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-To Come-

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

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

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

Now facing away from me, her ass presented itself.

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

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

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

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

Sara lent forward and roughly yanked my running shorts down.

There was a pause.

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

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

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

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

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

I couldn’t believe it.

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

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

The sissy stuff were all only fantasies after all…

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

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

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

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

Maybe I should have chosen my words more carefully.

“Anything?” Sara said.
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CHAPTER ONE

I put on my brand new running shoes.

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

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

It does sound familiar.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Boy, I loved the thrill of pushing the boundaries.

I was getting closer to the jump.

Ready.

Fast.

Charged up.

Ready to power. Boost. Jump. Fly.

Arms out wide to maintain the precision of the jump.  

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

Balance… gone…

Flying through the air…

Landed… wow, that hurts.

Eyes shut slowly…. Darkness.

CHAPTER TWO

I came around slowly.

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

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

“Oh, hello there,” Sara said.

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

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

Was I staring at this incredible yoga babe?

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

Couldn’t I?

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

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

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

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

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

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

Maybe I had a chance?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

What was she talking about?

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

I was about to find out.

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

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

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

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

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

Now facing away from me, her ass presented itself.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Sara lent forward and roughly yanked my running shorts down.

There was a pause.

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

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

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

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

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

I couldn’t believe it.

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

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

The sissy stuff were all only fantasies after all…

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

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

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

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

Maybe I should have chosen my words more carefully.

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

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

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

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

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

Sara burst out in laughter.

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

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

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

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

And all for her amusement.

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

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

“Y-y-yes Yogi Sara,” I said.

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

I was finding all of this a massive turn on.

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

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

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

What did she mean?

I was about to find out.

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

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

I could taste and smell her pussy.

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

This was so embarrassing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I didn’t answer.

A mistake on my part.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I was scared, excited, confused.

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

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


CHAPTER THREE

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

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

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

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

And guess what? I was right.

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

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

Oh lord have mercy upon my soul!

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

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

Wow.

Did this guy really expect me to care?

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

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

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

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

I doubt it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER FOUR

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I felt a buzzing in my pocket and stopped running.

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

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

The message was an emoji of a person running.

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

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

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

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

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

Who was I kidding?

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

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

Of course, she had been watching me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

First though, a little about Tiffany.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Sara gripped me by the hair and began her commands.

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

I was a little unsure of this development.

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

How wrong I was to even doubt her though.

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

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

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

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

I followed her instructions to the letter.

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

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

She was loving this.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Amused and impressed it should be added.

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

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

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

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

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

“I-I-, you said-,” I tried to reply.

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

Again, I looked over to Sara.

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

I knew I couldn’t mess with Sara.

Or Tiffany for that matter. 

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

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

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

They looked at each other before stripping.

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

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

It both scared and turned me on in equal measure.

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

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

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

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

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

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

What followed was a long, hard, relentless spanking.

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

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

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


CHAPTER FIVE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

That could be pretty sweet, I thought.

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

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

What would I do?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The last thing I wanted was an accident. 

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

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

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

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

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

Cows, friendly creatures right? Absolutely.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER SIX

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

This house looked normal, run of the mill.

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

This job was slightly different though.

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

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

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

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

How did I know this?

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

I must have been staring too hard.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Excuse me?” I replied, totally shocked.

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

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

This was insane.

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

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

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

I’ll leave the rest to your imagination.

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

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

I did know it.

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

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

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

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

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

I knew I would be in for more trouble later.

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

“Yes Mrs Williams,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mrs Williams stopped and began laughing.

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

Mrs Williams sat down on the bench and roughly pulled me over her lap.

What happened next was a long hard spanking.

When I began to cry out too much for her liking she pulled my thong off and stuck it in my mouth, shouting at me to keep the noise down unless I wanted more.

I could only wonder whether her neighbours could hear this – or even whether they were looking over their fences to witness my total humiliation!

“Now, I think that’s enough,” She said. “I don’t want you unable to do today’s work. Get up and show me your bottom. Hmmmm, it’s very red. I think I need to cool it down.”

