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-TO COME-

‘Tell me, sissy, are you ready to serve?’ Madame Stephens asked, her hands reaching round the front of my body, tweaking my nipples, pulling them out, stretching them. I could feel her strong thighs pressed against the back of my legs, my sore ass. ‘Actually, you already agreed to it, so no need to answer. Instead, give me a sissy walk, up and down, over to the window and back.’

‘His form is decent, but needs more work,’ Nicolette said to Madame Stephen as I attempted my most feminine walk, in nothing but my scandalously flimsy thong. ‘He doesn’t know what to do with his hands, they’re restricting the view of his feminine, slender frame.’

‘Well observed,’ Madame Stephen said, stroking Nicolette’s arm. ‘Sissy! Until further notice you will walk with your hands on your head, we want to see those sissy hips and that cute little sissy ass wiggle for us.’

I did as I was told, fully aware of what a fool I was making of myself, completely subservient to both of these women, the Mistress and the Mistress-in-Training.

‘Enough, time to inspect his little thing,’ Madame Stephen said. ‘Sissy, present yourself in front of us, pull your panties down to your ankles and let that… clitty… out for us to laugh at and assess.’

The two of them simultaneously burst out in laughter and pointed at my dick as it sprung upwards, twitching, totally exposing me for the beta-dicked sissy beta we all knew, and had by now firmly established, that I was.

‘Shake your hips, let’s see that little twig flip-flop from side to side,’ Madame Stephen ordered, smiling wickedly as I obeyed her orders and further embarrassed myself for her amusement. ‘Now, sissy, do you want a treat?’

‘Don’t be rude, maggot, answer your Mistress,’ Nicolette said, slapping me across the face. ‘Tell her that you would be honoured to receive a present from her.’

I quickly apologised and confirmed that I would be grateful and humbled to be given a gift. Nicolette slapped me again, this time just as a warning for future reference.

‘Good,’ Madame Stephen said, calling out and then looking at me with a hungry, menacing grin as in through the apartment door walked a very tall and enormously built black athlete who I recognised as one of her trainers. ‘Sissy, on your knees for...’

-end of preview-


CHAPTER ONE

Who’d have thought that losing a race to a virtual stranger would have such consequences?

Well, before we get into the who, where, what and why of that, let me set the scene. I had been waiting for the moment to arrive, the first sunny Sunday of the year.

Up to that point, it had been abnormally cold…

I mean, it was as if we were in the midst of the Great Winter, or Long Winter, or whatever the heck it was called in Game of Thrones.

Point is: it had been cold for ages.

The thing with this was that it had really demotivated me from getting out and running on a Sunday. Instead, I had found myself lounging around at weekends, not doing much except for chilling in front of Netflix, maybe occasionally braving the outdoors to run for a hot chocolate to the new place on the corner that specialised in plant based drinks and snacks. I had done Veganuary and despite being a sceptic to start with, had found it had changed my life.

But, enough of that.

The point was that I had kind of been in hibernation for a couple of months, and as a result could tell that I was losing some of my primo level fitness. No big deal though, I had thought. I can just work my way back up to fitness and get myself ready for some half marathons later in the year.

Anyway…

I woke up that morning and immediately could tell that something had changed with the weather. I drew the curtains and saw that there was no ice around, the sun was out, and people seemed to be slowly populating the streets in lighter jackets, some even getting in early on their runs wearing only thin running tops, even sleeveless ones.

I felt excited.

I mean, as much as I had kind of found it fun to laze around at weekends, I definitely had missed the feeling out getting out there and pounding the track in the park. We were seriously lucky to have such an ample, well maintained running space in the centre of the city – even if it sometimes would get taken over by loudmouth skaters or over enthusiastic soccer players.

I digress.

The fact was that I was seriously psyched now to get into my running gear and get going. I stripped down to my pyjama pants and did some stretches, before a quick root through my sports draw led me to my colourful Nike running top and slim-line black shorts.

Perfect.

