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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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-TO COME-

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 their 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.’

-END OF PREVIEW-


CHAPTER ONE

I had decided to go out for a nice, long cycle that afternoon. It wasn’t often that I would have this kind of time off, Verity was pushing me extremely hard… in more ways than one… currently and I was actually really grateful for her allowing me the time to myself.

She was away on business anyway, and not due back for two days, so in truth I probably could have done it anyway, just as long as the house was in tip-top shape upon her return from Brussels, Europe. 

So, after a little bit of breakfast, which included some freshly prepared juice and a bowl of absolutely on point overnight oats, I felt ready to rock and roll and hit the road on my bike.

I say my bike, it was actually Verity’s.

I mean, technically it was a woman’s bike, but it had a strong unisex look to it, probably the main giveaway being the slightly dropped frame and the flashes of pink and purple color on the paint job.

But, I figured that I would be cycling fast enough and not coming across all that many people anyway on the country mountain roads out of town for it not to matter. I actually kind of preferred her bike to pretty much anything I had ridden, both for comfort and handleability. At college I had one of those retro, single gear bikes that of course was mostly about trying to convey a cool image.

The fact it was horrible to ride I guess I, and all fixed gear riders, just kind of accepted and lived with.

That bike was still in the garage, but Verity had very clearly explained it to me that that kind of ride was a bit too masculine for me, not really the kind of image I should be conveying. I did feel a pang of humiliation as she explained that, or rather as she dictated her orders to hang it up on the wall of the garage – a permanent reminder, as if I needed more, of how my life was different now.

I quickly checked the news on the TV.

Not so much because I was personally much of a news hound, but more because Verity was, and would often scold and chastise me if I didn’t get a reference or fully appreciate her analysis. This, as I am sure you can imagine, had led to many a painful and embarrassing punishment and I was keen to avoid any unnecessary repeats upon her return.

I mean, I knew that there would inevitably be lots of the afore mentioned punishment and degradation, there always was, and it would probably be harsher as she had been away for a couple of days, but I figured that anything I could do to minimise it was a good thing.

Hey, you can’t blame me, right?

Also though I did feel a sense that I genuinely didn’t want to disappoint her. It wasn’t that I was completely comfortable with this new way of living, far from it at times, but I had developed a definite respect for her, one that seemed to run pretty deep.

So as much as I was enjoying the time to myself, and the relative freedom that came with it, I was also genuinely trying to be respectful of the new situation, making sure to maintain the standards that Verity had set for me, and follow her instructions to the absolute letter of her law.

But, today was going to be about getting out on the road, forgetting about all that for a couple of hours and letting the wind blow through my hair as I cycled.

Well, that was the plan.

Anyway, before I left I had the small matter of my cycling attire to sort out and get into. Verity being Verity, she had been extremely thorough. Out went my old cycling gear and in came new clothes that were more suited to my new lifestyle. I found them neatly folded next to Verity’s bike and felt myself blush, the thought of putting them on, let alone cycling in them in public, causing me to get the classic sissy slut feels.

Let me describe them…

Panties first, of course. A tiny, sheer black micro-thong. And when I say micro, I mean absolutely miniscule. Even for a small-dicked sissy boy like me, it would be difficult to keep my dick inside the microscopic, and totally flimsy, piece of material at the front.

Maybe that was where the bright pink, short-legged cycling shorts came into play. They were so bright, so tight, and definitely had an unmistakably feminine edge to them that would be totally obvious to anyone who happened to see me. The t-shirt was an equally tight, totally ridiculously bright green  Lycra top that yet again was incredibly female, the strawberry designs all over it not exactly screaming ‘alpha male’…

Perfect motivation to cycle fast then, right?

CHAPTER TWO

Just as I was wheeling the bike out of the garage, my heart nearly jumped out of my body at the sight of the Uber pulling up.

It couldn’t be?

Could it?

My heart began to race at an incredible pace as I realised it was Verity. My now owner had arrived back from her trip early and had arrived at the perfect time to witness me taking a break from the cleaning and upkeep of the house by going out for a bike ride.

She stepped out of the Uber and looked incredible.

I was just as intimidated and enthralled by her as the first time I had seen her, and of course this feeling had only strengthened then when she caught me that first time about to try on her used panties, and then again and again, over and over, with each punishment and humiliation that had followed in the weeks since…

‘Well, well, what is going on here?’ Verity enquired, her eyebrow raised, her body looking as athletic, sensual, and powerful as ever in her classic pinstripe trouser suit. ‘Have you forgotten something? You know you get on your knees for Madame Verity, don’t you sissy? You wouldn’t want a spanking out here on the driveway within one minute of me arriving home, now would you?’

