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-TO COME-

‘Privacy? For this sissy?’ Miss said. ‘No, none of that, he needs to get used to what life with me will be like. We’ll strip him right here and now and see what we’re working with.’

Oh my God, I couldn’t believe it at all.

I felt myself go a little weak, such was the absolute madness of what I was hearing. I felt my legs trembling, my entire body feeling the effect of some kind of super intense adrenalin rush that this humiliation was provoking.

With that, the shop assistant – whose name tag read Angelica – walked over to the other shoppers and could be seen talking to them, what I couldn’t quite make out, before heading to the front door and locking it, turning over the Closed sign.

Well, on the one hand I suppose it was good that no more people could come in, but on the other…

In addition to Miss Veronica and Angelica there were now two other women, very glamourous women in their mid forties, who were here, seemingly, to witness whatever humiliating situation was heading my way.

‘Right, time to turn you into a proper sissy,’ Miss said, running her finger down my front, delighting in my discomfort. ‘Oh well, if you’re going to just stand there like an idiot I suppose we’ll just strip you off ourselves.’

Then, without giving me a chance to plead for mercy, to somehow save the embarrassment, both Veronica and Angelica began pulling and tearing at my clothes.

Their strength took me by surprise as I soon found myself topless, my average beta male body being more expose by the second.

‘Pants off!’ Miss cried, ripping my jeans down and leaving me standing there, totally off balance with my jeans round my ankles in nothing but a tiny thong.

I could hear the two shoppers laughing and when I looked up I could see that both of them were holding their cameras up in my direction, with looks of glee on their faces.

‘Now, slut,’ Veronica said. ‘Are you going to be a good little panty slut and take those unauthorised panties off, or do we have to tear them off and stuff them in your mouth? Remember, you’re already in a lot of trouble and there is some punishment coming your way anyway. So, it’s up to you, and don’t keep us waiting…’

-END OF PREVIEW-


CHAPTER ONE

Damn, looked like I had been stood up. Another date down the drain, another person to mentally cross off the list of possible girlfriends.

I mean, it was only a coffee date – but still.

Looking around the packed coffee shop, there were couples, all of them engaged in vibrant and energetic conversations, for better or worse. I wondered how happy they were, what kind of secrets they all kept, both form the world and from each other.

I’m a definite people watcher. I can’t help it. I just find it endlessly fascinating. I love to know what motivates people, what is going on in their heads, what pushes their buttons.

Just then, as I was analysing a pair, two women in their mid twenties, a couple I think, in a heated moment over their frappes, looked up and saw a woman walk past me and towards the bathroom.

She shot me a friendly, but also kind of suspicious, look.

What the hell?

I awkwardly acknowledged her as she continued to the bathroom and disappeared behind the restored, fully polished mahogany door.

She couldn’t have noticed?

Could she?

I quickly looked down at my waist. My t-shirt was riding up just a touch, exposing a tiny bit of flesh. My jeans were placed normally around my waist…

But was there a hint of…

Panty visible?

Talking about other people’s secrets, I guess mine is that I kind of have a thing about wearing women’s panties. The smaller, skimpier, frillier and sluttier the better.

Am I a sissy?

Well, I guess a lot of my fantasies had recently been more and more focussed on the idea that I could be. Dressed in panties, made to humiliate myself in front of a dominant, alpha female, a situation where she takes control of me and dresses, uses, punishes me as she pleases? Often in front of her friends, male and female.

Wow, yeah, I’m getting hard just thinking about it.

I suppose then it was fair to say that I was a sissy-in-waiting.

But had this woman spotted the panties?

Did she know my secret?

More than that, if she did, was she going to do anything about it?


CHAPTER TWO

I decided to put it out of my mind. I mean, realistically, there was no way she could have seen the thin waistband of my minimal, black thong.

And even if she actually had, she probably wouldn’t care either way.

The weird thing was however, even as I only managed to catch a brief glimpse of her, was just how powerful an effect she had over me. She was a little older than me, probably in her late thirties or early forties.

But in incredible, total goddess physical condition.

Her hair was long, dark, perfectly smooth and shiny under the industrial style lights of the coffee shop. Wearing what appeared to be a high-end, tailored business suit, she looked like a woman of means, the kind of woman who probably held an executive managerial position way beyond my relatively lowly junior partner status at my firm.

