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		Chapter 1 – Princess Penny

		

		HIS PHONE PINGED ON the bedside cabinet. Gary Willis smiled as he saw the text confirming his wife had safely arrived that Friday evening and was now over 200 miles away. He rubbed his hands in excitement; he would not be back until late Sunday evening. This gave him 48 hours of freedom he was anxious to start. The invitation had been for both to join some old college friends in holiday home for the weekend, but Gary at the last minute had persuaded his wife he had a pressing deadline to work on this weekend. When he told her last night, she had been annoyed but at such late notice there was no other option but to go ahead without him.

		The laptop was set up on the chest of drawers at the end of the bed, with the webcam on, the viewer had a clear image of the entire bedroom. This is exactly what Princess Penny had stipulated and that was exactly what he was going to give his Mistress.

		He busied himself getting everything ready for the evenings fun and frolics. He laid his wireless headphones with built in microphone by the coils of rope and an assortment of his wife’s underwear. He also had a bag full of clothes pegs, makeup, a lump of ginger, a padlock, a metal cash box, a pair of handcuffs, a chastity belt and a pair of his wife’s high heels arranged on the pillow.

		He was so excited he could hardly contain himself. His heart beat faster as he stripped naked, placed the headphones on, linked them to the laptop then logged onto the chatroom website and requested Princess Penny join him in a private room. As soon as the invitation was accepted he leapt on the bed and knelt in the middle of the duvet with his arms behind his back and head bowed.

		A few seconds passed before the soft purring of his Mistresses voice filled his headphones.

		‘Mmm . . . nice to see you slave. Your Princess has been waiting for you to make an appearance. You are going to suffer tonight my little slut and you will pay for the pleasure. Have you made the transfer yet?’

		‘No Princess Penny, I wanted to make sure you were available first before I transferred the money.’

		‘You should have just sent it bitch, this is about me not you getting your rocks off. You need to learn that the hard way. Add another hundred to the weekends total then send.’

		He looked up at the screen, Princess Penny had not switched on her cam and she never did until he had paid the tribute.

		He logged onto his internet bank and set up the transfer to Princess Penny’s account of all his monthly savings plus the extra hundred fine he had just received from her. This sent him overdrawn and would incur a fee from the bank. He hoped this weekend was going to be worth it – he could ill afford to keep spending like this on a regular basis.

		The transaction was complete and he waited for her to confirm receipt. Ten long minutes went by before the screen lit up with the young beautiful face of Princess Penny.

		She was around nineteen or twenty, half the age of Gary and had a beautiful slim face, high cheekbones and lots of dark mascara that gave her eyes a mesmeric sinister quality. He long straight blond hair hung over her each of her perfect and ample breast that teased him in a black low cut dress.

		She laughed at him and pointed to his small penis that began to twitch at the sight of his beautiful Mistress. He felt honoured she was going to spend so long with him as he knew she was in high demand with a large number of slaves will to pay large sums of money ot be humiliated and tortured by this cruel and young superior female.

		‘Your stupid little sissy dick needs to be covered up. It’s disgusting. Go on get a pair of your wife’s panties and make sure I can’t see that worthless little maggot.’

		‘Yes, Princess Penny.’ He quickly picked up a pair of his wife’s pink lacey panties and pulled them over his erection then returned to his kneeling position.

		‘Right so you really want to suffer the whole weekend at my hands eh? You really are a dumb prick aren’t you?’

		‘Yes, Princess I am but I need to suffer at your hands, I am addicted to you Princess.’

		‘Oh, you really are going to suffer sissy, you won’t forget this in a hurry.’

		‘Right I want you dressed in your wife’s clothes, bra panties, stockings and high heels and lots of nice slutty makeup. Get it all on now and don’t keep me waiting.’

		He leapt off the bed and dressed as he was commanded. His wife’s clothes felt so good on him as he strapped up the bra and slid on the stockings. He squeezed into her high heels it was painful but he just managed it. Then the makeup, he was not an expert but he had started to watch tutorials online and picked up the basics. However, he also knew that Princess Penny preferred badly made up sissies so she could laugh at their pathetic attempts at trying to be female. He overworked the mascara and applied ridiculously long lashes that she had made him purchase. Then the rouge and ruby red lipstick that he smeared over his lips.

		He returned to the bed so she could fully see him and she burst into laughter. Priceless she giggled and he could see her picking up her phone and taking an image of her computer screen.

