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-TO COME-

With that, Katie had clearly had enough of testing me. She picked me up by my hair and roughly put me across her lap, pulling my panties right up my ass crack, almost tearing the material.

I yelped in pain…

‘Shup up and take your punishment like a good sissy slut,’ She said, wasting no time in bringing her hand down on my exposed ass, spanking it fast and hard. ‘And say thank you when I give you your medicine!’

She clearly knew what she was doing…

‘Thank you, thank you, thank you,’ I wailed, the heat in my ass now making me cry out in pain. ‘Thank you, thank you, thank you, awwwwwwwwww.’

Katie ignored my pleas and locked me into position by hooking her leg over mine. I was trapped, totally at her mercy. But she was getting sick of my cries of pain.

‘In time you’ll learn, but for now you need help keeping that mouth shut,’ She said, reaching for the fruit bowl and taking out a banana. ‘Here, keep this in your mouth. It’ll shut you up and hey, you’ll probably enjoy the feeling of something big, long and hard in there too!’

The banana in my mouth, Katie bringing her hand down on me for more spankings, I found myself contemplating how crazy all this was. I suddenly became conscious of just how smooth her lap was too, her skirt had ridden up and I was lying, my cock now out of the panties at the front, flesh on flesh…

-end of preview-


CHAPTER ONE

You know when someone tells you a truth and it just kind of stings a little?

Like, sure, they shouldn’t have said what they said, but you know that the sting is really telling you that deep down there was a truth in their words, one you just can’t ignore?

Well, that kind of happened to me when a guy I worked with told me that I was looking a little on the chunky side. I mean, it wasn’t as if I was fat or anything, like I wasn’t about to keel over with cardiac arrest in the next ten minutes.

No, it wasn’t like that at all.

But, I definitely wasn’t in the best shape I could be either, certainly not the kind of beach body that impressed members of the opposite sex, or men either to tell the truth.

So, yeah, the harsh words form my work colleague may have sting, but since that day I decided I was going to do something about it. I cut out a load of junk crap from my diet and even started going to the gym again, surprising myself with how much I was enjoying being in that atmosphere.

I still wasn’t in alpha male shape, but I wasn’t even sure that was what I wanted either to tell the truth. Maybe that just wasn’t me and I needed to accept that, along with other new realisations that had been dawning on me.

I woke up that morning feeling good, well rested despite staying up late watching the cult classic movie Showgirls. It was weird watching it so many years after having first seen it, but just as exciting. There was something about how scandalously revealing the outfits and dance routines were that just… did it for me.

Well, more on that later…

I had got into the habit of taking early morning runs, probably around 7:30AM each morning, before it got hot. It was actually kind of nice to run through my part of the city at this time of day actually, nice and quiet and just before things got a little busier.

I had got back into running after letting it slip for a few months in the run up to Thanksgiving and then beyond. But, hey, it was the new year now so why not kickstart my fitness with some regular, consistent exercise, right?

And, as a bonus, it gave me an excuse to upgrade my old running shoes to a newer, and definitely more fashion forward pair. I managed to do a bit of research online and discovered a sleek pair of all purpose trainers that performed well in the confines of the gym but were also supposed to be really great performers when pounding the streets too.

Sure, they weren’t suitable for uphill trail running in dense wooded and rocky areas, but I wasn’t quite at that stage yet anyway, so I wasn’t going to get too stressed about that.

They were reasonably priced too, and as a result of shopping around I managed to find a pair for just over a hundred bucks instead of the retail price that came in just under double that.

Sounds perfect, right?

Well, yeah, but there was one potential downside. The color scheme. It was a mix of lurid yellow, blue, and… pink. Yeah, so not exactly my preferred colors for a pair of running and training shoes, but I figured who cares? It wasn’t as if anyone I knew would see me in them, and I was only really planning on wearing them for my early morning runs anyway.

I would probably be running too fast for anyone to notice. I jokes of course, but my point is valid. Pay less and have a non-deal color scheme?

I’m all in.

After a couple of weeks I fell into a nice habit. I was semi-freelance now, so didn’t have any traditional hours of work to keep. Basically, I could get up at six, work for an hour, do my daily admin, and then at seven or half past seven, get into my running gear and hit those sidewalks, do a couple of laps of the park, and generally increase my wellbeing.

Perfection.

During my run I was usually pass the open basketball courts in the park. A lot of the time the guys on the court were pretty clueless, but occasionally there was a group of guys who really could play ball.

I mean, they were all in great shape, fast, and played hard.

I had played a bit back in the day, but never to this level. They were a mix of ages between early twenties and thirties, and definitely all had an edge to them too. The tattoos were plentiful and the lean, muscular builds were often on show too as they tended to play shirts vs skins, with one side going topless.