She was right, I was totally forgetting protocol.

Without further ado, and not wishing to invoke her wrath so quickly after she arrived home, I got on my hands and knees and crawled towards her, placing myself at her feet.

‘Madame Verity,’ I said, my mouth hovering over her open toed shoes. ‘Please forgive my ‘Please forgive my error and accept me as your pathetic, maggot-dicked sissy boy, here to serve you and ready to follow your every word.’

I hoped this would do the trick and spare me.

‘Well, sissy,’ She said, kicking her shoe off and rubbing her sweaty, travel-weary feet over my face, ‘At least you’re in your proper cycling attire. But, as I assume you haven’t done today’s grocery shop, we’ll just have to do that now. You’ll be cycling on your sissy-slut bike, I’ll take your old one. No objections, I take it?’

I knew better than to even try to object. As relieved as I was to have avoided a painful and degrading punishment out here on the driveway, I feared that what was to come might end up being just as bad, and probably even worse…

CHAPTER THREE

Verity put on a pair of sneakers but decided to cycle to the supermarket in her business suit. Her curves were absolutely incredible, a true representation of the classic alpha female.

I was incredibly fortunate to serve underneath her, I knew that, despite the fact that she thought nothing of punishing me at the drop of a hat. I figured that, ultimately, as a subservient sissy, it was what I should expect.

As we began to cycle, the reality of what was ahead began to hit home. My plans to spend the day cycling in less populated, quite areas so as to avoid being spotted in my female cycling gear were scuppered as Verity decided to take us through the busiest areas possible. And to make matter worse…

She decided to take a leisurely pace, with me, of course, commanded to follow dutifully behind her.

‘And don’t you dare stare at my ass,’ She warned. ‘I know you can’t control that stupid little worm of yours. If I catch you looking, or spot-check and see that you’re erect, I’ll pull you over to the side of the road and whip that ass right there and then, no matter who is around.’

‘Yes Madame Verity,’ I replied, averting my eyes from her round, strong ass and powerful legs as she navigated the cycle around a tight bend.

‘Good, that’s the answer I was looking for,’ She laughed.

Just then, we approached a group of four or five men, all athletic looking, looking very muscular in their vests and short, heading for a game of basketball by the looks of things.

‘Please, Miss, no,’ I said, foolishly, and totally more in hope than expectation as Verity slowed down as we approached them and began to ring on her bell, drawing their attention. ‘Hey guys, can you help us, are we near Cash Mall and Market?’

The men all immediately made an effort to help Verity, clearly bowled over by the sight of her in her suit, on a cool bike, and totally pulling off her power woman style. They were all younger than her, but definitely were keen to impress her.

I felt my face burn, totally intimidated by them, not least by the clear dick-prints in their loose fitting shorts. Quite the opposite of my already small sissy dick being tucked away in the tiny thong and skin-tight cycling shorts.

‘Oh don’t worry about him,’ Verity said, looking back towards me. ‘Although, if you’re still here when we’re cycling back, he might make a good cheerleader?’

The men all laughed, and I could feel them checking me out, clearly wondering what the deal was, and why I was riding a woman’s bike and wearing such blatantly slutty cycling clothes.

As we cycled away, Verity turned around and gave me one of her devilishly mischievous grins.

Somehow, I had a feeling that if that was humiliating, the worst was yet to come…


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.’

The women reacted with a mixture of mirth, scorn, and delight.

I couldn’t help but be hugely stimulated by the sight of these women stripping down, revealing their asses and pussies to me, even if I had to deal with them pulling my own panties down and taking great joy in the sight of my little dick, stiff and standing to attention, desperate for stimulation as I worked my tongue in and out of each of the women.

‘Go on, give it a slap,’ Verity said. ‘We can’t have sissy making his cummies before we’re all satisfied!’

Under that instruction, one of the women slapped by dick back and forth, causing me to yelp in pain as her firm hand landed several blows on my rock hard, sissy dick.

The final woman had demanded an orgasm, but one solely through me tonguing her asshole, which she assured me was her favourite way to cum.

Each of the other women including Verity were now watching, naked, sweaty, satisfied, as the woman took her seat on my face, bouncing her ass, depriving me of air as she final came, hard, my tongue buried deep inside her asshole as her full, bouncing booty grinded onto me face.

‘Oooh, has the slut passed out?’ Verity laughed, her words sounding muffled to me as the woman’s cheeks pressed down for one final flourish.

The woman got off and slapped me across the face before telling me I had done well. For good measure, she picked me up, showing great strength as she manoeuvred my delicate body onto the three person seat.

