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-To Come-

My task here was simple, or it was in theory.

I had been told in no uncertain terms that I would be giving an impromptu fashion show of the store’s latest panty range for Alex, Jennifer, and Sophia.

I was to use the corridor outside of the changing rooms as my runway and I was to put on my best sissy walk up and down like I was on a catwalk in New York fashion week.

This was the kind of thing I was forced into doing at Annabelle’s house, but in a large store?

This was another level of sissy behaviour and I felt nervous, partly from the embarrassment of doing it in front of Alex, clearly a woman after Jennifer’s dominant nature, but also in a public place!

Not wanting to take too long and face any punishment for tardiness, I quickly stripped naked. I looked at myself in the mirror as I picked up the first pair of panties. My body, a real beta wimp body that no dominant Goddess would ever be interested in sexually, had slimmed down further, but my ass was a bit perkier, bouncier, due to the high squat plan I had been put on.

Annabelle had ordered Jennifer to ensure that I completed my thousand squats over the course of the day – it was her goal that I developed the perfect sissy ass that would really show me at my best in panties.

But best for who?

Her and her friends, or the alpha businessmen and investors she had been referring to?

I’ll be honest, the thought began to turn me on and I ran my hand over my stiffening sissy clitty as I watched it rise in the full length mirror.

I snapped out of it as quickly as I could.

I pulled the panties up over my thighs and my twitching dick. It was a pair from the store’s sexy seasonal range; bright blue, lots of frills, and a cute little fluffy bow at the back. It was perfect for any sissy, that was for sure.

I took a deep breath and walked out.

There were ironic cheers from the three women as I approached them and did a turn.

“Look at his stupid feminine ass jiggle! It’s all the sissy squats he does!” Jennifer said, loudly for my benefit, to her companions.             

“I know a few of the big men in the store room who would love a squeeze on that!” Alex replied, laughing.

“Damn, girl,” Sophia said, “We’ll have to get them in here and see what they think of this little slut!”

“Excellent idea,” said Jennifer. “Can you call them on your intercom?”

Oh no, this was not good. As I changed quickly in the changing room in to the next pair of panties, I could only hope that Jennifer was teasing me, that Alex wouldn’t be calling a group of burly store room workers in to watch my jiggle and sissy spin my way down the runway.

I did a few more walks up and down the catwalk, each time the panties got skimpier, more scandalous, sluttier. The women approved, laughing, calling out insults, grabbing me as I turned to walk back up to the changing room.

Now however it was time for the final. I knew I had to make this one a good one. As well as I thought I had done, I knew that unless I pushed this one to the extreme I would be in line for some serious punishment.

Who was I kidding? I was in for punishment either way, but if I let Jennifer down I knew it would be even worse.

I put on the final lingerie that had been left for me.

It was miniscule, absolutely tiny.

It was lurid neon, something a real slut would wear.

I put it on and it left absolutely nothing to the imagination…

-END OF PREVIEW-


CHAPTER ONE

After what had happened at Crystal Cove Beach, possibly – no definitely – the most public humiliation of my life, either as a sissy or otherwise, I had been informed by Madame Jennifer that Madame Annabelle would be returning.

Well, slight change of plan.

Annabelle would indeed be returning, but not for another few days due to an unexpected hold up in a business deal that would apparently increase her net worth by a staggering amount. Jennifer had told me that we would be continuing as normal, with me serving her and working on my craft as a subservient sissy boy.

“I’m going out for the day now, sissy,” She said, “But I will be back this evening with a couple of friends. We’re going to have your first sissy slut sleepover!”

I didn’t know how to react to this.

I’d been publicly humiliated, exposed and spanked in front of her friends on the beach, fondled and groped by total strangers, their hands running all over my sissy body.

But having people stay over the night seemed a new level.

It certainly opened up possibilities I hadn’t experienced so far in my journey.

“I see the prospect has you thinking,” Jennifer quite accurately observed.

“Well, you should prepare the house, get it nice and tidy, and you should also make sure you yourself are ready for what will be an evening of pure entertainment for my friends and I. Whether or not you find it entertaining is quite another thing, but we shall see.”

With that, Jennifer walked out of the cinema room and as I heard the front door close, I pondered what on earth she could have meant.

Well, I couldn’t spend too long thinking about it as I knew I had to get the house in shape before she returned.

I put on my Sissy Chores clothes. Still feminine, still panties, but more practical. A snug grey thong, of course cut high on the hips. With it the accompanying grey sports bra. I wore a pair of comfortable sneakers with little white pop socks on my feet.

As I began my chores, my mind wandered, as it always does.

You see I had recently been really struggling with the internet at the beach house. I needed a service that was fast, reliable, and capable of retaining its speed in a busy household where multiple devices were often in use.

Not all of my work for Annabelle and latterly Jennifer was related to feminization, some of it was more mundane, and I guess this was an example.

I attempted to disconnect my tablet and reconnect, but all this did was cause further delays to getting online and listening to the latest episode of whichever podcast it was I was going to listen to as I ensured the house was of the correct standard.

It finally did reconnect after what seemed like an age, although in reality it was probably less than ninety seconds, and I thought that enough was enough, I was going to take the matter into my own hands and find a new provider and be done with this pain in the ass.

After some rudimentary research I saw that there was a new service in town, one that was economical, reliable (or so they said), and provided super high speeds.

Sounds too good to be true?

Well, apparently it wasn’t.

The thing is, it was a rebranding due to a merger of two of the previous giants of internet providers.

I won’t bore you with all the technical details, and I’ll be honest I’m not even sure I could successfully remember them all myself at this juncture, but it was a perfect marriage of physical cables and tech innovation.

I was promised the new service would be up and running within an hour, and this sounded great to me. I was very impressed by the customer service and the price sounded right. I had been granted access to the basic bank information as I would often need it when doing chores and such like.

Of course, the real money I had no access to, a sissy like me couldn’t be trusted with alpha responsibilities like that!

But what about my podcast?

Or general surfing in the meantime?

Well that was easy, I’d simply use my data, of which I had unlimited levels thanks to the plan that I had been put on.

I listened in the end to a movie podcast that I really enjoyed. I figured I would use it as inspiration for choosing a sleepover movie playlist, having been instructed by Jennifer to have some viewing entertainment in place.

The podcast was kind of highbrow discussion of pop culture movies, in the main, and I enjoyed the detail with which the presenters went into describing the movies that they would be discussing that episode. There was always a theme to each episode and I liked the vibe of the show.

Maybe it was in the top five of my favourite podcasts, possibly even the top three.

Towards the end of the podcast I found that I had completed almost all of the cleaning work. Now was the time to check the fridge for snacks, and also the large walk in food pantry.

Oh yes, there were a nice selection of chips and dips on offer, plus some fine dark chocolate, and of course, how could a movie night sleepover be without… popcorn!

Yes, before you wonder, we had sweet, salty, and a sweet salty hybrid mix all in stock, just to cover all tastes and tongues.

Me?

I liked the salty flavour popcorn.

Make of that what you will!

Standing in the pantry, which was probably bigger than the studio apartment I would have been able to afford if I lived in a big city like New York, I felt a sense of gratitude to Madame Annabelle for taking me under her wing and allowing me to live so well.

This beach house really was spectacular, and so elegantly designed and maintained.

Even if it wasn’t the threat of butt-plug spanking humiliation, I would want to keep it as tidy as possible, I thought.

So now it was time to get the movie playlist selected.

I wanted to offer a broad choice that was still within the parameters of what had been requested. I was thinking mainly classics 80s and 90s films that offered a good balance of auteur vision, camp humour, period style, and high entertainment factor.

It helped that I was an absolute, bona fide expert on the era having studied it for a single semester on my Liberal Arts degree. I would put in some John Hughes, a little bit of course of the Brat Pack pantheon of classics, the original Buffy The Vampire Slayer movie – this would then segue into Teen Wolf, the less heralded but still cult classic Teen Wolf 2, some Clueless, maybe The Craft, and then some Paul Veerhoven action, Starship Troopers and Showgirls.

It felt like a very well put together selection that covered all the bases.

I knew my movies, no one could deny it.

I only hope that my tastes were appreciated.

I looked around and realised that I had missed a patch with my hoovering. I placed the tv remote on the large comfy corner sofa – that, ironically, had two corners, it was kind of a U shape, easily large enough to fit eight people on comfortably.

