass made me cum right there on the spot.

“Haha! Now,” Tiffany, Sara said. “What you are witnessing is the purest form of sissygasm. But his next step is to learn to only cum on command. Let’s punish him. Double spanking, hard, no mercy. Grab him for me.”

What followed was a long, hard, relentless spanking.

After it was over I was told to jog home, and as with last time all I had for modesty was my t-shirt and my tiny thong.

As I left to their cheers and wolf whistles, I was totally dazed and blown away again by what had happened.

I could only wonder what the next adventure of degradation and humiliation would be at the hands of Yogi Sara, Yogi Tiffany, and who knows who else…


CHAPTER FIVE

I knew I had about half an hour to get to my destination.

My bicycle was in good condition, a real smooth ride that could take me from A to B in an easy, quick style.

It wasn’t exactly top of the range of course, I didn’t have anywhere near the disposable income to be able to shell out for some super highly rated, feather light turbo road flyer that would probably cost close enough to the gross domestic product of a small developing country in the continent of Africa.

For me, it was a case of looking through the second hand bargains on my local online advertiser and finding what I could for less than a cool one hundred.

Which, as it goes, I did manage to do – and have some change left over to boot!

My trusted ride set me back seventy five (I used the remaining twenty five from my budget to go towards a service at my local bike shop, well worth the money to get it tuned up to really great working order) and was so far proving to be worth every penny.

It also came with a surprisingly high level bike lock thrown in for free, and I wasn’t about to miss out on that opportunity as a lock of this quality would normally retail at significantly more than I’d paid for the bike itself.

I shifted gear to match the fact I was now cycling up a bit of an incline and felt happy that my legs weren’t having to pump any harder and I could continue to basically cruise it on the way to my destination.

I looked up at the sky and the sun was out and to top that little bit of happiness off, there also weren’t any clouds.

This was kinda surprising as my iPhone app had suggested that there could be rain later in the day.

Well, if there was rain on the way I certainly couldn’t see where it would be coming from at this stage. Everything was looking up as I continued my journey. 

I began to wonder about what kind of holiday I would like to go on next. I suppose money is always in a factor in thinking about where you want to go, because let’s get real for a moment, unless you are personal friends with Sir Richard Branson then a two week stay at the fabulous Necker Island is probably out of your price range, well, it certainly was mine!

But that’s not to say I hadn’t been on any plush holidays in my time.

I recalled staying in a rather lovely villa that was secluded, had its own pool (plus outdoor shower area), and all the comforts you would expect inside the villa itself. It was quite an expensive holiday in truth, but the privacy afforded certain luxuries and extravagances that you can’t (most of the time) get away with at your bog standard all inclusive four star package hotel holiday.

Of course, I had been on some decent package holidays too, on a variety of budgets from cheap as chips (a British saying popularised by an eccentric television presenter who assessed the value of old rubbish for a living – nice work if you can get it though, I must admit) to touching the higher echelons of my affordability scale.

I think there was always merit to be found in wherever I went, even in the foibles of individual hotels that perhaps were on the cheaper side. That is not to say that expensive places didn’t have their own uniquely weird approaches to certain things too, as I am sure you can imagine.

Anyway, as I say, I was pondering where to go next. I had never been to the Caribbean before, you know the likes of Jamaica or Barbados and they were definitely appealing to me for a variety of reasons I am sure you can work out for yourselves. I wasn’t quite sure if my budget would stretch to that at the moment, but maybe I pondered there would be a way of earning my keep while I was there, to cover the excess that was out of my financial reach?

Again, I am sure you can work out what I mean.

Perhaps I would have to keep the holiday closer, or maybe even try something snow based?

That could be pretty sweet, I thought.

I’d never been on a skiing holiday before, maybe I could give it a try and see what really goes on après ski.

Again though, ski holidays were notoriously expensive and many people only were able to go by supplementing their income by working as chalet boys or girls. I could imagine the appeal there, plenty of interesting adventures I am sure would unfurl themselves to me in such a situation.

What would I do?

Well, there were many options, and many exciting possibilities of what I would experience when I was there.

I shifted my gear into a lower gear as I began the actually quite steep descent down the hill I had just climbed.

It was a strange feeling to see the steeper drop on the other side, it didn’t make sense to me geographically but then again, geography was never my strongest subject at school, I don’t know what it was, I just found it really really boring. It made me think about how dull all the geography students were who I met at university; I wonder if they are all geography teachers now?

Probably boring the absolute pants off all of their students no doubt!

I didn’t let this unwelcome mental diversion ruin the great feeling of a downhill cruise.

Purists will explode in rage at a statement like this, but I love to let the bike do all the work when going down hill, so absolutely no peddling for as long as possible, let nature and mechanics take their course and enjoy the wind in your face and the feel of it flowing through you.

I found my speed increasing and I couldn’t help but smile for a moment as I looked around and saw all the commuters stuck in their cars, probably listening to some middle of the road indie dirge that was being played on a popular radio station or maybe even through their connected device, a bland recommendation from a friend or member of their family.

But who was I to judge someone based on their musical taste?

Live and let live and all that jazz (other genres are available!)

Well, I’m getting my musical metaphors mixed up to a grand scale here, but I think you know what I mean. I applied a touch of pressure on my breaks, only a small amount, as I was aware that my speed was increasing to a point where perhaps I didn’t feel completely comfortable and one hundred percent in control.

The last thing I wanted was an accident. 

I guess some people could say I was a cautious kind of a guy. I’m not sure I would agree entirely with that sentiment, but certainly you could say in this instance that my decision to slow down was an acquiescence to caution that would not have looked out of place if it was being taken by a rather cautious individual.

The thing is, I have seen the damage that serious cycling accidents can do and the level of bone shattering and skin peeling that can happen. Also I must in a moment of mea-culpa confess that I was not wearing a cycle helmet.

I was fully aware that a high speed splat on the road when hitting the kind of speed I was cruising down hill could have potentially fatal consequences.

When I remember my old friend Oxley, a fine cyclist and all round athlete in his prime, and what happened to him when he cycled too fast and was faced with an on coming truck on a country road.

No, he didn’t die, but in saving himself from a cataclysmic crash he managed to end up being projected over a farm fence and into a field full of cows.

Cows, friendly creatures right? Absolutely.

But Oxley ended up in a giant pile of manure with a broken leg.

He was there for five hours, almost entirely submerged, in pain and involuntarily retching due to the awful smell of the cow excrement. The sad thing is, Oxley was actually in training for a huge cycle event at university that had he performed up to expectation could have seen him offered sponsorship and the potential to go professional once he had graduated, or maybe even before that as in during his studies.

What a shame, and I have always felt that he wasn’t the same person after.

I began to see a bitter streak to him that would reveal itself in jealous comments and mood swings that after a while got a bit tiring and made me not want to hang out with him.

We lost touch and I know only occasionally see an update on a poorly kept up Facebook account.

I Googled him and saw he worked for a debt management agency.

How depressing, and absolutely not a fate I would ever want to find myself existing in, if you can call that even existing.  

Now, I wasn’t anywhere near a field of cows and their waste, but the point stood: I was going to choose caution over an accident, every single day of the damn week. I held the brakes until I was happy with the reduced speed and cruised until I got on the flat. I was only a few minutes away from my destination now and felt ready for anything.

Well, at least that’s what I felt at the time. 


CHAPTER SIX

I pulled my bicycle into the driveway of the bog-standard suburban bungalow driveway.

This house looked normal, run of the mill.

I had been called over to look at giving a quote for some landscaping work in the garden, a past time of mine that I used to earn some extra money as I saved up to go travelling across South America.

This job was slightly different though.

It was recommended to me by Yogi Sara, who had continued to train me in the ways of sissydom.

This made me feel a little nervous about who the client would be, and what extent of knowledge she would have about my relationship with Sara.

I walked up to the front door and was a little taken aback as the door opened to reveal an absolutely incredible looking woman. She was a little older than me, probably in her forties maybe, but she looked incredible, absolutely pristine.

What was also noticeable was how she managed to combine being very curvy in all the right places with also being massively athletic at the same time.

How did I know this?

Well, it could be something to do with the figure hugging one piece leotard she was wearing, all in black with a pair of tiny gym short covering her lower half.

I must have been staring too hard.

“Keep your eyes on my face,” She said. “You’d better follow me before your jaw hits the floor, and no looking at my booty either.”

I couldn’t believe how she had just spoken to me!

But I already felt helpless and quite scared of this woman, it was like she knew exactly what buttons to press.

She walked into the garden and I must admit I did take a long look at her bottom. It was large and clearly she knew how to squat and spent time perfecting her technique.

Her long legs were muscular and well tanned. I was in heaven, but also somewhat unsettled by her aggressive approach to me, a total stranger.

“Right, this is the garden. I want an overhaul as per the plans in my email. I also want it done for free,” She said.

“Excuse me?” I replied, totally shocked.

“Free? Gratis? Zero cost? Come on, you don’t see what’s happening here?” She said.

I really didn’t know what the hell was happening.

This was insane.

A garden like this would be at least a thousand pounds worth of my time and effort to re-jig.

“Look,” She said. You may not be aware, but I happen to be friends with Elizabeth Masters, your neighbour…

And with this, I knew exactly what was happening and my heart did a total flip. Elizabeth Masters lived near me and had caught me being paraded in my garden by Yogi Sara. What followed was a double domination session that involved lots of face riding, spanking, and humiliation in front of Elizabeth’s own gardener, a rather buff and masculine man called Harris.

I’ll leave the rest to your imagination.

Well, Elizabeth and Sara – or it could have been either – must have filled this woman in on what kind of activity I got up to when I wasn’t trimming hedges.

“Ah, She said, I see the realisation is dawning on you now,” she said. “Well, let’s not bother denying anything and get right into things. Strip naked and don’t even bother resisting me or there will be hell to pay, and you know it.”

I did know it.

Elizabeth had threated to report me to the police if I ever disobeyed her, and I could safely assume that this applied to this situation too. Ditto Yogi sara.

I began to take my clothes off in the garden, feeling totally exposed and humiliated as I did.

Removing my trousers I revealed a high cut red thong that I had been wearing that day.

“Ha! Elizabeth and Sara were right about you,” She said. “Nothing more than an out and out little sissy boi. Well, I hope you asked permission to wear these panties, otherwise I believe you’ll be in line for an extra dose of punishment, won’t you?”

“Y-y-y-es,” I said. This was terrible, I actually hadn’t requested to wear panties today, something that Sara insisted I do – a text to state my request and confirm my status as a pure panty slut.

I knew I would be in for more trouble later.

“Oh, and you’ll address me as Mrs Williams from now on,” She said. “I don’t expect any trouble from you. Now, before you get to work on the early digging out work – which you will do butt naked so as not to spoil your little panties – I want to make sure you will be obedient and do exactly as I tell you. This garden is important to me and I will only accept the best standards. Now, get on your hands and knees and crawl behind me.”

“Yes Mrs Williams,” I said.

I dropped down and began to crawl behind her as she walked over to a bench in the corner of the garden.

I knew I shouldn’t but I couldn’t help look up towards her muscular, toned calves and thighs, her gently wobbling bottom, her small waist, her smart short blond hair.

This woman was incredible and in truth, I knew I was lucky to be serving her.

I only hoped that she would go a bit easier on me than Yogi Sara did.

“Right, stand up and face me, hands on your head,” Mrs Williams said.

I stood in front of her, hands on head. I went bright red as I realised that I had an erection. I knew I shouldn’t have been looking up at her admiringly as I crawled behind her.

Instinctively I went to cover my dick which had popped out the side of the tiny panties.

“Don’t you dare!” Shouted Mrs Williams.

She slapped my hand away and began to slap my hard cock.

“Don’t you dare cover yourself up without my permission ever again!” She said. “I own you while you are on my property and you will do only as I say! Understood? Or do I need to keep slapping this stupid little tiny sausage?”

“No, no, I am sorry Mrs Williams,” I cried out. “I won’t do it again, I am sorry, please, please, I promise, I will only do what I am told, you are my mistress, please!”

Mrs Williams stopped and began laughing.

“Well, didn’t take much to break you, did it?” She said. “Good, saves time I suppose. Now, just to make sure that the message is received loud and clear I want you over my lap for a proper spanking.”

Mrs Williams sat down on the bench and roughly pulled me over her lap.

What happened next was a long hard spanking.

When I began to cry out too much for her liking she pulled my thong off and stuck it in my mouth, shouting at me to keep the noise down unless I wanted more.

I could only wonder whether her neighbours could hear this – or even whether they were looking over their fences to witness my total humiliation!

“Now, I think that’s enough,” She said. “I don’t want you unable to do today’s work. Get up and show me your bottom. Hmmmm, it’s very red. I think I need to cool it down.”

She picked up a garden hose and began to spray my naked bottom with cold water. The cool water certainly helped with the pain, but then it seemed like she had a moment of inspiration.

“Boy, you remind me of a tart in a wet t-shirt contest,” She said. “Wiggle that bottom for me as I soak you! Yes, wiggle it, faster, faster! Ha ha, what a sight. You really do suit being a slutty sissy. Sara and Elizabeth were right about you. Now, bend right over so I can shoot some of this lovely cold water right at your hole. I’ve been inspired by some of the videos I’ve seen you perform in!”

Videos? Oh no, she really had been fully informed. Was there any humiliation of mine that she hadn’t seen?

I couldn’t believe it, this was incredibly degrading.

I was nothing more than a piece of meat for her entertainment.

I bent over and spread my cheeks, accepting the cold water spurt, much to her amusement.

“Wow, absolutely pathetic,” She said.

Mrs Williams stopped the water and roughly threw me to the ground.

She began to press her bare foot on my cock. It didn’t take long before it was hard again. She began to delight in calling me names. All of the classics, all of them focussed on my hard, but still very small, dick.

Maggot.

Noodle.

Pin-dick.

Wimp.

Beta boy.

In truth, this made me harder, more excited.

“Ooooh, do you enjoy the humiliation?” She asked. “Of course you do, you’re a beta boy, a total wimp loser who loves nothing more than being dominated and humiliated by an alpha woman like me. Maybe I should invite my neighbours over to see exactly what I am dealing with? What do you think?”

“P-p-p-p-please, no, Mrs Williams, I’ll do anything,” I pleaded. 

“Right, well, let’s see about that,” She replied, a look of pure dominance on her face.

She walked over to me and grabbed me by my dick.

What was going on?

“You’ve got a minute to pump your useless cummies,” She commanded. “And as you pump I want you repeat everything I say. Understand? Any hesitation and I will be ensuring that the police hear all about the gardener who exposed his pathetic little willy to me on a routine quote. Ha ha, yes, I am not to be messed with. Now, are you ready?”

I knew I had no choice but to follow her instructions.

I nodded in the affirmative and said Yes, Mrs Williams, I am ready to do as I am told.

“You are a panty pervert,” She said.

“I am a panty pervert,” I replied as I pumped my erection into her hand.

“Your cock is a useless joke,” She said.

“My cock is a useless joke,” I replied.

“You are a born sissy wimp,” She said.

“I am a born sissy wimp,” I replied, still pumping, but now feeling close to making a mess.

“You deserve to be humiliated and punished,” She said, squeezing my hard cock.

“I deserve to be humiliated and punished,” I replied, shooting a massive spurt of semen onto the grass lawn, pumping my body vigorously to make sure it all came out.

Mrs Williams began laughing but continued to squeeze and jerk my cock dry. She then threw me to the floor, my face landing right in the mess I had created.

“Well, that took even less than I expected,” She said. “You really are a pathetic excuse for a man aren’t you? Answer me!”

“Yes, I am a pathetic excuse for a man, Mrs Williams,” I said.

“Now, eat all that cum up and get on with your work,” Se replied. “I’m going out for the afternoon so you can let yourself out when you are done, and don’t think for a second about putting any clothes on, you’ll be working either naked or pantied in my house!”

After watching me eat up all of the cum from the grass, Mrs Williams did indeed leave and I was left to finish the work for the day.

It was hard going, and I was mentally exhausted from what had just happened.

I also felt the humiliation of working naked, too ashamed to look around to see whether any prying eyes were looking down on me from the neighbouring houses.

I knew that this wouldn’t be the last humiliation I would face in the hands of Mrs Williams.

A thought that both scared and turned me on in equal measure.


CHAPTER SEVEN

As I cycled back to my apartment I found myself struggling to maintain my usual excellent form.

This bicycle that had served me so well was seemingly now a wobbling, unsteady pile of total garbage.

Maybe it is true what they say, a bad workman blames his tools.

Or maybe it should be a spanked sissy struggles to cycle?

It really was likely it was the fact that I was completely shaken up by the events I had experienced, so much so that even the basic act of mounting and riding a bicycle, something I had been able to do to no little proficiency since childhood, was now proving to be a huge struggle.

Just as I was crossing the road adjacent to the road that was opposite my road, so in other words, the road before the road that would take me home, I noticed a small clue as to what was maybe to come.

I saw a familiar looking car make the turn that I was about to take.

I couldn’t quite place where I had seen the car before, and probably I hadn’t and it was my mind playing tricks on me, but something about it jogged something in my head.

What an odd day, all of these strange moments almost certainly happening because of my earlier experience which I am sure you will agree would be enough to send anyone’s head into a spin.

Anyway, more about this familiar car. It was a large black car with tinted windows. I think it was a Mercedes Benz, and it looked like a top end one with tinted windows and alloy wheels that would put the finest Hollywood limousine to shame.

Thing is, plenty of cars like this in this area, I knew that I saw them all the time so almost certainly this was just another.

I arrived home and locked my bike on the railings at the front of the property and entered through the front door and walked into my ground floor apartment. Just as I was about to shut the door behind me I felt a presence, or should that be presences, standing behind me.

I turned around and it was Yogi Sara, Elizabeth, my incredibly dominant neighbour, and she had brought with her Mrs Williams! I nearly passed out on the spot.

“Well, aren’t you going to invite us in boy?” Elizabeth said, a wicked grin on her face.

“Yes, we need to have a word with you,” Mrs Williams added, a strong hint of menace in her voice.

“Now, slut!” Yogi Sara demanded.

And with that, the three powerful, tall, beautiful women pushed past me and walked into my living room.

For a moment I hesitated at the door, unsure what to do.

Then my training under Elizabeth kicked in and I dropped to the floor and crawled over to her feet and waited for them to address me.

“Good, better late than never,” Elizabeth said. “You see Mrs Williams, this is what is achievable after a few hard sessions of humiliation. But one question sissy, why are you still in your clothes?”

Elizabeth suddenly seemed angry and I felt her pick me up by my belt loops before throwing me away from her.

I landed on my back and quickly began to take my clothes off without hesitation.

I had already had one hard spanking today, I didn’t want another.

Then I remembered, I was still wearing the red thong from earlier. And I hadn’t asked permission to wear it!

I paused for a second.

“Don’t bother, slut,” Sara said. “Mrs Williams has already filled me in on your sissy knickers. Now I know you are a sissy and this is what sissies wear, but you know full bloody well that you are to text me for permission every single time you put on women’s panties. Don’t you? Answer me!”

“Y-y-y-yes, Yogi Sara”, I said. “I’m sorry, I forgot this once, please…”

“Oh shut up,” She replied. “Shut up and get across our laps.”

Elizabeth and Mrs Williams took a seat next to Sara on my large Habitat sofa and beckoned me across their strong laps. Each one of them was wearing what could be described as smart but casual floral print trousers. As I lay myself across their laps I could feel my dick, still inside the thong, press and rub across their strong legs.

It sent a shiver down my spine and a surge of powerful excitement.

I had never been spanked by three women at once and was equally nervous and turned on at what would sure to be a painful and humiliating experience.

“Is it normal for him to get his little will so hard before a spanking?” Mrs Williams asked.

It was as if I wasn’t even there.

“Yes,” Elizabeth replied. “Although by the time we really get his sissy bottom warmed up you’ll find it shrinks back down to a totally pathetic size, even less impressive than it is when it’s stiff!”

“Oh dear, what a pathetic specimen of manhood,” Mrs Williams laughed.

“Now, let’s get started,” Sara said. “We’ll rotate the spanks as and when we need a rest, making sure to get full coverage of course.”

The spanking became painful very quickly.

Six hands were certainly more potent than two.

I began to squirm but found myself held down at the shoulders by Mrs Williams and my legs hooked under Elizabeth’s right leg. The more they spanked, the more the seemed to enjoy it, laughing and mocking me as I began to plead for mercy.

“Poor little sissy!” Sara said. “Such a pathetic beta sight!”

“Please!” I begged, in pain and completely humiliated.

“Shut up wimp,” Elizabeth said. “You’re lucky we don’t get an alpha male to come and help us out. But maybe you’d like that?”

Mrs Williams then forced two fingers into my mouth and told me to suck on them.

“Yes, that’s it,” She said, pushing her fingers in and out. “Pretend that you’re sucking on a big alpha bull’s monster cock. Ooooh, show us what a wimpy little sissy like you love to do.”

“Do it, work that dick!” Sara implored.

Elizabeth laughed approvingly and stopped spanking to watch me give head to Mrs Williams’ fingers.

“Well, this is certainly entertaining and very revealing,” Elizabeth said.

They rolled me off their laps and commanded me to get into a forward facing squat position. Even though my bottom was red hot from the spanking, the sucking had stimulated my dick back into action and I felt a surge of complete humiliation as it began to twitch and point upwards, totally exposed in front of the women who had total control over me.

“Well, well, well,” Mrs Williams said. “Now how do you deal with this, Elizabeth? Sara? We had a situation earlier this morning where I had to let him pump his mess onto my lawn. Was that the right action?”

“It was a generous action,” Elizabeth said. “Sissy, express your gratitude to Mrs Williams now so that I can hear how grateful you are for her allowing you to release your stupid wimpy maggot juice.”

I knew I had to make a good job of this unless I wanted to be back over their laps, or worse. I normally found that with Elizabeth if I made an honest and full attempt she would look on me kindly. Not exactly with respect, but she would commend my commitment to her at least. With Sara, I often found I got ridiculed mercilessly no matter what I said or did!

“Yes, of course, Mistress,” I said.

“Mrs Williams,” I continued. “Thank you sincerely for allowing a subordinate, lowly sissy gardener like me the opportunity to hump and pump my worthless cummies onto your floor. It felt incredible to be in contact with your hand, even to stand so close to your magnificence was a privilege that I am ever so grateful for. I am here to serve you of course, to be your entertainment, so I await your orders.”

“Why thank you, boy,” Mrs Williams said.

Mrs Williams walked over to me and crouched down in front of me and looked at my bouncing cock, fully turned on by the recollection of the events from earlier today. She blew on my dickhead and laughed as it twitched and rocked. She then spat on it and laughed, pulling my nipples with her fingers and gently twisting them when they were fully stretched in her direction.

I could feel myself getting more and more turned on, this absolute queen of a woman teasing me with her firm touch.

I couldn’t believe how sensual it all was, to the point where I let out a little moan of pleasure.

With that, Mrs Williams let go and stood up.

She looked at Elizabeth and Sara.

“Well, it seems you enjoy being handled like a woman,” Elizabeth said. “Very feminine I must say. Well I’ve got just the thing. Boy, clear some space on the floor.”

I quickly brought myself out of my moment of pleasure and cleared a space in front of the sofa.

Elizabeth picked up her bag and pulled out a large black dildo with a suction cup at the bottom. She crouched down and planted it on the wooden floor. I could see where this was going and knew it was pointless trying to resist this.

But it was so big!

It was one of those realistic dildos that has the veins pumping out at the sides.

I suddenly felt a rush of nerves.

“Look, my fellow Goddesses,” Mrs Williams said. “I think our little beta slut is scared of the man sized cock.

“Well, compared to his own worm, can you blame him?” Sara replied, laughing.

“Scared or turned on?” Mrs Williams said, more of a statement than a question.

Elizabeth gave me a tub of Vaseline and told me to get down and lube the dildo up as much as I could. As I was doing it I found myself without thinking giving the dick a handjob. I felt like a total sissy slut but carried on doing it anyway, much to the hilarity of my superiors.

“My oh my, you really are showing me something new today,” Elizabeth said. “We’ll give this some more thought later and see what we should do with you going forwards, but for now… Get on that cock!”

Suddenly, Elizabeth and Sara picked me up under each arm and held me above the dildo. Elizabeth manoeuvred herself into a position where she held me under both arms, freeing up Sara.

“Oooooh,” I said, letting out another moan as Mrs Williams moved to the side and gave my little cocklet a slap. She then reached around and I felt her spread my ass cheeks wide open.

“Ready,” Mrs Williams said.

“Ready or not, time to ride that cock!” Elizabeth said.

Sara was holding her phone, recording, moving around, capturing every moment of the act.

Elizabeth slowly eased me down onto the bulbous head.

I felt my hole expand and take it.

It was so tight, but I was surprised how well I took it. I’d had a little bit of dildo and butt plug training with Sara, but this was next level.

Gradually, Elizabeth began to lift me up and down on the cock, showing off her immense strength and of course my total suitability to be a sissy boy cock rider

“Look at his face, he loves it,” Mrs Williams said as she grabbed my cheeks and made me look her in the eye. “Pure lust for big willies!”

“Of course, now it’s time for us to let him do the work,” Elizabeth said.

Elizabeth eased me fully down on the dildo and took a seat with Mrs Williams on the sofa and Sara continuing to record.

I supported myself with my hands on the floor and the dildo deep inside of me. I gently rocked my bottom around in a circular motion before slowly beginning to ride the dildo up and down.

“Congratulations, sissy!” Elizabeth said. “You are showing us what a good little slut you are, well done. Now here’s your treat…”

With that, Elizabeth pulled a small electronic device out of her handbag. She gave Sara and Mrs Williams a knowing look and giggled as she pressed a button on it.

Suddenly I could feel vibrations flying up through the dildo and straight into my ass. I let out a load, highly feminine moan of ecstasy.

Mrs Williams clapped and looked delighted, along with the other two.

“Elizabeth, this is magnificent!” She said. “Enjoy it little boy, ride the cock, get yourself off for us!”

I needed no further instruction and began to ride the cock like a hungry slut. In between rides I was frantically grabbing my nipples, pulling and twisting.

I was in complete ecstasy riding this vibrating cock.

I could feel my dick on the verge of exploding and increased my speed, up and down, up and down.

Elizabeth must have noticed because the vibration strength went up beyond recognition and within seconds I was spurting my hot cum all over myself, making a total exhibition of myself with my orgasmic moaning.

Spent, I collapsed forwards and found myself lying face first, bottom in the air – a bottom with a huge black dildo inside it, covered in my own sissy juice.

“Well, you have excelled yourself,” Elizabeth said. “But all this does is make me think that you have more potential to push yourself further as our little object of fun. And with that comes greater responsibility, greater commitment required, greater discipline. So don’t think for a moment it gets easier for you my little beta boy. Your journey is only just beginning.”

I believed every word she was saying.

Looking up at the magnificent women in front of me I could only watch in awe as they stood up and began to strip naked, their phenomenal, strong, curvy bodies on display.

“Follow us, bitch,” Sara said. “Your evening is only just beginning…”

Elizabeth and Mrs Williams began to walk out of the living room, closely followed by Sara, and into the bedroom, their bottoms swaying and jiggling in unison.

Spent or not, I would have to l get my head back into this game if I wanted to avoid more punishment.

Who was I kidding, I was getting more punishment no matter how well I performed!

This was my life now, and even with the humiliation and degradation, I just loved it.
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-TO COME-

“Get up on your feet so I can inspect you,” She roared. “You don’t get to drool over me and not get your own pathetic sissy self given the once over!”

As I stood in front of her, I remembered my training from Annabelle that had begun on the slopes on that first skiing holiday that changed everything. I placed my hands on my head, kept a small gap between my legs, and stuck my sissy bottom out with a little forward lean and arch in my back.

I wasn’t prepared for Madame Jennifer’s response.

“Oh my God,” She said, wickedly, almost laughing. “This has to be the most sissy thing I have ever seen in my life. Look at you! Tiny little thong, shocking colour. Did you choose it yourself? Trying to look as slutty as possible, are we? I wonder why. No, don’t answer that. We’ll work it out over the course of the next few days I think. You see, looking around the place I can spot all the short cuts you’ve taken with the cleaning. Not good enough, not even close you little maggot. And speaking of maggots…”

I gulped.

I saw her looking down towards my crotch, a wicked grin on her face.

She stepped towards me and as she did I looked down.

I couldn’t believe it, the shame…

My sissy dick had somehow got out of the panties and was standing right up to attention. This was incredibly humiliating.

Of course, I knew that she would be loving this, and would definitely be reporting it back to Madame Annabelle, probably over Skype later that evening.

Madame Jennifer stopped in front of me, only a matter of centimetres away from me. Her perfume was strong, seductive, quite overpowering.

She held me in her glare.

I felt my rock hard dick twitching and bouncing up and down involuntarily, so much so that I was worried I might cum in front of her… and even worse – cum without her permission!

“Oh, the look on your face says it all,” Jennifer said. “I know you just want to wank that stupid little piece of useless junk until it spurts everywhere, don’t you? Well it’s not happening. Not now, and maybe not later either! Any objections?”

“No, of course not,” I replied, “Of course not, Madame Jennifer.”

“Good, well done for correcting yourself there,” She replied. “But, you are getting a punishment now for the state of this sloppy cleaning up job, and for drooling over me.”

Madame Jennifer then led me by my arm over to the large plush four seater sofa and quite easily lifted me up and put me over her strong, firm legs.

I felt helpless, my ass exposed and my hard cock wedged up in on her lap. I could feel her legs tensing and flexing and it turned me on in a way that again made me worry about cumming right there on the spot.

“You’re going to get some spanks now, and after each one you will say thank you,” Jennifer said. “Not only that, in between spanks you will tell me how much of a sissy you are! And if I don’t think I’m getting enough detail the spanking will just get longer and longer and longer. Understood?”

I agreed, not that I had much choice and began to take my spanking, making sure to say thank you after each spank. I began to go into my sissy fantasies too, much to the delight of Jennifer…


CHAPTER ONE

So I arrived at the beach house and I felt like I was in a movie or a glamorous TV show. Big glass walls, supreme architecture from top to bottom. I was totally impressed but soon got used to it. The thing is, when you’re doing daily chores for your Madame, it doesn’t make all that much difference what the luxurious state of the carpet or master bed is, you’re still the sissy help!

Anyway, Madame Annabelle was away on business and had instructed me to arrive early at the beach house and get everything neat and tidy.

It was kind of a drag.

Time passed and I made a pretty average effort to get the place looking up to standard. I guess I just wasn’t feeling motivated?

More time passed.

I looked at the clock in the kitchen and realised that I had been misreading it, I was an hour behind and this meant that I actually only had half an hour before she would be arriving and I had to get everything ready.

I felt like panicking,

I could feel the sweat build on my forehead and a bit drip down my back.

Wow.

After what had happened at the previously with Annabelle I couldn’t believe I had left it so late to get everything, including myself, ready.

Well, I say I couldn’t believe it, perhaps I could – I had always been kind of notorious in work and personal circles for leaving everything until the last moment, and here was more proof of that particular personality trait.

Quite why I was so bad at failing to prepare in time adequately I genuinely had no idea, even though it was something that had only really started to become a problem recently, as prior to that I always seemed to be able to bluff my way out of situations.

I think it was because now I had taken on more responsibility at work – if you could really call it work – and if you could really say I even had a choice in the matter! -  it was harder to avoid the increased expectation levels and the pressure that comes with that. In many ways it was a bit of a catch twenty two situation and while it had caused me inconvenience and annoyance at work, it was always manageable – but in this case it would potentially have huge consequences for me that I couldn’t just bluff off to a manager.  

I looked around the large luxury beach house kitchen and saw the dishes piled to the side of the dishwasher (seriously, why hadn’t I just stuck the dishes straight in the washer!?), some clothes on the floor by the washing machine (ditto to my last parenthesis!), and general crap lying about the place.

I whipped the clothes in the washer, slammed the dishes in the dish washer, and gave the place a speedy hoover.

I was boiling, cleaning in a hurry was hard work and I was feeling the full force of it, despite the epic air con system.

I had a nagging feeling I was forgetting something, but it seemed like the more I thought about it, the harder it was to remember if that makes any sense?

Well, what more could I do, I couldn’t literally force myself to remember something I had forgotten now could I?

I did some generally tidying, keeping a watchful eye on the time and then decided enough was enough and poured myself a glass of water and infused it with a slice of lemon.

It was just what I needed to cool me down. 

I turned on the television and by some chance it happened to be on the channel that regularly shows Simpsons episodes old and new. All sane people agree that The Simpsons hasn’t been good for years, apart from a brief renaissance a few years back, but I thought why not I’ll give it a go and see if it helps me to relax and take my mind off things.

My mind was swirling, but possibly the family known as Springfield’s Finest would help?

Well, it was a new-ish episode, from 2013 as the description told me on screen, and it is fair and true to say that the laughs were thin on the ground, almost as thin as the non-existent plot.

I barely cracked a grin, which was sad, but it did prompt me to think back and remember what it was about this show that I used to love back in the day, as they say. It used to be a programme that was woven together so seamlessly, like it was made by the finest Turkish rug expert. The way that the jokes flowed and made you laugh with the family and their up and down exploits was both comical and empathetic; this was lacking in the newer episodes which just seemed as if they were all about exposing Homer Simpson (the titular patriarch) as a grotesque stereotype rather than a fully three dimensional character with his own hopes and dreams.

I think I must have seen the classic episodes at least a dozen times each, possibly more in some cases (and less in others, if you can catch onto that somewhat scatological drift), and I could almost recite some of the episodes line by line – of course, I am exaggerating, but I think spiritually and non-literally I could, in so much as I understood the episodes and felt them so deeply.

Anyway, as I continued to watch this episode I did consider switching over and seeing what else was on but in the end I decided to stick it out. There was a reasonably funny joke about the fallen Hollywood and TV actor Charlie Sheen, but even this felt like it lacked a certain funny-stick moment, you know the kind that really tickles your satirical ribs, really gets you guffawing like a giraffe who has just gestated some funny grass, if you know what I mean?

Well, yes, but the episode did indeed come to an end and I felt as if I had been put out of my misery at this fallen giant of comedy. It got me thinking, perhaps the show itself should be taken and removed out of its misery (yes, I am talking about it being cancelled!)?

Only time would tell. 

After the somewhat disappointing episode of The Simpsons that served to confirm my thoughts that the programme was firmly past its sell by date, I flicked through the channels available on my full package rather aimlessly. In truth, there were other things on my mind, but I thought it best to keep myself occupied with other things for the moment.

I tried watching a film about a robot that had developed a conscience and found it a little dull although the world the director had created was brought to life fairly effectively and some of the minor characters seemed to have been given a fair bit of background thought as they seemed elevated beyond the usual one dimensional cardboard cut-out that you can expect to see in a lot of Hollywood fare.

Anyway, as I say, the film was not exactly grabbing me by the nuts so after a bit I continued on my channel hopping (and why is it called hopping? I don’t know where that phrase came from, but it doesn’t quite work for me, but plus la change as they say!) and came across a programme about individuals who enjoyed testing themselves in the most extreme conditions imaginable such as ice, wind, fire, heat, proximity to deadly gasses. It was a strange programme and the fast editing style was off putting in that it didn’t allow the danger of the moment to be realised effectively, nor any suspense to be built.

I guess perhaps I just wasn’t the target audience, although I certainly did know a thing or two about situations that are outside of the norm!

Well, as you can imagine, I continued my channel cruise (see what I did there?) and ended up watching an episode of one of these reality shows were drunk young people end up making absolute fools of themselves when put together in a house and provided with copious amounts of alcohol.