		She recovered her composure then moved close to her webcam so that all he saw was her eyes.

		‘Right slave let’s see the handcuffs I sent you and the keys.’ The keys were special and had identifying numbers on. He held them up to the camera and she approved. He locked and unlocked the cuffs to prove the keys belonged to the cuffs. These were the only keys and he guessed what was coming.

		‘Show me the box and padlock. Put the keys in the padlock.’

		He held up the box and placed the keys inside then shut the box.

		‘Blindfold on then show me the padlock number.’

		He secured one of his wife’s dark scarves around his head then held the combination padlock up to the screen.

		He pulled the bar up resetting the combination then randomly scrambled the numbers.

		He turned it to the camera so his Princess could see the number.

		‘Okay sissy got it now let’s lock that key away.’

		Still blindfolded he fumbled for the tin and placed the padlock through the holes and holding up the tin locked the padlock shut then scrambled the tumblers.

		‘Good girl, remove the blindfold and now the funs over, time for you to suffer for me sissy. You got the ginger, slut?’ She purred through his headphones.

		‘Yes Princess.’ He held up the large lump of root ginger he had peeled and fashioned according to the website his Mistress had sent him.

		‘Get those shoes of your wife’s, the really thin metal tipped heels and skewer the ginger with the heel. It needs to be a ginger kebab.’

		He did as he was told, pushing the heel slowly through the centre of the root ginger, careful not to split it.

		‘Good sissy now guess where that is going?’

		‘In my mouth Princess?’

		‘Guess again sissy.’ She giggled and then moving back bent over and showed him her perfect buttocks encased in black pvc hot pants.

		‘Up my ass Princess.’

		‘Good girl. Well what you waiting for. Up it goes, right up to the hilt.’ She laughed as she watched him perform the humiliating act of shove the root ginger and his wife’s stiletto heel up his ass. He felt a slight stinging sensation as it penetrated. Then a warm heat filled his back passage.’

		‘Good girl – now you will need to keep that in place, don’t want it falling out. Get some rope and tie it tightly all around you arse and the shoe and your waist, that’s it thorough your legs, keep your cock and balls clear, we are going to have some fun with those later.’

		He took a good length of one of the coils of rope and wound it round his waist and through his legs ensuring the shoe was tied tightly in place and there was no way it was budging from where it was lodged. The rope cut either side of his cock and balls in a v shape and pulled the pink nylon tight over his groin. He was pleased with his rope work and secured the rope with a large knot just below his navel.

		‘Well done sissy, now let’s get your wifey’s clothes all nicely laid out on the bed, her best slutty dresses, cover the whole bed, we have all weekend I want to see your wardrobe.’

		He excitedly scampered to the wardrobe albeit in a certain amount of discomfort from the ginger butt plug. He was thrilled to be ordered around by this young mistress, he wondered what she had in store for him? Maybe a fashion parade? He loved the idea of performing before her and some of her hot friends. He took down all the clothes his wife treasured, the white Versace dress, the black cocktail dress, the short floral pleated skirt he loved on her, the leather skirt he had bought for her but rarely wore these days. Numerous additional outfits he pulled off the rack and their hangers and laid the all on the bed so his mistress could see.

		‘Which are her favourites sissy?’

		He held up the white dress and the pale pink satin evening gown.

		‘Good girl lay them down in the middle of the bed and sit in the middle of them. Now lets secure your legs. Spread your legs and tie your ankles to the end of the bed sissy.’

		He quickly wrapped the rope around his ankles making sure they were tied tight. He had made the mistake of not securing them tight enough in the past and it had cost him dearly; both physically and financially. There was no fooling his Mistress and you really didn’t want to make her angry.

		He pulled the rope round the bed posts, until his legs were spread as far apart as he could possibly pull them. His discomfort was increased by all his weight pushing on the stiletto butt plug burning his sissy pussy, as his Princess liked to call it. Despite the pain he was not going to complain.

		He secured the ropes with a number of knots. His Mistress like to make it hard for him to escape.

		She smiled and purred in his earphones ‘Well done sissy, nice and secure. Now get your handcuffs pegs, padlock and box to hand.’

		He did as he commanded. The bag contained sixty plastic clothes pegs and he knew exactly what was coming.

		Time to get cock and balls out of their packaging sissy boy – we have got some pegs to attach.

		He pulled the panties across so his cock and balls popped out. Penny giggled at this point and told him to cover his cock and balls in pegs and reserve two for his nipples and one for his tongue.

