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-To Come-

In the elevator down to the ground floor to meet the HR manager, it struck me that I was only moments away from being exposed outside of my floor for the first time.

Who would be there to witness this?

It was prime work arrival time and the car park would be busy with workers arriving for the day. I felt my cock stiffening and put my hands down to adjust it to make sure that there were no embarrassing wardrobe malfunctions.

“Good,” Suzanne said, “You make sure to keep that little worm tightly packed in there until I say otherwise. There’ll probably be lots of big burly men arriving for work, you wouldn’t want them seeing your little clitty would you? Or… would you?”

I didn’t know how to answer the question, so made the mistake of looking down, embarrassed, and making a non-committal gesture with my head.

“Answer me, maggot,” Suzanne said, roughly grabbing me and turning me around. “Looks like you need a quick spanking to get you on your most obedient form. The last thing I need is you letting me down in front of Janet Proust.”

And with that, I stood there with my hands on the elevator mirror and took my spanking.

I could tell that Suzanne meant it, this was important to her and her spanks were hard and fast.

I made doubly sure to thank her for each one and keep my bottom presented as well as possible throughout.

“Good, good, much better, nearly there now,” Suzanne said as she continued to bring her large, flat hand down on my bottom, my panties down round my ankles.

The elevator got to the ground floor and I heard the door open.

Surely this would mean that Suzanne would bring the spanking to an end?

I felt my face flush with complete humiliation as I looked into the mirror and saw a group of smirking women, a couple from my floor, standing attentively waiting to get in.

“Nearly done with this prat,” Suzanne said addressing the group. “Right, there we are.”

She pulled my panties back up and frog marched me out past the crowd who made way for us.

I could hear them laughing as we walked away and bowed my head.

This felt like the first day all over again, and I knew worse was to come…

-END OF PREVIEW-

CHAPTER ONE

I said hello to the woman at reception. Her name was Janet and I guess I knew her fairly well having signed in and out so many times over the years.

She was a friendly individual with a helpful attitude; I had often asked her if she could look after a package or whether she could order me a taxi when I had travelled without my car and she had always happily obliged and gone that extra mile, something that I appreciated and always ensured to say thank you for.

Well, today Janet seemed a little on edge, which was off putting and a bit weird given how consistent she had always been in her behaviour all the time I had known her.

I asked whether she would be able to order a taxi for me and her response was puzzling: she said that she would, and that if I needed to cancel the taxi I would have to let her know.

Why on earth would I need to cancel the taxi, I thought?

This was a standard in and out appointment that would take the bog standard forty five minutes, and then on to the next appointment at another similar office building. I was good at keeping time over the course of my working, I prided myself on my efficient scheduling which pleased both my employer and made me happy as I knew I would always be able to finish work as planned and then get on with my life outside of work – everyone a winner!

What could possibly be up?

Anyway, I told Janet that it was fine if I had to contact her to cancel the taxi, but I really didn’t see it happening.

Then something happened that absolutely shocked me, and I mean shocked me. Janet said that I would have to deal with the consequences if I didn’t, and I might want to think about how it wasn’t always going to be possible to get my own way.

I couldn’t believe it, I was so taken aback.

Ever been so shocked by something you can’t get your words out and just kind of mumble, nod, and move on almost as if the thing that just happened didn’t actually happen?

Yeah, that was me in this situation, shocked into a kind of bewildered befuddlement.

I nodded, said sure, and walked away from Janet.

Well, I guess she’s having a bad day to be so out of character and frankly rude, I thought.

We all have bad days, but this seemed different, I thought. 

Walking away from that undeniably weird moment with my head kind of in a spin and an unexplainable, and sort of worrying line of sweat dripping down my back, I paused to get a grip of myself and looked for the area of the foyer where the escalators were located.

I walked over to this area and soon got back into my confident stride.

There was something about being in the work environment that made me get my head in gear and my focus on point, irrespective of any weird moment or curve ball thrown in my direction.

I began to power walk over to the frontage of the escalator and took my place alongside the people waiting to get into the vertical shaft metallic cabinet that would take them to their floor of business.

After a bit of an extended wait (there seemed to be a slow down on floor six, and I was going to the seventh) the lift doors all opened in unison and a bunch of people walked out and continued with their days.

I was left with a choice of escalators and walked into the middle one – perhaps a legacy of my love of the programme Eggheads, a reasonably proficient British quiz show where a team of nerds battle it out with amateur quizzers for a moderate prize, with one of the show’s catchphrases being to pick the answer in the middle when unsure of the answer.

The middle escalator soon filled up and people all took their turn in selecting their floor. Since childhood I had always enjoyed using escalators, I’m not sure why maybe it was to do with madcap antics that tend to occur in them in television shows for children?

