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Book 1

When my journey to become a sissy began, I scarcely knew what I was in for. I had started college, and was quickly finding myself existing in an aimlessly drudgery of day to day monotony. I woke up, went to class, studied, and slept.

It wasn’t as if I was a total loser. I mean, I had friends. I went to parties. I tried my hand at the basic rigmor of things that were supposed to be fun when one is new to college. However, the more that I did, the less I felt. Nothing felt bad, but nothing felt right, either. I knew that college wasn;t only a place that people went to try and get an education; it was a place that people went to find themselves, to find out who they really were on the inside. All of my friends and peers didn’t seem to have any sort of struggle with this, so why did I? All that I seemed to be learning was that there was a long list of things that I didn’t like. I didn’t like drinking, or smoking. I didn’t like partying. Class was fine, but I wouldn’t exactly put it high on the list of things that I liked, either. Even going on dates and having the occasional fling or one night stand seemed to me to be, ultimately, a bit of a bore.

It wasn’t until I saw a flier, stapled into an electric post on the far end of campus, that for the first time since I had arrived at college I felt a pang of desire. I just didn’t understand why at the time.

“Sissy club!” The flier read, in large, bolded letters at the very top. That made me stop and do a double take, and then a triple take. One take was to make sure that the flier actually said what I thought that it did, and one take was to see that the sign actually said what I thought it did, and another take to make sure that nobody else was currently watching. Thankfully, the street that I had found myself on was all but deserted, and so my eyes hungrily devoured the flier in peace and privacy.

Below the emboldened letters that read sissy club, there were scant details. It listed a location, which I recognized as being just a few blocks away from campus, and a time and date to attend. Other than that, there was simply a brief promise that by attending the club, one would be able to find their inner sissy-whatever that meant. Whilst I didn’t quite know what to make of the strange sign, I couldn’t help but be mystified by the prospect. I didn’t yet know what it was exactly about the strange sign that had piqued my curiosity, only that I very much wanted to know more. What was this club? And what did it mean to become your true sissy? I didn’t yet know, but I knew the only way to find out was to attend.

I opened up my phone and checked the date. I was lucky. I had just enough time to get home and grab a quick shower and make it to the club before the next meeting. Given that it met every other day, I suppose that it wasn’t really that surprising that I would have found myself able to attend, but regardless I couldn’t help but feel like I couldn’t wait to find out what it was that was happening at the club. I needed to know, and I needed to know as soon as I possibly could.

On the walk back to my apartment during the crisp fall evening, I reflected on what a strange turn of events this whole thing really was. After all, I had been living life in such a daze. I didn’t know what I was doing with my life, I had just been doing as I was told as I went through the motions. One side effect to the total emotional disconnect that I had felt with my apathy towards life was that it was hard for anything to make me feel nervous. After all, why feel nervous about something if you know that you don’t really care about it? It was for this reason that attending class, going to parties, or going out on dates with women had little effect on me. I was simply lost in the clouds most of the time.

However, that was not how I felt now. I don’t think that I could have possibly felt any further removed from my typical apathetic state that had overtaken my life since I started school. I could feel myself becoming more and more flustered at the prospect of attending the sissy club. It was as if with every step that I took, I walked faster and faster until I was practically jogging. It wasn’t so much that I was worried about time as much as it was that I felt a sense of pent up energy, energy that I didn’t even know that I had been accumulating, finally bubbling to the surface. I could feel my cheeks grow flush, and even though it was quite a chilly fall day, I felt as if I was burning up inside of my hoodie. When I finally got back to my dorm, I threw off my clothes and jumped in a shower. Still flustered from my walk, I let the hot water knob alone as I set myself under the flow.

I wasn’t in the shower for very long. After all, there was hardly any time to dilly dally if I wanted to be able to make it to the meeting on time. But what did I wear? What does one wear to a sissy club? The truth was that I didn't have the faintest idea. Sadly, I also had no time to do any research and find out, so I simply grabbed a white t-shirt and sifted through my hamper for anything resembling a clean pair of pants. By this point I was totally out of clean underwear, so I opted instead to free the ball, something that wasn’t the least bit unusual for me on days when I was light on fresh laundry.

I could feel the cool air on my still wet hair as I bolted out of the dormitory building, my phone already loaded up with the correct address for me to head to. Once again, I walked with a gait that possessed such furcor that there was anybody to see me that might not have recognized me compared to the apathetic slumping college freshmen that I had unwittingly allowed myself to be.