		He carefully placed the pegs as instructed on the loose skin of his cock and his scrotum, there was no way he was going to be able to get fifty-seven pegs clipped onto his small genitalia. He managed forty-eight much to the disappointment of Princess Penny.

		‘you useful fucking sissy – pathetic, just fucking pathetic. For every peg you can’t get on you pay me another fifty.’

		This seemed to spur him on and he managed another four on the head of his penis was extremely painful but he persevered, and found a home for three more.

		He held the three pegs he was unable to secure and apologised to his Mistress.

		‘Better sissy but you owe me one hundred and fifty. Better not disappoint me again. Two on your nipples and now three on your tongue.’

		He picked up the pegs and attached them to his nipples under the bra and then the last pegs went on his tongue which lolled out and soon he began to drool.

		Princess Penny laughed aloud at this and after some verbal abuse told him it was time for the handcuffs.

		He briefly hesitated.

		‘Don’t you fucking dare disobey me! You will do exactly what I say bitch – you are mine to do with as I please. Now put your hands through the bed rail and put on the handcuffs. You will then be completely at my mercy.’

		Her face was right up against the camera and she smiled at him her eyes wide in expectation.

		He nodded and clicked both the handcuffs tightly around his wrists. He was trapped and in agony.

		His Princess laughed and the screen went blank.

		In his headphones he heard the ringing laughter of his Princess mocking him, telling him what an idiot he was and that he was now completely stuck, no escape unless his Princess showed mercy. Maybe she wouldn’t release him. The idea of watching his wife find him like that was almost too much to resist.

		He suddenly started to panic and squirm pulling on the handcuffs but there was no way out unless he had a hacksaw to hand. The box contained his release, and the soft delicate voice verbally humiliating him was his only salvation.

		He was aroused and terrified at the same time. He was also in a lot of discomfort as the ginger was beginning to really intensify. He began to plead with his Princess but the pegs on his tongue were preventing any form of coherent English from escaping his mouth. His attempts at communication were simply inane mumblings which resulted in even more drooling onto his lap.

		‘How long did you say? Well that depends. How long do you think you can take? I want to see you suffer bitch, really suffer. I am going to keep you like that all night and then see how I feel in the morning. Think you can sleep like that, all trussed up with your wife’s heel up your ass?’

		He frantically shook his head, he really could stand a night like this. He began to mumble frantically, pleading with her to release him.

		‘Shut the fuck up sissy. Now watch the screen and listen to closely to your instructions. If I catch you not watching the screen you will be left like this all weekend. Night night sweety!’

		The screen on his laptop flickered into like. A large beautiful blonde girl was bounxing around the screen wear a pink rubber maids costume. She was giggling and in the background a large whirling spiral was spinning. Through the headphones he heard a soft lilting voice. It was his princess and she was slowly and seductively clawing her way into his mind.

		He had watched these clips before. His Princess offered sissy hypnosis clips to a select few of her slaves. For a price of course. Now she had him helpless and fixed on the screen listening to her voice over and over again. This hypnosis was aimed at making him mentally weak and reinforcing his status as a worthless sissy slave to all superior females and alpha males. He felt his mind becoming mush as he watched a range of beautiful women kneeling before dommes and alpha males then attending to their needs. He was being transported in his mind to the role of submissive sissy on the screen. Clever subliminal messages were flashed up that made him feel completely inferior but happy.

		It was after an hour of deep hypnotic re-programming that the screen went blank and the voice over stopped abruptly. He was extremely aroused and also half asleep from the enforced hypnosis. His mind felt like mush and all he wanted to do was serve the superior sex.

		‘So good isn’t it sissy to know you are all mine to do with as I please. I own your mind, your body and your life. You will do anything for me won’t you sissy?’ His Mistress had returned to ensure he was still completely enslaved.

		‘Yuss Hincess Henny.’ He dribbled as tried to enunciate as best he could with a pegged tongue.

		‘Oh you are such a fuck up sissy girl – look at you helpless and ridiculous – all to please a young beautiful domme. God, I really want to put you through hell this weekend.’

		Unbeknown to Mistress Penny Gary was about to suffer like he had never suffered before as the bedroom door flung open wide and in the door way a figure was silhouetted against the light.
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		Chapter 2 – Two’s Company, Three’s a Party

		

		THE WOMAN WALKED INTO the bedroom and to Gary’s horror he saw the tall imposing figure of his neighbour Caroline standing over him.