Well, not much was happening in this lift I can tell you. Just people on their smartphones, thumbs bouncing around the screens accessing emails, social media, sports news, current affairs, you name it.

Couldn’t people just put their phones away for a single moment during the day, I wondered.

I felt my phone buzz in my pocket but out of principle I just left it in there unlooked at and untouched. My eyes wandered around the various people in the lift and didn’t report much back to my brain others that the mobile phone observation and a seemingly uniform taste for white plastic boxes with a sandwich and a piece or two of fruit inside.

Oh what excitement, I thought, chuckling to myself at how boring they were.

Maybe they were exciting sandwiches, but I doubted it.

Probably just awful generic fillings, I groaned internally.

Then suddenly, PING, I was at my floor. Time to get business sorted out, I thought.

Little did I know it was business that was going to sort me out this time.


CHAPTER TWO

I walked out of the elevator and towards the office. As I walked in I was a bit taken aback, there was a hush to the large open plan room that wouldn’t normally be the case.

I also couldn’t help but notice that as I was walking towards the manager’s office people were looking at me a bit different.

Oh well, probably a grumpy Monday, I thought.

I walked into the manager’s office and was taken aback.

Where was Stevey?

And who was this woman, seemingly in his place?

Let me take a moment to describe her. Long dark brown hair, shiny and silky. Beautiful face, plump lips. Large, mountainous almost, breasts just desperate to burst out of their tight white shirt. A tight, small waist just above a set of hips that would happily knock many a man or woman to the floor with their power.

I found myself almost visibly drooling, I was totally in this woman’s control and she hadn’t even said a word.

“Right, you can stop staring for a start,” Suzanne said. “Things are a little different round here now. I’ve checked the schedule and I can see you are late. Well, this will be the first and last time you show up late to a scheduled meeting, let me tell you.”

I was astonished by what I was hearing.

The previous manager Stevey had been a real bloke’s bloke, bit of banter and then bang out the work in twenty minutes.

This was different.

Suzanne, who was at least my height, walked out from behind her desk and I could help but notice her large, muscular bottom packed tight into her pinstriped suit trousers. I could feel my dick harden in my pants and felt a flush of embarrassment redden my cheeks.

“Oh for God’s sake, control yourself you moron,” Suzanne said.

She walked up to me and stood in front of me, way too close to be appropriate but I just felt powerless to do anything to stop her.

“Now, I’m the new boss here and had you been on time you would have witnessed what I laid out at my new meeting,” She said, firmly. “And you would have seen what I do to people who don’t fall immediately into line. Go ahead, have a look.”

She pointed her manicured fingers towards the window in her office that looked out onto the open plan area.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

A man, I think it was Peterson, was shuffling along the office floor towards the photocopier with his trousers and pants down around his ankles.

And even more shockingly, as if that wasn’t enough, I could see that his ass cheeks were both red!

Looking around, I could see a mixture of mirth and nervousness amongst the other people in the office.

The nervousness seemed to be from the men, the mirth largely from the women.

As Peterson walked past Mandy (the office flirt), I witnessed her grab him around his cock and give him a quick slap on his ass before pushing him onwards towards the copier.

This was scandalous!

“Now do you have an idea about how things are going to be around here from now on?” Suzanne said, clearly noticing how shocked I was.

All I could do was nod my head, totally shocked, undeniably turned on, but also wondering what would happen to me now.

If Peterson had been punished and was being humiliated like this, what would I face for being late and clearly annoying this utterly stunning and powerful woman?

“Answer me, boy,” Suzanne said, her voice definitely raised and totally unimpressed.

“Y-y-y-yes,” I said.

I was still in shock and kept casting a worried glance towards Peterson who was now bent over the photocopier and surrounded by a group of six women (all of whom I had inappropriately flirted with at previous visits and work nights out) who were taking turns to spank him, spread his cheeks wide open as they took photos on their mobiles.

This couldn’t be right, this was a violation, and I was going to say something.

“Wait,” I said. “This isn’t going to wash with me. I have rights.”

I spoke as authoritatively as I could, but I must have sounded utterly hopeless and pathetic.

Then suddenly, I found myself on the floor, flat on my back.

Suzanne clearly had self-defence training, and probably some MMA skills too.

She dropped herself down on me, winding me a little.

I looked up and saw her immensely powerful thighs either side of my head, her crotch right in my eyeline. I felt totally emasculated, in pain, but also had a raging hard on.

I was worried I might even cum in my pants.

“Listen here you shit, this is how it is now for you,” Suzanne said, angry but also laughing as he reached her hand around and grabbed my stiff dick through my trousers.