Now the reality of nervousness and fear was finally setting on me. I was no longer merely nervous about the prospect of the unknown. Now the fear had a shape to it, which was the house that I was soon to be arriving at, and all of the new faces that I was going to have to introduce myself to. I was starting to have second thoughts. Maybe I should simply head back, give myself a chance to do a little bit more research as to what exactly it was that I was signing myself up for before I actually took the step to arrive at the apartment. I mean, the group itself met quite frequently. What did I have to gain from bursting into premature and unprepared? What if the instinct that was propelling me towards this mysterious sissy club was misguided? What if this was simply all some massive mistake that I was making, and I would instead have been better served doing anything else? The excuses piled up behind my eyes.

I tried to take a deep breath of the fresh fall air and clear my head. I knew that the thoughts that I was thinking, no matter how logical they seemed, weren’t coming from a place of rationality. I was scared, and nervous. It was just that it had been so long since I had actually found myself feeling fear and nervousness that I could scarcely recognize it. How long had it been since the prospect of doing something had filled me with such curiosity that it had the every alluring effect of literally taking my breath away? How long had it been since I had been so nervous about doing something that my mind resorted to playing these games, trying to reason my way out of desire?

Perhaps if the walk that I was on was just a few minutes longer, then my mind would have won and I would have never arrived at the house. However, just as I was feeling the pull of the safety of my apartment finally growing strong enough to influence my actions, my phone dingged.

I had arrived.

I double checked the address on my phone, and sure enough it matched the house that was now directly in front of me. I could feel my palms grow sweaty as I fumbled my cell phone back into my pocket. Here I was, all out of excuses to make. It was now or never.

My legs felt like they were made of jello, and my feet felt like they were made of sand as I arrived at the door. The tiny voice in the back of my mind which had been beckoning me towards the safety of my dorm room was now at a full shout. I knew that I could scrap this whole plan and throw the whole thing away, and nobody would ever know but me.

Not today, voice. Not today. I reached out my hand and let three heavy knocks reverberate against the door.

There was a long pause and nothing seemed to happen. I started to peer through the window, but then stopped myself. How creepy would it be if I had the wrong house and some complete stranger looked outside only to see somebody peering in? The thought alone set my anxiety ablaze yet again. The more that I waited, the more nervous I became. No matter how many times I double checked my phone to ensure that I did indeed have the correct address, as soon as I set my phone down in my pocket I would become filled with a dreadful sense that I had made some terrible error and would just as soon be found out. Even though I had been standing perfectly still for at least a full minute by this point, I still felt as though I couldn’t quite bring myself to catch my breath.

Finally, when I was right on the verge of turning around, the door suddenly flew open.

I don’t know what it was exactly that I was expecting to be staring back at me, but I’m quite certain that it wasn’t the sight that I was greeted with. It was a woman, who like me was almost certainly also in her early 20’s. She had bright blond hair that cascaded down to her shoulders, and bright green eyes. On her face she was sporting a beaming smile that stretched fully from ear to ear.

“Well hello there, I’m Dot.” The woman said to me, with a giggle.

I opened my mouth to try and say something in return, but the only effect that this had was that I soon discovered that the nerves that I had been feeling had all but turned my mouth into a desert. My tongue felt heavy and made of sandpaper, and any attempt that I made to try and introduce myself only served to make myself appear as if this was my first attempt ever at facilitating a social interaction.

“I… uh.” I finally managed to stammer out. It wasn’t much, but I suppose that it was better than nothing, even if it was only slightly better than nothing.

“Are you here for the club?” Dot said to me, punctuating her sentence with another giggle. This should have had the effect of calming my nerves, given that it did at the very least confirm that I had come to the right place. However, for reasons that I did not yet understand, this had the complete opposite effect on me; I was just as nervous as I had ever been.

I had finally accepted that whatever attempt I was making to muster small talk was not going to be effective, so I opted instead to simply nod my head in her direction.

Her smile, already wide enough to traverse her face, somehow managed to grow even wider with this news.

“Fabulous!” She shot out, so loud that I was momentarily self conscious that the neighbours might hear her. “Come on in!”

I did as I was told before I had even thought about it, and just like that I was inside of the club.