I had a new pair of running shoes to break in, which was ideal actually as seeing as this was my first run in a while I would likely being taking it pretty easy. Then, wondering what to wear underneath my shorts, my eyes glanced towards the black sports thong I had purchased.

Yeah, it was a woman’s fit….

Okay, okay, it was a pair of women’s sports panties.

The thing was, I had always held a fascination for them… even stealing some from the changing rooms during my senior year in college, and ever since then buying a variety of them, all the shapes and colors imaginable, to wear.

I liked the way they fit, the way they felt, and… the way they looked.

I guess it was just something I was into, no more and no less.

So, yeah, there was that.

Anyway, I swiftly got myself ready, determined to get out there running before the park got too busy and crammed with people who didn’t particularly respect runners and our right to pound the tracks and trails.

I made myself a very quick espresso coffee, downing it in two gulps, totally not savouring the taste of the bean, which was unusual for me, but I guess spoke to how enthusiastic I was to get out there and get my sprint on.

I locked my apartment door behind me and walked down the corridor to the elevator, saying hello to Mrs Stephen, a woman in her forties who had retired early, super rich, and was now apparently living her best life, going on luxury cruise after luxury cruise, and generally being a glamourous woman and working her thing, in no small part down to the various personal trainers who seemed to visit her every week.

I won’t speculate as to exactly what went on in these home visit personal training sessions, but I had once walked past just as a trainer was leaving, a big, rock solid black guy in his mid twenties, and glancing in to the apartment all I could see was Mrs Stephen’s head reclining backwards, flushed through, her eyes shut. The rest of her body was obscured by her antique chaise longue, but, come on, you do the math…

Anyway, after a brief exchange about how nice the new plant based café was, we said our goodbyes and I got in the elevator and then headed out of the lobby and onto the street. I thought I was maybe being paranoid, but there was something about the way she had been looking at me as we talked that I just couldn’t quite pin down.

I wondered when her next ‘personal training session’ would be, and exactly what would go on in it. There was something really hot about the idea of her being serviced by a super fit, dominant alpha male. Certainly, as someone who liked wearing women’s panties, she would be more likely to make me her personal lapdog rather than lover.

I knew it was true, and it definitely kinda excited me too….

But, anyway.

Crossing the road and then walking down the sidewalk towards the park entrance, I let myself work up to a slow, easy jog, manually setting my running app to give me a nice and easy target, nothing too ambitious but still something that would help me get a sweat on.

Little did I know at that moment that I didn’t need to worry, I certainly would be sweating, and much, much sooner than I could have predicted. Just moments into my run, I saw her. Let me describe her to you….


CHAPTER TWO

She was a classic track runner, the kind who I remembered from my college days. Tall, slender, her legs long, but definitely with that irresistible mixture of muscle and feminine curve to them too.

Her upper body was clearly in great shape. Again, it was that killer mix of gym and track hardened muscle but perfectly balanced off with the tanned, femininity of the softest looking skin you could ever dream of. Her breasts stood out unapologetically, loud and proud despite the best efforts of her running top to keep them down.

I tried not to stare, but seeing as she was in the middle of a full body stretch, it was proving almost impossible for me to resist. I mean, she was seriously flexible, and the deep, very focused nature of her warm up told me that she knew precisely what she was doing.

As she bent over, I could only do so much as to stop myself from drooling at the sight of her ass being presented to me, her running top riding up a little to give me full sight of her booty, powerful and worked hard by millions of squats over the years, as it strained and stretched the bright pink material of her Lycra running shorts.

Holy hell, she was an absolute dream.

But, then I remembered. I was a panty wearing beta guy, not the kind of guy she would ever be interested in really. Sure, she might find me attractive initially, but my lack of alpha male sensibility would surely always shine through and she would find herself instinctively more drawn towards the kind of big, strong personal trainer, the kind that Mrs Stephen had in her life.