“Well, you’re clearly not that unhappy with the new set up, although to be honest if this is the biggest this little thing goes I might have to give you a different role in the office,” She raged. “Do you even qualify as a man with such a small dicklet?”

Suzanne briefly lifted herself off me before dropping back and grinding her pussy into my face over and over.

“Listen well, bitch, you are under my command now, I run this ship, you do as I say, when I say, and how I say, is that understood you little worm?” She said, her voice a mixture of control, anger, and mischief.

I mumbled and tried to say yes, nodded my head, tried to do anything I could to get some air.

“Good, I’ll take that as a yes.,” She laughed. “Now, we’re going to have to show the rest of the team how you have willingly fallen into line. First get up and get these fucking clothes off, all of them, come on, quickly, don’t make things worse for yourself.”

I stood up and removed my clothes, utterly humiliated as I took off my briefs to reveal my hard-on bouncing up and down, a little precum leaking out.

“Move those hands away, I want to see this little worm dance for me,” Suzanne said. “Oh dear, that is smaller than I thought. You’re a proper little small cocked loser aren’t you? I said: aren’t you?”

“Y-y-y-y-yes,” I stuttered.

“What are you? Speak up!” Suzanne demanded.

“I’m a small cocked loser, please, please, don’t make me go out there like this,” I said, totally helpless and knowing full well that my please would fall on deaf ears.

“No chance, right, that’s it, you’re pissing me off, get out there now,” Suzanne said.

With that, she grabbed me by my arm, put a slight twist on it, and pushed me out.

I literally couldn’t stop her if I tried, I could tell she had the power and skill to do anything she wanted to me and with that I was frogmarched out into the main office area, dick pointing forwards, my legs trembling in fear and my head down, terrified of looking anyone in the eye.

I knew that some people in the office would be loving this, seeing me get my comeuppance.

I could hear cheers and jeers, catcalls and whistles, as I was marched around.

I felt Suzanne grab the back of my neck and lift my head upwards.

“Look at every single one of them,” she said. “Look at them and watch as they film you, mock you, laugh at your weedy body and tiny pin dick. Now stand up straight with your hands on your head.”

With that, Suzanne stopped walking me around and everyone in the office gathered around us in a circle.

I could feel everyone’s eyes on me, an excited, almost feverish atmosphere.

The looks on people’s faces were gleeful, they knew what was coming having already witnessed Peterson’s fate earlier that day.

“Now, everyone, this little – and you can see exactly why I am calling him little – loser was late today, and we all know that under my new regime this kind of behaviour will not be tolerated, don’t we?” Suzanne said, taking delight in slapping my dick as she talked.

She was alternating the slapping of my boner with spanking my bare bottom.

“Now, Peterson fell into line quickly, barely a protest from that sissy,” Suzanne said. “But this one, he actually tried to resist in my office just now, can you believe that? And for that he is going to get extra punishment, he is going to no longer be working as a salesperson on the road, he is going to be my personal assistant, doing my bidding around the office. He is going to be humiliated every single day, forced to perform the most degrading displays just for my amusement. Of course, he will also be there for you to expose, punish, and fondle at your will too. Remember what I said, I want an energised workforce. So if anyone wants to release some tension, and you think you want to push it the extra mile, call this little wimp over and let him have it!”

I gulped, feeling terrified, confused, and I guess even a little intrigued.

There was a roar of approval from the women.

“Make him dance for us!” One of them, a sexy, curvy forty year old admin officer called Nic called out.

This suggestion seemed to go down well as several others repeated the call. I wasn’t sure I could cope with this and looked at Suzanne, my eyes pleading with her to spare me.

No chance.

“You heard them, boy, shake that booty for us!” Suzanne slapped my ass and pushed my out into the centre of the circle.

The chants went up and everyone began clapping in time as I nervously began to dance.

“I said shake that little ass!” Suzanne said, clearly displeased with my efforts. “For God’s sake, get on the floor, on your hands and knees and get that thing popping like a little slut. Do it or you’ll regret it!”

I sensed she wasn’t kidding and got on my hands and knees and began shaking my bottom, flexing it up and down in time to the clapping.

The room was ablaze with cheers and whooping.

“Right girls, get stuck in to him,” Suzanne said.

And within seconds the women closed in on me and I could feel myself being grabbed, poked, jerked, wanked, pinched, spat on, nipple twisted, hair pulled, by horny women determined to humiliate and own me.

Within seconds I could feel myself cumming, my hot semen spirting out like a rocket onto the arm of Nic, the woman who had asked for the dance.