Perfect for a movie night.

I plugged the hoover back in, a top of the range model that actually made hoovering a pleasant task, believe it or not, and quickly manoeuvred it over the affected area. Like I expected, it easily lifted the remaining dirt.

I switched the hoover off and surveyed the room.

I had done a good job, of that I was confident.

I heard the phone ringing in the kitchen but to be quite honest couldn’t be bothered to walk in and answer it.

After all, it would probably no doubt be some kind of telemarketing service, trying to get me to sign up to some kind of new insurance plan or making some kind of accident claim or some such scheme.

Now even if I was the man of the house, which of course I certainly wasn’t!, there was no way I would get involved with something like that.

I was actually just a bit tired from all my hard work.

I let the phone ring out and took a seat on the large sofa and switched the TV on and casually flipped around the channels, just taking a breather and getting some relaxation in.

The thing is, even though tonight was meant to be a fun sleepover, I just had a kind of feeling – and no without good reason – that it may not be all that relaxing for me.


CHAPTER TWO

Madame Jennifer shouted up for me. She was downstairs and had just come off the phone with Madame Annabelle. I had tried to make out what was being said but also was careful to not be caught doing so as eves dropping would not go down well with either of them.

It was very important that I knew my role as a beta male – important conversations did not concern a bimbo like me, I was here to do and serve as I was told.

Truthfully, this thought not only relaxed me, it also excited me.

I had to be careful not to get too excited however as I finished changing into my outfit for the evening ahead.

As it was a sleepover, Jennifer had decided that I would be wearing a highly feminine, sensual cropped pyjama set. In other words, tight pink satin trousers that were tight around my sissy ass, and a very small matching pink satin button up top that was short around my midriff, revealing my smooth, shaved chest.

Oh, and of course, underneath the pyjama bottoms I had been given a pair of absolutely tiny panties that were designed to keep any unwanted stiffness under control.

When I say tiny panties, I mean they were ridiculously small.

Apart from the front piece of material, that was so small it struggled to keep even my tiny dick inside, there were two strings that connected to a virtually non-existent back.

If you didn’t know I was wearing anything underneath the bottoms, I don’t think it would be possible to tell.

“I won’t tell you again, sissy, get down here!” Jennifer called out, her voice authoritative and a little bit impatient. 

I finished checking myself out in the mirror and left my room to take the stairs down to the ground floor.

I couldn’t deny it, I was feeling a whole range of emotions. Part of me was incredibly turned on by the prospect of my first sissy sleepover, the thought of several women, all in the mould of Jennifer, having fun at my expense, ridiculing me, punishing me if I took a step wrong, and who knows what else, was a major cause for excitement.

But on the other hand I was also petrified by the idea.

What if I wasn’t able to please them?

What if their plans for me pushed me too far, tried to make me do something I just wasn’t ready for?

There was also the unknown factor. As I hadn’t experienced an overnight situation, I had no real idea what to expect, what the possibilities truly were.

I would soon find out.

Just as I was letting my mind run away from me, I remembered Jennifer’s impatient tone of voice and got down the stairs in double quick time.

“Well I thought you had got lost,” Jennifer said. “I hope this isn’t going to be the precedent for the evening?”

“No, Madame,” I said, “I will be ready and waiting to serve as promptly as is required.”

“Oh, sissy, you sound very nervous!” Jennifer laughed. “Perhaps you need a bit of a warm up, just to shake out the nerves?”

What did she mean? I half suspected that Jennifer would put me over her lap right there and spank me not only for my slowness, but also for my nerves.

“Anything you wish, Madame,” I replied, hoping that my quick response and respectful, subservient tone would find favour with her.

“Good. Well, I’m not going to punish you,” She declared. “You need to relax, you need to be in full on slutty sissy mode ready for when the ladies arrive. Okay, here’s what we’re going to do. You are going to answer the door to the caterers, they should be here any minute, and you are going to take them through to the lounge room where they will leave the food.”

“But, I’m wearing pyjamas… women’s pyjamas!” I said, immediately realising that this was the whole point.

“Exactly! That’s exactly the idea you stupid little slut,” Jennifer declared.

Well, the caterers did arrive, and I answered the door to them wearing my tight, feminine, pink satin pyjamas. I could sense the women caterers giggling, staring, rolling their eyes at how pathetic I was. Now the male members of the catering team, I certainly felt their eyes burning a hole in me, especially as I walked in front of them, my sissy ass wiggling in the bottoms.

As I brushed past one of them, a very muscular man in his early thirties, I felt his crotch bump into lower back. For a split second I felt him grind into me a little.

This made my entire body quiver and I quickly excited and showed the catering team out of the house.

“Well, I saw that, don’t think I didn’t,” Jennifer said. “So tell me, did you lie it when the big strong man rubbed his bulge against your sissy boi body?”

“Yes, I said, “It made my sissy clitty tingle.”

It was so humiliating and degrading to talk like this, but I knew which words I could use for my erection and if I didn’t stick to them I would get punished – and it was way too early to face a punishment.

“Well tell me then, do you feel ready to be the perfect sissy?” Jennifer continued, “Because if a big hard cock makes you tingle then there is no way you are a real man, you must be a true cock hungry sissy?”

“Y-y-y-yes,” I said, my voice wavering, “I am a… cock hungry sissy. Thank you, this has helped me very much.”

“Excellent, now give me a twirl, then drop to all fours and shake that sissy booty for me!” Jennifer laughed, knowing full well that she had me in the palm of her hand.

I dropped down and popped my booty, much to her amusement. I felt my cock harden further, I kind of wanted the big strong caterer to witness this. I couldn’t help but say it out loud.

“Yes, reveal yourself to me, slut,” Jennifer laughed. “Who knows, maybe you will get a chance later? But for now, I hear the doorbell. Looks like the ladies are here!”


CHAPTER THREE

I walked to the door, the sound of loud and excited women was quite apparent – and I felt nervous. The feeling hit me like a sledgehammer and I turned nervously. I was met with a stern, no-bullshit look from Jennifer.

She would not tolerate being embarrassed by an underperforming sissy this evening, and had spelled that out to me when she brought up an image on her phone of a quite monstrous black dildo; Make no mistake, she had said, if you don’t do your job this evening, this thing will be going right up into your sissy fag ass… whether you’ve got lube on or not. This was enough of a warning for me.

I took a deep breath.

I opened the door and as I had been instructed, made my formal introduction to the women:

“Good evening, ladies,” I said. “You have been invited to Madame Jennifer’s Weekend Sleepover and I will be your sissy slave for the night. Please feel free to address me as you please, instruct me to your exact specification, use me any which way that meets your requirements.”

With that, I got on my knees and waved the ladies in.

Each one walked past me, a couple patting me on the head.

I had been told to keep my head down, show respect for the superior women and not get in their bad books. But of course I couldn’t help take a sneaky look.

They were all, to put it mildly, absolutely magnificent looking.

Dressed in smart casual wear of tight leggings and tight fitted t-shirts (all the top level fashion brands of course), they had figures to die for.

It was like having ten Madame Jennifer’s in the room!

Each one was different though. Some had the perfect sporty bubble butt that you just know does at least a thousand squats a day and a load of HIT training to go with it.

Others had larger booties, one lady in particular had a striking resemblance to Serena Williams. I watched as her large butt cheeks jiggled and clapped underneath her shiny, white lycra leggings.

I knew I had to check myself, and fast, otherwise I would get rumbled for drooling after them.

I couldn’t deal with the prospect of getting punished, no doubt in a most humiliating way, this early in the proceedings.

“Sissy!” Annabelle shouted, “Where are our drinks you stupid little slut?”

Damn, the champagne! I was meant to have it ready. I crawled on all fours as fast as I could to the kitchen, much to the laughter of the women.

Was this setting the tone for the night?

I had a sinking sensation it might be.

The night continued in a similar vein. I was routinely bossed around, made to complete menial tasks, and insulted. How about this a list of insults off the top of my head:

Bimbo

Bitch boi

Beta loser

Tiny dick

Wimp

Pathetic sissy bitch

Yeah, and there were more, as I am sure you could imagine.

Jennifer and the women had grown bored of taunting me however and had decided I would have to put on a show for them.