The best I could imagine was wearing the kind of tiny panties that she probably had on underneath her running shorts. With that thought firmly planted in my mind, I kind of went into a little bit of a daze, my brain wandering off by itself and imagining the feel of her panties rising up my legs, over my stiff dick, snugly encasing it, maybe even cumming just from the sensation…

‘Hey, maybe don’t make it so obvious?’ Came the voice, immediately bringing me out of my fantasy. ‘Seriously, why not just get your dick out and start jerking it!’

I was stunned.

Her voice was firm, a little angry, but with a hint of mischief in it too, like she was having fun at my expense.

She walked over towards me, her eyes looking me up and down, her strong, athletic body soon within touching distance…

CHAPTER THREE

‘Hmmm, well, got anything to say for yourself?’ She said, her hands on her hips, totally accentuating her perfect posture and impressive figure. ‘No? Maybe I should take matters into my own hands and spank that ass of yours right here and now.’

What the hell was happening?

Was she being serious?

This was totally surreal, and the whole situation was being made worse no doubt by the fact that I was totally stuck for words, unable to even get a single word out, let alone a cogent sentence.

‘I, um, I, errr,’ I finally managed to say, struggling to make eye contact with her. Not only did she have a fantastic body, but her face had all the hallmarks of a super beautiful, and intimidatingly intelligent woman.

Her cheekbones were the requisite highness, her lips were big, soft looking, and her teeth were absolute perfection. When she began to smile, I wondered whether the whole thing had been a joke, a prank, some kind of really intense and bold way of talking to me…

I was kidding myself, of course.

‘I think I know what’s going on here,’ She said. ‘But let’s make it official. We’re going to race. One lap around the park, the long route under the bridge and back up the incline by the lake. We’ll run in opposite directions, first up to the top of the hill by the great apple tree is the winner.’

‘Um, okay?’ I said, really struggling to make sense of this. ‘Sure?’

‘I’d get my game face on right now, if I was you,’ She laughed. ‘The loser is going to be in for big trouble. Agreed?’

I simply nodded, going along with her kind of bizarre challenge, probably in part simply delighted at the prospect of sharing time with her, but also because she had the kind of confidence, a total poise and control, that I found impossible to resist.

‘And just so there is no room for doubt,’ She said, ‘When I kick your ass in the race, I’ll be kicking your ass in every other way too. Got it, sissy?’

Sissy?

Wait, what?

Before I could process anything, she was away, running in her direction of the lap. I knew I had to get running, and fast, if I wanted to stand any kind of chance of beating her in this race.

Deep down though, I knew that I had already lost…


CHAPTER FOUR

I did actually try to win the race, but as I felt myself really struggling on the steep incline towards the end, I really began to experience that sinking feeling.

She was taller…

Faster…

Clearly, as enthusiastic as I was over running, she was cut from better athletic stock than me.

I kept on going though, pushing myself, the sweat building and soaking my t-shirt, my breathing becoming heavy. But I didn’t give up, I really tried to push myself, not wanting to give her the satisfaction of seeing my walk towards the finishing point.

When I arrived, for a brief second I thought I had actually won. I looked around but couldn’t see her. I began to smile, shocked but happy at my apparent surprise victory.

But then, in a moment that truly shook me to my core, she walked out from behind a tree, smiling victoriously and accompanied by Mrs Stephen. Both of them clearly knew each other, and as they exchanged looks, exchanging a couple of words I couldn’t make out, my heart began to race.

What was this all about?

What was going on here?

‘Well, I can see that you gave it your best,’ Mrs Stephen said. ‘But up against my PA, Nicolette, you really had very little chance. Honestly I think I could probably give you a run for your money too if I really wanted. Now, about that forfeit…’

My heart, already beating quickly, went into overdrive. This had clearly been all a set up right from the get go. Nicolette moved towards me and firmly gripped my arm. I was tired, so the idea of trying to resist this was not even seriously forming in my brain, I just kind of went along with it as she marched me over towards Mrs Stephen.

Nicolette then pushed my down onto my knees, her strength and assuredness again making me just accept what was happening rather than question it.