		A look of horror on her face she took at step back as she looked at him dressed in his wife’s underwear tied and handcuffed to the bed, leaking drool from his pegged tongue.

		‘What the hell Gary – christ, you fucking freak!’

		Gary spluttered but nothing was comprehensible as Caroline slowly backed away.

		‘Oh, my you are in the shit now aren’t you sissy.’ Purred the giggling voice of his Princess in his earpiece.

		‘Okay listen to me bitch you will remove your pegs so you can speak clearly, push them off with your tongue. Then I want you to repeat everything I say word for word or else you are never getting out of this situation. Do it.’

		He pushed the pegs off his tongue and pleaded with Caroline to listen to him. He could explain everything.

		‘Good girl sissy, now repeat after me. Please don’t tell Megan about this, it’s just a harmless fantasy. Please let me explain.’

		He did as he was told.

		Caroline looked angry.

		‘What the hell are you doing? What is all this kinky stuff? Are you a cross-dresser? What’s with the pegs on your tongue and nipples?’

		His instructions came through.

		‘I know it looks weird but I just like to be humiliated and also suffer. I imagine you doing this to me. I sort of always have had fantasies about being your slave.’

		‘What the fuck? Are you mad?’ She looked livid and disgusted at the same time.

		‘Please, think about it. I am not able to go anywhere. The key to the handcuffs is in this box. Take it and I will not be able to escape. I will be at your mercy. You can leave me here until Megan gets back or you can decide to use me as your slave.’

		Caroline look mildly disgusted by this prospect but grabbed the box anyway.

		Gary’s heart was thumping hard as his Princess whispered in his ear. ‘Starting to panic sissy – what if your friend will leave you here all weekend then phones your wife – trapped with only me as company? What will you do if you need to go to the toilet? You will wet yourself eventually sissy girl, all over your wife’s favourite dresses.’

		He was in big trouble now – he had to obey and please two women. This was not looking good. How the hell was he going to get out of this one. He called to Caroline but there was no reply. So he wait and hoped that she would return.

		After about forty minutes of taunting from his Mistress make him more and more panic stricken he heard Caroline’s footsteps up the stairs and as she entered Gary saw there was a smirk on her beautiful made up face.

		Caroline raised her hand and held her phone up and took a short video of her neieghbour. She laughed as he tried to hide his face.

		‘Look at me Gary otherwise you are never getting out of there.’

		He raised his made up sissy face to look at his neighbour towering over him. Ordinarily she was tall but she wore high heels adding another three inches to her height.

		Her long strong legs strode around the bedroom and Gary looked at her creamy muscular thighs and then the pleated short leather mini-skirt. She was very attractive and Gary had often thought about his wife and her friend double dominating him. But he never ever imagined he would be in this predicament.

		‘God, you look so funny, If only Megan could see you now. You know I only came around to feed the cats. I thought you were away with your wife for the weekend. I can’t quite believe my luck catching you like this.’

		He heard his Princess whisper into his ear. He felt sick.

		‘I will do anything you want me to do Mistress Caroline. I am your sissy slave. I want you to degrade me and make me suffer Miss please treat me like a dog Mistress.’

		She was still filming. He had just confessed on camera. He had no choice. His Princess was forcing him to be controlled by his neighbour for her amusement, whilst she anonymously enjoyed the show.

		‘What the hell is a “sissy”, Gary?’

		‘Tell her then, you stupid little sissy, tell her all you have done with your wife’s clothes and make it good.’

		His mouth went dry. He was still being filmed by Caroline. Christ this was unbelievable. He would be at his hot neighbour’s mercy with all this info.

		‘A sissy is a man who wears women’s clothes but wants to be humiliated, embarrassed and degraded. Laughed at by girls and forced to dress and be made up to please them. I have worn Megan’s clothes for over four years now and then I search for people online to laugh at me, call me names and humiliate me.’

		‘Why?’ Ask Caroline completely bemused.

		‘I ... well ... I find it arousing, I get excited being laughed at and humiliated. But only with certain people.’

		‘So you have a girlfriend or something online? You been cheating on my friend?’ She seemed to be rather enraged by this.

		‘No not a girlfriend. Caroline. I mean Mistress Caroline.’ He was corrected by Penny for his transgression.

		‘What the hell are you calling me mistress for? I am not your bloody mistress!’