“Sissy, you have exactly two minutes to get out of those pyjamas and return in the sluttiest get-up you can manage,” Jennifer declared. “When you return we will be expecting you to do a little dance for us, and it better be the most degrading, cheap, tacky, slutty dance you – or we – can imagine. Anything less and we’ll have you sucking off the security guard who patrols the neighbourhood!”

This caused all manner of a ruckus and merriment in the room. The ladies, who had downed a fair share of champagne, had gotten quite rowdy, and any sense of decorum had long gone.

Sophia, the Serena Williams lookalike, offered to help me get ready.

“Just to make sure you get it full on slut level, I’m going to come with you, bitch,” She declared, to the cheers of the others.

“Wait, why don’t we all take him? Come on, grab him!” Cried out Susan, a woman in her late thirties who was five ten, five eleven, a top level TV executive, and had a body that you could see the full effects of her three hundred dollar an hour personal trainer.

“So be it!” Laughed Jennifer.

Before I had a chance to move, I was grabbed all over by the women and suddenly found myself horizontal, staring up at the gan of women as they grabbed and pulled at me as they took me up the flight of stairs to the special Sissy Closet that had been converted from one of the many spare guestrooms.

As I was dragged into the room and thrown on the fluffy rug, the women walked over me and began to pick out what I should wear.

Every kind of panty, thong, camisole, bra, suspender, pantyhose was flung at me amongst the hubbub of the women excited by the opportunity to feminize me to the absolute maximum.

“Now ladies, remember we want him as slutty as possible!” Jennifer stated, calm but also enjoying the high spirits that the moment of spontaneity had created.

“What about this pair?” Sophia said, holding up a pair of pink panties that had tie-up sides and a frilly waistband that cut straight into a tiny thong back.

Everyone looked at me, squirming, stripped naked on the floor with my cock sticking up, pumping, hard, ready to explode.

“Well clearly sissy cumslut approves!” Jennifer said. “Go on, sissy, get into them and show us how depraved and cock hungry you are!”

I did as I was told, pulling the panties up over my legs and onto my cock. The feel of the smooth, fresh panties on my throbbing dick nearly pushed me over the edge.

I realised I didn’t have long before I made a sissy mess everywhere but knew full well that I would be expected to put on a show. I began to gyrate and rub my hands over my body, pulling on my nipples, stretching them up to my mouth.

The women were all clapping and cheering.

I turned and bent over, rubbing my fingers around the string which only barely covered my puckered, excited hole.

Then I felt myself being flung down over the soft velvet sofa. Sophia grabbed my hips and raised my ass, ripped the thong off and spread my cheeks, spitting violently on my ass.

“Get it in him!” Came the cry from the women, in unison.

Then I felt it, a long, hard, dildo being eased into my tiny sissy beta boi ass. I let out a groan, then a moan, then another moan.

I couldn’t deny it any longer, I was enjoying this.

“Yes! Yes! Beg for it sissy! Imagine it is a real big black cock!” Sophia demanded, much to the approval of the women, and most notably Jennifer.

“Please, oooh, please give me that big hard black cock!” I pleaded, not even pretending just to please her. “Fill me with hard, real alpha dick, give me a sissygasm! Oooooooooh, yessssssssss!”

To loud cheers from the room, I found myself bucking away on the dildo, pushing back, working my little feminized ass on a big black cock, cumming hot sissy cum all over the sofa.

Finally, when I was spent, I was given a round of applause and told I had ten minutes to compose myself before service would resume for the evening.

“We’re going down to put one of the movies you chose for us on. How about Showgirls? I think he could practice his slutty moves while we watch it with him?”

The women agreed and left me to recover as they walked down the stairs and into the cinema room. I was exhausted and completely spent. I couldn’t believe what had happened.

I also knew that I could never go back from this moment, this was an epic step forwards in my journey as a sissy slut.

CHAPTER FOUR

The rest of the evening went as I expected: several spankings, constant humiliations, lots of deeply sissified behaviour as we watched Showgirls – including one especially humiliating moment, recorded on several of the ladies’ phones, that involved me gagging on a banana while each of the women took it in turns to simulate taking me from behind.

I could feel the wetness of their pussies on me as they did this and it wasn’t long before I was on my back, my face and tongue acting as a pleasure spot for them as one by one they took their turn at riding me until the climaxed.

Each one seemed to take a specific delight in grinding and riding my face.

Some pushed down hard, others seemed to hover and tease.

Both styles were equally punishing and thrilling.

Of course, I was forced into cumming again.

I say forced, it was never that far away from happening naturally.

As the women retired to their guestrooms for the evening, Jennifer told me to wait back with her.

“So, sissy,” She said, “You did well tonight, very well. Now, I’ve had a word with Sophia and she might be popping in to see you at some point, so be prepared to serve her well. How does that sound?”

“It sounds… perfect,” I said, trembling but excited by the possibilities.

“Excellent,” Jennifer said, patting me on my bottom, “Now, time for you to get to work on my ass and my pussy with that tired little tongue of yours…”

“Yes, Madame,” I said, as I lay down dutifully on the sofa and got ready for my Goddess.

There was still life in this sleepover yet…


CHAPTER FIVE

The next day, I pulled my car into the supermarket carpark and found a convenient spot not too far from the entrance. Okay, unpopular opinion time but I always kinda resented all the parent and child reserved spots.

I mean, a kid can walk!

Okay, so maybe a couple of spots for a parent with a baby is reasonable, but a mom (or dad!) and their twelve year old kid don’t have to be close to the store as a matter of necessity, do they?

Absolutely ridiculous if you ask me.

Well, it grinds my gears that’s for sure, but ultimately I suppose it’s not worth getting wound up about in the longer scheme of things.

So as I say, I parked my car in a decent spot and shut the engine off.

It was a luxurious car, a 2017 model Mercedes coupe. Really comfortable but with a lot of kick in it too. It certainly drew a lot of glances, probably in no part down to the shocking neon pink colour.

Yes, it was a bit humiliating being seen stepping out of it, I guess some people could in theory have thought I was driving my wife or girlfriend’s car, but it was also a definite clue.

If someone put two and two together, it would be an easy situation to work out.

Anyway, I digress. I got out of the car and took a couple of shopping bags, reusable of course, out of the trunk and walked into the shop.

It was a large store, a flagship opening that had recently had a revamp too. This meant that the store was full of eager promotional staff, offering free samples and many different kinds of offers.

Sounds good right?

Well, maybe but also maybe not.

Sometimes I think offers are actually counterproductive and end up costing the customer more money than they had planned to spend.

Well, it was a good job for me that I had a very clear list that I was not permitted to diverge from. Thing was, I was a sucker for a deal or a limited period offer.

Even if I didn’t really need the product on offer, I would always somehow end up getting sucked in. perhaps it was down to my personality, but I was easily swayed and won over by a smooth talking sales man or woman.

Before you know it I’d be buying a multipack of chips having previously sworn off them for their negative nutritional value.

So, back to the store.

It was full of customers, so I figured that I would be able to slip around the store without being bothered by the promo staff who were no doubt on some kinds of bonus scheme depending on how many of their samples they could shift or reduced rate offer goods they could move on to gullible and unsuspecting consumers like me. well, maybe I’m being a little harsh there. After all, they were just doing their job and I was an adult with his own mind, fully capable of making decisions.

I walked to the snacks aisle and picked the snacks I had on my list and placed them in the cart. Unfortunately for me I had selected a terrible shopping cart, as I often did. It had one of the janky wheels that keeps spinning as you try and push.

Maybe it’s not such a big deal but it makes getting around the store a real pain in the ass, particularly when the store is busy and space to manoeuvre is limited, certainly more so than it would be during a quiet time of day.

I briefly considered taking the cart back and trading it for another one.

Was this madness?

It would cost time in the short run, but would it ultimately save time by making the rest of the shop significantly quicker?

In the end, I decided to stick with the poorly functioning cart and just grin and bare it, after all – what was the worst that could happen?

I pushed the cart up the aisle and round the corner to the alcohol aisle where I selected the listed champagne and bottles of beer that had been jotted down in clear and precise hand writing. 

I stopped what I was doing for a moment because I thought I heard a song being played on the store sound system – and not just any song, but a song that I used to love back in the days. It wasn’t that song, but something contemporary that sounded very similar.