Two of the other women lifted my legs up and pulled them back so that my dick was pointed right at my face.

‘Okay, sissy, pump that clitty!’ Verity shouted, encouraging the other women to film this moment on their cell phones as I wanked my sissy clitty, quickly reaching orgasm and shooting my load into my eyes, my face, and into my mouth. ‘Wow, that was a big one by his beta standards!’

The women laughed, each one then taking the opportunity to pose with me for photos, some of them choosing to put me under their ass or pussy, some of them having me back in my load-shooting position, and one of them actually making me lick the sweat off the pleather car seats while she simulated fucking me in my ass.

I couldn’t believe how humiliating this was.

I looked at Verity, almost pleading for mercy, for my owner to make this end, to take me away from these hardcore housewives.

‘Well, ladies,’ Verity said. ‘I hope you’ve enjoyed shopping with sissy and his superior today. It’s time for us to head home.’

Wow, thank God for that.

‘Unless, that is,’ She continued. ‘We bump into some alphas in need of a cock hungry, cum crazy sissy on the way home…’

I gulped, my fate totally in Verity’s hands, deep down maybe hoping we did in fact cross paths with those alphas and their prominent dick bulges...

But that’s a tale for another time…
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-TO COME-

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…

-end of preview-


CHAPTER ONE

I’d been waiting for this opportunity for the whole of my short career working in the music business. I had done the unpaid internships, the low-pay runner jobs, even worked as an emergency caterer for some hungry recording artists.

But what I really wanted was to experience life on the road.

That’s right, touring.

I had always had a fascination at what life on the road would be like. Whether it was cross country in a tour bus, or flying across the world to Europe and beyond. Japan and Asia too. I wanted the whole thing, the entire enchilada.

And now, maybe, I had that chance. The chance to travel on a full world tour, spread out over eighteen months of pure musical madness, seeing the sights, working in the biggest and best music venues each nation on the tour could provide.

I knew the money would be great too, but that was genuinely one of my lower priorities. This would be something that I could check off against my to-do list for the industry.

I knew too that it was a great chance to prove my worth, show executives and artists alike that I was a good worker, smart, reliable and actually with a brain that could potentially be utilised higher up the industry.

Networking was a huge part of the business, there was simply no doubting that.

I had known from the start, from friends who had worked in the industry, but it was becoming clearer and clearer just how vital it was to be able to interact with people and make a good impression.

The problem with this?

I kinda didn’t like taking instructions or being nice for the sake of it. I had so far managed to avoid any real confrontations, mainly managing to bite my tongue when I heard anyone talking bull-spit. It wasn’t always easy, but I had managed to avoid annoying anyone in power. 

But, I’m getting off track.

Fair more positive was the fact that I was going to be going on tour with pretty much the biggest star in the world at the moment, certainly in the music business. She was so famous she only needed one name, and that name was…

Sophia.

She had been famous since her late teens and was now in her mid-thirties prime. I had heard many stories about her diva behaviour, her ego, and the fact that she stood for absolutely zero crap on tour, insisting on the absolute best standards in every ingle facet of her tour company.

People could call her a diva, a pop bitch, or worse but for me all I could see was someone who worked super hard, made tough decisions, and had strived to get to the top and stay there. I could see us getting on well, a and felt like if I managed to spend long enough in her company she could be a truly great connection to make.

Of course, the connection that happened was one I simply could not have predicted, but we’ll get to that in a second.

Today was the first day of the tour and the whole crew had been assembled in the Cob Conference Centre to be addressed directly by Sophia, who we were told was going to be explaining her thoughts on the tour, her vision, and also what to expect in terms of logistics and so on.

I anticipated it would be pretty much the same big speech that most stars give before a tour, and based on what my friend Tony had told me, Sophia had a tendency to get quite elaborate in her descriptions.

Again, maybe a little annoying, but I figured it was all part of her package, what made her the best, and what made her appealing to me from a career point of view.

So I had made sure to arrive nice and early, get a seat at the front. I figured that even if Sophia didn’t pick me out in the crowd, certainly her assistants and trusted confidantes would be making a visual check list of who the eager to please people at the front were.

When Sophia walked out onto the stage, I am happy to admit that I was totally and immediately blown away. I mean, many stars maintain their looks, or try to, via surgery or a simple Instagram filter.

But not Sophia.

She looked every inch pop royalty. She was taller in real life too, her legs were long, lean and in her tight-fitting trousers looked spectacular, the stripes on the material emphasising the shape of her round, bootylicious ass too.