“You little gimp, only took a minute,” Nic said. “Now eat it! Eat your stringy cum off me right this second. Kath, film it, let’s have a record of what a cum eating sissy we’ve got in the office.”

Totally panicked, totally in the control of these women, I did what I told, licking up and swallowing every little bit of my explosion.

I had never felt so humiliated, so totally degraded.

“Good, good, well done, we’ll make a pet of you yet,” Suzanne said. “Now, get up and come with me.”

As I walked away from the frenzy, I couldn’t believe what had happened – it was the kind of thing I had fantasized about late at night, but to have it happen in reality was just surreal.

I didn’t know if I could cope with any more of that kind of thing.

I also couldn’t believe how Suzanne was able to rationalise it all to me, how calm she was, even how caring in a funny way.

Suzanne told me that I could work the rest of the day in her office, just sorting through various spreadsheets. The only catch was that I was to wear a pair of panties that she pulled out of her desk draw. They were bright pink, had a high cut on the thighs, and were scandalously tiny, even for my small dick.

At the end of the day, she put me over her lap and spanked me solidly for ten minutes, causing me to cry out in pain towards the end.

“Now, stand up, pull yourself together and go home for the day,” Suzanne said. “I think this might work out between us, and I know you need this job. I want you in early tomorrow, and I will be emailing you some instructions.”

I was exhausted, my bottom on fire, and I quietly put my clothes back on and left as quickly as I could, my head spinning at what had happened.

CHAPTER THREE

I guess you have been in this exact situation too, but there is nothing worse than walking down the street and feeling that unmistakable prang of pain that you just know for sure is being caused by a little tiny stone that has made its way into your shoe.

It’s such a dilemma and gnawing pain in the butt.

Do you stop, attempt to remove your shoe without your socket foot touching the potentially damp, dirty, or even wet ground?

Do you persevere with the pain and keep on trucking, the pain getting worse the further you walk – and what if you are nowhere near your destination?

Are there any other alternatives to the two afore listed possible solutions?

None that I can think of, and that’s why I always bite the bullet and remove my shoe.

I have become highly adept at balancing on one foot while I carefully place my removed shoe on a safe spot of the road or a nearby wall. I am then able to use my core strength to balance effectively while I locate the small stone that is causing me pain on my journey.

Anyway, the reason I bring this up is that I believe it acts like a kind of metaphor for the itch that you just cannot scratch (which, yes, I am aware makes this me explaining one metaphor with another.)

Of course, it’s clear that this is quite a trivial situation in truth because after all, if your foot touches the floor and gets a bit damp then so what right?

But in my experience it was proving to be highly beneficial to admit to the truth of the situation and letting that take you where it takes you. The moral of the story being, if you feel a stone in your shoe, take it out and let yourself feel good. 

Anyway, I walked over to my white kitchen unit that housed my snacks and cereals.  

I opened the door and was struck by how smoothly it moved. Fair play to the landlord, he had paid the extra little bit required to add that touch of quality to the property.

I recalled when I moved in that he had explained at some length and with a great and almost tangible sense of pride that he had appeared on Homes Under The Hammer, a cult daytime property show where the show’s presenters followed the journey of a property that had been auctioned, purchased, renovated and then either sold or placed on the rental market.

My landlord had developed something of a cult reputation on this show by appearing in excess of six times over the course of the last five years. He told me he was on first name terms with the presenters and had even gone out for a few beers and a bite to eat with them on a couple of occasions.

But what impressed me most was not the fact he was a cult figure of a cult daytime television show (a cult within a cult – hipsters would cream their pants at such rare exclusivity and niche appeal!) but that he was an honest landlord who put effort into his properties both in terms of the initial installation and then from the point of view of regular and consistent upkeep.

Of course, this meant that he wasn’t exactly giving his properties away on this competitive rental market.

Far from it, he actually charged slightly above the median level, but I didn’t mind as with finishing touches such as the cupboards in the bathroom having the slow close function, and the plastering work being so smooth an individual could eat a meal off it (a daft and unrealistic scenario, but you get my point).

Anyway, it was nice to have a nice place.

I always felt an attraction to the nicer things, a thrill from luxury if you will.

CHAPTER FOUR

Ever had one of those damned annoying flu or cold hybrid illnesses that you just cannot shift for love nor money? You know the kind, you take the hot Lemplax extra strength powder drink or capsule (actually the drink is way more effective for what it is worth, it’s the hot water that helps believe it or not) and you take your multi vitamins and extra super cold boosting tablets but to no avail and by the time bed time rolls around again you feel as rough as you did first thing.

Well, I could feel one of those coming along at a most inopportune time and decided to strike first and take immediate action with a course of flu tablets, the afore mentioned Lemsip drink, and a hot water bottle (don’t laugh, it works!).