It got me thinking about how people are always talking about how derivative modern music, and creative arts in general, is compared to how it used to be in the famed Good Ole Days.

To me, I always called BS on this.

If you look back to any period in history they were always being influenced by those that came before them.

Name a genre, go on I dare you.

Name a genre or artist and then have a think whether he or she could truly claim to have totally come up with something that had zero influences from elsewhere in it.

It just doesn’t happen.

And here’s the thing, I don’t even think there’s anything wrong with that.

It is human nature is it not?

Of course, there does exist rip offs and derivative music, but I would say so what?

If it’s bad, it’s bad.

No one if forcing you to listen are they?

Unless of course you have been taken against your will and placed in an internment detention centre and subjected to special ops tactics in order to force you to confess to something you may or may not have done or have knowledge of.

I joke of course, and I do think that more or less any subject has a degree of humour to it, if the comedian has the skill to deliver an intelligent take on the topic.

And no, I am not comparing myself to a latter day Bill Hicks!

I like to see the humour, maybe crack wise on the subject, but that’s where my ambitions stop.

Well, as I say, the store wasn’t playing the jam I remembered from my college days, but it was a fun, throwaway track that I could appreciate to some degree. I tried to stay up to date with current music as much as I could, but often found it all too easy to slip back to the tracks I knew and loved.

So much for progress eh?

Well, when I did manage to listen to new choice cuts, I always kept an open mind and was more than happy to be pleasantly intrigued by a new genre. I had recently in fact discovered Grime music, a genre sub-division of rap that originated in the UK.

It was very urban, very aggressive, and I must admit to feeling a thrill as I listened to it, or especially if I sought out a music video on YouTube to put some faces to the rapping voices.

I wouldn’t say that Grime would ever be my number one go to after a long day, it was far too pumped up for that, but on certain occasions, perhaps when cleaning in a hurry, or doing another chore, I would say that you could do a lot worse than checking it out and seeing how you feel about it!

My main bag back in college was indie rock, which to this day I still enjoyed a lot. I could easily stick on one of my playlists and it would take me on a journey of emotions, memories, moments, feelings that ranged the full gamut of emotions.

Not all of my indie groups have aged as well as others, but this was natural and inevitable and I didn’t spend too much time worrying over it, after all tastes do change too and who is to say that the groups I did still enjoy would be universally loved by others?

You see, I made a point of not being a music snob, or ‘Muso’ as they are known, because as easily as I could mock one person’s tastes, another could turn around and do the same to me.

This is what I found humorous about the movie High Fidelity, the lack of self-awareness from the jerkwads who worked in the record store was typical of their class.

I mean, don’t get me wrong, it is a good movie overall and I think I heard the book version is also good, but I guess I couldn’t quite get my brain around how irritating and superior they acted. I would never dream of attacking someone because they didn’t remember a record title or band tour date.

That level of obsession to detail is a bit sad if you ask me.

Which you didn’t, of course!

I really am rambling now.

It was at this moment that I tuned away from the music and made my way over to the pharmacy counter and picked up the vitamins and training supplements.

Nothing chemical, all organic produce.

And the prices matched too!

There is no way I could have afforded this level of outlay, but that is the rub of life I guess.

You have to either accept your situation or work a way out of it.

Me, I was happy with how things were going (in the main, all though the painful moments I could live without!) but knew that I couldn’t let my standards slip, not for one moment.

I walked from the pharmacy counter and picked up the remaining items on the list and made my way to the self-serve scanner before suddenly remembering there was one more item I had to pick up.

My face flushed, my heart raced.

I didn’t want to do it, but I knew I had no choice.

I walked up to the check out of the clothes section, my face totally red from the embarrassment. I placed the panties on the counter top.

Three pairs, let me tell you about them.

Pair one: white, basic high cut thong.

Pair two: black, see through mesh, half thong at the back.

Pair three: green, lacy see through, tiny thong back.

The woman at the checkout stared back at me and smiled.

“On a shopping trip for your wife, girlfriend… or yourself?” She asked, knowing the answer full well I suspected.

I don’t know what came over me, it would have been so easy to lie.

But, I had promised Madame Jennifer, and Madame Annabelle who was attending via live video chat, that I would answer honestly if anyone asked.

“Y-y-yes, these are for me,” I mumbled, “I wear women’s panties because I am a sissy.”

I was stunned at how the words flowed out, I was totally exposed and humiliated in front of this total stranger but somehow it felt good.

“I am a sissy beta who wears panties because I do not deserve to wear proper alpha male underwear,” I continued.

The woman looked back at me, her eyes had lit up.

She was clearly loving this, and there was absolutely no mistaking that. She was incredibly attractive, it must be said.

She must have been in her late thirties, but very healthy and vibrant looking. Her uniform of white blouse and tight blue trousers actually looked very sexy on her, it was a tight cut that emphasized her large breasts, shapely thighs, and protruding, strong ass. Her lips were cherry red and plump, her hair was cut shoulder length, clearly at a good salon, and in shiny, healthy condition.

This was the kind of woman I would go for, were I not a complete and utter beta loser, sissy boy.

It was then that I knew I had to continue with the arrangement.

There was no way out of it.

I had been given the instructions by Annabelle and Jennifer. Jennifer had even brought Sophia along with her to be a part of the experience.

Sophia, if you remember, was the Serena Williams lookalike goddess from the Sissy Sleepover – and she was in the supermarket with Jennifer, shopping in the deli section. They would be over in a minute to check that I had owned up to being a sissy, and if they found out I hadn’t followed up on the remaining part of the instruction, then I didn’t dare to think what would happen to me.

“Madame,” I said to the lady behind the checkout. “Would you consider assisting me, alongside my Madame and her esteemed friend, in trying out the panties to see if they are sissy enough for me? Your assistance would be greatly appreciated.”

I could tell the woman, Alex, was momentarily taken aback.

But then it happened.

A wicked grin came over her face, I could see her nipples visibly stiffen through her thin blouse, and she confirmed that she would very much like to assist.

“Thank you, Madame Alex,” I said.

Just as I was about to call Jennifer, I turned around and saw her and Sophia approaching the counter.

They both looked like they meant business.

I was marched into the store changing area and pushed into the changing cubicle by Jennifer. Jennifer placed a pile of women’s underwear, bras and panties mainly, on the stool in the corner and promptly walked out.

“You know what we want, you’d better not let us down!” She said, as she walked out.

I could hear the sound of chairs being moved around near the exit to the changing rooms.

Also voices.

It seemed like Jennifer, Sophia and Alex were getting along like a house on fire. This was good, as a happy mistress will usually treat her sissy sub better in my experience.

But it was also a warning sign.

Often a shared connection and increase in positive mood would lead to Jennifer getting mischievous, really letting rip and putting me through the most excruciating humiliations.

My task here was simple, or it was in theory.

I had been told in no uncertain terms that I would be giving an impromptu fashion show of the store’s latest panty range for Alex, Jennifer, and Sophia.

I was to use the corridor outside of the changing rooms as my runway and I was to put on my best sissy walk up and down like I was on a catwalk in New York fashion week.

This was the kind of thing I was forced into doing at Annabelle’s house, but in a large store?

This was another level of sissy behaviour and I felt nervous, partly from the embarrassment of doing it in front of Alex, clearly a woman after Jennifer’s dominant nature, but also in a public place!

Not wanting to take too long and face any punishment for tardiness, I quickly stripped naked. I looked at myself in the mirror as I picked up the first pair of panties. My body, a real beta wimp body that no dominant Goddess would ever be interested in sexually, had slimmed down further, but my ass was a bit perkier, bouncier, due to the high squat plan I had been put on.

Annabelle had ordered Jennifer to ensure that I completed my thousand squats over the course of the day – it was her goal that I developed the perfect sissy ass that would really show me at my best in panties.

But best for who?

Her and her friends, or the alpha businessmen and investors she had been referring to?

I’ll be honest, the thought began to turn me on and I ran my hand over my stiffening sissy clitty as I watched it rise in the full length mirror.

I snapped out of it as quickly as I could.

I pulled the panties up over my thighs and my twitching dick. It was a pair from the store’s sexy seasonal range; bright blue, lots of frills, and a cute little fluffy bow at the back. It was perfect for any sissy, that was for sure.

