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PROLOGUE

The Mistress Group, all of them dominant, strict, and incredibly wealthy women, had come up with a plan some years ago. Sure, it was fine to feminize weak, beta men and have them parade around, degrade themselves, and take their punishments inside their penthouse apartments in the city. There was plenty a Mistress could do covertly when out and about in the city too, from verbal admonishments, to the occasional bathroom spanking or ass worship.

But they knew that there were limitations.

They wanted the freedom to walk about with their feminized sissy slave. They wanted a place where the women could go for a coffee with their panty-slut exposed and submissive at their side. But where? How would this be possible?

Well, it turned out that there was a way. A large plot of land, surrounded by a four hundred year old forest, became available for purchase after literally decades of legal wrangling over its ownership. It was perfect. Totally secluded, large enough to build houses, communal spaces, a community for the mega rich, sissy owners to retreat to for extended periods.

The sissies would have to get used to their punishments and panty wearing lifestyles being exposed far more regularly, not just amongst their mistress’s friends, but amongst other sissy sluts too.

But, just as the building work on the community was finishing, the quarantine order came in from the government. The pandemic that had begun a few months ago across the world had now spread and was wreaking havoc. Everyone had to go into lockdown, no contact with the outside world.

Well, it was a good job that the mistresses and their sissies had just arrived for their first visit to Sissy Village. It suddenly looked like they would be staying their a lot longer than they had anticipated.

Hopefully, the sissies would not run out of clean panties or upset their mistresses, because in the Sissy Village, the normal rules of society just no longer applied…


CHAPTER ONE

I pulled my panties down and bent over the edge of the sofa in the living room of Ms Peet’s house. Sure, I lived there too, but I would never call it my house. Far from it. I was more like a live-in servant, there to be bossed around, to meet Ms Peet’s every whim and desire, to accept my punishments when I had failed and ask for more if I felt I hadn’t learned my lesson yet.

Now was one of those occasions.

We had only heard about the lockdown the previous day, and the reality was only now setting in that we would be here for a long time. So it really wasn’t a great sign that I had already messed up and was facing a spanking. My crime? Well, I had allowed my mind to wander as I waited for the oven timer to go off for Ms Peet’s morning croissants, my sissy brain wandering to thoughts of the kind of things that might happen during our stay in Sissy Village. The idea of being here, not having to hide, to see other Mistresses, other sissies walking up and down the street, well it was definitely exciting. There was no denying that.

So, yeah, I had felt my pretty small dick harden, pressing up against the tight, thick material of my night panties, a pair of grey, high-cut sports panties that had the almost standard thong at the back. I could have got away with it, had it not been for Ms Peet deciding to come in a check on me.

She was furious about the state of my panties, the little tent at the front prompting her absolute derision and anger. Part of my sissy training with her had been that any erection that wasn’t authorised by her had to be reported immediately, with a full explanation as to why I had it. I had no choice but to explain, albeit my pathetic, stumbling and spluttering words were barely listened to as Ms Peet dragged me by my ear over towards the sofa.

“Look at that ass,” She said, walking up and down behind me, my heart beating quickly, aware of the fact that a hard spanking was heading my way pretty soon. “You know that your stupid little sissy stick isn’t allowed to get hard without my permission. Don’t you?”

“Yes, Ms Peet,” I said. “Thank you for correcting me. Please help me learn my lesson.”

“It’s too late for all that grovelling,” She laughed. “You are to be punished, yes. But, it’s suddenly dawned on me. We’re no longer working within the old rules. The old societal norms. It’s the middle of a pandemic. We’re in lockdown in our own private village. I think it’s time we set some sissy precedents for punishment and behaviour.”

What did she mean?

I felt my heart racing harder now, knowing that even if I wasn’t sure what was coming next, it certainly wouldn’t be good news for me.

“Yes Ms Peet, anything you wish,” I said, my sissy training kicking into gear as I didn’t want to face any more discipline than I had to.

“Pull those panties up and get to your changing room,” Ms Peet said. “We’re going to need to get you looking as feminine as possible, like the good little sissy slut you are. Then, we’re going to take you out for an altogether new age kind of punishment. One that will be viewed as the first public punishment in Sissy Village. And we need you looking your best for that, don’t we?”

Oh God, it dawned on me what was happening.

My heart was practically thudding out of my ribcage now, the idea of being punished out in public, the women and their sissies looking on, watching me beg for mercy, watching Ms Peet degrade and humiliate me. I wasn’t sure if I could deal with it, but then again, it wasn’t as if I had much choice in the matter either.

All I knew now was that Ms Peet was walking to my Feminization Room and I was crawling on my hands and knees next to her, ready to accept my fate.


CHAPTER TWO

“Now tell me, sissy, what kind of panties should I march you out in?” Ms Peet said, delighting in my anguish as I kneeled in my night panties, awaiting further humiliation. “No, go on, I’m asking you for your opinion. It’s not often you’ll get to choose what you wear, I would make the most of it.”

This was a trap of course. If I suggested anything that wasn’t totally revealing and ultra-feminine, then I was sure to face further punishment, further degradation.

No, I knew what I had to do.

I would have to pick a suitably slutty, bimbo style pair of panties that Ms Peet would delight in me wearing in front of the Mistresses who congregated to witness my punishment. I looked at the options that hung from the wall. There was a pair of lime green panties, essentially a tiny piece of see through mesh at the front with a thin strip of material at the back. Extremely slutty, the kind of thing a spring-breaker would wear if she wanted to make it clear that she was ready to be fucked senseless by a big dicked jock.

Or, there was the slightly more classy, but equally flimsy bridal thong. This had the requisite brilliant white colour, but the waistband was frilly, delicate, and wrapped round to a slightly bigger patch of material at the back before dipping into the thong. Perhaps this would be the perfect pair of panties to wear for what would be me losing my public punishment virginity?

Then there was the other option, the black and red polka dot pair of panties, not quite a thong but still revealing, still the kind of panty that had a kind of college co-ed slut vibe, the hipster fit on the waist. Maybe the sight of me being paraded like a naughty college student being spanked by her strict tutor would be the correct choice?

“Well, are you going to choose or shall I take it that you are incapable of even the most basic of choices?” Ms Peet said, scolding me, kicking me in my side and causing me to roll over onto the floor. “Back up into begging dog position, now!”

I did as I was told, quickly and without considering it. I knew better than to hesitate or question an order, especially when Ms Peet was already annoyed with me. We had met nearly four months ago in, of all places, the swimming pool of the gym and leisure complex we both attended.

From the second I had seen her powerfully lifting kettlebells and working on weighted squats, I had found it impossible to take my eyes off her. She was quite simply stunning. I mean, she had the perfect face; beautiful, full of poise and classic elegance, but with a hint of devilish mischief about it too.

Her body was altogether absolute perfection. She was tall, but not gangly. No, she had the lean figure of a swimmer, the kind of curves that would not look out of place on an Olympic beach volleyball champion. She was super feminine, but had a strength that was born out of genetic gifts and a commitment to working out consistently.

Of course, she was used to men staring and ogling her in places like the gym. She was all too aware of her beauty and how easily she was able to wrap men around her little finger, make them do her bidding, submit themselves to her. But with me she had seen something extra, something next level about the combination of my wimpy beta desires and her magnificent desire and natural ability to command my respect, control me, and identify me as a sure candidate to serve as her feminized sissy boy.

Since that day, she had taken over my life. I had willingly given myself to her and faced many, many punishments as I attempted to serve her as well as I could. But I was still learning that there was a difference between my sissy fantiasies and actually living that reality. Which brings me back to the choice of panties. I had hesitated to give her an answer, been chastised, and then it hit me.

“I think you know best what kind of panties I should wear Madame,” I finally said, dropping my head to her feet and raising my ass in the air, presenting myself in the most submissive position I could. “Please, I want to represent you as best as I can, it makes sense that a stupid little worm like me doesn’t get to choose on this occasion.”

“Good, very good,” Ms Peet said. “Finally I see that you are beginning to adapt your thought process. Perhaps we really will begin to see some progress now that we appear to be on lockdown here for the foreseeable future. Well, with that in mind, I think I am going to put you in the virginal, wedding night thong. I’ll be adding to that the accompanying stockings and suspenders, plus bra too. We need to keep your sissy nipples nice and covered, don’t we?”

“Yes, Madame,” I said, blushing at the thought of what I was going to look like. But excited too. Maybe a little too excited. “Madame, I might be getting a sissy erection. Please forgive me.”

“It’s a clit not a dick, when will you learn? Give it its proper name!” Ms Peet said, admonishing me for me error.

She bendt down and slapped it a few times, squeezing my balls through my thong for long enough that the potential stiff sissy clitty returned to its normal state.

“I think we better get you ready,” She said, towering above me, then dragging me over towards my outfit.

The reality of what was about to happen was hitting me now, and soon enough that reality was going to get a whole other level more real.


CHAPTER THREE

Ms Peet took great pleasure in dressing me, mocking my weak, feminine body as she attached my bra, tweaking and pulling on my nipples.

“Such a little wimp, aren’t you?” She scoffed, clipping on suspenders, taking her time in eying up the front of my panties to make sure there was no prohibited activity going on. “Even if it was hard, it’s so small I probably wouldn’t be able to see it unless I pulled them down. That’s why I trust you to tell me, sissy.”

She finished dressing me, the final touch being the pair of heels that she selected. Again, as with the rest of the outfit they were a virginal white colour, perfectly complimenting the ensemble, making me look suitably feminized and ready for this public punishment.

But…

I was still learning the art of walking in heels. I was clumsy, often tripping over myself, much to Ms Peet’s amusement and sometimes anger. But that was indoors, in the confines of her apartment in the city. There, the only people who would witness my failings would be me and Ms Peet.

That was very different here. A public humiliation would be made a million times worse if I was to show myself to be an incompetent sissy. Ms Peet would be furious, and I knew that amongst the mistresses it was taken as a great source of pride if a sissy was well trained. And that was the thing, I wanted to please her.

I wanted to be the best sissy, the most perfectly feminine beta slave, and not just to avoid punishment. I wanted to do it for Ms Peet.

“Now it’s time for us to take a little walk.” She said, looking me up and down, running her fingers over my shaved, slender thighs and moving them right up to the outer edges of my panties, delighting in the look of agony and pleasure on my face as she traced the tips of her fingers over the front of my lacey thong. “Such a good little pet. Come on, let’s go, they’re expecting us.”

This was getting realer by the second. I knew I would be about to endure something spectacularly humiliating and painful. I knew for certain too that it would be many degrees worse and more intense than anything I had experienced before. It would even be comparable with the very first time Ms Peet had punished me, that same day I first saw her in the gym…

Having seen me staring at her not only in the gym, but in the pool afterwards, she had approached me in the steam room and commanded me to stand up and follow her. I had been dumbfounded. Totally lost for words. I knew in that instant that she was different, that she was telling me and not asking. I also knew, deep down, that it was fate, that I had to follow her and accept whatever was coming. I had felt so small walking behind her, the sheer magnificence of her body in that white one piece swimsuit only served to emphasise the mediocrity of my body, slender and not even close to being an alpha male’s body.

She proceeded to take me into her private elite member’s changing area where I was promptly stripped of my swimming shorts and mocked and abused over how much of a pathetic wimp, a pervert, a maggot dicked loser I was. The outcome? I came, right there on the spot. The sheer intensity of her delivery coupled with the close proximity to her unreal body had excited me too much and I had found myself squirting my cum all over myself and onto the floor. She had me down on my hands and knees licking it up, too. Then, as a parting gift, she had presented me with her worn gym thong. She told me to wear it home, keep it on for forty eight hours and then return it washed perfectly. Of course, I had followed her instructions to the letter, and it was from this point that the situation had developed to where I found myself now, stepping out of her house and onto the high street of Sissy Village.

I looked down the road and towards the public gathering square.

Everyone was there.

Mistresses and their sissies.

All waiting for Ms Peet and me, her pathetic sissy.


CHAPTER FOUR

My pert ass cheeks wobbled as I pranced, somewhat unsteadily, down the road with Ms Peet, the giggles and laughter amongst the other women getting louder and clearer the closer we got.

“Remember, you are representing me here,” Ms Peet said, sternly. “You do everything I say, the second I say it. You do not show a single flash of disobedience, and you do not question anything at all. Your punishment is going to hurt, but of course you already know that. And you know that whatever I decide to do to you, you will deserve it too, right?”

“Yes Ms Peet, of course, thank you,” I said, my shaved, slim legs slowly getting used to the heels I was wearing. My sissy dick safely tucked away inside my panties, I felt a surge of something that could only be described as a total thrill at the idea that I was walking down a public street dressed like this.

