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Please Read



This book contains femdom, humiliation, spanking, body worship, feminization, and a ton of female superiority.
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Chapter 1



I peered through the blinds of my office wall and watched as Jenna squatted down next to Callie’s desk. Damn, she had a nice ass – and a booty that was being perfectly accentuated by her harem pants that fit tight around the waist.

Jenna was hot, and so too was Callie.

Callie was athletic, curvy, and definitely knew her way around a gym.

I knew Callie worked out a lot, having spent more than my fair share of time scanning over her Instagram page. I also knew that she enjoyed doing kick boxing training, sinking iced flat whites, and wasn’t averse to posting photos of herself in bikinis either.

I had given in to my most basic desires on several occasions when I was home alone and ended up pleasuring myself over images of Callie posing in the variety of bikinis and revealing workout clothes that she so happily paraded herself in – and I did it knowing full well that she would never know a damn thing about it either!

But back to my situation at work…

Just as I was probably about to drool, I saw both Jenna and Callie turn and look in my general direction. I let the blinds shut and walked back to my desk.

I had enjoyed a real easy ride for most of my time at Touch Limited, one of the most recent start-up successes in the valley. Having been hired as someone with a big reputation for getting the best out of my employees, as soon as I got the team working towards the goal and actually going beyond the targets, I did what I always did…

I chilled the hell out.

I mean, seriously, wasn’t that the whole purpose of a good manager? To let the team know what to do but not micro-manage them into oblivion? To trust them as adults and let them get on with things their way?

Well, that was certainly always the philosophy I had always employed. But it seemed like not everyone on the team was on board with that. I began to hear whispers that some of my team were beginning to feel like I was taking all of the credit for the work without actually doing anything.

This struck me as crazy talk to be honest.

I mean, it wasn’t as if I was doing nothing… I was managing them. Well, whatever. I had figured that this all amounted to little more than basic office gossip, the team getting restless as we waited for our next big project to arrive from the senior leaders.

They’d find something else to get their panties in a bunch about and I could get back to kicking back and collecting my juicy paycheque each month. And with an annual bonus looking like it was going to be my biggest yet, I truly felt like I was living the dream.

Well, that’s what I thought.

The reality was about to turn out much, much different.


Chapter 2



I knew something was up when they barged into my office without knocking.

‘Um, excuse me?’ I said, a look of shock on my face.

I was sitting at my desk, and quickly minimized the browser screen, having been treating myself to ogling over some of my favorite online sites… specifically, ones that depicted mocked up images of celebrities having sex. Fake porn, sure. But I found it super-hot, nonetheless.

“Callie, shut the door, put the lock on it,” Jenna said, striding over to me. “Now just let me have a look here… Oh my God.”

Jenna had moved so quickly that I simply hadn’t had the time to stop her. Her hand had pressed me firmly down into my seat and with her other hand she had taken the mouse and clicked my browser back up onto full screen…

A certain Hollywood actress with her face covered in cum, dicks in her mouth, ass and pussy… maybe my favorite fake image an done that always got me off.

I could feel my cheeks flushing red with total humiliation.

This didn’t look good. In fact, this looked absolutely terrible. There really was no sugarcoating things. I was in big trouble, and I knew it.

“Just as we thought,” Jenna said. “A total fucking pervert. And one who doesn’t even have the respect to do his sad wanking at home. Now where is the respect in that?”

I tried to speak, but found that the words simply wouldn’t come out of my mouth. I was totally lost for anything to say, and my mind felt like it had been put through a blender.

“Shall we just call the CEO now?” Callie laughed, standing on the other side, now meaning that both women were towering over me as I remained stuck at my seat, the pornographic image on the screen, and me totally at their mercy.

I mean, if they did go to the CEO, I was totally screwed, there was no two ways about it. It would be a huge blow to my career, especially the way gossip travels in this business. I could wave goodbye to my six figure salary and top of the range electric roadster.

But what the hell was I supposed to do?

I had been caught red handed.

“Hey, listen, this is total bullshit,” I said, attempting to stand up but finding myself being firmly pushed back down by both women.

Then, totally shockingly, Jenna leant down and slapped me across my face, hard. She looked to Callie who wasted no time in doing the same.

“Now you listen here,” Jenna said, “We own you know. You are ours and we’ll do what the hell we want with you. We’re not going to tell the CEO. No, we’re going to be a bit kinder. You can serve us better if we keep you in your job, well in name only. You’ll be working for us.”

“As our panty boy,” Callie interjected, laughing as she saw the look on my face. “Yeah, drink that tea. You’re going to become our sissy boy. So just that you always know who you really work for, from now on you will be wearing panties every single day underneath your chinos. Slutty panties. Tiny thongs. White cheerleader panties. Whatever we say.”