		‘No Miss it’s a term of superiority. A Mistress is someone who sort of owns a male slave. They serve her and will do anything she says.’

		‘Well you got that right er . . . sissy.’ She laughed out loud.

		‘So, is this the sort of stuff you do for your online girlfriend, mistress or whatever she is?’

		‘Yes, Mistress Caroline I suffer for her and amuse her with my humiliation. She like me to dress up and tie myself up and torture myself for her amusement.’

		‘You are a twisted little bitch aren’t you Gary?’

		‘Yes, Mistress Caroline.’

		She put her phone down on the dressing table.

		And walked around to face him. Her beautiful face just inches from his. He could smell her subtle perfume and gazed into her beautiful eyes.

		‘So, what is it you want Gary, do you want me to let you out, uncuff you and let you get on with your life or do you want me to boss you about, make you parade around the house in Megan’s frillies and bend over while I thrash your backside for being such a screw up, hmm?’

		She smiled at him and he blushed bright red. There was nothing in his ear piece, his Princess was letting him decide, he was on his own. His brain told him to ask for release, but some other organ was wanting him to serve his neighbour. He knew deep down that he need to get unlocked and explain to his sister in law, maybe even grab here phone and erase the evidence. He could keep her quiet, pay her off maybe. His wife would never need to know.

		But this sensible safe logical route was overridden by the deep and long held desire to serve his stunning neighbour.

		She stood over him now looking down at his pathetic form her hands on her hips her chest pushed out and her legs spread slightly apart.

		He gazed up at her majesty she was incredible and he wanted more than anything to be degraded by her.

		‘I want to be your slave Mistress Caroline – please let me suffer at your hands I will do anything to amuse you.’

		She thrust her head back and laughed out loud then looked him in the eyes.

		‘You are my bitch now boy and I am going to have some fun!’
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		Chapter 3 – Double Trouble

		

		‘OH, BRAVO! GOOD LITTLE sissy – you are so in up to your neck now, she looks mean! Well I guess you don’t need me from now on. Thanks for the money idiot and enjoy your new Mistress, you were beginning to bore me a bit anyway and you really aren’t wealthy enough to keep me in the way I am accustomed to. The combination on the lock is 639375 make sure you tell her everything sissy, honesty is the best policy.’

		Gary heard the beep announcing the person had left the private chatroom. That was it he thought, his Princess he had served for so long was now gone and he was alone with Caroline and completely at her mercy.

		‘The lock combination is 639375, the box contains the key to handcuffs.’

		Caroline looked at him and smiled.

		She brought a stinging blow to his face suing the palm of her hand.

		‘Shut up sissy! You don’t tell me what to do. I tell you what to do. Stick your tongue out.’

		He did as he was told and she leaned forward and attached the three pegs to his tongue.

		She laughed at his shocked face still stinging from the blow. She was clearly going to put him through his paces.

		She left the bedroom and returned in a few moments with the box and also Megan’s riding crop.

		She smirked as she slapped her hand with the crop and enjoyed the look of fear on Gary’s face.

		‘Oh poor little Gary. Look at you wondering what I am going to do next. Well you know what I think I will release you.’

		She placed the box in front of him on the bed and then began to untie the ropes securing his ankles to the bed frame. Once released she slapped him hard across the face again.

		‘Look at me bitch. Lie on your front and spread your legs.’

		He was shocked. He thought he was being released but she clearly had something else in mind.

		Still handcuffed to the foot of the bed he moved his legs and lay extended on the bed, still on his wife’s now crumpled dresses. Caroline grabbed his ankles and secured them to the metal rungs of the head of the bed. She pulled the ropes hard across the super kingsized bed so his body was pull taught face down. She secured the ropes and then slapped the shoe that was now projecting in the air from his backside.

		‘Is that one of Megan’s heels in your ass?’

		Gary muffled an acknowledgement.

		‘God you really are a weirdo. Well I am not going anywhere near it so I guess its staying in all night.’

		The pegs on his cock and balls dug into him and he winced as he moved to get comfortable. But his comfort was short lived as Caroline picked up the crop and a heavy blow landed on his buttocks.

		‘I have always wanted to give someone a good whipping. Mmm. This is so much fun.’

		She rained down blow after blow. Gary winced and looked in the mirror at he in action. She looked incredible. So sexy and dominant and aggressive. Her face was contorted into angry snarling beast as she thrashed harder and harder. It hurt more and more as the lashes reigned down he whimpered at the start but then was soon screaming in agony.