Tucked into her trousers was a white t-shirt with a Basquiat print on the front. I couldn’t help but be impressed by her dress sense, Basquiat was an artist I had discovered many years ago and was happy to see his work reaching the pop audience. Underneath her t-shirt it was pretty obvious that she was refraining from wearing a bra.

A quick look either side of me and I could see that the men around me were practically drooling. It was tacky how much they were staring, but at the same time I totally didn’t blame them. He breasts were pert, bouncy, and her nipples were clear for all to see, stiff and poking out through the flimsy white material.

I’ll be honest at this point, I may not have been drooling, and I was trying to be subtle, but as she began her rambling address to the audience, I simply could not help but check her out, the shape of her body as she moved, her strength, grace, the totally powerful, and erotic, aura that she had honed over the years…

And it was all so close to me.

I felt my dick harden in my pants and very quickly crossed my legs to avoid any eagle-eyed assistants or other members of the crew noticing.

The boner passed, and eventually Sophia finished her speech. As we began to file out, ready to get on our various tour buses, I noticed one of Sophia’s assistants who I recognised from the orientation approach me, trusted Android tablet in hand.

‘You,’ She said. ‘If you could come with me, Sophia requests your presence.’

My heart began to beat so hard I thought it was about to jump out of my chest right there and then. Did she want to discuss a promotion? Had someone else dropped out leaving a vacancy to fill?

As it turned out, you could have given me a million guesses and I would never have guessed what was coming next…


CHAPTER TWO

‘Now, listen dude,’ The assistant said to me as we walked down the corridor towards the private meeting room. ‘If you want to stay on this tour, you’ll just nod and say yes when Sophia talks. Got it?’

I kind of nodded, willing to go along with this kind of thing, knowing full well that I had to play the game.

‘Now, if you’ll just pass me your phone,’ She said, telling not really asking. ‘Security thing.’

I nodded and handed her my phone. I had been in the business long enough to know the drill by now, it was pointless arguing. Too many stars had been stung by secret recordings, weird footage, that kind of thing.

We opened the door and I was instructed to take a seat and wait for Sophia. Apparently she was wrapping up a conference call with the head of her music label, but would be with me very soon.

The assistant smiled, almost supressing a giggle, and walked out, leaving just me in the room.

I looked around, it was kind of a classic nondescript meeting room. Whitewashed walls, a flat screen monitor on the wall, a corner sofa. Water machine with a stack of Smart Water bottles on top of it.

Hmm, may as well stay hydrated while I wait, I thought as I walked over and grabbed a bottle of what I assumed was complimentary water provided by the venue.

I looked up at the flat screen on the wall. It was playing one of Sophia’s music videos. I felt like I had seen it before, but even so, I wasn’t able to take my eyes off it. I mean, seriously, she looked incredible in it. The fact that I had now seen her in the flesh and knew she was even better in real life was just adding to my infatuation…

All of this was actually making me a little nervous now for her arrival. I wanted to impress her, but I didn’t want to step over the mark or come across as some kind of deranged super-fan either.

The longer I waited, the more nervous I got. I took a seat on the corner sofa and just as I was opening the water bottle to take a sip, I heard the door opening and in walked Sophia.

I panicked, spilling the water over myself as I stood up, looking like a total idiot in her eyes no doubt.

‘Pleased to meet you,’ I spluttered, holding out a hand to introduce myself, water dripping down my front and onto my chino shorts. ‘Sorry, I, um, I guess…’

Sophia just stood there, her assistant at her side, smirking, but trying to remain professional. I didn’t know what to say. Or what to do. Should I just stand there, waiting for Sophia to speak?

This was turning into a very awkward moment. But as Sophia opened her mouth to speak, I noticed that my phone was in the assistant’s hands, screen opened and unlocked…

I had simply no idea as to how awkward things were about to get.

CHAPTER THREE

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.’


CHAPTER FOUR

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.

‘That’s it, now turn around and bend over for me, keep that clitty tucked between those girly legs,’ She said, laughing as I did exactly what I was told, my face reddening as I felt her walk around me before stopping at my ass, parting my cheeks and squirting cold, slimy liquid from a bottle all over my exposed ass hole.

I let out a moan, feminine, the feel of the lube hitting my ass sending a shiver of excitement through me.

‘Sissy, you are impressing me,’ Sophia said. ‘Tell me, how would you feel about something inside your little sissy booty? Something long, thick, and hard?’

‘Y-y-y-yes, Madame,’ I said. ‘Anything that pleases you.’