‘Good, very good,’ Mrs Stephen said. ‘Now, I’ll ask you a question and I want you to answer honestly, don’t even try to lie to me or I’ll unleash hell on you, and Nicolette will too. After all, perving on women in the park isn’t a great look is it. So… are you a panty wearing sissy boy? Yes or no.’

I felt my face flush crimson red, my cheeks on fire instantly. Mrs Stephen was looking at me, directly and straight into my soul, while Nicolette’s firm hand on my shoulder was like a ten tonne weight holding me right there.

There was no escape from this, I knew that.

‘Y-y-y-yes,’ I said.

‘Yes what?’ Nicolette interjected, pushing her hand down on my shoulder. ‘And you will address Mrs Stephen as Miss or Madame at all times.’

‘Yes, I’m a, I’m a… panty wearing sissy boy, Miss,’ I said, dropping my head in shame and total humiliation. ‘I’m a panty boy Madame, please, I…’

‘Well done, sissy,’ Miss Stephen said, her voice no less firm but definitely appreciative of my confession. ‘Now, Nicolette, I have some errands but if you have this little wimp ready for his first taste of sissy life, that would be perfect.’

‘Yes, of course,’ Nicolette said, crouching down next to me and running her finger under my chin and lifting my head up to meet her triumphant gaze as Miss Stephen walked away towards the park exit. ‘Such a perfect little panty boy. So easy to beat down. Well, there’s more where this came from, much, much more. And we don’t have a moment to spare…’


CHAPTER FIVE

Nicolette opened Miss Stephen’s door and pushed me inside before shutting the door behind her.

‘We haven’t got any time to waste, I want you naked immediately,’ She said, her voice very firm and her instructions not up for discussion. ‘Right this second!’

I began to take my clothes off, but hesitated when I was about to pull my shorts down. I mean, they clearly had guessed I was into panties, but did they actually know?

‘Right, okay, we’re going to have to get this sorted out right now,’ Nicolette said, evidently furious at my dithering.

She strode over to me and swatted my hands away, yanking my shorts down to reveal my sports thong. She smiled briefly, licking her lips and flashing her eyes at me. Then, she grabbed me by my ear and led me over to the sofa and put me across her lap.

‘What, you wanted to try and hide your panties? You dumb little beta,’ She scolded as she began to spank me, hard, setting my cheeks on fire in no time but continue to spank, totally ignoring my cries of pain. ‘Mrs Stephen knew you were a sissy, of course she did, and you’ll be pleased to know that from now on you’ll exclusively be wearing panties, and usually slutty little bimbo panties too.’

With that, she rolled me off her lap and laughed as I fell onto the soft floor beneath me, my legs spread and my dick poking out the side of the thong.

‘Wow, talk about a pathetic little maggot!’ She laughed, reaching down and pulling do hard and fast on the thong material that it snapped in her hand and totally came free from my body. ‘Jeez, that really is a stupid little thing. Please tell me that it’s not hard too?’

I knew without looking that it was hard…

So did Nicolette, but she wanted me to admit to it, to confirm my status as the submissive, degraded sissy in this situation.

‘Yes, it’s hard, I’m sorry, I,’ I spluttered, covering my dick with my hands, squirming on the floor as Nicolette towered above me.

‘Move those hands!’ She ordered, her voice echoing around the room. ‘I want to see that stupid little dick. Ha, wow, that is useless! It’s not even a dick, it’s a sissy clitty. Say it, tell me what it is!’

‘It’s a sissy clitty,’ I said, my dick throbbing, the adrenalin coursing through my body as Nicolette picked me up and marched me towards the bathroom where she pushed me into the shower, detached the shower head and blasted me with water.

‘Dirtty, sweaty little pig,’ She laughed, spreading my ass cheeks and blasting the water over my ass hole. ‘Like that do you? Typical sissy beta. Enough, out, dry yourself.’

