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CHAPTER ONE

“This simply will not do!” Elizabeth said, fixing a glare on me that could have melted the polar ice caps. “I will not have my sissy husband attempt to sass me in public like this. There will have to be consequences.”

I could tell from the look on her face that she wasn’t joiking.

Not even close to joking either.

She looked furious… and I guess deep down I knew she had every right to be too. You see, over the last few weeks I had actually been getting a little cocky. I knew I was her sissy, and that as my wife she had total control over me and my actions, but since she had put me in a new series of very sporty, high cut panties, it was like a new attitude was coming over me.

I felt like one of those fitness brats, the kind who pretty much sell their bodies on Instagram, posing and squatting in their revealing workout clothing, then posting all their booty gains in the most revealing of panties…

Just like the ones I was wearing.

And that was part of it. I too had been working out, a specific sissy workout of course, one designed to keep me slim but built my booty up into a rounder, fuller shape, highly feminine and perfectly in keeping with Elizabeth’s preference for me.

But.. maybe I was doing too well?

Either way, I knew I was in trouble, the look on her face and the tone of her voice were crystal clear, so much so that even the world’s most prominent jewel expert wouldn’t be able to find fault.

Standing at over six feet in her heels, towering over me, her business suit perfectly form fitting and a contrast to my bright yellow workout tracksuit, she uttered the words that I would never forget…

“You, sissy, will be spanked and plugged,” she bellowed, totally unself-consciously at the entrance to the park. “And we’ll be doing it right here and now!”


CHAPTER TWO

I couldn’t believe it.

I mean, was she being serious?

Sure, I had been in some pretty public situations with her before, but the line was always drawn somewhere around loud public admonishment.

Maybe a clothed spank or two.

Being pulled along by my ear more than once, sure.

But a spanking and plugging?

This was totally unprecedented.

Without a moment’s further hesitation, Elizabeth grabbed me by the ear, a favourite move of hers, and pulled me along as she strode confidently into the park and made her way towards a large green bench.

“You know, you really need to remember that you are my little sissy bitch,” she said, taking a seat and roughly throwing me over her lap, a small crowd quickly gathering, mostly made up of women in their late thirties or early forties, totally captivated by this clear demonstration of how to keep an errant sissy in check. “And if it takes this, or more public punishments, to do that then so be it, I guess. Now, thank me for each and every spank!”

With that, and with my round ass exposed aside from the thong back of my athletic wear panties riding high, Elizabeth spanked me hard and fast, a relentless rhythm soon building that was very painful for me, and a source of great amusement and even envy among the watching women.

“Listen to him say thank you, you can tell this isn’t his first spanking!” one woman said, coming in close to examine my ass as Elizabeth’s hand continued to slap and spank on my reddening cheeks. “Well, I must say this is spectacular. I’m taking notes ready for my husband later.”

“Well, if you think this is interesting, stick around,” Elizabeth said, mercifully pausing the spanking. “This stupid, sassy little beta male is about to find out what happens to wannabe sluts when they sass their mistress. Actually, you can help. Please will you pull the thong out of his little sissy tushie and hold it to one side for a moment.”

The woman duly obliged and I heard a collective gasp as Elizabeth squirted some ice cold, super-sticky lube onto my exposed ass hole before producing a brand new butt-plug, very thick and almost impossibly long too.

“Will that… fit?” a woman said, visibly excited by not only the plug but also the look of total humiliation on my face, followed by a gasp as Elizabeth began to press the object on my nervous, expectant ass hole. “Looks like your sissy is enjoying it!”

“Oh yes, my hubbie is a real dick hungry little sissy,” Elizabeth laughed, easing the plug in and smiling with delight as I groaned and moaned as she pushed it all the way in, hitting my g-spot and leaving it there to rest. “But if he thinks the spanking is over, he’s got another thing coming!”

What?

Oh, no, there was more!

With the plug firmly pressed up inside me, the spanking began again, this time with the added factor of my stretched and filled ass hole, the lube doing its job and allowing my hole to take the thickness and the length too.

“Please! I’m sorry!” I cried out, the spanks now getting seriously painful, much to everyone’s total amusement. “I’ll learn, I’ll do better, please!”

My self-respect and dignity was long gone now.

I would have said or done anything for the torment to end, an ordeal tht was being made all the worse by the fact that the women in attendance were now filming the punishment on their phones, openly laughing and discussing what they were seeing amongst themselves as Elizabeth encouraged them to come in close and grope and pinch the rest of my exposed body, my nipples being stretched and twisted too.

“Now stand up and twerk that cute little ass,” Elizabeth said, rolling me off her lap and onto the grassy ground beneath. “Show the women what a little booty slut like you can do. And you’d better keep that plug firmly inside you too.”

I knew I had no choice in the matter.

Far from it, I had to obey Elizabeth to the absolute letter or I couldn’t even imagine what she would do to me next. So, like the loyal and dutiful sissy that I knew I really should always be, I twerked and worked my butt, Elizabeth playing a pop RNB and Rap track on her cell phone to give me a beat.

“Sissy loves to imagine all the men… she… could tease with her squat-booty,” Elizabeth said. “Don’t you? This is why you like to secretly watch twerking videos and play with that useless little clitty of yours, isn’t it?”

I could feel my dick hardening, the bulge at the front of my panties growing as I thrust my crotch and moved my hips to the delight of the women, their fingers pointing at my small bulge.

Then, I felt it coming on.

There was no way of stopping it.

“Keep dancing! I don’t care that you’re making your sissy splooge in there!” Elizabeth said, grabbing my hair and roughly moving my head around in time to the music, the wet patch at the front of my thong expanding all over the thin material.

After the women had all taken their time to mock me and take their final photos and videos, one of them even exchanging contact details with Elizabeth with a view to a potential training session for how to bring her won husband into line, I was left, at Elizabeth’s feet, knowing my place and feeling truly humbled.

“I’m genuinely sorry,” I said, kissing her feet. “I really am.”

“Well, I must say you kept that plug in extremely well,” she laughed, patting me on my head as she crouched down next to me and began to slowly pull it out. “So well that it’s given me ideas for what’s coming your way next…But, that’s for another day. Now get on your feet, get your clothes back on and fetch me a damned ice latte my little sissy wimp!”
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CHAPTER ONE

My mistress was out of town for the week, but that didn’t mean I was off the hook. Not even close in fact.