I couldn’t believe it.

But I knew things were about to go up another level when Jenna walked over to the blinds and made sure they were fully shut.

It was just me and these two women now.

My life was in their hands, and they were about to give me my first lesson…


Chapter 3



It happened in a total blur, a flurry of action that saw me picked up from the desk and thrown back and forth, pushed between the two women as they pulled and tore at my clothes, stripping me down, exposing me in front of them, my hands now covering my briefs.

“Okay, so I say we wedgie these until they rip right off him,” Jenna laughed moving in ominously close to me.

“Great idea,” Callie agreed, doing the same, slapping my hands away and placing her fingers underneath and inside my briefs. “Look at how small his bulge is by the way. You’ll look great in panties you silly little man.”

The two women laughed, delighting in their torment of me, and after a quick count to three, they lifted my briefs high up, tearing the material as I was forced to stand on my tiptoes, squealing in pain as they pulled and manipulated my flimsy briefs until they couldn’t take any more and came off my skin, leaving me standing there, naked apart from my socks and shoes.

Blushing, totally humiliated, I covered my dick and bent my knees, my other hand covering my ass.

I must have looked ridiculous, totally pathetic.

But this was exactly what they wanted.

“Callie, hold his arms behind his back,” Jenna said, taking control.

I felt Callie roughly pull my arms away from my dick and my ass and twist them up behind me, locking them in position with the skill of some kind of mixed martial arts fighter. Helplessly, I tried to twist and turn my crotch away from Jenna’s mocking eyes, but it was no good.

“Well, this really is interesting,” Jenna said, wickedly. “Your little dick looks like it’s actually excited by all this. It would be cute if it wasn’t so absolutely pathetic. It’s tiny. Not even a real dick. What do you think, Callie?”

Callie leant over my shoulder and looked down, bursting into laughter and spitting, a big glob of her spit landing on my twitching dick.

“I just had to!” Callie said, gripping my tighter. “A little wimpy worm like that deserves to get spat on. There’s no way that could ever satisfy a woman, never ever ever. I think it was born to live in panties, the smaller and more restrictive the better.”

I felt myself going dizzy.

I was being treated like an object, bullied, tormented and physically and mentally abused by two women who were meant to work for me. But as terrible as it was, as totally humiliating, I couldn’t deny that a part of me was kind of into it.

“Okay, so you now need to be taught a new lesson,” Callie said, kneeing my in the backs of my legs and making me collapse to my knees. “As our panty bitch, you exist to serve us. You don’t get to make your little clit make its splurge unless we say. Got it?”

“Yeah,” Jenna added, crouching down and spitting into my mouth as she held it open with her strong, feminine hands. “You exist to please us, to follow our instruction, to be our little sissy slut. Callie, get the camera set up, I think we need to get this on record.”

I watched, helpless, as Callie set up her cell phone and pointed it towards me. I didn’t know exactly what was coming next, but I knew it was probably going to involve the panties that Jenna was pulling out of her suit jacket…


Chapter 4



“Smile for the camera, sissy boy!” Jenna laughed, grabbing my hair and lifting my face up so it faced the camera directly. “Now tell the camera who you are and who owns you.”

I couldn’t believe what I was about to do.

I knew I had no choice, that unless I went along with it my career and lifestyle was finished, totally over.

But even knowing that didn’t make things any easier. I was in a hopeless position, one where there was no escape and no running away from. Jenna and Callie had me where they wanted me, and I knew it.

Callie looked at me, impatience written all over her face as she waited. Jenna gripped my mouth harder, squeezing.

“Speak, slut!” Jenna said, her spare hand pulling on my nipple and stretching it out.

“I’m your sissy boy, your panty slut,” I said, my voice wavering and spluttering. “I am your object, I belong to you Jenna and to you Callie.”

“Good, that’s better,” Jenna said, stroking my face with one hand while keeping it in position with the other by retaining her grip on my hair. “Now how about you get into your very first panties. And make sure to do it nice and slowly, really put on a show for us.”

With that, Jenna released me, and she went to stand next to Callie, who of course was still recording my humiliation.

I walked over to the chair in the corner, right by the main window that looked out onto the office, the blinds still shut, thank God. On the chair there was a pair of white, frilly, see-through panties that appeared to be very high cut on the waist and at the back too.

They felt incredible in my hands as I picked them up. Even though I was being forced into this, and by doing it on camera committing myself to a life of serving Jenna and Callie, I also knew that something about it felt right too.