It was an interesting watch I suppose, although it was clear that the producers had a heavy hand in putting the various scenarios in place and guiding the action to meet their own ratings-fuelled requirements.

I let the programme play out and seeing that there were several episodes back to back thought I may as well leave it on this channel in case anything humorous or outrageous happened. ‘Whatever keeps your mind off things’ as some Greek philosopher probably, or not, or maybe(!), said. I was in a funny mood, perhaps understandably. 

I am not what you would call a music nerd, a muso, a deep cut enthusiast of any of the myriad genres of music. But yes I do like to listen to what takes my fancy and am open minded to recommendations. This means that I did deem it worthy to shell out a little bit of my hard earned money on a sound system (aka a speaker in today’s contemporary parlance) that would do justice to whatever it was I was playing.

Well, the system I had had some very respectable performance for what would be described as a mid range product, but the base had scored very highly and it was clear why.

Annabelle certainly approved, luckily for me.

On this basis, I would often find myself seeking out music with good base, so a lot of it was genres like thumping house or deep funk. I also liked hip hop music as well.

So my collection was definitely eclectic but with a definite flavour of urban tunes.

My raving days were over, well to tell the truth I was never much a fan of the classic rave or the nu rave, I much preferred listening to music by myself in the comfort of my own home. The thing I hated about the rave scene was all the people, invariably tripping off their heads on narcotics, and the punishing and inescapable noise. When listening at home, either on headphones or direct from the speaker, I could listen at a level that wouldn’t threaten the safety of my eardrums, would allow me to think, and of course – I had the luxury of the pause button, or the OFF button for that matter.

Yes, chilling over some smooth acid grooves with a salsa kick in the pleasure of my own home beat the pants of venturing out (and paying a bloody fortune!) to listen to the same tunes and some renovated tram stop or underground car garage.

It probably goes without saying but I wasn’t a fan of shelling out all the money on the grotesquely over inflated prices on the drinks either. Why pay a five for a can, when I could by six and drink at home for the same price! I would go out a lot to the pub with mates, I was into that, but I really always avoided the club scene as much as I could and ended up with mates with similar taste to me – I’m just saying that to avoid you thinking of me as a crazed loon recluse! Well, maybe I do have that gene in me a little, but you get my drift. 

Listen to me, I’m rambling.

I looked at my clock, it was time.

CHAPTER TWO

I did what was fast becoming second nature to me and as soon as I realised this I walked up to the front door and stripped down to my panties.

Yes, that’s right.

Panties.

Women’s panties… but not just any old worn panties that could be mistaken for a small pair of men’s pants. 

No, these were tiny, slutty, lacy, and totally revealing women’s panties.

At Madame Annabelle’s instructions I had selected an especially slutty pair that were high on the cumslut bimbo factor and very low on dignity.

Let me describe them:

Bright orange (we were in the Sunshine State after all!) front mesh that was scandalously see-through and absolutely tiny. If I didn’t have such a beta sissy dick there’s no way it would have been enough material to keep me in. The cut of the material was very high on the thigh and emphasised my slender hips.

Of course, the back was a thin thong, my ass cheeks totally bare for easy access to being groped or spanked, depending on Annabelle’s preference in the given moment or situation.

Annabelle had put me on a sissy workout programme and the focus of this was to give me an even more beta body that would also look appealing to alpha male studs.

So, you guessed it, I had been doing a lot of squatting to get that perfect perky sissy ass. I had made some gains with the assistance of a personal trainer called Maxwell who Annabelle had personally sought out for me – but that is another story for another time!

Anyway, down to my lurid neon thong, the doorbell chimed (the theme score to The Hills believe it or not!) and I assumed my newly normalised position on all fours.

I heard footsteps walking towards the door.

I looked up expecting to see Madame Annabelle but to my shock and instant humiliation it wasn’t her!

Before I got a chance to speak, or even move, this shock arrival introduced herself to me by walking into the house, then slowly circling me, before crouching down to my head height.

“You must be the sissy boi,” She said. “Let me introduce myself. My name is Madame Jennifer, a friend and colleague of Madame Annabelle. She has allowed me to stay here for a few days while my pad is being renovated. Of course, you come as part of that. Is that understood?”

I didn’t know what to say. I mumbled something, totally in a state of shock and confusion.

Madame Jennifer responded by kicking me over onto my back and standing over me.

Let me describe her.

Tall, oh boy was she tall.

Even from my position lying on the floor I could tell she was at least six feet high in heels.

She was wearing what could only be described as a contemporary power suit, pinstripes, a perfectly chic grey fabric. Her curvy, muscular legs filled out the trouser legs and worked up towards powerful thighs and a large, strong, perfectly round ass. The pinstripes really accentuated her curves and it was an incredible combination of style, sex, and power.

She would have given a strong alpha male a run for his money, so the prospect of a wimp like me even trying to take her on in a battle, either physical or of wills, seemed totally pointless.

Her upper half was just as formidable.

Her breasts were large, larger than Annabelle’s, and pointed out aggressively from her tight short sleeved white blouse. As she raised her arms I caught a glimpse of her armpits, always an area of secret sexual fascination and arousal for me. They were well shaven, just a hint of sweat on them.

But of course, it was in her face that Jennifer blew me away.

She had a perfect Californian tan, immaculate skin, a very natural but glamorous look to her that was comparable to Annabelle in terms of its timeless quality, but also subtly different too.

She must have seen me staring

Of course she did.

“Get up on your feet so I can inspect you,” She roared. “You don’t get to drool over me and not get your own pathetic sissy self given the once over!”

As I stood in front of her, I remembered my training from Annabelle that had begun on the slopes on that first skiing holiday that changed everything. I placed my hands on my head, kept a small gap between my legs, and stuck my sissy bottom out with a little forward lean and arch in my back.

I wasn’t prepared for Madame Jennifer’s response.

“Oh my God,” She said, wickedly, almost laughing. “This has to be the most sissy thing I have ever seen in my life. Look at you! Tiny little thong, shocking colour. Did you choose it yourself? Trying to look as slutty as possible, are we? I wonder why. No, don’t answer that. We’ll work it out over the course of the next few days I think. You see, looking around the place I can spot all the short cuts you’ve taken with the cleaning. Not good enough, not even close you little maggot. And speaking of maggots…”

I gulped.

I saw her looking down towards my crotch, a wicked grin on her face.

She stepped towards me and as she did I looked down.

I couldn’t believe it, the shame…

My sissy dick had somehow got out of the panties and was standing right up to attention. This was incredibly humiliating.

Of course, I knew that she would be loving this, and would definitely be reporting it back to Madame Annabelle, probably over Skype later that evening.

Madame Jennifer stopped in front of me, only a matter of centimetres away from me. Her perfume was strong, seductive, quite overpowering.

She held me in her glare.

I felt my rock hard dick twitching and bouncing up and down involuntarily, so much so that I was worried I might cum in front of her… and even worse – cum without her permission!

“Oh, the look on your face says it all,” Jennifer said. “I know you just want to wank that stupid little piece of useless junk until it spurts everywhere, don’t you? Well it’s not happening. Not now, and maybe not later either! Any objections?”

“No, of course not,” I replied, “Of course not, Madame Jennifer.”

“Good, well done for correcting yourself there,” She replied. “But, you are getting a punishment now for the state of this sloppy cleaning up job, and for drooling over me.”

Madame Jennifer then led me by my arm over to the large plush four seater sofa and quite easily lifted me up and put me over her strong, firm legs.

I felt helpless, my ass exposed and my hard cock wedged up in on her lap. I could feel her legs tensing and flexing and it turned me on in a way that again made me worry about cumming right there on the spot.

“You’re going to get some spanks now, and after each one you will say thank you,” Jennifer said. “Not only that, in between spanks you will tell me how much of a sissy you are! And if I don’t think I’m getting enough detail the spanking will just get longer and longer and longer. Understood?”

I agreed, not that I had much choice and began to take my spanking, making sure to say thank you after each spank. I began to go into my sissy fantasies too, much to the delight of Jennifer who seemed to take great pleasure in laughing at me, taunting me, pulling apart my butt cheeks and rubbing around my tight hole.

“So, what I’m getting is that part of being a sissy for you is a kind of desire to not just be a sissy for powerful women like me, but to also experience the power and manliness of an alpha God?” Jennifer stated, not giving me a chance to reply. “Well, I’ll give you a little preview of what that could be like for you.”

I was taken aback, what did she mean by ‘preview’?

Suddenly I felt incredibly exposed, very vulnerable, and totally and utterly at the mercy of this woman who so far was proving to be equally as dominant and intent on humiliating me at least as much as Madame Annabelle.

Then I heard the noise.

A buzzing.

Annabelle laughed. The buzzing sound turned off.

“Well, well, well,” She said. “That sound got your attention didn’t it? Do you want to have a guess at what it was my silly little bimbo sissy? No, I think you know full well, don’t you?”

I wasn’t sure how to answer.

It seemed like she was trying to trap me into an answer that either way she was going to use against me. Well, it actually turned out that my silence didn’t help me too much either.

“Well, if you’re not going to answer then I’ll have to tell you,” She giggled, albeit it a giggle with a sense of authority behind it. “Or better yet, I’ll show and tell you!”

I felt her parting my ass cheeks and then suddenly I felt a heavy pressing sensation on my puckered hole. It was tight, and I felt a strong sense of discomfort. But what I also couldn’t deny was that I felt a surge of adrenalin, like this was actually a good thing I was experiencing on some level.

I let out a moan, and immediately flushed red with complete humiliation.

“Ooooh, you like it do you?” Jennifer declared, confidently. “I thought you would! Well this gives us great inspiration going forwards but as I work this in and out of you I want you to completely submit yourself to me. I want you to beg for it. I want you to promise me you’ll do anything if I can let you have a sissygasm with this vibrating buttplug plunged deep in your feminine little butt.”

I wasn’t even going to try and kid myself that I didn’t want this. Madame Jennifer had my number well and truly and I just had to go along with it.

I took a deep breath.

“Please Madame, please pump my sissy bottom with your toy, please make me sissygasm for your entertainment,” I said. “I’ll do anything, anything at all, if I can enjoy you fucking my sissy hole with the vibrator. I will clean better, I will serve your ass, your pussy, I will serve anyone, and I mean anyone, you ask me to. Please just keep on pumping me…ooooh…. Oooooh…..aaaaaaaaah, yes! Yes! Yes! I’m a sissy cumslut desperate for cock, desperate ot be humiliated, desperate to be degraded. Ooooooh, Madame I’m cumming, I’m sissygasming….Ooooooooooh!”

There it was, my first orgasm over Jennifer’s lap as a result of her teasing out my confession with her majestic vibrating buttplug. She left it in there on high vibrate and taunted me, telling me all her plans for what we would be doing until Madame Annabele returned.

“You see,” She said, “Annabelle told me that I could push you, she told me that I could do anything I wanted with you, and she also said that she wanted to watch it all. Look at this-“

Jennifer then placed her phone in front of my face and looking back at me was Madame Annabelle, laughing, a large wet stain on the front of her exposed panties.

“Hello, slut,” Annabelle said. “That was quite a performance, and one we’ll be repeating when I arrive at the beach house. In the meantime, do you promise to be a good little sissy squirter for Madame Jennifer?”

I promised I would be.

This was going to be an interesting few days.

CHAPTER THREE

So, yeah, my time so far at Madame Annabelle’s incredibly plush, luxurious beach house had been eventful. Here I was, under the control of another equally powerful woman in Madame Jennifer who was just as beautiful, just as intoxicating, just as strict, and took just as much pleasure in completely owning and humiliating me.

She had told me the other night that she wasn’t satisfied with my body, she wanted it more sissy in its shape. In lieu of this, she had put me on an improved diet and said we would be hitting the beach to show me off. I wasn’t exactly sure what she meant, but I didn’t have too much time to wonder as I was too busy with our food prep.

Jennifer would be returning shortly and I still had a lot to do.


CHAPTER FOUR

One of the things I love to eat is your standard chocolate bar (or candy as they say in the US of A). I mean the standard style you get in a supermarket from one of the big manufacturers like Nestle or Mars International, you know the score.

Your Mars Bar, your Twix, your Snickers.

Sure, they come loaded with a bucket of sugar and God knows what else in terms of flavourings and whatnot, but they sure do hit the spot when you need a quick fix of junk flavour.

But this is problematic for two main reasons.

The first is that the aforementioned sugar is actually terrible for you, it really is. The way it contributes nothing but a quick fix actually leaves the eater (you, me, Peggy Lee) open to a sudden crash is both physically and mentally dangerous.

Think about it for a moment.

It’s not all that different from taking a drug that gives you a surge of energy. What happens when that surge ends? Where are you both mentally and physically?

The second problem is that this kind of sugar is very hard to burn off and is a major contributor to obesity. Say no more.

But here’s the kicker.

These snacks don’t actually taste that great. Not when you actually take a step (or two) back and smell the processed cheese. The thing with many of the new era whole food snacks is that they provide a slow burn release of energy, the kind that is both super high on flavour but doesn’t leave you feeling like crap half an hour later. Honestly, I’ve eaten a raw nut bar and been high on the flavour an goodness for at least an hour after, probably more if I think about it.

So, yeah, you could say I have been on a journey of change and discovery when it comes to the kind of snack that I partake in the consumption of when I feel my tummy tell me that I need that out of meal exposure to some food.

That said, I cannot honestly say that I don’t miss the ease and convenience of that quick hit of a Kit Kat or a bag of Maltesers. But, you know what, that feeling is starting to fade now. It’s almost like in truth I can’t really remember what they taste like now, so I’m not really missing them, more like I’m missing the idea of them – and further, I’m missing the idea of what I thought they were, not what they are in practical terms.

Well, this is all getting a bit philosophical isn’t it!

I’ve worked up quite an appetite, perhaps I need a tasty six nut raw cacao bar!

Anyway, as I say, sugary snacks are one thing but what I really do enjoy is a great juice.

And, no, I don’t mean that from concentrate crap that fills the sky high shelves of your local super market or out of town mega market.

If you think that Mars bars are full of sugar then you only need to read the ingredients list of a from concentrate juice to see that sometimes the devil wears a disguise designed to fool innocent morons into drinking what they assume is a health focussed fruit based beverage but is in actual fact essentially sugar in liquid form. Avoid at all costs and if you do insist on buying juice from a carton, then may I politely advocate that you check it is not from concentrate and does not contain any additional flavourings or additives.

But I digress.

What I was saying before I so rudely interrupted myself was that I enjoy making my own juice.

Yes, you read that right.

I like to cut out the middle man and the corporations and make my own juice out of the freshest, most natural ingredients out there.

Apple.

Banana.

Passion Fruit.

Orange.

You name it, I’ll juice it.

But here’s the twist that might shock you: I’ll throw in a few super nutritious greens in there as well. Now hold on to your hat and don’t run for the sick bucket. The combination of the fruit means that the taste of the green green super leaves is for the most majority hidden from your taste-buds.

My point?

You get to enjoy an incredibly tasty juice that combines the nutritious benefits of both the fruits and the vegetables.

Hell, what’s not to like?

I know, I know, you can’t think of a single objection can you?

Of course. But I would utter one word of caution. Please be careful not to underload the fruit and overload the green leaves. This could potentially leave you with a juice that only the bravest health maniac could handle. And, yes, I am talking from painful, sour experience!

The time I over planted the kale leaves will live long in my memory and not for good reasons I can assure you. What I did was this: I made the simple error or getting distracted by the music I was casually MCing along to.

And guess what?

The preferred handful of kale became four handfuls. And the suggested three kiwis became a single handful of grape. I know, I can hear you retching in absolute disgust from here.

Well, it was a tough lesson to learn, a bitter juice to swallow if you excuse the pun.

I picked up my Samsung tablet and held it out in front of me.

Yes, it looked nice.

I wouldn’t say it was a design classic or anything, and although I am certainly no Apple fanboy, in all seriousness you couldn’t say it looked as super sleek as the iPad, in any of its myriad models. But, it did look decent and I liked that it felt substantial, but not too heavy, in my hand. I’d dropped it a couple of times and it hadn’t exploded in a shattering mess just yet so that also spoke to an inherent inbuilt durability that scored well in my personal score chart for products of the electronic variety.   

I put the tablet down on the wooded worktop and had a quick look at my emails before accessing the YouTube app to look up a new video from an online workout and lifestyle guru I had taken an interest in. The whole idea of this person’s workout approach was that you fuelled your body and took care of it, and then when it came to exercise it could deal with you going hard on yourself.

But don’t get me wrong, it wasn’t going hard in the sense of standing there like a dumb melon and lifting weight after weight.

No, it was all about bodyweight stuff, flexibility, explosive power and having a fun time outdoors.

I guess it was also a lifestyle thing, certainly in the videos he uploaded everyone seemed to be having a good time, eating and living well, and having a fun time running around and practicing capoeira in the park!

Well, you can’t blame me for looking to be aspirational when it comes to working out.

Working out in a gym might have certain appealing aspects, but really isn’t it just a bit boring? And the places always seem so ridiculously hot in such an artificial way. Some say this is to make people sweat and then think they’re working harder than they are. The idea with this being that people don’t actually work as hard so feel compelled to keep coming back.

Conspiracy theory?

Well maybe, but the thing is you can’t put anything past these corporations when it comes to the bottom line aka the big fat profit margin.

But to be honest I do think the era of the super gym is coming to an end because you do seem to see so many mega deals on membership at the moment. With the rise of Instagram and other social media of this kind it has become obvious that you just don’t need a gym and by extension gym equipment for your workout needs. People have moved on and the sooner the gym and fitness corporations realise this the better I say.

Perhaps instead of gyms, these buildings could be used more as spas?

Now that idea could have potential.   

Anyway, I’m ranting and raving like a lunatic now.

The point was, I enjoyed watching my workout video and actually picked up a recipe for a new smoothie on the way.

Result!

So, yeah, I realised that I had got distracted and needed to finish off my chores before-

“What the hell is going on here, wimp?” Jennifer said, and she didn’t sound overly pleased. “We are going to the beach and I find you basically sitting around talking to yourself?”

She looked angry, her glare was fixed directly at me. I had to get my response on point or I would be getting an immediate punishment.

“I’m sorry, Madame,” I said. “The truth is that is am so excited to go to the beach and serve you there as your pathetic little sissy beta boy, that I got distracted. Please let me make it up to you.”

Genius, I thought.

I could tell that she was pleased with my response. Had she not been I would have been dragged straight over her knee within nanoseconds.

“Well, well, well,” She replied. “You make a valid point. Well, seeing as you are so keen, I want you to walk into the hallway and get into your beach outfit. Meet me outside, I’ll be in the car. You’ve got two minutes!”

With that, she turned and walked out.

I knew I had to hurry, but I couldn’t help taking a second to drool over the magnificent sight of her leaving.

Her large, muscular, feminine bottom jiggling slightly in her incredibly tight yoga pants. I knew she’d be getting into something more revealing at the beach and I also knew as great a sight as that would be, I would have to be careful that my excitement didn’t show through my swimming shorts!

I walked into the hallway to get into my swimming shorts anticipating that they would be in a girly colour like pink, some kind of signal to those in the know that I was a sissy for Madame Jennifer.

I couldn’t believe what I saw.

It wasn’t a pair of swimming shorts that I would be wearing. Not even a pair of humiliating little speedos that would reveal my bulge, or to put it more accurately, lack of bulge.

No, what stared back at me was a scandalously small two piece bikini in bright pink.

I couldn’t believe what I was looking at.

I picked it up and held the bottoms in front of me. Okay, so they were minuscule, I mean really left nothing to the imagination. The back was kind of a semi-thong, I knew it would ride high on my ass because the hip cut was designed for it.

I felt a mixture of complete devastation at the humiliation I knew I would be feeling on the beach but also a sense of thrill, so many thoughts crossing my mind about what kind of response I would provoke in the other women, and big strong alpha men sunning themselves as they do their thing on the beach.

It briefly crossed my mind to refuse to wear it.

No, I couldn’t.

Jennifer would probably send me out naked if I did that, or even worse… threaten to tell Madame Annabelle that I had disobeyed her command.

I knew I had to wear it.

After all, sissies follow orders, they don’t disobey their mistress.

I stripped and put the two-piece on. I looked at myself in the hallway floor to ceiling mirror. I looked exactly like what I was: a pathetic, beta boi sissy bimbo.

As a result of my new eating and exercise regimen I had trimmed down and my flat stomach actually made my booty, which I had been squatting hard at least three hundred times a day, look even more juicy and feminine.

I felt my sissy dick start to get excited.

I knew though that as much as I would love to jerk my pathetic little cock in the mirror I had actually better get a move on because the two minutes I had been instructed to take was almost certainly coming to an end.

So there it was, like a perfect sissy beach slut I ran out to Madame Jennifer in nothing but a pair of pink Nike Air Max and matching pink two piece swimsuit.

I just had no idea what was lying in store for me at the beach.


CHAPTER FOUR

We arrived at the beach and Jennifer parked the car in a free spot in the parking lot. I felt nervous, on the way to the beach Jennifer had driven slowly when overtaking other cars and made a point of hollering to the drivers and passengers. Often this met with receptive wolf whistles and really degrading comments aimed at me.

Jennifer had just laughed before speeding off.

She really was a confident and aggressive driver. I shouldn’t have expected anything less from her.

“Okay, sissy” Jennifer said. “Now I know you might be feeling nervous, but this is actually a private beach that is very accommodating of all different kinds of… activity… so you don’t have to worry about offending anyone or getting arrested. I have a question for you. Do you want to impress your Madame, make me happy, make me proud of you as my own sissy?”

I didn’t have to think twice to answer this question.

“Yes, Madame Jennifer,” I replied, totally meaning it. “I want nothing more than to make you proud of me as your sissy boi.”

“Good,” She said. “Now, follow me.”

Jennifer got out of the car and after removing her yoga workout clothing revealed herself to be in an incredibly classy, high cut bright white one-piece swimsuit. She looked incredible, and I mean stunning. Its cut perfectly accentuated her curves, her strength, her elegance. Within seconds I could see that she was getting admiring glances from others in the car park and on the short walk down to the beach.

The beach was quite a small, enclosed beach.

This was good in the sense that it meant there was a limit to how many people I would be exposed in front of, but on the other hand there were still loads of people here and it would be harder to blend in given that it was smaller.

Well, I had said that I would make her proud of me and I was determined to do that.

As I watched Jennifer stand, hands on hips, surveying the beach for a good spot for us I felt a surge of emotion. It was at that moment that it crystallised in my head: I was beginning to have the same feelings of love and admiration for Jennifer that I had for Annabelle.

“Stop daydreaming, slut!” Jennifer roared as she grabbed me by the ear and marched me over to her chosen spot for us to set up our beach towels and cool-box. I could hear people snickering and laughing, and caught some of them pointing as I was pulled by the taller, Amazonian Goddess that was Jennifer. I felt my face blush even harder as I caught a sight of a small group of big black men playing hacky sack together.

What was noticeable about them was that they were all very muscular, tall, and had incredibly prominent dick prints at the front of their wet shorts.

“Like the sight of that do you?” Jennifer asked as she threw me down on the beach towel. “Well?”

I knew better than to delay my response.

“Yes, Madame,” I said, my face a crimson red and aware that even saying that out loud was causing my dick to harden.

“Okay then,” She replied. “Well we’ll have to see about that.”

I didn’t know exactly what she meant, but I would be finding out soon enough.

That was one thing I was sure of.


CHAPTER FIVE

We spent the next couple of hours relaxing and enjoying a bit of conversation in between my trips over to the beachside café. The staff at the café took great delight in taking a beverage order from a sissy like me. One server, a large African man called Servio slapped my butt-cheeks as I walked past with two ice creams. He laughed and I felt myself blush, kind of angry at the way he felt he could grab a piece of me without asking, but also kind of turned on by the fact he viewed me as nothing more than a plaything that was his to do with as he pleased.

I was in a haze as I walked back to Jennifer and must not have realised but my boner was poking out of the side of my bikini bottom.

“Sissy! What the absolute hell do you think you are doing exposing yourself without my permission!” Annabelle roared.

I apologised profusely but it was no good, she was furious.

She grabbed me, took the ice creams from me and placed them in the cool-box, and put me across her lap.

“Excuse me! Attention please!” She bellowed in a loud and commanding voice that boomed across the length and breadth of the beach.

I turned my head and saw what appeared to be at least twenty people walking towards us from nearby.

I closed my eyes, I couldn’t bare to look.

This was the most public humiliation I had experienced.

I knew it would only get worse from here.

“Right everyone,” Jennifer said. “You may have noticed this little sissy wimp parading around the beach and I am sure you all had a good laugh at him, his jiggling sissy bottom, his pathetic beta male body, his lack of bulge at the front of his bikini. Well, I expect standards from him and for the bimbo to approach me with his pathetic, tiny little sissy clitty poking out of the side is simply not acceptable. Now, he will be punished. Any suggestions on how many spanks I should administer to begin with?”

The crowd laughed and began shouting out numbers for how many spanks they felt I should receive. I noticed people pulling out their cameras and phones, ready to make a record of my punishment.

“At least thirty!” A woman in a very revealing black bikini said. “Then make him do jumping jacks for us!”

“Let me give him twenty when you’re done!” A large, muscular man in small red speedos (with a huge dick print) said, confidently and with a sense of masculinity that was equal parts intimidating and, secretly, a big turn on.

“Make him eat out every ass on the beach!” A woman said, casually stroking the front of her big black husband’s swimming shorts.

I felt my dick hardening again.

I couldn’t help it.

Despite the massively humiliating and degrading nature of the suggestions, I was feeling a surge of excitement that I knew all too well. It was the thought of being treated like a sissy boi object that was getting me going.

I prayed that Madame Jennifer wouldn’t notice.

Of course she did.

“Well, ladies and gentlemen,” She said. “It appears that my sissy seems to quite like some of these suggestions!”

She stood up and hoisted me up off the beach towel. My sissy dick was pushing hard against my bikini but only until Jennifer roughly yanked the bikini down and off, pulling so hard that the string ties at the side came loose.

There was an immediate roar of titillation and laughter amongst the gathered crowd as I stood there in front of them in a tiny bikini top and naked from there down to my toes. My pathetic but absolutely rock hard boner was bouncing and twitching for all to see and as soon as I felt the temptation to cover myself up I knew I should immediately put my hands on my head as I had been trained to do.

“Ah, good, well done sissy,” Jennifer said. “You see everyone, whenever sissy feels like he should cover his modesty he knows to put his hands on his head to keep himself on display. Now I am worried that if I put him over my knee he will make a sissy mess everywhere, so I think what we’ll do is form a circle around him and take turns in holding him, spanking him, humiliating him, doing whatever we please with him. Go wild everyone!”

I was about to make a run for it, I was so scared. But it was a good job that I didn’t because I know full well I would have been caught anyway and given a terrible punishment.

Anyway, the choice was taken out of my hands by a powerful black man who took the initiative and put me in a headlock, bent me over, and began to spank my exposed cheeks.

“Say thank you, sissy!” Jennifer declared. “Say thank you to the Alpha!”

“Thank you, Alpha,” I said in between crying out in pain and humiliation at the hard spanks that were being administered.

The man laughed and then picked me up and flipped my upside down do that my ass was up by his face and my face was directly in front of his speedos. He began to spank me in this utterly degrading position, causing huge cheers and uproarious laughter from the crowd. As he was doing this, my face was banging against his cock, a dick that while already massive was appearing to harden each time my face swung back and mashed into it.

In an instinctive act that took me by surprise I began to pucker my lips so that each time my face went into his crotch it was as if I was kissing his dick.

“Oooooh, sissy likes this! I must make a mental note for future reference,” Jennifer said, laughing and seeming turned on herself.

The man put me down, slapped my ass, and pushed me back into the centre of the circle.

Everyone moved in even closer and within seconds I found myself being poked, spanked, made to suck toes, kiss ass cheeks, suck on nipples, have fingers pushed up into my own puckered sissy pussy.

It was all getting too much, the mix of pain, pleasure, humiliation, arousal, and degradation.

“Jennifer,” a beautiful woman said while pulling on both my nipples, “I think this little slut is about to shoot her load! Why don’t we make her squirt her cummies into her own mouth??

“Oh, yes!” Jennifer said, “An excellent idea! The perfect way of teaching sissy that squirting is always on his superiors’ terms.”

With that, I was picked up, turned upside down and my legs were bent forwards so that my throbbing cock was pointed directly at my face.

“Open wide sissy, we want to see as much of your stupid sissy juice go into that mouth of yours,” Jennifer said, to roars of excited approval from the women and men around us.

“Who wants to do the honours of wanking this sissy clitty then?” Jennifer asked. “First cum first serve, if you excuse the pun!”

A woman stepped forward, she was topless and as she bent down to grab my stiff cock, her breasts brushed my face and her nipples were inches away from my mouth. I reached out to lick them, completely out of control.

“Go on, have a quick suck you horny little bitch,” the woman said, and she squatted down and roughly pushed her nipples into my mouth. The nipples hardened immediately and she then got up and began to jerk me.

“Well this is pathetic!” She said, mocking the tiny size of my dick. “I like to handle big dicks, big thick veiny dicks that stretch me out! Not a little maggot like this. I wouldn’t even feel this. This is just, totally useless. I suppose that’s what you’re a sissy isn’t it?”

“Y-y-y-y-y-y-y-yes, ooooooohh, urrrrgh, oooh,” I said, as my dick gave in to its desires and shot hot sissy cum into my mouth and over my face.

The crowd cheered and laughed. Flashes from cameras went off.

“Go on, keep jerking it, move it around so he gets some on his face!” Jennifer instructed.

Once they had finished draining my sissy cock I spent the next few hours servicing every single salty asshole on the beach that desired my services.

It was an exhausting experience, made harder by the spankings I would receive for not immediately doing it to the individual tastes of each new Mistress or Master.

“You need more ass-worship training,” Jennifer declared as we left the beach. “And don’t you worry, I will be reporting back to Madame Annabelle on this and I am sure we will be putting a plan in place to get that sorted and up to standard.”

“Yes Madame,” I said. “Please help me be the best sissy I can be.”

“Oh don’t worry,” Jennifer said, “We’ll begin advanced training this evening when we get back to the beach house. And I’ll be calling some friends in to help with that…”


CHAPTER SIX

So after what had happened at the beach, Madame Jennifer had taken me back to the beach house and trust me when I say she was true to her word when she said I would be getting some additional ass worship training that evening.

And again the next day.

And the next.

Well, I am sure you can see where this is going! Put it this way, I got to know her sweet, tight, smooth hole very well and my tongue actually seemed to be getting stronger from all the flicking, licking and pushing it was doing.

I had woken up that morning and was a little startled.

Where was Madame Jennifer?

I walked down the hand crafted glass and oak staircase and into the kitchen. I picked up a note on the table that informed me I was to get on the Crystal Cove Beach train that morning. Jennifer would apparently meet me there, with…

Some friends.

My mind raced with possibilities but I couldn’t think for too long as I had to get ready and rush for the train. I couldn’t risk the punishment that would come if I was late.

I slipped on the high cut, tight, lycra thong and matching bra and got into the women’s jeans and tight white t-shirt that had been left for me.

Such a humiliating outfit that anyone with even the slightest clue would immediately be able to read and tell they were looking at a sissy. I decided to cover up with a coat, I could always stuff it in my bag just as I arrived at the Crystal Cove Beach stop.

**

I waited patiently in the queue at the upscale supermarket shop at the train station.

I say I waited patiently but to be perfectly honest I began to get quite annoyed at the slow service and the seemingly meandering approach of the people on the checkout.

Not to say it was all their fault of course because I couldn’t help but notice some of the customers faffing about with their wallets and purses when they were being served; surely they knew that they would be required to pay for their items, so why not have your credit or debit card, or even rough amount of cash, ready to hand in order to keep the process going and the other customers on track in their schedule?

Well, the mind certainly does boggle sometimes at how unprepared people are for even the most basic of tasks.

Me, when I shop do a quick check of the price as this will tell me whether I have enough cash or I will need to use a card. Normally I don’t carry cash so this is kind of a moot point of course, but I am talking theoretically here. Then if it is card I am using I take the card out of my wallet and hold it in my other hand.

This way I find that when my goods are being rung up at the checkout, I am ready to scan my contactless payment card over the machine and walk away with my goods. This is for my benefit, but it also benefits the checkout staff and the other customers.

Why of why people cannot think along similar lines I will never ever know.

Maybe I should take it easy and chillax on this topic?

Sure, we all could take a breather sometimes and put things in a better, more relaxed, perspective but really, I don’t see why people cant just be a little more efficient in how they go about things.

I once waited nearly fifteen minutes in a Tesco Express in London, England just because some absolute clot in the queue was rooting through her enormous and fully filled with junk carrier bag. This wasn’t some old forgetful person (apologies for the ageism, but you know what I mean), it was a damn student!

Well, after much rooting around they did indeed find their card, only for the card to not work. And to top all that off, they turn around say to the checkout staff that this was their old card and their new card was in the bag somewhere.

Well, talk about repeating your mistakes.

Another few minutes was spent by this student moron finding the correct card. I almost felt like applauding (sarcastically of course) when he did find and successfully process his purchases.

I could tell from looking around that others felt the same.

We all had places to be, and clearly this student didn’t – or even if he did, he clearly didn’t care much for punctuality. Anyway, as I say, I try not to get too worked up about these things.

I walked out of the store with my purchase and looked at my phone. I received a pop up notification that I had been signed out of my cloud service and I would need to sign back in again if I wished to keep up the preference of continual backing up of my data and ability to access previously saved items. This was a right pain and the whole point of this so called modern technology was you didn’t have to bother with such boring tasks as signing in anymore.

Or so I thought.

Well anyway, I found a seat and sat down and then signed in to my cloud and all was right with the world again. Another ping on my phone. What now! Well, it was a message (SMS, old school!) from my brother asking whether I was interested in attending a boxing match with him.

Well, no I did not want to do this and I promptly sent a reply giving short shrift to the idea.

What was he thinking?

He didn’t normally have the time of day for me so why the sudden interest in attending a high profile fight in the old squared circle with me?

Perhaps he was making an effort, perhaps he had a spare he couldn’t get rid of?

Well, I guess I would never know would I?

We didn’t get on particularly well, as I am sure you can gather from what I’m saying here.

I couldn’t help but wonder whether some people just aren’t cut out to be friends, no matter the level of bond or time spent together. One of life’s ponderable theories I guess.

But listen to me, I sound like a right barroom philosopher here.

Just when I thought I was all but done with answering to my mobile’s every bidding I felt it vibrate in my palm.

No ring noise, how odd.

Well, I shouldn’t have worried, it was simply a notification to say that my battery was in critical condition, deep deep deep into the nervous red zone of less than seven percent functionality. Well, this was a little bit of a worry because I really needed to make sure that I kept it in the world of the working.

I changed the light to dim level as I knew this was one of the best methods of conserving battery. I also logged out of apps as some of them ate battery like it was a bunch of tasty fruits (I mean quickly if you can’t track that metaphor!).

I felt uneasy, something was bothering me but I just couldn’t quiet put my finger on it.

I didn’t feel ill exactly, just a bit run down, a little bit nauseous. Not in danger of actually puking up, but I had the weirdly persistent feeling in my stomach that would usually happen during a bout of flu or temperature for example.

But I had to put this out of my mind.

I walked to the platform and waited for my train. I managed to find a small plastic seat to sit on and took a moment to look around and take in my surroundings. It was a medium sized city train station, normal selection of platforms that were being maintained to the bare minimum standard, as was to be expected in these austere times.

I looked down and saw an empty burger wrapper gently drift past my feet.