No, she had left me a long list of tasks and acts to do to continue my training as her personal sissy slut. A big part of our relationship was trust, and despite the fact that she would often punish me for no other reason than simply her own amusement and enjoyment, I knew that anything she was asking of me…

Was ultimately part of the plan.

“So, are you ready for today?” she said, her voice sounding as sultry and yet firm as ever as she spoke to me on her cell phone from

a café out on the West Coast. “Which panties did you go for in the end? The black lace? Or… let me guess, the crotchless green?”

“I actually,” I hesitated briefly, hoping that this wouldn’t disappoint her, “I actually went for the red polka-dot pair, the ones that come up super high on my thigh, the pair that actually looks like bikini bottoms?”

There was a pause.

It felt like an eternity.

Then, relief…

“An excellent choice, I bet you look absolutely ridiculous in them,” she laughed, her sultry giggle making me feel excited and just as nervous as if she was there in the room with me. “Perfect for all the big, strong men to ogle at and play with as you… serve them.”

I swallowed, a hard gulp.

The reality of what was ahead of me was making me nervous, equal parts adrenalin, excitement and sheer fear too.

“Now, I really didn’t want to miss this, so I’ll be sending me friend, Jenny, down to witness the event, Zoom call it over to me so I can watch. How does that sound?”

“It sounds excellent,” I said, actually kind of relived that my Mistress would be watching, meaning that there was no remote chance that I would be able to allow myself to back out at the last minute. “Thank you for sparing the time.”

My mistress laughed again, enjoying the sound of how scared I was, knowing full well what would be racing through my mind.

“Okay, that’s enough, I’m a busy lady,” she said, sternly. “The next time I see you… well… let’s just say I hope you stay hydrated and don’t fill your stomach up too much over the course of today. Until later.”

With that, the phone went dead.

I knew today was a big test, but was determined to do her proud.


CHAPTER TWO

My jaw dropped when I arrived at the private hire space that Mistress had arranged.

It was her friend, Jenny.

Tall, lean but curvy, she was a bit younger than my Mistress but didn’t look naïve, far from it. I could tell instantly by the look on her face that she had done this before, that handling submissive men was something she was very comfortable with…

“And you’re not on your hands and knees and crawling towards me, why exactly?” she said, her hands on her hips, shapely and toned, her bright red stilettos adding to the intimidation factor I was facing. “Actually, scratch that, strip down to your bra and panties first, then crawl. Do it!”

Wow, she really meant business.

I was in my polka dot bra and panty set within seconds and dutifully crawling over to her. She looked me up and down, smiling a wicked smile as she noticed how nervous I was in her presence, totally afraid of saying the wrong thing an invoking her wrath.

“A shy, weak little beta,” Jenny said, kicking me in the stomach, teasing me, her sparkling eyes both beautiful and full of genuine menace. “I hope you’re not this shy when the big dicks show up! Oh, talk about perfect timing.”

My heart nearly burst out of my chest as one after the other a series of huge, impressively built men walked in, all of them either black or mixed race.

Jenny was now holding her phone, connecting with my Mistress who watched on with sheer concentration as the men began to remove their pants and present me with a series of thick, long, rapidly hardening dicks, each one way, way bigger than mine and certainly more potent.

“Get to it,” jenny said, kicking me and laughing as the men made a circle around me, their dicks either in their hands or swinging freely, each and every on of them menacing and irresistible in equal measure to a dick craving sissy slut like me. “I said work!”

I took the first dick in my hand, the bulbous head throbbing as I ran my tongue over it, the salty taste taking me aback but proving immediately addictive as I licked and lapped on it.

As I was doing this, and with the dick now sliding freely into my mouth, I used my two free hands to began rotating around the other dicks, pumping and jacking them, the men spitting down onto their own dicks to have them perfectly lubed and ready for their sissy slut to do her thing…

I was revelling in it.

It was like I was a natural or something.

Mistress was right about me all along…

“Use the slut harder!” Jenny said, encouraging the men to get rougher. “Push this little cock slut to the limit.”

The men didn’t need asking twice and began to roughly face-fuck me, using my mouth as their own shared fleshlight, depositing wave after wave of their hot, stringy ropes of spunk into my mouth and all over my face and body too.

All I had to do was to try and keep my hands working on the dicks and my stretched and increasingly sore jaw as wide as possible.

The final dick was actually the biggest, and the gagging and choking I did as the huge, bald, and absolutely alpha man pumped his dick deep in my mouth, was at a whole other level.

When he finally came, I managed – just about – to swallow his entire load, and even when he wiped his wet dick over my face, I managed to keep my tongue fully stretched out for his pleasure, the sound of his still huge dick slapping down on it prompting much

amusement between Jenny and my Mistress as she watched on via the cell phone.

“Good, very good, a natural?” Jenny said, asking Mistress. “I must say, you’ve got her well trained. And she looks so cute in her polka dot bikini, like a perfect Spring Break college slut, ready to be pumped full of alpha cum by man after man.”

As I lay at Jenny’s feet, listening to her and Mistress talk, my body covered in cum, my bikini top and bottom having somehow managed to stay on my body despite the rough handling, I felt a sense of pride.

Not only had I impressed my Mistress, but I had clearly made an impression on Jenny too. Something told me this would not be the last I saw of her… not by a long shot.
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CHAPTER ONE

The two brats, recent Ivy League graduates, who had joined the company were… difficult to work with, let’s put it that way.

Often it was a case of them turning up late, leaving early, spending their days pretty much updating their Instagrams.

Work? No, that was clearly beneath them.

I mean, I guessed in part it was the Ivy League thing that gave them their sense of superiority, but also it was probably in part down to their looks too. I mean, they really had that bratty, preppy Cheerleader look nailed… the men in the office were all totally under their thumb, and the women actually seemed scared of them too. It

was like they had that super intense sorority energy that made you fear for the consequences if you ever said no to them.

I must confess that I had snuck a quick look at their bodies more than once, even indulging in a few quick jerkoff sessions in the bathroom as I casually scrolled over their adventures in Cancun and other wild locations, their perfectly toned bodies looking pretty much unstoppable in a series of bikinis, panties, and super-tight yoga pants.

Well, I figured there was no harm in it… they’d never know, and I actually figured they kind of owed me too.