The first thing that came as a surprise to me was that I didn’t see anybody else there. As far as I could tell, for now it was just me and Dot. I didn’t want to be rude by pulling out my phone and checking the time, but since I must have checked it thirty or so times as I was waiting for Dot to open the door, I knew perfectly well that I was right on time. Was this one of those get togethers where there was an unspoken expectation that everybody arrive fashionably late? My mind once again went ablaze with manufacturing every which way that I could possibly be screwing up right now without having the benefit of fully being able to realize it. Once again, I tried to calm my nerves with another deep breath. Of course I hadn’t done anything wrong, this was all just my nerves acting up. The thought, despite the fact that I knew that it was correct, did little to assuage my nervousness. The only thing that managed to make me feel somewhat calmer was Dot’s upbeat demeanor.

“Come on in! I’ll introduce you to the rest of the crew.” She said, motioning me towards the living room. Eagerly, I followed her, unsure of what sight was about to greet me.

When I turned the corner into the living room, I was surprised to see that I appeared to be only the only guy in attendance. There were about five or six girls, all of whom appeared to be right around my age, sitting on the various couches and chairs that adorned the room. Their eyes shot to me, and there was the unmistakable look of optimistic hunger that washed across their faces.

“Oh he’s cute!” I heard one of the girls say. My already flushed cheeks turned even more red.

“Yeah totally!” Another girl chimed in.

“I bet he’ll make a perfect sissy!” Said another.

“Yeah!” 

“Now now, hold your horses ladies. It’s his first meeting, why don’t we give him just a wee bit of space. Why don’t you introduce yourself? In fact, I don’t think that I’ve quite managed to get your name yet.” Dot said, turning towards me.

“I’m, uh, Samuel.” I said in a  voice that was much quieter than all the other girls who had been speaking in the room. Unfortunately, I had the feeling that my shy demeanor only served to amplify people’s attention and interest towards me.

“Well howdy ho sam.” Said one of the women, positioned on the far right of the room. She was the only woman present in the room who didn’t quite match the sorority aesthetic of the rest of the group. Instead of the blindingly blonde shade of yellow that adorned the messy buns of the other girls, her hair was a reflective jet black, the same color as her lipstick, and hoodie, and…. Well, everything else, as a matter of fact.

“I’m Jess.” The woman said to me, Her voice wasn’t entirely unfriendly as much as it was flat, and her expression remained stoic as her eyes bore into me.

“Nice to meet you.” I managed to stammer out. I certainly wasn’t doing a very good job at hiding my nerves so far. Hopefully once I managed to sit down for a little bit and collect myself, I would be able to calm down a bit.

“First time?” I heard another voice say to me.

I nodded coyly.

“That obvious, huh?” I said. Thankfully, I heard a chorus of quick laughter from the room that had the effect of letting me know that my effort to make a joke and introduce some levity into the room had not been totally in vain.

“We don’t get too many new recruits. We kind of like it that way” Dot explained. “We used to put a lot more effort into our outreach, but we found that things worked best when there were only one or two sissies to train. Otherwise we’d have as many as a dozen guys show up, and there’s only six of us overseeing the club, so you can imagine what a shit show that ended up being. At the end of the day, we decided that it just wasn’t very fair of the sissies for us to always be stretched so thin, and so we decided to cut way back with everything. Now it’s just one or two at a time, and it looks like today you just so happen to be that lucky one.”

“Lucky me.” I said. Even though I had said those two words in jest, the fact of the matter was that I really did feel as if I was the lucky one for being the person who had happened to notice the sign pinned to the post. And just to think, if I had happened to walk by it without noticing it, none of this would be happening right now. The world can be so strange like that, sometimes.

“Yeah, I agree Dot.” Jess said. “I think it’s much more fun when there’s only one sissy. It really gives us a chance to feel them out.” She said the last three words extra slowly, as if she was enjoying the taste of the words as they left her lips.

“Tell me Samuel, what underwear are you wearing today?” I heard one of the girls whose name I had not yet learned ask me. Even though it probably should have felt to me as if it was a strange thing to be asking, somehow in the context of the room it felt normal. I briefly turned to take another survey of the smiling faces that composed the club. All of them were beaming at me, leaning forward with anticipation at the answer that I had yet to provide them with.

“I’m, uh, not.” I said, even more quietly than my already hardly audible speaking voice.

FOr reasons that I did not yet know, this caused a sudden uproar of laughter amongst the other attendees of the club.

“I knew it!” One of the girls said.