I knew I couldn’t afford to be laid up in bed so decided to nip this pesky ailment in the bud so to speak. Because as I stated just now, no one wants one of those colds that just won’t shift.

Anyway, I walked into the pharmacy, or chemist as it is called in the United Kingdom, and purchased my required hit list of crack items designed to kick this potential week ruining cold into touch.  

There was a queue four customers deep, I guess it was that time of year when many people where coming down with illness, and I felt a bit annoyed at how slowly and ponderously the customer service assistant was moving from the front facing till area to the rear room to pick up the various assortment of medicines and cures.

Some people will tell you that big pharma has a lot to answer for, and you won’t hear too many complaints from me, but when it comes to zapping a cold it’s got to be a visit to the chemist, no matter how slow the staff are moving.

Ideal situation of course is that society adapts to natural living, but until that point I’m not averse to sorting health out via the odd pill here and there.

Anyway, finally I got served and I scooted right home to begin my pharmaceutically aided return to perfect health – which was vital so as to not spoil my situation. 

So I stood in front of the bathroom mirror and opened my mouth, making an ‘aaaaaarrrgh-aaaaah-aaaaah’ noise at the same time. I was analysing my teeth as the last time I visited the dentist I had a decent if unspectacular assessment that led to me being sent for a visit to the dental hygienist in order to remedy one or two instances of plaque.

The visit had been fine, if occasionally a bit on the painful side (moderate pain you understand, nothing too drastic), but what it had done was educated me on the benefits of regular flossing.

Some people will tell you that they floss after every meal.

Now while this is admirable and undoubtedly has its advantages, personally I would always find that a bit too much of an imposition time and convenience wise to my routine.

So for me my floss schedule is after I brush my teeth before bed time. And here I was, looking into the LED light mirror that took its place above my bathroom sink and analysing my set of (nearly) perfect pearly whites.

I took the floss (an expanding, mint flavoured variety) from out of the cupboard and began the process.

I must admit I enjoyed it, it was highly satisfying and left a great taste in my mouth.

Of course, it was important to ensure my long term dental hygiene because who wants to be losing teeth and having a bad case of halitosis aka stink breath?

And of course I knew that presentation was important in my situation, everything had to be right otherwise it would be seized upon of course. I spent the usual three or four minutes completing my floss and did a quick inspection.

The outcome?

Looking good.

I had a long day ahead tomorrow so was happy to go to bed feeling as confident and relaxed as possible. 

Feeling tired, no scratch that – exhausted, I began to get ready for bed. After brushing my teeth with my trusty electric toothbrush and washing my face with a nice organic cruelty free soap I walked into my bedroom and picked up my iPhone, inserted my Bluetooth headphones and pressed play on my favourite podcast.

It was a podcast presented by three American men who liked to talk about true crime cases, mostly in the U S of A but sometimes expanding into south America. They would present the podcast in a very jovial style, lots of jokes and on going banter between them that really made you, the listener, feel like you knew them on a personal level.

Maybe it was a cynical marketing ploy to engender customer loyalty to get the podcast listens that would drive their now pretty impressive sponsorship deals?

I honestly didn’t think it was though, because even back in the early episodes when they were total unknowns it was clear that they all had a lot of love and respect for each other, a real chemistry that came across as you listened to them.

I say they were jovial, and that is true, but they also made sure to go really in depth in their podcasts. Every little detail about the true crime case, often a serial killer, would be looked at, discussed, and debated. It made for a fascinating hour and ten minutes, served up on a weekly basis.

Honestly if there was a job that required an individual to listen to podcasts every day then I would sign up for it for sure. Who knows, maybe one day there will be?

Anyway, this week was a podcast I’d been looking forward to for a long time, the case of a supposedly potentially still active serial killer who operated across various south American countries. The intro was chilling to say the least, how could such evil exist unknown to the authorities?

The alleged person responsible for over one hundred and fifty murders was still roaming around. It boggled my mind at how this person could be going undetected for such a long period of time.

I guess what catches most serial killers is ego, maybe this one was a soulless killing machine who in search of perfection had studied how to ditch the ego, the super id?

Would we ever know?

Really makes you think, doesn’t it?

Well, that was the intro but sadly I never got to listen to the rest on that evening because as I was so tired I could feel myself drifting off before the main part of the show had even begun.

But could you blame me for being so exhausted?

And of course I knew that there was more to come.

Maybe the late night podcast listening would have to take a back seat for a while at least?


CHAPTER FIVE

I arrived at the office early as instructed. In actual fact, I arrived half an hour before Suzanne had instructed me to be there. I was really scared of what might happen today.