		Eventually the blows stopped and Caroline stood back to look at her handy work.

		‘Wow that was fun. God, I loved it. You really are a tonic.’

		‘Well its getting late. Better go. See you in the morning Gary. Get a good night’s sleep. You have an early start in the morning.’

		He spluttered as she turned to leave.

		‘What was that Gary, didn’t catch it?’ She turned and yanked the pegs off his tongue.

		‘Please Mistress Caroline, please don’t leave me like this. God please don’t leave me the whole night like this. I am in agony Mistress. Please . . . ‘

		She placed a finger to his lips.

		‘Shhh, I know its cruel but you know, its sort of what you deserve. Now I realise it’s a long while to be tied up but if you complain I won’t come back at all. Understand.’

		He felt like crying. Princess Penny was never this cruel. He nodded weakly.

		‘Now I am not completely heartless. Let’s get you some water to drink so you don’t get dehydrated.

		She returned a few minutes later with a large litre bottle of water. Removing the lid she sat on the bed and grabbed his hair pulling his head back forcing him to drink.

		He gulped as much as he could before the water spilled out of his mouth.

		‘Oh naughty girl – look at the mess you have made. Looks like that’s another twenty lashes.’

		Picking up the crop she thrashed his already throbbing red buttocks with twenty more blows as he screamed in agony.

		‘Now shall we try that again.’ She pulled his hair back and he eagerly drank all the water for fear of receiving more punishment.

		‘Good girl all gone. Now we don’t want you to get cold.’

		She threw a duvet over him laughed said her good byes and in the darkness he heard the door close and her high heels on the stairs then the front door close and she was gone.
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		Chapter 4 – The Morning After

		

		GARY SLEPT FITFULLY, his mind filled with anxiety and his body racked with discomfort. He was constantly committing the combination lock to memory terrified of forgetting the number. His bonds were digging in to him with discomfort, the pegs distributed over his body were causing him pain and the ginger and heel stung every time he moved. He had many hours of insomnia to reflect on his predicament. He was in trouble, big trouble. He knew Megan would never forgive him for this and probably kick him out. Alternatively, Caroline would keep his secret safe but what would she want in return.

		He awoke just after seven, his body ached and his head was foggy. Still bound he desperately needed the toilet and was very conscious that it may be some time before Caroline would arrive, or arrive at all. He had to hold on. The shame of being found like this was bad enough but to be discovered laying on top of his wife’s urine soaked dresses would be the ultimate humiliation and certainly would be the last straw.

		The hours passed excruciatingly slowly. Gary was about to burst when he heard the key in the door.

		‘Hi honey I’m home!’

		For a second Gary freaked but realised it was Caroline imitating his wife.

		He heard her skip upstairs giggling.

		The door opened and he pocked his head out from under the duvet like a terrified turtle on its back and just as helpless.

		‘Oh sweetie did you sleep well.’ She yanked the duvet off and laughed at him.

		‘God I forgot how stupid you looked! Well at least you had a dry night. I guess you need to go. Well I just need a little confession first. Then you can pee.’

		She stood over him and looked stunning. Her slim muscular body was visibly on display in a tight short pale pink dress. The low-cut neck line showed off her beautiful breasts. Her hair was tied back and up and she wore bright red lipstick as if to taunt her captive slave that he would never ever look like a proper woman.

		‘I have been busy reading all about you. Sissies sound fun. Freaky but fun and you know what, I think I might actually enjoy being your “Mistress”.’

		Gary gulped. She was serious, this was going to be alright after all. She would keep his secret from Megan and he got to serve a Mistress for free.

		‘Well what do you think?’

		‘Yes, Mistress Caroline I would like that very much. I really want to be your sissy slave.’

		Caroline clapped. ‘Oh goodie, now there are just a few legal formalities. Firstly, I need you give a video confession of what a screwed-up sissy you are. Don’t worry I wrote it all out for you.’

		She took out a large piece of card from her bag and held it up. He scanned it quickly. There was no way he was going to say all that. That would mean instant divorce.

		He shook his head and pleaded with her. She smiled at him.

		‘It’s fine you don’t have to. Megan will be able to release you I am sure when she gets back, although by then you will have probably disgraced yourself.’ She turned to leave her heels clicking on the floorboards.

		‘No wait, please, I will do it!’ Cried Gary.