The hints of curves underneath her suit were mouth watering.

I had only seen her for the briefest of moments but the hints of powerful thigh, round, sculpted ass, and substantial, perky breasts were enough to get my mind racing, speculating as to what she would look like naked.

Ah well, it would have to stay as fantasy I thought, suddenly aware that I was actually sitting at my seat with an election, my dick tenting up the front of my pants.

Shit, this is the kind of thing that gets you a life ban, or worse, from attending public venues, I thought, only half joking as I attempted to get my hard dick back inside the thong.

Damn, it was awkward. I didn’t want anyone to notice me, of course, but I just went for it and did a quick rearrangement.

‘All sorted?’ Came the voice.

Holy shit. It was the woman. And she was sitting down at the seat opposite me.

What the hell?

I felt my face flush crimson red, immediately and with a burning, relentless intensity that would have been obvious to anyone from fifty metres away, let alone the stunning woman who had just sat down across from me.

‘When I ask you a question, I think you should answer me,’ She said, the tone of her voice firm, demanding, and clearly not for screwing around with.

‘Um, excuse me, but, do I know you?’ I said, stupidly, trying to be clever, find a way out of this embarrassing situation.

The thing was, she had clearly seen me fiddling around trying to flatten my dick in my pants, but there was nothing to suggest she knew about the panties.

Either way, it soon became clear that trying to avoid the question was a mistake, a big one at that. Up close, and sitting across from me now, she was even better looking, more mind-blowingly prefect than I had first thought.

I couldn’t help but stare at her chest as it raised up and down inside her silk shirt.

Again, another mistake.

‘So not only are you not going to answer me, but you’re actually going to have the cheek to sit there and drool over me?’ She admonished me, her voice raising a little, clearly not fussed about anyone who may have been paying this impromptu conversation attention. ‘Answer me, boy!’

I was taken aback by this. I mean, really quite shaken.

I just didn’t know quite how to respond to her.

Instinct taking over, I couldn’t help myself…

‘I’m sorry, Miss,’ I said, head down, my hands covering my crotch.

What the hell was I doing?

I didn’t know this woman at all, and I was basically humiliating myself, letting her boss me around, walk all over me?

‘Better, but look at me in the eyes when you speak to me, understand?’ She said, crossing her long, powerful legs over each other, the pinstripe of her expensive suit emphasising the curves she clearly possessed.

‘Yes, Miss,’ I said. ‘I’m genuinely sorry, Miss.’

‘Hmmmm,’ She replied, a wicked smile on her face. ‘You do seem like you mean it. But I wonder, is that good enough? I think I need to ask you some questions, boy. Do you agree to answer them all honestly, or face the consequences?’

I was tripping out, my head spinning. I couldn’t believe what seemed to be happening here. She couldn’t possibly know about my panty fetish, my sissy desires, but somehow, something just told me…

‘Yes, Miss,’ I said. ‘I agree to answer your questions or face any consequences you deem necessary.

‘Good. Well you can start by moving those hands, yes, place them on either arm rest and do not move them,’ She said. ‘Yes, well, just as I thought. Doesn’t look like much to my eyes, but I know a stiff little dick when I see one.’

She laughed, genuinely finding the sight of the tent in my pants amusing. I felt absolutely degraded, totally humiliated by this powerful, dominant woman who had made an assessment of my dick that, while honest, was a brutal put-down.

I wanted to cover my crotch again, I was desperate. But I managed to keep my hands flat on the arm rests.

‘Good, I can see your little problem is embarrassing for you,’ she said, almost purring with delight. ‘Tell me, what are you wearing under those jeans that is causing that little pole?’

Could I answer her honestly?

I mean, I had agreed to, and she totally had me over a barrel. Who knows what her consequences could entail…

Jeez, she could even be talking about reporting me to the management, or even the cops.

I knew too, that deep down, I was feeling a building urge to just tell her, to say the word, to confess everything and admit to this woman…

The words began to come…

‘Miss, I’m wearing a pair of panties,’ I said, my voice trembling. ‘I’m wearing a tiny black thong because I am a… naughty sissy boy.’