Ever since the first day with Suzanne as the new boss, each day had been a blaze of spankings in her office, humiliating walks through the main office area with the various women grabbing me, calling me names, making me do the most embarrassing things imaginable just for their amusement.

As I explained before, by the time the weekend came I was totally wiped out.

But yet I knew full well that I would be back at work on Monday ready to go through it all again.

Sure, I could look for another job but for one I needed a constant source of income and deep down I knew that this new situation was doing something to me that I could not resist.

I was becoming a true office sissy boi.

But as I say, I was scared about what I might face this week.

I was still new to all this and I felt like there was more degradation and punishment to come.

I wasn’t wrong.


CHAPTER SIX

“On time today,” Suzanne said, looking me up and down judgementally.

She walked from the desk over towards the large chaise longue she had had installed in the office; it was red satin and ornate, a luxury piece of furniture for an all powerful ruler of her kingdom.

Suzanne sat down on the chaise and told me to come over to her.

“Crawl, boy!” She admonished me, her face turning red with anger.

I immediately go on all fours and crawled over to her.

“Now,” She said, “What I want from now on is for you to arrive in the office in your daily uniform. No more turning up in your old work clothes and getting changed in here. Got it?”

“Yes, mistress,” I said.

I kept my head down, my back straight, aware that any poor posture would be seized upon and potentially could lead to punishment.

“Now, your task this morning my little slut,” Suzanne said, a wicked grin crossing her mouth. “Your task this morning will be to accompany me to a meeting in HR. They’ve got a new manager who is keen on adapting the company to fit my ideals and they want to talk to me – and by extension you – about the potential changes. I want them to see you at your absolute slutty, pathetic, sissy best of course. What do you think you should wear?”

I knew that I would be judged on my answer and was fearful of saying the wrong thing.

Should I go super slutty?

Or seeing as it was HR should I be more professional?

I really didn’t know what to say.

“Hurry up, answer me you little maggot,” Suzanne said, clearly not in the mood for any dithering.

She was irritated, I could tell.

“How about a pair of smart, elegant, black lace knickers, a black lace bra, and over that a silk top?” I said, nervous but hopeful that I had found a decent balance between sissy humiliation and something at least a little classy.

After a brief pause, Suzanne answered.

“Well,” She said, “That’s not a bad effort. Not bad at all. Right, get yourself into the closet and come out in full uniform. And by the way, as a way of really impressing her and sealing the deal, we’ll both be walking out to the car park to greet her on her arrival this morning. It’s a sunny day, so I see no reason why this meeting shouldn’t happen out in the office garden. You don’t have any objections I take it?”

I knew better than to even hint at disobedience and turned and crawled as quickly as I could into the large walk in closet that Suzanne had had installed within two days of starting in her role.


CHAPTER SEVEN

In the elevator down to the ground floor to meet the HR manager, it struck me that I was only moments away from being exposed outside of my floor for the first time.

Who would be there to witness this?

It was prime work arrival time and the car park would be busy with workers arriving for the day. I felt my cock stiffening and put my hands down to adjust it to make sure that there were no embarrassing wardrobe malfunctions.

“Good,” Suzanne said, “You make sure to keep that little worm tightly packed in there until I say otherwise. There’ll probably be lots of big burly men arriving for work, you wouldn’t want them seeing your little clitty would you? Or… would you?”

I didn’t know how to answer the question, so made the mistake of looking down, embarrassed, and making a non-committal gesture with my head.

“Answer me, maggot,” Suzanne said, roughly grabbing me and turning me around. “Looks like you need a quick spanking to get you on your most obedient form. The last thing I need is you letting me down in front of Janet Proust.”

And with that, I stood there with my hands on the elevator mirror and took my spanking.

I could tell that Suzanne meant it, this was important to her and her spanks were hard and fast.

I made doubly sure to thank her for each one and keep my bottom presented as well as possible throughout.

“Good, good, much better, nearly there now,” Suzanne said as she continued to bring her large, flat hand down on my bottom, my panties down round my ankles.

The elevator got to the ground floor and I heard the door open.

Surely this would mean that Suzanne would bring the spanking to an end?

I felt my face flush with complete humiliation as I looked into the mirror and saw a group of smirking women, a couple from my floor, standing attentively waiting to get in.

“Nearly done with this prat,” Suzanne said addressing the group. “Right, there we are.”

She pulled my panties back up and frog marched me out past the crowd who made way for us.

I could hear them laughing as we walked away and bowed my head.

This felt like the first day all over again, and I knew worse was to come.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Janet Proust’s large BMW saloon pulled up and Suzanne gave me a look that said that this was it, this was not a time to let her down. I felt a surge of adrenalin and knew that this was as much up to me as it was to Suzanne.