I took a deep breath and walked out.

There were ironic cheers from the three women as I approached them and did a turn.

“Look at his stupid feminine ass jiggle! It’s all the sissy squats he does!” Jennifer said, loudly for my benefit, to her companions.             

“I know a few of the big men in the store room who would love a squeeze on that!” Alex replied, laughing.

“Damn, girl,” Sophia said, “We’ll have to get them in here and see what they think of this little slut!”

“Excellent idea,” said Jennifer. “Can you call them on your intercom?”

Oh no, this was not good. As I changed quickly in the changing room in to the next pair of panties, I could only hope that Jennifer was teasing me, that Alex wouldn’t be calling a group of burly store room workers in to watch my jiggle and sissy spin my way down the runway.

I did a few more walks up and down the catwalk, each time the panties got skimpier, more scandalous, sluttier. The women approved, laughing, calling out insults, grabbing me as I turned to walk back up to the changing room.

Now however it was time for the final. I knew I had to make this one a good one. As well as I thought I had done, I knew that unless I pushed this one to the extreme I would be in line for some serious punishment.

Who was I kidding? I was in for punishment either way, but if I let Jennifer down I knew it would be even worse.

I put on the final lingerie that had been left for me.

It was miniscule, absolutely tiny.

It was lurid neon, something a real slut would wear.

I put it on and it left absolutely nothing to the imagination. Even though I was getting used to the sissy situation I had found myself in, first with Annabelle and now with Jennifer, this totally degrading underwear was a step further. It looked like the kind of thing a porn star would wear, the kind of porn star who is involved in the most degrading bukkake scenes, or finds herself getting blacked by the biggest, strongest, black alphas out there.

I felt myself quiver and without thinking ran my hands over my body, and over the tiny thong front.

Honestly, I could have cum right there.

But I knew better. Too many times I had cum without permission and faced the harsh reality of a spanking over a strict lady’s lap.

But, back to the situation.

I was ready to walk out.

I began to stride down to runway, I really put everything I could into swaying my hips, seductively pulling on my nipples like a dirty pole dancer.

As I reached the bottom of the runway, right in front of Jennifer, Sophia, and Alex, I got on all fours and began to twerk my sissy booty, much to their delight.

“Woo! You go sissy!” Alex shouted, rocking her head back and laughing.

“Damn, girl, pop that booty! Make it clap for us!” Added, Sophia, who I couldn’t help but notice had popped open the buttons on her sheer blouse to reveal her substantial breasts jiggling around in her bra.

I continued to work my booty, before turning on to my back and doing some groin thrusts upwards, really pumping my crotch. As I was doing this, I saw out of the corner of my eye something I couldn’t believe.

About seven large men walked in, all wearing warehouse uniforms and all looking like they knew their way around a gym. Big, strong, alpha males. Jennifer hadn’t been teasing me after all, she meant it.

“Don’t you dare stop, you’re just getting started!” Jennifer said, seeing that I had noticed the group of big strong men, absolute physical specimens each one of them. “Look at them while you work that pathetic sissy body for our amusement!”

I knew I would have to do as I was told or risk the consequences. I continued to work my body, alternating poses, shaking my booty, grinding my crotch into the floor, the whole works. The men seemed to enjoy it as much as the women were.

I noticed that Sophia has beckoned one of the larger men over to her chair and she was now sitting on his lap. The thing with Sophia, if you can recall, is that she was a stone cold Serena Williams lookalike. Incredibly feminine, but also highly athletic and powerful.

Well, she looked positively tiny on the lap of this man, he was the kind of massive jock with a sophisticated, rugged edge that didn’t really seem like he worked in the warehouse. Also, it turned out he was the warehouse manager and just couldn’t resist coming up with the other men to take a look at the sissy on show.

“Sophia, how about the sissy boy gives me a personal dance?” He said.

“Yes, I think that could work,” Sophia said, grinning.             

Sophia looked to Jennifer who simply nodded her approval.

What was I expected to do in this situation?

Despite all of my humiliations and going along with them, sometimes enjoying it quite a lot, this was surely a step too far for me to go?

I looked again at Jennifer and realised that my indecision had not impressed her.

Before I had a chance to correct my mistake, Jennifer and Sophia both sprung up from their seats and grabbed me by each arm and began to drag me, with ease it should be said, over to the warehouse manager.

The look on his face was one of pure power, a sophisticated and successful man who was used to getting exactly what he wanted in life. Career, expensive lifestyle, women, this man had it all.

“Maxwell, meet the sissy!” Sophia said.

Maxwell smiled and beckoned me closer. I felt both Jennifer and Sophia let go of my arms. I felt a surge of nerves go through my body and couldn’t help but look him up and down.

Rugged, sophisticated, smart, his large frame looked very masculine underneath his designer suit in the classic business cut. I also couldn’t help notice what appeared to be a substantial bulge in the crotch area of his trousers.

I could have sworn I saw it flex up and down!

I blushed and looked away, before feeling a nudge in my back.

I knew I had no other choice.

I walked over to Maxwell and began to sway in time to the music. I was very nervous at first, not helped perhaps by the laughter from the women watching. But as I began to lose my inhibitions I felt a powerful feeling taking over me. I looked at Maxwell as he licked his lips and spread his legs a little – who knows what needed more room inside his trousers?

Suddenly, I had forgotten about the extremely degrading nature of what I was doing and was shaking and popping my sissy body in the most outrageous and slutty ways imaginable.

I decided to take a risk – but a risk I hoped would impress Jennifer, Sophia, and, of course, Maxwell.

I moved forward and placed myself on his lap.

I began to thrust and grind directly over his enormous bulge and immediately felt like this was a step forward in my transformation into pure sissydom. I enjoyed the feel of his rock hard, and clearly huge cock against my cheeks and tiny sissy dick. I could feel myself getting very excited and this didn’t go unnoticed by Sophia.

“Watch out, Maxwell! You might end up with some sissy clitty squirts over your pants!” Sophia bellowed, loving every minute of this.

Maxwell seemed to take this information on board pretty quickly and came up with his own solution. A solution that it goes without saying did not involve me having any kind of say in the matter. He quickly grabbed me by my slender hips and turned me over so that my sissy booty was up against his crotch and my stiff dicklet was facing downwards towards the floor.

The power in this alpha god was immense and I completely gave up control to him as he pushed and pulled me back and forth on his crotch.

I could feel him pressing my weak body harder and grinding me on him for longer.

Even though this was all for his pleasure, and I was nothing more than his own personal sex toy at this juncture, the experience turned me on so much.

Then it happened.

As I heard him grunting, the feel of his cock through his suit up against my feminine sissy booty, my sissy clit couldn’t take any more and I felt it began to spurt.

My cock had popped out of the tiny thong so everyone was able to see it squirting and splurging its mess all over the floor.

As the assembled crowd cheered and jeered, hurling all manner of insults in my direction, Maxwell continued unaffected until he reached his own crescendo and pumped me so hard it really was as if he was taking me for real.

“Now get on your hand and knees and clean that mess up!” He said, as he put me down on the floor with not much care for me.

“Clean it with your tongue!” Sophia instructed.

I knew this was what was expected in this situation. One of the first things I had learned from Madame Annabelle back at her ski lodge was that a sissy always cleans up her mess, no matter when and where she makes it. I dutifully began to lap up the hot cum that I had exploded onto the floor.

I looked up and saw the men leaving, all laughing, some of them clearly checking out my body, my little clitty still bouncing from what was a truly explosive sissygasm.

What was also noticeable was Sophia, Jennifer and Maxwell still in conversation.

What were they talking about?

As they all turned to look at me I put my head down so as to avoid any punishment for slacking on my cleaning duties. But in terms of what they were discussing, I would soon be finding out exactly what that entailed, and what their plans for me were…


CHAPTER SIX

My training under Jennifer continued – there was no sign of Annabelle returning just yet. Punishment after punishment rained down on me, humiliation after humiliation. But, it wasn’t all bad. I was constantly getting new additions to my sissy wardrobe, being rewarded when I did well, a real mix of carrot and stick approach you could say.

Well, it was Saturday morning and I felt a slight ache in my shoulder. Oh, this really was a heavy bag I was carrying. At least it would get lighter as I gradually offloaded all the flyers as I went from house to house.