I dried myself as quickly as I could, fully aware that Nicolette wanted me ready for the next phase un double quick time. When she saw I was dry, she grabbed me again and pushed and pulled me, inspecting my body to check I had got myself completely dry and clean, and then pulled on my nipples, leading me towards the dressing room.

‘You’re stupid, totally pathetic, but you’re obedient, that’s something,’ She said, pushing me backwards so that I once again found myself on the floor, the luxuriously soft carpet breaking my fall. ‘On your knees and tell me which pair of panties you think would best please your Madame for her first inspection.’

I gulped as Nicolette proceeded to show me a series of panties, all suitably see-through, revealing, and totally slutty – exactly the kind that I had allowed myself to fantasise about wearing and even sometimes by for myself in secret, online.

But now my secret was very much out in the open, and Nicolette impatiently staring down at me, waiting for me to choose. I knew I had to make the right choice, I certainly didn’t want any more painful spanking, both of my cheeks still red hot.

‘That pair,’ I said, pointing my finger at a lime green thong, with a tiny, see through patch of mesh material at the front, strung together by thin strip of pink waistband and a secondary layer of green ties to sit above my waist. ‘I think that would be the best choice for Madame.’

Nicolette smiled, I had clearly impressed her.

‘Yes, good choice, slut,’ She said, her compliment not lasting long in the air before she hauled me to my feet and barked at me to get it on, apparently Madame Stephen would be here very, very soon. ‘We need you standing in the centre of the room, hands on head, sissy panties on display. And don’t you dare let that sissy clitty spring out, or even worse, make its stupid little mess inside them. Got it?’

I could see that Nicolette wasn’t kidding around and nodded in confirmation. I actually felt a sense of loyalty building up, like I wanted to make sure that Nicolette was rewarded by Madame Stephen, because just like I was at the bottom of the pile, it was clear that Nicolette was underneath Madame too, albeit in some kind of mistress in training role.

No sooner than I was positioned by Nicolette, my dick still hard but secure inside the totally slutty panty material, the door to the apartment opened and Madame Nicolette walked in.

She looked majestic in her Chanel suit, a perfect fit, accentuating her glamour, her strong, curvy body, and her classically beautiful face.

I kept as still as I could, although as expected my nerves were rushing all over my body, my mind racing with wild guesses as to what was about to happen.

‘Well, Nicolette, the sissy looks like he, or she to be more accurate, made the right choice,’ Madame said, eyeing me up, walking around my body, inspecting it. ‘I see you had to administer some corrective discipline? Did he take it like a man or like a cry-baby beta?’

‘As predicted, he cried and struggled,’ Nicolette confirmed. ‘But he showed willingness to complete the punishment and chose his panties well. He also seemed excited to rename his dick as his clitty.’

The two of them laughed at that final revelation. I felt utterly objectified, like I was a living sissy doll, there for them to toy with, play with, punish and chastise at will.

‘Tell me, sissy, are you ready to serve?’ Madame Stephen asked, her hands reaching round the front of my body, tweaking my nipples, pulling them out, stretching them. I could feel her strong thighs pressed against the back of my legs, my ass. ‘Actually, you already agreed to it, so no need to answer. Instead, give me a sissy walk, up and down, over to the window and back.’

‘His form is decent, but needs more work,’ Nicolette said to Madame Stephen as I attempted my most feminine walk, in nothing but my scandalously flimsy thong. ‘He doesn’t know what to do with his hands, they’re restricting the view of his feminine, slender frame.’

‘Well observed,’ Madame Stephen said, stroking Nicolette’s arm. ‘Sissy! Until further notice you will walk with your hands on your head, we want to see those sissy hips and that cute little sissy ass wiggle for us.’

I did as I was told, fully aware of what a fool I was making of myself, completely subservient to both of these women, the Mistress and the Mistress-in-Training.

‘Enough, time to inspect his little thing,’ Madame Stephen said. ‘Sissy, present yourself in front of us, pull your panties down to your ankles and let that… clitty… out for us to laugh at and assess.’