How disgusting, and weren’t people being paid to keep the station at least something close to clean and tidy? Well, on second thought, they weren’t being paid anywhere enough to be monitoring every single passenger and every single bin on a twenty four seven basis. And that was the key, the general populace would always blame the average Jo worker for perceived errors and misdemeanours rather than the fat cat bosses who ran the whole damn show, often into the ground it should be noted. 

And sure, I’d just, albeit momentarily, fallen into that very same trap.

Well, either way, it didn’t change the fact that there was an empty burger wrapper whizzing around me feet.

I kicked out and missed.

How embarrassing.

To add to the grossness, it even momentarily got caught on my shoe the second time I tried.

Finally, the wind took mercy on me and the wrapper drifted off into the distance, possibly to bother some other poor civilian.

I looked up at the digital display and saw that my train was on time.

Thank the heavens for small mercies, I thought. And I’m not even religious, but I was just glad to know that my scheduled train was on time and I could get on my journey pretty soon.

I felt myself being shunted up a touch as a large man sat down next to me.

Wow, he really was too big.

I mean, it was unhealthy and quite a spectacle.

I mean, he didn’t smell or anything, but it was too much for me and I stood up. I simply didn’t want to be near this rotund man as I waited for my train.

Also, it occurred to me that in the event of us both getting up at the same time I would struggle to get past him and in the train. He would hold me back and I might end up in a less desirable seat.

Not going to happen, to put is simply.

Well, the time came and no sign of my train. I looked up at the digital display again, no sign of a delay there. What the heck was going on?

Well, I shouldn’t have worried. No sooner as the time changed to a minute after arrival time, I saw the train come round the corner and slow down as it approached my platform.

The time for my journey was approaching, I was getting closer to my destination. Just as the train pulled in, as expected, the fat man who had parked his butt near me got up and began to make his way to the front of the platform.

No chance, I thought, feeling determined that this buffoon wasn’t getting ahead of me.

I positioned my body near the safe edge of the platform and as the train ground to a loud halt I politely allowed the passengers wanting to alight and then sprung up and into the carriage, leaving the fat man in my wake.

I found a decent seat by the window and took my seat and began to wonder what lay ahead of me.


CHAPTER SEVEN

The train pulled into the Crystal Cove Beach stop. I alighted with the other relaxed holiday makers. I’d got a couple of leering looks from male passengers during the journey.

All I could do was blush and look away.

As I stepped off the train I looked up and saw Madam Jennifer waiting for me, tapping impatiently on her Cartier watch.

“You’re late, sissy!” She said, a little too loudly for my liking, as I walked towards her.

I felt my face flush red and as I looked around I noticed one man, a large black man in a pinstripe suit, smirking and giving both Jennifer and I the eye.

“I’m sorry, Madame Jennifer,” I said, trying not to sound like I didn’t disagree with her assessment of my timekeeping. The truth was that I was perfectly on time, but I suspected this was a trap to try and get me to fall foul of her rules and earn myself a punishment right there and then.

We walked to Jennifer’s hire car, a large white SUV that glittered in the blistering sun.

I looked at Jennifer and she looked absolutely incredible.

She was wearing a pair of white jean shorts that showed off her magnificently sculpted legs, the powerful thighs down to the toned claves and elegant ankles. Of course, her ass looked as incredible as ever, perfectly bubble shaped, catching the admiring glances of every man, and woman, who caught a glimpse.

On top she was wearing a funky black polka dot t-shirt that was tucked in to her shorts to emphasise her petit waist. Her perfectly round breasts wobbled gently, braless underneath. I felt my sissy dick get hard.

Yes, despite being a sissy bitch in training, I still had huge desires for my Madame.

And boy she did she know it…

“Get your stupid tongue back in your mouth before I bend you over the bonnet of the car for a hard, long spanking,” Jennifer said sternly, but also laughing, knowing full well the sexual power she held over me.

“Sorry, Madame,” I said, embarrassed that I had been caught out.

“Is that the best you can do?” She said, suddenly very angry. “Well, if that’s you best effort then I think I’m just going to warm up that sissy ass right here and now!”

With that, and without a moment for me to even attempt to resist, she grabbed be underneath my arms and lifted me up, flipped me, and faced me down on the SUV bonnet.

It felt very submissive, like I was some kind of cheap slut from a porn clip, presenting my ass to be used and punished.

Without hesitation, Jennifer yanked my shorts down to reveal my thong.

“Let the spanking begin!” She declared.

Spank after spank after spank came down on me. I remembered to thank her after each one and ask for more, even though I could feel my cheeks reddening at an alarming rate.

I became conscious that people were watching and looking over my shoulder saw that a small crowd of men and women had congregated.

“Has he had enough?” Jennifer asked them.

There was a mixed response, but luckily – or so I thought – Jennifer decided I had had enough.

Then came the killer comment.

“We’ll see you all at the beach in about fifteen!” Jennifer said.

What? She knew this crowd? Worse than that, she knew the crowd of people that had just witnessed her give a public spanking to a sissy bimbo in public… and that sissy bimbo was me!

We got into the car and I sat in silence, contemplating the prospect of having to look at these people in the eye once we got to the beach.

“Oh, I can read you like a book, sissy,” She said. “You’re worried about having to interact and be around those people? Well, don’t worry. For one, they are some good friends of mine and they are used to sissy sluts like you. Secondly, if you think a public spanking is something to be embarrassed about, well.. how shall I put this… things are going to get an awful lot more humiliating for you later on!”

Jennifer laughed, turned the music up on the car sound system and got on to the freeway that would take us to the beach.

My mind was racing, my ass was still throbbing – and it wasn’t the only thing to be throbbing either. What was going to happen on the beach? I wouldn’t have to wait long to find out.

**

“Well don’t you look a perfect little slut!” Jennifer declared. “Guys, what do you think?”

Jennifer’s friends all commented in the affirmative, yes, I did look like a perfect little cumdump sissy slut.

I was standing on the table top of the Crystal Cove outdoor restaurant, wearing nothing but my lycra thong and matching bra. To the amusement of the restaurant guests and owner (who happened to be an old college friend of Jennifer’s), I was working my way through requests for poses from the attending crowd.

So far I had squatted down as low as I could, I had bent over and rubbed my fingers suggestively around my crotch, I had even pretended that a large banana was a cock that I was oh so desperate to get in my mouth.

All of this had been incredibly humiliating and of course, in truth, a massive turn on.

It was quite surprising that I hadn’t cum already.

Some of the waiting staff had even come up and posed for photos with me, grabbing my crotch and pinching my cheeks totally without even the slightest consideration for asking my permission.

“Do what you want with him, I do!” Jennifer had declared to loud cheers.

“Jennifer, does the sissy like to suck actual cock?” Naomi asked.

Naomi was one of the louder and cruder members of the crowd. She had large breasts that complemented her voluptuous figure and plump lips that I would have loved to rub my beta dick on, if I was ever lucky enough.

“Don’t be rude, sissy, answer Nicola,” Jennifer said, shooting me a look that suggested she did not want to be disappointed by my answer.

“I am in training, Naomi,” I said, nervously.

“Well that is interesting. Come down from the table and get over here. Now!” Naomi said.

I looked over to Jennifer, part in hope of being saved, but no luck.

Jennifer just nodded and pointed towards Naomi.

I climbed down from the table and Naomi grabbed me and placed me on her lap. It felt humiliating, like she was treating me as if I was a rag doll. I looked up and Naomi’s cleavage was millimetres from my face. Then she did something that absolutely shocked me. She pulled her breasts out of her top and pushed my face on to her nipple.

“If you tell me how much you want to suck a big hard dick, I’ll let you make cummies while sucking my nipples,” She said. “Oh, and it’s not a request…”

I didn’t know if I could go through with it.

I hesitated and immediately felt Naomi’s fingers pull my bra front down and clamp on to my nipples. I let out a groan, half pain half pleasure. Naomi began to pull and stretch my nipples.

“Tell me how much you love cock, big veiny… thick alpha male cock!” She instructed.

I knew I had to say it, because even though it was under the duress of pain, I knew it was true.

I also knew that Madame Jennifer would not accept my lying, and she would see through any kind of half assed attempted lie or half-truth. I felt Naomi impatiently pull on my nipples and slap them, causing the crowd to cheer. One of the other women walked over and pulled my thong down past my knees and as my hard dick sprung out to the amusement of the watching crowd I knew it was time to speak.

I figured if I left it too much longer I might end up making a sissy mess everywhere.

“Yes, it’s true,” I said, trying to speak as clearly as I could to avoid the possibility that I would have to repeat this terribly humiliating truth.

“What is true?” Naomi demanded.

“It is true that I fantasise of hard dick, big, thick, bouncing, rock hard dick,” I said, getting into it in a way I had no expected. “I dream of big alpha men stripping me down to my tiny women’s panties and having their way with me while strong, confident, sexy women watch and laugh, taunting me and making fun of my sissy clitty. Oooooooh-“

Oh no, I thought. It was happening.

I couldn’t stop it.

Right there and then, on the beautiful Naomi’s lap, my hard little dick exploded everywhere as I described my deepest sissy bi fantasies.

The crowd cheered and laughed, and judging by the looks on some of their faces, were also pretty turned on by the whole thing.

“Now, be a good sissy and eat up your cummies from Naomi’s titties,” Jennifer said. “And don’t you dare miss a single drop of that disgusting mess.”

I began to lick and suck my cum, much to the enjoyment of the crowd, and Naomi it must be said. I could feel her nipples harden as I licked my stringy sissy bimbo cum off her tits.

“Okay, okay, that’s enough,” Jennifer declared. “I have a rather wet pussy that needs seeing to, and this sissy slut is the one who will be servicing it for the rest of the day. Anyone who wants to stop by and enjoy the show, and perhaps have some fun of their own with us is more than welcome to, man or woman.”

I was led away by Jennifer, my legs still weak from the enormous orgasm I had experienced.

“Did I meet your expectations, Madame?” I asked, hopefully.

“Oh sissy, you certainly did,” Jennifer said, almost sounding proud of me. “But you’ve got the rest of the afternoon to go, and if I was you I wouldn’t let your standards drop, because if you do I’ll throw you to a big alpha male and he’ll have you down on your knees in double quick time. Now I know you might enjoy that, but I want to hear more about your bi, gay, call it whatever you want sissy wet dreams first, and you can tell me all about them as you get that tongue working my to several orgasms, on my pussy and my asshole.”

We walked to Jennifer’s reserved spot on the beach and after a quick drink we got to work. About an hour in, the strangest thing happened. She received a text. A text from Madame Annabelle.

Madame Annabelle would be flying in first thing tomorrow.

My heart raced, I could only imagine what this would lead to.

Madame Annabelle and Madame Jennifer together… I felt myself go hard again, much to Jennifer’s amusement.

“Sissy! Don’t worry, all will be revealed you cum hungry little panty boi bimbo! But before that, we’re going to get you sucking on a big, hard, cock for real. Now tell me, would you like that?”

I knew the answer.

I couldn’t deny it.

I had to say it.

“Yes, Madame,” I said, “I would love you to find my a big hard cock for me to pleasure with my beta sissy cumdump mouth.”

As I said the words out loud, I found myself experiencing the most intense sissygasm ever, my cum bursting out of my clitty, my entire body convulsing with pleasure.

“Well, just wait until you try it for real!” Jennifer said. “You will soon be the perfect sissy, I can guarantee it.”

I wasn’t sure exactly what this would entail, and I knew that both Jennifer and soon a returning Annabelle would have plenty of surprises in store for me. But I did know that I was ready for the next chapter in my sissy journey.
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-To Come-

My task here was simple, or it was in theory.

I had been told in no uncertain terms that I would be giving an impromptu fashion show of the store’s latest panty range for Alex, Jennifer, and Sophia.

I was to use the corridor outside of the changing rooms as my runway and I was to put on my best sissy walk up and down like I was on a catwalk in New York fashion week.

This was the kind of thing I was forced into doing at Annabelle’s house, but in a large store?

This was another level of sissy behaviour and I felt nervous, partly from the embarrassment of doing it in front of Alex, clearly a woman after Jennifer’s dominant nature, but also in a public place!

Not wanting to take too long and face any punishment for tardiness, I quickly stripped naked. I looked at myself in the mirror as I picked up the first pair of panties. My body, a real beta wimp body that no dominant Goddess would ever be interested in sexually, had slimmed down further, but my ass was a bit perkier, bouncier, due to the high squat plan I had been put on.

Annabelle had ordered Jennifer to ensure that I completed my thousand squats over the course of the day – it was her goal that I developed the perfect sissy ass that would really show me at my best in panties.

But best for who?

Her and her friends, or the alpha businessmen and investors she had been referring to?

I’ll be honest, the thought began to turn me on and I ran my hand over my stiffening sissy clitty as I watched it rise in the full length mirror.

I snapped out of it as quickly as I could.

I pulled the panties up over my thighs and my twitching dick. It was a pair from the store’s sexy seasonal range; bright blue, lots of frills, and a cute little fluffy bow at the back. It was perfect for any sissy, that was for sure.

I took a deep breath and walked out.

There were ironic cheers from the three women as I approached them and did a turn.

“Look at his stupid feminine ass jiggle! It’s all the sissy squats he does!” Jennifer said, loudly for my benefit, to her companions.             

“I know a few of the big men in the store room who would love a squeeze on that!” Alex replied, laughing.

“Damn, girl,” Sophia said, “We’ll have to get them in here and see what they think of this little slut!”

“Excellent idea,” said Jennifer. “Can you call them on your intercom?”

Oh no, this was not good. As I changed quickly in the changing room in to the next pair of panties, I could only hope that Jennifer was teasing me, that Alex wouldn’t be calling a group of burly store room workers in to watch my jiggle and sissy spin my way down the runway.

I did a few more walks up and down the catwalk, each time the panties got skimpier, more scandalous, sluttier. The women approved, laughing, calling out insults, grabbing me as I turned to walk back up to the changing room.

Now however it was time for the final. I knew I had to make this one a good one. As well as I thought I had done, I knew that unless I pushed this one to the extreme I would be in line for some serious punishment.

Who was I kidding? I was in for punishment either way, but if I let Jennifer down I knew it would be even worse.

I put on the final lingerie that had been left for me.

It was miniscule, absolutely tiny.

It was lurid neon, something a real slut would wear.

I put it on and it left absolutely nothing to the imagination…

-END OF PREVIEW-


CHAPTER ONE

After what had happened at Crystal Cove Beach, possibly – no definitely – the most public humiliation of my life, either as a sissy or otherwise, I had been informed by Madame Jennifer that Madame Annabelle would be returning.

Well, slight change of plan.

Annabelle would indeed be returning, but not for another few days due to an unexpected hold up in a business deal that would apparently increase her net worth by a staggering amount. Jennifer had told me that we would be continuing as normal, with me serving her and working on my craft as a subservient sissy boy.

“I’m going out for the day now, sissy,” She said, “But I will be back this evening with a couple of friends. We’re going to have your first sissy slut sleepover!”

I didn’t know how to react to this.

I’d been publicly humiliated, exposed and spanked in front of her friends on the beach, fondled and groped by total strangers, their hands running all over my sissy body.

But having people stay over the night seemed a new level.

It certainly opened up possibilities I hadn’t experienced so far in my journey.

“I see the prospect has you thinking,” Jennifer quite accurately observed.

“Well, you should prepare the house, get it nice and tidy, and you should also make sure you yourself are ready for what will be an evening of pure entertainment for my friends and I. Whether or not you find it entertaining is quite another thing, but we shall see.”

With that, Jennifer walked out of the cinema room and as I heard the front door close, I pondered what on earth she could have meant.

Well, I couldn’t spend too long thinking about it as I knew I had to get the house in shape before she returned.

I put on my Sissy Chores clothes. Still feminine, still panties, but more practical. A snug grey thong, of course cut high on the hips. With it the accompanying grey sports bra. I wore a pair of comfortable sneakers with little white pop socks on my feet.

As I began my chores, my mind wandered, as it always does.

You see I had recently been really struggling with the internet at the beach house. I needed a service that was fast, reliable, and capable of retaining its speed in a busy household where multiple devices were often in use.

Not all of my work for Annabelle and latterly Jennifer was related to feminization, some of it was more mundane, and I guess this was an example.

I attempted to disconnect my tablet and reconnect, but all this did was cause further delays to getting online and listening to the latest episode of whichever podcast it was I was going to listen to as I ensured the house was of the correct standard.

It finally did reconnect after what seemed like an age, although in reality it was probably less than ninety seconds, and I thought that enough was enough, I was going to take the matter into my own hands and find a new provider and be done with this pain in the ass.

After some rudimentary research I saw that there was a new service in town, one that was economical, reliable (or so they said), and provided super high speeds.

Sounds too good to be true?

Well, apparently it wasn’t.

The thing is, it was a rebranding due to a merger of two of the previous giants of internet providers.

I won’t bore you with all the technical details, and I’ll be honest I’m not even sure I could successfully remember them all myself at this juncture, but it was a perfect marriage of physical cables and tech innovation.

I was promised the new service would be up and running within an hour, and this sounded great to me. I was very impressed by the customer service and the price sounded right. I had been granted access to the basic bank information as I would often need it when doing chores and such like.

Of course, the real money I had no access to, a sissy like me couldn’t be trusted with alpha responsibilities like that!

But what about my podcast?

Or general surfing in the meantime?

Well that was easy, I’d simply use my data, of which I had unlimited levels thanks to the plan that I had been put on.

I listened in the end to a movie podcast that I really enjoyed. I figured I would use it as inspiration for choosing a sleepover movie playlist, having been instructed by Jennifer to have some viewing entertainment in place.

The podcast was kind of highbrow discussion of pop culture movies, in the main, and I enjoyed the detail with which the presenters went into describing the movies that they would be discussing that episode. There was always a theme to each episode and I liked the vibe of the show.

Maybe it was in the top five of my favourite podcasts, possibly even the top three.

Towards the end of the podcast I found that I had completed almost all of the cleaning work. Now was the time to check the fridge for snacks, and also the large walk in food pantry.

Oh yes, there were a nice selection of chips and dips on offer, plus some fine dark chocolate, and of course, how could a movie night sleepover be without… popcorn!

Yes, before you wonder, we had sweet, salty, and a sweet salty hybrid mix all in stock, just to cover all tastes and tongues.

Me?

I liked the salty flavour popcorn.

Make of that what you will!

Standing in the pantry, which was probably bigger than the studio apartment I would have been able to afford if I lived in a big city like New York, I felt a sense of gratitude to Madame Annabelle for taking me under her wing and allowing me to live so well.

This beach house really was spectacular, and so elegantly designed and maintained.

Even if it wasn’t the threat of butt-plug spanking humiliation, I would want to keep it as tidy as possible, I thought.

So now it was time to get the movie playlist selected.

I wanted to offer a broad choice that was still within the parameters of what had been requested. I was thinking mainly classics 80s and 90s films that offered a good balance of auteur vision, camp humour, period style, and high entertainment factor.

It helped that I was an absolute, bona fide expert on the era having studied it for a single semester on my Liberal Arts degree. I would put in some John Hughes, a little bit of course of the Brat Pack pantheon of classics, the original Buffy The Vampire Slayer movie – this would then segue into Teen Wolf, the less heralded but still cult classic Teen Wolf 2, some Clueless, maybe The Craft, and then some Paul Veerhoven action, Starship Troopers and Showgirls.

It felt like a very well put together selection that covered all the bases.

I knew my movies, no one could deny it.

I only hope that my tastes were appreciated.

I looked around and realised that I had missed a patch with my hoovering. I placed the tv remote on the large comfy corner sofa – that, ironically, had two corners, it was kind of a U shape, easily large enough to fit eight people on comfortably.

Perfect for a movie night.

I plugged the hoover back in, a top of the range model that actually made hoovering a pleasant task, believe it or not, and quickly manoeuvred it over the affected area. Like I expected, it easily lifted the remaining dirt.

I switched the hoover off and surveyed the room.

I had done a good job, of that I was confident.

I heard the phone ringing in the kitchen but to be quite honest couldn’t be bothered to walk in and answer it.

After all, it would probably no doubt be some kind of telemarketing service, trying to get me to sign up to some kind of new insurance plan or making some kind of accident claim or some such scheme.

Now even if I was the man of the house, which of course I certainly wasn’t!, there was no way I would get involved with something like that.

I was actually just a bit tired from all my hard work.

I let the phone ring out and took a seat on the large sofa and switched the TV on and casually flipped around the channels, just taking a breather and getting some relaxation in.

The thing is, even though tonight was meant to be a fun sleepover, I just had a kind of feeling – and no without good reason – that it may not be all that relaxing for me.


CHAPTER TWO

Madame Jennifer shouted up for me. She was downstairs and had just come off the phone with Madame Annabelle. I had tried to make out what was being said but also was careful to not be caught doing so as eves dropping would not go down well with either of them.

It was very important that I knew my role as a beta male – important conversations did not concern a bimbo like me, I was here to do and serve as I was told.

Truthfully, this thought not only relaxed me, it also excited me.

I had to be careful not to get too excited however as I finished changing into my outfit for the evening ahead.

As it was a sleepover, Jennifer had decided that I would be wearing a highly feminine, sensual cropped pyjama set. In other words, tight pink satin trousers that were tight around my sissy ass, and a very small matching pink satin button up top that was short around my midriff, revealing my smooth, shaved chest.

Oh, and of course, underneath the pyjama bottoms I had been given a pair of absolutely tiny panties that were designed to keep any unwanted stiffness under control.

When I say tiny panties, I mean they were ridiculously small.

Apart from the front piece of material, that was so small it struggled to keep even my tiny dick inside, there were two strings that connected to a virtually non-existent back.

If you didn’t know I was wearing anything underneath the bottoms, I don’t think it would be possible to tell.

“I won’t tell you again, sissy, get down here!” Jennifer called out, her voice authoritative and a little bit impatient. 

I finished checking myself out in the mirror and left my room to take the stairs down to the ground floor.

I couldn’t deny it, I was feeling a whole range of emotions. Part of me was incredibly turned on by the prospect of my first sissy sleepover, the thought of several women, all in the mould of Jennifer, having fun at my expense, ridiculing me, punishing me if I took a step wrong, and who knows what else, was a major cause for excitement.

But on the other hand I was also petrified by the idea.

What if I wasn’t able to please them?

What if their plans for me pushed me too far, tried to make me do something I just wasn’t ready for?

There was also the unknown factor. As I hadn’t experienced an overnight situation, I had no real idea what to expect, what the possibilities truly were.

I would soon find out.

Just as I was letting my mind run away from me, I remembered Jennifer’s impatient tone of voice and got down the stairs in double quick time.

“Well I thought you had got lost,” Jennifer said. “I hope this isn’t going to be the precedent for the evening?”

“No, Madame,” I said, “I will be ready and waiting to serve as promptly as is required.”

“Oh, sissy, you sound very nervous!” Jennifer laughed. “Perhaps you need a bit of a warm up, just to shake out the nerves?”

What did she mean? I half suspected that Jennifer would put me over her lap right there and spank me not only for my slowness, but also for my nerves.

“Anything you wish, Madame,” I replied, hoping that my quick response and respectful, subservient tone would find favour with her.

“Good. Well, I’m not going to punish you,” She declared. “You need to relax, you need to be in full on slutty sissy mode ready for when the ladies arrive. Okay, here’s what we’re going to do. You are going to answer the door to the caterers, they should be here any minute, and you are going to take them through to the lounge room where they will leave the food.”

“But, I’m wearing pyjamas… women’s pyjamas!” I said, immediately realising that this was the whole point.

“Exactly! That’s exactly the idea you stupid little slut,” Jennifer declared.

Well, the caterers did arrive, and I answered the door to them wearing my tight, feminine, pink satin pyjamas. I could sense the women caterers giggling, staring, rolling their eyes at how pathetic I was. Now the male members of the catering team, I certainly felt their eyes burning a hole in me, especially as I walked in front of them, my sissy ass wiggling in the bottoms.

As I brushed past one of them, a very muscular man in his early thirties, I felt his crotch bump into lower back. For a split second I felt him grind into me a little.

This made my entire body quiver and I quickly excited and showed the catering team out of the house.

“Well, I saw that, don’t think I didn’t,” Jennifer said. “So tell me, did you lie it when the big strong man rubbed his bulge against your sissy boi body?”

“Yes, I said, “It made my sissy clitty tingle.”

It was so humiliating and degrading to talk like this, but I knew which words I could use for my erection and if I didn’t stick to them I would get punished – and it was way too early to face a punishment.

“Well tell me then, do you feel ready to be the perfect sissy?” Jennifer continued, “Because if a big hard cock makes you tingle then there is no way you are a real man, you must be a true cock hungry sissy?”

“Y-y-y-yes,” I said, my voice wavering, “I am a… cock hungry sissy. Thank you, this has helped me very much.”

“Excellent, now give me a twirl, then drop to all fours and shake that sissy booty for me!” Jennifer laughed, knowing full well that she had me in the palm of her hand.

I dropped down and popped my booty, much to her amusement. I felt my cock harden further, I kind of wanted the big strong caterer to witness this. I couldn’t help but say it out loud.

“Yes, reveal yourself to me, slut,” Jennifer laughed. “Who knows, maybe you will get a chance later? But for now, I hear the doorbell. Looks like the ladies are here!”


CHAPTER THREE

I walked to the door, the sound of loud and excited women was quite apparent – and I felt nervous. The feeling hit me like a sledgehammer and I turned nervously. I was met with a stern, no-bullshit look from Jennifer.

She would not tolerate being embarrassed by an underperforming sissy this evening, and had spelled that out to me when she brought up an image on her phone of a quite monstrous black dildo; Make no mistake, she had said, if you don’t do your job this evening, this thing will be going right up into your sissy fag ass… whether you’ve got lube on or not. This was enough of a warning for me.

I took a deep breath.

I opened the door and as I had been instructed, made my formal introduction to the women:

“Good evening, ladies,” I said. “You have been invited to Madame Jennifer’s Weekend Sleepover and I will be your sissy slave for the night. Please feel free to address me as you please, instruct me to your exact specification, use me any which way that meets your requirements.”

With that, I got on my knees and waved the ladies in.

Each one walked past me, a couple patting me on the head.

I had been told to keep my head down, show respect for the superior women and not get in their bad books. But of course I couldn’t help take a sneaky look.

They were all, to put it mildly, absolutely magnificent looking.

Dressed in smart casual wear of tight leggings and tight fitted t-shirts (all the top level fashion brands of course), they had figures to die for.

It was like having ten Madame Jennifer’s in the room!

Each one was different though. Some had the perfect sporty bubble butt that you just know does at least a thousand squats a day and a load of HIT training to go with it.

Others had larger booties, one lady in particular had a striking resemblance to Serena Williams. I watched as her large butt cheeks jiggled and clapped underneath her shiny, white lycra leggings.

I knew I had to check myself, and fast, otherwise I would get rumbled for drooling after them.

I couldn’t deal with the prospect of getting punished, no doubt in a most humiliating way, this early in the proceedings.

“Sissy!” Annabelle shouted, “Where are our drinks you stupid little slut?”

Damn, the champagne! I was meant to have it ready. I crawled on all fours as fast as I could to the kitchen, much to the laughter of the women.

Was this setting the tone for the night?

I had a sinking sensation it might be.

The night continued in a similar vein. I was routinely bossed around, made to complete menial tasks, and insulted. How about this a list of insults off the top of my head:

Bimbo

Bitch boi

Beta loser

Tiny dick

Wimp

Pathetic sissy bitch

Yeah, and there were more, as I am sure you could imagine.

Jennifer and the women had grown bored of taunting me however and had decided I would have to put on a show for them.

“Sissy, you have exactly two minutes to get out of those pyjamas and return in the sluttiest get-up you can manage,” Jennifer declared. “When you return we will be expecting you to do a little dance for us, and it better be the most degrading, cheap, tacky, slutty dance you – or we – can imagine. Anything less and we’ll have you sucking off the security guard who patrols the neighbourhood!”

This caused all manner of a ruckus and merriment in the room. The ladies, who had downed a fair share of champagne, had gotten quite rowdy, and any sense of decorum had long gone.

Sophia, the Serena Williams lookalike, offered to help me get ready.

“Just to make sure you get it full on slut level, I’m going to come with you, bitch,” She declared, to the cheers of the others.

“Wait, why don’t we all take him? Come on, grab him!” Cried out Susan, a woman in her late thirties who was five ten, five eleven, a top level TV executive, and had a body that you could see the full effects of her three hundred dollar an hour personal trainer.

“So be it!” Laughed Jennifer.

Before I had a chance to move, I was grabbed all over by the women and suddenly found myself horizontal, staring up at the gan of women as they grabbed and pulled at me as they took me up the flight of stairs to the special Sissy Closet that had been converted from one of the many spare guestrooms.

As I was dragged into the room and thrown on the fluffy rug, the women walked over me and began to pick out what I should wear.

Every kind of panty, thong, camisole, bra, suspender, pantyhose was flung at me amongst the hubbub of the women excited by the opportunity to feminize me to the absolute maximum.

“Now ladies, remember we want him as slutty as possible!” Jennifer stated, calm but also enjoying the high spirits that the moment of spontaneity had created.

“What about this pair?” Sophia said, holding up a pair of pink panties that had tie-up sides and a frilly waistband that cut straight into a tiny thong back.

Everyone looked at me, squirming, stripped naked on the floor with my cock sticking up, pumping, hard, ready to explode.

“Well clearly sissy cumslut approves!” Jennifer said. “Go on, sissy, get into them and show us how depraved and cock hungry you are!”

I did as I was told, pulling the panties up over my legs and onto my cock. The feel of the smooth, fresh panties on my throbbing dick nearly pushed me over the edge.

I realised I didn’t have long before I made a sissy mess everywhere but knew full well that I would be expected to put on a show. I began to gyrate and rub my hands over my body, pulling on my nipples, stretching them up to my mouth.

The women were all clapping and cheering.

I turned and bent over, rubbing my fingers around the string which only barely covered my puckered, excited hole.

Then I felt myself being flung down over the soft velvet sofa. Sophia grabbed my hips and raised my ass, ripped the thong off and spread my cheeks, spitting violently on my ass.

“Get it in him!” Came the cry from the women, in unison.

Then I felt it, a long, hard, dildo being eased into my tiny sissy beta boi ass. I let out a groan, then a moan, then another moan.

I couldn’t deny it any longer, I was enjoying this.

“Yes! Yes! Beg for it sissy! Imagine it is a real big black cock!” Sophia demanded, much to the approval of the women, and most notably Jennifer.

“Please, oooh, please give me that big hard black cock!” I pleaded, not even pretending just to please her. “Fill me with hard, real alpha dick, give me a sissygasm! Oooooooooh, yessssssssss!”

To loud cheers from the room, I found myself bucking away on the dildo, pushing back, working my little feminized ass on a big black cock, cumming hot sissy cum all over the sofa.

Finally, when I was spent, I was given a round of applause and told I had ten minutes to compose myself before service would resume for the evening.

“We’re going down to put one of the movies you chose for us on. How about Showgirls? I think he could practice his slutty moves while we watch it with him?”

The women agreed and left me to recover as they walked down the stairs and into the cinema room. I was exhausted and completely spent. I couldn’t believe what had happened.

I also knew that I could never go back from this moment, this was an epic step forwards in my journey as a sissy slut.

CHAPTER FOUR

The rest of the evening went as I expected: several spankings, constant humiliations, lots of deeply sissified behaviour as we watched Showgirls – including one especially humiliating moment, recorded on several of the ladies’ phones, that involved me gagging on a banana while each of the women took it in turns to simulate taking me from behind.

I could feel the wetness of their pussies on me as they did this and it wasn’t long before I was on my back, my face and tongue acting as a pleasure spot for them as one by one they took their turn at riding me until the climaxed.

Each one seemed to take a specific delight in grinding and riding my face.

Some pushed down hard, others seemed to hover and tease.

Both styles were equally punishing and thrilling.

Of course, I was forced into cumming again.

I say forced, it was never that far away from happening naturally.

As the women retired to their guestrooms for the evening, Jennifer told me to wait back with her.

“So, sissy,” She said, “You did well tonight, very well. Now, I’ve had a word with Sophia and she might be popping in to see you at some point, so be prepared to serve her well. How does that sound?”

“It sounds… perfect,” I said, trembling but excited by the possibilities.

“Excellent,” Jennifer said, patting me on my bottom, “Now, time for you to get to work on my ass and my pussy with that tired little tongue of yours…”

“Yes, Madame,” I said, as I lay down dutifully on the sofa and got ready for my Goddess.

There was still life in this sleepover yet…


CHAPTER FIVE

The next day, I pulled my car into the supermarket carpark and found a convenient spot not too far from the entrance. Okay, unpopular opinion time but I always kinda resented all the parent and child reserved spots.

I mean, a kid can walk!

Okay, so maybe a couple of spots for a parent with a baby is reasonable, but a mom (or dad!) and their twelve year old kid don’t have to be close to the store as a matter of necessity, do they?

Absolutely ridiculous if you ask me.

Well, it grinds my gears that’s for sure, but ultimately I suppose it’s not worth getting wound up about in the longer scheme of things.

So as I say, I parked my car in a decent spot and shut the engine off.

It was a luxurious car, a 2017 model Mercedes coupe. Really comfortable but with a lot of kick in it too. It certainly drew a lot of glances, probably in no part down to the shocking neon pink colour.

Yes, it was a bit humiliating being seen stepping out of it, I guess some people could in theory have thought I was driving my wife or girlfriend’s car, but it was also a definite clue.

If someone put two and two together, it would be an easy situation to work out.

Anyway, I digress. I got out of the car and took a couple of shopping bags, reusable of course, out of the trunk and walked into the shop.

It was a large store, a flagship opening that had recently had a revamp too. This meant that the store was full of eager promotional staff, offering free samples and many different kinds of offers.

Sounds good right?

Well, maybe but also maybe not.

Sometimes I think offers are actually counterproductive and end up costing the customer more money than they had planned to spend.

Well, it was a good job for me that I had a very clear list that I was not permitted to diverge from. Thing was, I was a sucker for a deal or a limited period offer.

Even if I didn’t really need the product on offer, I would always somehow end up getting sucked in. perhaps it was down to my personality, but I was easily swayed and won over by a smooth talking sales man or woman.

Before you know it I’d be buying a multipack of chips having previously sworn off them for their negative nutritional value.

So, back to the store.

It was full of customers, so I figured that I would be able to slip around the store without being bothered by the promo staff who were no doubt on some kinds of bonus scheme depending on how many of their samples they could shift or reduced rate offer goods they could move on to gullible and unsuspecting consumers like me. well, maybe I’m being a little harsh there. After all, they were just doing their job and I was an adult with his own mind, fully capable of making decisions.

I walked to the snacks aisle and picked the snacks I had on my list and placed them in the cart. Unfortunately for me I had selected a terrible shopping cart, as I often did. It had one of the janky wheels that keeps spinning as you try and push.

Maybe it’s not such a big deal but it makes getting around the store a real pain in the ass, particularly when the store is busy and space to manoeuvre is limited, certainly more so than it would be during a quiet time of day.

I briefly considered taking the cart back and trading it for another one.

Was this madness?

It would cost time in the short run, but would it ultimately save time by making the rest of the shop significantly quicker?

In the end, I decided to stick with the poorly functioning cart and just grin and bare it, after all – what was the worst that could happen?

I pushed the cart up the aisle and round the corner to the alcohol aisle where I selected the listed champagne and bottles of beer that had been jotted down in clear and precise hand writing. 

I stopped what I was doing for a moment because I thought I heard a song being played on the store sound system – and not just any song, but a song that I used to love back in the days. It wasn’t that song, but something contemporary that sounded very similar.

It got me thinking about how people are always talking about how derivative modern music, and creative arts in general, is compared to how it used to be in the famed Good Ole Days.