I was wearing a pair of white and pink Air Jordans, so comfort was not a problem when it came to the footwear department at least. I figured there must be enough leaflets for a hundred houses, but I had been told that I only had forty minutes to deliver them and make my way back to the house.

That seemed quite difficult to achieve, I really wasn’t overly confident at this stage of proceedings.

At least it wasn’t too hot.

You see, we were in the middle of a heatwave, and I knew as the morning wore on it would build and build, getting hotter by the moment. As it was still very early morning, the temperature was fairly cool, but not cold.

Certainly, it was manageable and not likely to result in me passing out from heat exhaustion at least.

We must always count our blessings, I thought, attempting to convince myself of the upsides of this situation.

The early hour also reduced the risk of me being seen, or confronted about what it was I was delivering, specifically I mean the nature of the leaflets and why it was me, of all people, who was putting them through people’s doors.

Or at least that was my thinking at the time.

Well, I crossed the road, checked the map feature on my smartphone and began walking down Dollar Avenue, arguably the most expensive and exclusive road in the zip code.

The immediate downside of this situation was that each house was enormous, meaning lengthy driveways, security gates, and a substantial walk in between houses. All of this would add significantly to my time out on the street, and given the time limit imposed, plus the increased likelihood of being spotted or confronted as the morning wore on, this really wasn’t the primo situation I wanted to find myself in.

I looked down and saw that one of my laces had come undone.

The weight on my back meant that if I tried to bend down to tie the lace back up I could well collapse, and I really didn’t want that. it crossed my mind to ignore the lace and carry on with it undone.

This of course could have led to me tripping over, and I knew that would be painful and, even worse, could lead to me damaging or dirtying my clothes – and that would not go down well at all. And, hey, I was never one of the cool kids at school who would walk around with their undone laces on display, taunting the teachers, demonstrating a kind of nonchalance that only true rebels can embody.

No, I would have to place my backpack on the floor, do the laces up, then put the backpack back on. It would slow me down initially, but it was the safe option, and I knew it.

With my lace tied and my backpack now safely returned to my straining back, I began to walk down Dollar Avenue.

I looked around at the perfectly manicured sidewalk lawn, the thin trees with their perfect branches.

Man, this was a step up even from Annabelle’s place.

I wondered exactly who lived in a place like this.

I figured it must be celebrities, or investment managers, or perhaps even celebrities married to investment managers!

Hey, you know what I mean – this place was oozing with hard lucre, the kind of big bucks you associate with Hollywood producers.

I heard the sound of a dog barking.

It was a low pitched bark, sounding less like a dog, more like a mythical wolf. Well, given the amount of money in this neighbourhood, who was to say that it wasn’t actually some kind of genetically engineered wolf-dog hybrid.

I’m kidding, of course, but you never know the true extent of what the rich have going on behind closed doors.

Just think of every major conspiracy of the last two hundred (and more) years.

That’s right, it always has the link to the wealthy somewhere there.

Even going back to the Roman Empire, it was the wealthy families who had their hands dipped into every coup, every war move, every new emperor.

Trust me, I’ve spent time studying it.

I did love history at school, too. But the thing with history at school is that you get the highly prescribed, PG13, pro-establishment version. A consequence of this is that history is effectively rewritten from the point of view of the victor, and all other nuance is wiped away as if it never existed in the first place.

Harsh, but true.

This is what definitely happens, so always be aware when you are being spoon fed the latest hot take on current affairs, there will always be an angle, motivated by power and money, being pushed down your throat. It’s a medicine that most definitely is not good for you.

I did notice that there was more room for debate and different angles when I went to college, but by this point the dye had been set, I had kind of fallen out of love with mainstream education, especially history.

Think about it, all college professors usually have books to sell, or narratives to maintain so that they can nail tenure. So that means they are either controversy hounds just looking to sell books or establishment stooges who avoid any kind of investigative work in case it rocks the boat and costs them a cushy twenty five year job in the ivory towers of academia.

That’s my take on it, can you tell I’ve thought about it?

Ironically, it was a teacher who gave me this perspective, many years ago. Ultimately, this professor realised that academia wasn’t for him and went on to pursue his dreams of adventures overseas. I’ve tried looking him up online, but have had zero luck in finding anything at all.

Maybe one day I’ll try again, I might luck out and stumble across a clue.

I’m blabbering on now.  

Well, enough about this, maybe walking down this street was triggering me somehow, being in the presence of this level of wealth stirring up a lot of emotions.

But this wasn’t the time to get too bogged down, I had leaflets to deliver.


CHAPTER SEVEN

So here’s the situation. After what had happened at the store, my total sissy degradation in front of the female and male workers, and Jennifer and Sophia introducing me to Maxwell, it had become clear that they had plans for me to continue my sissy training.

The lap-dance I had given to Maxwell had clearly enhanced my status as a gold star sissy in the making.

In my Skype call with Madame Annabelle, she quizzed and probed me on how it felt shaking and grinding my booty for a big alpha male’s pleasure. I could only reply, despite my complete embarrassment, in the affirmative.

The thing was, it felt really good.

I mean, it was very evident that at the time it felt good, as I made a huge sissy splurge all over the floor as Maxwell man-handled me on his crotch, but even afterwards as I had lay on my bed that night and contemplated what had happened I felt a very strong sense that not only did it turn me on, it was also something that I should be doing, that it was in my nature to act like that, to use my sissy sexuality for the pleasure of men as well as women. 

Of course, as I am sure you can imagine, as I lay there in my bed that night reminiscing and assessing what had happened earlier that day I felt my sissy cock stiffen, harden to maximum levels very quickly.

I knew that if I gave in to temptation and jerked it, I would face punishment in the morning, but the truth was that I didn’t care, I just had to act on my feelings.

When it came to admitting my crime in the morning, which I did in front of not only Madam Jennifer, but Selina, the cleaning lady too, I asked for leniency on the grounds that I was only acting like a true sissy wimp would, impossibly aroused by the thought of a strong, muscular, powerful man dominating me.

Of course, my pleas fell on deaf ears and I was given a thorough spanking that also involved being roundly laughed at and mocked by Selina, who herself too great pleasure in spanking me around each room as I helped her with her morning dust and hoover.

Back to now.

As a result of this progression, Madame Annabelle had decided that I should spend more time with Maxwell, if he agreed. Jennifer agreed, and in a conversation that I heard from my position of on all fours on the floor underneath Jennifer’s feet, it was agreed that Jennifer, Sophia, Maxwell, and I would play a round of golf together at his exclusive members club.

Well, when I say play a round together, what I mean is that they would play, and I would be their caddy.

And when I say caddy, what I mean is sissy slut caddy, dressed in full golf slut costume, ready to serve their needs and whims. The idea behind this was to continue my training, provide me with more public humiliation and exposure, and see how the fit with Maxwell worked.

“You see, sissy,” Jennifer said. “It could be that Maxwell becomes your first proper Bull. Do you know what that is?”

I had an idea, after all a lot of the videos and clips I had looked at online would often reference bulls – big black males who loved to dominate their sexual partners, and often cuckold the wimpy white men and also use their boi pussies and sissy mouths for their pleasure.

I nodded and felt my face flush red as I did.

“Of course you know what that is,” Jennifer had laughed. “Now, if we’re going to do this, I want you really ready to do anything, and I mean anything that Maxwell wants. Tell me, if he asked you to get on your knees, what is the first thing that would cross your mind? And be honest, I’ll know if you’re lying or holding anything back….”

I knew I couldn’t lie to Jennifer, and I also knew that I couldn’t lie to myself. So, I answered as honestly and as fully as I could.

“If Maxwell asked me to get on my knees,” I said, “I would drop down and open my mouth, ready to accept his big, black, powerful cock. I would help him get it out of his pants if he wanted. I would let him rub it over my face, slapping it on my mouth and cheeks to get it as hard as possible. I would feel excited, turned on, completely submissive to be in the presence of an alpha male would was ready and willing to take control of me. I would be totally ready to serve him in an way that he desired. I would want to accept his hot, sticky alpha cum all over my face, body, and in my mouth. I would be ready to take the next step towards becoming a proper sissy.”