“You owe me five bucks.” Jess said, her icey face sporting a smile for the first time since I had walked in the room.

Yet another girl reached into her purse, and dramatically tossed a five dollar bill her way, with a pouty noise that did little to disguise the fact that she herself was laughing as well.

I looked to Dot with confused eyes, unsure as to why it was that the fact that I didn’t happen to be wearing any underwear that particular day was such big news.

“Oh, well you see Sam, we get people who are at various degrees along their path to becoming a true sissy. So, when a brand new member comes in, some of the members like to try and guess beforehand if they’ve already begun their sissification process. You know, like if you’re still just a regular dude, you’d be wearing boxers.”

I nodded at Dot, not wanting to bely the fact that all of this was so new to me.

“And if I wasn’t wearing boxers…?” I said, looking at the Dot.

She put her hand over her mouth, which did an all too poor job at stifling her laughter.

“Why, a thong of course, silly!” She said to me, yet again punctuating the end of her sentence with a giggle.

“A…. thong?” I said, still getting used to the idea that the reason that I had arrived at this club was to become a sissy.

My asking this all too obvious non question only had the unfortunate effect of causing everybody to laugh even more, which in turn only served to make me feel even more self conscious.

“I’m assuming you know what a thong is, my dear compadre.” One of the girls said to me, still giggling.

“I do!” I said, the words sounding more defensively as they exited my mouth than I had anticipated.

“Ever worn one before?” Jess asked me, pointedly. The complete lack of humor on her face caused one hell of a juxtaposition between her and the other girls in the room, all of whom without fail found this question to be a humorous one.

“No!” I said, again the words sounding as if I was hiding something. And hell, maybe I was. With each and every moment that passed, I found myself being less and less sure of how I actually felt about any of this. EVerything that was happening was all so new to me, so foriegn. It wasn’t that I had never seen a thong before, that wasn’t the part of all this that was new. However, I had never had a room full of attractive college aged women ask me if I liked to wear thongs in my spare time. That part most certainly was new.

Well, today is your lucky day. Jess said as she stood up. Her pants, like everything else that could possibly hold a dye, were jet black. With one hand she undid her belt as she locked eyes with me. I tried my best not to look down as her eyes bore into me, but I quickly discovered that my best in this regard wasn’t very good at all, and my half hearted attempts to be able to both maintain her eye contact and not look at the whiteness of her thighs, standing in much contrast to the rest of her outfit, only made my glances all the more obvious.

“Aw, he wants to look.” I heard one of the girls say.

“So polite! Isn’t he.” Another voice echoed.

“Well, as if we needed any proof he’s not wearing any underwear!” Dot said with yet another giggle.

My face, which had been sporting a red flush since I had arrived at the door, now went beet red. I could feel my cock becoming hard as Jess shimmied out of her skin tight black denim jeans. However, I was banking on the fact that my pants would be able to obscure my erection. Apparently I could expect to have no such luck, as the giggling and pointing of the room full of girls confirmed the fact that my hard cock was everything but hidden at the moment.

“Somebody likes goth girls.” Jess said, cracking her version of a smile at me, which still appeared as more of a scowl than anything else. A friendly scowl, but a scowl nonetheless.

DOt rolled her eyes playfully. “Always so quick to flatter yourself. I’ve been watching though, his little member started growing as soon as we started talking about thongs. I think he wants to try one, and that;s why it's hard.

“No, that’s not true!” I said, defensively. I didn’t even mean for the words to come out of my mouth. It was as if I spoke them aloud, and then thought about them.

The girls, all of them, gave me a surprised and dubious look. I don’t think a single one of them believed me, even in the slightest.

Dot was the first to respond, which at first I was thankful for, as it at least served the purpose of clearing up the dreadful silence that had been left in the wake of my comment.

She walked towards me slowly, like a lion circling its prey. She took each step, one at a time, dramatically bouncing on her feet for emphasis until she was only a mere few inches in front of me.

“Oh really. SO you mean to say that this cock didn’t start getting hard as soon as we started floating the idea of you wearing a thong for all of us?” She said, As she spoke, she reached out her hand and ever so casually brushed her fingers against my cock. Even though I had been trying my best to remain stoic, my body couldn’t help but respond to the unexpected sensation of her touch. Against my better wishes, an exhale of breath that was not too far removed from a moan left my lips.