She picked up a garden hose and began to spray my naked bottom with cold water. The cool water certainly helped with the pain, but then it seemed like she had a moment of inspiration.

“Boy, you remind me of a tart in a wet t-shirt contest,” She said. “Wiggle that bottom for me as I soak you! Yes, wiggle it, faster, faster! Ha ha, what a sight. You really do suit being a slutty sissy. Sara and Elizabeth were right about you. Now, bend right over so I can shoot some of this lovely cold water right at your hole. I’ve been inspired by some of the videos I’ve seen you perform in!”

Videos? Oh no, she really had been fully informed. Was there any humiliation of mine that she hadn’t seen?

I couldn’t believe it, this was incredibly degrading.

I was nothing more than a piece of meat for her entertainment.

I bent over and spread my cheeks, accepting the cold water spurt, much to her amusement.

“Wow, absolutely pathetic,” She said.

Mrs Williams stopped the water and roughly threw me to the ground.

She began to press her bare foot on my cock. It didn’t take long before it was hard again. She began to delight in calling me names. All of the classics, all of them focussed on my hard, but still very small, dick.

Maggot.

Noodle.

Pin-dick.

Wimp.

Beta boy.

In truth, this made me harder, more excited.

“Ooooh, do you enjoy the humiliation?” She asked. “Of course you do, you’re a beta boy, a total wimp loser who loves nothing more than being dominated and humiliated by an alpha woman like me. Maybe I should invite my neighbours over to see exactly what I am dealing with? What do you think?”

“P-p-p-p-please, no, Mrs Williams, I’ll do anything,” I pleaded. 

“Right, well, let’s see about that,” She replied, a look of pure dominance on her face.

She walked over to me and grabbed me by my dick.

What was going on?

“You’ve got a minute to pump your useless cummies,” She commanded. “And as you pump I want you repeat everything I say. Understand? Any hesitation and I will be ensuring that the police hear all about the gardener who exposed his pathetic little willy to me on a routine quote. Ha ha, yes, I am not to be messed with. Now, are you ready?”

I knew I had no choice but to follow her instructions.

I nodded in the affirmative and said Yes, Mrs Williams, I am ready to do as I am told.

“You are a panty pervert,” She said.

“I am a panty pervert,” I replied as I pumped my erection into her hand.

“Your cock is a useless joke,” She said.

“My cock is a useless joke,” I replied.

“You are a born sissy wimp,” She said.

“I am a born sissy wimp,” I replied, still pumping, but now feeling close to making a mess.

“You deserve to be humiliated and punished,” She said, squeezing my hard cock.

“I deserve to be humiliated and punished,” I replied, shooting a massive spurt of semen onto the grass lawn, pumping my body vigorously to make sure it all came out.

Mrs Williams began laughing but continued to squeeze and jerk my cock dry. She then threw me to the floor, my face landing right in the mess I had created.

“Well, that took even less than I expected,” She said. “You really are a pathetic excuse for a man aren’t you? Answer me!”

“Yes, I am a pathetic excuse for a man, Mrs Williams,” I said.

“Now, eat all that cum up and get on with your work,” Se replied. “I’m going out for the afternoon so you can let yourself out when you are done, and don’t think for a second about putting any clothes on, you’ll be working either naked or pantied in my house!”

After watching me eat up all of the cum from the grass, Mrs Williams did indeed leave and I was left to finish the work for the day.

It was hard going, and I was mentally exhausted from what had just happened.

I also felt the humiliation of working naked, too ashamed to look around to see whether any prying eyes were looking down on me from the neighbouring houses.

I knew that this wouldn’t be the last humiliation I would face in the hands of Mrs Williams.

A thought that both scared and turned me on in equal measure.


CHAPTER SEVEN

As I cycled back to my apartment I found myself struggling to maintain my usual excellent form.

This bicycle that had served me so well was seemingly now a wobbling, unsteady pile of total garbage.

Maybe it is true what they say, a bad workman blames his tools.

Or maybe it should be a spanked sissy struggles to cycle?