As I was saying all this, I could feel myself getting turned on, but I knew better than to try and hide this. I looked at Jennifer and saw that she had noticed my cock bouncing and twitching inside my plain black sports thong.

“Good, good,” I can see that your training has helped to unleash your true sissy self. But, of course, I can see that you also need some corrective treatment just to make sure you don’t have any sissy accidents.”

I then followed her instructions and bent over her lap and took what was a significantly painful fifty hard spanks to my ass. There was no stimulation to my puckered sissy hole for this spanking, and the way she positioned me stopped me from grinding my cock against her legs.

So in other words, it was pure punishment, a stinging reminder that I was only allowed to experience pleasure when I was told, that I was totally subservient to my superiors.

What was in store for me later at the golf course would be full on proof of this.

CHAPTER EIGHT

It was time for me to quit stalling and get myself ready. I had been warned that Maxwell was a complete stickler for time and would not tolerate lateness.

In fact, he always insisted that his employees, and that is what I was categorised as now it would seem, arrived at least fifteen minutes before him wherever he went.

I finished my water and walked into the changing room. I picked a private booth and got changed into my caddy uniform.

Sorry. I mean my Sissy Caddy uniform.

I am sure you can imagine, but this really was a proper sissy ensemble. To start with, and to comply with the stuffy old school rules, I had to wear a pair of pristine white panties, high cut on the hips to emphasise my femininity, with a small back – not a thong exactly, but a rear side that could easily ride up my sissy cheeks if I wasn’t careful, or of course if one of my superiors decided that they wanted this to be the case.

Above that was a scandalously short plaid skirt in a kind of pink and yellow infused tartan pattern. On top I was required to wear a small sports bra, in black, underneath a crips white, and very tight, polo shirt.

I looked like the perfect sissy assistant. I wondered how the other golfers and members of staff at the gold club would react to seeing me, although I had been briefed by Jennifer that there were a lot of slutty caddies, both women and sissies, who operated at this club, so seeing me wouldn’t be that out of the ordinary for them.

Still, I could not help feel nervous.

What if one of the other alpha members wanted to take a closer look at me, maybe lift up my skirt and have a grope all over my crotch, squeeze my cheeks, maybe take out their frustration at having played a poor round earlier? I would have to deal with that when it happened, and anyway, my priority was on impressing Maxwell, and by extension Sophia and Jennifer.

Plus, I knew that Madame Annabelle would be returning from her business trip soon and would want to see exactly how well I was shaping up.

**

I walked onto the green and was a bit shocked to see that Jennifer and Sophia were already there. I quickly felt my shock turn to worry as I saw the disapproving looks on their faces.

“I thought you understood the importance of today,” Jennifer stated, angrily but in control.

“With Maxwell, we always make sure we double down and arrive a full half hour before him,” Sophia said.

I apologised and then, as instructed, presented myself for inspection.

As the two women came close to me and took a good look, lifting up my skirt, running their hands over my body, I couldn’t help but notice that they too were looking rather less dominant than usual.

Sure, they still towered over me but their gold trousers were cropped, and very tight, revealing a pair of killer booties. Their tops too were tight, emphasising both their breasts and their tight, crunch-friendly, waists.

Clearly there was a dynamic at play here that I hadn’t really witnessed before. I’m not saying that they were Maxwell’s bitches, far from it in fact, but it was clear that he was the number one – probably only second to Madame Annabelle, who it later turned out he had had business dealings with in the past.

We waited for a few minutes, the two women delighting in pointing out to me what would happen if I made any mistakes in my caddy etiquette, plus enlightening me on one or two stories from what I could expect back in the clubhouse bar, the famous Nineteenth Hole, if things go a little drunk and disorderly later.

“You won’t be the first sissy bitch to find yourself handling a ton of big hungry cocks in the corner booth!” Jennifer laughed.

“Oh sissy, you’ll love it, Maxwell might even let you lick his ass if you beg him as loud as you can!” Sophia laughed, really enjoying the look of pure terror on my face.

Soon enough, bang on time as expected, Maxwell arrived. He looked magnificent in his smart golf gear. It very much emphasised his large, athletic frame.

But what about his bulge?

Yes, all sissies really want to know about is a big strong alpha bulge when the man is wearing tight sports trousers. Well, you guessed it, it was huge. I almost began to drool right there and then.

“Well, hello,” Maxwell said. “Let’s play!”

What followed was actually a pretty relaxing couple of hours. I made sure I was on point with my caddy duties, and found that Maxwell more or less ignored me as he talked business in between shots. Things took a different turn however when I made the mistake of passing Maxwell the wrong club.

“Bitch, what the hell is this?” He declared, angrily.

I could tell from the look on his face that he really wasn’t impressed and I felt terrified for what he might do. I tried to mumble an apology of some kind but just couldn’t get my words out.

Jennifer stepped in.

“Maxwell, I think what the sissy boi means is that he is sorry, and it wont happen again,” She said. “But…”

“But,” Sophia continued, “Sissy should still be punished for her error! Allow us?”

Maxwell nodded and I found myself being dragged by Sophia and Jennifer over towards the green and the gold cart. I was given a hard and fast spanking, stripped down to just the panties, and as my sissy ass was taking the spanks I felt Jennifer writing something in lipstick on my lower back.

“I’ll leave you to wonder about what I’ve written, slut!” Jennifer roared.

“How about we take him for a tour, Maxwell? See what kind of punishment some of the other members think he should get? Sophia added.

“Sounds, good,” Maxwell said. “Load him up and let’s role.”

What happened next was truly the most humiliating experience of my life. Wearing only a hiked up into my ass thong, I was tied to the back of the golf kart and forced to ride it, totally exposed to anyone and everyone.

As we stopped at each hole, I was roundly mocked, exposed, recorded, pinched, spanked – on my already red hot ass, and had my photo taken in the most humiliating and compromising of positions. Maxwell and the women seemed to be enjoying it, loving how at each new humiliation I clearly had to fight my fears and throw myself into it.

“Sissy, this is actually pretty damn impressive!” Maxwell declared as he watched me pop and twerk my exposed ass on the eighteenth hole, surrounded by a group of middle aged men, all business leaders in the local area, and all more than comfortable with the sight of a feminized sissy boi exposing themselves for the pleasure of others.

“Thank you, sir,” I replied, as I pumped and bounced my crotch onto the smooth and perfectly mowed grass.

“Maxwell old boy,” One of the older men said, “I think your sissy is thirsty and probably hungry too, how about you feed him?”

“Oh yeah,” Another man added, licking his lips, “Why don’t you whip out your big black monster for the slut? I could do with a show!”

With that, Maxwell smiled and walked over towards me, accompanied by both Jennifer and Sophia. The women picked me up and put me on my knees. They crouched next to me and held me in place – not that there was any danger of me running for it, I guess they just wanted to make sure – as Maxwell strode over and stood centimetres away from my face.

He slowly unzipped his trousers and loosened the belt.

Then after some rearranging, he flopped out his cock.

I couldn’t believe it.

It was bigger than I could have imagined, even after having given him a lap dance at the store I wasn’t anticipating this enormous monster.

I quivered as it bounced around in front of my face, already on the way to getting fully erect.

“You like it,” Jennifer said, “Tell me what you want to do now.”

“I want to touch it,” I stammered.

“Yes, and what else?” Sophia added, herself stroking the stiffening black monster.

“I want to help it get hard, I want to kiss it,” I said, nervously, but with a sense of unstoppable excitement at this point.

This was the confirmation they needed. Sophia gripped the cock with her fist and turned it towards me. Jennifer gently, but firmly, moved my head in towards it. I could smell it, almost taste it. I puckered my lips and pressed them against the giant, bulbous dick head.

As soon as I did that I knew the truth.

I was a cock hungry sissy.

I always had been, and I always would be.

I didn’t need anymore encouragement. I soon began to take control, kissing, licking, moving my mouth deeper onto it, working the meat, much to the pleasure of Jennifer and Sophia, Maxwell, not to mention the crowd who had moved in closer.

“That’s it, slut, that’s it, do your job,” Maxwell said.

It was long before he had his hands at the back of my head, working me back and forth, bringing himself close to the edge. Even as a new cock sucker, my natural sissy beta DNA told me that my bull was ready to burst.

Then, just at the right moment, he pulled his dick out and let it gush hot manly cum all over my face.