I turned to face the two women with the panties in my hands, my little dick still hard and in all honestly feeling dangerously excited by the whole ordeal.

“Well, what are you waiting for?” Jenna said. “Step into them, one foot at a time and slowly pull them up over those legs, then over that stupid little excuse for a dick.”

“Make sure you hike them up properly, nice and high to get that super-slutty look,” Callie added.

It was at this point that I realized just how incredibly perfect both of these women were. Tall, athletic, curvy too. They were they perfect image of femininity. Beautiful yet cruel, knowing exactly what to do to own me, control me, make me theirs.

As I stepped into the panties and began to lift them up, my entire body felt a kind of sensory overload, there was something about the sensation of the panties going over my dick and riding high on my hips that made me feel so feminine, submissive, and almost happy that this was happening to me.

“He’s a natural born sissy,” Jenna said, licking her lips as I lifted my waist full up, now standing there in front of my bullies, excitement continuing to build.

“Twirl for us,” Callie added, laughing as I shyly turned around, showing them my pantied ass, the soft, lacey material riding up into my ass cheeks, my face crimson from blushing.

“Now, say it straight to camera, tell us who you are and how you’re feeling right now,” Jenna said, softly but strictly too, making it quite clear that it was still and order.

I tried getting the words out, the thoughts of how I was feeling were running through my head at double speed, faster than that even. It was like I just couldn’t process anything, as if putting on the panties had turned me into a kind of subservient air-headed bimbo or something.

“I, I, I’m a sissy,” I managed to get out, before suddenly realizing far too late what was happening. The whole situation had pushed me over the edge and I was cumming, hard and fast into my panties. ‘Nnnnnnnghhhhh.’

Jenna and Callie laughed hysterically as they watched me attempt to cover the wet patch that was spreading, the flimsy material standing no chance against the cum I was squirting out, the humiliation and arousal I was feeling in equal measure making me totally lose control of my bodily functions.

“Naughty sissy!” Callie laughed, moving in with her cell phone to ensure a close up view of my wet patch. “Move those hands, let your Mistress see what an excited little panty slut you are.”

Jenna too came closer, pulling my waistband out and holding it extended so that Callie could record my dick as it twitched and flexed out the last remaining cum.

“Make sure to zoom in, it’s the only way the camera will probably be able to pick up that tiny cock!” Jenna said, half-joking. “No, this really isn’t acceptable. You only make your sissy cummies when we say. I’ll give you this one for free though. And by that, I mean I’ll only give you an entry level punishment. But while I go and get my favorite wooden ruler from my desk, I want you to stand in the corner, hands on your head, and just let that wet patch spread.”

“Yes Mistress,” I said, my voice quivering, scared and nervous at what was to come, but also knowing that this was my life now, and from now on, I would be responding to orders, not giving them.


Chapter 5



Since being put in panties and turned from boss into bitch, my life had been kind of different. Okay, it had been totally different, and when I arrived at work that morning, I knew I was in for more of the same.

Except today my experience wouldn’t be exclusively in the confines of my office building…

“Sissy, shut the door behind you and strip,” Jenna said, reclining in my chair behind my desk. It was all academic now of course, the fact was that I was now for all intents and purposes working for Jenna, and Callie too. “Hurry the hell up, let me see that little beta body.”

I did as I was told and managed to get down to my panties quickly enough to avoid any immediate punishment.

As was now routine, I walked into the middle of the room and held my hands on top of my head, spread my legs a little, and open my mouth wide with my tongue sticking out. This had been a big part of the first phase of my training, with both Jenna and Callie believing that my sissy presentation would go along way to fully converting my mind so that being their submissive pet felt like the most natural thing in the world.

“Good, now bend over,” Jenna said, standing up from the chair and walking over towards me to get a closer look.

Jenna was wearing her harem pants again. There was something about the way they clung around her ass while simultaneously allowing it to jiggle and flex. It made it nigh on impossible to not stare, although I knew from experience now that if I was caught ogling her, or even worse getting hard, I would be in for serious punishment and admonishment.

Jenna’s breasts were looking big today too, and I soon noticed that she wasn’t actually wearing a bra underneath her retro Gucci t-shirt. I could see the outline of her areolas and nipples just underneath the white material, tantalizingly just not quite fully visible.

But I had to keep my mind off that somehow.

I felt like I was in a state of almost near permanent arousal, but it would always come with a price. Jenna and Callie were cruel, perceptive, and knew exactly what buttons to press when it came to me and my desires.

The first time they had bullied me into my panties, I had almost immediately made a gloopy mess in them, and this pattern had repeated itself a few times since too, to tell the truth.