It really was likely it was the fact that I was completely shaken up by the events I had experienced, so much so that even the basic act of mounting and riding a bicycle, something I had been able to do to no little proficiency since childhood, was now proving to be a huge struggle.

Just as I was crossing the road adjacent to the road that was opposite my road, so in other words, the road before the road that would take me home, I noticed a small clue as to what was maybe to come.

I saw a familiar looking car make the turn that I was about to take.

I couldn’t quite place where I had seen the car before, and probably I hadn’t and it was my mind playing tricks on me, but something about it jogged something in my head.

What an odd day, all of these strange moments almost certainly happening because of my earlier experience which I am sure you will agree would be enough to send anyone’s head into a spin.

Anyway, more about this familiar car. It was a large black car with tinted windows. I think it was a Mercedes Benz, and it looked like a top end one with tinted windows and alloy wheels that would put the finest Hollywood limousine to shame.

Thing is, plenty of cars like this in this area, I knew that I saw them all the time so almost certainly this was just another.

I arrived home and locked my bike on the railings at the front of the property and entered through the front door and walked into my ground floor apartment. Just as I was about to shut the door behind me I felt a presence, or should that be presences, standing behind me.

I turned around and it was Yogi Sara, Elizabeth, my incredibly dominant neighbour, and she had brought with her Mrs Williams! I nearly passed out on the spot.

“Well, aren’t you going to invite us in boy?” Elizabeth said, a wicked grin on her face.

“Yes, we need to have a word with you,” Mrs Williams added, a strong hint of menace in her voice.

“Now, slut!” Yogi Sara demanded.

And with that, the three powerful, tall, beautiful women pushed past me and walked into my living room.

For a moment I hesitated at the door, unsure what to do.

Then my training under Elizabeth kicked in and I dropped to the floor and crawled over to her feet and waited for them to address me.

“Good, better late than never,” Elizabeth said. “You see Mrs Williams, this is what is achievable after a few hard sessions of humiliation. But one question sissy, why are you still in your clothes?”

Elizabeth suddenly seemed angry and I felt her pick me up by my belt loops before throwing me away from her.

I landed on my back and quickly began to take my clothes off without hesitation.

I had already had one hard spanking today, I didn’t want another.

Then I remembered, I was still wearing the red thong from earlier. And I hadn’t asked permission to wear it!

I paused for a second.

“Don’t bother, slut,” Sara said. “Mrs Williams has already filled me in on your sissy knickers. Now I know you are a sissy and this is what sissies wear, but you know full bloody well that you are to text me for permission every single time you put on women’s panties. Don’t you? Answer me!”

“Y-y-y-yes, Yogi Sara”, I said. “I’m sorry, I forgot this once, please…”

“Oh shut up,” She replied. “Shut up and get across our laps.”

Elizabeth and Mrs Williams took a seat next to Sara on my large Habitat sofa and beckoned me across their strong laps. Each one of them was wearing what could be described as smart but casual floral print trousers. As I lay myself across their laps I could feel my dick, still inside the thong, press and rub across their strong legs.

It sent a shiver down my spine and a surge of powerful excitement.

I had never been spanked by three women at once and was equally nervous and turned on at what would sure to be a painful and humiliating experience.

“Is it normal for him to get his little will so hard before a spanking?” Mrs Williams asked.

It was as if I wasn’t even there.

“Yes,” Elizabeth replied. “Although by the time we really get his sissy bottom warmed up you’ll find it shrinks back down to a totally pathetic size, even less impressive than it is when it’s stiff!”

“Oh dear, what a pathetic specimen of manhood,” Mrs Williams laughed.

“Now, let’s get started,” Sara said. “We’ll rotate the spanks as and when we need a rest, making sure to get full coverage of course.”

The spanking became painful very quickly.

Six hands were certainly more potent than two.

I began to squirm but found myself held down at the shoulders by Mrs Williams and my legs hooked under Elizabeth’s right leg. The more they spanked, the more the seemed to enjoy it, laughing and mocking me as I began to plead for mercy.