I don’t know why, but I was determined to be obstinate. I had always been a least a little bit stubborn, though certainly not as much as others. I did hate to be wrong, but mostly that manifested itself as me placing myself in situations where I had to be right. I rarely raised my hand in class, for example, unless I was absolutely sure that I knew what the answer was. I rarely argued with somebody unless I was totally sure that I was right, and more importantly, that they were wrong. This kind of experience was, like so many other things that had happened so far, totally new to me. I didn’t want to admit that I was wrong, and that I really was kind of curious about trying on a thong.

“Well, there’s only one way to prove that. Jess?” Dot said, turning her attention towards Jess but keeping her hand lightly stroking my hard cock through my pants. In the rush of the sensation of Dot’s surprise cock massage, I had taken my eyes away from Jess. When I followed Dot’s gaze towards the Goth vixen, I immediately averted my gaze, and then in helpless curiosity reverted them back. She was naked from the waist down, her black jeans in a crumpled pile on the floor. Her panties, which she had been wearing just a moment ago, were in her hands. She had her finger wrapped around the waistband of the thin material, and was spinning the thong in the air absentmindedly as she watched me. Jess made no effort at all to hide the fact that she was staring at my cock as Dot continued to stroke me, and one of her lips was curled up in a devious version of a half smile.

“I’ve been wearing this all day though. I worked out in it and everything. I don’t think that it would be fair for Samanth- I mean, Sam, to have their first very pair of thong panties be a dirty pair.” Jess said. There was a tone of malicious deviousness in her voice that betrayed the fact that, despite how she was presenting what she was saying, there was nothing at all in her intentions that were the least bit altruistic.

“And what do you suppose that we do about that?” Dot said to her, expertly playing along with the game that Jess had started.

“Good question, good question…” Jess said, acting like she was weighing options even though it was all too obvious that Jess had very much already decided exactly what it was that she wanted to do.

“I think that maybe our guest she clean the thong.” Jess finally said. “Seems only fair, doesn’t it? They get to wear my panties, so they get to clean them!” Jess continued. Her tone of voice maintained it;s droll quality, but I could hear a sneaking bit of enthusiasm under her breath, as if she didn’t want to fully advertise just how much it was that she was looking forward to this.

Dot, who was continuing to tease me by stroking my hard cock through my pants, now moved her other hand to my waistband. WIth an ease of motion that most certainly implied that she very much knew what she was doing and had done this before, she undid the button and zipper of my pants in one swift move. SInce I had no belt, this had the effect of sending my pants to my ankles with a cartoonish kind of quickness.

Cue yet one more round of laughter and giggles from all of the girls as they made no effort whatsoever to hide the fact that they were all staring and looking at my cock.

Dot started rubbing my cock even more vigorously, with enough skill that it had the effect of causing my knees to go weak. My eyes rolled back in my head as Dot had one of her hands wrapped around my shaft, with her other hand playing with my balls. I opened my mouth in delight as Dot continued to masterfully work away at my balls and shaft.

What I didn’t yet realize was that this was all a part of a master plan that I had not been made privy to. While my eyes were closed, Jess walked up to me without making a noise, and in one quick motion shoved her worn thong into my mouth in front of everybody.

My eyes went wide with surprise at the sudden sensation, not to mention the taste, of having the goth ladies panties be in my mouth. She didn’t just gently place her thong in my mouth, she shoved them all the way in until the entirety of her thong was inside of my mouth, and then with her other hand gently moved my jaw up, so that my lips were now sealed with her panties still in my mouth. I could see a devilish kind of smile working it’s way across Jess’s face.

“Do you like that?” She said to me, so quietly that it was almost spoken under her breath.

I was so flustered at that moment that I went to answer, despite the obvious fact that I was currently gagged by her thong panties. The most that I was able to manage to get out was an ‘mmf’ noise, which seemed only to serve to delight the sadistic Jess even more.

“Go on, Clean them for me. Clean them for me just like the sissy slut that you are.” Jess said, her eyes locking into mine. “Here, I’ll help.”

“Jess’s version of help, as it so turns out, was to raise her hand that was still positioned around my mouth and clamp my nostrils shut. This had the effect of causing me to only be able to breathe through my mouth. I coughed and sputtered a bit as I realized the president that I was now in. If I wanted to breathe, the only way that I would be able to do so was by getting a big whiff of Jess’s worn panties, a fact that seemed to delight her more and more with each passing second. Spit gathered and formed in my mouth, as I no longer had enough empty space in my mouth to be able to swallow. Jess did not try to hide her laughter as a dribble of saliva dripped down from the corner of my lips.