It was liberating almost, the concept that I was being allowed to show my true self to the world, albeit a smaller world than the big city. But still, the idea was the same. As we drew closer I could make out the other Mistresses. They were wearing a mixture of outfits. From the super hot yoga leotards right through to the more formal business suits, each and every woman looked fantastic, incredibly sensual and also full of that totally undeniable power energy that Ms Peet had in absolute abundance.

The sissies weren’t as bare as me, although most of them still looked very slutty, the vast majority wearing extremely short plaid skirts and tight, white blouses with bras underneath. A single gust of wind would have blown their skirts up to reveal a variety of panties, I could have guaranteed it.

Each and every one of us sissies was here because we lived to serve our mistress, to be feminized and used as they wished. It was an honour, and now in Sissy Village, even under the trying circumstances of the global lockdown, we were able to live our truths.


CHAPTER FIVE

“Leaders of the Mistress Group bear witness,” Ms Peet said, holding me by my hair in front of the assorted crowd. “The sissy here, my personal little maggot, has displeased me. And in payback, and a landmark moment for us in Sissy Village, he will be formally and officially the recipient of the first public punishment. What do we say to this?”

I felt my face go bright red, the complete humiliation of being the subject of such a public, intense experience making me go weak at the legs as I watched the other Mistresses laugh and cheer as Ms Peet grabbed my ear and bent me down, my body folding in half as I was walked over to a small mound of grass.

“Stand up on here, your hands on your head, sissy,” Ms Peet commanded. “Show the residents of the village what a stupid excuse for a man you are. Or should I say, were? For you are no a sissy, one of the many former men who reside here now only existing to work to please their owners, the strong, confident and supreme women who have decided to witness and partake in this ceremony.”

Partake?

I should have guessed it.

There was no way that it was going to be only Ms Peet who would be punishing me. And what better, more excruciatingly degrading way to taste my first group punishment than like this.

“Twirl for us!” Came the cry from the Amazonian woman in the yoga leotard. Her mountainous breasts heaved up and down as she spoke and I felt myself simultaneously terrified and turned on by this woman, two sissies on their hands and knees either side of her, their heads down, lips pressed on her bare feet like obedient slaves awaiting their next command.

“Do it, sissy,” Ms Peet instructed, nodding in acknowledgement to the other mistress. “A superb idea, Madame Felicity. His cute little tushy deserves to be seen. A virgin ass I should also say!”

There was laughter and my face burned deep crimson as my virginity was banded about so casually for the thrill of these women. I turned and twirled, my ass cheeks on display, my panties riding higher and higher on my lips as I turned. I felt my dick harden, but knew for now at least I was safe from detection. I knew that my official rules stated I must always confess to whenever I was aroused, but there was no way I was doing that now, not a chance in hell. I would run the risk of being discovered.

“Does the sissy have a typical sissy dicklet?” The woman in the pinstriped trouser suit said, her sissy squatting down with his face pressed deep into her crotch, struggling for air as she held him there the whole time. “Not all sissies have little peckers, but I tend to find nearly all are smaller than average.”

I panicked.

Was I going to have to show myself in front of the women?

Worse, was I going to have to reveal that I was getting a one hundred percent unauthorised erection?

I looked at Ms Peet, panic writ large over my face as the consensus from the crowd became clear. They wanted my humiliation and public punishment to include a display of my sissy dick.

“The crowd have spoken, sissy,” Ms Peet said, taking a step towards me, a look of glee on her face. “You will show them your stupid little clitty, your worthless little dicklet, that ridiculous excuse for a cock. And you’ll do it right this second! Pull them down. Do it slowly. Be a good little sissy tease for our amusement.”

I knew I couldn’t hesitate. I knew too that it was pointless even trying to say anything. It would just make things worse than they already were. I hoped somehow that my dick would panic, literally shrivel under the pressure, the panic I was feeling. But I knew the feeling all too well as I placed my fingers inside the waistband of my panties, stretched it out and slowly pulled it down, my panties sliding down my front…

The crowd roared in a mixture of shock, delight and total laughter before coming to a hush. Ms Peet looked absolutely furious. I was hard, harder than I had anticipated. There was something undeniable about the total objectification, the public display of my feminized body that had given me a full on, twitching and throbbing erection. My small dick was trying its very best to be as big as it could get.

I could barely bring myself to look, but caught glimpses of the women smirking, holding back giggles as my sissy dick bounced and twitched in front of them. But I had more pressing matters, more worrying to me now was the fact that I had an erection, one that I had not declared to Ms Peet.

“Slut! You disgusting little piece of sissy meat,” Ms Peet said, slapping me across the face, gripping my face then in her hands and squeezing my mouth together. “This little bitch is under the strictest of instructions to always confess his erections, the ones that I have not expressly given my consent to. And look at him, standing proud like some kind of street corner rent-boy hooker, panties down with his pink worm jumping up and down.”

She slapped me again.

Not just once, but back and forth.

At least six times.

“Now tell me, no tell all of us, why you are so hard, so excited,” Ms Peet said. “Tell us just what it is about this that had made you make such a ridiculous display of yourself.”

“My apologies Madame,” I said, my head being held up by my hair. “The sight of so many perfect, powerful women. Each one of them with their subservient sissies next to them, looking so well trained. Then the insults, which I deserve. It all made me feel excited to be here, to be experiencing the correct treatment that so many men deserve, but only us here in Sissy Village get to experience so vividly. Please punish me as you see fit.”

“Don’t worry, we will!” Ms Peet said, seemingly satisfied with my words, but not in the mood to go dishing out any compliments either. No, this was punishment time, of that there was no mistaking.

Without further ado, I was bent over her knee and given forty spanks on my exposed ass, my cheeks burning as she delivered the biggest, hardest and most accurate spanks I had ever experienced from her. It was like the fact the punishment was happening in front of her peers was driving her to new levels of perfection.

I made sure to thank her for each spank, request another one, and then do it all over again, even as I began to cry out in pain.

“Turn your head and look at the other Mistresses watch you take your punishment like a good little sissy,” Ms Peet said. “See how much they enjoy seeing another sissy get taught a lesson. And don’t forget, they have their own sissies too, pathetic little cock crazy losers like you. Perhaps we should have a spanking contest tomorrow, see which sissy can take the most punishment? The winner gets to have his sissy stick sucked and licked by the losing sissy of his Mistress’s choice?”

I yelped in pain as the final flurry of spanks came down, my mind racing at what Ms Peet had just proposed, especially seeing as her idea already appeared to be gaining traction, the women discussing loudly amongst themselves the potential for such an event, their sissies all quivering in fear and anticipation at their feet.

“Now you will debase yourself up on the mound of grass, for us all to see,” Ms Peet said, rolling me off her lap and onto the floor, my panties down round my ankles. “Keep your panties down and walk up there, get on your knees and each and every Mistress will approach you and spit on your little clitty, your face, your weak, feminine body. You will thank each one and you will keep your hands on your head at all times.”

I quickly got up and in my rush I tripped as I walked up the small mound of grass, much to the laughter of the women, Felicity in her yoga leotard picking me up by my arm pits and hauling me up the rest of the way, her strength impressive.

“On your knees, slut,” She said. “Now, if Madame Peet allows, I would like to go first, show you what you can expect from me now we are both residents of Sissy Village for the foreseeable future.”

Ms Peet nodded her approval, licking her lips at the sight of Madame Felicity’s large, muscular legs, perfectly captured by her tight yoga attire.

“Now then, let’s look at you,” Madame Felicity said, her eyes full of mischief, her firm hands pulling on my nipples, pinging them back into place and laughing as I struggled to hide my pain. “Such a weak little body, and a tiny little dicklet to match. Sorry, sissy clitty. That’s what you call it, isn’t it?”

I nodded and mumbled an answer.

“Speak up!” She said, spitting into my mouth once, then again, and then another time. “You’re a little cum hungry sissy slut, aren’t you? You’re probably getting off on me spitting because you want to have a big, strong man spunk his load in there, aren’t you? Yes, I’ve heard from Ms Peet about some of the confessions you’ve made to her. Oooh, look at that, your clitty is getting even more active. Is the mention of big, thick manly dick going to make you make a piggy beta mess? Well, is it?”

I felt my dick quiver, there was no way I could stop it happening. Felicity’s words were too much, too stimulating, too degrading for me. My cum shot out of my dick and onto the grass. I had never felt so degraded as I had at that moment, the looks of amusement on the faces of the gathered women, the sneaky looks of delight from their sissies too, plus of course the knowledge that Ms Peet would make me pay for my lack of control.

“Ms Peet, as it was my words that pushed the little wimp over the edge, may I suggest how we can truly mark this punishment in Sissy Village folklore?” Felicity said, reaching into the pink backpack strapped onto her sissy and pulling out a suction cup black dildo, large wooden floor attachment and bottle of lubricant.

“Perfect, and superb training for his virgin sissy ass too,” Ms Peet said, taking the dildo and base stand, assembling them, applying lube, and nodding to me. “You know what to do, impale yourself on the dick. And we will all record this moment, the moment that Sissy Village truly became a place for superior women and their pathetic, tiny dicked, cock hungry little sluts. Now, sit on it!

I crouched above it, hovered, and let myself drop down, the dildo at the larger end of what I had been trained to take, but somehow my ass stretching and taking it all, the cameras flashing and recording lights bleeping as I bounced up and down, my clitty still leaking cum.

“Now remain seated on it, you will be on display until dinner,” Ms Peet said.

“Perhaps you would like to come back to mine,” Madame Felicity said to Ms Peet. “I suspect that my little bitch got excited by all this, I’ll need to beat a confession out of him, and perhaps after that he can service our asses with his sissy tongues? Oh, and I’ve got a great pair of panties that would look great on your little loser too.”

“Well sure, this is what Sissy Village is all about,” Ms Peet said as they walked away, leaving me there, a sign to all of the sissies of what happens when they don’t live up to the ideals of this magnificent new village’s Founding Mistresses.

To be continued…
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PROLOGUE

My panties were high, tight, and perfectly positioned. They had to be too. A single mistake, one tiny error, or divergence from the rules, the agenda, and I would be in so much trouble with my teachers, if that was the right word for them, it would be unreal.

The kind of punishment I could expect didn’t bear thinking about, so I took my time to ensure I looked exactly as instructed. Brilliant white panties, stockings and suspender, short plaid skirt, frilly white bra and open button white shirt.

I was a feminized college sissy.

But how had this come to be?

I never thought that I would be back in college in my mid thirties, but then again, this wasn’t a normal college, far from it. At the Madame School for Sissies, entrance was via a personal recommendation from an approved contact, and the desired outcome was all students would graduate as perfectly submissive sissies, ready to serve their Mistress with total obedience and decorum.

I was in my first weeks, and already I had been pushed hard. But, as I might have expected, things were about to go even further than I could have possibly imagined…


CHAPTER ONE

The amount of spankings I had witnessed in the last couple od days told me that something was well and truly going on. The feeling among us sissies was that we were being prepared for something, that the Mistresses were being so strict and relentless in their dishing out of not only spankings but some brutal verbal humiliation was down to some kind of outside factor.

Of course, spankings and verbal degradation was normal, but usually it would always take place one on one, between mistress and sissy. But now things were changing up a gear or several. I had actually witnessed a sissy being stripped, beaten, and dragged across the grassed area of the college quadrant by his angry Mistress. I watched as he was forced to take a big pink dildo in his ass, the pink unicorn tail attachement hanging down between his legs as he crawled on his hands and knees next to his Mistress over the quadrant and up towards his next class.

This kind of thing was unheard of.

And what made it extra humiliating was that there just so happened to be a rather hunky, tall, and clearly amused delivery man watching all of this. God knows what he made of that sight. Usually the regularly delivery men would see us sissies in our uniforms, prancing along either in small groups or with our Mistresses, always a step behind them of course.

But like this? No, this kind of eyeful really was something else.

Anyway, I looked up at the clock tower in the quadrant and saw that it was time I got a move on. The last thing I wanted was to be late for my Feminized Mentality class with Madame Dupont. She was a stickler for time, and if you happened to be that one sissy idiot who arrived late, not only would she give you a verbal admonishment in front of the whole group, you would probably find yourself the target for all of her sarcasm, barbs, and general cruelty throughout the lesson.

I really did not want to be that person today, especially with this intense atmosphere going on here right now. I mean, I had only been here a little while but it definitely seemed to me like there was something in the air. I had a good sense for these things, having had a pretty successful career in market analysis before I decided that I could no longer live that kind of boring lie. The plan was that after graduating sissy college, I would find myself a Mistress who I could work for, or to put more accurately… serve.