Instinctively I opened my mouth and let it all fly in.

Maxwell waved his hose like cock around, covering my face, rubbing and pushing it onto my cheeks to drain it fully.

I felt like such a slut, a pure sissy bitch there to take cock and do as she was told. It felt glorious.

“Now, I’ll meet you back at the club house, slut,” Maxwell said. “Don’t be late, and you’d better be ready for more entertainment.”

Maxwell left, along with the other men. On the green , covered in a bull’s alpha semen, I felt incredible. Sophia and Jennifer complemented me on my work, and proceeded to make me eat them out until they came, both sitting on my face and working my tongue.

Once they had finished, they told me that they would be reporting back to Annabelle, and I could expect a reward for completing this part of my task.

“Now, you do know that now you have done this you have sent a signal,” Jennifer said. “You are now a cock hungry sissy slut, but are you ready to be a cumdump sissy beta bitch?”

“Yes, white boi,” Sophia added. “Big black alphas want to work a sissy pussy too, not just their mouth. You’ve had enough dildo training now, but are you ready to take the final step?”

I didn’t even hesitate now, I knew, the taste of Maxwell’s cum in my mouth, the juice of their pussies all over my face, exactly what I was becoming.

“Yes, yes mistresses,” I said, “I am ready to present my ass for cock, ready to get filled up by any man you choose, ready to be used as a bimbo cum deposit.”

The two women laughed, but it was affectionate too. They were happy to have been a part of my training, happy to have taken me on this journey so far. As a reward, they took their panties off, and my thong, and stuffed them in the golf hole.

“Go on sissy,” Jennifer said, “Get on the floor and pump your sissy clitty in there until you make your little sissy cummies. You’ve earned it!”

I didn’t need to be asked twice. I got down, and pumped. It was only a few strokes before I could feel the cum erupting out of my stupid little sissy cocklet.

As I lay there, spent, my mind wandered to the evening ahead and the undoubted levels of sissy debauchery I would be subjected to. This journey was nowhere near being complete, and if anything – it was only going to get more exciting!
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WE JOIN IN CHAPTER FIVE…

CHAPTER FIVE

We spent the next couple of hours relaxing and enjoying a bit of conversation in between my trips over to the beachside café. The staff at the café took great delight in taking a beverage order from a sissy like me. One server, a large African man called Servio slapped my butt-cheeks as I walked past with two ice creams. He laughed and I felt myself blush, kind of angry at the way he felt he could grab a piece of me without asking, but also kind of turned on by the fact he viewed me as nothing more than a plaything that was his to do with as he pleased.

I was in a haze as I walked back to Jennifer and must not have realised but my boner was poking out of the side of my bikini bottom.

“Sissy! What the absolute hell do you think you are doing exposing yourself without my permission!” Annabelle roared.

I apologised profusely but it was no good, she was furious.

She grabbed me, took the ice creams from me and placed them in the cool-box, and put me across her lap.

“Excuse me! Attention please!” She bellowed in a loud and commanding voice that boomed across the length and breadth of the beach.

I turned my head and saw what appeared to be at least twenty people walking towards us from nearby.

I closed my eyes, I couldn’t bare to look.

This was the most public humiliation I had experienced.

I knew it would only get worse from here.

“Right everyone,” Jennifer said. “You may have noticed this little sissy wimp parading around the beach and I am sure you all had a good laugh at him, his jiggling sissy bottom, his pathetic beta male body, his lack of bulge at the front of his bikini. Well, I expect standards from him and for the bimbo to approach me with his pathetic, tiny little sissy clitty poking out of the side is simply not acceptable. Now, he will be punished. Any suggestions on how many spanks I should administer to begin with?”

The crowd laughed and began shouting out numbers for how many spanks they felt I should receive. I noticed people pulling out their cameras and phones, ready to make a record of my punishment.

“At least thirty!” A woman in a very revealing black bikini said. “Then make him do jumping jacks for us!”

“Let me give him twenty when you’re done!” A large, muscular man in small red speedos (with a huge dick print) said, confidently and with a sense of masculinity that was equal parts intimidating and, secretly, a big turn on.

“Make him eat out every ass on the beach!” A woman said, casually stroking the front of her big black husband’s swimming shorts.

I felt my dick hardening again.

I couldn’t help it.

Despite the massively humiliating and degrading nature of the suggestions, I was feeling a surge of excitement that I knew all too well. It was the thought of being treated like a sissy boi object that was getting me going.

I prayed that Madame Jennifer wouldn’t notice.

Of course she did.

“Well, ladies and gentlemen,” She said. “It appears that my sissy seems to quite like some of these suggestions!”

She stood up and hoisted me up off the beach towel. My sissy dick was pushing hard against my bikini but only until Jennifer roughly yanked the bikini down and off, pulling so hard that the string ties at the side came loose.

There was an immediate roar of titillation and laughter amongst the gathered crowd as I stood there in front of them in a tiny bikini top and naked from there down to my toes. My pathetic but absolutely rock hard boner was bouncing and twitching for all to see and as soon as I felt the temptation to cover myself up I knew I should immediately put my hands on my head as I had been trained to do.

“Ah, good, well done sissy,” Jennifer said. “You see everyone, whenever sissy feels like he should cover his modesty he knows to put his hands on his head to keep himself on display. Now I am worried that if I put him over my knee he will make a sissy mess everywhere, so I think what we’ll do is form a circle around him and take turns in holding him, spanking him, humiliating him, doing whatever we please with him. Go wild everyone!”

I was about to make a run for it, I was so scared. But it was a good job that I didn’t because I know full well I would have been caught anyway and given a terrible punishment.

Anyway, the choice was taken out of my hands by a powerful black man who took the initiative and put me in a headlock, bent me over, and began to spank my exposed cheeks.

“Say thank you, sissy!” Jennifer declared. “Say thank you to the Alpha!”

“Thank you, Alpha,” I said in between crying out in pain and humiliation at the hard spanks that were being administered.

The man laughed and then picked me up and flipped my upside down do that my ass was up by his face and my face was directly in front of his speedos. He began to spank me in this utterly degrading position, causing huge cheers and uproarious laughter from the crowd. As he was doing this, my face was banging against his cock, a dick that while already massive was appearing to harden each time my face swung back and mashed into it.

In an instinctive act that took me by surprise I began to pucker my lips so that each time my face went into his crotch it was as if I was kissing his dick.

“Oooooh, sissy likes this! I must make a mental note for future reference,” Jennifer said, laughing and seeming turned on herself.

The man put me down, slapped my ass, and pushed me back into the centre of the circle.

Everyone moved in even closer and within seconds I found myself being poked, spanked, made to suck toes, kiss ass cheeks, suck on nipples, have fingers pushed up into my own puckered sissy pussy.

It was all getting too much, the mix of pain, pleasure, humiliation, arousal, and degradation.

“Jennifer,” a beautiful woman said while pulling on both my nipples, “I think this little slut is about to shoot her load! Why don’t we make her squirt her cummies into her own mouth??

“Oh, yes!” Jennifer said, “An excellent idea! The perfect way of teaching sissy that squirting is always on his superiors’ terms.”

With that, I was picked up, turned upside down and my legs were bent forwards so that my throbbing cock was pointed directly at my face.

“Open wide sissy, we want to see as much of your stupid sissy juice go into that mouth of yours,” Jennifer said, to roars of excited approval from the women and men around us.

“Who wants to do the honours of wanking this sissy clitty then?” Jennifer asked. “First cum first serve, if you excuse the pun!”

A woman stepped forward, she was topless and as she bent down to grab my stiff cock, her breasts brushed my face and her nipples were inches away from my mouth. I reached out to lick them, completely out of control.

“Go on, have a quick suck you horny little bitch,” the woman said, and she squatted down and roughly pushed her nipples into my mouth. The nipples hardened immediately and she then got up and began to jerk me.

“Well this is pathetic!” She said, mocking the tiny size of my dick. “I like to handle big dicks, big thick veiny dicks that stretch me out! Not a little maggot like this. I wouldn’t even feel this. This is just, totally useless. I suppose that’s what you’re a sissy isn’t it?”

“Y-y-y-y-y-y-y-yes, ooooooohh, urrrrgh, oooh,” I said, as my dick gave in to its desires and…

-END OF PREVIEW-
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