I felt a part of things in a way I never had before.

Janet got out of her car and looked at Suzanne and me, surprised but clearly impressed.

“Well, good morning both,” she said.

I looked at her.

A stunning woman, albeit in a different sense to Suzanne.

Janet was in her forties, considerably shorter than Suzanne, but no less impressive in her physical appearance. She was wearing her gym clothes, ready for an early morning workout at the company gym suite. Her yoga pants hugged her shapely thighs and left nothing to the imagination around her pussy, clearly riding up inside her.

Her pink workout top clung tightly to her significant breasts, both nipples protruding through, hard and proud.

Janet’s face had a classy, well maintained beauty to it, her platinum blonde hair immaculate.

But I knew I had to act quick, any hesitation would not go down well with either Janet or indeed Suzanne.

I walked over to Janet and curtseyed, making sure to lift my silk top up at the sides as I did.

This revealed my midriff and fully exposed my panties.

“Mrs Proust,” I said, “Please accept my presence as your committed workplace sissy boy. I hope that I can do Mistress Suzanne proud and show to you what the true place in the workforce for men should be.”

“Well, you do have him well trained,” Janet said, looking at Suzanne.

“Yes, and there’s more to come, far more,” Suzanne said. “Seeing as it’s a sunny day, why don’t we go to the relaxation garden and have our meeting outdoors?”

Janet nodded and with that we all walked through the car park – I say walked, I crawled at Suzanne’s side of course – and the real action began in earnest.

It was a warm day and despite it being early in the morning, the relaxation garden was fairly busy. As well as Suzanne, Janet and me, there was a group of women doing yoga.

I hoped that they would be into their moment enough to not notice us, but I suspected that this was a hopelessly unrealistic wish.

“Right, Janet, let’s get down to business. You know that I want to bring in a new company wide regime in terms of how beta men are treated,” Suzanne said. “Well, this little worm agrees that the best way forward is to follow my plan.”

That was my cue.

Suzanne had given me a statement to memorize and read out.

Following her instruction, I climbed on top of the wooden table and got on my knees.

I looked over to Suzanne who nodded to signal that I should begin my statement, and it went like this:

Janet, please allow me to explain how working under Suzanne has helped me to realise that the way forward for this company is for men to be subservient to women, to obey their every command, and to accept their role as little sissy bois. Since Suzanne took charge, I have had the pleasure of wearing a far more suitable work uniform of selected panties and bras that remind me of my place in the world as source of entertainment and stress relief for my female colleagues. My new role requires me to complete my normal administrative tasks but also be ready to provide entertainment and obedience at a moment’s notice. Please accept my bottom as a gift to you now, to do with as you will.

With that, I turned around and leant forward, sticking my frilly pantied bottom up in the air for Janet to inspect and do with as she wished.

I looked at Suzanne, sitting directly in front of me, and saw that she was pleased with my statement. I couldn’t help but look towards her tight trousers and how they clung to her thighs and her pussy.

I knew that this would be noticed and no doubt brought up later, probably leading to a punishment, but on this occasion I didn’t care and thought I had earned a little slack. 

“Wow, I continue to be impressed Suzanne, you have clearly brought this reprobate up to speed,” Janet said. “But it’s all very well talking the talk, I want to see if he can walk the sissy walk.”

“Go on,” Suzanne said. “I am sure he can match your expectations.”

“We’ll see,” Janet replied, clearly rising to the challenge.

I felt Janet lean over and pull off my camisole and my bra, and then pull my knickers right up into my cheeks, up and down, in and out, doing it with such force that she was actually lifting me off my knees.

“Hahaha,” Janet proclaimed, “Listen to me you sad little excuse for a man. I want you to get down off this table, mince your way over to the yoga group and offer your face for their sweaty bottoms and pussies to sit on for as long as they please. Do you understand?”

“Y-y-y-yes,” I said, my heart racing.

“Well what are you waiting for?” Janet roared.

And with that, I felt Suzanne grab me by the ear and begin marching me over to the group of women. I cursed myself for hesitating, one of Suzanne’s pet hates that I had learned, via several spankings, that she simply did not tolerate.

The women turned around and stopped their yoga as we arrived.

“Announce yourself,” Janet said. “And make it extra humiliating if you want to avoid extra punishment!”

“Please, p-p-p-please, accept my service, ladies,” I said, my voice trembling. “I am your sissy boi with a little hard clitty and eager tongue. I am a panty boi who’s role at this workplace is to serve and satisfy my female superiors at all times.”

And out of instinct, it totally felt like the right thing to do, I walked into the centre of the yoga area and lay down on the grass, pulled my panties down and stuck my tongue out and held it in a stiff upward position.