I had some savings which would pay for my college fees, and was always able to top my spending money up by doing extra chores around the campus. This would normally involve doing food delivery or waiting tables for one of the many conferences or events that the Mistresses ran. It was kind of humiliating. Well, I should actually say very humiliating. I mean, dressing up in the most ridiculously scandalous maid’s outfits and serving fully-fed, drunk businessmen their food and drinks while they made all kinds of degrading remarks. Oh, and the fact that they would get pretty loose with their hands didn’t help either.

But, as we were all learning, a sissy doesn’t complain. A sissy takes it. A sissy says thank you. A sissy asks if there is anything else they can do to help.

I actually found my mind wandering back to one particular man, in his mid fifties, tall, a bit overweight, as he took exception to how I had placed his re-filed wine glass down on the table. He grabbed me by the neck and promptly bent me over his wide lap, spanking me hard and fast, bellowing with laughter as he did it, his fat cock pressing up against me as it stiffened with seemingly each and every spank he brought down on my panties, having hitched my skirt up so that the other men on the table could get a full view.

As degrading and shaming, not to mention painful, as this had all been, I had written about it for my sissy progress class and been awarded a special merit for my honesty and adherence to the sissy way of doing things.

It was becoming clear to me that my journey was something transformative, that I belonged in this world. But, enough about that for now. I checked the time again and walked double fast towards Madame Dupont’s class.

As I said, I really didn’t want to be the target of her cruel whims.


CHAPTER TWO

“Skirts up and present your panties!” Madame Dupont said in her classically Parisian accent, firm, judgemental, and with that unmistakable Gallic flair.

Each one of us knew better than to hesitate even for the briefest second. We aligned ourselves in a straight line across the wall of Madame Dupont’s classroom and proceed to lift our skirts up and hold them in position, our panties on display for her to inspect.

There was always a nervous wait for each and every one of us sissies, ten in total in class today, as she walked down the line, her bendy plastic ruler in her hand as always, her rimmed glasses on the tip of her nose as she made her inspections.

Madame Dupont was in her early forties, but had the body of a much, much younger woman. She was incredibly elegant, classically French in that regard. Her clothes were always on point, perfect Chanel blazers, tight black suit trousers that showed off her endlessly long legs and pert, perfectly round derriere. Her face was made up of perfect, blemish free skin and the reddest lips you could imagine. Her smile, when she was in the mood, was totally captivating, and hinted at a woman with a sense of humour and warmth that wasn’t often in display during class.

But then again, why would it be?

She had a job to do to make sure that the sissies did their work, took the class seriously, and were wholly committed to the cause. There wasn’t time for humour or showing any lack of focus. That is why she took the inspection so seriously, the idea being that if we couldn’t even present ourselves properly, then how on earth did we think we could be proper sissies?

After all, the first imperative of sissy life was to look the part.

Suddenly, about half-way down the line, Madame Dupont stopped. A pause like this meant only one thing. She had seen something she didn’t like. All of the sissies kept looking straight ahead while also tried to somehow move their eyes enough to see what was going on, what the possible infringement could be.

“Sissy, these are not regulation college panties,” Dupont said, her ruler running up the front of the sissy’s black lace thong. “You will explain this to me right this second.”

“Madame Dupont, I apologise,” The sissy said. “I was called to my personal Mistress’s office and she put me in them so that I could perform on camera for her and dance for her husband who was watching over the computer.”

There were a smattering of giggles from the sissies in the line but they shut up immediately as Madame Dupont slammed her ruled down on the wooden desk behind her.

“Silence!” She bellowed. “Sissies, show some respect. Now, tell me why you did not change back into your regulation college panties? You know it is mandatory that you wear them.”

“But, I, I didn’t have time, Madame. I did not want to be late,” The sissy said, his voice stuttering, the nervousness apparent in his trembling tone.

“Not good enough, not even close,” Madame Dupont said. “You know what to do. Step forward and bent that ignorant little self over this desk. Your naughty sissy derriere will be on display now in front of your fellow sissies and will receive twenty swats with my ruler. You will thank me for each one of course, and when I am done you will take yourself to the front of the class, attach your skirt to your shirt and stand with your hands on your head for the remainder of the class. Now, get yourself in position.”

The spanking proceeded as normal, Dupont showing no mercy as the sissy was forced to take an extra five swats for forgetting to thank her on the second to last swat, probably out of sheer pain as the hard plastic crashed down on his exposed cheeks.

Watching a sissy take this kind of punishment was a strange feeling. I mean, it was definitely kind of thrilling, exciting, and there was a certain part of me that always wished it was me taking the punishment. My personal tutor mistress had told me that this was a good sign, a normal thing for a sissy to want. Either way, I definitely was glad I hadn’t taken those five extra swats, the sheer look of pain and panic on the sissy’s face as the landed on their reddened cheeks was something I was glad not to be facing this early in the day.

The rest of the class kind of proceeded as normal, and I even managed to earn an extra merit for my class work that I had turned in a couple of days ago.

But then, just as we were leaving, Madame Dupont stopped me.

“Sissy, you will report back to me after lunch, in your free time,” She said, giving nothing away in her tone of voice. “You will change into your sissy activewear, ready for your workout session later on, and you will arrive as soon as you have eaten your lunch. Is that understood?”

“Yes Madame Dupont, it is understood,” I said, my heart racing and my mind immediately trying to piece together what was going on, figure out if I had done something that would merit a private punishment. “Thank you, Madame.”

Madame Dupont let out a hint of a smile, then indicated that I should leave.

“And sissy, be prepared to work,” She said, laughing as she shut the classroom door behind her and left me to wonder what on earth was coming my way.

CHAPTER THREE

My sports thong was banana yellow, and as I pulled it up and over my penis and shaved pubic area, I felt that thrill I always felt when putting on panties of any kind.

I was in so many ways living my dreams being here at sissy college.

For so long I had thought that living a proper sissy life was just the stuff of fantasy, of long sessions edging myself in front of sissy captions online, watching the POV humiliation videos, and of training myself to jerk off into my own mouth, swallowing my own sissy cum down my throat.

But now it was real.

I took a moment to admire myself in my sports thong before pulling up my extra tight grey yoga pants. I turned in the mirror and looked at my ass. Part of being a sissy was getting a suitably feminine figure, and our customized diet and exercise regimen was designed to make us all more slender, leaner, but of course with a cute little round booty that would look great in panties and tight, feminine clothes. Of course, our asses belonged to our mistresses and the superior women who could do with us as they pleased.

So far, I had made great progress on my ass, really putting in extra effort outside of sports class to doing the extra squats. Really getting deep with them, putting in an extra hundred squats every night and combining that with side crunches too so as to get the smallest, tightest waist possible, the effect being to emphasize my booty further.

There was just something so titillating about having a cute, feminine ass. Knowing that the alpha men who I would one day be presented to by whichever woman was in control of me at that moment would find their eyes glancing over me lustfully. I mean, I wasn’t like I was gay, I definitely still found women attractive. But as a sissy, those kind of boundaries and limitation just didn’t exist anymore.

I was my mistress’s toy, her plaything. I would offer full use of my body to whoever she commanded, man or woman. This was the ultimate goal, and when the moment came I really hoped I would be ready for it.

But now it was time to get myself back to see Madame Dupont and face whatever was coming my way.


CHAPTER FOUR

“Drop and give me ten perfect squats,” Madame Dupont instructed as soon as I arrived at the small garden area outside of her classroom. “Make them your best, too, or expect consequences. I am in no mood to take fools gladly, especially sissy fools.”

I knew she was being deadly serious. She always meant exactly what she said, so I proceeded to begin squatting, ensuring my body position was on point, and that I didn’t attempt to rush the squats either. Presenting my ass in my yoga pants felt undeniably feminine, and made me think of all the times I used to ogle the hot babes in the public park doing yoga. Sure, I was attracted to them, but part of me was also envious of how hot they looked, how provocative, and how totally sensual they appeared as the stretched, squatted, and demonstrated the incredibly unique beauty of the female form.

Now was my turn.

“Good, I can see you have been putting in extra work,” Madame Dupont said. “Now, hold yourself in a low squat and hold your hands on your head, open your mouth and stick your tongue out, fully extended. Good. Now I want you to imagine a big, strong man in front of you. His manhood is out, erect, a monstrous sight. But one that titillates your senses no doubt. Are you drooling yet? Are you desperate for this alpha male to plant his hard snake on your extended tongue? To drive it deeper into your mouth…”

I could feel myself sweating, my heart racing. It felt like a trap, that Madame Dupont was trying to make me lose my cool, fall off-balance or something. Ready to then face some inevitable punishment.

I was determined to stay in position, hold the squat. But I was also conscious that I was getting excited, my sissy dick hardening as she continued to describe the big, masculine dicks that I could be sucking on right now. 

“I see that this excites you,” Madame Dupont said, purring, now squatting down next to me. “Well, we’re expecting a guest any moment. Be a good little sissy slut and keep that tongue out for me, you never know what, or who, could be around the corner.”


CHAPTER FIVE

It was an agonising few moments, as I listened to Madame Dupont laughing and joking with a male voice at the gate to the garden.

I knew better than to turn around and see who it was, although I was desperate to find out. Turns out I wouldn’t need to wait too much longer as I heard the gate open and Madame Dupont and her guest walk into her garden.             

“As you can see, my little pet is doing very well at holding his, or her if your prefer, position,” Madame Dupont said. “What do you think of the form? And feel free to make any adjustments, my little sissy just loves being manhandled by a real man.”

I was incredibly nervous now, the presence of the man behind me was really putting pressure on my holding my position, but somehow I managed. I could sense him close to me, looking at my booty as it stuck out, the tight material of the yoga pants stretching and revealing my ass, probably giving him full view of the outline of my thong too.

He walked round to the front, the moment of truth.

With my tongue sticking out, and my mouth wide open, I looked like the perfect dick hungry sissy bimbo. The large, muscular man who now stood in front of me simply looked me up and down, licking his lips a little as he was joined at his side by Madame Dupont.

“Thoughts?” She said, her hand draped around his waist. “I think this one has potential to really serve, and serve well.”

“The form is good, and I’m impressed by the shape of those legs too,” The man said. “But I think I want a better look at that little booty.”

“Sissy, what are you waiting for!” Madame Dupont said. “Remove those yoga pants and present yourself to Mr Rode for inspection. Do it!”

I hurriedly stood up, my legs wobbling a little from the strain of the long squat, and removed my yoga pants. I couldn’t believe I was doing this, I had never done something like this in front of a proper man before. Madame Dupont was taking me to the next stage of my training, that much was clear to me now.

As I pulled my yoga pants down and removed them entirely, I noticed Madame Dupont smiling, her eyes zoning in and focusing on my dick. It was starting to get hard, rapidly in fact. Madam Dupont let out a laugh and nudged the man, prompting him to laugh too.

I felt myself go bright red and cover myself to protect what minuscule amount of dignity I had left. This was a seriously bad idea, totally against what I had learned so far.

A sissy never covers themselves up to protect their modesty unless instructed by their superior. And Madame Dupont definitely had not said anything of the sort. In fact, the look on her face as I held my stiff clitty stick in my hands told me that she was absolutely furious.

“Sissy, remove those hands this second!” She said, stepping to me and angrily slapping my face. “Have you forgotten everything you have learned so far? Well, perhaps it’s good that a real man is here, clearly the pressure of being around a real alpha specimen has got to you. You deserve a spanking. And you’ll get one too. But with a difference.”

Before I knew what was happening, the man grabbed me and roughly put me across his lap as he took his seat on one of the garden chairs. The feeling over being overpowered so easily was strange, I knew I was totally helpless against his strength but I also found myself not even trying to resist. It was like I knew that this was the correct thing to be happening.

I had disappointed my Madame and was now about to be spanked by her big, strong, male companion. This was exactly what sissies faced when they were in trouble, right?

“You may begin spanking this disobedient little bimbo,” Madame Dupont said, a wicked look on her face as she watched the man roughly move me up his lap a little, locking my in position with the forearm of one arm and then roughly handling my ass cheeks with his other hand, prizing my cheeks open, wobbling them, gripping on them and squeezing like a piece of meat.

It felt so degrading to be handled like this, but it was thrilling. So much so that I let out a gasp as I felt his big, thick dick begin to press and dig into my soft, smooth stomach. Even though he still had pants on, it was evident from how it throbbed against me that it was a substantial size to say the least.

“Looks like the sissy is enjoying this too much. Get spanking him!” Madame Dupont ordered. It was clear that she was very much in charge of both of us, the true place that a woman should take of course.