With that, I saw out of the corner of my eye the assistant passing Sophia a thick, black butt-plug. I held my position as I felt Sophia push the plug onto my hole, working it in, then tuning the vibrations on, the sensation completely new to me, feeling totally incredible, activating something in me that felt better than anything I had experience before…

‘Say thank you to Madame,’ The assistant said, twisting on my nipples, pulling them down hard. ‘You are here for her pleasure, not your own!’

‘S-s-s-s-sorry Madame, thank you Madame,’ I said, struggling to keep my composure as the vibrations ran all over my body. ‘Please let me entertain and please you.’

Sophia and the assistant laughed, clearly taking a supreme amount of enjoyment from the sight of me, bent over, a big, black vibrating buttplug in my ass, my sissy clitty tucked between my legs.

I must have looked absolutely pathetic.

I certainly felt it.

‘How about we make him give us a little panty show?’ Sophia said, asking her assistant. ‘If nothing else, it will help us pick out his first panties.’

With that, I was led by the assistant over to a selection of panties she had brought with them, clearly in preparation of what was to come…

Tiny white college style panties, low cut and very snug material with hearts on the front…

A black mesh thong that was one of the sluttiest, most sissy boi panties I had ever seen…

A red lace pair of panties that were cut super high, the lace vey intricate, incredibly soft and feminine to the touch…

There were more, all of them could easily have been a pair I would have been drooling over, or even buying for myself. I had to admit it, even though I had been caught out, even though what I was experiencing was truly degrading, I was in a sissy heaven.

‘S, I think he’s having trouble choosing,’ The assistant said, grabbing me by the neck and driving my face down into the pile of panties. ‘This method of motivation usually works, doesn’t it?’

I could hear Sophia laughing as I struggled for air, my mouth filled with what appeared to be a lime green bikini bottom and a blue polka dot tanga brief. I took a big breath of air as I was pulled back up.

‘Let me see him in the black thong,’ Sophia ordered, any illusion that I had a say in anything that was going on totally wiped away. ‘Now, sissy, I want to see you walk up and down, parade for us like a cock hungry white girl would if she was offering herself to a line of big, black alphas.’

‘Do it! Put them on now!’ The assistant barked, slapping my dick and seeming to take pleasure from the way it bounced right back up for another slap. ‘I think he likes the idea of being a sissy for some big, meaty, salty black dicks, Madame.’

‘Well, why not make this interesting?’ Sophia said. ‘Call in a couple of my backing dancers, whoever’s available, they’re all hung like beasts so it doesn’t matter who. Sissy, you come over here while we wait for the big bulls.’

I took my place at Sophia’s feet and found myself opening my mouth in readiness as she kicked off her Nikes and began to tease her toes around my mouth, pushing them in and out, laughing as she saw how eagerly I was taking to the task.

‘I see you have an appetite,’ She said, taking her toes out of my mouth and rubbing her saliva-covered toes over my face. ‘You really could be the highlight of my tour if you keep this up. Now, tell me, while we wait for the men, are you ready and willing to be my sissy slut? I can give you a fantastic life, first class travel, the pleasure of my company. But you will work hard for it. I mean, seriously hard. You’ll do as I say, when I say. You’ll take your punishment and degradation without question or complaint. Think you can deal with it?’

‘Yes, Madame Sophia,’ I said. ‘Anything for you. I’m your weak little sissy beta, your toy to play with, punish, sissify to your exact specification.’

‘Perfect,’ She said. ‘Now, while we wait, I want you to give me a little personal show. Get up on your feet and give me a sissy walk up and down the room, show me how you wiggle that ass, and make sure you keep your little pee-pee nice and tucked inside your girly panties. Believe me, that’s one rule I am very strict on.’

I did as I was told, really putting a wiggle into my hips as I walked, conscious that I did not want to let her down, and that I wanted to prove my sissy credentials.

‘That’s it! You get down on all fours and pop that ass for me!’ Sophia laughed, watching and laughing as I twerked for her, desperately trying to give her what she wanted to see, totally making a fool of myself in the process and absolutely confirming, as if there was any doubt, that I was ready to serve as her beta wimp. ‘Well, how about that for perfect timing!’

I looked over my shoulder and my face went an even deeper shade of crimson as I saw the assistant return, accompanied by three absolute specimens of masculinity.

Tall, dark, and ripped… and wearing nothing but black cycling shorts that left absolutely zero to the imagination, the men began to laugh amongst themselves as I continued to dance and grind against the floor, presenting my sissy ass for all to see.

‘Sissy, on your knees,’ Sophia commanded. ‘Men, approach the sissy. He looks hot, perhaps he needs to cool down with a drink?’