To me, I always called BS on this.

If you look back to any period in history they were always being influenced by those that came before them.

Name a genre, go on I dare you.

Name a genre or artist and then have a think whether he or she could truly claim to have totally come up with something that had zero influences from elsewhere in it.

It just doesn’t happen.

And here’s the thing, I don’t even think there’s anything wrong with that.

It is human nature is it not?

Of course, there does exist rip offs and derivative music, but I would say so what?

If it’s bad, it’s bad.

No one if forcing you to listen are they?

Unless of course you have been taken against your will and placed in an internment detention centre and subjected to special ops tactics in order to force you to confess to something you may or may not have done or have knowledge of.

I joke of course, and I do think that more or less any subject has a degree of humour to it, if the comedian has the skill to deliver an intelligent take on the topic.

And no, I am not comparing myself to a latter day Bill Hicks!

I like to see the humour, maybe crack wise on the subject, but that’s where my ambitions stop.

Well, as I say, the store wasn’t playing the jam I remembered from my college days, but it was a fun, throwaway track that I could appreciate to some degree. I tried to stay up to date with current music as much as I could, but often found it all too easy to slip back to the tracks I knew and loved.

So much for progress eh?

Well, when I did manage to listen to new choice cuts, I always kept an open mind and was more than happy to be pleasantly intrigued by a new genre. I had recently in fact discovered Grime music, a genre sub-division of rap that originated in the UK.

It was very urban, very aggressive, and I must admit to feeling a thrill as I listened to it, or especially if I sought out a music video on YouTube to put some faces to the rapping voices.

I wouldn’t say that Grime would ever be my number one go to after a long day, it was far too pumped up for that, but on certain occasions, perhaps when cleaning in a hurry, or doing another chore, I would say that you could do a lot worse than checking it out and seeing how you feel about it!

My main bag back in college was indie rock, which to this day I still enjoyed a lot. I could easily stick on one of my playlists and it would take me on a journey of emotions, memories, moments, feelings that ranged the full gamut of emotions.

Not all of my indie groups have aged as well as others, but this was natural and inevitable and I didn’t spend too much time worrying over it, after all tastes do change too and who is to say that the groups I did still enjoy would be universally loved by others?

You see, I made a point of not being a music snob, or ‘Muso’ as they are known, because as easily as I could mock one person’s tastes, another could turn around and do the same to me.

This is what I found humorous about the movie High Fidelity, the lack of self-awareness from the jerkwads who worked in the record store was typical of their class.

I mean, don’t get me wrong, it is a good movie overall and I think I heard the book version is also good, but I guess I couldn’t quite get my brain around how irritating and superior they acted. I would never dream of attacking someone because they didn’t remember a record title or band tour date.

That level of obsession to detail is a bit sad if you ask me.

Which you didn’t, of course!

I really am rambling now.

It was at this moment that I tuned away from the music and made my way over to the pharmacy counter and picked up the vitamins and training supplements.

Nothing chemical, all organic produce.

And the prices matched too!

There is no way I could have afforded this level of outlay, but that is the rub of life I guess.

You have to either accept your situation or work a way out of it.

Me, I was happy with how things were going (in the main, all though the painful moments I could live without!) but knew that I couldn’t let my standards slip, not for one moment.

I walked from the pharmacy counter and picked up the remaining items on the list and made my way to the self-serve scanner before suddenly remembering there was one more item I had to pick up.

My face flushed, my heart raced.

I didn’t want to do it, but I knew I had no choice.

I walked up to the check out of the clothes section, my face totally red from the embarrassment. I placed the panties on the counter top.

Three pairs, let me tell you about them.

Pair one: white, basic high cut thong.

Pair two: black, see through mesh, half thong at the back.

Pair three: green, lacy see through, tiny thong back.

The woman at the checkout stared back at me and smiled.

“On a shopping trip for your wife, girlfriend… or yourself?” She asked, knowing the answer full well I suspected.

I don’t know what came over me, it would have been so easy to lie.

But, I had promised Madame Jennifer, and Madame Annabelle who was attending via live video chat, that I would answer honestly if anyone asked.

“Y-y-yes, these are for me,” I mumbled, “I wear women’s panties because I am a sissy.”

I was stunned at how the words flowed out, I was totally exposed and humiliated in front of this total stranger but somehow it felt good.

“I am a sissy beta who wears panties because I do not deserve to wear proper alpha male underwear,” I continued.

The woman looked back at me, her eyes had lit up.

She was clearly loving this, and there was absolutely no mistaking that. She was incredibly attractive, it must be said.

She must have been in her late thirties, but very healthy and vibrant looking. Her uniform of white blouse and tight blue trousers actually looked very sexy on her, it was a tight cut that emphasized her large breasts, shapely thighs, and protruding, strong ass. Her lips were cherry red and plump, her hair was cut shoulder length, clearly at a good salon, and in shiny, healthy condition.

This was the kind of woman I would go for, were I not a complete and utter beta loser, sissy boy.

It was then that I knew I had to continue with the arrangement.

There was no way out of it.

I had been given the instructions by Annabelle and Jennifer. Jennifer had even brought Sophia along with her to be a part of the experience.

Sophia, if you remember, was the Serena Williams lookalike goddess from the Sissy Sleepover – and she was in the supermarket with Jennifer, shopping in the deli section. They would be over in a minute to check that I had owned up to being a sissy, and if they found out I hadn’t followed up on the remaining part of the instruction, then I didn’t dare to think what would happen to me.

“Madame,” I said to the lady behind the checkout. “Would you consider assisting me, alongside my Madame and her esteemed friend, in trying out the panties to see if they are sissy enough for me? Your assistance would be greatly appreciated.”

I could tell the woman, Alex, was momentarily taken aback.

But then it happened.

A wicked grin came over her face, I could see her nipples visibly stiffen through her thin blouse, and she confirmed that she would very much like to assist.

“Thank you, Madame Alex,” I said.

Just as I was about to call Jennifer, I turned around and saw her and Sophia approaching the counter.

They both looked like they meant business.

I was marched into the store changing area and pushed into the changing cubicle by Jennifer. Jennifer placed a pile of women’s underwear, bras and panties mainly, on the stool in the corner and promptly walked out.

“You know what we want, you’d better not let us down!” She said, as she walked out.

I could hear the sound of chairs being moved around near the exit to the changing rooms.

Also voices.

It seemed like Jennifer, Sophia and Alex were getting along like a house on fire. This was good, as a happy mistress will usually treat her sissy sub better in my experience.

But it was also a warning sign.

Often a shared connection and increase in positive mood would lead to Jennifer getting mischievous, really letting rip and putting me through the most excruciating humiliations.

My task here was simple, or it was in theory.

I had been told in no uncertain terms that I would be giving an impromptu fashion show of the store’s latest panty range for Alex, Jennifer, and Sophia.

I was to use the corridor outside of the changing rooms as my runway and I was to put on my best sissy walk up and down like I was on a catwalk in New York fashion week.

This was the kind of thing I was forced into doing at Annabelle’s house, but in a large store?

This was another level of sissy behaviour and I felt nervous, partly from the embarrassment of doing it in front of Alex, clearly a woman after Jennifer’s dominant nature, but also in a public place!

Not wanting to take too long and face any punishment for tardiness, I quickly stripped naked. I looked at myself in the mirror as I picked up the first pair of panties. My body, a real beta wimp body that no dominant Goddess would ever be interested in sexually, had slimmed down further, but my ass was a bit perkier, bouncier, due to the high squat plan I had been put on.

Annabelle had ordered Jennifer to ensure that I completed my thousand squats over the course of the day – it was her goal that I developed the perfect sissy ass that would really show me at my best in panties.

But best for who?

Her and her friends, or the alpha businessmen and investors she had been referring to?

I’ll be honest, the thought began to turn me on and I ran my hand over my stiffening sissy clitty as I watched it rise in the full length mirror.

I snapped out of it as quickly as I could.

I pulled the panties up over my thighs and my twitching dick. It was a pair from the store’s sexy seasonal range; bright blue, lots of frills, and a cute little fluffy bow at the back. It was perfect for any sissy, that was for sure.

I took a deep breath and walked out.

There were ironic cheers from the three women as I approached them and did a turn.

“Look at his stupid feminine ass jiggle! It’s all the sissy squats he does!” Jennifer said, loudly for my benefit, to her companions.             

“I know a few of the big men in the store room who would love a squeeze on that!” Alex replied, laughing.

“Damn, girl,” Sophia said, “We’ll have to get them in here and see what they think of this little slut!”

“Excellent idea,” said Jennifer. “Can you call them on your intercom?”

Oh no, this was not good. As I changed quickly in the changing room in to the next pair of panties, I could only hope that Jennifer was teasing me, that Alex wouldn’t be calling a group of burly store room workers in to watch my jiggle and sissy spin my way down the runway.

I did a few more walks up and down the catwalk, each time the panties got skimpier, more scandalous, sluttier. The women approved, laughing, calling out insults, grabbing me as I turned to walk back up to the changing room.

Now however it was time for the final. I knew I had to make this one a good one. As well as I thought I had done, I knew that unless I pushed this one to the extreme I would be in line for some serious punishment.

Who was I kidding? I was in for punishment either way, but if I let Jennifer down I knew it would be even worse.

I put on the final lingerie that had been left for me.

It was miniscule, absolutely tiny.

It was lurid neon, something a real slut would wear.

I put it on and it left absolutely nothing to the imagination. Even though I was getting used to the sissy situation I had found myself in, first with Annabelle and now with Jennifer, this totally degrading underwear was a step further. It looked like the kind of thing a porn star would wear, the kind of porn star who is involved in the most degrading bukkake scenes, or finds herself getting blacked by the biggest, strongest, black alphas out there.

I felt myself quiver and without thinking ran my hands over my body, and over the tiny thong front.

Honestly, I could have cum right there.

But I knew better. Too many times I had cum without permission and faced the harsh reality of a spanking over a strict lady’s lap.

But, back to the situation.

I was ready to walk out.

I began to stride down to runway, I really put everything I could into swaying my hips, seductively pulling on my nipples like a dirty pole dancer.

As I reached the bottom of the runway, right in front of Jennifer, Sophia, and Alex, I got on all fours and began to twerk my sissy booty, much to their delight.

“Woo! You go sissy!” Alex shouted, rocking her head back and laughing.

“Damn, girl, pop that booty! Make it clap for us!” Added, Sophia, who I couldn’t help but notice had popped open the buttons on her sheer blouse to reveal her substantial breasts jiggling around in her bra.

I continued to work my booty, before turning on to my back and doing some groin thrusts upwards, really pumping my crotch. As I was doing this, I saw out of the corner of my eye something I couldn’t believe.

About seven large men walked in, all wearing warehouse uniforms and all looking like they knew their way around a gym. Big, strong, alpha males. Jennifer hadn’t been teasing me after all, she meant it.

“Don’t you dare stop, you’re just getting started!” Jennifer said, seeing that I had noticed the group of big strong men, absolute physical specimens each one of them. “Look at them while you work that pathetic sissy body for our amusement!”

I knew I would have to do as I was told or risk the consequences. I continued to work my body, alternating poses, shaking my booty, grinding my crotch into the floor, the whole works. The men seemed to enjoy it as much as the women were.

I noticed that Sophia has beckoned one of the larger men over to her chair and she was now sitting on his lap. The thing with Sophia, if you can recall, is that she was a stone cold Serena Williams lookalike. Incredibly feminine, but also highly athletic and powerful.

Well, she looked positively tiny on the lap of this man, he was the kind of massive jock with a sophisticated, rugged edge that didn’t really seem like he worked in the warehouse. Also, it turned out he was the warehouse manager and just couldn’t resist coming up with the other men to take a look at the sissy on show.

“Sophia, how about the sissy boy gives me a personal dance?” He said.

“Yes, I think that could work,” Sophia said, grinning.

Sophia looked to Jennifer who simply nodded her approval.

What was I expected to do in this situation?

Despite all of my humiliations and going along with them, sometimes enjoying it quite a lot, this was surely a step too far for me to go?

I looked again at Jennifer and realised that my indecision had not impressed her.

Before I had a chance to correct my mistake, Jennifer and Sophia both sprung up from their seats and grabbed me by each arm and began to drag me, with ease it should be said, over to the warehouse manager.

The look on his face was one of pure power, a sophisticated and successful man who was used to getting exactly what he wanted in life. Career, expensive lifestyle, women, this man had it all.

“Maxwell, meet the sissy!” Sophia said.

Maxwell smiled and beckoned me closer. I felt both Jennifer and Sophia let go of my arms. I felt a surge of nerves go through my body and couldn’t help but look him up and down.

Rugged, sophisticated, smart, his large frame looked very masculine underneath his designer suit in the classic business cut. I also couldn’t help notice what appeared to be a substantial bulge in the crotch area of his trousers.

I could have sworn I saw it flex up and down!

I blushed and looked away, before feeling a nudge in my back.

I knew I had no other choice.

I walked over to Maxwell and began to sway in time to the music. I was very nervous at first, not helped perhaps by the laughter from the women watching. But as I began to lose my inhibitions I felt a powerful feeling taking over me. I looked at Maxwell as he licked his lips and spread his legs a little – who knows what needed more room inside his trousers?

Suddenly, I had forgotten about the extremely degrading nature of what I was doing and was shaking and popping my sissy body in the most outrageous and slutty ways imaginable.

I decided to take a risk – but a risk I hoped would impress Jennifer, Sophia, and, of course, Maxwell.

I moved forward and placed myself on his lap.

I began to thrust and grind directly over his enormous bulge and immediately felt like this was a step forward in my transformation into pure sissydom. I enjoyed the feel of his rock hard, and clearly huge cock against my cheeks and tiny sissy dick. I could feel myself getting very excited and this didn’t go unnoticed by Sophia.

“Watch out, Maxwell! You might end up with some sissy clitty squirts over your pants!” Sophia bellowed, loving every minute of this.

Maxwell seemed to take this information on board pretty quickly and came up with his own solution. A solution that it goes without saying did not involve me having any kind of say in the matter. He quickly grabbed me by my slender hips and turned me over so that my sissy booty was up against his crotch and my stiff dicklet was facing downwards towards the floor.

The power in this alpha god was immense and I completely gave up control to him as he pushed and pulled me back and forth on his crotch.

I could feel him pressing my weak body harder and grinding me on him for longer.

Even though this was all for his pleasure, and I was nothing more than his own personal sex toy at this juncture, the experience turned me on so much.

Then it happened.

As I heard him grunting, the feel of his cock through his suit up against my feminine sissy booty, my sissy clit couldn’t take any more and I felt it began to spurt.

My cock had popped out of the tiny thong so everyone was able to see it squirting and splurging its mess all over the floor.

As the assembled crowd cheered and jeered, hurling all manner of insults in my direction, Maxwell continued unaffected until he reached his own crescendo and pumped me so hard it really was as if he was taking me for real.

“Now get on your hand and knees and clean that mess up!” He said, as he put me down on the floor with not much care for me.

“Clean it with your tongue!” Sophia instructed.

I knew this was what was expected in this situation. One of the first things I had learned from Madame Annabelle back at her ski lodge was that a sissy always cleans up her mess, no matter when and where she makes it. I dutifully began to lap up the hot cum that I had exploded onto the floor.

I looked up and saw the men leaving, all laughing, some of them clearly checking out my body, my little clitty still bouncing from what was a truly explosive sissygasm.

What was also noticeable was Sophia, Jennifer and Maxwell still in conversation.

What were they talking about?

As they all turned to look at me I put my head down so as to avoid any punishment for slacking on my cleaning duties. But in terms of what they were discussing, I would soon be finding out exactly what that entailed, and what their plans for me were…


CHAPTER SIX

My training under Jennifer continued – there was no sign of Annabelle returning just yet. Punishment after punishment rained down on me, humiliation after humiliation. But, it wasn’t all bad. I was constantly getting new additions to my sissy wardrobe, being rewarded when I did well, a real mix of carrot and stick approach you could say.

Well, it was Saturday morning and I felt a slight ache in my shoulder. Oh, this really was a heavy bag I was carrying. At least it would get lighter as I gradually offloaded all the flyers as I went from house to house.

I was wearing a pair of white and pink Air Jordans, so comfort was not a problem when it came to the footwear department at least. I figured there must be enough leaflets for a hundred houses, but I had been told that I only had forty minutes to deliver them and make my way back to the house.

That seemed quite difficult to achieve, I really wasn’t overly confident at this stage of proceedings.

At least it wasn’t too hot.

You see, we were in the middle of a heatwave, and I knew as the morning wore on it would build and build, getting hotter by the moment. As it was still very early morning, the temperature was fairly cool, but not cold.

Certainly, it was manageable and not likely to result in me passing out from heat exhaustion at least.

We must always count our blessings, I thought, attempting to convince myself of the upsides of this situation.

The early hour also reduced the risk of me being seen, or confronted about what it was I was delivering, specifically I mean the nature of the leaflets and why it was me, of all people, who was putting them through people’s doors.

Or at least that was my thinking at the time.

Well, I crossed the road, checked the map feature on my smartphone and began walking down Dollar Avenue, arguably the most expensive and exclusive road in the zip code.

The immediate downside of this situation was that each house was enormous, meaning lengthy driveways, security gates, and a substantial walk in between houses. All of this would add significantly to my time out on the street, and given the time limit imposed, plus the increased likelihood of being spotted or confronted as the morning wore on, this really wasn’t the primo situation I wanted to find myself in.

I looked down and saw that one of my laces had come undone.

The weight on my back meant that if I tried to bend down to tie the lace back up I could well collapse, and I really didn’t want that. it crossed my mind to ignore the lace and carry on with it undone.

This of course could have led to me tripping over, and I knew that would be painful and, even worse, could lead to me damaging or dirtying my clothes – and that would not go down well at all. And, hey, I was never one of the cool kids at school who would walk around with their undone laces on display, taunting the teachers, demonstrating a kind of nonchalance that only true rebels can embody.

No, I would have to place my backpack on the floor, do the laces up, then put the backpack back on. It would slow me down initially, but it was the safe option, and I knew it.

With my lace tied and my backpack now safely returned to my straining back, I began to walk down Dollar Avenue.

I looked around at the perfectly manicured sidewalk lawn, the thin trees with their perfect branches.

Man, this was a step up even from Annabelle’s place.

I wondered exactly who lived in a place like this.

I figured it must be celebrities, or investment managers, or perhaps even celebrities married to investment managers!

Hey, you know what I mean – this place was oozing with hard lucre, the kind of big bucks you associate with Hollywood producers.

I heard the sound of a dog barking.

It was a low pitched bark, sounding less like a dog, more like a mythical wolf. Well, given the amount of money in this neighbourhood, who was to say that it wasn’t actually some kind of genetically engineered wolf-dog hybrid.

I’m kidding, of course, but you never know the true extent of what the rich have going on behind closed doors.

Just think of every major conspiracy of the last two hundred (and more) years.

That’s right, it always has the link to the wealthy somewhere there.

Even going back to the Roman Empire, it was the wealthy families who had their hands dipped into every coup, every war move, every new emperor.

Trust me, I’ve spent time studying it.

I did love history at school, too. But the thing with history at school is that you get the highly prescribed, PG13, pro-establishment version. A consequence of this is that history is effectively rewritten from the point of view of the victor, and all other nuance is wiped away as if it never existed in the first place.

Harsh, but true.

This is what definitely happens, so always be aware when you are being spoon fed the latest hot take on current affairs, there will always be an angle, motivated by power and money, being pushed down your throat. It’s a medicine that most definitely is not good for you.

I did notice that there was more room for debate and different angles when I went to college, but by this point the dye had been set, I had kind of fallen out of love with mainstream education, especially history.

Think about it, all college professors usually have books to sell, or narratives to maintain so that they can nail tenure. So that means they are either controversy hounds just looking to sell books or establishment stooges who avoid any kind of investigative work in case it rocks the boat and costs them a cushy twenty five year job in the ivory towers of academia.

That’s my take on it, can you tell I’ve thought about it?

Ironically, it was a teacher who gave me this perspective, many years ago. Ultimately, this professor realised that academia wasn’t for him and went on to pursue his dreams of adventures overseas. I’ve tried looking him up online, but have had zero luck in finding anything at all.

Maybe one day I’ll try again, I might luck out and stumble across a clue.

I’m blabbering on now.  

Well, enough about this, maybe walking down this street was triggering me somehow, being in the presence of this level of wealth stirring up a lot of emotions.

But this wasn’t the time to get too bogged down, I had leaflets to deliver.


CHAPTER SEVEN

So here’s the situation. After what had happened at the store, my total sissy degradation in front of the female and male workers, and Jennifer and Sophia introducing me to Maxwell, it had become clear that they had plans for me to continue my sissy training.

The lap-dance I had given to Maxwell had clearly enhanced my status as a gold star sissy in the making.

In my Skype call with Madame Annabelle, she quizzed and probed me on how it felt shaking and grinding my booty for a big alpha male’s pleasure. I could only reply, despite my complete embarrassment, in the affirmative.

The thing was, it felt really good.

I mean, it was very evident that at the time it felt good, as I made a huge sissy splurge all over the floor as Maxwell man-handled me on his crotch, but even afterwards as I had lay on my bed that night and contemplated what had happened I felt a very strong sense that not only did it turn me on, it was also something that I should be doing, that it was in my nature to act like that, to use my sissy sexuality for the pleasure of men as well as women. 

Of course, as I am sure you can imagine, as I lay there in my bed that night reminiscing and assessing what had happened earlier that day I felt my sissy cock stiffen, harden to maximum levels very quickly.

I knew that if I gave in to temptation and jerked it, I would face punishment in the morning, but the truth was that I didn’t care, I just had to act on my feelings.

When it came to admitting my crime in the morning, which I did in front of not only Madam Jennifer, but Selina, the cleaning lady too, I asked for leniency on the grounds that I was only acting like a true sissy wimp would, impossibly aroused by the thought of a strong, muscular, powerful man dominating me.

Of course, my pleas fell on deaf ears and I was given a thorough spanking that also involved being roundly laughed at and mocked by Selina, who herself too great pleasure in spanking me around each room as I helped her with her morning dust and hoover.

Back to now.

As a result of this progression, Madame Annabelle had decided that I should spend more time with Maxwell, if he agreed. Jennifer agreed, and in a conversation that I heard from my position of on all fours on the floor underneath Jennifer’s feet, it was agreed that Jennifer, Sophia, Maxwell, and I would play a round of golf together at his exclusive members club.

Well, when I say play a round together, what I mean is that they would play, and I would be their caddy.

And when I say caddy, what I mean is sissy slut caddy, dressed in full golf slut costume, ready to serve their needs and whims. The idea behind this was to continue my training, provide me with more public humiliation and exposure, and see how the fit with Maxwell worked.

“You see, sissy,” Jennifer said. “It could be that Maxwell becomes your first proper Bull. Do you know what that is?”

I had an idea, after all a lot of the videos and clips I had looked at online would often reference bulls – big black males who loved to dominate their sexual partners, and often cuckold the wimpy white men and also use their boi pussies and sissy mouths for their pleasure.

I nodded and felt my face flush red as I did.

“Of course you know what that is,” Jennifer had laughed. “Now, if we’re going to do this, I want you really ready to do anything, and I mean anything that Maxwell wants. Tell me, if he asked you to get on your knees, what is the first thing that would cross your mind? And be honest, I’ll know if you’re lying or holding anything back….”

I knew I couldn’t lie to Jennifer, and I also knew that I couldn’t lie to myself. So, I answered as honestly and as fully as I could.

“If Maxwell asked me to get on my knees,” I said, “I would drop down and open my mouth, ready to accept his big, black, powerful cock. I would help him get it out of his pants if he wanted. I would let him rub it over my face, slapping it on my mouth and cheeks to get it as hard as possible. I would feel excited, turned on, completely submissive to be in the presence of an alpha male would was ready and willing to take control of me. I would be totally ready to serve him in an way that he desired. I would want to accept his hot, sticky alpha cum all over my face, body, and in my mouth. I would be ready to take the next step towards becoming a proper sissy.”

As I was saying all this, I could feel myself getting turned on, but I knew better than to try and hide this. I looked at Jennifer and saw that she had noticed my cock bouncing and twitching inside my plain black sports thong.

“Good, good,” I can see that your training has helped to unleash your true sissy self. But, of course, I can see that you also need some corrective treatment just to make sure you don’t have any sissy accidents.”

I then followed her instructions and bent over her lap and took what was a significantly painful fifty hard spanks to my ass. There was no stimulation to my puckered sissy hole for this spanking, and the way she positioned me stopped me from grinding my cock against her legs.

So in other words, it was pure punishment, a stinging reminder that I was only allowed to experience pleasure when I was told, that I was totally subservient to my superiors.

What was in store for me later at the golf course would be full on proof of this.

CHAPTER EIGHT

It was time for me to quit stalling and get myself ready. I had been warned that Maxwell was a complete stickler for time and would not tolerate lateness.

In fact, he always insisted that his employees, and that is what I was categorised as now it would seem, arrived at least fifteen minutes before him wherever he went.

I finished my water and walked into the changing room. I picked a private booth and got changed into my caddy uniform.

Sorry. I mean my Sissy Caddy uniform.

I am sure you can imagine, but this really was a proper sissy ensemble. To start with, and to comply with the stuffy old school rules, I had to wear a pair of pristine white panties, high cut on the hips to emphasise my femininity, with a small back – not a thong exactly, but a rear side that could easily ride up my sissy cheeks if I wasn’t careful, or of course if one of my superiors decided that they wanted this to be the case.

Above that was a scandalously short plaid skirt in a kind of pink and yellow infused tartan pattern. On top I was required to wear a small sports bra, in black, underneath a crips white, and very tight, polo shirt.

I looked like the perfect sissy assistant. I wondered how the other golfers and members of staff at the gold club would react to seeing me, although I had been briefed by Jennifer that there were a lot of slutty caddies, both women and sissies, who operated at this club, so seeing me wouldn’t be that out of the ordinary for them.

Still, I could not help feel nervous.

What if one of the other alpha members wanted to take a closer look at me, maybe lift up my skirt and have a grope all over my crotch, squeeze my cheeks, maybe take out their frustration at having played a poor round earlier? I would have to deal with that when it happened, and anyway, my priority was on impressing Maxwell, and by extension Sophia and Jennifer.

Plus, I knew that Madame Annabelle would be returning from her business trip soon and would want to see exactly how well I was shaping up.

**

I walked onto the green and was a bit shocked to see that Jennifer and Sophia were already there. I quickly felt my shock turn to worry as I saw the disapproving looks on their faces.

“I thought you understood the importance of today,” Jennifer stated, angrily but in control.

“With Maxwell, we always make sure we double down and arrive a full half hour before him,” Sophia said.

I apologised and then, as instructed, presented myself for inspection.

As the two women came close to me and took a good look, lifting up my skirt, running their hands over my body, I couldn’t help but notice that they too were looking rather less dominant than usual.

Sure, they still towered over me but their gold trousers were cropped, and very tight, revealing a pair of killer booties. Their tops too were tight, emphasising both their breasts and their tight, crunch-friendly, waists.

Clearly there was a dynamic at play here that I hadn’t really witnessed before. I’m not saying that they were Maxwell’s bitches, far from it in fact, but it was clear that he was the number one – probably only second to Madame Annabelle, who it later turned out he had had business dealings with in the past.

We waited for a few minutes, the two women delighting in pointing out to me what would happen if I made any mistakes in my caddy etiquette, plus enlightening me on one or two stories from what I could expect back in the clubhouse bar, the famous Nineteenth Hole, if things go a little drunk and disorderly later.

“You won’t be the first sissy bitch to find yourself handling a ton of big hungry cocks in the corner booth!” Jennifer laughed.

“Oh sissy, you’ll love it, Maxwell might even let you lick his ass if you beg him as loud as you can!” Sophia laughed, really enjoying the look of pure terror on my face.

Soon enough, bang on time as expected, Maxwell arrived. He looked magnificent in his smart golf gear. It very much emphasised his large, athletic frame.

But what about his bulge?

Yes, all sissies really want to know about is a big strong alpha bulge when the man is wearing tight sports trousers. Well, you guessed it, it was huge. I almost began to drool right there and then.

“Well, hello,” Maxwell said. “Let’s play!”

What followed was actually a pretty relaxing couple of hours. I made sure I was on point with my caddy duties, and found that Maxwell more or less ignored me as he talked business in between shots. Things took a different turn however when I made the mistake of passing Maxwell the wrong club.

“Bitch, what the hell is this?” He declared, angrily.

I could tell from the look on his face that he really wasn’t impressed and I felt terrified for what he might do. I tried to mumble an apology of some kind but just couldn’t get my words out.

Jennifer stepped in.

“Maxwell, I think what the sissy boi means is that he is sorry, and it wont happen again,” She said. “But…”

“But,” Sophia continued, “Sissy should still be punished for her error! Allow us?”

Maxwell nodded and I found myself being dragged by Sophia and Jennifer over towards the green and the gold cart. I was given a hard and fast spanking, stripped down to just the panties, and as my sissy ass was taking the spanks I felt Jennifer writing something in lipstick on my lower back.

“I’ll leave you to wonder about what I’ve written, slut!” Jennifer roared.

“How about we take him for a tour, Maxwell? See what kind of punishment some of the other members think he should get? Sophia added.

“Sounds, good,” Maxwell said. “Load him up and let’s role.”

What happened next was truly the most humiliating experience of my life. Wearing only a hiked up into my ass thong, I was tied to the back of the golf kart and forced to ride it, totally exposed to anyone and everyone.

As we stopped at each hole, I was roundly mocked, exposed, recorded, pinched, spanked – on my already red hot ass, and had my photo taken in the most humiliating and compromising of positions. Maxwell and the women seemed to be enjoying it, loving how at each new humiliation I clearly had to fight my fears and throw myself into it.

“Sissy, this is actually pretty damn impressive!” Maxwell declared as he watched me pop and twerk my exposed ass on the eighteenth hole, surrounded by a group of middle aged men, all business leaders in the local area, and all more than comfortable with the sight of a feminized sissy boi exposing themselves for the pleasure of others.

“Thank you, sir,” I replied, as I pumped and bounced my crotch onto the smooth and perfectly mowed grass.

“Maxwell old boy,” One of the older men said, “I think your sissy is thirsty and probably hungry too, how about you feed him?”

“Oh yeah,” Another man added, licking his lips, “Why don’t you whip out your big black monster for the slut? I could do with a show!”

With that, Maxwell smiled and walked over towards me, accompanied by both Jennifer and Sophia. The women picked me up and put me on my knees. They crouched next to me and held me in place – not that there was any danger of me running for it, I guess they just wanted to make sure – as Maxwell strode over and stood centimetres away from my face.

He slowly unzipped his trousers and loosened the belt.

Then after some rearranging, he flopped out his cock.

I couldn’t believe it.

It was bigger than I could have imagined, even after having given him a lap dance at the store I wasn’t anticipating this enormous monster.

I quivered as it bounced around in front of my face, already on the way to getting fully erect.

“You like it,” Jennifer said, “Tell me what you want to do now.”

“I want to touch it,” I stammered.

“Yes, and what else?” Sophia added, herself stroking the stiffening black monster.

“I want to help it get hard, I want to kiss it,” I said, nervously, but with a sense of unstoppable excitement at this point.

This was the confirmation they needed. Sophia gripped the cock with her fist and turned it towards me. Jennifer gently, but firmly, moved my head in towards it. I could smell it, almost taste it. I puckered my lips and pressed them against the giant, bulbous dick head.

As soon as I did that I knew the truth.

I was a cock hungry sissy.

I always had been, and I always would be.

I didn’t need anymore encouragement. I soon began to take control, kissing, licking, moving my mouth deeper onto it, working the meat, much to the pleasure of Jennifer and Sophia, Maxwell, not to mention the crowd who had moved in closer.

“That’s it, slut, that’s it, do your job,” Maxwell said.

It was long before he had his hands at the back of my head, working me back and forth, bringing himself close to the edge. Even as a new cock sucker, my natural sissy beta DNA told me that my bull was ready to burst.

Then, just at the right moment, he pulled his dick out and let it gush hot manly cum all over my face.

Instinctively I opened my mouth and let it all fly in.

Maxwell waved his hose like cock around, covering my face, rubbing and pushing it onto my cheeks to drain it fully.

I felt like such a slut, a pure sissy bitch there to take cock and do as she was told. It felt glorious.

“Now, I’ll meet you back at the club house, slut,” Maxwell said. “Don’t be late, and you’d better be ready for more entertainment.”

Maxwell left, along with the other men. On the green , covered in a bull’s alpha semen, I felt incredible. Sophia and Jennifer complemented me on my work, and proceeded to make me eat them out until they came, both sitting on my face and working my tongue.

Once they had finished, they told me that they would be reporting back to Annabelle, and I could expect a reward for completing this part of my task.

“Now, you do know that now you have done this you have sent a signal,” Jennifer said. “You are now a cock hungry sissy slut, but are you ready to be a cumdump sissy beta bitch?”

“Yes, white boi,” Sophia added. “Big black alphas want to work a sissy pussy too, not just their mouth. You’ve had enough dildo training now, but are you ready to take the final step?”

I didn’t even hesitate now, I knew, the taste of Maxwell’s cum in my mouth, the juice of their pussies all over my face, exactly what I was becoming.

“Yes, yes mistresses,” I said, “I am ready to present my ass for cock, ready to get filled up by any man you choose, ready to be used as a bimbo cum deposit.”

The two women laughed, but it was affectionate too. They were happy to have been a part of my training, happy to have taken me on this journey so far. As a reward, they took their panties off, and my thong, and stuffed them in the golf hole.

“Go on sissy,” Jennifer said, “Get on the floor and pump your sissy clitty in there until you make your little sissy cummies. You’ve earned it!”

I didn’t need to be asked twice. I got down, and pumped. It was only a few strokes before I could feel the cum erupting out of my stupid little sissy cocklet.

As I lay there, spent, my mind wandered to the evening ahead and the undoubted levels of sissy debauchery I would be subjected to. This journey was nowhere near being complete, and if anything – it was only going to get more exciting!
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-To Come-

'Don’t you question me. You’ll find out when I want you to find out,’ Angelica said, clearly unimpressed. ‘I think you will find out soon enough. And I think you will be happy to carry them out.'

Angelica lifted my head up to face her. She was smirking. A smirk that had a touch of the devil about it. I felt afraid, turned on, and totally entranced by this woman.

'I notice my tiny little worm is pleased to see me and seems very happy, little man.' Angelica said, grinning even more as she tickled around my crotch.

I looked down at my panty-clad dick. I was in such a daze, brought on by the situation, that I yearned to cum inside my panties, to be commanded to eat my mess and make an exhibition of myself for my new Mistress.

Angelica slowly slid her hand down my chest and then into my panties.

I felt her perfectly manicured hands on him. It had been a while since a woman touched him, let alone one touching my penis. I suddenly became frightened with the thought that I might actually cum there and then.

'You're not really showing much control, are you?' Angelica said, raising an eyebrow and continuing with her smirk.

She gripped hard.

'This little cock is mine now and only spurts when I say so,’ She said, firmly. ‘Isn't that right little boy?'

'Yes Mistress,' I said, totally under her control.

'I was hoping for a servant, with a real cock, one that I might actually use for my pleasure,’ She explained. ‘Unfortunately, this little worm could never be used for my personal pleasure. So, while you're under my wing, it's highly unlikely you'll be having sex. Certainly not with me anyway. Do you have any objections?'

I was stunned.

But I was practically hypnotised by her charisma and her power.

‘No, Mistress,’ I confirmed. ‘I'm here for your pleasure, not mine.'

Angelica removed her hand and patted me on the ass.