So, anyway, work-wise it had been up to me to carry the slack for them. Well, after a few weeks it just got too much and I decided to confront them. I mean, sure, I had the experience and the know-how having been in this job for a few years now, but somehow I was still on the same pay grade as recent graduates…

So, was I going to let Lacey and Davina get away with it?

No, I was going to say something and call them out on their bullshit. But, as it turned out, things didn’t go quite to plan…


CHAPTER TWO

“How fucking dare you!” Lacey said, looking to Davina with a scowl on her face as they backed me up against the wall. “A snivelling little beta-boi like you has no right to even look at me, let alone criticise a damn thing I do.”

I was regretting even thinking about confronting them now, but I had a feeling that I wasn’t about to be let off the hook any time soon.

“No one talks to us like that, especially a dweeb like you,” Davina said, ripping my shirt open and roughly grabbing my crotch with one hand. “I can’t... actually… feel a dick in here?”

I blushed, hard.

Totally lost for words, my heart racing, and a look of sheer panic on my face, I tried to make a run for it out of the stock room but my path was quickly blocked by Davina and Lacey, several painful slaps and punches pushing me back towards the wall.

There was no escape.

None at all.

I was at their mercy.

Davina sensed my weakness, my naturally submissive nature, and took matters into her own hands, quickly pulling off my torn shirt and then removing my pants too, leaving me only in my boxer-briefs.

“Off!” she declared, pointing a finger at my crotch. “Let us see you in all your loser glory.”

The two of them burst into laughter as I dropped my shorts and my dick, hardening under the thrill of the humiliation at the hands of the two of them, sprung up and twitched, close to cumming in all honesty.

“Oh God!” Lacey said, crouching down and spitting on my dick before slapping it back and forth, delighting in her complete and total control overme. “I think a maggot like this really isn’t actually a dick at all, it’s more like a larger than average clit. So, panties it is!”

“Yeah, I say we make him our little panty slut, right?” Davina agreed, reaching under her pencil skirt and pulling her panties off before dangling them in front of my face. “Sniff them!”

I did as I was told, the aroma proving overwhelming and pushing me over the edge, my stiff clitty spurting over the floor and onto my legs too, covering me in my own cum.

“So, a sissy-dick, panty-boi who gets off on sniffing panties?” Davina laughed. “Well, it just gets better and better. Listen slut, you’re ours now. We own you. And don’t think we don’t know that you’ve been perving all over our Instagrams either.”

They knew?

But I’d been subtle about it, or at least thought I had.

Clearly not enough, not even close to enough.

“Get in these panties, right this fucking second,” Lacey said, pulling the panties from my nose and mouth and watching as I gingerly stepped into them, a wet patch forming around my still leaking dick. “And you’ll stay in here all fucking day too. Hands tied above your head. You’d better pray we don’t invite some of our sorority sisters over for lunch too.”

“I think the little sissy might enjoy that though?” Davina said, tying my hands up with my own necktie and attaching the loop to the metal stock shelf  axis above my head. “But, still, what more would we expect from this little worm?”

I knew how pathetic I looked.

And more than that, I knew how pathetic and submissive I actually was in practical terms too. Lacey and Davina had exposed me, not taking my complaints for a second and from that point onwards totally taking charge.

I was theirs now, there was no going back.

My only real question at this point was when they would untie me, and if any of my work colleagues would walk in and see me, stripped and in panties, a cum covered sissy well and truly put in their place.

“Come one, Lacey,” Davina said. “Let’s leave the loser to think about his actions and hopefully come up with some ways that can help him get back into our good books. Actually, yeah, that’s it. Sissy, we want a list of ten things you can do for us that will please us. And no, worshipping our perfect asses and pussies doesn’t count… that’s already a given that your tongue will be in overdrive in that area.”

And with that, the two of them turned and walked out, leaving me to my thoughts and desperately hoping that the next time the door opened it would be my two bullies, Davina and Lacey, and not senior management or perhaps even worse, some of the warehouse guys…
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CHAPTER ONE

I would never have predicted this…

The idea that my fantasies of being feminized, controlled, and taken on by my boss at work as her full time sissy slave was something that just had never seemed possible.

Well, that was until she caught a glimpse of what I was looking at on my cell phone one day as I casually ate my lunch in the staff canteen, thinking that with my back to the wall I was actually free and undetectable as I scanned over the dozens of sissy feminization captions that I had become obsessed with in recent months.

Well, it turned out that I really didn’t have all my angles covered and from that point on, I was under her control. She gave

me no choice in the matter, but to be perfectly honest i knew that it was simply... the right thing for me anyway.

So my days now revolved around parading around her office in panties, bras, suspenders, often with a vibrating plug in my ass… and all for her amusement.

Sure, she’s put me in the corner desk and have me answering emails or dealing with customer complaints, but generally my role was simply for her amusement – or as her human stress-ball.

If she was having a difficult or stressful morning, she would think nothing of putting me across her lap and spanking the hell out of me. Or, if things were really testing her limits at boardroom level, she would take her cane out and give me six of the best, not caring a single damn if my cries of pain were heard outside the office.

Right, that’s the other thing… everyone knew what was going on. However such was her position of strength at the company that no one would dare to question or challenge her on it. I also had a funny feeling that as much as the other men were scared of her, they might actually be a touch jealous of me too…

Sure, it was humiliating being her slave, and having to endure the various degradations that came my way, but on the other hand, the fact that she was so incredibly beautiful – a real classic diva Old Hollywood type of hotness – well, that just drove all the men, and many of the women too, totally wild.

Sadie Fleming was tough, she was a boss, and yeah she could be a bitch… but nothing prepared me for what I was about to experience on that December afternoon right before the holidays.

CHAPTER TWO

“Okay, so this afternoon we’re going to reward the team,” Sadie said, admiring her hefty chest in the tall mirror opposite her large, old school mahogany desk. “Yes, that’s right, I said we.”

We?

What did she mean by that?

I had just taken a turn over her knee as a result of not hitting my email targets for the morning, so my mind was a little distracted by the throbbing sensation in my ass cheeks.

Sadie looked pristine as always in her Gucci pinstripe suite, her body looking statuesque, Wonder Woman like in its magnificence.

Meanwhile I was wearing nothing but my see-through black bra and matching black panties. I waited as she walked over towards me, her athleticism intimidating me even now, her physical superiority something I figured I would never truly get used to.