Finally, when Jess was thoroughly satisfied that I had cleaned her panties, she removed them from my mouth, being sure to wipe them across my face for good measure. It was quickly becoming obvious that out of all of the girls who comprised the sissy meeting that I was currently attending, Jess was by far the most sadistic of any of them.

After wiping the sopping wet panties all over my face, Jess casually walked behind me to continue with the rest of her plan. What all she was intending to do, I couldn’t say. All that I could tell you for certain was having her be totally out of my field of view did little to assuage my nervousness. If having her worn panties in my mouth was the appetizer, then what on earth could I expect to be the main course? I didn’t know, but I knew that I was definitely about to find out.

Dot continued stroking me, though of course now it was happening against my bare skin. I had had my fair share of handjobs before, but none of them had ever managed to feel quite this good before. There was a delicacy in her touch, a confidence that Dot was able to exude in her gentle caress of my member that kept on one the edge, constantly wanting more. I was, of course, most accustomed to my own hand on my cock, and it wasn’t as if I ever spent time teasing myself. For me, especially given that I was still situated in the dorms, masturnbation took on the quality of a chore most days. If I knew that I only had five minutes before my roommate arrived home, I was quick to rub on and clean up before she got back. Or in the shower, knowing that if I didn’t manage to cum within the first few minutes that I would be forced to spend the actual cleaning portion of my shower in cold water. Mastubation had, in other words, been relegated to the ever growing list of basic maintenance.

Dots gentle, teasing touch reminded me that there was an awful lot more to sexual pleasure than just simple routine maintenance. She had her finger tips wrapped all the way around my member, and she would pump with gusto for a few seconds and then abruptly stop, and somehow no matter how many times she repeated this process it had the same effect of making me lift my hips up towards her, trying with an obvious kind of desperation to feel her fingers pump away at my cock some more.

Jess by now had circled around so that she was behind me as Dot continued teasing me. I was totally lost in the sensation now, so much so that I hardly even thought about it as Dot kneeled down below me and lifted one of my legs up by my foot, sliding her black (of course) thong between my legs. Now that one leg was threaded in the thin flossy material, she did the other leg.

She moved the fabric up slowly, with her kneeling on her knees behind me so that her face was directly in front of my ass. I had never been in such a situation before, and I didn’t know whether to feel more embarrassed or aroused by my current predicament.

Jess made me secretly feel me up as she ever so slowly moved the thong up my legs. Her outstretched hands massaged my calves first, and then as she raised the material up my backside she moved to my thighs. Finally, I could feel her probing hands working away on my ass, her thumbs sliding in and out of my buttcrack as she kneaded my ass. This was entirely new to me. Other than jokingly, I don’t think that I had ever had a woman grab my butt before, and I was both surprised, embarrassed, and horny at how quickly and strongly my body seemed to respond to it.

“Oh I think he likes it.” Dot said. Her face was only a few inches away from me, and she was watching me the way a scientist would watch an experiment during a crucial moment.

“Yeah?” I heard Jess say enthusiastically from behind me.

“Totally, I can feel him getting harder the closer you get to his little asshole.” Dot said.

This caused my eyes to grow even wider.

Dot eyed me, looking more and more conniving with each and every passing second.

“Is that true little sissy boy? Do you like having your ass played with by a strong lady who can put you in your place?” She said, For perhaps the first time since I had met Dot, this comment was not followed by her signature girly giggle.

“I… uh…” Not knowing what to say in response. Did I say yes? No? I couldn’t tell what the appropriate answer to give was, for several reasons, least of which being that I don’t even think that I knew the answer to that question myself. In truth, the very idea of having my butt played with had never so much as even occurred to me before. Now I was expected to be able to make up my mind as to how it would make me feel on the spot, when I could already barely think due to the fact that I was actively having my cock played with by the very woman who was asking the question.

“You know what I think?” Dot said to me.

“No, ma’am.” I said. I don’t even know where the inclination to refer to her as ma'am came from. I guess that it just happened naturally, without any sort of conscious thought being required.

“I think that before today is over, you’re going to be begging for your little butthole to be played with.” Dot said to me. She was only an inch away from me now, so close that I could feel her hot breath on my neck, and even though she was several inches shorter than me, I couldn’t help but feel as if I was the one who was looking up at her at that moment.