		Caroline laughed. ‘You know, I kind of thought you would.’

		She untied his legs and ordered him to return to his original position. It was a relief to be untied as the circulation returned fully to his feet and he flexed his legs to relieve the aching muscles.

		He sat facing the laptop again before Caroline removed it and replaced it with her own computer.

		Caroline started typing and then turned to Gary. She moved out of the way to reveal and autocue program that would enable Gary with his heavy makeup and bra in shot to confess everything to camera whilst being restrained and helpless, unable to resist his new owner’s wishes.

		‘Perfect, now I have a few adjustments to make to you.’

		Out of her bag she produced a pair of luminous pink dangly earrings which she clipped to each of Gary’s ears. After the earrings she tied a pink leather choker around his neck with a little metal tag at the front that said “Bimbo”.

		She then pulled a platinum blonde wig with pig tails over his head and laughed as he started to squirm. The final touch was a ludicrous large pink polka dot bow which she attached to his new hairstyle.

		‘I knew this fancy dress costume would come in handy again.’ She laughed at she admired her handiwork.

		Gary just sat dejected and scared. He thought how stupid he was. How he could have simply put the bolt on the front door and none of this would have happened.

		‘Right on the count of three you look straight into the camera on my laptop and give me your most convincing performance and you will smile all the way through it. If its not good enough I will leave you here. And don’t forget sissy, tits and teeth, tits and teeth! Three, two, one and action!’

		Gary swallowed, forced a smile then began his monologue.

		‘My name is Gary Willis, I am 34 years old and live at 44 Grantham Park Avenue, Westhampton with my hag of a wife Megan Willis. I am a sissy slut slave and have been one for many years. I love wearing women’s clothes and love even more being humiliated by young women that enjoy calling me names, making me publicly disgrace myself and perform degrading tasks simply so they can laugh at my little sissy face going redder and redder.

		‘I have worn my wife’s clothes ever since I met her. I sniff her panties and her sweaty socks all the time and when I make love to her I imagine being dressed by a gang of girls in her underwear then I lie down on the floor while they stand around me and spit on my little sissy face. I really want girls to own me and treat me like a pet dog. If you see me in the street please spit on my face.  I will even pay you to spit in my face. If you do see me demand to see my underwear as it more than likely that I will be wearing my wife’s panties.

		‘Oh, and one more thing if you really want to see something funny tell me to wet myself in front of you and I will, if I refuse then simply say you know where my wife lives and you can send her a link to this video. Thank you for your attention.’

		Caroline pressed the pause button and clapped.

		‘Bravo my little sissy girl – that was brilliant. You are a natural. Chin up dear, I just have to upload it and then we can get you unlocked.’

		Caroline continued working on the laptop while Gary knelt on the bed still anxious to get to the bathroom. The discomfort was almost unbearable.

		‘There we go.’ Said Caroline with a sense of satisfaction. ‘All safe and secure. Any funny business on your part Gary and I send this to everyone you know, including the girls at the college you teach at. Oh, wouldn’t it be a hoot if your students found out your little secret. Imagine them stopping you in the corridor and asking what coloured panties you had on today? Priceless! Now let’s get you out of these handcuffs and you can take all that stuff off you as well. I want you naked in the living room at my feet in fifteen minutes. That means cleaning this bedroom up as well. Now what’s the combination to this box?’

		‘639375.’ He couldn’t believe it, she was finally going to unlock him. He watched in anticipation as she brought out the metal security box and started to adjust the tumblers.

		As she rotated the last digit with her manicured nails she pulled the locking bar but it held fast.

		‘What were the numbers again?’

		‘639375’ There was a sense of panic and concern in Gary’s voice.

		‘Nope its not that. Are you sure you remembered them correctly?’

		‘Yes, yes it definitely was that combination. Oh Jesus. You have got to help me. We have to get that box open.’

		‘Eh I don’t think “we” have to do anything! Its your problem weirdo, you come up with a solution.’

		Gary’s brain started racing. There was no way they could break into the box; the handcuffs were good quality ones hard to cut through and the bed was welded wrought iron. There was only one answer. Princess Penny. He would have to call his first Mistress and beg her for the real code.
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		Chapter 5 – Mistress in Training

		

		CAROLINE AGREED TO assist Gary in contacting Princess Penny, more out of curiosity than concern for well-being.

		She followed his guidance, logging onto the chatroom and then requesting a session with Princess Penny or as she was known on the site ‘PennyDreadful’.