'Good boy. Enough about your pathetic little penis,’ She said, laughing. ‘There really isn't much to talk about and more importantly it's getting on for my lunch time, I believe. So off you go.’

-End of Preview-


CHAPTER ONE

So I had spent my twenty eighth year travelling the world, something I had wanted to do ever since I graduated. I met some fascinating people (and some dull ones too!) and saw some of the wonders of the world, but something was missing.

I’d had some sexual encounters but they had all left me unfulfilled. There was something about the gap year students that didn’t quite do it for me; sure, they had great bodies, tanned and supple, but they lacked… character.

All too often I would find myself on the receiving end of a so-so, boring blow job, followed by a bog-standard missionary or doggystyle to finish off.

The pattern was clear, the Gap Year girls were too servile, boring almost. There’s only so much fun one can have fucking crazy college girls on their year out from academia or extended internship placements.

The thing with me was that away from work, which I found boring and unfulfilling, often wiling away the time dreaming of my favourite sexual fantasies, I had had an enormous desire to serve. Not serve in my local specialist coffee house or fast food restaurant chain, but serve a Mistress.

I had spent hours on end fantasising about being dominated by a woman - ideally by one older than me and with a full figure in all the right places. At the height of my post graduation earning power, while not making me a billionaire exactly, but making my disposable income pretty impressive for someone my age, I had taken the plunge and arranged an appointment with a dominatrix I had sourced through an adult website. I saw her several times and enjoyed it, often climaxing within minutes – and on one humiliating occasion, seconds - of arriving for my session.

But something about the experience left me a little cold, the fact that I was paying for it took away the magic that existed in my truest, most honest fantasies.

I sensed that had it not been for the money I had given, the women would not be interested in dominating me, that they were going through the motions so that they could pay the rent on their luxury, seemingly identikit, serviced apartments.

But could this all be about to change?

However, back to the realities of life for a moment, the fun of the trip would come to a sudden halt the moment I stepped off that plane and back onto terra firma and the more moderate, often rain sodden climate of wet England.

You see, I had left a decent job, bringing in fairly big money working for an accountancy firm in Manchester, England. I earned bonuses, drunk in the nicest bijou bars and lived a pretty hedonistic lifestyle of premium sports packages and exclusive gym memberships (where I often spent most of my time imagining my face underneath the latex clad asses of the gym’s keenest female squatting and deadlift queens).

How things had changed in the space of a year.

Instead of waltzing back into my old job, which had been promised to me by my manager and former university friend Piers Blem, I found that things had were now very different. The accountancy firm had gone bust - which in turn meant my job no longer existed and Piers claimed my new employer was not currently hiring.

To make matters worse, there were hundreds of people in the same situation as me, which meant that finding a job of a similar standing was proving to be extremely difficult.

This was the economy paying back the greedy excesses of the modern world.

It was brutal.

I was forced to leave my swish apartment while I looked for work and got by on my savings - which weren’t as plentiful as they perhaps should have been due to my excessive lifestyle.

The gym membership too had to be cancelled, meaning that all I was left with were memories of the fantastic asses on the strong gym women, memories that would ultimately fade, going from super HD to distant low pixel visions.

Soon, my savings were almost gone and my optimism to find a job was disappearing, rapidly receding at a worrying rate of knots. I started looking at jobs local to home and not in the accountancy industry. However, the recession had really hit and there was nothing suitable.

Perhaps a complete career change was required as a temporary measure so I could at least find a semblance of security to my life situation?

One day, while job searching on one of the many job sites I would peruse, I spotted an immediately intriguing advert on an obscure recruitment site that seemed to pop up in a new tab without even being prompted (maybe it was fate?):

Sophisticated lady seeks live in boy to carry out house chores, shopping, and general upkeep of my house. Previous experience is not necessary, as full and very  intense training will be provided. A desire to please is essential. The applicant will be obedient and ready to take orders to a tee. Full room and board to the successful applicant. No time wasters wanted or tolerated. Email a CV and enthusiastic covering letter to be considered for this role – perhaps the role you were truly born to fulfil.

‘Interesting,’ I thought out loud, my voice echoing a little in the high ceilinged library computer room that I was being forced to use while my internet provider dragged their heels over fixing a fault with my line at home.

This was amongst other generic cleaning positions, but there was something about the line ‘The applicant will be obedient’ that stuck with me. I felt the usual stirrings in my briefs and was tempted to pull down my pants and relief myself right there. I resisted, but no matter what I did that day, I found myself going back to the advertisement, and back to that one line.

Later that night, almost on a whim, I sent my CV.


CHAPTER TWO

The next morning, my phone rang with a withheld number and although I wouldn’t normally answer in this situation, my job situation was such that desperation took over.

‘Am I speaking with Edward?’ asked the caller in what could be described as a somewhat stern voice with a hint of a regional accent but mainly in what would be known as a fairly posh register.

‘Um, yeah?’ I replied.

'You replied to my advert on yesterday evening and I'd like to call you in for an interview to see if you're what I'm looking for. I've vetted a few candidates, none of them however have come up to the mark but there was something about your covering letter that caught my eye,' the voice continued.

The voice was of a lady that sounded quite formal, assertive, probably used to bossing people about.

‘Well, shall I expect you or not?’ She said, sounding a little impatient to say the least.

‘Y-y-y-y-es, of course,’ I said, suddenly feeling a bead of sweat running down my back.

I’d had this feeling before, but this time it was different, even more intense.

I felt unable to disagree with this woman, unable to challenge her.

I felt a desire to serve her.

The rest of the phone call was a blur as I took down the time and location of the interview, constantly distracted by the growing bulge in my trousers.

CHAPTER THREE

Monday came round before I knew it and I got on the early morning train for Angelica's house. I made my way through to various carriages towards my reservation.

The train was relatively busy, the usual mix of commuters on their way to their much hated jobs and nine to five schedules, families on day trips, and students on their way to their parents to get their washing done no doubt.

I walked up to my seat and saw that it was empty, which was lucky seeing as my reservation ticket had not been placed at the top of the seat like I would have expected it to be.

I did not let this annoy him too much and took my seat.

As the train began to slowly pull away, I looked out of the window and watched the scenery begin to change from grimy urban decay to classic suburbia and then to a more rural style: fields punctuated by large houses, small hamlets, the occasional small high street containing the bare essential shops.

I certainly felt nervous at what was to come, but for this moment at least I was happy watching the scenery and listening to Spotify. I had recently become interested in a lot of new music so found my playlist offered a lot of nice surprises – if nothing else, it made a change from the music I normally would listen to on repeat.

A fan of all genres of music, I wondered why it had taken him so long to open up my horizons to the entire spectrum of music that existed in the world. Perhaps this was the influence of Spotify, or perhaps it also represented a shift in how I was beginning to view the world, and indeed what I was able to do with my life.

Maybe, just maybe, it was also part of the reason why I had made the decision that had ultimately led to him making this train journey that I was on. Either way, the significance of the journey, and where I was going, was not lost on him as my playlist began pumping out another new jam.

**

The house was an old vicarage on the outskirts of a sleepy commuter town. Certainly, it was an expensive area if the cars dotted around were anything to go by. There was a swimming pool out in the back garden and a large lawn beyond that.

I walked up the driveway and made my way to the front of the house, the gravel crunching underfoot as I put one foot in front of the other, nerves building with each step.

I could not shake the sense of nervousness, genuine foreboding that I had felt since first reading the advertisement. The phrase 'The applicant will be obedient...' repeated itself over and over. I tried to think of other things but my mind kept boomeranging back to this seemingly innocuous phrase.

I knocked at the beautiful wooden door and stepped back.

Angelica opened the door, and truly was a striking woman. A beautiful and well looked after face, long dark hair, at least five foot ten, voluptuous with a small waist complementing a very ample bosom and considerable thighs and bottom. I felt myself getting excited, but made an effort to resemble a professional person applying for a job.

Angelica led I into the hallway and I was struck by how tidy the place was.

I was lead into the lounge where they sat down on the sofas and Angelica started the interview.

At first I went through what I had been up to, my travelling, my previous work, past relationships and commitments. None of this was relevant to the job on offer, but she wanted to know out of a genuine interest.

Then Angelica took over.

'Edward, given your background why do you want to come and clean for me? A bit of a step down, don't you think?’ Angelica laughed as she noticed I was struggling to keep my eyes away from her stockinged feet and up from her powerful legs to her proud breasts. ‘Anyway, I want to tell you more about the job on offer. As the advert alluded to, it's a live-in role: not just cleaning, it's cooking, gardening, general DIY, ironing, the whole lot. That's the basics of the role, but beyond that I will be demanding a little more.'

I was trying to take it all in, despite my growing arousal and intrigue.

She had that dominant way I had seen before in my former Mistress, but this time there was an added extra sense that she was for real.

Surely this was not what she was about?

The idea of salary hadn't even crossed my mind, or anything else. I was just captivated by her, her aura seemed magnificent and compelling to him.

'You see I,’ Angelica said. ‘What I really want is someone to do my bidding, my exact and precise bidding. Whatever, and I mean whatever, I say—‘

‘But-‘ I replied.

'Edward, when I speak, I do not expect to be interrupted,” Angelica said, admonishing me. ‘Do I make myself clear?’ She continued, her expression as formidable as her large, simultaneously muscular and juicy, buttocks.

‘Yes, Mistress,’ I said.

Where had that come from?

It seemed the most natural way of responding to her but that didn’t stop him from flushing bright red. I felt my dick begin to pulse inside my underpants, a sudden rush of blood and a familiar throbbing that I wondered whether or not was visible to the Goddess who stood in front of him. 

‘Good,’ Angelica smiled, wickedly. ‘It seems we are on the same page. Am I being clear?’

‘Yes, it's all clear so far… Mistress,' I said, my head bowed.

'Good. You have good manners at least,’ angelica purred. ‘Now in exchange for this, I will pay you a modest weekly wage and provide full board and shelter. I doubt it's what you're used to, but you can't put a price on the work you're going to do. This will be a vocation rather than a job. The rewards will be numerous and thrilling if you are a good little boy.'

Was this really happening, I thought?

It sounded too good to be true, but also somewhat terrifying. That said, deep inside, my inner submissive self was bouncing around like crazy and the urge to strip and crawl on my knees to worship her was proving difficult to put out of my mind.

'How does it sound so far, I?' Angelica asked, seemingly confident in what the answer would be.

‘Y-y-y-es, sounds good,’ I answered.

'Great,’ Angelica said. ‘Now you can leave at anytime, but if you stay I don't want any back chat or questioning my methods. In fact, no questioning at all. Now stand for me,’ she bellowed, her breasts heaving up and down, ready to impose themselves upon any individual foolish enough to cross her path.

I stood right where I was told to. Never daring to question her.

'Good,’ She said, a commanding tone in her voice. ‘Now, take off all your clothes, and I mean all of them, and put them on the chair neatly. No mess. If I'm going to own you, I want to know exactly what I'm owning.'

Without any hint of protest, I did as I was told.

Angelica sat in the armchair, legs crossed and a secret smiled spread across her perfectly made up face.

I started to undress.

First I unbuttoned my shirt, then off came my shoes, socks and jeans, leaving only my briefs.

‘Keep going!’ Angelica said, pointing directly at my crotch.

I stood motionless.

Angelica rose and walked towards him and without any warning pulled my boxers to my ankles and told him to step out of them.

'When I said everything off, I meant just that,’ She said, more than a little irritated. ‘Now, stand up straight. Shoulders back, head up and hands by your sides.’

I felted so humiliated and exposed, standing there naked like that. In front of a woman who I'd only met no more than an hour ago.

Slowly she walked around me, occasionally casually dragging her perfectly shaped finger nails across my body. As she returned to face me, she grabbed my hard dick.

'Is that it?' she said mockingly, 'Is that all you've got? Well, either way, I own it now. This small cock, or should I say little worm, belongs to me now. Is that clear?'

'Yes, Mistress,' I said, in shock, but turned on at the same time.

'Yes Mistress what?' she thundered.

'Yes Mistress, you own this little cock. I mean little worm,’ I blushed.

'Look at it. Look at all this hair,’ she said, disgusted. ‘That will have to go of course. I want you trimmed. It's like a small cigar stub poking out. Ha ha ha. You like me abusing you, don't you?'

'Yes Mistress,' I replied, my voice shaky.

'There was no way you could deny it, it's all excited,’ She proclaimed. ‘Is that as big as it gets? It really is a little… tiny… tiny little worm. Cute, but at the end of the day, a tiny little worm. My tiny little worm.'

And with that she slapped it so hard it bounced up and down for what seemed like an eternity.

I felt a rush of humiliation and excitement that I had only dreamed of when visiting my dominatrix in the city, but this was different, this was real.

'Do you like to play with it, Ed?’ She asked. ‘Stupid question really. Of course you do. Well, from now on I decide when and how you service yourself.’

Her presence was so powerful around me. I could not help but be aroused by her.

When my cock had stop bouncing around she gripped it once again.

'I think you're a bit of a pervert actually,’ she stated, coldly but with a hint of mischief. ‘I saw you stealing looks at my chest. I'm your owner. Do you think that was appropriate behaviour?'

'No Mistress ...I'm sorry,' I said, trying not to instinctively look her over again.

'Oh look, your cheeks have gone all red,’ She laughed. ‘How cute you are. Embarrassed are we?'

‘Y-y-y-es, mistress,’ I spluttered.

'Well, it's expected from little sluts like you,’ Angelica laughed. 'Some days you will do your chores, as you are now – naked. Some days I will have you wearing sexy girly underwear, and believe me I have quite the selection to choose from. It really depends on my mood. Any problems with that?’

’N-n-n-none whatsoever Mistress,' I said, trying to speak clearly and avoid annoying her any more than I had already.

'Good. Now turn around and face the wall for a second,' She said in that seductively commanding voice of hers.

Angelica pulled off the panties she was wearing and walked round to where I was facing and dangled them in front of my now fully out of control erection. They were a lovely lacy black pair with expensive looking pink trim.

’Now put these on,’ She said. ‘When you arrive next Monday, you are to be wearing them and I want them cleaned. Understand? Oh, and Edward, don't dare play with my tiny little worm. I’ll know if you have so don’t you dare go against my wishes.'

'Yes Mistress,’ I said subserviently, totally under her control.


CHAPTER FOUR

On Monday morning and having gathered all my belongs, I set off to the new chapter in my life.

Having made the same train journey as I did for my first visit – remarkably I had sat in the same seat and even had the same train ticket collector – I stepped off the train and walked over the small open air bridge of the small train station and towards the taxi rank.

I walked up to the nearest taxi and stated my address.

The driver didn’t seem suspicious regarding the address, why would he?

But I had previously been filled with paranoia that my new employer would be well known in the area, and anyone taking a taxi to her address would be immediately identified as being under her control.

But, yes, this was paranoia and I got inside the taxi feeling relatively comfortable.

The taxi was in good condition, a fairly new Mercedes with the usual associated luxuries that a prestige brand like this would come with.

Mercifully, for I was never overly keen on talkative taxi drivers so was more than happy with the situation that occurred in this can whereby the driver seemed happy enough to focus my energies on driving rather than talking and spilling my guts about the latest news and current affairs items that I objected to or held a massively irrational opinion about.

One thing that I did notice was that the driver was more often than not in breach of the varying speed limits.

Perhaps this was a driver who knew where all the speed cameras were, but it did seem like a bit of an odd risk to take given that the accumulation of points for speeding would surely affect not only my insurance premiums but also my livelihood should I receive a temporary ban from driving.

Well, perhaps it was none of my business, but it did make me consider the risks that people took every day – risks that offered no real return other than getting somewhere a fraction quicker in this case.

Was what I doing a risk?

Certainly it was, but I instinctively felt that it was a risk worth taking.

I got out of the taxi at Angelica's house with my clothes and personal possessions in a small suitcase. I dressed casually in jeans and trainers and of course the pink panties given to him by Angelica.

I felt myself tremble with anticipation as I handed over the cab fare.

Angelica stood in the door wearing a tight white blouse and a black pencil skirt. She wasn't slim by any definition of the word, but it worked phenomenally well and she clearly revelled in her curvy body.

'Good morning, Mistress,' I said.

'So you are here and you are here on time,’ She said. ‘A good start, but let’s see,’ she continued, smiling mischievously. 'So, are you ready Edward? Ready to begin?'

'Yes Mistress. I can't wait,' I said, telling the truth, but also trying to hide how nervous I was.

'Well leave your belongings there,’ She said. ‘Enter and follow me.'

'Yes Mistress,’ I said with no hesitation.

I left my bags by the front door porch and entered the house, marvelling at her large bottom as I followed my new boss.

'Tea, Edward,' She said.

I thought she was asking if I fancied a cup, but she wasn't.

'I'd love one Mistress,’ I replied, before adding, ‘I'll make it.'

'Not for you! That wasn't a question, idiot,’ She reprimanded me. ‘Just for me. You can have yours later.'

'Yes, Mistress,' I said, feeling foolish and my cheeks reddening with an embarrassed fire.

Angelica sat at the breakfast bar opposite to where the kettle was situated and where I started to make the cup of tea. She sat on a high stool with her legs crossed. I did all I could to avoid looking at her legs and concentrated on making the tea.

Even though I managed to avoid looking at her legs, it meant that I also had to make sure I didn't stare at her rather plentiful cleavage that was teasingly on display.

No matter how hard I tried to avert my eyes from her legs and cleavage, it was virtually impossible.

'Focus on me, not on my body!' She bellowed.

Luckily for me she laughed rather than get cross about it.

'Are you a good cook?’ She enquired.

'Yes, I love cooking,' I lied, terrified now of saying the wrong thing – one for the punishment that might follow and secondly for a deep seated fear of losing this position I mentally admitted I craved and had been wanting my entire adult life.

'That's good,’ She said. ‘You will be responsible for all the cooking. Sometimes I dine out but I will let you know. There will be a menu for you to follow and provisions will be delivered on a weekly basis.'

'I don't need to go and buy them?' I asked, wanting to show initiative and willingness.

'Not generally,’ Angelica answered. ‘But there will be times when the menu has to be changed or extra items will be needed at short notice. So in which case, you will need to do the shopping on those occasions. The kitchen will be kept spotless at all times. I will always be checking on you, be sure of that. The times I wish to take my meals are at the top of the menu. Make sure you are punctual.'

'Ok Mistress,’ I said. ‘I love cooking. I'm looking forward to this.'

So far Angelica was keeping the exchanges quite formal, as if I was starting employment in a normal work atmosphere.

'I've had better cups of tea.' She remarked dismissively. 'Right. Let's move on.'

I followed, too scared to disagree.

'Ah,’ She said, pausing. ‘Before we go upstairs, there is something I need to show you.'

Angelica opened a door next to the kitchen.

It was a utility room, with a washing machine, tumble dryer and associated cleaning products.

'You will do my washing when needed,’ She explained. ‘You must hand wash all my underwear. I want you to keep them nice for me. I don't want my silk ruined.'

'Yes Mistress,' I said.

I noticed a basket full of underwear. To a seasoned panty lover, this was manna from heaven.

'This is my dining room,’ She continued, pointing in the general direction. ‘You will set the table for all meals except breakfast at the weekend, which you will bring to me in bed.'

'Yes Mistress,' I said.

I felt I was responding like a robot, but quite enjoyed it nonetheless.

Angelica then walked towards the foot of the stairs and went to put her hand on the cupboard door. But under her breath, but loud enough for I to hear, she said, I think I will leave that for later. She said this deliberately, as immediately my mind was racing as to what was in that cupboard.

Maybe it led somewhere?

But I said nothing.

'This is my lounge,' she continued, entering a long room with very big windows which let in a lot of light. Decorated subtlety with a traditional feel but maintaining in a modern overall look.

'It's a very nice house, Mistress,' I commented, making a pretty clear attempt to gain favour with my new boss.

Big leather settees, classy ornaments and actually spotless. There were also a few very arty type paintings on the wall. At first glance they appeared to be of courting couples. Upon closer inspection they were actually pictures of men worshipping women, in a very erotic way. And interestingly, the women were all of a Rubenesque nature, the men smaller and weedier with equally small penises standing to attention, displayed for the women.

'They please me' Angelica said, with a cheeky grin as a small laugh escaped her lips.

I kept looking back at them, fascinated by what I saw. The pictures added a further layer of mystery and attraction to Angelica.

'Your daily chores for the living room and the hallway are on your rota,' She continued.

'It seems straightforward so far Mistress,' I said, again trying to impress.

As we left the living room, we came to the foot of the stairs by the front door.

Underneath the stairs was a doorway, which Angelica pointed to.

'This is my private study,’ she said. ‘I will let you know when I want you to carry out chores in there for me. Otherwise you will never open that door. Do you understand me?'

'Yes Mistress,' I replied nervously.

'You are not to enter without specific permission from me only, do you understand?' She said in a tone that I knew meant she was absolutely not messing around.

'Yes,’ I said, ‘I understand, Mistress.'

We then started to climb the stairs.

I followed behind her and couldn't help but admire her calves, underneath her black tights they appeared spectacular. I sensed that Angelica felt my gaze and loved the fact that I could probably now see the tops of her stockings.

The stairs ended on a large open landing. The first room was Angelica’s master, or should that be mistress, suite.

CHAPTER FIVE

'This is my room,' Angelica announced.

It was huge.

Angelica's bed was in the centre of the room and it was fairly minimalistic and like the living room, spotless. The bed was a four poster bed, very opulent and covered in beautiful white sheets.

On the far side of the bedroom, was an open doorway leading to Angelica's en-suite bathroom. In keeping with the rest of the house, it was immaculate. Large shower and bath, with a selection of expensive looking towels.

The rest of the floor had three other guest rooms, served by a general bathroom. There was also a spare room, which, unlike the rest of the house was full of boxes and spare clothes. I had not noticed a further flight of stairs, at the end of the hallway.

It led to a single room and Angelica took me into it.

The room was a small bedroom within the loft space of the house, with a sky light. It was the smallest bedroom in the house, very functional with a single bed, a bedside table, plain lamp and a single wardrobe.

There was also a small toilet and shower cubicle in a room just off it.

It was not far removed from a prison cell.

'This is your room,” Angelica said. “I know you men, if you even consider yourself a proper man, don't like too many frills. So you can have a nice plain functional room. This isn't a hotel, after all.’

'Yes Mistress,' I replied, checking out my new room.

Angelica then opened the wardrobe.

'As you can see there are a few outfits,’ She said. ‘In particular underwear that you may or may not be familiar with. Now, do you agree that I own you now?'

She asked this question as she sat back down on the bed.

'But you are free to leave at any time,’ She continued. ‘I'm not forcing you to stay. If you're here, it is of your own free will.’

'Yes Mistress, I understand,' I said, my heart beating.

'Stand in front of me,' She commanded.

'Yes Mistress,' I said, quickly following her order.

'Strip for me I,' She said, her voice serious yet also a little playful, a demeaning and fun tone to her voice.

'Yes Mistress,' I spluttered.

I nervously took off my t-shirt, followed by my shoes and jeans.

I had followed Angelica's order to wear the panties that she gave him at the interview and stood there in front of her wearing them, conscious that my dick was hard and pointing outwards towards her.

'Ahhh, there they are, the panties for the panty boy!' Angelica put her hand out and rubbed it over the material, over my hard cock, and then reached behind him to feel my bottom.

'I bet you love every minute of wearing them, don't you?' She said, a wicked grin on her face.

I just nodded, trying desperately not to get overly excited and make a mess that would surely be followed by a punishment of some kind.

'I hope you followed my other order: that you didn't touch your tiny little worm?’ She asked as she ran her fingers over the front of the panties.

‘No Mistress,’ I said. ‘I promise I haven't.'

I felt my cock stiffen further, knowing full well that this was a lie.

‘Well… I think you might be lying,’ She said. ‘Well, your tiny little worm belongs to me now, not you, I. It looks pleased to see its owner anyway.'

Angelica laughed.

'Now I will leave you here for fifteen minutes so you can read over your chores and get acquainted with your room in your new home,’ She said. ‘I'll call you down shortly, and I will give you some more instructions.'

I sat on the bed for a moment in a trance like state.

I was in just pink panties and filled with such a nervous excitement and sense of wonderment.

Angelica, after all, gave me the option to leave at any time.

Yet, right now, I had absolutely no intention of leaving.

I had fantasised about this scenario all my adult life and I was prepared to give it a go.

I couldn't believe how sexy I found Angelica and already was developing a crush on her. There was an aura and deportment about her that I found captivating. But I knew she would make nothing easy for me.

Far from it.

CHAPTER SIX

I had spent the time between the initial interview and today in a dreamlike state, masturbating constantly and full of anticipation at perhaps catching a glimpse of her in the shower, or changing into lingerie.

Lingerie that I would surely attempt to try on at any given opportunity.

While I sat on the bed slowly facing the reality of the situation, downstairs I would later find out that Angelica was making her assessment of me. She was thinking about I and whether or not I would cut the mustard.

A big smile broke on her face at this point.

So far, I had seemed to take everything on the chin and did everything I was told to. She loved my naivety and my cheekiness. But more than anything she loved the fact that my cock was always aroused and she knew I was ripe for training - even if I was finding it all a shock right now.

Angelica was a strict yet caring Mistress, who would tell it how it is and would not mince her words. She wanted me to carry out chores in and around the house, to use him as a play thing and humiliate him whenever or wherever possible. At this stage she did not know what exactly she wanted to do, but time would tell. Initially she would start me off with household chores and to put me through my paces.

Perhaps build me up a little as a false comfort before beginning the punishment and real degradation.

Angelica was not sure whether or not to keep the relationship discreet, or indeed perhaps she would have friends, male or female, pop round and display me to them.

Maybe not today, tomorrow or next week… but definitely in the future.

But, back to the present.

I was reading through the list of chores. It looked fairly straightforward, with specific times given for various duties. It was clear that every minute of my day would be accounted for. I did notice a few blanks, but did not know what this meant.

I looked around the room and caught a glimpse at myself in the fall length mirror.

My god, it was a complete departure from the pin stripe suit I so often wore to work in the city. But, the sight of me standing in frilly pink panties excited me more than anything had since returning from my travels.

I was a little unsure what to do next, whether to actually start or wait for the next command. I just didn’t want to make the wrong move, worried what the consequences would be.

I got off the bed and took a peek in the wardrobe, before unpacking my bags. In the wardrobe was a closed bag with a note stapled to it. It read:

Inside this bag you will find underwear that you are to wear at all times. There is also a black bin liner, and into which I want you place all your male underwear.

Inside the bag was a selection of women's underwear: conventional panties, lace, frilly, cotton, thongs different colours and patterns.

I was stunned.

It was one thing wearing panties right now, but to wear them forever and give up my Calvin Kleins was quite another. But rules were now rules, and if I did not like it, I could always return to the unemployment I faced in my regular life.

With that in mind, I emptied the bag on the bed and reluctantly replaced them with my boxers and other male underwear.

Once this was done, I finished unpacking the rest of my belongings, feeling a definite sense that my old life was drawing to a conclusion and something new was happening.

Not long after, Angelica called me to come to the living room.

I headed downstairs, still wearing only the panties and I found Angelica sitting sprawled out on the sofa, like the Queen of Sheba.

My heard began to beat quicker, my face flushed was embarrassment and a deep sense of arousal.

CHAPTER SEVEN

'Come and sit here by me,’ Angelica said pointing to the floor by her feet.

'Yes Mistress,' I said as I walked over and sat at her feet.

'Mmm, I do like you saying Mistress, it... feels natural to you doesn't it?' She said, not really asking me for my opinion.

'Yes it does, Mistress,’ I said, my pathetic little erection fit to burst inside my tiny panties.

'And now you have seen, well, most of the house what do you think?’ She asked. ‘I know you have yet to see the outside, of course there are chores for there as well.'

She stroked me hair as if I was her own personal pet. I felt utterly degraded, but also strangely comforted.

‘Yes, it is fantastic, Mistress,’ I said.

'Why thank you...and are you happy with your room?’ She said. ‘Close to mine in case I need you in a hurry of course.'

'Yes it's lovely, a nice view of the country side too,' I replied, trying to be polite and respectful to her generosity.

Angelica laughed.

'Do you think you will have any time to appreciate it?' She asked, a firmer tone in her voice.

‘That is up to you, Mistress,' I answered.

'You looked at the rota… any questions?' She asked.

'Seems straight forward,’ I said. ‘But there are some blanks. What do they mean, Mistress?'

'Ahh, well they are to be filled in later boy,’ She said. ‘When I can see how long you take to carry out your chores, and as I get to know you better, there will be other tasks added as you become more competent. Some will be to your liking, some might not be. Either way, they will be for my pleasure. Which of course is paramount. Don't you agree?'

'Of course, Mistress. What sort of tasks?' I asked innocently.

'Don’t you question me. You’ll find out when I want you to find out,’ Angelica said, clearly unimpressed. ‘I think you will find out soon enough. And I think you will be happy to carry them out.'

Angelica lifted my head up to face her. She was smirking. A smirk that had a touch of the devil about it. I felt afraid, turned on, and totally entranced by this woman.

'I notice my tiny little worm is pleased to see me and seems very happy, little man.' Angelica said, grinning even more as she tickled around my crotch.

I looked down at my panty-clad dick. I was in such a daze, brought on by the situation, that I yearned to cum inside my panties, to be commanded to eat my mess and make an exhibition of myself for my new Mistress.

Angelica slowly slid her hand down my chest and then into my panties.

I felt her perfectly manicured hands on him. It had been a while since a woman touched him, let alone one touching my penis. I suddenly became frightened with the thought that I might actually cum there and then.

'You're not really showing much control, are you?' Angelica said, raising an eyebrow and continuing with her smirk.

She gripped hard.

'This little cock is mine now and only spurts when I say so,’ She said, firmly. ‘Isn't that right little boy?'

'Yes Mistress,' I said, totally under her control.

'I was hoping for a servant, with a real cock, one that I might actually use for my pleasure,’ She explained. ‘Unfortunately, this little worm could never be used for my personal pleasure. So, while you're under my wing, it's highly unlikely you'll be having sex. Certainly not with me anyway. Do you have any objections?'

I was stunned.

But I was practically hypnotised by her charisma and her power.

‘No, Mistress,’ I confirmed. ‘I'm here for your pleasure, not mine.'

Angelica removed her hand and patted me on the ass.

'Good boy. Enough about your penis,’ She said, laughing. ‘There really isn't much to talk about and more importantly it's getting on for my lunch time, I believe. So off you go.’

I stood and looked down to see my cock poking up in the panties. Lunch for Angelica consisted of freshly prepared sandwiches.

'What do you want in your sandwiches today?' I asked, totally screwing up the protocols I was meant to learn.

'Oh for God’s sake, the menu is in the kitchen, remember?’ Angelica snapped. ‘I will let it go this time, as you have had to take on a lot of information all at once. But I don't expect to be bothered with trivial questions again. Do you understand?'

'Yes Mistress,' I said. ‘I’m sorry, it won’t happen again.’

'Good boy. Don't take too long. I'm hungry!' Angelica said.

It seemed liked she was loving it more and more. Bossing me around and me being so compliant.

‘Oh, one more thing,’ She said. ‘I’ve had a change of heart. Come over here now and get yourself across my lap!’

CHAPTER EIGHT

I knew what was coming.

I lay across Angelica’s lap as she began to spank my ass, first over my panties and then on my bare bottom as she slid the panties down to increase the humiliation and punishment.

She very firmly reminded me of my station: a pathetic worm with a small penis that no woman would ever find satisfactory. It was at this point that I felt a surge, an explosion, and realised that I had cum all over her stockinged thighs.

I let out a moan and involuntarily humped myself into her legs.

‘I hope that is not what I think it is!’ Angelica exclaimed and she roughly rolled me off her lap and onto the floor.

The look of disgust on her face was considerable and she surveyed the stringy white mess that adorned her expensive tights.

‘Now, you disgusting little pig, what the hell are you waiting for?’ She exclaimed loudly. ‘Get off the floor, onto your knees and lick up every single last drop of this repulsive wastage!’

I did as I was told, semen still dripping from my worm like dick.

With my bottom still stinging from the spanking, it must have been at least fifty hits before I was unceremoniously flipped onto the floor, I began lapping at my mistresses’ tights. I had tasted my own cum before, but this time it was different, I was eating it up from the thigh of a woman who was taking great delight in punishing and humiliating him, and not just for money.

I felt my cock stiffen again - and so quickly after spurting - and this did not go unnoticed.

‘You must be joking!’ Angelica bellowed. ‘Oh well, at least what you lack in size you make up for in stamina. Still I doubt you’d last more than a minute inside a woman, if your thing is even big enough to actually force its way inside a hot and tight pussy. Now, let’s not put that erection to waste. First, tuck it between your legs. Good. Now, turn around and bend over. Oh, what a sight! You look ridiculous! Absolutely ridiculous! Okay, turn back to face me. Repeat after me:

I am a pathetic little worm with a tiny micro dick.

‘Ha ha! You truly are pathetic. Perhaps I should show you what a real man is like, or maybe you’d like that too much I suspect? Okay, I’ve had enough. On your knees and you’ve got exactly thirty seconds to get that squirting again.’

I was in a state of extreme humiliation, euphoria, and arousal and could barely hear Angelica but still managed to lower myself and begin wanking my cock furiously.

Sure enough, I came within seconds and caught most of it.

Without asking, I began rubbing it over my face and into my mouth. I was delirious and knew beyond doubt that the best thing I had ever done was to answer the advert for this position.

Angela stood up and lifted her skirt.

She turned around and revealed her magnificent buttocks.

Spreading her cheeks, she bellowed, ‘Now it’s my turn. Crawl over her and get to work. Show me what you’ve got, and you might just avoid another spanking this evening!’

I felt myself go hard again. The next hour and a half proved very interesting.

But that is another story, one I will continue when I manage to have a break between chores, sissy punishments, and the worship of my Goddess mistress.   

To Be Continued…
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-To Come-

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

“Yes, Mistress,” I said.

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

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

This couldn’t be right?

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

The first was a white, lacy, frilly pair.

The second was a pink, ultra-tiny thong.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I began to struggle, such was the pain.

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

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

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

-END OF PREVIEW-


CHAPTER ONE

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

Such is life I suppose.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER TWO

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“W-w-w-wait, I’m sorry,” I pleaded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I felt myself blush but began to strip.

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

She clearly was not impressed with what she was seeing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I couldn’t believe she was saying this.

I felt totally degraded and humiliated.

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

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

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

This was a perfect mix of agony and ecstasy.

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

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

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

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

I must have looked ridiculous.

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

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

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


CHAPTER THREE

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

Perhaps this was a metaphor for my life?

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

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

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

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

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

Well, that was my idea.

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

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


CHAPTER FOUR

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

“Yes, Mistress,” I said.

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

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

“Yes, Mistress,” I said.

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

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

This couldn’t be right?

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

The first was a white, lacy, frilly pair.

The second was a pink, ultra-tiny thong.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I began to struggle, such was the pain.

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

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

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


CHAPTER FIVE

Time passed. I settled into my new role.

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

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

How was this possible?

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

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

Was this the life she dreamed of?

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

I felt liberated!

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

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

Could I seriously expect that this was my life now?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER SIX

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




CHAPTER SEVEN

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

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

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

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

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

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

End of.

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

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

I could sense it, it was pointless resisting.

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

Who was I kidding, I couldn’t resist.

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER EIGHT

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I was about to find out…

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

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

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

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

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

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

Were they wondering where I was going?

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

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

Could the other shoppers see this?

Would I be exposed?

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

The purchase of my panties was completely humiliating.

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

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

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

I turned away and walked as quickly as I could.

See you again, she shouted.

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


CHAPTER NINE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

LATER…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And guess what happened?