I could tell that they were playing hard, with loud, aggressive voices calling out for fouls, trash talk flying back and forth, and even the occasional coming together of heads in heated moments. There was an edge to the games, but there was a clear respect too, shown by the plentiful high fives, acknowledgement of slick play, and general good humor that appeared to fly around amongst them.

The testosterone flying around was just palpable, real alpha male level action that was intimidating, intense, and I must admit… thrilling.  I mean, there was such a strong energy coming from these guys, it was difficult not to stare.

And I guess that’s where the trouble really started…

When someone spotted me staring…

When Katie decided that I needed to be put in her panties and a whole lot more too…


CHAPTER TWO

As I leant up against the wall, staring at these men playing basketball, I felt a tap on my shoulder.

Startled, I spun around, my face flushing red as I instinctively felt like I had been caught doing something I shouldn’t. I couldn’t have put it into words myself, but she definitely had her thoughts on the matter…

‘So, beta men really do enjoy checking out alpha men then?’ She laughed, her body position blocking from me from moving, keeping me restricted and pretty much under her control unless I wanted to barge past her. ‘But… you’re not gay, right? I think maybe, just maybe, I’ve found myself a…’

She stopped talking, a devilish smile on her face, the look of the cat that got the cream. I mean, before I proceed any further, let me tell you that she was absolutely incredible, a total vision of a woman.

Tall? Check.

Curvy? Check.

Athletic? Check.

Perfectly glamorous yet also a natural beauty? Check and double check.

I was rendered speechless in her presence, totally intimidated by her, my inability to conjure the most basic of sentences no doubt heightened by the fact that she had caught me doing whatever the hell she had caught me doing, brainlessly staring at the big men playing ball.

‘My name’s Katies, by the way,’ She said, still holding me in position, trapping me. ‘And as I was saying, I think I’ve found myself a secret sissy boy, haven’t I?’

Oh crap, how the hell was I meant to answer that?

I mean, I guess I had been developing an interest in the whole idea of sissies. Maybe checking out the online content, the memes, the captioned photos and even some sissy humiliation porn.

But…

Did that make me a sissy?

And more than that, did this total stranger just expect me to admit it to her? Right here, in the park, the first time we had ever met? This was crazy. I decided that enough was enough and made a move to push past her, totally flustered and determined to get the hell out of there before things escalated.

In my panic though, I found myself getting my feet tangled together and I ended up flat on my face, much to Katie’s amusement as she stood, towering over me, my line of sight drawn up her long, toned legs and towards her panties, visible underneath her short sports skirt.

Big mistake.

‘Well, for someone who isn’t a sissy, you sure seem super keen to check out my panties?’ She laughed, pressing her sneaker clad foot down on my chest a little, clearly in heaven as she emphasised her dominance over me by bouncing her foot up and down lightly, delighting in my crimson face, totally degraded and embarrassed by the whole situation. ‘What’s more exciting to you? The thought of getting inside my panties, or wearing them?’

She had me exactly where she wanted me, and she knew it too. How I answered her question, and I was under no illusions I had to answer, could have an untold impact on my life…

‘Well, come on, if you want me to let you get up, you’d better answer,’ She said, her tone a little firmer now. ‘Or should I call those hunks over and have them listen while you… make your confession?’

This was going from bad to worse, I just had to answer…

‘I, um, I, um, was imagining…’ I said, unable to finish the sentence, even with Katie pushing her foot down harder on my chest, trying to motivate me to complete my apparent confession.

‘Say it!’ She said. ‘I wasn’t kidding when I said I’d call those guys over.’

‘Okay, I was imagining wearing the panties,’ I admitted, unable to look at her, closing my eyes in complete humiliation as I said the words. ‘I’m a sissy, I’m sorry, please don’t call them over.’

‘Perfect, see wasn’t so hard, now was it?’ Katie said, releasing her foot from my chest and lifting me to my feet. ‘No, there definitely will be some difficult moments coming your way very soon. But now it’s time for something nice. I’m going to put you in my panties, right here and now. Quick, get those short and boxers off. Now!’

I had no other option. I was totally blown away by this woman, transfixed by her, and completely intimidated too. To the sight of her smirking, I pulled my shorts down.

I could tell from the look on her face that when she said there would be difficult moments ahead, she wasn’t lying…

CHAPTER THREE

‘Well, I don’t know why you were so shy,’ Katies said, staring at me, now naked from the waist down. ‘You’ve got the perfect… look… for a sissy boy. My panties will be a good fit.’

With that, she discreetly pulled her tiny, black panties down her long legs and flicked them at me, landing them right on my face. Struggling to contain myself, I quickly grabbed them and knelt down to step into them, one foot at a time.

‘That’s it, you show me how a new sissy puts on her first panties,’ Katie said, her voice seductive, smooth as velvet. ‘Put that little sissy dick inside the material, keep it nice and safely tucked away.’