I didn’t say anything back, as I truly didn’t know how to respond to a comment like that. I was feeling so many conflicting things, and thinking so many conflicting thoughts, that I could scarcely decide which one was the appropriate response to give. There was definitely a part of me that wanted to remain obstinate and stubborn, to tell her that I wasn’t the little sissy bitch boy that she was telling me that I was, that the idea of having my ass played with was gross, and that I most certainly wouldn’t like it. There was also a part of me that was very much worried that if I ventured to make such a comment, that she, along with all of the other girls in the room, would call my bluff.

“Cmon! I want to see him with the thong up his butt!” I heard one of the girls say.

“Yeah! I think it’s time for a little fashion show.”

“Yeah Jess! Stop staring at his ass and get on with it”

Jess peaked out from behind me and stuck out her tongue at one of the girls in a playful sort of way. I saw a mischievous smile flash across Dot's face, and then what happened next truly managed to surprise me, even by the standard of unpredictability that had characterized my day so far.

Dot grabbed the back of Jess’s head, her tongue still out and outstretched, and in one motion propelled her face into my backside. Dot’s aim was impeccable, because I immediately felt Jess’s tongue against my asshole.

To my surprise, Jess didn’t pull her face away, nor did she retract her tongue back into her mouth. In fact, the exact opposite happened. Jess placed her hands on my ass cheeks, forcing her face as far up my butt as it could possibly go. As she did this, she pushed her tongue even further out than it already was. Her tongue was now properly all of the way up my butt.

My eyes went wide with surprise. While I didn't really know what to expect from this first time attending the sissy meeting, I have to say that getting my ass eaten for the first time was far from being on the list of potential possibilities.

Jess moved her head back, so that I felt her warm, wet tongue slip out of my asshole, and then jammed it back in. She repeated the motion several times, effectively fucking my ass with her tongue. As she did this, I could hear an uproarious applause from the other girls in the room, all of whom seemed much amused by the unexpected turn of events.

Dot, who for the last few minutes had been austere, compared at least to the giggly woman who had introduced herself to me when she opened the door, couldn’t help but flash a beaming smile as the room continued on with it’s hoops and hollers.

I had, up until that point at least, never actually had the experience of having my ass get eaten. Before I could make up my mind as to whether or not it felt good or bad, the first emotion that passed through my mind was one of complete and total surprise. I mean, nothing since I had arrived at my very first Sissy meeting had gone even remotely according to any expectation that I had had, and yet somehow this pushed things over the edge. Jess, who up until now had shown very little enthusiasm for anything at all, seemed to have found an outlet for all her pent up passion-- she was going to town on my behind as if there was no tomorrow.

“Look! He’s getting harder!” I heard a voice say, though my eyes by that point had become sufficiently glazed over so that I couldn't quite make out which woman it was that the voice belonged to.

“Look, no hands.” Dot said as she released my swollen member for the first time in several minutes. Sure enough, my protruding cock bounced with the same rhythm of Jess thrusting her tongue in and out my ass.

“I think he likes it.” I heard another woman chime in.

“Most definitely.” Another said.

Finally, it appeared that Jess had had her fill, so to speak. She removed her head from my cheeks, and before I had a chance to register what was going on, slid her thong the rest of the way up my backside.

And just like that, there I was, sitting in front of a room full of women in a pair of thong underwear. This most certainly was not how I had imagined my day going, and yet I can’t say that I minded things so far.

“Turn around Samantha, let’s see!” Somebody yelled in my direction. It took me a moment to register that I was now Samantha. Still, not wanting to disappoint, I rotated my body 360 degrees, and I felt my face turn even more flush as the ladies all cheered as my ass came into view. Several of them took turns grabbing and smacking my cheeks with glee. One even tugged up on the thong, making sure that the fabric was firmly positioned up my butt cheeks.

“She looks so good!” One of the women said.

“Yeah, but black doesn’t really go with the rest of her outfit, wouldn’t you say so ladies?” Dot said.

“I think that if we’re going to have fun playing dress up, then we might as well go all the way with it. Don’t you agree, Samantha?” Dot said, looking at me with her ever playful eyes.

“Yu-Yes Ma’am.” I said nervously.

“Delightful!” Dot said. “Rebecca, why don’t you go see what dresses we have upstairs…?
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