My heart began to beat faster as I suddenly found myself surrounded by the men, the bulges in their black lycra shorts rapidly growing as they grabbed on them with their big hands. They started to manhandle me, pulling and pushing me, grabbing my ass, lifting me up, spinning me around, mocking my beta male physique and pushing my face into their crotches, rubbing it around, treating me like some kind of sex doll…

Soon enough their shorts were off and I was confronted with the sight of three big, scarily thick, and intimidatingly long dicks. I looked over to Sophia and she waved back, that wicked grin on her face.

‘Enjoy, sissy! Remember to open wide!’ She laughed, her assistant now kneeling before her, her head in between Sophia’s legs, clearly providing some extra stimulus as the men began to jerk their dicks, rubbing them over my face my mouth dropping open, my tongue sticking out, all of this happening in such a natural way I couldn’t be sure whether it was because Sophia had ordered it or whether it was simply what I would have done in this situation anyway….

‘Ooooooooh! That’s it! Cover him!’ Sophia squealed in delight as rope after rope of the mens’s stringy, salty cum hit my face, my lips, the back of my mouth. ‘I want every drop on my sissy boy! Every. Last. Drop!’

The men ensured that this was the case my rubbing their dicks on my cheeks, pressing down with their hands to ensure that their big, alpha dicks were drained, and that as instructed my face was totally covered in their cum.

I remained totally passive the whole time. Part of me had wanted to grab their dicks and help, or take them in my mouth as suck on them. But I remembered what the assistant had said, that my role was for Sophia’s pleasure, her amusement, not mine.

The men left and I remained on my knees, the cum dripping down into my mouth, and down onto my panties which had, somehow, managed to stay intact despite their marauding hands all over my body.

‘Sissy, you may wank that little clit for me, Sophia said, reclining back on the sofa, her assistant’s face underneath her ass, her half-naked body looking tantalising, powerful, and incredibly real. ‘You’ve got thirty seconds to make that little thing make its stupid cummies. Not a second more.’

It took only two or three pumps on my dick for me to cum. I felt myself go week, totally over stimulated by the men, by the sight of the assistant writhing underneath Sophia, and by Sophia herself, beckoning me over, my still stiff clitty dripping its beta mess on the floor as I crawled on my hands and knees towards her, ready to take whatever she had in store for me next.

The tour hadn’t even started yet, but something told me that things were going to get even wilder, and way, way more sissy…
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-TO COME-

I could hear the laughter and the sniggers and when Verity suspected that I was averting people’s gazes, she roughly pulled on my hair so that my head was upright and everyone could get a good look at the sissy who being paraded in front of them.

‘Feel free to do what you need to do to ensure he is on point in his sissy behaviour,’ Verity said. ‘We’re both his owner and it reflects on us if we have a sissy slut who isn’t showing her best form.’

Samantha nodded and for good measure slapped my ass cheeks and the tops of my thighs as we left the reception area and walked into the sauna and steam room area.

I was told to get on my knees, hands on my head, and watch as my two owners stripped down, ready to enter the sauna. I followed them, on my hands and knees, as they entered the steam room.

‘Don’t mind him,’ Verity said to two men sitting over in the corner, accompanied by their wives. ‘He’s out little pet. Don’t hesitate to ask him if you need your feet kissed, or anything else that springs to mind.’

The two men and their wives laughed, and all I could do was remain on my hands and knees, awaiting further instruction. Or worse…

‘Personally, I don’t think you’ve quite had enough punishment, boy,’ Verity said. ‘Now why don’t you crawl around each of us and kiss each and every toe, licking in between each, really get in there amongst the sweat and the heat.’

‘Yes Miss,’ I said, my heart beating rapidly as I heard the two men and women in the corner laughing at just how pathetic a sight I was, now sucking anD licking on Verity’s big toe, making a total exhibition of myself.

I duly serviced each and every one of them, the feeling of the stranger’s feet in my mouth was absolutely crushing, totally emasculating, but also thrilling as I looked up and saw the sight of their big, long, and very masculine dicks, looking like they were growing too…

‘Oooh, gentlemen, I think my sissy bitch has noticed your alpha dicks,’ Verity said, her hand running over Samantha’s…

-END OF PREVIEW-


CHAPTER ONE

Since my owner Verity had discovered my sissy boy, panty loving secret, things had sure changed a lot. I still had the rest of the summer living back home until I went for my internship, and was finding myself gradually learning that unless I wanted constant painful, and usually pretty humiliating, punishments, I had to stick exactly to Verity’s rules.

So, I had been instructed to show up at the health club and spa centre at two o’clock…

Prompt.

I knew how strict Verity was when it came to punctuality, and as I had finished off my chores I was super conscious of not being late, for fear of the consequences.