I yelped and hollered as the man spanked me. As hard and as accurate as a Mistress was, it was a totally different sensation being spanked by a man. Madame Dupont laughed as I lost all control and began to beg for him to stop. My please fell on deaf ears of course as he simply spanked me harder and faster, the loud clapping noise of his broad, strong palm hitting my burning ass cheeks probably echoing all around campus.

“I think that’s enough,” Madame Dupont said. “No, sissy, get on your knees in front of this kind gentleman and thank him for your education. Make it good, too.”

This was utterly degrading. Barely able to compose myself, even now that the spanking had concluded, I got on my knees and thanked him for his punishment, doing my best to be as enthusiastic as possible so as to avoid going back over his lap.

Madame Dupont crouched down beside me and ran her fingers over my lips, pushing one, then two of her fingers in and out of my mouth.

“Looks like the sissy could so her appreciation another way too,” Madame Dupont said, her other hand gripping and squeezing my stiffening dick. “Her little clitty is all hard in anticipation.”

I knew what was coming now, but the sight of the man standing up, loosening his belt and letting his trousers and then briefs drop to reveal his monstrous dick in the flesh was still shocking. It was so big, so thick, and so incredibly masculine. It bounced and twitched, ready for servicing, for worship.

“Lick it first, put those sissy lips on the tip and get it wet,” Madame Dupont said. “Remember your banana and dildo training. Worship a real dick, make him cum his manly seed. Degrade yourself sissy, show him what a dick hungry little slut you are.”

I began to take his dick, my hands wrapping around the base of his shaft, so much bigger than mine it was almost a joke. The taste of his dick head immediately made me feel dizzy, it was so new to me but I knew I wanted more. With Madame Dupont’s guidance, I began to flick my tongue over his head, gradually working up to opening my mouth wide enough to get his dick head inside.

“Hold it there, just the head inside that slutty mouth,” Dupont said. “Now look up and make eye contact, show him how submissive and willing to please an alpha you are. That’s it, now let it enter your mouth, all the way, right to the balls.”

I choked a little, but Madame Dupont held my head down, taking a firm approach to getting me used to swallowing big, meaty dicks. Gradually, I acclimatized and began to suck and slurp, bobbing up and down, working up a speed until the man took over and grabbed my hair, using my face as his own personal flashlight.

When the cum exploded into my mouth it was incredible. I felt a sense of real satisfaction, that I had taken a real and true step toward being a fully fledge sissy. He took his dick out and managed to cover my face with the rest of his still spurting cum, much to Madame Dupont’s approval.

“Now we’ll watch the sissy wank himself for our amusement,” Madame Dupont said, taking a seat next to the man, his dick still large, but flopping off to the side now, his balls hanging beneath. “I don’t think sissy will last long!”

She was right, it was barely a minute, probably closer to thirty seconds of pumping on my clitty until it made its beta male goop spurt. The two of them laughed at the site of me, the cock sucking sissy making a truly beta mess.

Madame Dupont placed her foot on my head and pressed downwards.

“Eat it up, all of it,” She commanded. “And when you’re done, you can come inside and watch what a real man does with a woman.”

The two of them then stood up and went inside. I ate my cum up fromt the floor as quickly as I could, because the truth of the matter was that I really wanted to see what was going to be happening inside.

And who knows, my sissy services might even be called upon to help out too…
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PROLOGUE

The thrill of sissy humiliation, it never gets any less degrading, exciting… or painful either.

Well that was certainly the case with Tonya, who had picked me up at the movie theatre six months ago and decided right there on the spot that I would be her sissy slave. I had been stood up on a date, and I guess was looking a little sad sitting there on my own. Tonya had spotted me and decided to sit next to me, her sheer beauty and charismatic presence making it difficult to concentrate during the movie.

We’d gone for a later night coffee afterwards. Frankly I was surprised at her apparent interest in me, but at the time I really had no idea as to what her real motivation was. By the time we had left the diner that night, I was wearing a pair of absolutely tiny pink panties underneath my chinos… with the waistband high enough that even the slightest wrong movement would have exposed my panty secret to anyone who happened to look.

That was just the beginning.

So, here I am now, still being trained and feminized under her, each day a new challenge where my boundaries are pushed. There’s something about Tonya that enables her to know exactly what buttons to push to getting me going.

I’m actually on a break at the moment, Tonya being out of town on business for a week. The time to rest is actually a relief. I need to rest up and get my strength and energy back, and here’s why…


CHAPTER ONE

‘Your panties are on inside out!’ Tonya bellowed at me, absolutely furious at my mistake.

She was right though, and I felt terrible at having let my mistress down in such a basic way. I knew better, and probably deserved whatever was coming my way by way of punishment.

‘Well, don’t just stand there, get them off and back on again the right way,’ Tonya said, standing next to me, taller than me in her heels, her face looking like thunder.

We were at a restaurant, waiting for our starters to arrive. I had leant over to pick up a piece of cutlery that Tonya had knocked off the table. It was here that my high-riding panties were exposed, and also at the same the fact that I had them on inside out.

I flushed with embarrassment. It was a busy restaurant, with diners all talking loudly at their respective tables. But Tonya wasn’t exactly keeping her voice down either. I mean, she had one of those super clear, perfectly pitched voices that if she so desired could bring silence over a room with a single quip or harsh remark.

‘Do I have to drag you into the bathroom by your ear?’ Tonya said, increasingly angry at how long it was taking for me to get my ass into gear.

‘Sorry, Mistress,’ I said, quickly standing up and looking for the bathrooms, eventually seeing that they were over on the other side of the restaurant.

‘Oh, and sissy,’ Tonya said. ‘When you’re in the bathroom I want you to spank yourself. Twenty times, fast and hard. Film it. I can’t be bothered to do it myself, and I think now is a good time to develop your self-punishment skills. Don’t you?’

‘Yes, Madame Tonya,’ I said. ‘Thank you for giving me the opportunity.’

‘Okay, enough kissing my ass, get going, and make sure those spanks are nice and hard,’ She said, dismissively, making me feel tiny, like her toy she was simply having fun with, bossing around and humiliating at will.

I made my way straight to the bathroom, not wanting to waste any more time and incur and more punishments for slowness. I was beginning to sense that Tonya was in one of her moods where she would really let loose and step up her cruelty. When she was like that, she really would push me hard and not care in the slightest where we were.

Opening the bathroom door and quickly locking it behind me, I looked around and saw a shelf perfect for balancing my cell phone on so I could record the spanking.

But first things first, I had to get my panties on the right way round. I couldn’t believe I’d made such a basic error, the fact was that I had been in a rush to get ready and had put them on just too quickly, without giving it the proper focus and concentration I should have.

But it was done now, and I would have to live with the consequences. Anyway, I saw my phone flash. It was an text message from Tonya…

A PHOTO OF YOUR PANTIES ROUND YOUR ANKLES, MAKE THAT SISSY CLITTY NICE AND HARD FOR ME TOO. THEN FILM YOUR SPANKING. THEN GET BACK TO ME. YOUR GODDESS XOXO.

This was typical of Tonya, pushing me, constantly switching up the task, making it more humiliating, making me feel as uncomfortable as possible.

But, I did as I was told. I took the panties off, turned them the right way and began to play with my dick, the fact that I was following her orders on top of the sight of me with my feminine, frilly pink thong around my ankles just made me get very hard, very quickly.

In truth, I could have cum very easily as I played with my dick, making it hard on Tonya’s instruction, but of course I knew that this would lead to so much trouble and pain it would never in a million years be worth it for a couple of seconds pleasure.

I took the photo and sent it to her.

Now was the time to spank myself. I hit the record button, turned myself to the side, bent over and began…


CHAPTER TWO

I returned to the table, my ass a little sore from my spanking. Madame Tonya was smiling with glee as she watched the video recording I had sent.

‘Well, you certainly seem to think you deserved this punishment,’ She said. ‘Good for you my little fool. Your technique needs working on and of course the spanks can’t be as hard as when a proper disciplinarian administers them, but as far as self-spankings go, it’s pretty good.’

‘Thank you, Madame,’ I said, my heart fluttering a little, happy that she was paying me a compliment, and was pleased with my effort.

That was the thing. Tonya’s power over me was such that I actually genuinely wanted to impress her, to follow her commands to the absolute best of my ability. I had quickly developed a sense of loyalty to her, never wanting to let her down. The truth of it was that I loved her, and knew that our relationship was perfect for me.

Tonya knew this too.

‘I love the photo too,’ She said, practically licking her lips. ‘Your little maggot looks so excited. Tell me, what was the biggest turn on? The panties? The degrading nature of the task? The fact it was in a public bathroom? Come on sissy, don’t just sit there looking like a bimbo, you tell me what made your little worm so excited.’

‘I think it was a combination of all of those things,’ I said, knowing that this was quite a vague answer.

‘No, that’s not really going to be good enough. Not even close. I want details, slut,’ She said, a slight hint of annoyance in her voice. ‘Tell me specifically what it was that you liked so much about posing for that photo.’

‘I, I, I, it was the thrill of being so slutty,’ I managed to blurt out, my face going a deep shade of crimson as I said it, my voice trembling a little.

Just as I said it, a hot waitress walked past. There was no way she could have heard it, surely, but it didn’t stop me from feeling paranoid, almost pre-emptively humiliated.

‘Now we’re getting somewhere,’ Tonya smiled. ‘Yes. Let me explain it further for you. As a sissy in training you’re still learning about yourself. What you enjoyed was making a pathetic display of yourself ina public bathroom. You enjoyed the sight of your useless little beta dick sticking up all hard, with a pair of slutty panties around your ankles, just like a sissy cock sucker. Maybe you were imagining that some of the kitchen staff, or waiting staff were watching you? Or maybe in there with you? Playing with your body, using you for their amusement? Or perhaps their sexual gratification? Would that be right, sissy?’

I was blushing hard now, finding it hard ot make eye contact with Tonya. But I knew I had no other option but to answer.

‘Yes, Madame, you are right,’ I said. ‘Thank you for educating me. For teaching me and telling me what I am too stupid to know.’

Tonya laughed.

She was incredibly beautiful. Her perfectly shiny hair, her impeccable bones structure, her full, plump lips. Beautiful, intelligent, but cruel too.

It was at this point that things went up a level.

The same waitress who had just walked past was approaching us again. Tonya beckoned her over.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing or experiencing as Tonya proceeded to unlock her phone and hand it to the waitress.

‘Tell me what you see,’ She said.

The waitress smiled, her eyes lighting up and darting over to me and then back to the phone again. This was going to be one of those evenings, I could sense it now, even clearer than before.

Tonya simply smiled at me, teasing me, holding my stare, waiting to make her next move…


CHAPTER THREE

‘Hike his panties right up!’ Tonya said, laughing as Britney, the waitress, grabbed my waistband and lifted it high, causing me to squirm and let out a sissy-moan as the panty material was stretched high, as I was effectively wedgied like a nerd being accosted by a jock bully.

Except I was a sissy, and the bully was a waitress.

‘Ignore his pathetic squeals,’ Tonya said, coldly.

We were in the VIP bathroom, decked out in luxurious velvet-effect furniture and grand, ornate mirrors. It was more like some kind of nineteenth century boudoir. Well, it was very much how the other half lived, but right now historical class divides weren’t exactly on my mind as I found myself being tormented by Britney.

She was young, probably in her early to mid twenties, but she certainly had no problem with dishing out punishment. A natural for this kind of thing perhaps. She was shorter than Tonya, but had a very athletic, powerful figure and in her tight white shirt and tight black pants, she looked incredible.

‘Now what?’ Britney said, addressing me. ‘You going to beg me to stop bullying you, panty-boy?’

Tonya laughed and let it play out. It was clear she was not going to come to my rescue, so I had to interact with Britney if I was going to get out of this.

‘Mmmmph, please, I beg you, my panties, they’ll rip,’ I said, merely prompting Britney to pull them higher, moving them from side to side, deep inside my ass, stretching the material to what must have been close to breaking point.

‘You love this, don’t you, slut?’ Britney said. ‘Tell me how much you love it and I might stop.’

I did as I was told and as enthusiastically as I could I told her how I loved being dominated by women, and was taking great pleasure from being beaten up by her, right here in the bathroom.

Britney finally accepted my words and let the panty material snap back into position.

‘Beat him a little,’ Tonya said. ‘Kick hiss ass. He won’t resist, he’ll take it like a good little bitch.’

Needing no further instruction, Britney began to kick me in my sides, my ass, my stomach. Each blow would be followed by an insult, a degrading comment on my beta body, my sissy panties, my feminized, perfectly hairless and pert ass.