She was my better in every sense of the word, she knew it and so did I. I guess that’s what made it work so well, this situation that she had chanced upon but seized with both hands so vigorously.

“First, I’ve got a nice little… costume for you to wear,” she said, presenting me with a pair of what I could only describe as absolutely miniscule red and white panties, I guess kind of a Christmas theme. “And, not forgetting these.”

At this point she handed me two nipple tassels, again in Christmas colours, and with pompoms at the end of each tassel.

“What is this..” I said, forgetting that I should never speak unless spoken to, and drawing a hard slap from Sadie.

“Sissy! You forget yourself. Get these on, right this second,” she said, clearly irritated by my bad manners. “What you’ll be doing now

is coming out onto the floor for me. As I said, we’re going to reward the team. And believe me when I say that I want you on your most obedient, your most subservient, and definitely no more disrespect. Go it?”

Genuinely sorry for speaking out of turn I apologised and got into my outfit as quickly and efficiently as I could.

We stopped by her mirror before we left the office.

“I know you’re a good sissy,” she said, stroking her hand over my body, pulling on the tassels, twirling them, laughing as I blushed. “Now show me just how good you can be. Give me your best out there and there’ll be the best Christmas bonus you’ve ever had.”

CHAPTER THREE

“Sissies love cock! Sissies love cum!” the workers chanted, the sight of me dancing around, giving it my all as Sadie watched on, an imperious look on her face not giving any clues as to whether she was impressed with my efforts so far.

I began to notice that the women on my work team were looking just as enchanted as the men now, their bulges visible in their pants as I twerked and posed, my nipple tassels and tiny panties having the desired effect.

The atmosphere was heightened, it was like all the frustrations of working under a tough boss like Sadie were being released…

“Well, what are you all waiting for?” Sadie declared, her voice loud and crystal clear over the music. “The sissy is the first part of your annual bonus. Go wild!”

That was the signal for everyone to truly let loose.

Before I knew what was happening I was being dragged down from the raised level and carried over towards the clearing in between the banks of desks.

With hands all over my body and looks of wild desire in everyone’s eyes, I felt nervous, vulnerable, scare even…

“Suck it!” Jackson cried, his stocky frame and powerful arms holding me in place as Pete Senior flopped his hard dick out of his pants and began slapping it against my lips. “Open that mouth and swallow it all!”

“Sissy!” Sadie shouted. “Remember what we said…”

But before she had even finished her sentence I was already sucking on the dick, showing her how loyal a servant I was to her, how willing I was to degrade myself.

Then, it was only a matter of moments before I had a second cock pushing its way into my mouth, much to the absolute joy of my workmates who were revelling in the depths I was being pushed into, two cocks in my mouth and the rest of my body being grabbed and pinched, handled like a piece of cheap meat.

Soon, I was on my back, my mouth overflowing with cum but with Andrea the secretary’s sizeable booty coming down on me, my instructions being to suck, slurp, lick and worship her salty, puckered ass hole until she was done using me.

I couldn’t see anything, and the sound was muffled due to her strong, perfectly round cheeks encasing my face, but I could hear enough to know that my objectification was continuing…

I could feel plenty of cum splashing down on my body too, and then the slaps of the various dicks coming down on my exposed stomach.

I felt myself cum too, the spits, slaps, and playful jerks on my dick from a series of anonymous hands pushing me over the edge super-fast, the muffled laughter and round of applause telling me that even my ejaculation was something to be mocked and seen as entertainment for others.

My body and mind was nothing but a playground for them all, and I was gladly accepting the situation without a single thought to tomorrow or how I would face them after this.

The truth was, I had never felt better about myself.

I loved cock.

I loved cum.

I loved to serve women and men.

I was a natural born sissy slut, and Sadie had helped me to wake up to this. To be honest, I hoped that this wasn’t just a one off at Christmas either. Although, knowing Sadie I really strongly doubted that it was. If anything, it was likely to be a mere signpost for what was ahead for me in the new year…
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CHAPTER ONE

My first sissy parade in front of Angela’s neighbours was a big deal. I mean, I was sure that they all knew the deal between Angela and me, which was one thing….

But Seeing me stripped down to my panties and put on show for them was a whole other deal.

“So, which pair are you going to choose?” Angela said, her face a picture of concentration as she assessed me herself, my naked and clean shaven body fresh from drying off after the shower and my eyes fixed on the sequence of panties that she had laid out on the bed for me. “I know you don’t get to choose often, that’s why I

thought it would be nice for your… debut… to choose yourself. Show the ladies of Million Avenue what kind of special little slave you are.”

She was right.

I really didn’t get to choose often, and the fact she was entrusting me with this meant quite a lot. Although, of course, I also knew that it was potentially a test…

The kind of test that if failed, could lead to painful consequences and some public punishment and humiliation in front of our well-heeled, man hungry cougar neighbours.

“So, talk me through the options and explain your decision,” Angela said, taking a seat on the elaborate chaise-longue next to her bed. “I’m fascinated.”

A small white thong… virginal, skimpy, seductive.

A black, crotchless panty that screamed sissy-slut.

A lime-green g-string that would struggle to keep even my little dick tucked inside it was so microscopically small.

These were some of the options and I blushed as I held them up and presented them for Angela, talking my way through them, describing them in as best detail as I could, all the while hoping that she wouldn’t noticed my burgeoning erection.

Unlikely…

“Such a pathetic little panty-slut,” she laughed, leaning over and flicking my now upstanding dick and it bounced and twitched in a state of sheer excitement. “Even talking about panties gets you hard, and you haven’t even tried on your favourite pair yet!”

That was to come.

Just like my parade for the neighbours.

If I thought that this was embarrassing, I really had no idea about what was to come way later that morning out on the tree lined streets of Million Avenue.

CHAPTER TWO

I stood behind Angela at the front door to her house.

Which panties had I chosen?

Well, they were neon pink, had a see-through mesh front, side tie-up strings, and a perfectly thin strong that buried itself deep between my ass cheeks.

“An excellent choice,” Angela said, turning around and looking down on me. “A revealing choice too, in more ways than one. It tells me that you crave to expose yourself as much as possible, that you relish the idea of being seen as a bimbo, a sissy slave, a weak minded fool who lives for panties and punishments. Am I right, or am I right?”