Anyway, chores were all done now and I got inside her old car, a really zippy little two seater convertible. She had bought a new car, a large blacked out SUV with all the expensive add-ons and trimmings, and had decided that when I needed to go out shopping for groceries, or general tasks, I should use her old car.

Sounds pretty reasonable, right?

Well, sure, but there’s one thing… her car was shocking pink.

I mean, the entire spray job was the most lurid, eye catching pink colour imaginable. It definitely drew attention, I knew that. I had had a couple of pretty embarrassing experiences with some valet guys to say the least. Of course, the nature of my situation right now only added to the embarrassment factor, as I am sure you can imagine.

Well, I managed to get myself onto the freeway that would take my ninety percent of the way to the health club.

I figured I had less chance of being spotted if I was cruising along on the freeway, no awkward red light stops with gangs of curious and often pretty vulgar men staring into the car.

I actually felt my face flush with embarrassment just imagining the idea of a car full of alpha men spotting me at a light, sitting there in my pink convertible. 

I shook myself out of my daze and took to the freeway, sticking on a podcast I had been listening to in my free time, which since Verity had ‘taken over’ had certainly diminished, but as she was out for most of the days, she said she didn’t mind if I listened to podcasts or music as I did my daily chores.

As the podcast host rambled on in an introduction that I really thought would never end, I realised how much I actually loved driving this car.

I mean prior to this, I had always found driving a total bummer, like seriously something I would avoid at all costs. But maybe that was due to driving bigger, more muscular, larger cars? There was something about the petit, dainty vibe of this little car that just seemed to suit me, like I actually felt connected to it somehow?

Weird, right.

But I couldn’t deny that I kind of got a kick out of zooming around in the little car, even enjoying overtaking some of the aforementioned more masculine, classically alpha male cars like the luxury saloon I had absolutely speeded past as I had initially arrived on the freeway.

I looked in my rear view mirror and could see that it had kind of kept up with me, trailing a few cars behind, clearly not able to handle my hot pink heat!

Maybe I was getting cocky, kind of falling into my role with Verity and even getting ahead of myself, forgetting that if I stepped out of line there were almost always consequences. But, she would never know I was speeding or burning away from other cars. And even if she did, I doubted she would care anyway, especially as it meant that I would be arriving earlier than the time she had set.

So, there I was, making good time, my podcast now finally beyond the intro and into the main topic of discussion, my foot to the pedal and totally and absolutely oblivious to the trouble I had got myself in…


CHAPTER TWO

I pulled into the Health Spa parking lot and was greeted by the sight of Verity standing by the entrance, a look of pure anger on her face.

My heart raced.

I felt that all too familiar by now rush of adrenalin that came before a punishment.

But, I was on time though? In fact, I was early. Maybe I was misreading the signs here. Well, that was my hope anyhow.

I got out of the car and approached Verity. She was wearing her workout clothes; classic grey yoga pants with a brink blue one piece, thong cut leoard on top. Her curves looked electric, and even now I was still in awe of just how hot she was, how she was able to perfectly convey a look of pure sex, but also clear female authority.

Maybe it was her stance.

Hands on hips, perfectly accentuating the fact that she was in charge, didn’t suffer fools at all, but also was not afraid to proudly put her sleek curves on display.

As was the practice, I waited to be spoken to.

The wait was agonising as I watched her eye me up and down, the scowl on her face still there, and a definite anger in her eyes that I recognised too.

The tension was almost unbearable…

‘You stupid, pathetic, totally worthless sissy,’ Verity said, letting her anger out. ‘It’s one thing failing to do your chores, but to embarrass me? In front of my… friend. That’s a whole other thing.’

She grabbed me by my ear and began marching me across the parking lot.

I had no idea what I was supposed to have done, but knew better by now than to try and question her. It was clear that I was in trouble, and speaking out could only make it worse at this stage.

‘It’s clear to me that you really can’t be trusted, so you’d better believe that what you have coming your way is going to leave a lasting impression,’ Verity said, her voice controlled, but very firm. ‘You thought having one owner was tough, well… things are about to get a whole lot tougher.’

I gulped, my brain trying to process what was going on. I looked up and saw a familiar looking car…

Wait, it couldn’t be, could it?

The same saloon I overtook…

As we got closer, I was taken aback at who I saw stepping out…

‘Please, Miss, whatever I’ve done, I’m sorry,’ I said, my voice trembling, knowing full well that an apology wasn’t going to cut it…


CHAPTER THREE

‘Isn’t he just pathetic?’ Verity said, pushing me down onto my knees. ‘I make him call me Miss Verity, and you know what, I think he actually likes it.’