Each time was the same.

I would be exposed, stripped, and verbally and physically used and abused and it would all get too much, pushing me over the edge and making me cum, much to my humiliation and Jenna and Callie’s joy – well, they were angry too, but I suspected that they enjoyed being angry as it meant they could dish out more degradation.

“Well, your presentation is improving,” Jenna said, running her finger up the back of my leg, teasing my ass cheeks as she ran her hand over them, lightly tapping them, checking to see how on balance I was. “And for that, I’m going to treat you. We’re going to the mall and we’re going to get you some new panties.”

“Thank you, Miss Jenna,” I said, my face flushing red and heart pounding with a mixture of horror and excitement.

“Yes, we’ll get you a whole new set,” Jenna added, her hands pulling my waistband up higher, the effect being to pack my dick in tighter. “Tiny panties for a tiny dick.”

Jenna laughed and instructed me to put my clothes back on.

She could see how nervous I was in anticipation of what was ahead, but showed no mercy and even laughed as she took my credit card out of my wallet and waved it in front of my face.

“Maybe I’ll buy some new panties too!” She laughed, walking out ahead of me as I followed behind, my mind racing at the myriad possibilities of what was coming next.


Chapter 6



Jenna had a very small sports car with a garish pink spray-job that certainly drew attention to what was a kind of cool, but definitely very feminine, vehicle.

I climbed into the passenger seat as she fired up the engine. This was the first time I had been with Jenna outside of the office building, and even then we were usually confined to my private office or sometimes up on the private bathrooms on the top floor.

This was new territory and I felt nervous.

What if someone spotted us out together?

What if, even worse, someone saw us buying panties?

Jennifer picked up on my tension and as we drove out of the underground carpark and up onto the road, she looked at me and laughed.

“Relax, panty boy,” Jenna said. “I’ll look after you. I won’t let any nasty women or men in the shop hurt you. Much!”

Jenna loved teasing me. Whereas Callie was very much the one who liked the physical punishments and inflicting pain, Jenna was more focused on the psychological side, loving to tease and torment me with her words, and often seeing how much she could arouse and titillate me with nothing but a well-chosen phrase or sometimes even a single word.

“So, tell me, what kind of panties would you like?” Jenna said. “Don’t worry, there’s no wrong answer as such. Well, unless I decide it’s wrong. Go ahead, we’ve got a good twenty minute drive through the traffic, we need a good conversation topic.”

I felt myself blush, that familiar feeling of embarrassment coming over me as I knew that the more I spoke, the more I would be incriminating myself effectively, showing Jenna that I accepted her rule without question, that I basically wanted this…

“I am happy for you to choose,” I said. “You know best, Miss.”

I had hoped that my slight diversion would be good enough to get me off the hook, but I should have known that Jenna would see through it.

“No! No! No!” Janna laughed, her breasts heaving up and down. “Not good enough. I want you to say it, I want to hear the words coming out of that cute little mouth of yours. Either do this now, or I’ll start asking you in the store… and who knows who might overhear? Maybe an inquisitive soccer mom looking to train her own husband into being a panty boy? Or maybe a big alpha male out shopping for lingerie for his wife? Well, I can see by the look on your face that this is getting quite exciting for you. You know what to do, sissy.”

I did know what to do.

Lifting my hips off the seat, I unbuttoned my trousers and pulled them down to reveal my dick, hard and erect, pushing up and fighting against the silky material of the panties.

“Perhaps we should change the subject,” Jenna said. “I don’t want to have to pull over and spank that ass in front of all the passing traffic, and neither I suspect do you.”

“No, Miss,” I said.

“No, we’ll save that for the way home!”


Chapter 7



The lingerie department in the department store wasn’t especially busy, which was something of a relief. Jenna had been very talkative on the way there, loudly making comments about panties, stockings, suspenders, not caring who may have been in earshot.

I walked next to her, answering as I was instructed to do, trying to give good responses that wouldn’t encourage her speak louder or go over the same question again.

“Sissy, stop for one second and look at these,” Jenna said, holding a pair of lime green panties in her hands, holding them out in front of her, and then to my horror placing them in front of my crotch, measuring for size. “Too big, I think. Agree?”

I stammered out some kind of mumbled response, totally incoherently.

“No, I will need a proper answer,” Jenna said. “Actually, no don’t bother. I’ll ask an expert.”

Without pausing, she looked over and caught the eye of a young shop assistant, probably twenty two or three years old, who walked over to us. She was hot in a kind of bratty, little princess kind of way. She was petit with platinum blond hair and her shop uniform was a tightly fitted white shirt and tight black suit pants with pinstripes.