I felt absolutely humiliated and degraded. Emasculated by this dominant, uber confident woman who had somehow spotted me and worked out exactly who I was just by observing me and following her instincts…

‘Wow, you really do like panties,’ She said, her focus zoning in on my rapidly hardening dick as I tried to put it out of view, safely inside the flimsy material at the front of her panties. ‘Don’t go making any beta boy sticky sissy cummies in there though, got it? There’ll be big, big trouble for you if you do. You got that?’

I was totally taken aback.

This was getting way out of hand, moving far beyond anything I could have ever imagined earlier this morning as I left my place.

‘Please, I, um, this isn’t…’ I spluttered, trying to cover myself, looking totally ridiculous in the process.

‘Enough,’ Katie said sternly, grabbing me by the arm. ‘I can see that you need some breaking in sissy, and I’ve got just the way to do it. We’re going to go for a little walk. You live near here, right? Well, we’re going to go for a sissy strut to your place and we’ll see what happens from there.’

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

Here I was, in the park, only wearing a pair of pantie son my lower half, my t-shirt clearly not covering enough to hide the fact that I was being paraded around by this strict, stunningly attractive woman as she fired insult after degrading insult at me.

‘And don’t pull that t-shirt down to cover yourself again,’ Katies said, slapping my ass with her firm, flat hand. ‘If you do, I’ll have those men rip that t-shirt right off you and do whatever they hell they want too. Which I suspect might actually be an exciting thought for you, but we’ll look into that later.’

Katies was doing that thing again. Somehow just knowing exactly what to say, what to threaten me with to shut me up. It was like she had this incredible insight into my mentality, knowing exactly which buttons to press, and how hard…

‘Look at them, look at those big strong men, what would they say if they turned now and saw a sissy boy in his pretty panties walking past?’ Katie said, laughing, tickling me, making me squirm. ‘Do you think their dicks would fit inside my panties?’

‘No Katie,’ I said, my face still beetroot colored with humiliation. ‘Thank you for letting me wear your panties.’

Wow, had I just said that?

There was something about the way she was teasing me, being firm with me too, that was intoxicating and irresistible. It was like I was slowly beginning to accept the situation, that I was her sissy boy, ready and willing to follow orders and respect his… owner?

CHAPTER FOUR

The walk past the basketball court was excruciating, I could have sworn that Katie deliberately slowed down, giving the men every opportunity to catch a glimpse of me being marched by her in my t-shirt and panties, just like a naughty sissy.

But…

I couldn’t help that my mind began to wander, wondering if maybe I actually wanted to be seen by them…

That maybe the idea of the big, strong alpha men hollering and whooping at me, the sissy, and his owner was something that I actually got off on, that turned me on…

I looked at Katie, who seemed to acknowledge the fact that I had very readily slowed down in time with her, offering no resistance at all.

‘That’s it,’ Katie said. ‘You show your mistress what you like. Now, I think even though you’ve done well, you do need a bit of punishment for resisting in the first place. And because, well… I just feel like inflicting some punishment on you!’

‘Yes, Katie,’ I said, us both now crossing the road, opening the door to my building and letting her in before me.

We took the elevator up to my room, Katie pushing me down so that I was kneeling next to her, her fingers running through my hair, my dick throbbing and twitching in her panties, the top of my cock now having escaped out of the side of the smooth, thin panty material.

I was too scared to move it back in, knowing that a punishment was on its way anyway, I didn’t want to make things worse. After all, seeing as I had never experienced anything like this, I had no idea what Katie would do to me, or how harsh she would be…

We walked down the corridor and entered my place. Katies stepped in before me and had a look around, circling the open plan living and kitchen area, her poise and grace spellbinding.

‘What’s this then?’ Katie said, her eagle eyes spotting my open laptop, Showgirls still paused on the screen. ‘Well, it looks like you were getting your sissy inspiration wherever you could, doesn’t it? Have you been practicing your sissy dance moves, ready to impress some alpha men?’

Katie threw her hair back and laughed, enjoying every moment that she saw me fall deeper under her spell, more and more willing to take whatever she threw at me without any kind of attempted denial or disagreement.

‘So, that punishment,’ Katie said, her voice suddenly switching back into business mode. ‘Now your first lesson is that you’re going to get extra punishment because you didn’t remind me, your mistress, that you were due a punishment when we got back to your place. Your thoughts should always be on me, what I have said, and what I have ordered. Understand? Now, get over here, on your hands and knees.’

I gulped. I mean, I literally swallowed hard, knowing that whatever was coming next was going to be painful. But I also accepted that the extra I would get would probably be for the best too. I mean, she was kind of right, I probably should have reminded her.

I crawled over to her, bowing my head at her feet, my heart pounding out of sheer nerves.