Of course, we both knew the answer to that question.

“You are right, Angela,” I said, feeling myself go a little red in the cheeks as she affectionately ran her hand over my cheeks and lips. “Will there be… many people there?”

Angela simply laughed, the kind of chuckle that implies what is being said is in actual fact utterly ridiculous.

“Many people?” she said in between giggles. “It’s the whole resident’s committee. Female led of course. They all want to catch a glimpse of you. Well, I say glimpse… they’ll want a lot more than that!”

My heart was racing now.

Part of me wanted to run back upstairs and barricade myself in the bedroom, do anything to avoid this situation and accept Angela’s punishment later. But, the other part of me – my sissy brain kicking in – wanted to step out and be seen, to parade my feminized panty-

boi self for my strong, successful, and devastatingly dominant neighbours.

“That’s it, you let your inner-sissy show you the way forward,” Angela said, clearly reading my body language and picking up on my mixed feelings, my hesitancy, my true urges too. “I’ll help. Here, take my hand and we’ll step out together.”

So, she took my hand and held it firmly.

The door swung open and we stepped out onto our front drive, my exposed body, my frilly lingerie, my sissy-strut.

At first it didn’t look like there was anyone about, but then, like a swarm of bees, the women stepped out of their houses and made their way towards me, their eyes keen and trained on every inch of y body.

“Now it’s time to take the next step alone,” Angela said, letting go of my hand. “Walk up and down, show them what you’ve got. Offer your body to them. Let them have their way with you.”

The look on Angela’s face was one of pride, encouragement, and a steely desire to make sure I didn’t let her down. I was grateful to have such a strong mistress, the kind of woman who was firm, but fair, and knew just what to say.

Before I knew what was happening, the women were grabbing me, spanking me, laughing and mocking me…

Sissy likes having her booty spanked!

Look at her stiff little dickie!

Snap her string, wedgie her!

Crawl for us!

Shake that ass, kiss our feet!

Each and every command, insult, provocation all made me more and more excited, dizzy almost, totally losing myself in the moment.

I could feel my excitement building and building, then as I felt myself about to cum, I looked over to Angela. I knew I had to make her proud, show myself in my most cum hungry sissy self.

Quickly, I rolled myself onto my back and lifted my legs up and over my head. With my hard dick now out of my tiny panties and facing directly at my face, I opened my mouth wide and pumped it two or three times, making it spray cum into my mouth and over my face.

The women loved it.

Angela loved it.

And, without a shadow of doubt, I loved it too.

I was the new sissy star attraction on Million Avenue now, and my only question was how I was going to top this next time…
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An Email From Miss Kaley

Sissy,

I have heard from Janeese, my friend – and your boss at work, that you have not been living up to your billing. Targets missed. Late back from lunch. Sloppy manners.

Can this be true?

Because, I would hate to have to fly back early from my conference and intervene. No, what I’m going to do is give you some instructions. These are not optional, you can’t pick and choose which of them you follow, and you certainly cannot tell me you’ve done them when you haven’t.

I’ll be needing proof.

From tomorrow onwards you will not only wear your panties to work, you will have that little ass of yours stuffed with your butt-plug. You know, the black one that vibrates too.

You’ll keep it in all day.

You’ll present Janeese with the remote control the activates and sets the speed of the vibrations too. You will do this on your knees in her private office. You will do all this wearing nothing but your panties.

But which panties?

I know you normally get to choose. But seeing as you clearly cannot be trusted to act like a responsible sissy, you will now lose that privilege. So, yeah, tomorrow you will be wearing that ridiculously tiny thong I got you… remember that?

When the male server realised that the panties were for you, and not me? When he saw how you were my bitch and he laughed? And then later you admitted to me that it turned you on to see a man laugh at you like that, to see you as a sissy?

That’s right. That thong, that thong that reminds you of how much of a cum hungry beta-boi loser you are who gets excited when big, strong alpha men humiliate him.

And then you will tell Janeese that she may choose your panties for the rest of the week. You will tell her that she may choose the sluttiest, most revealing panties and that if you feel yourself getting excited in them then you will report it to her and she will have every right to punish you as and how she sees fit.

No limits.

How does all this sound?

Well, I don’t care how it sounds. It is what is happening. I really, really thought we were making some progress with your discipline issues, but it seems not. Well, I’m glad I know at least. It means I can put it right, get you back on track.

If anything, the fact that we can now fully involve Janeese will help. I know you struggle to look at her without blushing, and not just because you find her statuesque physique and strong, curvy body so appealing.

No, what really gets you is the fact that you know I have spoken to her about what a silly, weak, ridiculous little loser you are. This makes you blush, makes you stutter and stumble when you see her.

Well, try not to let this worry you too much. I mean, I want you on your best, most obedient and submissive behaviour for her tomorrow. You will do me proud, you will show her what a good little feminized toy you can be.

I’ve told her to bring her biggest vibrator with her.

I’ve told her she can make you wank it suck it, and sit on it too…

And when you do this, you’ll moan and show her how much you enjoy it. You’ll work yourself into a dick-chasing, cum-thirsty sissy bitch frenzy and then you’ll make a mess all over yourself and then lick it all up, just like the good little beta you are.

Just like you’re probably doing right now, the excitement of this all has probably got you going, got that sissy clitty so hard, so ready to cum… you’re sticky, stupid cummies are probably all over your hand right now… isn’t that right?

So, do it, lick and swallow it all.

Then get ready to do it all again tomorrow with Janeece.

Until my return,

Miss Kaley XoXo

PS… I’m bringing back some very special new toys and panties with me, if you behave yourself and I get a good enough report back from Janeese I may even let you choose which ones you try out first!
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CHAPTER ONE

“Now come on sissy, don’t act like you don’t know,” Mrs Peters said, the look on her face a mix of impatience and amusement. “When you piss me off, I put you on the naughty step. So, what are you waiting for?”

The naughty step.

One of the most humiliating things I would experience at work, and that was saying something. It was pretty much an open secret that I had been made into Mrs Peters’ office fem-toy, to dress in panties and bras and stockings and tights, all for her amusement.

But aside from the occasional sounds of me being thoroughly spanked over her knee inside her office, the most people saw was me arriving in the morning and heading straight into her office.

But the naughty step was different.