‘Well, sissy boy,’ She said. ‘Today is you lucky day. Now get up and follow me. And keep your sissy beta eyes off my big booty too, you’ll be seeing plenty of it later and I don’t want you making any sissy messes in your panties unless I it is at my request. It’s Miss Veronica by the way.’

I gulped heavily, the magnitude and uncertainty of the situation dawning on me as I followed her, head bowed, in a total daze.

CHAPTER THREE

We left the coffee shop and walked down the street in silence, me by her side, desperately trying not do anything that would annoy her, my mind racing with possibilities as to what was going on here.

Then, quite abruptly, she stopped outside a quite inconspicuous store front.

‘You, sissy, open the door for your mistress,’ She said, looking me up and down, the look on her fact a mixture of disdain and amusement.

I did as I was told and followed in behind her.

Huh, this was just a regular woman’s clothing store, I thought.

There were a couple of customers milling around, shopping and browsing the rails of upmarket women’s clothes. They didn’t pay us any attention at all.

I followed her towards the customer service desk and soon things began to get a lot clearer, and a whole lot more humiliating.

She rang the bell at the desk for attention and within moments a woman, immaculately made up and smartly attired, arrived, instantly looking me up and down and then smiling.

‘Ah, Veronica, good to see you,’ She said, her heavy chest rising and falling underneath her blouse. ‘Yes, he does indeed look like the… type. You were right about that!’

Wait, what?

Type?

They’d already been in contact regarding me?

‘Oh, believe me he certainly is,’ Miss said. ‘In fact, I’d say he’s such a sissy he was almost trying to get exposed in the coffee shop. A true sissy loser, stood up, in his panties, little bulge all hard.’

The two women laughed, and my face went bright red. I didn’t dare to look and see if this had drawn the attention of the other shoppers, I simply couldn’t bring myself to check.

‘Oh look, your little panty boy is embarrassed!’ The lady behind the desk laughed, all too loudly. ‘Perhaps we should move to the changing area?’

Changing area?

Well at least it would be private, whatever was going to happen.

‘Privacy? For this sissy?’ Miss said. ‘No, none of that, he needs to get used to what life with me will be like. We’ll strip him right here and now and see what we’re working with.’

Oh my God, I couldn’t believe it at all.

I felt myself go a little weak, such was the absolute madness of what I was hearing. I felt my legs trembling, my entire body feeling the effect of some kind of super intense adrenalin rush that this humiliation was provoking.

With that, the shop assistant – whose name tag read Angelica – walked over to the other shoppers and could be seen talking to them, what I couldn’t quite make out, before heading to the front door and locking it, turning over the Closed sign.

Well, on the one hand I suppose it was good that no more people could come in, but on the other…

In addition to Miss Veronica and Angelica there were now two other women, very glamourous women in their mid forties, who were here, seemingly, to witness whatever humiliating situation was heading my way.

‘Right, time to turn you into a proper sissy,’ Miss said, running her finger down my front, delighting in my discomfort. ‘Oh well, if you’re going to just stand there like an idiot I suppose we’ll just strip you off ourselves.’

Then, without giving me a chance to plead for mercy, to somehow save the embarrassment, both Veronica and Angelica began pulling and tearing at my clothes.

Their strength took me by surprise as I soon found myself topless, my average beta male body being more expose by the second.

‘Pants off!’ Miss cried, ripping my jeans down and leaving me standing there, totally off balance with my jeans round my ankles in nothing but a tiny thong.

I could hear the two shoppers laughing and when I looked up I could see that both of them were holding their cameras up in my direction, with looks of glee on their faces.

‘Now, slut,’ Veronica said. ‘Are you going to be a good little panty slut and take those unauthorised panties off, or do we have to tear them off and stuff them in your mouth? Remember, you’re already in a lot of trouble and there is some punishment coming your way anyway. So, it’s up to you, and don’t keep us waiting…’

CHAPTER FOUR

I guess I must have waited a split second too long. Just as my hands were hovering around the tight waistband, I felt myself being pulled to the ground from behind.

‘That’s it, down you come you pathetic excuse for a man!’ Angelica said, her hands pressing my shoulders into the floor but quickly moving to my nipples and pulling on them, stretching them out.

I let out a cry of pain but Angelica silenced me with some hard slaps over my nipples. This was getting very serious, and I was totally out of my comfort zone.