‘Sissy, raise your head and place a sissy kiss on each of your kind owner Katie’s ass cheeks,’ Katie said, lifting her skirt to reveal her solid, feminine, super-squatting ass cheeks. ‘And don’t you dare touch that stupid little dicklet of yours either.’

‘Yes Miss,’ I said, on my knees, my lips gently kissing each cheek in turn, totally turned on by how submissive I was being, how lucky I was to be so close to such a spectacular ass, one that a beta male like me really would never have access to otherwise. ‘Thank you Miss.’

‘Now, lick my ass hole,’ Katie said, wickedly. ‘Get that face right in there, and lick up and down, then stick that tongue inside me and hold it there until I say.’

I did exactly that. I had a feeling I was being tested, and there was no way I wanted to let her down, or give her any excuse to punish me harder than I was going to get.

‘Now, sniff my ass, really get that nose in there,’ Katie ordered, pushing my face in by grabbing my hair and thrusting it forward. ‘Right in I said! No, not good enough you little idiot.’

With that, Katie had clearly had enough of testing me. She picked me up by my hair and roughly put me across her lap, pulling my panties right up my ass crack, almost tearing the material.

I yelped in pain…

‘Shup up and take your punishment like a good sissy slut,’ She said, wasting now time in bringing her hand down on my exposed ass, spanking it fast and hard. ‘And say thank you when I give you your medicine!’

She clearly knew what she was doing…

‘Thank you, thank you, thank you,’ I wailed, the heat in my ass now making me cry out in pain. ‘Thank you, thank you, thank you, awwwwwwwwww.’

Katie ignored my pleas and locked me into position by hooking her leg over mine. I was trapped, totally at her mercy. But she was getting sick of my cries of pain.

‘In time you’ll learn, but for now you need help keeping that mouth shut,’ She said, reaching for the fruit bowl and taking out a banana. ‘Here, keep this in your mouth. It’ll shut you up and hey, you’ll probably enjoy the feeling of something big, long and hard in there too!’

The banana in my mouth, Katie bringing her hand down on me for more spankings, I found myself contemplating how crazy all this was. I suddenly became conscious of just how smooth her lap was too, her skirt had ridden up and I was lying, my cock now out of the panties at the front, flesh on flesh.

I let out a moan, spluttering a little as I just about managed to keep the banana in my mouth.

‘Ah yes, the sissy realises his clitty is rubbing up on his owner’s strong, powerful, smooth thighs?’ Katie laughed, stopping the spanks and instead lightly tracing her fingers over my ass, my upper thighs, sending wave after wave of excitement through me. ‘But sissy mustn’t make a mess, or there will be consequences…’

‘Now, just imagine all those men, watching this,’ Katie said, clearly trying to test me again. ‘Imagine them stripping down to show what a real man should look like. Not like the sissy in their sights. Not a panty boy like you. A little clitty, sissy panty boy…’

‘Miss, please, please, I’m going to…’ I said, pleading her to stop the teasing, my dick now rock hard against her smooth skin, close to losing control…

‘No cummies sissy, that’s the rule,’ Katies said, spreading my ass cheeks, pulling aside the thong to expose my ass hole. ‘The men a re licking their lips at the sight of the sissy being played with by his owner. Their big, thick, long dicks are getting hard, just like your pathetic little noodle is, they want to have fun with sissy too, what do you think? Sissy? Do you want to have fun with them too, it would make me really happy…’

‘Mmmmmmmmmph, yes Miss, yes, mmmmph, Oh, I’m sorry,’ I said, my cum shooting out of my dick and onto her lap, my ass clenching as she pushed her fingers inside me, my thighs thrusting forward, grinding into her, humping her like a classic beta bitch.

‘Naughty sissy! Naughty slut!’ Katie said, admonishing me. ‘Get on your knees and clean you stupid, sissy cummies up with your tongue, every drop of it!’

She roughly moved my head around, wiping it in my own cum as I stuck my tongue out and ate up my salty mess until she was happy it had all gone.

‘Well, this has certainly been an interesting first morning together, sissy,’ Katies said, lifting me up onto my feet. ‘Tell me, do you want to walk away. Or do you want to keep on wearing my panties, and everything else that will come with that?’

It was an easy decision.

Both my mind and my body were telling me the exact same thing.

‘I would feel honoured to be your panty boy, Miss Katie,’ I said. ‘Please may I serve you and learn from you how to be the best sissy I can be?’

Katie smiled and ran her hand over my face, smiling.

‘Perfect,’ She said. ‘Now how about we put Showgirls on and you can tell me about every single little detail of all your sissy fantasies. Because, together, we can make them a reality.’

We sat down together, Katie permitting me to sit on the sofa with her on one condition…

‘You ask me permission to get a little stiff clitty, okay?’ She said, smirking. ‘Or there’ll be trouble.’

I agreed, but knew full well that there was plenty more punishment, degradation, and total sissy subservience coming my way pretty soon…
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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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