The women began to giggle and laugh.

“Ladies, enjoy yourselves,” Suzanne said. “Whatever you feel like, he is here for you, don’t be shy.”

An Amazonian woman called Naomi walked forward first.

She was at least six foot, mixed race, and had a curvy, strong body that I had noticed from the days before I became the office sissy.

Back in the day I had imagined putting her over my knee and spanking her bottom before watching her twerk for me, but now it was clear that I would be totally under her control and any spanking or butt shaking would be mine, not hers.

Naomi smiled and dropped full weight on to my stomach, winding me slightly.

She laughed and moved her hips either side of my head.

She crushed me, laughing as she did it.

“Now smell my sweaty pussy and tell me you love it,” Naomi laughed, grinding her yoga pants into my nose and mouth.

“I l-l-love your pussy, please give me more, I love the smell, please,” I said. “Use me as you wish.”

Naomi then spent the next ten minutes bouncing and grinding on my face, turning around and showing me her magnificent bottom. Her yoga pants came off pretty early in this and I soon felt the full force of her cumming hard, grinding for what seemed like an age until she got up and picked me up by my hair.

“Owwwwww,” I cried.

Shut it, slut,” Naomi said, clearly showing me the respect – or clear lack of respect – she felt I deserved.

Naomi threw me to another woman and I soon found myself being passed between each one, being groped, wanked, pinched, spat on.

Suddenly I was being flipped over on to my front.

I actually felt a little scared and looked to Suzanne.

“Please, Mistress, help,” I cried.

“Oh shut up wimp,” Suzanne said. “Take what’s coming your way and enjoy it too!”

I could see Suzanne and Janet exchanging looks with each other as I was hoisted onto all fours and held in position.

I felt hands all over my body and my ass cheeks spread and a sudden cold explosion of lube on my puckered hole.

“Please! Please! Help, Mistress,” I shouted, totally panicking.

Suzanne walked over to me and slapped my face.

“I said SHUT UP AND ENJOY IT!” She admonished me.

Janet approached me. She had a large black strap on attached and in place, ready to go.

I looked around and saw the various yoga women, the ones that weren’t holding me in place, had got their phones out and were holding them up, recording presumably.

And then it began, I felt Janet grab spread my cheeks and ease the bulbous dildo into my ass.

I let out a long half-grunt, half-moan.

It was uncomfortable but I couldn’t deny that there wasn’t pleasure involved also.

Janet grabbed my hair and gave it a few tugs.

She began to increase the speed at which she worked the dildo in and out of my ass. She laughed as she hooked her fingers in my nose and demanded that I squeal like a pig.

“That’s it, that’s it!” She laughed, much to the shared amusement of the group.

The pegging session went on for some time and I began to feel my legs go weak.

“Hold the slut up, I’m not done yet!” Janet shouted.

Suzanne squatted down to my eye level and grabbed my face.

“Nearly there, keep it up my little sissy slut,” She said, almost affectionately, her tone equally encouraging as it was dominant.

With this I was determined to see out the rest of the fucking I was receiving.

I began to moan louder, and with a burst of energy actually found myself pushing back against the strap on and almost riding it myself.

I couldn’t believe what I was doing, or what was happening. I must have found my g-spot because I could feel cum spurting out of my little erection.

With this, I heard cheers and Janet took it as her cue to stop.

“Well, congratulations,” Janet said. “Congratulations to you Suzanne, and congratulations to you my boy. You may be a pathetic subby sissy with a little clitty rather than a proper cock, but you have clearly embraced your role and I definitely think this new regime has potential going forward.”

With that, Janet and the yoga women walked away and left me with my mistress, my boss, and the woman I clearly was falling in love with.

Suzanne picked me up off the floor and put me across her lap.

Instead of a spanking, she gently massaged my bottom.

“Now,” Suzanne said, “You performed well. Don’t think for a second this means you won’t be getting punished for staring at my crotch earlier, but I think just for now we’ll enjoy this moment of shared success. What do you think?”

“I think I am happy to be under your control, Mistress,” I said. “Anything you want, I will do it for you. I am your office sissy after all, and I am yours to do with as you will.”

I could feel Suzanne’s hand had wandered up her lap and towards my stiffening dick.

She wanked me slowly and gently before lifting her hand up to my mouth and gently fingering her cum covered fingers in and out of my mouth.

“There we go little maggot, eat your cummies for your boss and protector,” Suzanne said, lovingly, with just a hint of firmness.

I was in heaven! I could only imagine what would happen next in my new world as a full time office sissy to the incredible Mistress Suzanne.
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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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