Although the situation was about to get even more intense any second now, the sight of Miss Veronica towering above me, her long legs leading up to her annoyed, angry face.

‘Ladies, you may want to come close for this, I suspect you might even need your glasses on to see anything,’ She said, squatting down, just in front of my crotch.

Despite the humiliation and the pain, of having my nipples pulled and clothes roughly torn off, I was getting hard… fast.

She teased me, pulling and snapping back the thin waistband. My squeals of nervous agony prompting laughter and some kicks to my side from Angelica, who had now begun to start really enjoying my torment.

Then, in a smooth, fast movement she tore my panties right off, my cock bouncing out and throbbing up and down against my stomach.

The women all burst into laughter, and I was conscious of phone flashes going off, capturing my utter degradation on film.

‘Well, like a true sissy, you seem to enjoy the humiliation,’ Miss Veronica said, flicking at my hard dick, making it flex backward and forwards, much to everyone’s continued delight. ‘Well, first thing’s first…’

With that, I found myself being picked up and with supreme strength, tossed over Veronica’s lap as she took a seat on the wooden seat next to the desk. With my naked ass on display, she wasted no time in spanking me.

Hard.

Fast.

Mercilessly mocking me and enjoying the sight of my struggling, letting out cries of pain, pleading with her that I had learned my lesson.

In truth, I knew full well that my please would fall on deaf ears. I also knew, deep down, that punishment was what a sissy boy in waiting like me deserved.

I began to enjoy it.

Each slap down on my red ass I would say thank you for.

‘Yes, that’s it, show your appreciation,’ She said. ‘But, wait… what’s this?’

Miss pulled me off her lap by my hair and pointed an accusatory finger down at my dick. Throbbing hard, enjoying the punishment far too much.

‘You get hard only when I say, understand?’ She said, slapping my across my face, pushing me over to Angelica who grabbed by cock and slapped it several times, causing me to shout out in pain.

Veronica then pushed me towards the two women, each one took it in turns to hold me, running their hands over my ass, my balls, my nipples, my dick…

‘Here, take this sissy if you must insist on moaning like a little slut,’ Veronica said, stuffing my mouth with my black thong.

I choked a little as they were stuffed right the way in, then I realised what was happening…

I desperately tried to stop it but I felt my cock pulse one time too many, before cum flying out of it and landing in front of my on the marble shop floor.

The two women whooped in delight and took it upon themselves to drive me to the floor, mushing my face in my own cum.

‘Excellent, ladies!’ Veronica said. ‘You look like you’ve handled a pathetic little beta and his cummies before.’

Veronica stooped down and watched as I was forced to lick up every last drop of my own semen, totally defeated, exposed, the subject of complete ridicule and ownership by these dominant, magnificent women.

I knew that this was where I belonged.

Angelica walked over with a pair of frilly, high cut, pink panties and handed them to Veronica.

‘Now, these,’ Veronica said, pulling me up and displaying the panties right in front of my cum covered face. ‘These are your first official panties under my command. You will wear them with pride, you will show them to me whenever or wherever I request. You must never cum in them, ever. If you do, I’ll know and you will be punished a hundred times harder and more humiliatingly than you have been today – and not just by women either my little cock sucker in training!’

I nodded in agreement, totally accepting of the situation.

‘By putting them on, here and now, you agree that you are my panty boy, and you are mine to do with as I please?’ She said.

‘Yes, Miss, it would be an honour,’ I replied.

‘Good, now lift your legs, one at a time, let’s see what sissy looks like in his first panties,’ She said, firmly but with a hint of maternal discipline.

I stepped into the panties and instantly felt like I was home. Here at what would become known as The Sissy Store, was the beginning of the rest of my life.
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WE JOIN IN CHAPTER TWO…

“Never, ever, lie to me again,” She said. “And never, ever refuse a command, you understand?”

“Aaaaaaw, aww, yes, yes,” I cried, “I understand Madame, please-“

“Oh shut up,” Annabelle bellowed. “You take your spanks like a good little sissy wimp. Take them and say thank you Madame Annabelle after each one!”

I did what I was told after each and every spank. And there were a lot of them. Then, a brief relief. Annabelle loosened her grip on me and placed me ass down in the snow.