‘Open your mouth,’ Britney said, squeezing my cheeks. ‘I want you to taste my spit.’

She promptly spat in my mouth a few times, the final spit actually missing my mouth and hitting me on my nose. I suspected strongly that it wasn’t an accident, such was the look of glee on her face.

‘Britney, tell me this,’ Tonya said. ‘Do you happen to have an especially alpha male chefs or waiting staff? The kind who would enjoy having a bit of fun with a sissy like we have here?’

Britney smiled, grabbing my hair and shaking my head back and forth, much to Tonya’s continued approval.

‘Yes, I think I know someone who fits that bill perfectly,’ She replied, now standing behind me, her arms wrapped around me, her fingers pulling on my nipples. I felt her grind her crotch into my ass, almost humping me. ‘He’s a very big man, though. Will sissy be able to deal with such a masculine presence?’

‘Oh, I’m sure he’ll cope,’ Tonya said, laughing. ‘Now, pass sissy back to me and bring me back this bull, I want to see him up close.’

With that, Britney kicked me forwards and I stumbled towards, Tonya, managing to place myself at her knees, my heart racing and mind panicking about what was coming my way.

Instinctively, my arms wrapped around Tonya’s leg.

‘Good sissy, you stay there, just as you are,’ Tonya said. ‘Just like the little wimp you are. Don’t worry, I’ll look after you. I won’t let the scary man hurt you. Much…’


CHAPTER FOUR

It was an agonising wait. Tonya loved every second of it of course, teasing and tormenting me about what was to come.

‘Is your little clitty getting hard at the thought of a real man?’ She said, stroking my hair. ‘Come on, don’t be shy around me, I know all your little sissy secrets.’

I didn’t know how to answer. The truth was that I knew whatever I said she would use to her advantage. She was always at least one step ahead of me. And usually she was probably more like five steps ahead. I was so submissive, so subservient to her that I didn’t try and bother outsmarting her, or second guessing her motives.

All I could do was face my sissy reality.

‘I’ll take yours silence as an admission,’ She said. ‘Don’t worry, I won’t punish your failure to answer me, you’ve got far too much coming your way anyway. I don’t want to tire you our. But, yes, looking down, I can definitely see that your sissy stick is hard. Put it away, tuck it back inside those panties right now. Good, that’s better. A submissive, feminized little fool should have their useless excuse for a manhood put away and hidden at all times unless instructed otherwise by their superior, don’t you agree?’

‘Yes, madame,’ I said, managing to get the words out, relieved that I wasn’t being punished for my inability to answer her previous question.

It was at this point that I saw the door knob turn and the door open. I gripped onto Tonya’s leg harder as first Britney walked in, closely followed by Max, and then… Kai too.

CHAPTER FIVE

‘Very impressive, real men, proper men,’ Tonya purred as the bathroom door was shut, Max and Kai either side of Britney, towering above her, their broad shoulders, chiselled faces, and powerful bodies standing proud.

The tight white chef’s jackets were quickly removed, revealing ripped, totally jacked torsos. I was blushing, unable to look away from them. They were the total opposite of my body, which Tonya had been working on making even more petit and feminine. These were real men, and I knew it.

‘Men, how about you remove your chef’s pants too, I’m sure sissy would like a look,’ Tonya said, pulling my hair and lifting my head so I was looking directly at the men as they removed their pants.

Both were standing there in nothing by their tight briefs, large bulges at the front that put an instant smile on Tonya’s face. I noticed that Britney too was fixated by their size, her hands wandering over the bulges, squeezing on them, her eyes shooting over to me, checking for my response.

‘Tonya, I’m worried that the sissy might just make a mess in her panties,’ Britney said. ‘She’s practically got a line of drool from her mouth down to the floor!’

‘Oh dear, well let’s get this moving then,’ Tonya said. ‘Sissy, up on your feet and go and stand between the two studs. I want to take some lovely photos for us to enjoy later.’

I got up to my feet and moved towards the men. Both of them looked at me with amusement, their eyes taking in my smooth, wimpy body and my tiny panties that barely had any kind of noticeable bulge at the front. I must have looked like such a loser in their eyes…

‘It’s okay, you can laugh at the sissy,’ Tonya said. ‘I know I do. Now, sissy, stand in between the two men and make sure your panties are positioned nice and high on your waist, really emphasise those feminine, slender thighs. Britney, perhaps you can help with that?’

Britney stood in front of me and adjusted my panties, raising them high as instructed. The two men posed next to me, their muscles flexing as per Tonya’s instructions, while I twirled and squatted down, showing my lowly position as the feminized sissy slave.

‘Okay, sissy, I want you to get at crotch height,’ Tanya said. ‘And men, I want you to both at the same time let your big, thick pieces of meaty dick out. The sissy will then pose with them, handling them, bringing them to her mouth. And it will all be captured on here for posterity! Any objections?’

Of course, there were none.

I felt my mouth open wide, purely on instinct, as the two heavy, thudding dicks flopped out of the men’s briefs. The sheer size of them was incredible, the veiny, masculine thickness and length was just so far out of the league of my little dick I fully understood why Tonya said it should only ever be referred to as my clitty.

These were real men with real dicks.

I was just a sissy on her knees, licking her lips and salivating of the two specimens of manhood that I knew were biologically my superior in every single way.

It didn’t take long before I could feel my dick getting close to the edge. It was just the excitement of being so close to these big dicks, both of them getting harder as I held them, my fingers instinctively squeezing, wanting to pump them up to their full size. 

Britney saw my excitement and decided to take matters into her own hands, pushing my face into their dicks, my mouth opening wide and taking them fully into my mouth, one at a time, choking a little on each, but quickly adapting and sucking and slurping on their entire lengths pretty quickly.

There was no holding me back now and I felt myself quickly working up a head of steam, so to speak, as I worked one dick with my mouth and then grabbed another with my hands, simultaneously bringing both to orgasm… one load of hot, sticky cum in my mouth, another load all over my face.

I felt like such a sissy slut, the men now both slapping their dicks across my face, making sure that every last bit of their loads had been dumped either inside me or onto me.

Britney laughed, spanking my ass, pulling my nipples and generally tormenting me as adrenalin continued to pump round my body, my excitement at what had just happened, the first time I had sucked and jerked two dicks at once, hitting hone.

‘Sissy, you have done well, now it’s time to give me your tongue,’ Tonya said, standing up and turning around. ‘And as a special treat, you may wank that clitty of yours as you tongue my pussy.’

The sight of her ass in front of me never grew old. It was perfectly round, sculpted, and smooth. I knelt right in front of her as she bent over and quickly nestled my face deep in her ass, my nose going right between her cheeks and my mouth being perfectly positioned to work her pussy.

Britney and then men sat and watched. It was a thrill to put on such a show for them, and I knew that this was very much the direction that Tonya would be taking me in as she continued my training.

Pulling my panties down, and to much mockery from Britney and the men at the size of my dick, I wanked it, only needing a few pumps to have it shooting its mess over the floor. Tonya spun around and pushed my onto the floor, the back of my head now covered in my own sissy spunk as she sat on my face and grinded her cunt over me hard, fast, knowing exactly what to do to get herself off quickly, the scale of her orgasm being evident by how hard her legs shook and squeezed around my face as she came.

The two men left, but not before inputting their numbers in Tonya’s phone. She told me that she could use their big dicks for servicing her sexual needs, the kind of servicing that I simply could not do with my little clitty. She was right, there was no way I could even attempt to deny that.

‘Of course, I might let you watch them pleasure me, if you’re a good sissy?’ She said. ‘How does that sound?’

‘It sounds perfect, Madame’ I said, struggling to get my breath back.

‘And who knows, they might even give your little sissy ass pussy a little treat too?’ She added, smiling as she pulled her pants back up and tipped Britney a substantial amount of money. ‘Well?’

‘Yes Miss Tonya,’ I said, nervously, knowing that this had all been part of her training plan, from the very second we walked in, having probably been planned in advance. ‘Thank you.’

**

Well, that was one hell of an experience. But back to now, and I knew that Tonya would want to really get back up to speed when she returned after her business trip.

Just as I wondering when she would be returning I saw a text message alert. It was from here.

SISSY! I am soon to be returning. I hope you have been working on your special sissy workout plan in my absence. Making those gains on your little sissy ass, getting that waist smaller and staying nice and slim and slender. Guess what, I’ve arranged a playdate for us to celebrate my return. Me, you, and… those two lovely bulls from the restaurant, we’re going to be having a cosy night in. Try not to stay up all night thinking about it, and definitely no playing with that clitty and making your little sissy mess! Your Goddess XoXo

I felt my heart race as I read her message. I was nervous, excited, a little scared. I guess my life with Tonya was always surprising me, going to the next level, and if this message was anything to go by, things were about to get even more sissified for me very soon indeed…
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-To Come-

So I opened the door.

Jen and Stella stood in front of me, as magnificent as ever.

As was their standard, they were made up to perfection, two goddesses ready to impose their will on their pathetic little subject. I, as was specified in their instruction email, curtseyed for them, making sure to maintain eye contact the whole time.

This seemed to please them, they looked at each other and nodded.

“Well,” Jen said, “That was a decent curtsey. You must have been practicing and for that I congratulate you. But I do wonder why you aren’t wearing your high heels?”

Jen suddenly looked furious.

As did Stella, who put her hands on her waist, emphasising her small waist and magnificent hips.

“I-I-I-I-“ I tried to come up with a reason, but in my rush I had simply forgot. “I’m sorry, please-”

“Don’t bother with excuses sissy, run and get them and we’ll have a think about what to do with you. Go, on, run!” Stella bellowed.

I ran into my bedroom and quickly put my shoes on, a pair of sleek black heels that I was still wobbly on. I attempted to run back into the living area but my unsteadiness in the heels told and I tripped over my own feet and fell on to the carpet in front of the sofa where my two dominas had seated themselves.

“Oh, hahaha, what a ridiculous sight!” Jen said. “Look, Stella, our little dicked pet has fallen over, because he hasn’t learned how to walk like a sissy boy yet!”

“Well, at least this gives us a chance to see his bottom presented fully to us, ready for punishment presumably?” Jen responded with a chuckle.

“Right, get up and over our laps,” Stella said.

I raised myself up and climbed across their laps.

I could feel the soft sensation of their expensive tights against my bare legs and pantied crotch.

Jen explained that I would be getting the full fifty spanks now, and that I was to say thank you after each one. She said that as I was being spanked it would also be a good idea for me to be preparing myself for the little show I had been instructed to prepare for them, as failure to satisfy them on this would only lead to more spanks, more pain, more humiliation.

“Right, here we go,” Jen said, bringing her hand down on my left cheek. “I am going to start as I mean to go along,” she added.

And she was right.

The next forty nine spanks were hard, relentless, and by the end I was really hurting and utterly humiliated.

After the final spank, the two women rolled me off their laps and back on to the carpet. I was on my back, looking up their legs and to their grinning faces. They looked like they had a mixture of total contempt, loving authority, and playful wickedness to them that conjured fear, excitement, and total devotion in me.

“Oh look, his little willy has come out!” Laughed Jen. “For God’s sake, wimp, put it back in your knickers and make yourself presentable before you get on your feet and begin your show for us.”

I tucked my stiff cock back inside the thong and got to my feet.

Now it was time for my performance as commanded by Jen and Stella.

They had told me that in keeping with my slutty stripper attire I would be required to perform a sexy dance for them. I knew this would be completely humiliating, and utterly ridiculous a spectacle, but it was what they asked, and I had no choice but to obey.

I walked over to my sound system and selected the music, a slow jam pop RnB track, and to howls of laughter began to move and grind.

I slowly began to get into the groove and used some of the moves I had practiced, such as squatting up and down, shaking my sissy ass as much as I could, squeezing my nipple tassels and pulling on them.

Jen and Stella were laughing the whole time, I was horrified as I saw both of them holding up their cameras to record the action.

“Twerk for us, slut!” Stella called out.

“Yeah, get down and pop that booty, make those sissy boi cheeks clap in time with the music,” Jenifer added, absolutely revelling in it.

I got down on all fours and began my attempt at twerking.

I felt like an absolute slut, just like a stripper or pole dancer trying to grind her living.

I was no better than the women I ogled over in hip hop videos, just a peace of meat to be used by others.

Jenifer abruptly told me she’d seen enough and told me to stand up and face her and Stella.

“Ooooh, look, I think he enjoyed that,” Jen said, pointing her immaculately manicured finger at my dick, which had managed to pop out yet again. “Tell me sissy, do you enjoy acting like a twerk slut?”

“Yes,” I said, my face reddening in embarrassment despite knowing full well that it was true.