The two of them simultaneously burst out in laughter and pointed at my dick as it sprung upwards, twitching, totally exposing me for the beta-dicked sissy beta we all knew, and had by now firmly established, that I was.

‘Shake your hips, let’s see that little twig flip-flop from side to side,’ Madame Stephen ordered, smiling wickedly as I obeyed her orders and further embarrassed myself for her amusement. ‘Now, sissy, do you want a treat?’

‘Don’t be rude, maggot, answer your Mistress,’ Nicolette said, slapping me across the face. ‘Tell her that you would be honoured to receive a present from her.’

I quickly apologised and confirmed that I would be grateful and humbled to be given a gift. Nicolette slapped me again, this time just as a warning for future reference.

‘Good,’ Madame Stephen said, calling out and then looking at me with a hungry, menacing grin as in through the apartment door walked a very tall and enormously built black athlete who I recognised as one of her trainers. ‘Sissy, on your knees for Jayson.’

I got on my knees immediately, my brain telling me that I had never felt like less of a man than I was right this second. Surrounded by two mistresses, one big alpha male with a prominent bulge in the front of his tight, bright yellow shorts, and me… panties around my thighs, my clitty sticking up, my face crimson red with submissive, sissy shame.

‘Now, for your treat, Jayson will strip and show you what a real man looks like,’ Nicolette said.

‘And I will also allow you to jerk that little thing until you make your sissy mess,’ Madame Stephen added, her eyes widening as Jayson wasted no time in revealing his rock hard pecs, abs, perfectly sculpted biceps, and then his long, thick, and rapidly growing Alpha God dick. ‘Next time I met let you suck it, but this time you’ll simply stare at it, wanking your little worm in appreciation and admiration at the object of real masculinity that is in front of you.’

Madame Stephen and Nicolette stood either side of Jayson, their hands rubbing over his body, his dick growing longer, harder, more intimidating as they caressed his bull body.

I took a deep breath and not only agreed to their order, but accepted that I wanted this too. That for a sissy like me, wanking my dick in appreciation of a real man was simply a normal thing to do.

‘Oooh look, I think he’s close!’ Madame Stephen said. ‘Nicolette, spit on his dick, his face too while you’re at it!’

And as I worked up the speed, I felt Nicolette’s saliva hit my face, then another blast over my dick, making my hand slide up and down faster, wetter, until…

‘And there it is, sissy cummies,’ Madam Stephen declared, triumphantly. ‘But you’d better get down and clean that up, every last blob of that inferior seed.’

‘Here’s some extra to make it look like a bit more like something a real man would make,’ Nicolette said, crouching down and spitting on the floor next to my cum as I got down on all fours and began to eat my own cum, degraded but totally feeling like this was what I was born to be.

This wasn’t the end of my experience though.

Not by a long shot.

I found myself then forced onto my hands and knees, my ass hole lubed and stuffed and stretched by a pink butt plug as I watched Jayson service Madame Stephen with his big, hard dick.

‘Take your eyes off for one second and I’ll have you crawling up and down the corridor outside until their done,’ Nicolette said. ‘That’s it, look at what a real man does. That’s not you, not now and not ever. Your our sissy now, and the closest you’ll be coming to fucking is having a big meaty dick up your ass. Got it?’

Nicolette pulled my hair to focus my line of sight on Jayson’s muscular, rounded ass pumping in and out as Madam Stephen looked over his strong shoulder and back towards me.

‘Bring him over, Nicolette,’ She said. ‘I want him on my toes, sucking them like his life depended on it.’

And indeed I did.

It looked like my first day as a sissy in training was just getting started…
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CHAPTER FOUR

We arrived at Cash Mall and Market and locked our bikes up before Verity instructed me to grab a trolley. Of course, I would be pushing it and she would be filling it up with our food for the weekend.

‘Wiggle that sissy tushie when you push,’ She said sternly, slapping my ass for emphasis. ‘We may be shopping, and in public, but I expect you to maintain your sissy form. Or else.’