“Good morning, how can I help you today?” The assistant, whose name badge read Lauren, said, addressing Jenna and ignoring me. “Nice choice, I have a pair of those myself.”

Jenna looked at me and with a wicked grin turned back to Lauren.

“Oh no, these aren’t for me,” Jenna said, turning to point at me. “These are for him.”

“I see,” Lauren said. “Perhaps you would like to arrange a private shop with me, I can bring through a selection and you can assess them in the changing room together?”

“Perfect, thank you, Lauren,” Jenna said. “Now, sissy, say thank you to Lauren for being so helpful.”

“Thank you, Lauren,” I said, my entire face burning bright with humiliation, made worse by the fact that not only was Lauren not in the slightest bit thrown by this, but by the big grin on her face it seemed like she was enjoying it almost as much as Jenna.

If I thought this trip wasn’t going to be that bad, my optimism had clearly been very, very misplaced.


Chapter 8



The changing area was small, a narrow corridor with changing cubicles running down the side. Lauren had assured us that she would close it off for the duration of us changing in there and that was a relief.

Or at least it was.

As I was stripping down ready to try on the new panties when Lauren returned with a selection, a woman stepped out of one of the changing cubicles. She was the exact type of soccer mom that Jenna had teased me about. Tall, blond, large titties and a big, juicy ass that was accentuated by her tight blue jeans.

She took one look at me and burst out into laughter.

“He may be pathetic, but he’s my little sissy!” Jenna said, introducing herself to the woman, her name Catherine, and apparently very interested in what was going on. “So, yeah, we’ve had him in training for a little bit now and I wanted to bring him out for his first panty shop. Care to join us? We could do with an outside opinion.”

‘That sounds… delightful,’ Catherine said, a wicked smile on her face as her nipples visibly stiffened underneath her t-shirt.

At this point Lauren entered and passed me a pair of very tiny pink panties, almost non-existent they were so small.

“Excellent, perhaps Lauren you could help sissy into them?” Jenna said. “You too, Catherine. But both of you watch out, his little winky likes to make silly littles messes sometimes.”

The two women laughed and then helped me into the pink thong by lifting my legs up in turn and making sure that the tiny piece of material at the front was holding my dick in.

“I bet if I touched it, it would probably squirt, right?” Lauren said, giggling as she saw my now hard dick pulsing against the material.

“Naughty sissy!” Catherine said, spanking my ass hard, several times in quick succession, holding me in place with one arm, showing no mercy as she laughed and turned my ass cheeks a hot red. “Naughty little panty slut!”

I was taken aback by how easily she had fallen into her role.

I shouldn’t have been surprised. It turned out that she had a pantied husband herself and knew exactly what she was doing.

“Jenna, perhaps I can suggest something?” Catherine said. “With my little bitch of a husband, if he’s going to cum, he always eats it just to reinforce what a naughty little loser he is. Perhaps your little toy should do the same. Because if I’m reading the signs right here, that moment isn’t too far off…”

Jenna smiled and walked towards me, and before I knew it all three women were pulling me to the ground and lifting my legs back up and over my head. Jenna leant in and pulled the panty material to one side, allowing my dick to spring out and point directly at my face.

“Open wide! And get that tongue right out,” Jenna said.

Catherine spat on her hands and reached down to my dick, the slightest touch of her firm, yet sensual hands making me breath hard, aware that the inevitable wasn’t far off.

“That’s it, relax, let it happen, sissy,” Catherine said, moving her thumb and index finger up and down my little sissy dick. “Make your sissy cummies for your strict, dominant women. Yeah, let it happen, get that cum spurting!”

I couldn’t hold it any longer and as the cum spurted from my dick and all over my face and into my mouth, I saw Jenna peering down, loving every moment, no doubt ready to report back to Callie, ensuring no doubt another punishment, and another step towards total immersion in my new life.

“Well, I think just to be safe, we’ll take all ten pairs,” Jenna laughed. “Now, ladies, why don’t we get sissy all cleaned up and he can treat us to cocktails at the rooftop bar? That’s alright, isn’t it, panty boy?”

“Yes, Miss, thank you Miss,” I said, cum dripping down my face and my head still spinning, not even able to process what had happened, let alone what could still be ahead.

My life changed from the second that Jenna and Callie decided to take control. And with the likes of Catherine and Lauren now involved, I knew for sure that nothing would ever be the same again.

I could technically run.

I could leave town, the country even.

But… I’m not going to.

I’m Callie, Jenna, and any other alpha woman’s little sissy panty boy, and that’s just the way it should be.
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