I heard a hard and fast knock on the door.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I felt myself losing control.

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

She began to laugh, compounding my humiliation.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

-END OF PREVIEW-


CHAPTER ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

So, yeah, here I was.

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

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

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

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

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

Guess what?

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER TWO

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh no, it couldn’t be could it?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She knew what I was.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I knew I had to answer.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Twerk queen in the making, I thought?

No one mentioned any twerking?

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

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


CHAPTER THREE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It takes all sorts as they do indeed say. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

Another annoying thing.

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER FOUR

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

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

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

I looked down and saw a missed delivery receipt.

Now this turned my mood something rotten.

How could I have possibly missed the delivery?

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

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

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

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

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

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

Was this wishful thinking?

Well, I think you can imagine.


CHAPTER FIVE

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

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

Talk about a massive let down.

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

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

How did this new outlook manifest itself?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Who was I kidding?

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

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


CHAPTER SIX

Walking down the street I heard my name called out.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fate eh?


CHAPTER SEVEN

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

Had she seen me?

The answer was, of course, yes.

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

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

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

Her tone was firm, stern, and clearly mocking.

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

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

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

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

My heart began to race.

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

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

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

I felt utterly humiliated.

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

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

I let out a whimper, much to her amusement.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER EIGHT

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

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

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

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

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

But, seriously, could I possibly do this?

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

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

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

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

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

“Spit it out,” Julie, said.

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

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

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

I tried to speak but found myself totally tongue tied.

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

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

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

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

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

“N-n-n-o, Miss Annabelle,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

What the hell just happened?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Are you ready, slut?” She asked me.

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

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

“I am a sissy boy wanker,” I said.

And so it continued.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

I shook my head, completely admitting defeat.

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

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

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

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

Who would be there to witness this?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

-END OF PREVIEW-

CHAPTER ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

What could possibly be up?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Maybe they were exciting sandwiches, but I doubted it.

Probably just awful generic fillings, I groaned internally.

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

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


CHAPTER TWO

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

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

Oh well, probably a grumpy Monday, I thought.

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

Where was Stevey?

And who was this woman, seemingly in his place?

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

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

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

I was astonished by what I was hearing.

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

This was different.

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

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

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

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

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

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

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

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

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

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

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

This was scandalous!

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

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

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

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

“Y-y-y-yes,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I was worried I might even cum in my pants.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Y-y-y-y-yes,” I stuttered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

There was a roar of approval from the women.

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

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

No chance.

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

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

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

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

The room was ablaze with cheers and whooping.

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

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

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

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

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

I had never felt so humiliated, so totally degraded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

CHAPTER THREE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Anyway, it was nice to have a nice place.

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

CHAPTER FOUR

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The outcome?

Looking good.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Would we ever know?

Really makes you think, doesn’t it?

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

But could you blame me for being so exhausted?

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

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


CHAPTER FIVE

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

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

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

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

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

I was becoming a true office sissy boi.

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

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

I wasn’t wrong.


CHAPTER SIX

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, mistress,” I said.

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

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

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

Should I go super slutty?

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

I really didn’t know what to say.

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

She was irritated, I could tell.

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

After a brief pause, Suzanne answered.

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

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


CHAPTER SEVEN

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

Who would be there to witness this?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER EIGHT

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

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

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

“Well, good morning both,” she said.

I looked at her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

This revealed my midriff and fully exposed my panties.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

That was my cue.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Y-y-y-yes,” I said, my heart racing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

The women began to giggle and laugh.

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

An Amazonian woman called Naomi walked forward first.

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

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

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

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

She crushed me, laughing as she did it.

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

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

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

“Owwwwww,” I cried.

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

Naomi threw me to another woman and I soon found myself being passed between each one, being groped, wanked, pinched, spat on.

Suddenly I was being flipped over on to my front.

I actually felt a little scared and looked to Suzanne.

“Please, Mistress, help,” I cried.

“Oh shut up wimp,” Suzanne said. “Take what’s coming your way and enjoy it too!”

I could see Suzanne and Janet exchanging looks with each other as I was hoisted onto all fours and held in position.

I felt hands all over my body and my ass cheeks spread and a sudden cold explosion of lube on my puckered hole.

“Please! Please! Help, Mistress,” I shouted, totally panicking.

Suzanne walked over to me and slapped my face.

“I said SHUT UP AND ENJOY IT!” She admonished me.

Janet approached me. She had a large black strap on attached and in place, ready to go.

I looked around and saw the various yoga women, the ones that weren’t holding me in place, had got their phones out and were holding them up, recording presumably.

And then it began, I felt Janet grab spread my cheeks and ease the bulbous dildo into my ass.

I let out a long half-grunt, half-moan.

It was uncomfortable but I couldn’t deny that there wasn’t pleasure involved also.

Janet grabbed my hair and gave it a few tugs.

She began to increase the speed at which she worked the dildo in and out of my ass. She laughed as she hooked her fingers in my nose and demanded that I squeal like a pig.

“That’s it, that’s it!” She laughed, much to the shared amusement of the group.

The pegging session went on for some time and I began to feel my legs go weak.

“Hold the slut up, I’m not done yet!” Janet shouted.

Suzanne squatted down to my eye level and grabbed my face.

“Nearly there, keep it up my little sissy slut,” She said, almost affectionately, her tone equally encouraging as it was dominant.

With this I was determined to see out the rest of the fucking I was receiving.

I began to moan louder, and with a burst of energy actually found myself pushing back against the strap on and almost riding it myself.

I couldn’t believe what I was doing, or what was happening. I must have found my g-spot because I could feel cum spurting out of my little erection.

With this, I heard cheers and Janet took it as her cue to stop.

“Well, congratulations,” Janet said. “Congratulations to you Suzanne, and congratulations to you my boy. You may be a pathetic subby sissy with a little clitty rather than a proper cock, but you have clearly embraced your role and I definitely think this new regime has potential going forward.”

With that, Janet and the yoga women walked away and left me with my mistress, my boss, and the woman I clearly was falling in love with.

Suzanne picked me up off the floor and put me across her lap.

Instead of a spanking, she gently massaged my bottom.

“Now,” Suzanne said, “You performed well. Don’t think for a second this means you won’t be getting punished for staring at my crotch earlier, but I think just for now we’ll enjoy this moment of shared success. What do you think?”

“I think I am happy to be under your control, Mistress,” I said. “Anything you want, I will do it for you. I am your office sissy after all, and I am yours to do with as you will.”

I could feel Suzanne’s hand had wandered up her lap and towards my stiffening dick.

She wanked me slowly and gently before lifting her hand up to my mouth and gently fingering her cum covered fingers in and out of my mouth.

“There we go little maggot, eat your cummies for your boss and protector,” Suzanne said, lovingly, with just a hint of firmness.

I was in heaven! I could only imagine what would happen next in my new world as a full time office sissy to the incredible Mistress Suzanne.
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-To Come-

“Is this right? Are you a useless little sissy who can’t bow to your superiors properly?” Ms Stafford asked.

“I’m sorry Ms Stafford, please, I made a mist-,” I spluttered.

‘Oh shut that stupid little wimpy, sissy mouth!” Ms Stafford proclaimed loudly, her words echoing off the grand walls.

The room fell quiet, and this meant that the other women, who Aunty Beverley had admitted were scared of the boss almost as much as men were, knew she was angry.

Instinctively I fell to me knees and kept my head down but eyes up to ensure I maintained eye contact as Ms Stafford walked round the table and into the clearing.

She circled me, her eyes cast downwards, mocking and judging this little pathetic specimen in front of her.

From behind she lifted my maid’s dress and yanked it off. At her request I had worn the quick release Velcro outfit and now I knew why.

I expected loud cheers but there remained a silence.

“Look at him girls,” Ms Stafford said, sternly. “This excuse for a man was happy to accept my kind offer of a room and board at my expense, but he – or she – can’t be bothered to even complete a simple task in return! Now, how should we punish him? Suggestions?”

“Spank him!” Cried one woman, her face full of anger.

“Stuff his bottom with a cucumber!” Another woman cried, nudging the woman next to her and winking.

“No, bring in one of the big black night guards and make him suck and fuck on their fat cocks!” A tall blond woman said, a look of pure glee on her face.

“Oh girls, these are excellent suggestions!” Ms Stafford said. “What do you think, slut?”

I didn’t know how to answer the question.

It felt like a massive trick to me. If I said I didn’t want to do any of those things I was worried she would make me do all of them.

Or maybe I was just worried that I actually wanted to do these depraved acts?

But either way, I knew I had to answer.

“I-I-I, I will do whatever you tell me,” Ms Stafford, I said, looking at her directly in the eye.

I knew deep down that I was telling the truth, I absolutely would do whatever she told me… and I would do it with commitment and with the goal of redeeming myself in her demanding eyes.

“Gooooood,” She replied. “Now get on all fours and wiggle that bottom for me as you crawl around. And this time make sure you make bloody eye contact with every damn superior woman in this room!”

I did as I was told, I crawled around the room on all fours, my thong clad bottom wiggling to the delight of the crowd.

“Ms Stafford, his cocklet has popped out!” One woman cried out.

“Yes,” Ms Stafford replied. “And it looks like it’s happy to see us! Get over here now, sissy maggot dick!”

I crawled as quickly as I could and presented myself at Ms Stafford’s feet.

It was at that moment that Beverley, who had crept out earlier, walked into the room. And she wasn’t alone…

-END OF PREVIEW-

CHAPTER ONE

I opened the taxi door and stepped into the cab, a famous yellow New York city cab no less, and took a seat. The driver turned his head around towards me a little and asked, or should that be mumbled, the question of where I was heading. I told him the name of the hotel, The Place Hotel, and he seemed to hesitate so I told him what road it was on and he then nodded his head and turned his head back around and faced forward.

The driver put the car in gear and gently eased away from the airport taxi cab parking spot.

The driver turned up the music, some kind of Polish hip-hop fused with an old school raga-classical flex, and after initially recoiling from the sound explosion I found myself bobbing my head a little to the infectious beat and subtle groove.

As he drove from the airport, out of the airport zone and onto the motorway – or freeway as they say in the US of A – I looked out of my window and saw that, yes, the snow had been fairly heavy in New York as expected.

Indeed, I had certainly felt a cold snap as I took the few steps outside of the airport complex to select my ride. Much of the ground was covered in snow, a white blanket that was both beautiful and all encompassing.

The roads were busy, as expected, and I looked at all the different styles of car on display: big SUVs, small beat up two door boxes, some limos, one or two super charged and extravagantly spray painted super cars.

The big city scene on the horizon gradually disappeared and became my reality. I was here, in New York City, on a work trip. But what was to come, you know – the stuff I previewed previously, was on my mind, pushing its way up from my subconscious thoughts and into my reality. 

The taxi pulled away.

I had tipped the driver generously because I believe that tipping people is a positive thing to do and money should be distributed as fairly as possible; this taxi driver probably worked hundreds of hours a month for a low wage, he needed the tips because who knows, they could be going in his kid’s college fund or toward a deposit for a bigger place in the suburbs, or for some medical costs for him or a relative – either way, you get my drift.

The taxi made a turn on the left street and disappeared from my vision.

I looked at the hotel and couldn’t help but notice a funky looking coffee place across the road. I decided to head to the coffee place first as I was caffeine deprived and had taken no pleasure at all from the miserable dreck that had been served to me on my flight.

I was surprised, travelling in business class and getting given a coffee that tasted like stagnant water and cardboard was not what I expected.

Perhaps there had been a problem with their machine?

If there had, I would have preferred them to be honest. I probably should have complained but my natural shyness in such situations, after all who was I to complain, I was making a transatlantic flight in business class, prevented me from raising my quarrel over the state of my not even piping hot beverage.

I crossed the road and walked into the coffee shop.

I took a seat and a server came over to me and took my order. I asked for a speciality roast from the Bosnian mountain region poured long and the server looked suitably impressed with my selection. I knew there would be a wait, but I didn’t mind as soon the hot speciality elixir would hit my lips, flow down my throat, and into my system.

My seat looked out on to the street, a classic New York City street of bustle and hustle, and over to the hotel entrance. I watched as a group of several businesswomen walked into the hotel. I was kind of average height, but these women all seemed exceptionally tall I must say.

Anyway, my drink finally arrived and it was indeed delicious.

I immediately selected my TripAdvisor app and gave the place a thoroughly deserved five star rating.

I looked back to the hotel and thought it was about time to check in. 

As I crossed the road I felt the classic feeling of snow gently patting my head and also my long jacket. I looked up and the New York sky seemed very blue and calm, were it not for the almost rapidly storm like snow blizzard that was coming in my direction.

Wow oh wow, I’d been in some extreme weather conditions in the past, and of course you always expect the unexpected in New York, but this was crazy and intense all in one.

Suddenly a part of me, quite understandably, was wishing that instead of checking out the top level coffee in the coffee shop I had instead followed on my original plan of checking in on the hotel.

Well, who knows how it all would have panned out, perhaps I would have checked in and been already out again by now?

Well at least this way I was checking in now and would be able to chill in my hotel room until the snow blizzard went away, stopped, or even calmed down and settled a little bit.

Anyway, I began to walk a bit quicker towards the pedestrian crossing.

Just my luck it was on red and I was forced to wait with the other citizens, tourists, and visitors to this city. We were getting pelted by snow at this point.

I saw one woman’s large silver hat, a bowler-cowboy hat hybrid I think (very odd I must say either way), fly away into the white-out distance. I felt sorry for her but I also questioned internally why she wasn’t holding her hat in place in anticipation of a sudden gust.

But ultimately her problems were not my problems and I soon forgot about her hat based predicament.

Result!

The light turned green and we all powered on to our respective destinations on the other side of the road and beyond. I walked up the steps and into the hotel foyer. What was about to happen would surely match the extremity of this weather, but unlike the weather, I wouldn’t be able to just walk away. 


CHAPTER TWO

To my complete and total shock, I was told by the concierge, an absolute rhubarb of a man, that my company had moved my reservation to another of the hotel’s sites across the city.

Even in normal circumstances, this would be pretty dire but with this weather I was totally screwed.

It was at that precise moment that I felt a hand on my shoulder. I noticed the concierge give a knowing look and nod his head, passing me a set of keys that he pulled from underneath his desk zone.

I turned around and was confronted with a tall, elegant, impeccably made up woman in her forties, although she could easily pass as better than most women ten years her junior.

I recognised her from somewhere… wait… she was one of the women I had observed from my seat in the coffee shop.

Just as I was about to thank this beautiful woman, she grabbed me firmly by my arm and began to walk me away from the concierge and towards a large double door which looked like it led to a conference room of some sort.

As we walked away she turned around and said thank you to the concierge. Her exact words were: thank you, for now.

I knew something was up here.

I felt a tingle in my cock.

Maybe it was the way I was in effect being manhandled by a total stranger, maybe it was the intoxicating perfume, maybe it was the fact that my whole life I had fantasised about being dominated by a strong woman.

Well, what happened next would change my life.


CHAPTER THREE

The woman walked through the double doors and practically threw me to the ground. As I lifted my head I could see that I was surrounded, quite literally, by at least ten, maybe more, of identical women.

All powerful looking, all made up expensively but classily, all with their firm eyes glaring at me in a mixture of amusement, intrigue, and a wicked sense of something I couldn’t put my finger on.

Before I had a chance to speak, the main woman began to address me.

“You,” She said. “You didn’t have a room and I have given you one. You would have been walking the streets of this great city if it wasn’t for me. Do you agree?”

I wasn’t sure how to respond and began to mumble a response.

I was finding it hard to make eye contact with any of the women, all so stunning, all way out of my league, all probably with way more money, way more intelligence, way more power.

I continued to mumble and then found myself being lifted up by two women.

I felt their crotches grind into me as they held me tightly, one of them lifting my head roughly to face the others.

“I said, do you agree with me you little bitch?” The woman said. “Answer me!”

“Y-y-y-es,” I said, a nervous wreck.

What was happening? I honestly had no idea as I continued to feel the two women hold me in place, pushing their groins into my bottom.

“My name is Ms Stafford,” The woman bellowed. “This simply will not do. Strip him down and work him over!”

With that, the two women threw me to the floor and in a manic flurry began to tear my clothes off my body. I attempted to stop them but they had the moves and the power and the numerical advantage.

Every time I tried to wriggle free I would get a punch or a slap.

“Stop resisting you little wimp, and say thank you for undressing me Aunty Beverley,” One of them said as she yanked off the one remaining foot I had in my trousers.

“Thank you Aunty Beverley,” I said, completely shocked at how easily I had given in to her demand.

Now totally naked, I was hoisted back up by Beverley and Louise. Louise gripped my hair to make sure I wasn’t able to avert my eyes from the women, while Beverley pulled and pinched my nipples, laughing as she did.

“Well, well, well,” Ms Stafford said, looking around to the congregated mass of elegant, Amazonian women.

Ms Stafford walked up to me and without warning pointed at my rock hard, bouncing, twitching, but rather small cock standing right up in front of her.

She burst out laughing and shouted: Cameras ladies!

With that command I was almost blinded as the women pulled out various phones, expensive SLR cameras, and video recording devices, and the flashlights went off in earnest and for what seemed like an eternity.

“Enough!” Ms Stafford declared. “There will be more time for that later, capturing this little loser’s humiliation will be a big part of this experience. For us and for him! Now tell me little boy, and little is the operative word quite clearly, are you enjoying being total controlled and dominated by us? And don’t you dare lie to me!”

I really didn’t know what to say.

I was terrified but undoubtedly massively turned on by what was happening to me. I looked around at the women and time almost seemed to stand still.

One woman, at least six foot, had perfect large breasts almost bursting out of her tight business shirt; another woman, this one shorter, had a tiny waist and what appeared to be the most powerful thighs I had ever scene; another woman, this one whose nipples were clearly as hard as was possible, was wearing a trouser suit that was incredibly tight around her crotch, showing off a perfectly shaped outline of her throbbing pussy.

I was in heaven, I couldn’t deny it.

I summoned up the courage to speak.

“Yes, Ms Stafford,” I said. “I do enjoy it, I am here to serve you and everyone else here and do whatever it is you ask of me. Please punish me when you think I deserve it, humiliate me when you think I need it and dress me as your…”

What was I saying? I couldn’t believe what was happening.

“Yes?” Ms Stafford asked. “Continue…”

“Dress me,” I said. “Dress me as your sissy slut, your panty boy, your small dicked little loser.”

There was silence around the room.

Had I said the wrong thing?

Was this the worst thing I could have said?

Suddenly, Ms Stafford began to clap, slowly at first but then rapidly. She was joined by the rest of the women. I still couldn’t believe how I had spoken so openly about my desire to be this group of magnificent women’s pathetic little sissy.

I felt dizzy with the magnitude of what I had said.

My cock was twitching so quickly I felt as if the slightest touch and I would make a mess all over the floor, right in front of these incredible women.

The room fell quiet again as Ms Stafford stopped her clapping.

What happened next astonished me.

She stepped forward towards me and stopped inches from my face. Two women walked up to her and helped her remove first her blouse and then her trousers. I could feel myself drooling as she stood there in her silky, lacy white bra and panties. The panties were classic, lacy, high cut on her slender but powerful thighs.

She maintained eye contact with me as she bent forward and slipped the panties off and into her hands.

“Now, you be a good boy and smell these for me,” She said, pushing the panties onto my nose.

I took a deep inhale and felt my legs buckle a little at the sweat, yet sweaty odour.

“Good, now I want you put them on your head and repeat after me,” She continued.

In a trance like state I did as I was told.

“I am a sissy slut,” She said and I repeated.

“I am nothing but a perverted panty boy,” She said and I repeated.

“I will serve without question,” She said and I repeated.

“I will take my punishment like a good little boy,” She said and I repeated.

With that, she pulled me by my hair and roughly put me over her lap as she took a seat. What followed was as intense a spanking as I could ever imagine.

It was full force from the first spank.

“Oh you little bitch, stop squealing!” Ms Stafford said, annoyed.

She took her panties and stuffed them in my mouth to muffle my pleas for leniency. The spanking continued and the crowd of women cheered and whooped as I squirmed, tears falling down my cheeks.

Finally, it was over, and I was picked up by a couple of the women who dragged me into the centre of the room.

“Now,” Ms Stafford said. “What I want you to do is stand there with your hands on your head and begin wiggling that silly little wimpy body of yours. I want to see your bottom wobble, I want to see that stupid little maggot of a manhood bounce up and down. Girls, clap to give the sissy a beat.”

And with that, the women began to clap and I began to shake my body in time. I couldn’t have imagined that I would be able to feel more humiliated but this did the job.

I felt so inadequate as a man and soon enough found that my dick was hard again.

“Right,” Beverley said as she stepped towards me. “Time to see what this little sissy clitty can do!”

The women cheered as Beverley began to flick and slap at my hard on.

I could feel myself getting more and more excited. I don’t think I’d ever had such an incredibly sensual and attractive – and dominant, older woman interact with me like this, apart from in my fantasies of course.

“Good, good,” She said, “Let Aunty Beverley make you splurge your cummies for the girls!”

That just sent me over the edge and I felt myself pumping into her closed fist, really gyrating and humping her as if I had no shame. And the truth was, I didn’t, I was completely out of control and acting on instinct.

Beverley, opened her hand and began smearing it all over my face and pushing her fingers into my mouth.

“Yes,” She said. “Eat your cummies, eat it all for Aunty Beverley and her friends.”

“Right, enough,” Ms Stafford declared. “Attend to the sissy.”

She gave a signal to the women, a knowing nod, and suddenly they began to close in on me. One of them floored me with a leg sweep and before I knew it I was being secured in position and carried into the elevator that would take me to my room.

I almost passed out from the excitement, the danger, the sheer craziness of the situation.

One thing was certain, this experience wasn’t over by a long way.

CHAPTER FOUR

I let the cool, cool breeze sweep into my head and tried to get my head together. Walking down a famous New York street, surrounded by famous sights, sounds, and that unmistakable Big Apple ambiance, I was partially able to focus on the here and now in spite of what I had experienced.

The weather report had said there would be a one hour break in the extreme weather so I knew I had that time to complete my shopping task and get back to the hotel with good in tow.

I looked around and saw that many other people were also using this temporary break in the weather to rush and dash out in order to buy goods and products that were either essential or the kind of nice luxury that is nice to have in when you just know you are on total lockdown for hours if not even days at a time.

I kept checking the sky, call me paranoid, in case the snow blizzard returned early. Luckily for me, this did not seem to be the case.

Always respect the weather as my old uncle Roger used to say; and he should know, he worked as a coastal guard, patrolling the seas in search of those who had found themselves at the mercy of tidal rips and other extreme weather related situations.

Well, as I say, the weather looked like it was going to hold tight.

I had my list of items to purchase: a specific exclusive bottled water that the hotel did not stock, some donuts and cream slices from a famous and award winning bijou bakery, and three bottles of a certain Iberian red wine that was renowned for its fullness of body and flavour.

They were all stocked close to each other, so I wasn’t worried about the time. If I was worried about anything it was the possibility that one or more of the items wouldn’t be in stock.

This worried me for obvious reasons, well – specifically I was worried about the consequences of failure, as I am sure you can imagine.

I began my walk back to the hotel. Mission nearly successful, but would that be deemed acceptable?

Donuts and cream slices? Check.

Fine red wine? Check.

Highly specific brand of bottled water? Kinda check, kinda not.

I’d arrived in the water emporium to be met with a very helpful server who immediately put me at ease by offering me a test sample of their Water of The Week, a fascinating free spring variety from the underground caves of Siberia.

When I asked for the specific brand I had been sent to purchase, the server smiled – which gave me hope – but then said while he knew of and respected this water, it had sold out, the final bottles being purchased by a woman a matter of minutes ago.

The server saw that I was disappointed (could he also tell that I was worried?) and instead suggested I take a small case of another variety, the very well regarded Austrian Wet Flush. He insisted that it actually tasted nicer and had a more complex composition with significantly higher purity levels.

I agreed, after all perhaps this would end up earning me bonus points by actually, if inadvertently, improving on the order.

I handed the server the cash and took the receipt and placed it in my pocket (it did strike me as odd that he didn’t even offer me an electronic receipt option, maybe it was because I paid in cash, who knows?).

We had a brief chat about the weather and he explained that he was located only a six minute walk away so knew that even if the weather took a turn for the worse he would in all likelihood make it back to his studio apartment without too much trouble.

He then asked where I was going and seemed to smile as I answered.

I didn’t think anything of it, made my excuses and exited the shop to begin the walk back to the hotel. 


CHAPTER FIVE

I could now see the hotel in the distance. Normally I would not think twice, I was an excellent walker (both power and speed coming naturally to me in this area), but seeing as the weather was beginning to turn I began to worry somewhat.

I would definitely have enough time, I was simply worried that the goods I had purchased could end up damaged from the snow.

Specifically, I was thinking about the cream slices and the donuts, as these were perishable goods that would not hold up to an attack of weather should said attack make contact with them.

This got me thinking about the smile that the server in the bijou bakery gave me as I placed my order and then completed the transaction. It was almost as if she knew something that I didn’t.

Was I being paranoid?

Anyway, moving on, I began to walk faster and faster as I now began to feel the snow beginning to batter my back from behind. I looked behind me and could see the highly ominous sign of a large snow blizzard moving over the skyline.

I’ll tell you, it takes some degree of extreme weather to make mincemeat of the New York City skyline.

I couldn’t see a blinking thing, and blinking is the right word to use seeing as the swirling snowflakes were now making it almost impossible to keep my eyes open for linger than a second.

Still, I knew that I had to return to the hotel to provide the goods, preferably in tip top condition, so didn’t let myself mope for a moment. Head down and straight ahead, I made my way to the front entrance and walked in and back to the suite as instructed.

What awaited me, I could only speculate, but I hoped that my actions in this task met with approval and did not result in any serious consequences for me. 


CHAPTER SIX

Nothing worse is there than when the snow begins to melt and turns into that dreadful sludge grey material. Really can seep into your shoes if you are not careful, leave you with a cold wet foot until your next available opportunity to change your shoes and almost certainly your socks as well.

Is that the only negative aftermath of the snow falling?

Not if you ask me, I’d probably also list the damage the snow can do to any gardening work you may have meticulously been working on during the summer months and early spring.

But please let me check my inherent privilege here: I am fully aware that not every person has the luxury situation of having a garden in the first place. So must not complain too much on that particular point. But, still, it is incredibly frustrating to see the snow decimate your groundwork.

Also, while I am on it, the snow makes things difficult for birds finding food. A lot of birds die during prolonged periods of snow as they cannot locate their usual supply of seeds and I would always recommend throwing seeds on the areas where birds usually hang out and get their food on.

That said, and as a contrary argument, perhaps the snow and subsequent lack of bird suitable food is actually an act of nature and it is not for us humans with our complex and one could argue anti-nature interventions to intervene in the situation.  

Personally, I’ll plead the fifth on this one and let you make up your own minds on the tricky matter.

But, ultimately, yes, the snow was clearing and I was back out to the shop again with a similar order to last time – with very clear instructions, or more accurately: warnings, as to what would happen should I not successfully complete the order and return it within time, in pristine condition, and in full.

I continued my walk down the street, carefully avoiding and sometimes jumping over the rain puddle snow slop hybrid piles. I wasn’t going to let the melted snow and its after effects slow me down and make my situation worse.

I had a look around and saw that the streets were busier than I might have expected. Not exactly packed to the maximum level they would be on any other ordinary day where the weather for the previous day hadn’t been so extreme, but busy enough.

Many of the people had glum looks on their faces, returning to work probably.

I imagined a situation where my work called me back home early and wasn’t sure how to feel about it.

Anyway, I bumped into a person who I recognised but didn’t know well enough to know their name or even where I knew them from. The man looked back at me and seemed to be experiencing the same thing.

Weird.

We both silently agreed to do that thing you do when you recognise one another but only partially and don’t even want to go to that place where you have that awkward conversation about who, where, how, why and so on. We both continued on our separate ways and I pondered whether he would have the faintest idea about my recent experiences.

Perhaps he would, perhaps he wouldn’t.

Perhaps it was something he had also thought of himself in his life, perhaps it wasn’t.

I almost certainly would never know.

Anyway, I came to a junction and waited alongside a few other hardy souls out and about in this post blizzard dystopia. No one really pays you much attention in New York city unless there is an angle, and as such we all seemed to stand there in our own worlds until the lights changed and it was time to cross the junction and continue on our journeys.

I was about a block away from the first shop and looked at my watch. I was making decent if unspectacular time and decided to walk speed and a half until I got to the shop.

It couldn’t possibly be all that busy but just in case I felt the extra effort, especially given my extenuating circumstances in this situation, would end up being well worth it. 

As I walked towards the first shop, the upmarket bijou bakery that had supplied the creamy products that had caused so much fuss in the earlier experience I had endured (or should that be secretly enjoyed? I’ll leave that for you to work out and maybe even put yourself in that position to see how you would feel!), I wondered what would be on the list this time.

The reason I wondered was because the list for this shop was this time in a sealed envelope that I had been very clearly instructed not to open but instead to pass to the shop worker behind the counter.

This had got me worried, I must confess.

Why the need for secrecy?

Had I not proven that I could be trusted to carry out an order… in more ways than one?

Anyway, all would certainly be revealed I imagine, but still I couldn’t help my imagination from running away from itself and considering what I had been experiencing in the hotel, I don’t think anyone would blame me for doing that either.

Just as the shop was looming close to me, out of nowhere – and I mean nowhere, there was a sudden downpour of rain. It was so heavy that I was soaked instantaneously, my clothes dripping wet and my hair like I had just jumped straight in the deep end of an Olympic level swimming pool.

This wasn’t ideal to say the least, and I really hoped that as bad as it was, it was only a flash shower that wasn’t planning on sticking around for any longer.

There was no way I would be able to keep all my shopping totally under wraps and protected from the crashing rain if it kept up the way it was.

I looked around and saw people running to take cover, even the people with large style black umbrellas were charging for cover.

But unlike me, these people were not on a strict shopping trip with very clear instructions. For them, the consequences of this were not in the same league as they could potentially be for me.

I had no choice but to struggle on and power through the moment, hoping that the rain would stop. As it turned out, there was a twist to this situation that changed everything.  


CHAPTER SEVEN
Back in my room I took a brief moment to consider what was in store for me. After my introduction to the women earlier I was carried up to my room and found myself, or to be precise my face, used as a sex toy for each of the women.
They all took turns in riding my face, their hot, wet pussies grinding and bouncing on my tongue and all over my entire face until they were satisfied.
Some of the women would reverse and bounce and work their supple booties on my face, shouting instructions for me to eat their assholes and lick like my life depended on it, while others would merely take enormous pleasure in pressing down on my mouth until it became obvious that I was struggling to breath.


Of course, as all this was going on my face, I felt the hand after hand slap and wank my cock, which had recovered from earlier and was now in full sissy erection mode again. I came several times, much to the complete derision of the women who all took their time to explain to me that I was in possession of the most pathetic and useless cock they had ever seen in their entire lives.

They loved tormenting me, but eventually after what seemed like a good two hours, one of them said that I had chores to do and they all had an appointment at the health suite.

But as they left, Beverley stopped and waited.

What was she doing?

“Listen,” She said. “You have done well to be fair to you my little sissy. But prepare yourself for later, you’d better be ready to impress Ms Stafford or there will be real trouble. Whatever you do, don’t disobey her and don’t question her. She’s even punished some of the women for that in the past, so don’t think she’ll hesitate to throw you to the concierges. Well, you might even like that?”

As she said that, she grabbed my cock and squeezed, smiling as she ran her other hand over my nipples and then down towards my naked bottom.

She let go of my now hard again sissy cock and I felt her spreading my ass cheeks before firmly tapping my puckered hole a few times. She smiled at me the whole time before kissing me on the lips and walking out of the room, her impressive bottom jiggling as she left to join the other women.

Well, that was then.

I was back at my room now after my chores and knew that I had to get down to the dining suite in five minutes.

I looked at myself in the mirror:

Sissy maid costume, check.

Frilly black thong, check.

High heels, check.

I knew this would be a difficult evening to negotiate and expected punishment and humiliation to come, but I had no idea as to the extent of what was heading my way.


CHAPTER EIGHT

I walked into the large dining room, through the heavy oak doors and into the main room. As soon as I did this I was greeted with cheers, laughter, whistling that wouldn’t be out of place on a building site as a sexy woman walked past on the street.

I felt objectified and exposed as the cameras came out and the flashes went off all around me. The tables were arranged in an open C-shape, two banks either side of the head table.

I walked towards Ms Stafford who was sitting in the centre of the head table.

As I approached her the room began to chant.

Sissy!

Sissy!

Sissy!

Ms Stafford stood up and began to encourage the chanting, raising her arms to increase the volume, which now seemed deafening. I felt intimidated and kept my head down, desperate to not make eye contact with any of the chanting women.

I then remembered what Ms Stafford had said about eye contact with your superiors and looked up at her. As she raised and lowered her hands, her proud breasts bounced up and down almost hypnotically.

I thought about sucking on her nipples and humiliating myself for her pleasure. She was a majestic woman in truth, and I was beginning to realise that I was lucky to have been chosen by her.

Ms Stafford then indicated to the women to quieten down and then in an instant there was a hush over the entire room. I could feel that I had a hard on and only hoped that it wasn’t visible, after all my maid’s dress was shockingly short.

“Well, ladies,” Ms Stafford bellowed. “We have our maid! Now what our maid will do is parade around the room and courtesy for each of you. Well, boy, what are you waiting for!”

With that, I did as I was told and wobbled on my high heels around the tables and made sure to courtesy low and with the proper form.

Or so I thought…

“Ms Stafford! Sissy didn’t look me in the eye when she curtseyed,” Felicity said.

Felicity was a striking woman, possibly one of the younger ones, in her late twenties. She had a very athletic figure and an enormous ass, a booty that she had delighted in using to squish my face earlier in my room. I sensed that she had it in for me though, or she was certainly intent on causing me the maximum levels of punishment and humiliation.

“Is this right? Are you a useless little sissy who can’t bow to your superiors properly?” Ms Stafford asked.

“I’m sorry Ms Stafford, please, I made a mist-,” I spluttered.

‘Oh shut that stupid little wimpy, sissy mouth!” Ms Stafford proclaimed loudly, her words echoing off the grand walls.

The room fell quiet, and this meant that the other women, who Aunty Beverley had admitted were scared of the boss almost as much as men were, knew she was angry.

Instinctively I fell to me knees and kept my head down but eyes up to ensure I maintained eye contact as Ms Stafford walked round the table and into the clearing.

She circled me, her eyes cast downwards, mocking and judging this little pathetic specimen in front of her.

From behind she lifted my maid’s dress and yanked it off. At her request I had worn the quick release Velcro outfit and now I knew why.

I expected loud cheers but there remained a silence.

“Look at him girls,” Ms Stafford said, sternly. “This excuse for a man was happy to accept my kind offer of a room and board at my expense, but he – or she – can’t be bothered to even complete a simple task in return! Now, how should we punish him? Suggestions?”

“Spank him!” Cried one woman, her face full of anger.

“Stuff his bottom with a cucumber!” Another woman cried, nudging the woman next to her and winking.

“No, bring in one of the big black night guards and make him suck and fuck on their fat cocks!” A tall blond woman said, a look of pure glee on her face.

“Oh girls, these are excellent suggestions!” Ms Stafford said. “What do you think, slut?”

I didn’t know how to answer the question.

It felt like a massive trick to me. If I said I didn’t want to do any of those things I was worried she would make me do all of them.

Or maybe I was just worried that I actually wanted to do these depraved acts?

But either way, I knew I had to answer.