I knew she wasn’t joking so put a wiggle in my hips as I pushed the trolley. I figured some people might notice, but out of embarrassment look away.

Whatever, I couldn’t afford to not do it, the consequences would be way worse. I knew that for sure.

‘Sissy!’ Verity called, her voice not exactly hushed, and clearly drawing the ears of nearby shoppers. ‘Come over here and pick out some baguettes from the bottom shelf, the seeded ones.’

I knew exactly what she was doing.

She wanted me bending over, exposing my ass to the shoppers. I did as I was told and felt my thong riding higher inside my ass, the pink material of the cycling shorts by now hot, sweaty, and clinging hard onto my skin.

‘What the hell is that?’ Verity exclaimed, her finger pressing into my ass-cheeks, right in the crack. ‘Has sissy had a little accident? Or has sissy’s ass just worked up a sweat? Answer me!’

There was a small wet-patch around my ass, underneath and up towards my balls and dick, too. I didn’t know how to answer her, and mumbled an apology about the sweat.

‘Hardly the behaviour of a good sissy,’ She declared, walking around me, stalking me, intimidating me in the way only she could. ‘Sissy bimbos needs to be perfectly presented at all times, you know that. Now, you also know what happens when rules are broken too, don’t you?’

‘Y-y-y-y-yes, Miss Verity,’ I stuttered, panicking, covering my crotch with my hands out of instinct.

‘Move those stupid hands,’ Verity bellowed, not even trying to keep her voice down, swatting my hands away. ‘It’s not as if there’s anything to see there, anyway, now is there?’

‘No, Miss,’ I replied, realising the error of my ways, desperately trying to back-peddle and avoid this turning into something else, right here in the bakery aisle. ‘Please, I’ll make it up to you, Verity.’

‘You’re right, you will,’ She replied, ominously walking towards me. ‘Right here and now for a start!’

Without further ado, she pulled me by the waistband of the cycling shorts, yanked them down and pushed me up against the wall of cereal boxes next to the bread.

I was in shock, surely this kind of thing wasn’t allowed in a public space like a supermarket?

But, without hesitation, Verity began to spank my ass, the thong riding high on my hips, my cheeks totally exposed. Soon enough there was a small crowd of about eight women standing around, shielding us from any prying eyes of security guards or staff members.

It was like they wanted to see this punishment being enacted here, and were willing to protect Verity to ensure it was delivered as it should be.

‘You see, sissy,’ She said. ‘Other women recognise a firm woman when they see one, and also recognise a pathetic little baby-dicked sissy in need of some correction. In fact, women, let’s rotate, take it in turns until he’s bawling for mercy.’

Each of the women took it in turn to have there flurry of spanks on my now scorching red ass. I thanked each one of them in between spanks, making sure to please Verity as much as I possibly could.

After all, I remembered the threat of seeing those alphas from the basketball court on the way home and wanted to avoid that if at all possible. I figured that if I met Verity’s expectations here, I might must be lucky and not end up getting my face spunked on later, or worse…

‘Right, ladies,’ Verity said. ‘We’ve taken this as far as it can go here. Has anyone got a large car we could use? This little slut needs to give us some special sissy kisses by way of thanks for his much deserved punishment.’

One of the women, a classic All American milf in her forties, said that she had a people carrier, one of the super family sized ones, that would fit us all in.

I was marched out of the supermarket, surrounded by the women but with my cycling shorts still down around my ankles, which made walking difficult. If I paused or stumbled I was grabbed, slapped, and pulled in the right direction.

Quickly, we piled into the large, roomy vehicle and Verity made it very clear what was expected of me.

‘Slut boy here is going to service our pussies, our asses, our feet, our armpits, and frankly any part of our bodies we desire,’ Verity said, unbuttoning her shirt to reveal her proud, large, breasts. ‘And if he’s very lucky, we’ll let him make a sissy mess into his own mouth.’

-end of preview-
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