Perched on the announcement and presentation stage, the naughty step was a literal wooden step that I would have to stand on wearing nothing but my panties and sometimes other frilly bits and pieces, there to be laughed at, mocked, a warning sign to anyone who thought about getting on Mrs Peters’ bad side.

It had only happened a couple of times, but I was far, far away from being used to it. It was so degrading, the way that the men and women of the office would smirk and giggle at the sight of me, my body on display, my face flushed crimson with humiliation.

Of course, Mrs Peters often wouldn’t let it stop at just that…

Sometimes she would stand next to me and deliver an extra long office meeting, seemingly extending the length of her monologues and target driven spiel so that I could feel the heat of being the sole focus of everyone’s attention for even longer.

I dreaded it.

And now it looked like I was going to have to experience it again. There really seemed little point in protesting, but I just couldn’t help and try to say something to pivot out of it.

A mistake.

A big mistake…


CHAPTER TWO

“But… what if I stayed late at work instead?” I said, immediately regretting this transparent attempt to duck out of having to go through the ordeal of the naughty step.

Mrs Peters looked furious.

She was in her forties, but had the kind of body that a woman in her twenties would be envious of.

Sleek, yet curvy.

Feminine but strong.

Perfectly maintained in the gym, but also clearly a natural beauty.

She was the complete package.

“Don’t you dare!” she said, stepping towards me and laughing as I backed myself up against her office wall, ruffling the privacy blinds as I pressed myself up against them, in total fear and panic as to what she might do next. “Never, ever try and manipulate me like that. You think you’re even close to my level of intellect? Seriously? I think this calls for Naughty Step… Plus.”

Wait, what?

What did she mean?

Before I knew what was going on, I was being dragged out of her office by my ear, the immediate hush as we entered the main area telling me that all eyes were on us.

I was wearing a pure-white panty, high cut on the hips and riding slightly up into my ass cheeks. My bra was white, but with a semi-see through mesh over my nipples.

I felt myself blush hard as I caught the eye of two of the lead salesmen, Rick and Tyren, both alpha males whose thirsty looks at

my slender body made me feel a combination of total fear and… undeniable excitement too.

“Okay, everyone, this little sissy thinks she can manipulate me,” Mrs Peters said, her voice loud, calm, but with a very definite edge of menace to it too. “No one, and I mean no one, should be under any illusion that such a thing is acceptable, or even remotely possible. And for that reason, you will witness a most public spanking of this wretched little fool.”

There were audible gasps of shock as Mrs Peters hauled me up onto the stage and bent me over the large oak desk and began to hitch my panties right up into my crack, doing so with enough force to lift me off my feet.

I was being treated like a rag-doll, a toy, and there was nothing I could do about it. To be honest, I knew that I probably deserved this… after all, if I had stuck to her rules, none of this would be happening.

But it was not the right time to try and analyse things.

No, now it was time to take what was coming my way.

Mrs Peters wasted no time in bringing her super-accurate and forceful spanks down onto my exposed ass cheeks, the thundering sound of her hand on my rapidly reddening flesh drew more gasps, as did my cries of pain that I tried to minimise to save even a shred of my dignity.

“Has the sissy had enough?” she said, continuing to spank me. “Or does she deserve more?”

The calls from the onlookers, my co-workers, were very much that I deserved more, and Mrs Peters was happy to oblige, continuing to tan my ass, taking great pleasure in hiking my panties up to breaking point, the material nearly ripping right off me.

“Right, that’s enough, we might have a crying little sissy to deal with if I go on any longer,” she said, seemingly enjoying the fact that

everyone was in total awe of her, impressed and intimidated in equal measure.

“Now, all that remains if for the sissy to take her place on the naughty step,” she said. “And her glowing ass can be a warning to anyone who thinks that we slack off or break the rules at this place of work. And for any men who want to leer and have inappropriate thoughts about this weak, submissive little on display sissy… feel free! All I ask is that you don’t let her red booty distract you too much that it affects your work.”

The final humiliation was hard to take.

But I had no choice, no option, this is what I deserved and I would have ot learn from it. I knew that the women were looking at me and seeing a truly pathetic, beta male loser. I knew that the men were eyeing me up as some kind of sissy slut, their fantasies probably running wild.

But I had to take it.

I had to accept my punishment in silence and stand up on the step until Mrs Peters told me otherwise.

As my ass cheeks throbbed and glowed from the spanking, my face burned with humiliation, I knew I was in the right place.

I was on the naughty step.
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CHAPTER ONE

I had decided to go out for a nice, long cycle that afternoon. It wasn’t often that I would have this kind of time off, Verity was pushing me extremely hard… in more ways than one… currently and I was actually really grateful for her allowing me the time to myself.

She was away on business anyway, and not due back for two days, so in truth I probably could have done it anyway, just as long as the house was in tip-top shape upon her return from Brussels, Europe. 

So, after a little bit of breakfast, which included some freshly prepared juice and a bowl of absolutely on point overnight oats, I felt ready to rock and roll and hit the road on my bike.

I say my bike, it was actually Verity’s.

I mean, technically it was a woman’s bike, but it had a strong unisex look to it, probably the main giveaway being the slightly dropped frame and the flashes of pink and purple color on the paint job.

But, I figured that I would be cycling fast enough and not coming across all that many people anyway on the country mountain roads out of town for it not to matter. I actually kind of preferred her bike to pretty much anything I had ridden, both for comfort and handleability. At college I had one of those retro, single gear bikes that of course was mostly about trying to convey a cool image.

The fact it was horrible to ride I guess I, and all fixed gear riders, just kind of accepted and lived with.

That bike was still in the garage, but Verity had very clearly explained it to me that that kind of ride was a bit too masculine for me, not really the kind of image I should be conveying. I did feel a pang of humiliation as she explained that, or rather as she dictated her orders to hang it up on the wall of the garage – a permanent reminder, as if I needed more, of how my life was different now.

I quickly checked the news on the TV.

Not so much because I was personally much of a news hound, but more because Verity was, and would often scold and chastise me if I didn’t get a reference or fully appreciate her analysis. This, as I am sure you can imagine, had led to many a painful and embarrassing punishment and I was keen to avoid any unnecessary repeats upon her return.

I mean, I knew that there would inevitably be lots of the afore mentioned punishment and degradation, there always was, and it would probably be harsher as she had been away for a couple of days, but I figured that anything I could do to minimise it was a good thing.