		Within minutes a pop-up window came alive with image of his young beautiful princess, just wearing a bra and with a towel around her head.

		‘Hey sissy, I wondered how long it would take you. I thought you would call last night. That means you spent all night handcuffed to the bed. Loser!’ She laughed and picked up a mug of coffee as if she had all the time in the world.

		Gary was far from nonchalant.

		‘Please Princess Penny can I have the real code for the lock, I will do anything.’

		‘Is your “friend” still there?’

		‘Hi nice to meet you. I have heard a lot about you.’ Said Caroline coming into view.

		‘Hi, nice to meet you too. So are you going to tell Megan about freak boy here?’ Princess Penny took a sip of coffee.

		‘Are you kidding? This is priceless, I have my very own servant. I get to boss him around and make him do stuff otherwise bam its confession time!’ She grinned at Gary who now looked pale and worried.

		‘You know it’s the best feeling in the world having a man completely at your mercy willing to pay through the nose and destroy everything he has just so he can spend a short while with you performing or suffering or looking completely ridiculous just because it amuses you. You are going to have a blast. If you want I can give you some advice. Let you know what you can do and how you can ensure they remain loyal.’

		‘You mean you don’t want him anymore? But I thought he paid you?’

		‘Yeah he did but to be honest I got richer slaves and a girl only has so many hours in the day. It’s very lucrative and really there is not much you need to do once you have a good stable of men at your feet. You never know, if you like it you could go pro!’

		‘Well some extra cash would be nice.’ Confessed Caroline mulling it over.

		‘Just start off with Gary, he can tribute you in person every time you meet. Get the little sissy to clean your house in his wife’s panties and bra and high heels. For every hour, you take say three percent of his monthly salary. Honestly, it’s a win-win situation. He gets to be degraded and you get a nice clean house and some cash to splash. If you want to kick him in the balls every ten minutes then you go girl. If you want to go shopping, get him to carry the bags and pay for everything; in return he gets to buy some nice new panties which you force him to wear all day long. You know its great fun and the more you degrade him the happy he will be.’

		‘Wow, you know it sort of does sound appealing. Megan has always been kind of pain in the ass about getting married, how perfect everything is and how sad I am to still be single. This will be so much fun. I got a confession from him, so if he ever does squeal on me to my friend he will get it far worse. I will send you the video if you want a laugh.’

		‘Cool, yeah would love to. In return I will send you a link to all the footage I have of sissy boy her performing for me. I record it all just in case. You will have loads of stuff on him then, he will never ever disobey you. Just promise to send me the odd photo now and again. Maybe we can double domme him occasionally, for a price.’

		‘Yeah sure, eh what is double domming?’

		‘A domme, short for dominatrix. Double domme is where two get together and have some fun with a slave.’

		‘Wow cool, I am going to be a dominatrix! Hah, and people said I would never amount to anything.’

		‘So, what’s the code so I can unlock this sad wanker and get him whipped into shape.’

		‘812235, and make sure he dry-cleans his wife’s clothes to get rid of the smell.’

		‘What smell?’ Asked Caroline.

		‘The smell of urine. Sissy slave, lie down on your wife’s dress and wet yourself, now!’

		Gary looked horrified. Princess Penny’s face was right up against the screen. Her eyes bored into his brain. She would destroy him if he didn’t do as she said, he knew that look.

		Gary lay down and released his bladder. The warm wet sensation flooded his clothes and the dresses he lay on soaking into every layer of the haute couture clothing and sheets below them.’

		‘Oh my god that is awesome and sort of gross at the same time!’ Squealed Caroline.

		He lay on the bed shamefaced as the two women laughed at him.

		‘That should keep him busy for a few hours. Give me your Email and I will give you loads of stuff you can do to him.’

		Gary saw them type in their emails on screen and a brief flurry of typing sent links to various file sharing sites.

		Gary had no idea Princess Penny had recorded all his sessions. He felt more and more trapped at the mercy of these women that seemed to merely be toying with him like a cat plays with a mouse. Everyone knows what happens to mouse in the end.

		But the truly disturbing thing was that Gary didn’t care. All he wanted to do was to serve his sister-in-law, to be dressed by her in his wife’s clothes and be humiliated by her in person. Even if it meant exposure to the entire world he would be happy to be a sissy-in-law for as long as she wanted him at her feet and dressed in as a sissy slut for her amusement.

		The END
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