“I-I-I, I will do whatever you tell me,” Ms Stafford, I said, looking at her directly in the eye.

I knew deep down that I was telling the truth, I absolutely would do whatever she told me… and I would do it with commitment and with the goal of redeeming myself in her demanding eyes.

“Gooooood,” She replied. “Now get on all fours and wiggle that bottom for me as you crawl around. And this time make sure you make bloody eye contact with every damn superior woman in this room!”

I did as I was told, I crawled around the room on all fours, my thong clad bottom wiggling to the delight of the crowd.

“Ms Stafford, his cocklet has popped out!” One woman cried out.

“Yes,” Ms Stafford replied. “And it looks like it’s happy to see us! Get over here now, sissy maggot dick!”

I crawled as quickly as I could and presented myself at Ms Stafford’s feet.

It was at that moment that Beverley, who had crept out earlier, walked in to the room. And she wasn’t alone. 

Standing next to her were two of the concierges who covered the night shift. One was a six foot, stocky build Nigerian called Aleffo and the other a six foot three Jamaican called, of all things, Willy.

Instinctively, I grabbed a hold of Ms Stafford’s ankles and buried my head into her feet. Now the reality of what might happen was dawning I didn’t know if I could go through with whatever depraved act was going to be demanded of me.

Felicity, Jasmine, get over here and remove the little sod off my feet, Ms Stafford said, kicking her feet and making me fall backwards.

Before I knew it I was being lifted and then secured in position on my knees, my hard little dick pointing out towards the two approaching specimens of manhood.

“Ms Stafford,” Jasmine said, “I think I saw the sissy lick his lips!”

“Well, you may well have done,” Ms Stafford said. “He does look like the sort of little loser who fantasises about getting frisky with a real alpha male. Well, are you?”

My head was gone and all I could do was stare as the two men took off their clothes and stood before me, each wearing a pair of briefs that displayed their large, muscular bodies and of course… their sizeable bulges at the front of their pants.

“We’ll take that as a yes, slut,” Ms Stafford declared. “This time I’ll let you off, you’re clearly in shock at seeing this kind of bull in the flesh. Although I don’t doubt that you spend enough time studying this kind of God on the internet.”

The crowd laughed in approval.

And Mrs Stafford was right of course. While I hadn’t actually licked my lips, I may as well have done.

I felt an overwhelming surge of excitement at being in such close proximity to these black Gods.

Aleffo and Willy both stepped towards me and began to pass me back and forth, lifting me up with ease and putting me over their shoulders, putting me in a standing 69 position, pressing my face into their crotches.

The women howled and cheered, delighted at the spectacle they were witnessing.

“Okay boys, off with your pants!” Ms Stafford ordered.

I was placed down on the floor and as I looked up I could see both men remove their pants to reveal equally impressive cocks.

Of course, both dwarfed mine.

Aleffo had the shorter cock, but it was thick and muscular.

Willy, as his name suggested, was very well endowed and although he had slightly less girth, had the length advantage.

Both of their cocks twitched and were on the rise.

In a moment of madness I tried to stand up and run away. But as I did, I felt myself tripping over a leg. I looked up and saw that Jasmine, her of the power booty, had tripped me. She grabbed me by my hair and dragged me back to the men, who were by now fully hard, openly wanking their cocks for the pleasure of the watching women.

“Don’t you ever fucking dare try and run again, and don’t worry, my bottom will be punishing you later for this!” Felicity said, gleeful and meaning every word. 

“What should the slut do?” Ms Stafford asked. “Should he lick and suck the big cocks?”

Lick and suck, lick and suck! Every woman in the crowd began to chant.

I looked over to Beverley and remembered her words of warning about disobeying Ms Stafford.

Beverley gave me a knowing look, one that was part disciplinarian but also partly caring too.

It was as if she wanted me to succeed.

I inched towards the men on my knees and stood in front of both, my face only centimetres away from two mightily impressive dicks. I then began to lick and suck on the bulbous heads of each cock in turn.

I was shocked with how easily I got into it, in a matter of moments I was sucking one while wanking the other and then switching over seamlessly.

The women cheered and began to move in from their tables and form a close circle around us.

“Boys, let the slut have it! Show him your hot bull seed!” Ms Stafford commanded.

With that, the men pulled away from me, aimed their cocks and both began to fire their hot, stringy cum right at my face and upper torso.

I couldn’t believe how much was coming out, how easily it covered my face. I could feel it running into my mouth and off the tip of my nose.

The truth is it felt glorious.

I felt like I was living the life I had always meant to live. A proper slut, a submissive little sissy for a superior woman.

The two men finally finished cumming and received a round of applause for their troubles.

“You,” Willy said, pointing at Felicity. “You come up to see me later, and bring the sissy too, I’m going to get both your booties working for me.”

“Oh - it’s a date!” Felicity said, gushing, turning and shaking her mountainous ass for Willy.

“Bro, I’m not missing this,” Aleffo said, high fiving Willy as they both walked out.

Ms Stafford and the women then proceeded to spank me, taking it in turns to stick various food items up my bottom for their amusement.

Jasmine, who was good with technology said she was going to make Gifs of me taking a cucumber in my bottom.

I wish I could describe more how all this felt, but after my cock sucking and full facial I was honestly in too much of a daze. So much of a daze that as they all left me to clear up, I didn’t realise that I actually had a banana still wedged in my stretched hole.

It took Beverely, now the sole woman left, to tell me.

“Oh come here, sissy,” She said. “It might be your first time, but only a silly little boy leaves a banana in his cute little tushy. Here, let me help.”

With that she eased the fruit out and drew me in close.

Almost like she had read my mind, she held me and pulled out her breasts and rubbed them over my face.

“There we are, only fair you get a little suck on something that isn’t a throbbing dick,” She said.

I felt my cock surge and explode over my stomach.

I moaned gently.

“That’s it, feels nice doesn’t it?” Beverley said. “I like you, and I think you’ll make a good sissy with a little bit of help. Even the likes of Felicity will teach you things about how to be a good little slut, for a start she’ll be showing you tonight how to pop and twerk for your men’s delight.”

I could have been scared by the prospect but actually felt good.

I knew that this was the beginning of something, something that I could succeed at, something that I could enjoy.

A new adventure.

A full time sissy slut with all the benefits!
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-To Come-

Then there was the super lacy red and black bra and pantie set that looked very luxurious and classy.

Again, this would be right for another occasion but not for a slutty fashion show. Then I saw the pair that really stood out and I just knew – or certainly hoped – would be the right choice. It was a tiny, scandalously small pink thong with a mesh front and tiny back.

The matching bra had mesh on the front and was equally revealing and low cut. I quickly got into them, stuffing my hard cock inside and hoping that it would pop out as I did my sissy walk for her.

“Hurry up bimbo!” Annabelle commanded from the living area.

I couldn’t dare to delay any longer, so I took a deep breath and walked out. Annabelle had put some music on, something suitably sissy. She had an expectant look on her face and I decided to give it everything I had.

Despite the humiliation and the total lack of respect she had for me I had a feeling that I just wanted to serve her and earn, if not her respect for me as a man, her respect for me as a sissy boi who she could train.

“Dance for me you pathetic wannabe cock sucker!” Annabelle threatened. “Show me why all the big alpha men would want a piece of you!”

I did as I was told, my head spinning in excitement. Instinct took over and I began to squat and twerk, shaking my thong booty for her amusement. I began to do more and more degrading moves, really making a spectacle of myself.

Annabelle was laughing, but I also noticed that her nipples appeared to be rock hard, and her hand was resting over her crotch, her fingers pointing in towards her pussy.

“Get over here bitch,” She ordered, grabbing me by my panties and dragging me across her lap.

What followed was a hard spanking, with her throwing insult after insult at me, insulting my average wimpy body, my small dick, my pathetic subservient nature. She made me agree with everything she was saying, which only added to the humiliation. By the end of it I was begging her to stop, I was totally broken, I would have said or done anything to make her stop.

“Tell me you’ll do anything!” She said.

“Yes, mistress, I’ll do anything – Ow! Ow! It hurts! – I’ll do anything you say!” I cried out.

“Will you worship my big strong bottom?”

“Yes! Yes! I’ll worship your big strong bottom!”

“Will you only make a sissy mess when I let you?”

“Yes! I’ll only make a sissy mess when you let me.”

“Will you be my sissy cock sucker?”

“Yes! Yes! I’ll be your sissy cock sucker!”

That was the last step, I couldn’t stop myself and felt the cum charge up through my cock and explode out all over her smooth, lycra clad legs. I bucked my thighs and ground my groin into my mistress.

“Oooooh, I’m sorry, Madame Annabelle,” I pleaded

-END OF PREVIEW-

CHAPTER ONE

I sat down at my table and opened up the holiday purchase app on my Samsung tablet (a cheeky purchase I had made one bored Wednesday afternoon at work to break the seemingly never ending tedium).

I felt impulsive and had done since waking up that morning and putting on odd socks; and when I say odd socks, I mean each sock was totally unrelated in terms of not just colour, but material, style and length too.

Outrageous.

This wasn’t normal for me, usually I liked to plan everything out and stick to set routines. I certainly wasn’t the kind to deviate from the ordered and colour coordinated roll of socks I had in my drawer.

Well, the odd socks were the beginning of a day of impulse that saw me try a new style of coffee at work, leave early from work, and even take a different cycle route that while no shorter or longer involved more downhill segments but also more uphill – quite the contrast from my normal flat ground route.

So as you can kinda see, this day had been different for me in ways that while not exactly revolutionary on a grand scale, where quite a big deal from my own perspective based on historical patterns of behaviour.

I couldn’t quite place what it was that was driving all this, perhaps I was well and truly bored of my day to day life at this point and this was my way of letting it all hang out so to speak.

It’s not as if I was having a breakdown like Michael Douglas in that movie, I forget what it was called, but it starred him and he was having a kind of really bad day where he seemed to be breaking down and his life was falling down around him as he went and got himself worked up and involved in situations that escalated from the mildly difficult to out and out serious violence.

I think the movie may actually have been called Breakdown?

Anyway, I am sure you get where I am going with this. Essentially I was fine, but on some level something was up.

As I feverishly scrolled and switched screens on the holiday app, I began to wonder what kind of budget I should set, whether I was after hot or cold weather, activities or lazing by the beach or poolside, and also what duration I was looking at – brief city break or three week resort chill and relax?

So many options were presenting themselves to me, I felt a little overwhelmed and had to walk over to the tall fridge and take out and then crack open a can of my favourite lager, a Dutch marque that fizzed and whistled in my mouth with hints of cinnamon. Perhaps that sounds absolutely revolting, but truthfully it was a top can that I found myself returning to often.

The only issue was that I had to import it as it wasn’t really stocked in any local stores, and certainly not in the larger supermarkets. So, yeah you could say I made the effort to get it. 

Taking the can and making a long swig, I sat back down at my table and noticed a few scratches that I hadn’t noticed before. Hey hoo, shit happens, I thought, the cold calm of the lager clearly having taken full effect and loosened my worldview quickly and effectively.

I wondered whether I relied too much on alcohol. I mean, should I really be enjoying it so much? Why was it the case that I mentally associated alcohol with relaxation? I mean I know everyone likes a tipple (unless of course you are tea total) but I had a nagging feeling that I was enjoying it too much or rather it was a case that I wanted to taste it a little too much. No big deal really though, just something to keep in my mind and work on.

Perhaps there were other ways of relaxing though? Hey, maybe I could take up meditation, chill to the zen vibe of Buddha or something like that. Or if not Buddhist meditation maybe I could take up star gazing, because I do actually recall I read an article relating to how incredibly peaceful it was to stare up at the sky and ponder the great unponderables of life and the cosmos.

Was there anything I could do that would better, or even equal, the refreshment of a cold beer though? Well, I guess I would keep on searching and see what developed going forwards.

Well, back to my holiday search. I was determined to get it sorted, to put something clear in the diary. You know that feeling when you just know you need to follow your heart in the heat of the situation? Well I certainly knew that at this moment that I needed a blinking good break away.

I swiped through picture after picture, deal after deal, country after country, in truth they all looked great and just what I needed in this moment of my life. I made the decision to be a bit more generous with my purse strings and allow myself to go beyond my normal frugal budget.

Look I ‘m not saying I usually shop at pure bargain basement levels exactly but I certainly don’t splash out for five star accommodation when there is a better deal on the table somewhere else. And actually who says that top of the range air conditioning is essential when a bog standard fan system will suffice and do basically the same job?

But this was different, I was determined to make a holiday that I would remember for the rest of my life, and little did I know at that particular moment that I would be – if not quite in the way that I could have possibly have imagined.

I got up from the table and took a quick pace around my apartment and walked up to the window and looked out. There was a little rain falling and the sky was grey. I could hear the sound of car horns tooting and beeping angrily as they jostled for position in their respective traffic lanes.

Well, this wasn’t inspiring me in the slightest. If anything it was driving my desire to take a much needed holiday and change of scenery. Well, what a strange day. Such poor weather in a funny way acting as inspiration to seek a new location, albeit temporarily and with a fixed date of return. I had decided, this simply must happen and I was not going to hesitate in making it ready set go this very evening.

I walked over to my coffee machine and made a nice latte and drank it with a couple of biscuits on the side. You can’t beat comfort on a cold and drizzly day. Well, I say that because there is one way. You stop waffling on and get to sorting your dream holiday.

I sat down at my table and opened up the holiday purchase app on my Samsung tablet. I felt impulsive and had done since waking up that morning and putting on odd socks on. This wasn’t normal for me, usually I liked to plan everything out and stick to set routines. I certainly wasn’t the kind to deviate from the ordered and colour coordinated roll of socks I had in my drawer. Well, the odd socks were the beginning of a day of impulse that saw me try a new style of coffee at work, leave early from work, and even take a different cycle route that while no shorter or longer involved more downhill segments but also more uphill – quite the contrast from my normal flat ground route. So you can kinda see, this day had been different for me.

I couldn’t quite place what it was that was driving all this, perhaps I was well and truly bored of my day to day life at this point and this was my way of letting it all hang out so to speak. As I feverishly scrolled and switched screens on the holiday app, I began to wonder what kind of budget I should set, whether I was after hot or cold weather, activities or lazing by the beach or poolside, and also what duration I was looking at – brief city break or three week resort chill and relax?

So many options were presenting themselves to me, I felt a little overwhelmed and had to walk over to the tall fridge and take out and then crack open a can of my favourite lager. Taking the can and making a long swig, I sat back down at my table and noticed a few scratches that I hadn’t noticed before.

Hey hoo, shit happens, I thought, the cold calm of the lager clearly having taken full effect and loosened my worldview quickly and effectively.

I swiped through picture after picture, deal after deal, country after country, in truth they all looked great and just what I needed in this moment of my life.

I made the decision to be a bit more generous with my purse strings and allow myself to go beyond my normal frugal budget. I was determined to make a holiday that I would remember for the rest of my life, and little did I know at that particular moment that I would be – if not quite in the way that I could have possibly have imagined.

CHAPTER TWO

So I turned up at the lodge and it was spectacular. I’m talking top level stuff. I immediately felt happy with my decision to go for a ski vacation. Sure, I liked to ski, a bit of boarding too. But as well as that I figured the apres ski would be pretty much a great way to hook up with people, maybe even get laid.

My first day I hit the slopes quite early in the morning, wanting to catch the best powder as they say in the business. I wasn’t disappointed, this snow would have got even Al Pacino as Scarface excited!

I was getting good speeds on my turns, really pushing myself, maybe even too far for my first day on the slopes having not ridden the white waves for a few years.

Then it happened.

I felt myself lose control for a split second, maybe I wasn’t concentrating as much as I should have been, maybe I was too confident, who knows? Despite attempting to keep my balance I ended up crashing and burning, faceplanting deep into the cold snow.

I felt a sharp pain in my leg, but that pain was soon forgotten as I felt myself being lifted out of the snow. It was surreal, it was as if I was as light as a feather the way I went from horizontal, buried in the snow to standing upright.

But who was the person who had lifted me?

“Well, aren’t you going to thank me?” She said.

I wanted to reply, to thank her, but I was total dumfounded and almost dizzy by the woman who I was looking back at. Let me describe her.

At least a couple of inches taller than me, this woman was a Goddess on the slopes. Her hair was long and blond, very well maintained with a golden shine that you just know was used to only the best hair stylists. Her large Versace ski goggles rested on top of her head to reveal piercing blue eyes that were made even more spectacular by her perfectly shaped, dark brows and long luxurious eyelashes.

Continuing down, her cheekbones were razor sharp and pointed towards almost certainly the most luscious, plump lips I had ever seen in real life. But totally natural, none of this fake puffed up effect.

Like I say, I was transfixed by this incredibly intimidating, beautiful woman. She was a little older than me perhaps, but in her absolute prime I would say. Here’s the thing though, I haven’t even described her body yet, and when I do I think you’ll see why what happened went down.

To start with, this woman’s muscular swimmers shoulders went some way to explaining how easily she was able to lift me up. It was nothing too extreme, and she still retained the classic femininity established by her perfect face. Her ski top was lime green, a top brand, and incredibly tight, totally figure hugging.

It was quite clear that she had large, juicy, but also very pert breasts. I couldn’t help but stare, and this is where the trouble started.

“What on earth do you think you are doing?” She enquired. “I save you from the snow and you say thank you by ogling me? What are you, some kind of pervert?”

Again, I was still totally in shock. I really didn’t know how the hell I should answer this question either.

I mean, if I admitted to staring at her tits who knows what she would do?

But I also knew that she would continue with her onslaught if I admitted to it. In the end I probably took the worst possible option of not saying anything.

This did not go down well at all.

“Well seeing as you’re not answering me, perhaps I should call the mountain police and report you?” She said in a tone that was a balance of menacing and almost playful.

I couldn’t risk any trouble, so I began to talk. To this day, I still can’t believe what I said.

“Yes, sorry, I was staring, but,” I pleaded, “Please don’t report me, I’ll do anything.”

“Anything?” She said, a wicked smile curving on her perfect lips.

“Y-y-y-y-yes,” I replied, stuttering, seemingly incapable of string more than two words together.

“Right, I think we can sort something out then,” She said. “My name is Annabelle, and you will address me as Madame Annabelle or Mistress from now on, understand?”

“Y-y-y-y-yes,” I said, “Yes, Madame Annabelle.”

“Good, now seeing as you were quite happy to drool over me,” Annabelle said, “I think it’s time for you to repay that favour. Strip!”

I couldn’t believe it. There was no way I was stripping out on a public slope, outdoors in the snow too. This wasn’t worth it, I thought. But before I could try and dispute her command I found myself being judo tripped onto the floor.

I looked up and saw Annabelle’s imposing figure towering above me. Her legs were long, muscular, toned, and I followed them all the way up her neon pink leggings towards her crotch. Nothing had been left to the imagination the leggings were so tight. I gulped. She must have seen my staring because she gave me two or three kicks to the stomach.

“Get your wimpy ass up and strip for your mistress,” She bellowed. “Don’t push me or you’ll find yourself in a world of pain you little pervert.”

I knew I had no real choice in the matter, I couldn’t risk being arrested and I knew for sure I didn’t want to have to explain an arrest or deportation to my work bosses seeing as I was already on a final warning for poor performance.

So I hauled myself up and began to strip. It was so cold. As I removed my jacket and top I could see Annabelle smirk at my body. I wasn’t fat, but I certainly wasn’t in brilliant shape. Somehow, I managed to be kinda out of shape and also kinda weedy. Not a great look, certainly not an alpha male body I knew that much.

“Oh dear, that’s not much to write home about, is it?” Annabelle stated. “Well, is it? Answer me when I speak or I’ll administer punishments right here and now!”

“Sorry, Madame, no, my body is not much to write home about,” I said, sounding absolutely pathetic.

“Well, keep on going, I haven’t got high hopes but I need to see exactly what you have,” Annabelle said, her tone a mixture of derision and a kind of excitement that sent shivers of fear but also arousal through my body.

Then I remembered.

Oh no, it couldn’t be, please no, I thought.

My mind was running out of control in complete, total, and utter panic. This really couldn’t be happening to me. Here’s the thing: underneath my ski trousers I was wearing… a pair of women’s panties. And not the kind of panties that I could ever pass off as being small men’s briefs. These were a bright pink pair of frilly, lacy, high cut panties that left absolutely nothing to the imagination. Cut high on the thigh, they were barely able to keep my dick and balls in, and that was saying more about the size of the material than my junk, believe me.

To the rear they were the classic thong back too.

So, yeah, you can see that the idea that I would be able to bluff my way out of this was a complete no-no.

I hesitated.

I knew that if I took my trousers off I would be exposed. I couldn’t do it, I just couldn’t. No matter that this powerful woman was commanding me to, I’d run the risk of her reporting me to the police. At least they wouldn’t strip me.

“No, I am sorry, no more,” I said, sounding very nervous and not at all convincing.

“Right, I see,” Annabelle, said.

Then a pause.

I looked at her, she was standing perfectly still, glaring at me. I didn’t know what was going to happen next. Then without warning and before I could react to defend myself she launched herself at me, using pressure points and brute strength to put me in a headlock, bent over, my face only millimetres from the snow.

“If this is how it has to be, my boy, this is how it has to be,” She said.

I felt her hands yank down my trousers in one movement until they were down round my ankles.

Then silence.

I swear I could have heard a pin drop on the next mountain range it was so quiet.  Then it began. The laughter. Annabelle, her grip still tight around my waist, began to laugh and laugh and laugh.

“Well, well, well, what do we have here?” She asked, although it wasn’t really a question.

I didn’t know what to say. I tried to make some kind of corny excuse about running out of my own underwear or having to buy an emergency pair at the airport, I can’t even recall what I said now. It was useless, nothing I could say would sound convincing. I had been caught out, there was no escaping it.

“Well, seeing as you appear to have gone quiet, I‘ll answer for you,” She said. “You are nothing but a sissy. A pathetic, beta male sissy. Or to put it even more accurately: MY pathetic, beta male sissy!”

With that, I felt my mistress – because let’s face it, that’s what she was now, whether I liked it or not – running her fingers around my exposed ass cheeks, raising and snapping back the waistband on my feminine panties. She then began to spank me. Hard. Without warning. These were playful spanks, but hard angry spanks.

“Never, ever, lie to me again,” She said. “And never, ever refuse a command, you understand?”

“Aaaaaaw, aww, yes, yes,” I cried, “I understand Madame, please-“

“Oh shut up,” Annabelle bellowed. “You take your spanks like a good little sissy wimp. Take them and say thank you Madame Annabelle after each one!”

I did what I was told after each and every spank. And there were a lot of them. Then, a brief relief. Annabelle loosened her grip on me and placed me ass down in the snow.

“That should cool off that hot bottom of yours!” She laughed.

It was clear that she was enjoying this, that this was the kind of thing she was perfectly suitable for. I wondered whether in actual fact she had done this kind of thing before? But before I could spend any real time pondering this issue I found myself being instructed to stand up and put my hands on my head. I rose to my feet and did as I was told. I felt totally exposed and humiliated. Naked apart from a bright pink thong, out on the slopes. It was still early enough that there weren’t really any people close. But how long would that be the case?

“Oh dear, not much to see is there?” She laughed, pointing at me, giggling a wicked, seductive giggle.

Here’s the thing. Despite the humiliation, the pain from the spanking, and the loss of control, I was actually feeling a rush of blood to my dick. This couldn’t be happening. Despite everything, I was totally taken in by this total Goddess. I’d always had fantasies about being dominated by a strong, sophisticated, powerful woman. But now it was happening, how was I feeling about it? I didn’t have much time to think…

“Well, let me see what you’re working with in the trouser department,” Annabelle said.

It wasn’t a question.

I put my hands on the waistband of the panties.

I hesitated and looked pleadingly at Annabelle. She shook her head and glared. I couldn’t face another spanking, my bottom hadn’t even cooled down properly from the last one, and who knows, it could get worse next time? Slowly, and completely demoralised, I pulled the panties down over my cock and right down to my ankles. I stood back up and covered my dick and balls with my hands.

“Don’t you dare cover up in front of your Mistress!” Annabelle shouted.

Terrified, I lifted my hands and put them back on top of my head.

Annabelle burst out laughing as she watched my less than impressive cock bounce and twitch, pointing upwards, hard as it could get, totally turned on. If I wasn’t careful, I could end up cumming, and I didn’t know what kind of reaction that would provoke from Annabelle.

“What a pathetic little cock that is! How big is it, three inches? There’s no was that would ever satisfy a woman,” Annabelle declared. “Go on, try and deny it! Try and deny that you are a stupid little tiny dicked sissy boy…”

“N-n-n-no, I can’t deny it,” I said, “I’m a tiny dicked sissy boy, Mistress.”

I couldn’t believe what I was saying. It was true of course, I’d always known that’s what I was. But it almost felt liberating to say it out loud to a woman who knew exactly what I was and how I should be treated. My cock stiffened again, a little pre-cum leaking out of the top. Annabelle noticed and laughed.

“Ha ha, oh dear, what a stupid sight that is,” She said, “I want you to get over here and put that little willy between my legs. Stuff the little maggot in between my thermal lycra clad thighs and pump it for as long as you can before you make a sissy mess. Show your Mistress how much you adore her.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I was so nervous, even though I was being given the opportunity to fulfil a fantasy I was worried that I wouldn’t be able to do it. Instinctively, and a sign that this was right for me, I got on all fours and crawled over to Annabelle. She approved of this and pulled me up by my ears.

With my face millimetres away from her crotch I pushed my hips forward and put my hard cock, so close to explosion, in between her legs.

It felt incredible.

So smooth. I pumped once, twice, three times.

Then I felt it happen.

The cum burst up through my pathetic sissy dick and squirted into the lycra pussy of my Mistress.

I let out a long groan.

“Has my sissy slut made a mess?” Annabelle asked, laughing. “well, answer me!”

“Yes Madame, your sissy slut has made a mess into your magnificent thighs,” I replied.

With that confirmation, Annabelle pushed me back and then instructed me very clearly to lick up each and every stringy strand of cum that was on her inner thighs. I did this eagerly and thoroughly, I wanted to make sure that I pleased her, and not just because I didn’t want a painful punishment, but also because I genuinely wanted to impress her.

She was my Mistress, there was no doubting that.

“Well, what an unexpected surprise this morning was,” Annabelle said. “But don’t think this is the end. There is plenty more humiliation, punishment, and degradation coming up for you my sissy bimbo. I’m going to push you to your absolute limits, don’t you worry about that. Now, pull those panties up, but you can forget about the trousers, we’re going to ski back to my lodge for the next step in your training.”

I knew that this had been a life changing experience. I was about to find out that the new experiences were far from over, and whether I wanted them or not, I was going to get a whole lot more very, very soon.


CHAPTER THREE

I stepped outside, out of the top grade alpine lodge’s comfortable - or not! – surroundings and out on to the snowy pavement. The white powder crunched underneath me booted feet as I began the short to medium distance trek to the strip of shops and bars that constituted the shopping zone on the resort.

There was a small mall too, but most of the items, approximately ninety percent, were available from the shops on the main strip.

I was happy about this as I had heard that the mall had a terrible problem with people carrying snow in with them on their boots, wiping at the entrance, thus causing a lot of sludge-like melted snow at the entrance, and who needed that? Not me. I did like the snow, but what I hated were the inconvenient side effects of it, particularly when it melted.

Back home, I had noticed that snow was only ever fun for two days maximum and as soon as the temperature increased or the rain began to fall, the snow turned into this awful grey slop substance that was no fun, and had a habit of ruining shoes and wetting socks to the core. I walked for approximately three minutes and realised that one of my laces had come undone.

What a pain in the butt (ironically, given what had happened last night) but I knew it would be foolish to continue walking and risk tripping over.

I bent down to tie up the laces and suddenly felt a pelt, first one then two then three, of tightly packed snow hit me. I looked up and took another hard blast in the face. What the hell, I thought. I opened my eyes and saw a small open topped four by four truck driving away, packed with your classic rad boarder dude jocks, whooping and hollering as they pelted innocent walkers with their snow balls.

I was, of course, annoyed.

For a start, the snow on my jacket would be fine, I wasn’t complaining about that, but it was the principal of the matter. It was the blast of white stuff to the face that got me.

How dare they!

For the rest of the walk to the strip of shops I contemplated how I could take my revenge, but knew it was futile as they were long gone, probably already racking up the bottles of Bud and racks of shots in some bar, no doubt rowdily talking about the exploits from the previous night and what they had in store for the up coming evening.

I looked up at the sky and saw a large bird fly over me.

I wondered whether it was an eagle and made a point of thinking I should google it later. I used to be very cynical about people who just casually google every single little thing.

I mean, what did people do before Google?

But certainly I had come around to the idea that the more knowledge the better, and if the technology exists to allow us to know things that we wouldn’t otherwise, then isn’t it the definition of crazy to not make the most of this? Well, certainly in this case it was sure that anything to keep my mind occupied and stop it from swirling with the possibilities of what else could be in store for me on this holiday. 

I walked into the first shop, a medium sized general supermarket that stocked everything you would expect it to: cereals, packet meals, tinned good, and of course – plenty of alcohol.

To be fair to it, it had a nice fresh style and the displays were well designed and the general shop floor layout seemed very clear, even for someone who wasn’t familiar with this particular company.

I walked round the aisles and picked up the items on the list, you know the kind, generic staples and some classics like toothpaste and a new bar of soap, the kind of thing that often gets missed out when packing for a holiday in a hurry.

The shop was pretty busy, there must have been a lot of people who had also recently arrived and were making the similar journey to picking up lost or forgotten items, staples that weren’t exactly life or death so to speak but were pretty essential all the same.

A shop assistant was stacking up a display of boxed chocolate, the kind of selection box where the differently shaped and flavoured chocolates were put together to provide a mix of vaguely connected but different flavours. Suddenly the display, which to me instantly seemed perilously highly stacked, collapsed in a heap.

The shop assistant looked a mixture of exasperated, embarrassed, and a little annoyed. It crossed my mind that I should go over and over some assistance, after all we’ve all been in that place before haven’t we? And it is good to help.

For some reason though, I was conscious that I should get my shopping completed as soon as possible without any distractions – the last thing I needed was to be late or to forget an item on the list and either have to come back out or face the consequences in another sense.

Anyway, after pausing and probably actually staring for a bit too long I looked away from the shopping assistant  who was still struggling to clean up the fallen boxes and then make a start on setting the display back up.

As I walked away I quickly forgot what I had witnessed and walked towards the checkout. It was one of those self scanning checkouts that either tend to work perfectly or simply cause absolute stress because they basically don’t work at all.

I happened to get one that worked pretty well and was able to scan my items with relative ease, one after the other, until it was time to make my payment. I used the credit card that had been given to me by my friend – although the irony was not lost on me regarding the saying ‘nothing in life comes for free’.

Anyway, I paid for the items and made my way out of the store. 

As I walked back out, I thought that perhaps the temperature had dropped a little. This was unusual for this time of day, as normally there was a bit of an increase as the day moved towards lunch and then the afternoon. I felt the snow crunch under my feet as I began my journey back to the lodge.

I heard someone call out to me from across the road and I waved, despite not being entirely sure who it was. The other person waved back, laughing.

How odd, I thought, perhaps this person think I am someone else, someone that they met perhaps at a bar after the ski session on a previous day?

Well, I guess these things happen, I thought, pondering the absurdity of life.

I crossed the road and walked into a sports goods shop to pick up a water bottle to use in the lodge’s top of the range gym. The shop was empty in terms of customers, one shop assistant sat at the checkout reading a magazine about new wave cinema – a surprising sight to see, but then again: why shouldn’t a shop assistant be reading such a magazine or have an interest in the French new wave?

Well, enough about that, and don’t be so judgemental, I thought, correcting my preconceptions.

I walked over to the register to pay for the item. I used the credit card again and it took three attempts – the sales assistant said the machine had been playing up all morning so I wasn’t to worry, it was nothing to do with the card in all probability. Out of guilt over my judgement, I brought up the magazine and we had a pretty interesting conversation about cinema.

I stated my preference for action comedy, making the case that when done well it can combine the best of both worlds and provide an unrivalled experience for the cinema goer.

The shop assistant seemed cynical towards my theory at first but as we went through the classic tropes he seemed to warm to my hypothesis.

Well, I’s such a funny world isn’t it.

A customer and a sales assistant discussing and getting deep on cinema in an alpine holiday resort. Whatever next, I though. We’re all just people ultimately, I also thought.

I told the sales assistant that I did not require a receipt and he approved due to the environmental factor.

I left the shop and felt quite upbeat. Now was the time to begin the walk back to the lodge and what happened next shocked me, even taking into account what had happened already. 

CHAPTER FOUR

So I arrive back at the lodge: nervous, excited, unsure what to expect. I remembered what I had been instructed to do by Madame Annabelle. I knocked three times, then did what I had been instructed. I got down on all fours and waited.

Yes, that’s right. Outside of the multi million dollar ski lodge I carefully placed the shopping to one side and then got down on all fours.

I thought back to my first meeting with Annabelle:

“If this is how it has to be, my boy, this is how it has to be,” She said.

I felt her hands yank down my trousers in one movement until they were down round my ankles.

Then silence.

I swear I could have heard a pin drop on the next mountain range it was so quiet.  Then it began. The laughter. Annabelle, her grip still tight around my waist, began to laugh and laugh and laugh.

“Well, well, well, what do we have here?” She asked, although it wasn’t really a question.

“Well, seeing as you appear to have gone quiet, I‘ll answer for you,” She said. “You are nothing but a sissy. A pathetic, beta male sissy. Or to put it even more accurately: MY pathetic, beta male sissy!”

So, yeah, as you can probably tell, this wasn’t a woman to be messed with, to challenge, to question.

This was very much a woman who knew what she wanted, knew how to get it, and wouldn’t take no for an answer, especially from a beta male like me who secretly craved the domination that a superior woman would naturally want to dish out. And believe me, this was a superior woman.

Tall, athletic, curves in all the right places. Tick, tick, and double tick. She had a perfect style, classy and expensive. The way she had pushed me around, both physically and mentally out on the slope really made it clear that she was a woman who knew only success, knew only about making people do what she wanted.

It certainly looked like she had plans for me, plans that I would have no realistic choice but to go along with.

As I waited, I began to feel nervous.

What if someone else walked up the long drive and saw me on all fours?

What would I do: could I risk drawing her wrath by leaving my position?

But what if it was a burly workman, could I risk my masculinity by remaining in such a submissive position?

Well, my mind began to wander, and I blush as I write this:- it kinda turned me on to imagine what would happen if a big alpha male happened to see me.

Then, just as my fantasy was getting a little steamy as my mind wandered to big bulges and strong alpha bodies in comparison to my sissy clitty dick and average wimpy body, I heard her voice.

She didn’t sound happy.

“What on earth do you think you are doing?” Annabelle bellowed.

I glanced upwards and saw her standing in front of me. I knew I would get in trouble, but I couldn’t help but stare at her. Let me describe the absolute vision I was looking at. Towering above me was a statuesque Goddess, a vision of female supremacy, elegance, control, and the exact kind of woman who would never bat an eyelid or give a second glass to a beta male like me.

Dressed in tight fitting, thermal black leggings that perfectly displayed her long, toned legs, my eyes continued upwards towards her tight waist and further still over her toned stomach and perky, substantial breasts.

She was wearing a white thermal top, tight, snug, incredibly flattering. Her face, as it had been on the slopes when I first encountered her, was the perfect balance of luxurious sexuality, controlled and classy presentation, and natural features that any man, or woman for that matter, could simply never resist.

But….

I was gawping. And sissy subs should not gawp at their mistress and not expect consequences.

Before I got a chance to answer Annabelle’s enquiry as to what I was doing, she answered her own question – and at this point I knew I was in trouble.