Hey, you can’t blame me, right?

Also though I did feel a sense that I genuinely didn’t want to disappoint her. It wasn’t that I was completely comfortable with this new way of living, far from it at times, but I had developed a definite respect for her, one that seemed to run pretty deep.

So as much as I was enjoying the time to myself, and the relative freedom that came with it, I was also genuinely trying to be respectful of the new situation, making sure to maintain the standards that Verity had set for me, and follow her instructions to the absolute letter of her law.

But, today was going to be about getting out on the road, forgetting about all that for a couple of hours and letting the wind blow through my hair as I cycled.

Well, that was the plan.

Anyway, before I left I had the small matter of my cycling attire to sort out and get into. Verity being Verity, she had been extremely thorough. Out went my old cycling gear and in came new clothes that were more suited to my new lifestyle. I found them neatly folded next to Verity’s bike and felt myself blush, the thought of putting them on, let alone cycling in them in public, causing me to get the classic sissy slut feels.

Let me describe them…

Panties first, of course. A tiny, sheer black micro-thong. And when I say micro, I mean absolutely miniscule. Even for a small-dicked sissy boy like me, it would be difficult to keep my dick inside the microscopic, and totally flimsy, piece of material at the front.

Maybe that was where the bright pink, short-legged cycling shorts came into play. They were so bright, so tight, and definitely had an unmistakably feminine edge to them that would be totally obvious to anyone who happened to see me. The t-shirt was an equally tight, totally ridiculously bright green  Lycra top that yet again was incredibly female, the strawberry designs all over it not exactly screaming ‘alpha male’…

Perfect motivation to cycle fast then, right?

CHAPTER TWO

Just as I was wheeling the bike out of the garage, my heart nearly jumped out of my body at the sight of the Uber pulling up.

It couldn’t be?

Could it?

My heart began to race at an incredible pace as I realised it was Verity. My now owner had arrived back from her trip early and had arrived at the perfect time to witness me taking a break from the cleaning and upkeep of the house by going out for a bike ride.

She stepped out of the Uber and looked incredible.

I was just as intimidated and enthralled by her as the first time I had seen her, and of course this feeling had only strengthened then when she caught me that first time about to try on her used panties, and then again and again, over and over, with each punishment and humiliation that had followed in the weeks since…

‘Well, well, what is going on here?’ Verity enquired, her eyebrow raised, her body looking as athletic, sensual, and powerful as ever in her classic pinstripe trouser suit. ‘Have you forgotten something? You know you get on your knees for Madame Verity, don’t you sissy? You wouldn’t want a spanking out here on the driveway within one minute of me arriving home, now would you?’

She was right, I was totally forgetting protocol.

Without further ado, and not wishing to invoke her wrath so quickly after she arrived home, I got on my hands and knees and crawled towards her, placing myself at her feet.

‘Madame Verity,’ I said, my mouth hovering over her open toed shoes. ‘Please forgive my ‘Please forgive my error and accept me as your pathetic, maggot-dicked sissy boy, here to serve you and ready to follow your every word.’

I hoped this would do the trick and spare me.

‘Well, sissy,’ She said, kicking her shoe off and rubbing her sweaty, travel-weary feet over my face, ‘At least you’re in your proper cycling attire. But, as I assume you haven’t done today’s grocery shop, we’ll just have to do that now. You’ll be cycling on your sissy-slut bike, I’ll take your old one. No objections, I take it?’

I knew better than to even try to object. As relieved as I was to have avoided a painful and degrading punishment out here on the driveway, I feared that what was to come might end up being just as bad, and probably even worse…

CHAPTER THREE

Verity put on a pair of sneakers but decided to cycle to the supermarket in her business suit. Her curves were absolutely incredible, a true representation of the classic alpha female.

I was incredibly fortunate to serve underneath her, I knew that, despite the fact that she thought nothing of punishing me at the drop of a hat. I figured that, ultimately, as a subservient sissy, it was what I should expect.

As we began to cycle, the reality of what was ahead began to hit home. My plans to spend the day cycling in less populated, quite areas so as to avoid being spotted in my female cycling gear were scuppered as Verity decided to take us through the busiest areas possible. And to make matter worse…

She decided to take a leisurely pace, with me, of course, commanded to follow dutifully behind her.

‘And don’t you dare stare at my ass,’ She warned. ‘I know you can’t control that stupid little worm of yours. If I catch you looking, or spot-check and see that you’re erect, I’ll pull you over to the side of the road and whip that ass right there and then, no matter who is around.’

‘Yes Madame Verity,’ I replied, averting my eyes from her round, strong ass and powerful legs as she navigated the cycle around a tight bend.

‘Good, that’s the answer I was looking for,’ She laughed.

Just then, we approached a group of four or five men, all athletic looking, looking very muscular in their vests and short, heading for a game of basketball by the looks of things.

‘Please, Miss, no,’ I said, foolishly, and totally more in hope than expectation as Verity slowed down as we approached them and began to ring on her bell, drawing their attention. ‘Hey guys, can you help us, are we near Cash Mall and Market?’

The men all immediately made an effort to help Verity, clearly bowled over by the sight of her in her suit, on a cool bike, and totally pulling off her power woman style. They were all younger than her, but definitely were keen to impress her.

I felt my face burn, totally intimidated by them, not least by the clear dick-prints in their loose fitting shorts. Quite the opposite of my already small sissy dick being tucked away in the tiny thong and skin-tight cycling shorts.

‘Oh don’t worry about him,’ Verity said, looking back towards me. ‘Although, if you’re still here when we’re cycling back, he might make a good cheerleader?’

The men all laughed, and I could feel them checking me out, clearly wondering what the deal was, and why I was riding a woman’s bike and wearing such blatantly slutty cycling clothes.

As we cycled away, Verity turned around and gave me one of her devilishly mischievous grins.

Somehow, I had a feeling that if that was humiliating, the worst was yet to come…


CHAPTER FOUR

We arrived at Cash Mall and Market and locked our bikes up before Verity instructed me to grab a trolley. Of course, I would be pushing it and she would be filling it up with our food for the weekend.

‘Wiggle that sissy tushie when you push,’ She said sternly, slapping my ass for emphasis. ‘We may be shopping, and in public, but I expect you to maintain your sissy form. Or else.’