“Poor little sissy!” Sara said. “Such a pathetic beta sight!”

“Please!” I begged, in pain and completely humiliated.

“Shut up wimp,” Elizabeth said. “You’re lucky we don’t get an alpha male to come and help us out. But maybe you’d like that?”

Mrs Williams then forced two fingers into my mouth and told me to suck on them.

“Yes, that’s it,” She said, pushing her fingers in and out. “Pretend that you’re sucking on a big alpha bull’s monster cock. Ooooh, show us what a wimpy little sissy like you love to do.”

“Do it, work that dick!” Sara implored.

Elizabeth laughed approvingly and stopped spanking to watch me give head to Mrs Williams’ fingers.

“Well, this is certainly entertaining and very revealing,” Elizabeth said.

They rolled me off their laps and commanded me to get into a forward facing squat position. Even though my bottom was red hot from the spanking, the sucking had stimulated my dick back into action and I felt a surge of complete humiliation as it began to twitch and point upwards, totally exposed in front of the women who had total control over me.

“Well, well, well,” Mrs Williams said. “Now how do you deal with this, Elizabeth? Sara? We had a situation earlier this morning where I had to let him pump his mess onto my lawn. Was that the right action?”

“It was a generous action,” Elizabeth said. “Sissy, express your gratitude to Mrs Williams now so that I can hear how grateful you are for her allowing you to release your stupid wimpy maggot juice.”

I knew I had to make a good job of this unless I wanted to be back over their laps, or worse. I normally found that with Elizabeth if I made an honest and full attempt she would look on me kindly. Not exactly with respect, but she would commend my commitment to her at least. With Sara, I often found I got ridiculed mercilessly no matter what I said or did!

“Yes, of course, Mistress,” I said.

“Mrs Williams,” I continued. “Thank you sincerely for allowing a subordinate, lowly sissy gardener like me the opportunity to hump and pump my worthless cummies onto your floor. It felt incredible to be in contact with your hand, even to stand so close to your magnificence was a privilege that I am ever so grateful for. I am here to serve you of course, to be your entertainment, so I await your orders.”

“Why thank you, boy,” Mrs Williams said.

Mrs Williams walked over to me and crouched down in front of me and looked at my bouncing cock, fully turned on by the recollection of the events from earlier today. She blew on my dickhead and laughed as it twitched and rocked. She then spat on it and laughed, pulling my nipples with her fingers and gently twisting them when they were fully stretched in her direction.

I could feel myself getting more and more turned on, this absolute queen of a woman teasing me with her firm touch.

I couldn’t believe how sensual it all was, to the point where I let out a little moan of pleasure.

With that, Mrs Williams let go and stood up.

She looked at Elizabeth and Sara.

“Well, it seems you enjoy being handled like a woman,” Elizabeth said. “Very feminine I must say. Well I’ve got just the thing. Boy, clear some space on the floor.”

I quickly brought myself out of my moment of pleasure and cleared a space in front of the sofa.

Elizabeth picked up her bag and pulled out a large black dildo with a suction cup at the bottom. She crouched down and planted it on the wooden floor. I could see where this was going and knew it was pointless trying to resist this.

But it was so big!

It was one of those realistic dildos that has the veins pumping out at the sides.

I suddenly felt a rush of nerves.

“Look, my fellow Goddesses,” Mrs Williams said. “I think our little beta slut is scared of the man sized cock.

“Well, compared to his own worm, can you blame him?” Sara replied, laughing.

“Scared or turned on?” Mrs Williams said, more of a statement than a question.

Elizabeth gave me a tub of Vaseline and told me to get down and lube the dildo up as much as I could. As I was doing it I found myself without thinking giving the dick a handjob. I felt like a total sissy slut but carried on doing it anyway, much to the hilarity of my superiors.

“My oh my, you really are showing me something new today,” Elizabeth said. “We’ll give this some more thought later and see what we should do with you going forwards, but for now… Get on that cock!”