“You get a point for at least being on all fours, but why on earth did you think it was appropriate to arrive here in men’s clothes?” She asked, a streak of anger in her voice, but also a hint of playfulness that suggested she had been half expecting this, and even more than that was looking forward to setting me straight.

“I-I-I, what if,” I mumbled, knowing full well that there wasn’t really a correct answer I could give in this situation that wouldn’t lead to punishment and inevitable humiliation at her hands.

“Oh shut up, shut that stupid sissy mouth up right now,” She commanded.

Annabelle squatted down to my head height and lifted my chin up with her finer so that we had direct eye contact. I felt myself blush furiously and my body fill with adrenalin and a potent combination of nerves and excitement.

“Now,” She said, “Seeing as you don’t seem to be able to answer like a sensible person you will simply listen and do exactly as I command. We will try this again. Except this time, you will not be wearing totally inappropriate men’s clothes. I am going to back inside the house and you are going to strip off every last item of clothing and present yourself to me on all fours, totally naked for my amusement. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Madame Annabelle,” I answered. “I understand.”

With that, Annabelle went back inside the house and I knew I had no other option but to follow her command to the letter. I stripped off all my clothes, knocked on her door again, and got down on all fours.

Moments, then minutes, passed and there was no answer. Should I knock again? Was she going to leave me here all day? It was freezing cold and I was totally naked.

My thoughts turned again to the prospect of women, men, walking up her drive way and seeing me, totally exposed. I couldn’t risk it so I knocked again, fully expecting that this would lead to more punishment – on top of the punishment I already knew full well was coming my way!

The door opened and I felt Annabelle’s glare baring down on me. I looked up and saw that she was holding her phone, it’s lens pointing down towards me.

“Now, sissy bimbo,” She said, “Tell me, and my good friends on the group chat video, why you are here and what you think is in store for you today. And spare no detail!”

Not only was I being recorded, I was being filmed live to a group of Annabelle’s friends? I didn’t let the full impact of that sink in because I knew I just needed to get inside. I took a deep breath and under command from Annabelle, looked into the camera and began talking…

“I am outside Madame Annabelle’s lodge because she has summoned me, her sissy, for correction and punishment. I am naked because I made the mistake of wearing men’s clothing when quite clearly as a sissy bimbo I should be wearing more suitable attire…”

“Keep going, and remember – spare no detail!” Annabelle instructed.

“Yes, Madame,” I obliged. “I should be wearing sissy clothing such as tiny, revealing panties that expose my sissy body and tiny sissy dick. I am ready to take my punishment like an obedient and submissive sissy boi and I hope I please Madame Annabelle in the best way I can by following her instructions as fully as is possible.”

I hoped this would be good enough.

“Yes, you see girls, he really is as submissive as I’d hoped,” Annabelle said, now talking into the phone. “Absolutely pathetic specimen of a man, but I think I can use him for some needs. And he’s got a big evening ahead of him for me to see how well he shapes up. Okay, talk later!”

There had been a lot of laughing and whooping as Annabelle was talking, clearly this was being well received by her friends and I kinda got the feeling I would be meeting some of them in person at some point in the future.

My mind raced at the idea but I was rudely brought back to reality as Annabelle clicked her fingers, beckoned me to follow her, and turned and walked into the house. As she walked, I followed on all fours – I wouldn’t dare stand up just in case. I looked up at her magnificent buttocks, perfectly cased in her leggings they made a perfectly round, muscled but juicy bottom.

I could feel my cock harden but tried to put that to the back of my mind and focus on following her as she walked through the entry hall and into the living space.

“Now, you’ll see that this is a luxury abode,” Annabelle said. “And from now on it will be your responsibility to help the maids keep it clean. Am I understood?”

I politely said I did understand, careful to make eye contact but not make it too obvious that I was getting more and more turned on by what was happening to me.

“Of course, you’ll wear a perfectly sissy maid outfit when on maid duty,” She said. “Something suitably feminine, frilly, and utterly degrading!”

“Yes, Madame,” I said.

I could feel myself becoming more and more submissive with each moment. The heating was warm in the lodge and the sudden change from the cold outside was resulting in even more blood being pumped to my stiff dick. I hoped that Annabelle wouldn’t notice, but of course she did…

“Oh dear, oh dear oh dear oh dear,” She said.

Annabelle walked around me and squatted down by my crotch. She flicked my twitching dick with her fingers, laughing as she did. She began to do it quicker and harder. I felt like I could cum at any moment. I looked down and saw that I was on an expensive feeling rug. I didn’t want to think about the trouble I would get in if I spunked all over this. I had to do something.

“Please, Madame, please, I don’t want to make a mess!” I pleaded.

“Oh, you like it do you?” She said, teasingly. “You like being in a humiliating, degrading position in front of your mistress? You like having your puny little sissy clitty flicked by my fingers? You like having your cheeks spread apart, your puckered hole spat on and spanked?”

What? What did she mean…

With that, Annabelle, spread my ass cheeks wide open, spat on my hole, and began to slap and tap, probe and push on my hole. Alternating this with the flicks on my cock I was in a pure mix of pleasure and pain. I couldn’t help myself and began to moan, whimpering like the sissy slut I knew I was.

“Yes! That’s it you stupid little sissy bitch,” She said, “Show me how much you like being treated like a panty boy play thing!”

Suddenly she stopped. I was so close to making a mess, to having that release I was craving.

“No, no, no,” Annabelle said. “If you’re going to cum you need to please me first. You need to show me exactly what kind of sissy you are. And first things first I want to see you in a pair of panties, just like when I first, ahem, discovered you on the slopes.”

Annabelle then ordered me to walk into the kitchen and select one pair of panties and bra form the options that had been laid out for me on the table. Further, I was to parade myself out of the kitchen and back towards her like I was a proud model in a sissy boy fashion show – something, rather ominously, she said I would need practice in.

Without hesitating, I ran into the kitchen and looked at the options available to me. One pair was a basic white bra and pantie, almost like college girl gym kit. It would be a snug fit and had a sexy college vibe but it wasn’t the right choice.

Then there was the super lacy red and black bra and pantie set that looked very luxurious and classy.

Again, this would be right for another occasion but not for a slutty fashion show. Then I saw the pair that really stood out and I just knew – or certainly hoped – would be the right choice. It was a tiny, scandalously small pink thong with a mesh front and tiny back.

The matching bra had mesh on the front and was equally revealing and low cut. I quickly got into them, stuffing my hard cock inside and hoping that it would pop out as I did my sissy walk for her.

“Hurry up bimbo!” Annabelle commanded from the living area.

I couldn’t dare to delay any longer, so I took a deep breath and walked out. Annabelle had put some music on, something suitably sissy. She had an expectant look on her face and I decided to give it everything I had.

Despite the humiliation and the total lack of respect she had for me I had a feeling that I just wanted to serve her and earn, if not her respect for me as a man, her respect for me as a sissy boi who she could train.

“Dance for me you pathetic wannabe cock sucker!” Annabelle threatened. “Show me why all the big alpha men would want a piece of you!”

I did as I was told, my head spinning in excitement. Instinct took over and I began to squat and twerk, shaking my thong booty for her amusement. I began to do more and more degrading moves, really making a spectacle of myself.

Annabelle was laughing, but I also noticed that her nipples appeared to be rock hard, and her hand was resting over her crotch, her fingers pointing in towards her pussy.

“Get over here bitch,” She ordered, grabbing me by my panties and dragging me across her lap.

What followed was a hard spanking, with her throwing insult after insult at me, insulting my average wimpy body, my small dick, my pathetic subservient nature. She made me agree with everything she was saying, which only added to the humiliation. By the end of it I was begging her to stop, I was totally broken, I would have said or done anything to make her stop.

“Tell me you’ll do anything!” She said.

“Yes, mistress, I’ll do anything – Ow! Ow! It hurts! – I’ll do anything you say!” I cried out.

“Will you worship my big strong bottom?”

“Yes! Yes! I’ll worship your big strong bottom!”

“Will you only make a sissy mess when I let you?”

“Yes! I’ll only make a sissy mess when you let me.”

“Will you be my sissy cock sucker?”

“Yes! Yes! I’ll be your sissy cock sucker!”

That was the last step, I couldn’t stop myself and felt the cum charge up through my cock and explode out all over her smooth, lycra clad legs. I bucked my thighs and ground my groin into my mistress.

“Oooooh, I’m sorry, Madame Annabelle,” I pleaded, genuinely sorry for making a pathetic mess over this incredible woman.

Annabelle pushed me off her lap and ordered my to lick up the mess, which I did without a second thought. She patted and stroked my head as I did, reassuring me that although there would be a punishment for this later, she was happy that I had committed to being her cock sucking little sissy bimbo.

“You see,” She said, “I have got plans for you. Plans that will push you to your limit. Now I know what you’ve got, that you are a perfect little beta boy ready to be made a pure sissy bimbo, I think you and I can work well. But, before any of that, you and that tongue of yours have got an appointment up in my master suite with my ass and with my pussy. Once you’re finished, you can sleep on the floor at the bottom of my bed and tomorrow we will begin your journey in earnest. Now, I’ll ask you this: are you ready to be my ski slope sissy?”

I didn’t have to think about it, I knew that something that felt this good – even taking into account the extremely degrading nature of it, the pain I had experienced, the mocking of my little cock – I knew that this was right.

“Yes, Madame,” I replied, “It would be an honour to serve you and be the best sissy boi I can be for your pleasure, amusement, and service.”


CHAPTER FIVE

So I woke up the next morning, a bit surprised to find that I was alone.

Where had Annabelle gone?

Was I alone in the chalet?

Was I expected to do anything?

Was this experience really happening to me?

I sat up in the middle of the bed and looked around, it was certainly a high end kind of décor. I guessed that at some point after Annabelle had left the room I had worked my way up from the bottom of the bed and gotten some nice and comfortable rest in the middle of the bed.

I let out a long, satisfying yawn and then listened to see if I could hear any kind of noise in the house.

Nope, nothing.

Quiet as midnight in Silentsville, population: me.

I had been worked hard last night, in fact since the moment I met Annabelle. I guess maybe this was an opportunity for some rest?

I spotted the TV remote on the bedside table and leant over and picked it up. Pointing it at the 70inch flatscreen, I turned it on to the comforting welcome noise that TVs make.

What should I watch?

I knew that Annabelle had a full package, presumably to cover all tastes for when she was entertaining, so felt like I would have a complete choice to scratch whatever viewing itch I might feel. I began to scroll through the options.

Drama? No.

Sports? No.

News? No, way too down beat and full of propaganda these days.

Cartoons? No, not today.

I guess this was a situation where too much choice, and the freedom to just go with whatever you want was actually reducing my enjoyment, making it impossible to select anything.

Was this was maybe why I had complied with Annabelle’s wishes so readily? That I had some kind of inbuilt DNA that preferred to be told what to do, to not think for myself, to be obedient to someone who did actually have a clear idea of what should happen, what needed to be done.

But, hey, it was too early in the morning to be getting into a deep psychological rumination. I just wanted to chill!

I eventually settled on a new series that was being aired on Netflix. It was called Doctors In The Plaice and centred on the lives of eleven doctors who all happened to have holidays retreats in a small fishing village on the East Coast. Each weekend they would apparently make the car journey out of the city back to their rural retreats and the drama would be played out over the course of each weekend. The cast was very ethnically diverse and had a fifty fifty split between the sexes. Of course, I am sure you have by now guessed that relationships would develop, histories would be created, and personal issues would be aired out between various combinations of these doctors.

Sounds terrible right?

Well, I’ll shock you, it was kinda okay.

The only thing I would have changed would have been to not have so many long tracking shots of fishing boats bobbing up and down in the water. I think this was some kind of misguided metaphor to be honest and after a while it really started to grip my shit.

But, hey, it’s only a TV series right? I always have the option of the OFF switch. Of course, one thing that didn’t come with an OFF switch was my situation was Annabelle as I found out, just before the season 1 mid-season finale credits rolled. What would happen with the doctors?

I would have to wait, suddenly there was a far more pressing situation.


CHAPTER SIX

“What do you think you are doing?” Annabelle said, her voice commanding, clearly angry but maintaining control.

“I-,” I spluttered.

“Shut up and present yourself to me!” Annabelle roared.

I immediately jumped out of bed and got on all fours at her feet, presenting my ass up in the air.

“Mistress, I’m sorry, but-“ I pleaded.

“But nothing!” She replied. “I’ve been having my personal training session in the gym complex and I return to not only find the chores not done, but you, the house sissy, relaxing upstairs!”

I must have forgotten about the tidying I was required to do. I don’t know what had come over me, I must have been so exhausted from the night before that it plain went out of my mind.

“Well,” She said, “This just makes it clear that you have a lot of learning left to do, and we may as well get straight into it.”

With that, I felt her kick me over so that I was lying on my back, totally helpless in nothing but a pair of tight black panties, cut high with a thong back.

I must have looked ridiculous.

I looked up and saw that Annabelle was wearing a skin-tight workout jumpsuit. It perfectly outlined and accentuated her magnificent curves, which judging by their prominence, had been given a fantastic workout earlier.

“That’s it, sissy, drool over your mistress,” Annabelle said. “But, I didn’t give you permission to look did I?”

I knew this was a trap that would lead to punishment. Any response I made here would lead to pain and humiliation, as would no response. I was stumped.

“I-I-I-, please show mercy,” I said, totally aware of how pathetic I sounded.

Annabelle shook her head in disdain before picking me up and leading me by the ear out of the bedroom and down the stairs.

“You’re going to see now that failure to abide by the rules will have consequences, sissy,” She said.

As we walked down the stairs and then towards the gym and sauna suite, I began to hear voices.

Laughing.

Talking.

Male voices.

“Please! Please Mistress, I’ll be a good sissy slut!” I begged, still being pulled by the ear.

Mistress Annabelle laughed.

“Oh, it’s sinking in now is it?” She said. “Maybe sissy realises that this punishment won’t just be with his Mistress?”

I knew this was a statement rather than a question. I panicked and made the worst move I could have done. I tried to pull free and escape the inevitable humiliation that was coming.

“Oh no you don’t!” Annabelle roared.

As I tried to break free, she simply put me in some kind of combat sports arm lock, making it quite clear that she could inflict devasting pain if I so much as hinted at trying to move in the wrong direction.

I was physically totally under her control.

We approached the door to the fitness suite. I expected us to go right in, but Annabelle stopped just outside the door, pushing my close to it.

Close enough that I could hear the sound of the men inside. I figured it sounded like three or four.

“Listen, and tell me what you hear,” She said, her mouth close to my ear, sending shivers of excitement all over my body and mind.

I knew what she wanted to hear, I just wasn’t sure I could go through with it.

Then, as I paused, she twisted my arm up again. She meant business.             

“Mistress,” I said. “I can hear the sound of alpha men, all of them lifting big weights, working out their masculine bodies to be even more impressive specimens…” 

“Good,” She said. “Now, continue, tell me your sissy fantasies you cock hungry slut.”

“Yes Madam,” I replied. “I am a wimpy, pathetic panty boi who craves the big, thick cock of real men. Please punish me, let them see what a weak, mindless little bimbo I am.”

“Yes, yes,” Annabelle said, laughing. “This is the real you. You are a sissy, and sissies are to be punished, degraded, humiliated, and used for pleasure by their mistresses. Do you agree?”

I knew that no matter what was to happen next, I did actually agree with what Annabelle was saying. Even if I was only just finding out now, since meeting this incredible woman, that on some level I had always been a sissy boi, and it was pointless denying it.

“Yes, I agree, Mistress,” I said. “Please let me show you how much of a sissy slut I can be.”

This was all that Annabelle needed to hear. She released my arm and took a step back. I put my hand on the door, turned the doorknob, and walked into the fitness suite.

As I walked in, each man put down their weights, stopped their particular exercise.

Annabelle walked in behind me, and totally instinctively I walked over to a workout bench and stood on top of it. I was presenting myself on display for the big, strong, alpha men. I knew this was what Annabelle wanted, and I also realised that this was what I wanted too.

Annabelle used voice command to turn the volume up on the suite sound system and I began to move my wimpy, feminine body in time to the music. I hiked my panties up to make them even more scandalously revealing. Quickly I found myself really getting into the beat, enjoying this experience as a dancing bimbo.

I could hear the men cheering, see the bulges in their tight lycra workout gear visibly grow as I got more confident in my moves. I got on all fours and began to bump and grind into the behc surface. I began to twerk, much to the amusement of Annabelle.

“Look men,” She declared, “The slut wants to show you all her cute little tushie! Look at those ass cheeks pop!”

The men all laughed.

“Go on boys,” Annabelle said, “Have some fun with her!”

They didn’t need asking twice.

Immediately I found myself being groped, spanked, my nipples being pulled and twisted, my ass cheeks being spread. Needless to say, my thong was soon pulled off and I was totally nude.

I was beginning to lose all sense of shame, acting like an animal in season. Now on my back, I began pushing and thrusting my crotch up and down, my tiny little sissy clitty rock hard but still absolutely pathetic.

One of the men, clearly the alpha of the alphas, spat on my cock and I let out a whimper of delight, shock, and – I had to admit – happiness.

“He likes that, Marcus!” Annabelle said. “But why don’t you show him what a real cock looks like?”

Marcus then took a step back and pulled his lycra shorts down. As they were lowered, I felt as if time was moving in slow motion. I was in heaven as his rock hard, incredibly thick, throbbing cock bounced out and faced me. It was intimidating, that was for sure. You just couldn’t compare it to my sissy dick, it was almost as if they were tow entirely different body parts.

I knew full well that I wasn’t really a man.

How could I be? Not just in comparison to Marcus, but to any of the men hear, who were all now stripping to reveal their large cocks. Big black ones, meaty white ones. All incredibly masculine and capable of giving a woman an orgasm probably without even going all the way in.

I was drooling – and it didn’t go unnoticed.

The men were now circled around me. I was totally at their mercy.

“Sissy, do you know why you’re drooling?” Annabelle asked. “Don’t bother answering, I’ll tell you. The drool is a natural reaction to the alpha dick, but it’s also your body’s way of telling you that you’ll need to lubricate something. Can you guess what?”

Annabelle and the men all laughed. They didn’t give me a chance to answer.

What happened next was kind of a blur. But in moments I found my mouth was filled by Marcus’s cock as the other men around me began to work their meat, some of them in my smooth sissy hands, some just slapping their erect cocks on my nipples and my face. Wherever there was a space, there seemed liked there was a hard, salty dick being worked on it.

Annabelle knelt down next to my face.

She looked happy, and this made me happy.

“You see, slut,” She said, “This is the kind of degradation and pleasure you can experience as a sissy. As my sissy. As each one of these men shoots their hot cum over your body, I want you to say thank you to me, tell me how much pleasure you’re in. Even if there’s a big dick in your mouth, I want you to keep talking. Show me how much you deserve this.”

I did as I was told, and as each man shot his hot, salty cum over my face, my stomach, my mouth, I told Annabelle that I was thankful to have met her, happy to be her panty wearing, cock craving sissy boy, and was focused on serving her loyally and to the best of my ability.

The men finished and left me on the bench, my body and face covered in their cum. I could hear them high-fiving and laughing as they went to shower. They sure had worked themselves out, there was no denying that.

I was left like a total brainless slut, exhausted and with the taste and smell of masculinity all over me.

“Now sissy,” Annabelle said, “I’m still going to punish you for screwing up earlier. You will be spanked long and hard, and I’m also going to have you dress up in an especially slutty maid outfit so you can be properly trained in how to clean by Johanna, the head cleaner. But now, well, let’s just say that I need cleaning – and you’re going to be using your tongue to do it.”

I knew that my work was far from done.

But I also knew that this simple holiday had turned into so much more, and that I had never felt happier, more complete.

Crawling behind Annabelle towards the sauna, watching her magnificent ass bounce and sway, I couldn’t wait to get my tongue to work and continue my perfect life as a sissy chalet boy.
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-TO COME-

‘Privacy? For this sissy?’ Miss said. ‘No, none of that, he needs to get used to what life with me will be like. We’ll strip him right here and now and see what we’re working with.’

Oh my God, I couldn’t believe it at all.

I felt myself go a little weak, such was the absolute madness of what I was hearing. I felt my legs trembling, my entire body feeling the effect of some kind of super intense adrenalin rush that this humiliation was provoking.

With that, the shop assistant – whose name tag read Angelica – walked over to the other shoppers and could be seen talking to them, what I couldn’t quite make out, before heading to the front door and locking it, turning over the Closed sign.

Well, on the one hand I suppose it was good that no more people could come in, but on the other…

In addition to Miss Veronica and Angelica there were now two other women, very glamourous women in their mid forties, who were here, seemingly, to witness whatever humiliating situation was heading my way.

‘Right, time to turn you into a proper sissy,’ Miss said, running her finger down my front, delighting in my discomfort. ‘Oh well, if you’re going to just stand there like an idiot I suppose we’ll just strip you off ourselves.’

Then, without giving me a chance to plead for mercy, to somehow save the embarrassment, both Veronica and Angelica began pulling and tearing at my clothes.

Their strength took me by surprise as I soon found myself topless, my average beta male body being more expose by the second.

‘Pants off!’ Miss cried, ripping my jeans down and leaving me standing there, totally off balance with my jeans round my ankles in nothing but a tiny thong.

I could hear the two shoppers laughing and when I looked up I could see that both of them were holding their cameras up in my direction, with looks of glee on their faces.

‘Now, slut,’ Veronica said. ‘Are you going to be a good little panty slut and take those unauthorised panties off, or do we have to tear them off and stuff them in your mouth? Remember, you’re already in a lot of trouble and there is some punishment coming your way anyway. So, it’s up to you, and don’t keep us waiting…’

-END OF PREVIEW-


CHAPTER ONE

Damn, looked like I had been stood up. Another date down the drain, another person to mentally cross off the list of possible girlfriends.

I mean, it was only a coffee date – but still.

Looking around the packed coffee shop, there were couples, all of them engaged in vibrant and energetic conversations, for better or worse. I wondered how happy they were, what kind of secrets they all kept, both form the world and from each other.

I’m a definite people watcher. I can’t help it. I just find it endlessly fascinating. I love to know what motivates people, what is going on in their heads, what pushes their buttons.

Just then, as I was analysing a pair, two women in their mid twenties, a couple I think, in a heated moment over their frappes, looked up and saw a woman walk past me and towards the bathroom.

She shot me a friendly, but also kind of suspicious, look.

What the hell?

I awkwardly acknowledged her as she continued to the bathroom and disappeared behind the restored, fully polished mahogany door.

She couldn’t have noticed?

Could she?

I quickly looked down at my waist. My t-shirt was riding up just a touch, exposing a tiny bit of flesh. My jeans were placed normally around my waist…

But was there a hint of…

Panty visible?

Talking about other people’s secrets, I guess mine is that I kind of have a thing about wearing women’s panties. The smaller, skimpier, frillier and sluttier the better.

Am I a sissy?

Well, I guess a lot of my fantasies had recently been more and more focussed on the idea that I could be. Dressed in panties, made to humiliate myself in front of a dominant, alpha female, a situation where she takes control of me and dresses, uses, punishes me as she pleases? Often in front of her friends, male and female.

Wow, yeah, I’m getting hard just thinking about it.

I suppose then it was fair to say that I was a sissy-in-waiting.

But had this woman spotted the panties?

Did she know my secret?

More than that, if she did, was she going to do anything about it?


CHAPTER TWO

I decided to put it out of my mind. I mean, realistically, there was no way she could have seen the thin waistband of my minimal, black thong.

And even if she actually had, she probably wouldn’t care either way.

The weird thing was however, even as I only managed to catch a brief glimpse of her, was just how powerful an effect she had over me. She was a little older than me, probably in her late thirties or early forties.

But in incredible, total goddess physical condition.

Her hair was long, dark, perfectly smooth and shiny under the industrial style lights of the coffee shop. Wearing what appeared to be a high-end, tailored business suit, she looked like a woman of means, the kind of woman who probably held an executive managerial position way beyond my relatively lowly junior partner status at my firm.

The hints of curves underneath her suit were mouth watering.

I had only seen her for the briefest of moments but the hints of powerful thigh, round, sculpted ass, and substantial, perky breasts were enough to get my mind racing, speculating as to what she would look like naked.

Ah well, it would have to stay as fantasy I thought, suddenly aware that I was actually sitting at my seat with an election, my dick tenting up the front of my pants.

Shit, this is the kind of thing that gets you a life ban, or worse, from attending public venues, I thought, only half joking as I attempted to get my hard dick back inside the thong.

Damn, it was awkward. I didn’t want anyone to notice me, of course, but I just went for it and did a quick rearrangement.

‘All sorted?’ Came the voice.

Holy shit. It was the woman. And she was sitting down at the seat opposite me.

What the hell?

I felt my face flush crimson red, immediately and with a burning, relentless intensity that would have been obvious to anyone from fifty metres away, let alone the stunning woman who had just sat down across from me.

‘When I ask you a question, I think you should answer me,’ She said, the tone of her voice firm, demanding, and clearly not for screwing around with.

‘Um, excuse me, but, do I know you?’ I said, stupidly, trying to be clever, find a way out of this embarrassing situation.

The thing was, she had clearly seen me fiddling around trying to flatten my dick in my pants, but there was nothing to suggest she knew about the panties.

Either way, it soon became clear that trying to avoid the question was a mistake, a big one at that. Up close, and sitting across from me now, she was even better looking, more mind-blowingly prefect than I had first thought.

I couldn’t help but stare at her chest as it raised up and down inside her silk shirt.

Again, another mistake.

‘So not only are you not going to answer me, but you’re actually going to have the cheek to sit there and drool over me?’ She admonished me, her voice raising a little, clearly not fussed about anyone who may have been paying this impromptu conversation attention. ‘Answer me, boy!’

I was taken aback by this. I mean, really quite shaken.

I just didn’t know quite how to respond to her.

Instinct taking over, I couldn’t help myself…

‘I’m sorry, Miss,’ I said, head down, my hands covering my crotch.

What the hell was I doing?

I didn’t know this woman at all, and I was basically humiliating myself, letting her boss me around, walk all over me?

‘Better, but look at me in the eyes when you speak to me, understand?’ She said, crossing her long, powerful legs over each other, the pinstripe of her expensive suit emphasising the curves she clearly possessed.

‘Yes, Miss,’ I said. ‘I’m genuinely sorry, Miss.’

‘Hmmmm,’ She replied, a wicked smile on her face. ‘You do seem like you mean it. But I wonder, is that good enough? I think I need to ask you some questions, boy. Do you agree to answer them all honestly, or face the consequences?’

I was tripping out, my head spinning. I couldn’t believe what seemed to be happening here. She couldn’t possibly know about my panty fetish, my sissy desires, but somehow, something just told me…

‘Yes, Miss,’ I said. ‘I agree to answer your questions or face any consequences you deem necessary.

‘Good. Well you can start by moving those hands, yes, place them on either arm rest and do not move them,’ She said. ‘Yes, well, just as I thought. Doesn’t look like much to my eyes, but I know a stiff little dick when I see one.’

She laughed, genuinely finding the sight of the tent in my pants amusing. I felt absolutely degraded, totally humiliated by this powerful, dominant woman who had made an assessment of my dick that, while honest, was a brutal put-down.

I wanted to cover my crotch again, I was desperate. But I managed to keep my hands flat on the arm rests.

‘Good, I can see your little problem is embarrassing for you,’ she said, almost purring with delight. ‘Tell me, what are you wearing under those jeans that is causing that little pole?’

Could I answer her honestly?

I mean, I had agreed to, and she totally had me over a barrel. Who knows what her consequences could entail…

Jeez, she could even be talking about reporting me to the management, or even the cops.

I knew too, that deep down, I was feeling a building urge to just tell her, to say the word, to confess everything and admit to this woman…

The words began to come…

‘Miss, I’m wearing a pair of panties,’ I said, my voice trembling. ‘I’m wearing a tiny black thong because I am a… naughty sissy boy.’

‘Well, sissy boy,’ She said. ‘Today is you lucky day. Now get up and follow me. And keep your sissy beta eyes off my big booty too, you’ll be seeing plenty of it later and I don’t want you making any sissy messes in your panties unless I it is at my request. It’s Miss Veronica by the way.’

I gulped heavily, the magnitude and uncertainty of the situation dawning on me as I followed her, head bowed, in a total daze.

CHAPTER THREE

We left the coffee shop and walked down the street in silence, me by her side, desperately trying not do anything that would annoy her, my mind racing with possibilities as to what was going on here.

Then, quite abruptly, she stopped outside a quite inconspicuous store front.

‘You, sissy, open the door for your mistress,’ She said, looking me up and down, the look on her fact a mixture of disdain and amusement.

I did as I was told and followed in behind her.

Huh, this was just a regular woman’s clothing store, I thought.

There were a couple of customers milling around, shopping and browsing the rails of upmarket women’s clothes. They didn’t pay us any attention at all.

I followed her towards the customer service desk and soon things began to get a lot clearer, and a whole lot more humiliating.

She rang the bell at the desk for attention and within moments a woman, immaculately made up and smartly attired, arrived, instantly looking me up and down and then smiling.

‘Ah, Veronica, good to see you,’ She said, her heavy chest rising and falling underneath her blouse. ‘Yes, he does indeed look like the… type. You were right about that!’

Wait, what?

Type?

They’d already been in contact regarding me?

‘Oh, believe me he certainly is,’ Miss said. ‘In fact, I’d say he’s such a sissy he was almost trying to get exposed in the coffee shop. A true sissy loser, stood up, in his panties, little bulge all hard.’

The two women laughed, and my face went bright red. I didn’t dare to look and see if this had drawn the attention of the other shoppers, I simply couldn’t bring myself to check.

‘Oh look, your little panty boy is embarrassed!’ The lady behind the desk laughed, all too loudly. ‘Perhaps we should move to the changing area?’

Changing area?

Well at least it would be private, whatever was going to happen.

‘Privacy? For this sissy?’ Miss said. ‘No, none of that, he needs to get used to what life with me will be like. We’ll strip him right here and now and see what we’re working with.’

Oh my God, I couldn’t believe it at all.

I felt myself go a little weak, such was the absolute madness of what I was hearing. I felt my legs trembling, my entire body feeling the effect of some kind of super intense adrenalin rush that this humiliation was provoking.

With that, the shop assistant – whose name tag read Angelica – walked over to the other shoppers and could be seen talking to them, what I couldn’t quite make out, before heading to the front door and locking it, turning over the Closed sign.

Well, on the one hand I suppose it was good that no more people could come in, but on the other…

In addition to Miss Veronica and Angelica there were now two other women, very glamourous women in their mid forties, who were here, seemingly, to witness whatever humiliating situation was heading my way.

‘Right, time to turn you into a proper sissy,’ Miss said, running her finger down my front, delighting in my discomfort. ‘Oh well, if you’re going to just stand there like an idiot I suppose we’ll just strip you off ourselves.’

Then, without giving me a chance to plead for mercy, to somehow save the embarrassment, both Veronica and Angelica began pulling and tearing at my clothes.

Their strength took me by surprise as I soon found myself topless, my average beta male body being more expose by the second.

‘Pants off!’ Miss cried, ripping my jeans down and leaving me standing there, totally off balance with my jeans round my ankles in nothing but a tiny thong.

I could hear the two shoppers laughing and when I looked up I could see that both of them were holding their cameras up in my direction, with looks of glee on their faces.

‘Now, slut,’ Veronica said. ‘Are you going to be a good little panty slut and take those unauthorised panties off, or do we have to tear them off and stuff them in your mouth? Remember, you’re already in a lot of trouble and there is some punishment coming your way anyway. So, it’s up to you, and don’t keep us waiting…’

CHAPTER FOUR

I guess I must have waited a split second too long. Just as my hands were hovering around the tight waistband, I felt myself being pulled to the ground from behind.

‘That’s it, down you come you pathetic excuse for a man!’ Angelica said, her hands pressing my shoulders into the floor but quickly moving to my nipples and pulling on them, stretching them out.

I let out a cry of pain but Angelica silenced me with some hard slaps over my nipples. This was getting very serious, and I was totally out of my comfort zone.

Although the situation was about to get even more intense any second now, the sight of Miss Veronica towering above me, her long legs leading up to her annoyed, angry face.

‘Ladies, you may want to come close for this, I suspect you might even need your glasses on to see anything,’ She said, squatting down, just in front of my crotch.

Despite the humiliation and the pain, of having my nipples pulled and clothes roughly torn off, I was getting hard… fast.

She teased me, pulling and snapping back the thin waistband. My squeals of nervous agony prompting laughter and some kicks to my side from Angelica, who had now begun to start really enjoying my torment.

Then, in a smooth, fast movement she tore my panties right off, my cock bouncing out and throbbing up and down against my stomach.

The women all burst into laughter, and I was conscious of phone flashes going off, capturing my utter degradation on film.

‘Well, like a true sissy, you seem to enjoy the humiliation,’ Miss Veronica said, flicking at my hard dick, making it flex backward and forwards, much to everyone’s continued delight. ‘Well, first thing’s first…’

With that, I found myself being picked up and with supreme strength, tossed over Veronica’s lap as she took a seat on the wooden seat next to the desk. With my naked ass on display, she wasted no time in spanking me.

Hard.

Fast.

Mercilessly mocking me and enjoying the sight of my struggling, letting out cries of pain, pleading with her that I had learned my lesson.

In truth, I knew full well that my please would fall on deaf ears. I also knew, deep down, that punishment was what a sissy boy in waiting like me deserved.

I began to enjoy it.

Each slap down on my red ass I would say thank you for.

‘Yes, that’s it, show your appreciation,’ She said. ‘But, wait… what’s this?’

Miss pulled me off her lap by my hair and pointed an accusatory finger down at my dick. Throbbing hard, enjoying the punishment far too much.

‘You get hard only when I say, understand?’ She said, slapping my across my face, pushing me over to Angelica who grabbed by cock and slapped it several times, causing me to shout out in pain.

Veronica then pushed me towards the two women, each one took it in turns to hold me, running their hands over my ass, my balls, my nipples, my dick…

‘Here, take this sissy if you must insist on moaning like a little slut,’ Veronica said, stuffing my mouth with my black thong.

I choked a little as they were stuffed right the way in, then I realised what was happening…

I desperately tried to stop it but I felt my cock pulse one time too many, before cum flying out of it and landing in front of my on the marble shop floor.

The two women whooped in delight and took it upon themselves to drive me to the floor, mushing my face in my own cum.

‘Excellent, ladies!’ Veronica said. ‘You look like you’ve handled a pathetic little beta and his cummies before.’

Veronica stooped down and watched as I was forced to lick up every last drop of my own semen, totally defeated, exposed, the subject of complete ridicule and ownership by these dominant, magnificent women.

I knew that this was where I belonged.

Angelica walked over with a pair of frilly, high cut, pink panties and handed them to Veronica.

‘Now, these,’ Veronica said, pulling me up and displaying the panties right in front of my cum covered face. ‘These are your first official panties under my command. You will wear them with pride, you will show them to me whenever or wherever I request. You must never cum in them, ever. If you do, I’ll know and you will be punished a hundred times harder and more humiliatingly than you have been today – and not just by women either my little cock sucker in training!’

I nodded in agreement, totally accepting of the situation.

‘By putting them on, here and now, you agree that you are my panty boy, and you are mine to do with as I please?’ She said.

‘Yes, Miss, it would be an honour,’ I replied.

‘Good, now lift your legs, one at a time, let’s see what sissy looks like in his first panties,’ She said, firmly but with a hint of maternal discipline.

I stepped into the panties and instantly felt like I was home. Here at what would become known as The Sissy Store, was the beginning of the rest of my life.
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