I knew she wasn’t joking so put a wiggle in my hips as I pushed the trolley. I figured some people might notice, but out of embarrassment look away.

Whatever, I couldn’t afford to not do it, the consequences would be way worse. I knew that for sure.

‘Sissy!’ Verity called, her voice not exactly hushed, and clearly drawing the ears of nearby shoppers. ‘Come over here and pick out some baguettes from the bottom shelf, the seeded ones.’

I knew exactly what she was doing.

She wanted me bending over, exposing my ass to the shoppers. I did as I was told and felt my thong riding higher inside my ass, the pink material of the cycling shorts by now hot, sweaty, and clinging hard onto my skin.

‘What the hell is that?’ Verity exclaimed, her finger pressing into my ass-cheeks, right in the crack. ‘Has sissy had a little accident? Or has sissy’s ass just worked up a sweat? Answer me!’

There was a small wet-patch around my ass, underneath and up towards my balls and dick, too. I didn’t know how to answer her, and mumbled an apology about the sweat.

‘Hardly the behaviour of a good sissy,’ She declared, walking around me, stalking me, intimidating me in the way only she could. ‘Sissy bimbos needs to be perfectly presented at all times, you know that. Now, you also know what happens when rules are broken too, don’t you?’

‘Y-y-y-y-yes, Miss Verity,’ I stuttered, panicking, covering my crotch with my hands out of instinct.

‘Move those stupid hands,’ Verity bellowed, not even trying to keep her voice down, swatting my hands away. ‘It’s not as if there’s anything to see there, anyway, now is there?’

‘No, Miss,’ I replied, realising the error of my ways, desperately trying to back-peddle and avoid this turning into something else, right here in the bakery aisle. ‘Please, I’ll make it up to you, Verity.’

‘You’re right, you will,’ She replied, ominously walking towards me. ‘Right here and now for a start!’

Without further ado, she pulled me by the waistband of the cycling shorts, yanked them down and pushed me up against the wall of cereal boxes next to the bread.

I was in shock, surely this kind of thing wasn’t allowed in a public space like a supermarket?

But, without hesitation, Verity began to spank my ass, the thong riding high on my hips, my cheeks totally exposed. Soon enough there was a small crowd of about eight women standing around, shielding us from any prying eyes of security guards or staff members.

It was like they wanted to see this punishment being enacted here, and were willing to protect Verity to ensure it was delivered as it should be.

‘You see, sissy,’ She said. ‘Other women recognise a firm woman when they see one, and also recognise a pathetic little baby-dicked sissy in need of some correction. In fact, women, let’s rotate, take it in turns until he’s bawling for mercy.’

Each of the women took it in turn to have there flurry of spanks on my now scorching red ass. I thanked each one of them in between spanks, making sure to please Verity as much as I possibly could.

After all, I remembered the threat of seeing those alphas from the basketball court on the way home and wanted to avoid that if at all possible. I figured that if I met Verity’s expectations here, I might must be lucky and not end up getting my face spunked on later, or worse…

‘Right, ladies,’ Verity said. ‘We’ve taken this as far as it can go here. Has anyone got a large car we could use? This little slut needs to give us some special sissy kisses by way of thanks for his much deserved punishment.’

One of the women, a classic All American milf in her forties, said that she had a people carrier, one of the super family sized ones, that would fit us all in.

I was marched out of the supermarket, surrounded by the women but with my cycling shorts still down around my ankles, which made walking difficult. If I paused or stumbled I was grabbed, slapped, and pulled in the right direction.

Quickly, we piled into the large, roomy vehicle and Verity made it very clear what was expected of me.

‘Slut boy here is going to service our pussies, our asses, our feet, our armpits, and frankly any part of our bodies we desire,’ Verity said, unbuttoning her shirt to reveal her proud, large, breasts. ‘And if he’s very lucky, we’ll let him make a sissy mess into his own mouth.’

The women reacted with a mixture of mirth, scorn, and delight.

I couldn’t help but be hugely stimulated by the sight of these women stripping down, revealing their asses and pussies to me, even if I had to deal with them pulling my own panties down and taking great joy in the sight of my little dick, stiff and standing to attention, desperate for stimulation as I worked my tongue in and out of each of the women.

‘Go on, give it a slap,’ Verity said. ‘We can’t have sissy making his cummies before we’re all satisfied!’

Under that instruction, one of the women slapped by dick back and forth, causing me to yelp in pain as her firm hand landed several blows on my rock hard, sissy dick.

The final woman had demanded an orgasm, but one solely through me tonguing her asshole, which she assured me was her favourite way to cum.

Each of the other women including Verity were now watching, naked, sweaty, satisfied, as the woman took her seat on my face, bouncing her ass, depriving me of air as she final came, hard, my tongue buried deep inside her asshole as her full, bouncing booty grinded onto me face.

‘Oooh, has the slut passed out?’ Verity laughed, her words sounding muffled to me as the woman’s cheeks pressed down for one final flourish.

The woman got off and slapped me across the face before telling me I had done well. For good measure, she picked me up, showing great strength as she manoeuvred my delicate body onto the three person seat.

Two of the other women lifted my legs up and pulled them back so that my dick was pointed right at my face.

‘Okay, sissy, pump that clitty!’ Verity shouted, encouraging the other women to film this moment on their cell phones as I wanked my sissy clitty, quickly reaching orgasm and shooting my load into my eyes, my face, and into my mouth. ‘Wow, that was a big one by his beta standards!’

The women laughed, each one then taking the opportunity to pose with me for photos, some of them choosing to put me under their ass or pussy, some of them having me back in my load-shooting position, and one of them actually making me lick the sweat off the pleather car seats while she simulated fucking me in my ass.

I couldn’t believe how humiliating this was.

I looked at Verity, almost pleading for mercy, for my owner to make this end, to take me away from these hardcore housewives.

‘Well, ladies,’ Verity said. ‘I hope you’ve enjoyed shopping with sissy and his superior today. It’s time for us to head home.’

Wow, thank God for that.

‘Unless, that is,’ She continued. ‘We bump into some alphas in need of a cock hungry, cum crazy sissy on the way home…’

I gulped, my fate totally in Verity’s hands, deep down maybe hoping we did in fact cross paths with those alphas and their prominent dick bulges...

But that’s a tale for another time…
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