Suddenly, Elizabeth and Sara picked me up under each arm and held me above the dildo. Elizabeth manoeuvred herself into a position where she held me under both arms, freeing up Sara.

“Oooooh,” I said, letting out another moan as Mrs Williams moved to the side and gave my little cocklet a slap. She then reached around and I felt her spread my ass cheeks wide open.

“Ready,” Mrs Williams said.

“Ready or not, time to ride that cock!” Elizabeth said.

Sara was holding her phone, recording, moving around, capturing every moment of the act.

Elizabeth slowly eased me down onto the bulbous head.

I felt my hole expand and take it.

It was so tight, but I was surprised how well I took it. I’d had a little bit of dildo and butt plug training with Sara, but this was next level.

Gradually, Elizabeth began to lift me up and down on the cock, showing off her immense strength and of course my total suitability to be a sissy boy cock rider

“Look at his face, he loves it,” Mrs Williams said as she grabbed my cheeks and made me look her in the eye. “Pure lust for big willies!”

“Of course, now it’s time for us to let him do the work,” Elizabeth said.

Elizabeth eased me fully down on the dildo and took a seat with Mrs Williams on the sofa and Sara continuing to record.

I supported myself with my hands on the floor and the dildo deep inside of me. I gently rocked my bottom around in a circular motion before slowly beginning to ride the dildo up and down.

“Congratulations, sissy!” Elizabeth said. “You are showing us what a good little slut you are, well done. Now here’s your treat…”

With that, Elizabeth pulled a small electronic device out of her handbag. She gave Sara and Mrs Williams a knowing look and giggled as she pressed a button on it.

Suddenly I could feel vibrations flying up through the dildo and straight into my ass. I let out a load, highly feminine moan of ecstasy.

Mrs Williams clapped and looked delighted, along with the other two.

“Elizabeth, this is magnificent!” She said. “Enjoy it little boy, ride the cock, get yourself off for us!”

I needed no further instruction and began to ride the cock like a hungry slut. In between rides I was frantically grabbing my nipples, pulling and twisting.

I was in complete ecstasy riding this vibrating cock.

I could feel my dick on the verge of exploding and increased my speed, up and down, up and down.

Elizabeth must have noticed because the vibration strength went up beyond recognition and within seconds I was spurting my hot cum all over myself, making a total exhibition of myself with my orgasmic moaning.

Spent, I collapsed forwards and found myself lying face first, bottom in the air – a bottom with a huge black dildo inside it, covered in my own sissy juice.

“Well, you have excelled yourself,” Elizabeth said. “But all this does is make me think that you have more potential to push yourself further as our little object of fun. And with that comes greater responsibility, greater commitment required, greater discipline. So don’t think for a moment it gets easier for you my little beta boy. Your journey is only just beginning.”

I believed every word she was saying.

Looking up at the magnificent women in front of me I could only watch in awe as they stood up and began to strip naked, their phenomenal, strong, curvy bodies on display.

“Follow us, bitch,” Sara said. “Your evening is only just beginning…”

Elizabeth and Mrs Williams began to walk out of the living room, closely followed by Sara, and into the bedroom, their bottoms swaying and jiggling in unison.

Spent or not, I would have to l get my head back into this game if I wanted to avoid more punishment.

Who was I kidding, I was getting more punishment no matter how well I performed!

This was my life now, and even with the humiliation and degradation, I just loved it.
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-PREVIEW-

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

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

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

Wrong.

Busted!

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

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

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

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

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

But what were their motives?

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

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

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

I kind of felt dizzy?

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

Oh no.

Oh no.

Oh no.

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

I couldn’t believe it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh God.

What the hell-

What was I meant to-

I couldn’t possibly… could I…

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

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

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

“Y-y-y—yes,” I stuttered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

It looked like I was pleasing them.

But what did that mean for me going forwards?

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

Stella and Jen began laughing.

Wicked, dominant, mocking laughter.

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

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

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

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

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

I couldn’t believe what I was saying.

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

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

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

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

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

I knew this would only end one way.

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

-END OF PREVIEW-

SISSY CAPTURED! – BUY HERE
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