“I suspect that you would actually like to work in a lapdancing club, a sissy boi like you would be in heaven?” Stella said.

“Um,” I replied, worried about where this was going.

“Yes, of course you would,” she continued, “You would like to be a dancer for proper men, wouldn’t you? Big, strong, rich men with proper men’s cocks, nothing like your little clitty. You would like them to manhandle you in the private room wouldn’t you? Pull back your thong and stick notes in it, spread your cheeks and blow on your puckered little hole? Hahahaha, look at you, it’s written all over your face. Are you going to deny it? And don’t you even think about lying…”

I didn’t know what to say.

Every part of me wanted to deny this, but in my heart I knew I couldn’t because it was true.

“No, I won’t deny it,” I said, unable to make eye contact.

Jenifer and Stella began to laugh again.

But this time it was different, they seemed aroused, their hands began to caress each other’s legs, up towards their crotches, all over their breasts.

“Well, sissy, we’ve decided that as you have made a decent first effort, despite some mistakes, we are going to offer you a reward,” Jen said. “But only if you manage to please us with one more task.”

“Yes, of course, mistress,” I said.

What followed was they both stripped naked to reveal their incredible bodies.

Toned, muscular, Amazonian, with powerful legs, large buttocks, and brilliantly complimentary and contrasting breasts.

I was in a total daze as they moved towards me and picked me up as if I was as light as a feather.

They carried me into my bedroom and flopped me down on the bed.

I was totally vulnerable to their power and they knew it as the seductively climbed on to the bed with me…

-end of preview-

CHAPTER ONE

Morons!

What is it with some people’s absolute refusal to use cycle lanes properly?

I’m talking about fellow cyclists here before anyone wrongly and erroneously assumes I’m part of the anti-bicycle brigade. I love to cycle as much as the next man or woman, but I do find it irritating when you get these absolute maniacs hell bent on causing as much chaos as they can in the lane that has been provided for those of us who choose to travel and help the environment by using two human powered wheels instead of gas guzzling plant killing cars.

I’ll leave my environmental crusading there for now, after all the benefits of going green on your commute or trip to town are well documented by now. That’s not to say there aren’t some valid points and times when using cars is unavoidable over the course of an individual’s life.

Also, have you noticed how expensive fully electric cars are?

The cost is surely prohibitive to all but those with a significant disposable income or an employer who provides company cars with ethics as a focus of their provision ahead of tradition and ease of purchase (and even that is debatable these days).

Anyway, I’ve strayed way off track there (ironically enough).

My point is, I was bombing down the cycle path on a fairly busy road and this absolute moron biker flew past me and nearly sent me spinning into what could have been an incredibly dangerous and threatening crash into the metal barrier that separated the cycle path from the pedestrian sidewalk (or pavement for my mates on the other side of the Atlantic waterway.)

Well, to say I was scared was a bloody underestimation and it was only my amazing balance that kept me vertical and moving those pedals.

I hooted the moron with my loud ringing bell and even screamed to him to watch what he was doing, the absolute sod.

I really hope he heard, because when it comes to road safety on the shared highway, us cycle men and women need to stick together and not turn into the kind of right wing stereotype that we would so often use to describe the drivers of petrol or diesel cars.

I think you catch my drift here.

Anyway, I say it’s time for slow breaths and to move on.  

I pushed my bike up to the semi exposed bike lock storage area outside of the large studio, cinema, cafeteria and theatre that I was visiting for the afternoon.

I moved the bike into the correct position and took off the dead lock from the cycle frame. I opened the lock and placed it across the frame and the steel horizontal lance designed to keep the vehicles in position. I secured the device and took a step back to check out my cycle – as I thought, it was a bit dirty and could do with a good power clean.

I made a mental note to clean the cycle over the course of the next five or six days, or possibly certainly over the weekend.

Well, I wasn’t making any guarantees, but I definitely would make time at some point if you know what I mean.

I walked away from my secure bike and into the large, imposing community funded building. I walked towards the counter and placed an order for one drink, a frothy soya mocha with a sprinkle of dairy free chocolate mint flakes. I paid for the drink and took it to an available seat, of which there were many – which kind of surprised me to be honest.

CHAPTER TWO

So I sat down and took a sip of the coffee. I won’t lie, it was a bit on the warm side, to say the very least. I felt a pang of regret that I had not taken the moment to meditate in order to assess and realise that the coffee would be too hot to take an enthusiastic sip from.

I told myself I would move forward and grow from this situation and make an effort not to do it again in the future.

It’s never nice to burn one’s mouth due to the consumption of a hot beverage or bit of grub.

Understatement alert!

I blew on my coffee between three and seven times and took a sip. It tasted good, it was a good coffee I knew it was. I felt happy and began to sense that I would soon forget about my initial sip which had caused pain and disappointment.

I repeated the process each time before I took a sip of the coffee and then began to blow less times as the coffee found a cooler temperature.

I must say again a big respect to the craft of the barista, it really was a flavoursome coffee, well put together, and this is coming from an individual who prides themselves on their taste buds when it comes to the fabled ground beans that make a coffee. 

Once I had finished my coffee I looked at the empty cup with its stained inside rim (coffee stained cups – always a sign of a solid cup, and I should know as I have been on highly regarded coffee courses designed for professionals from baristas to café owners to those in the coffee industry on a corporate level) and wondered whether to indulge in another cup of the fabled cocoa roast.

In the end and after several moments deliberating I decided that, sure, I certainly would. After all I had the time to spare and it was always good to get that caffeine injection burning through my veins at a rate of kilometres per hour that would put a fully revved Porsche: Sports Edition to total shame.

I stood up from the elegant avant garde designed table that could easily have come from the BHS warehouse had I not had the eye to see that it was in fact an industrial supplier (I saw the small logo on the table leg) and strode over to the counter.

The dude behind the counter had been replaced by another man, albeit they looked pretty close to identical.

You know the score, coiffured haircut, ears pierced, and a tattoo of a retro car surrounded by an ironic flag design on the forearm.

Well this particular guy was a friendly style of dude and went out of his way to talk me through the many numbered coffee on offer at this joint.

To be quite honest, much – no, most - of what he was saying went over (or should that be osmosis?) my head as I wasn’t especially concentrating on him and his enthusiastic droning.

In the end I managed to catch him wrapping up his epic coffee-logue by saying that his personal favourite was the Egyptian crypto-Turkish flaccid squat bean that had just come back in to stock due to popular demand from keen consumers not happy with it being rotated out of the selection of available coffees.

I said I’d go with that one and the server promised me that I would not be disappointed and would probably always want to purchase that specific bean from now on.

I smiled politely but felt like he’d crossed a border into a kind of conceited malevolence with his last comment.

Really, he couldn’t possibly claim to speak to my exact taste, no matter how good and great he thought that bean was surely he would have to accept that ultimately taste is a subjective matter and it could be the case that my buds just wouldn’t buy into this particular bean.

Well I didn’t get into this with him because life is too short and it’s not really a nice move to dampen a person’s exuberance unless totally necessary. I paid for the coffee and waited patiently for eight minutes as he prepared it.

Yes, you read that right.

Eight minutes!

Well I probably would have ordered the bog-standard filter coffee had I known he was going to take so long.

What an affair just to get a cup of Joe (this is what many people would call a standard coffee, especially in the United States).

Ultimately, he did complete the process and proudly passed me the cup. He looked at me expectantly and I duly obliged by sniffing the coffee and smiling.

“Hell, that’s superb,” I said. And the thing is, I wasn’t even lying. It smelt fantastic and like the real deal.

“Hey, broski, coffee is what I do, it’s what I life for, it’s who I am at my central core,” the barista said.

Maybe, I concluded, maybe he was a boorish prig, but perhaps his arrogance was founded in something beyond hot air. He talked the coffee-talk but he also walked the coffee walk.

I really couldn’t wait to get stuck into this beverage back at my seat.

So I turned around and sloped over to the seat, sneaking in a sly swig on the way no less.

Good grief.

Simple pleasures sometimes can be complicated in how they manifest, but the outcome is always something to behold. Purity in pleasure is not an illusion or jacked up hippy jive.

The cocoa chugged through my frame and I couldn’t have been more joyous and more at peace with my zen.

This day was shaping up well.

Then, as if out of nowhere, two intriguing women entered the café and gave me the strangest of looks before walking over to the counter to place an order, occasionally looking back and smiling in a way that was odd, but I couldn’t work out why exactly.

What on hell is that all about, I thought?

I would soon find out.

I continued to drink my coffee and daydream.

CHAPTER THREE

A few minutes later I became conscious of women close to me, standing behind me, their presence in my personal space.

I don’t know how I knew, but…

My stomach flipped.

I felt nervous.

I put my Android handset down and looked over my shoulder to see the two women who had come in previously and given me those funny stares.

It was obvious right at the get go that my initial assessment of them was correct, two powerful and well heeled women in their late thirties or early forties, absolutely perfectly made up and immaculately presented.

The women clearly had bombastic figures, and both must have been at least five foot ten, their luscious hair coming to beneath shoulder length.

My eyes continued downwards and saw that one of them had what could only be described as enormous, succulent titties that would be unmissable from a across a motorway as they pointed straight out, loud and most definitely proud.

The other woman had more petit breasts, but I could see that her nipples were rock hard and penetrating through her expensive looking silk shirt.

Both women had trim waists and then juicier, powerful thighs that were supported up by long, shapely legs and calves.

I became super aware that I was staring, drooling almost, in a most blatant way and brought my eyes back up to their faces.

It had only been a moment, possibly they hadn’t realised?

Wrong.

Busted!

“Hey, you, we’ve noticed you here before. You were sitting in this same seat last week, weren’t you?” The woman with the more petit breasts and spectacular nipples said.

I didn’t have a clue how to respond, despite knowing full well that I had indeed been in this exact same seat at some point last week.

I wondered why she was asking, but ultimately saw no harm in just owning it.

“Yeah, that was me, and?” I said, somewhat nervously, but trying to be confident.

Thing is, I kept involuntarily checking their bodies out, becoming totally wrapped up in these two magnificent women.

But what were their motives?

“Ha, right, we thought so,” Jen said. “Well, first, my name is Jen, and this is my friend Stella, and we need a good old word with you.”

With that, and before I had time to reply, both sat down at my table, either side of me.

I felt incredibly self-conscious, not least because I had a full raging erection in my trousers, but also because their perfume had a classy bouquet that almost immediately had an intoxicating effect on me.

I kind of felt dizzy?

“Right,” Jen continued, “We were both here last week, having a cake and a catch up, when we happened to see something very interesting. As you bent over to pick up a something that you had dropped, we saw what could only be described as the frilly edges of a pair of rather skimpy panties stick out above your trousers-”

Oh no.

Oh no.

Oh no.

Immediately, I felt myself go pure crimson flush in the face.

I couldn’t believe it.

I thought I’d been so careful, but clearly not careful enough. I tried to bluff my way out of it but found my mouth just wouldn’t produce any words, certainly none that made sense.

“Well,” Stella continued, “Seeing as you’re not going to even attempt to even vaguely deny it, we’ll assume that we saw exactly what we thought we saw. Well, what we’ve decided is that we would both very much enjoy spending some quality time with you, that you would fit our very specific requirements to an absolute tee. Am I right or am I right, Jen?”

I felt Stella press her hand on my crotch and firmly squeeze my throbbing cock.

I was worried that I might actually cum right there and then, her powerful thigh pressing right against my significantly weedier leg.

“Yes,” Stella purred, “It seems as if this little sissy would be quite amenable to our plan. Ooooh, ooooh, I’d better stop touching him or he might have an embarrassing little spurt and make a sissy mess.”

And with that, Stella slapped my crotch and squeezed my nipple roughly over my t-shirt. I was humiliated as I let out a whimper, in pain but conscious to at least try not to draw any attention towards us from the other people at other tables.

“Okay,” Jen said, “We need to give this little pervert a quick introduction to what we will be doing with, or should that be to, him. To begin with, you need to know that as you have been exposed as a sissy bitch, and don’t worry – we have photographic evidence, you will be treated exactly as one. It is what you desire isn’t it, deep down? Don’t leave me waiting for a response now…”

Oh God.

What the hell-

What was I meant to-

I couldn’t possibly… could I…

I didn’t know what to say, I was confused.

I mean, sure, it was true, I did have these fantasises, but now it was happening to me in real life, I wasn’t sure if I wanted it. In the end, I just blurted out a yes and dropped my head in shame.

“Good,” Jen continued, “Now that we have officially established that, I am going to ask you another question. Are you wearing some panties today? Come on, don’t keep us waiting you little worm.”