“That should cool off that hot bottom of yours!” She laughed.

It was clear that she was enjoying this, that this was the kind of thing she was perfectly suitable for. I wondered whether in actual fact she had done this kind of thing before? But before I could spend any real time pondering this issue I found myself being instructed to stand up and put my hands on my head. I rose to my feet and did as I was told. I felt totally exposed and humiliated. Naked apart from a bright pink thong, out on the slopes. It was still early enough that there weren’t really any people close. But how long would that be the case?

“Oh dear, not much to see is there?” She laughed, pointing at me, giggling a wicked, seductive giggle.

Here’s the thing. Despite the humiliation, the pain from the spanking, and the loss of control, I was actually feeling a rush of blood to my dick. This couldn’t be happening. Despite everything, I was totally taken in by this total Goddess. I’d always had fantasies about being dominated by a strong, sophisticated, powerful woman. But now it was happening, how was I feeling about it? I didn’t have much time to think…

“Well, let me see what you’re working with in the trouser department,” Annabelle said.

It wasn’t a question.

I put my hands on the waistband of the panties.

I hesitated and looked pleadingly at Annabelle. She shook her head and glared. I couldn’t face another spanking, my bottom hadn’t even cooled down properly from the last one, and who knows, it could get worse next time? Slowly, and completely demoralised, I pulled the panties down over my cock and right down to my ankles. I stood back up and covered my dick and balls with my hands.

“Don’t you dare cover up in front of your Mistress!” Annabelle shouted.

Terrified, I lifted my hands and put them back on top of my head.

Annabelle burst out laughing as she watched my less than impressive cock bounce and twitch, pointing upwards, hard as it could get, totally turned on. If I wasn’t careful, I could end up cumming, and I didn’t know what kind of reaction that would provoke from Annabelle.

“What a pathetic little cock that is! How big is it, three inches? There’s no was that would ever satisfy a woman,” Annabelle declared. “Go on, try and deny it! Try and deny that you are a stupid little tiny dicked sissy boy…”

“N-n-n-no, I can’t deny it,” I said, “I’m a tiny dicked sissy boy, Mistress.”

I couldn’t believe what I was saying. It was true of course, I’d always known that’s what I was. But it almost felt liberating to say it out loud to a woman who knew exactly what I was and how I should be treated. My cock stiffened again, a little pre-cum leaking out of the top. Annabelle noticed and laughed.

“Ha ha, oh dear, what a stupid sight that is,” She said, “I want you to get over here and put that little willy between my legs. Stuff the little maggot in between my thermal lycra clad thighs and pump it for as long as you can before you make a sissy mess. Show your Mistress how much you adore her.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I was so nervous, even though I was being given the opportunity to fulfil a fantasy I was worried that I wouldn’t be able to do it. Instinctively, and a sign that this was right for me, I got on all fours and crawled over to Annabelle. She approved of this and pulled me up by my ears.

With my face millimetres away from her crotch I pushed my hips forward and put my hard cock, so close to explosion, in between her legs.

It felt incredible.

So smooth. I pumped once, twice, three times.

Then I felt it happen.

The cum burst up through my pathetic sissy dick and squirted into the lycra pussy of my Mistress.

I let out a long groan. “Has my sissy slut made a mess?” Annabelle asked, laughing. “well, answer me!”

“Yes Madame, your sissy slut has made a mess into your magnificent thighs,” I replied.

With that confirmation, Annabelle pushed me back and then instructed me very clearly to lick up each and every stringy strand of cum that was on her inner thighs. I did this eagerly and thoroughly, I wanted to make sure that I pleased her, and not just because I didn’t want a painful punishment, but also because I genuinely wanted to impress her.

She was my Mistress, there was no doubting that.

“Well, what an unexpected surprise this morning was,” Annabelle said. “But don’t think this is the end. There is plenty more humiliation, punishment, and degradation coming up for you my sissy bimbo. I’m going to push you to your absolute limits, don’t you worry about that. Now, pull those panties up, but you can forget about the trousers, we’re going to ski back to my lodge for the next step in your training.”

I knew that this had been a life changing experience. I was about to find out that the new experiences were far from over, and whether I wanted them or not, I was going to get a whole lot more very, very soon…. -END OF PREVIEW-
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