“Y-y-y—yes,” I stuttered.

“Ha, brilliant, and of course I thought so,” Jessica said. “Now, describe them to us. And look us directly in our eyes as you do, no more of this head down mumbling from this point onwards, or there will be big trouble.”

I described the panties as well as I could, and in as much detail as I could – I got the distinct impression that these women were not to be messed with.

“They are high cut, riding up on the hip,” I said, “White with red hearts, thong at the back, fresh on today, very small all over.”

As I was talking, I felt my dick bounce and twitch inside the panties.

It almost felt like a relief to describe them out loud, to two of the exact kind of woman I had always fantasised about discovering my secret.

As I spoke, I could see their eyes light up as they exchanged glances of recognition with each other.

It looked like I was pleasing them.

But what did that mean for me going forwards?

“Well well well,” Stella said, “We really do have a thoroughly slutty little sissy boi here don’t we? And I can confirm that he’s got a little sissy dick to match, too.”

Stella and Jen began laughing.

Wicked, dominant, mocking laughter.

I didn’t know how to respond, I felt totally undermined, humiliated, but at the same time absolutely turned on by these women who had suddenly appeared in my life.

“Is that right, do you have a little sissy worm cocklet?” Jen asked me. “And is it stiff right now? I want you to describe, if so, exactly why. No detail spared. Come on, get talking or I’ll have you over my knee right here and now with your trousers round your ankles, those panties down by your thighs, and that bottom presented nude for a full on spanking, but not before I spread your cheeks and stick a bloody carrot in your little hole. Let me guess, you’d enjoy that, the public punishment, the vulgar exposure of your arsehole, but I’m not sure you’d be quite so keen on fifty spanks that would bring you to tears. Anyway, plenty of time for all that, so get talking!”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

Totally shocked and stunned by her outburst, I began to talk in sheer panic, my defences totally down.

“Yes, yes, I do have a little sissy worm dick, Jen,” I said. “It is very small and could never satisfy two brilliant, spectacular, intelligent women like you, never ever…ever. It is very hard now, it has been since the second you both came over to talk to me. You both have incredible bodies, beautiful faces, the kind of women I fantasise about every night. And I don’t just mean I fantasise about seeing you naked and having sex with, I mean I fantasise about powerful, strong women like you discovering my secret sissy panty desires and exposing and humiliating me about it for your pleasure, the more humiliation that comes my way the better…”

I couldn’t believe what I was saying.

I thought this would be enough, that this level of personal confession would satisfy them, but Stella had other ideas.

“Okay, wimp, tell us more,” Stella said, “First thing that comes to your mind. Literally the first thing and go from there. The more humiliating the better!”

“Y-y-yes, I’ll try,” I spluttered. “I would very much deserve the spanking that Jen described. I think that all sissies should know their place and be ready for a punishment any time or place that their superiors decide. When I play with myself I often imagine that I am being spanked in a public place and forced to stand on display after the spanking to show my sore bottom. Sometimes my panties will be round my ankles, and sometimes I will have been made to wear them on my head or hang them off my hard little cock.”

“Oh wow, we’ve really struck gold here, Stella,” Jen said, laughing. “Go on, give him another grab down there, and tell him all about how sad and small his hard on is, Jen.”

And with that, Jen grabbed my dick again, but this time she stuffed her hand inside my trousers, wrapped her fingers around my cock and began pulsing her fist over my boner.

I knew this would only end one way.

“Haha!” Jen laughed, “His smooth little cocklet really is happy now. It seems like it likes getting insulted? Well how about I say this for the record: this is the stupidest, most worthless dick I have ever had the, um, pleasure, of wanking. I mean, it’s debatable whether this is even a dick at all. Are you sure it’s not just a big clit? This could never satisfy a woman, ever. We’ll have to put your tongue to use if we want any kind of satisfaction from you my boy. Yes, that’s right, we will be using you for our pleasure too, and you’d better perform to our expectations or there will be plenty more of those spankings that we’ve been talking about. Sissy. Wimp. Cuck. No dicked loser. Are you going to make a mess in your girlie thong, you little slut? Oooooooooh, hahahahahhahaa, we’ll you’ll never guess what is happening Stella? Gross! It doesn’t even feel like real man’s seed, it’s definitely a sissy splurge.”

I groaned.

I bucked my hips, squirming on the seat as I did.

I just wasn’t able to control myself, my little dick was pumping out hot cum into my panties and into my new mistress’s hand.

I tried to stop myself, but my entire body began to move to her rhythm as my dick emptied itself. I had to support myself from collapsing on to the table such was the rush of semen and sexual excitement.

The women laughed and gave each other knowing looks.

Jen removed her hand from my panties and pushed her fingers into my mouth.

“Lick it all up, clean your sissy juice off my fingers, boy,” She said.

Stella stood up and Jen followed suit.

“Here is my number, I expect a call very soon,” Stella said, placing a card down on the table.

Exhausted, utterly degraded, I knew that I would be following her order and forwarding my details to her just as soon as I regained any kind of composure.

I watched as the two women, my new owners, walked out of the café.

What on earth had I let myself in for?

I would soon find out.

CHAPTER FOUR

We have all been there.

You call up your energy provider, gas or electricity or water, and straight away you’re put on the hold line with some God awful hold music blaring into your ear. What makes the music worse, or should that be musak (and no disrespect to the admirable high end musak you get in the elevators and lifts at nice international hotels), is that there is more often than not a terrible addition of a hellish crackling sound being sent down the line to you.

Well guess what?

This is exactly what I was faced with as my gas supplier put me on hold.

I had to go to the step of reducing the volume on my mobile handset to stop what would be the inevitable onset of a headache from the crackled, mangled, overly loud karaoke version of some Backstreet Boys hit (probably a cover in itself) from the mid to late 90s.

Well, as they do, the message that periodically interrupted the droning music assured me that I was a valued customer and my call would be handled as soon as was possible.

I won’t even get started on the addition to that message that suggested I could always call back later when it wasn’t so busy. Well you have to get up earlier in the day to fool me. Those lines are never quieter, they’re always busy to the max.

Anyway, as I held on the line listening to track play into track into track and back again in some nightmarish loop of anti-music, quite an horrific soundscape that wouldn’t be out of place in a piece of audio visual art at a contemporary art gallery space, I began to wonder about what had happened and what would be the outcome of the events I had experienced.

Before I had a chance to really get into it in my head, the musak stopped and a very nice man answered and told me he was ready to take my call.

Yes, I was happy to have my query dealt with, but I knew exactly what I’d be thinking of once the call was over. 

The bloody gas phonecall out of the way I looked at my to-do list.

I knew I’d made it up so as to keep my mind off things, but I was beginning to regret that now.

Ever tried to make an appointment with your broadband provider and it’s just not working out? You know what I mean right, they give you the nearest available dates but they are no good for your schedule, then you say when is good for you but that doesn’t work for your service provider.

Following this, and about fifteen exasperating minutes into your phone call, you find a date that works for both and it’s so far in the future even the Doc and Marty McFly haven’t been there.

Well, I am sure that joking aside with references to classic films, you can understand how frustrating it was for me when my broadband went down for the umpteenth time in the space of a month and I called the service provider so called customer services line in order to arrange an engineer and make my complaints heard.

My plan was to begin talking about leaving my contract due to their failure to provide the service I was paying for at some cost each calendar month. Well, that would have been my plan if I hadn’t had the will to live sucked out of me by being kept on hold forty nine minutes and thirty eight seconds to be exact.

You may have thought this would have made me furious, even more super charged to get my point across.

But in reality, in the actual moment, all it did was serve to tire me out and make me happy with any positive answer I received.

Was this their plan all along?

Maybe that’s a conspiracy theory for another day, but it does make you wonder does it not?

Anyway, I knew I had to get the internet back to make the purchases that I required in my situation, so when they said it was a simple problem I could fix myself by jangling the wire in the hub, I guess I just accepted that on face value and was pleased to end the call.

My temper nearly went into orbit when they asked me to answer a short customer service survey after the end of the call. I was so angry as I answered each of the fifty questions, but at least I was going to be entered into a prize draw to win a pair of cordless ear-pods, I thought.

You don’t win the raffle unless you buy a ticket as they say.

Anyway, I digress, the internet got sorted and I was able to get online and begin my required shopping.

I decided to stick a podcast on while I shopped.

Nothing too heavy going, but a comedy podcast by a comedian who I had followed on and off since the 1990s. I found he had a good selection of guests on his show, and he talked to them in a calm and friendly way, often cracking wise and making jokes but actually getting into some pretty deep conversations at times.

And one thing that also impressed me was the level or calibre of guest he managed to get on. I mean, he wasn’t exactly famous, but I think he was well connected via friends who had gone on to have big success in major projects for film and tv, the up shot being that the comedian had ended up having access to the friends of his friends (as they say, it’s not what you know but who you know!).

Anyway, I put the podcast on and listened to him talk to a documentary maker. It was a good chat, I kind of tuned in and out and managed to catch some nice moments between the two that revolved around approaches to film making, directors that they mutually admired, anecdotes that centred on friends they had in common, a little bit about new diets they were both on, and of course a lot of throwaway irreverence – some people really don’t like wacky irreverence, but I certainly see a merit in it, maybe it’s just not for everyone?

They had in fact known each other since school and you could tell because the documentary maker showed a different side to himself, a lot funnier, sort of goofy in-jokes, and even a bit snarky at times – which was odd to hear from such an impartial person.

Anyway, it was all background to the main event, my shopping, which itself was essential for my next meeting.

I had made my purchases with my now working internet. I say working, but it was still slow – far slower than the promised level – and I had several problems at the payment screens for each sit.

What’s worse than when you make a purchase, click to confirm, and then the screen freezes or even worse begins to load and then goes blank.

What do you do in these situations?

Has the purchase gone through?

Do you need to click refresh again?

What happens if in your enthusiasm you end up making a double order? Sure, you would get a refund but all the hassle is just added stress that can be done without if truth be told.

Anyway, my internet speed was slow, which was frustrating given it meant that watching video clips and movies was an almost impossible task, certainly with high quality HD resolution.

You can imagine the frustration.

But maybe this was a good thing, as I did have certain instructions I was supposed to adhere to.

So I settled on downloading a movie from a content provider, it would take a while but it was a mainstream comedy I had been wanting to view for some time so I could wait. And this way I would be guaranteed the top level resolution even if it did mean a long wait.

I clicked download and then stood up and walked into my kitchen.

Once in the kitchen, I poured myself a glass of cold fruit juice, not from concentrate. I never got why people would even consider purchasing the juice that was made from concentrate.

Sure, it was a little cheaper perhaps but the flavour was not comparable and the health benefits nowhere near equal. Well, I sipped on my drink and felt an energy boost. I then sipped on the drink a bit more until it was finished; not only was this not from concentrate, it was in actual fact a top end brand that I would often buy if I felt like treating myself.

You could really taste the difference, it was magnificent.

I guess you could say I believed in treating myself, allowing myself to be under the influence of a luxurious, powerful, high end taste. The irony, or should that be comparison, given my current situation was not lost on me, you can believe me on that.

CHAPTER FIVE

I had somehow drifted off to sleep, but woke suddenly when I heard my apartment buzzer make its long zing zaaaang noise.

Oh no, oh no!

It was them, Stella and Jen had arrived and the apartment was a mess, I wasn’t ready!

I answered the buzzer and buzzed them in to the apartment block.

They would be up on my floor outside my door in maybe three minutes, possibly five at an absolute stretch.

Maybe I was paranoid, but it was as if they sensed that something was up. I had to move fast. As quickly as I could, I bunged all the washing into the dryer, rearranged the cushions, and then began to dress myself as instructed.

I stripped naked and stole a quick glance of myself in the floor length mirror.

As instructed by them via email instruction, I had shaved my pubic hair into one of the given options. I had been given the choice of:

Totally nude.

Heart shaped.

Landing strip.

I had gone for the landing strip as, truth be told, it was the style that turned me on the most. My dick was beginning to harden as I looked at myself in the mirror, a sissy boy excited for his mistresses to arrive and get stuck in to him over the course of an evening, purely for their pleasure and my degradation.

I put on my uniform for the evening.

It consisted of a shiny, ultra high cut black thong, black nipple tassels and… well, that was it! Jen and Stella had decided that for this evening they wanted me in the most revealing, skimpiest, most slutty state possible.

Now fully dressed, my hard on positively pulsing inside the panties, aching to spring out, I waited for the knock on the door that would truly bring the evening into action.

Knock.

Knock.

Knock.

Here we go, I thought.

It didn’t even cross my mind to cancel.

Logically I knew I could back out at any time I wanted, but the truth was that I wanted this, I deserved this, and I was ready to accept whatever was coming my way.

So I opened the door.

Jen and Stella stood in front of me, as magnificent as ever.

As was their standard, they were made up to perfection, two goddesses ready to impose their will on their pathetic little subject. I, as was specified in their instruction email, curtseyed for them, making sure to maintain eye contact the whole time.

This seemed to please them, they looked at each other and nodded.

“Well,” Jen said, “That was a decent curtsey. You must have been practicing and for that I congratulate you. But I do wonder why you aren’t wearing your high heels?”

Jen suddenly looked furious.

As did Stella, who put her hands on her not insignificant hips, emphasising her small waist and magnificent hips.

“I-I-I-I-“ I tried to come up with a reason, but in my rush I had simply forgot. “I’m sorry, please-“

“Don’t bother with excuses sissy, run and get them and we’ll have a think about what to do with you. Go, on, run!” Stella bellowed.

I ran into my bedroom and quickly put my shoes on, a pair of sleek black heels that I was still wobbly on. I attempted to run back in to the living area but my unsteadiness in the heels told and I tripped over my own feet and fell on to the carpet in front of the sofa where my two dominas had seated themselves.

“Oh, hahaha, what a ridiculous sight!” Jen said. “Look, Stella, our little dicked pet has fallen over, because he hasn’t learned how to walk like a sissy boi yet!”

“Well, at least this gives us a chance to see his bottom presented fully to us, ready for punishment presumably?” Jen responded with a chuckle.

“Right, get up and over our laps,” Stella said.

I raised myself up and climbed across their laps.

I could feel the soft sensation of their expensive tights against my bare legs and pantied crotch.

Jen explained that I would be getting the full fifty spanks now, and that I was to say thank you after each one. She said that as I was being spanked it would also be a good idea for me to be preparing myself for the little show I had been instructed to prepare for them, as failure to satisfy them on this would only lead to more spanks, more pain, more humiliation.

“Right, here we go,” Jen said, bringing her hand down on my left cheek. “I am going to start as I mean to go along,” she added.

And she was right.

The next forty nine spanks were hard, relentless, and by the end I was really hurting and utterly humiliated.

After the final spank, the two women rolled me off their laps and back on to the carpet. I was on my back, looking up their legs and to their grinning faces. They looked like they had a mixture of total contempt, loving authority, and playful wickedness to them that conjured fear, excitement, and total devotion in me.

“Oh look, his little willy has come out!” Laughed Jen. “For God’s sake, wimp, put it back in your knickers and make yourself presentable before you get on your feet and begin your show for us.”

I tucked my stiff cock back inside the thong and got to my feet.

Now it was time for my performance as commanded by Jen and Stella.

They had told me that in keeping with my slutty stripper attire I would be required to perform a sexy dance for them. I knew this would be completely humiliating, and utterly ridiculous a spectacle, but it was what they asked, and I had no choice but to obey.

I walked over to my sound system and selected the music, a slow jam pop RnB track, and to howls of laughter began to move and grind.

I slowly began to get into the groove and used some of the moves I had practiced, such as squatting up and down, shaking my sissy ass as much as I could, squeezing my nipple tassels and pulling on them.

Jen and Stella were laughing the whole time, I was horrified as I saw both of them holding up their cameras to record the action.

“Twerk for us, slut!” Stella called out.

“Yeah, get down and pop that booty, make those sissy boi cheeks clap in time with the music,” Jenifer added, absolutely revelling in it.

I got down on all fours and began my attempt at twerking.

I felt like an absolute slut, just like a stripper or pole dancer trying to grind her living.

I was no better than the women I ogled over in hip hop videos, just a peace of meat to be used by others.

Jenifer abruptly told me she’d seen enough and told me to stand up and face her and Stella.

“Ooooh, look, I think he enjoyed that,” Jen said, pointing her immaculately manicured finger at my dick, which had managed to pop out yet again. “Tell me sissy, do you enjoy acting like a twerk slut?”

“Yes,” I said, my face reddening in embarrassment despite knowing full well that it was true.

“I suspect that you would actually like to work in a lapdancing club, a sissy boi like you would be in heaven?” Stella said.

“Um,” I replied, worried about where this was going.

“Yes, of course you would,” she continued, “You would like to be a dancer for proper men, wouldn’t you? Big, strong, rich men with proper men’s cocks, nothing like your little clitty. You would like them to manhandle you in the private room wouldn’t you? Pull back your thong and stick notes in it, spread your cheeks and blow on your puckered little hole? Hahahaha, look at you, it’s written all over your face. Are you going to deny it? And don’t you even think about lying…”

I didn’t know what to say.

Every part of me wanted to deny this, but in my heart I knew I couldn’t because it was true.

“No, I won’t deny it,” I said, unable to make eye contact.

Jenifer and Stella began to laugh again.

But this time it was different, they seemed aroused, their hands began to caress the each others legs, up towards their crotches, all over their breasts.

“Well, sissy, we’ve decided that as you have made a decent first effort, despite some mistakes, we are going to offer you a reward,” Jen said. “But only if you manage to please us with one more task.”

“Yes, of course, mistress,” I said.

What followed was they both stripped naked to reveal their incredible bodies.

Toned, muscular, Amazonian, with powerful legs, large buttocks, and brilliantly complimentary and contrasting breasts.

I was in a total daze as they moved towards me and picked me up as if I was as light as a feather.

They carried me in to my bedroom and flopped me down on the bed.

I was totally vulnerable to their power and they knew it as the seductively climbed on to the bed with me.

“Now here’s the deal little slut,” Stella said, her hand pulling on my thong, gradually easing it down and revealing my hard cock and swollen balls. “The deal is,” she continued, “The deal is that you will be allowed to cum for us now, for our entertainment. Does that sound good?”

“Y-y-yes,” I said.

I couldn’t help but take in the curves of their bodies as the perched around me, their hands pulling at my by now exposed nipples, a finger gently pressing against my asshole as another flicked the base of my little cock.

“Okay, you will lie on your back with your legs in the air, your little worm dick pointing directly at your face,” Stella said, a wicked grin across her face. “As we wank your clitty, you will repeat what we say, and when you cum you will enthusiastically accept it in your mouth and over your face, absolutely no avoiding it or trying to move out of the way. Yes?”

“Y—y-yes,” I said, excited, nervous, completely out of control.

And so it began.

“I’m your sissy slut,” Jen said and I repeated back to her.

“I’m a twerk bitch,” Jen said and I repeated back to her.

“I dream of proper men with mega cocks,” Stella said and I repeated back to her.

“I am a sissy fag boy who loves panties and dick,” Stella said and I repeated back to her.

This was getting too much, I couldn’t cope.

To the squeals and applause of my owners, I shot hot flashes of cum into my mouth and over my face.

Stella pumped me until I was dry, cheering and whooping as the smeared my face with my own cum.

Once she stopped, her and Jen stood up.

“Well, look at the state of you,” She said. “We’re going out for a meal now, but we’ll be back and we fully expect you to be in your next outfit and ready and willing to go with your next task. If you’re lucky we might bring back a big strong guest with us… not that you have a say in the matter, but would you like that?”

I could barely talk, I was spent.

I vaguely nodded my head and felt myself passing out as I watched the two women walk out of the room, their big bottoms wobbling, their powerful shoulders looking resplendent, their long luxurious hair on their backs.

What would the rest of the evening bring?

Well that is another story, one I would love to tell when I can get myself over what happened and fully process exactly what I have become!

One thing is for sure, I know what it is to begin the journey into being a fully-fledged sissy!
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Sophia walked over to me, getting right into my personal space, taller than me, her star aura also making me feel even smaller than I already did.

What the hell was going on?

She walked around me, making me feel totally objectified, like I was a piece of meat or something. All the time, she didn’t say a word. 

‘You, take your clothes off right now,’ Sophia said, now back in front of me. ‘This second. Remove them all.’

What?

Was she being serious?

I looked over to the assistant, who at that point nodded, offering me no support at all.

I really couldn’t strip, I mean why, what for?

This was just crazy.

Sophia took matters into her own hands at that point, placing her hands inside my t-shirt collar and roughly tearing the t-shirt into two pieces, ripping it off my body. I went to cover my torso, part out of instinct but also part because I felt inadequate with my pretty average body in front of such a goddess, not to mention her extremely attractive assistant too.

‘No, you keep your hands on your head!’ Sophia demanded, roughly grabbing my wrists and moving my hands onto my head.

I guess I could have run out of the room at that point, or at least tried to protest. But there was something that just felt right about this. I mean, I knew it would be game over for me as far as this tour went if I didn’t comply.

Anyway, how much worse could it get?

I froze, in total shock at what was happening.  Sophia beckoned her assistant over and took my phone out of her hands…

‘Now, boy,’ She said. ‘In a security check of your phone we discovered certain internet searches, images, stored gifs and video that was of great interest. Care to explain?’

I gulped. I mean, here’s the thing. I had been kind of looking at a lot of sissy hypno videos online, sissy and beta male humiliation captions, and plenty of interracial blacked videos and cuckold stuff too.

It was just a few fantasies I was indulging though…

Well, there was also my collection of images of my favourite panties too. With me in them, my sissy cock hard, and sometimes with a wet patch at the front, my beta male cum spreading out and making a mess.

It was at this point that I knew I was in serious trouble. But yet I had no idea how to answer Sophia.

‘I will take your silence then as a complete admission of your guilt,’ Sophia said. ‘Well, you’ll be glad to know that I have a special role for you on this tour in light of this. You will be my sissy, my weak, bimbo, sissy boi slut. My panty wearing, cock hungry, fucktoy servant. Got it?’

I was in total shock. It was like she had somehow managed to read my mind, via a little help from my browser history, and was now turning my deepest, most taboo fantasies into a reality…

‘You can leave if you like,’ Sophia said, running her finger over my chest, humiliating and degrading me as she squeezed on the little pockets of fat here and there. ‘I’ll soon whip you into perfect sissy shape, don’t worry.’


Sophia’s assistant then stepped towards me and very quickly unbuttoned and pulled down my shorts, taking my briefs down with them at the same time.

I looked down at my dick, standing hard, throbbing up towards Sophia, only to feel Sophia’s hand grab me by the hair and lift my head up.

‘You keep your eyes on your mistress unless I say otherwise,’ She said, slapping me across the face, a wicked grin emerging as she looked down towards me dick. ‘Well this is even smaller in real life. I mean, it looked like a great sissy dick in the photos on your phone but this is an absolute sissy clitty up close and personal. It’s tiny, isn’t it?’

‘Y-y-y-yes, Sophia,’ I spluttered, really struggling to keep my composure. ‘It’s tiny, a sissy clitty, please, um, sorry for the-‘

‘Shut your mouth!’ She bellowed, slapping me again and pushing me over onto the sofa. ‘Speak when you’re spoken to, only answer questions that I have asked. Yes, of course I noticed your little erection. In future you only get hard when I allow it. And I’m going to show you know what happens when you disobey my orders. Put him in position.’

With that, Sophia’s assistant firmly moved my body, raising it up as Sophia took her seat on the sofa and then placing me back over her lap. Sophia didn’t waste any time whatsoever and began to spank my ass.

‘Make sure you’re filming this,’ Sophia said to her assistant. ‘I want to watch it back later to check on my technique. And of course to delight in seeing how the sissy’s face creases up in pain and total humiliation!’

‘I think he’s enjoying it, Miss Sophia,’ The assistant said, mocking the fact that my face my red and I appeared to be humping Sophia’s legs in between spanks. ‘Should I fetch his panties now?’

‘Yes, but not before I check something,’ Sophia said. ‘Sissy, stand up, get that pathetic little beta male body off my majestic legs and stand before me, hands on head.’

I did as I was told, fearful of more punishment while at the same time finding there was just something completely natural about following the orders given by Sophia. My dick was still hard, despite the pain from the spanking, and to be honest it wouldn’t have taken much for it to make a mess right there and then.

‘Seems like sissy enjoys being punished,’ Sophia said. ‘Well, there’ll be plenty more punishment to come, don’t worry. I’m going to break you in hard and fast, slut. It looked like you can take it. Now tuck that little worm in between your legs and stand there like a sissy with a pussy. I want to see what a dickless loser you are.’

I managed to get my hard dick down and in between my legs, crossing them slightly I was able to stand there and present myself as instructed. I felt ridiculous, and more than a little aware of the fact I was being recorded by Sophia’s assistant.

PREVIEW IS FROM SOPHIA’S SISSY, AVAILABLE IN PANTIES & PAIN –

CLICK HERE TO READ THE FULL STORY
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