‘Yes, Miss Verity,’ I said, my head bowed, too embarrassed to look up at Verity and the woman standing next to her. ‘Thank you Miss Verity.’

The two women laughed.

‘Well, sissy boy,’ Verity continued. ‘When I had a phone call from Samantha here, informing me that my little pink rocket was being driven like a maniac was behind the wheel, I was incredibly disappointed in you. Sissies don’t drive like men, they should drive like sissies. Yes?’

‘Yes, Miss, I apologise, I was just-‘ I said, trying to reduce Verity’s anger, more in desperation than anything else. ‘I’ll make it up to you.’

‘Oh for God’s sake, you are truly a beta sissy loser,’ She said. ‘Now, how rude of me. I haven’t introduced you properly to Samantha. Well, seeing as Samantha and I have a relationship that goes way back, so much so that we may as well be married in many senses, you can begin by addressing her as Owner Samantha. Got it?’

I didn’t know how to react, this was something else entirely. I looked up at Samantha and couldn’t help but notice the totally wicked smile on her face, a face that was stunningly beautiful I should add. Luxurious long, dark hair, plump red lips, and perfectly sculpted cheekbones that you could cut glass on.

She had the air of an alpha female in the same way that Verity did.

I knew I was in deep trouble here.

She was taller than Verity, and had a fuller figure too. She looked strong, curvy, and totally intimidating for a sissy boy like me.

And she knew it too…

‘Well, her certainly looks as wimpy and beta as you described,’ Samantha purred, extending her long, muscular leg out and pushing me over to the ground. ‘Weak too, perfect sissy slut material.’

‘Well, I say seeing as he likes to imagine himself as some kind of race car driver,’ Verity said, ‘Let’s give him some of his just rewards out here amongst the cars?’

I had had public humiliations and punishments before, but this was by far the most public. I mean, anyone could pull up into the car park and witness whatever they had planned.

But, of course, I knew that I had no say in the matter.

None at all.

Verity pulled me up by my hair and the pair of them began to pull and tear away at my clothes until I was in nothing but my regulation tight, high cut thong and tiny white bra.

I felt ridiculous, totally exposed and vulnerable.

‘What a stupid sight,’ Verity said. ‘Samantha, would you even consider looking at a man who let himself wear clothes like this, let alone let him near you?’

With that, Verity gave me a swift punch to my stomach, causing my to bend over, my ass on display in the tiny thong.

‘What a beta,’ Samantha said, moving in and kneeing me in my stomach before pulling my thong up by the waistband, stretching it upwards, causing me to moan in pain and humiliation. ‘Shut up, slut! Thank me, Owner Sam, for teaching you a lesson!’

‘T-t-t-t-thank you, Ownermy Sam,’ I said, my ass cheeks now being spanked by Verity as Samantha lifted me onto my tiptoes, the material in my panties at absolute snapping point. ‘Mmmmmmph, thank you, thank you Ownermies for teaching me a lesson.’

Then, the sound of the material totally giving way and my panties ripping off my body.

‘Well, this is just perfect,’ Verity said, stuffing my torn panties into my mouth, muffling my cries as Sam took a turn crashing her flat, strong hands on my reddening ass cheeks. ‘Let’s get him inside and we’ll show him exactly what it means for a sissy to have two special owners.’

If this was just the beginning, I knew that whatever was coming next was going to be something extra…


CHAPTER FOUR

To the amusement of the staff in the reception area of the Health Spa, I was marched by both Verity and Samantha, one firmly holding each arm and leaving me totally exposed, wearing nothing by a bra and a pair of shoes, my erect, tiny sissy dick bouncing up and down and on full display.

I could hear the laughter and the sniggers and when Verity suspected that I was averting people’s gazes, she roughly pulled on my hair so that my head was upright and everyone could get a good look at the sissy who being paraded in front of them.

‘Feel free to do what you need to do to ensure he is on point in his sissy behaviour,’ Verity said. ‘We’re both his owner and it reflects on us if we have a sissy slut who isn’t showing her best form.’

Samantha nodded and for good measure slapped my ass cheeks and the tops of my thighs as we left the reception area and walked into the sauna and steam room area.

I was told to get on my knees, hands on my head, and watch as my two owners stripped down, ready to enter the sauna. I followed them, on my hands and knees, as they entered the steam room.

‘Don’t mind him,’ Verity said to two men sitting over in the corner, accompanied by their wives. ‘He’s out little pet. Don’t hesitate to ask him if you need your feet kissed, or anything else that springs to mind.’

The two men and their wives laughed, and all I could do was remain on my hands and knees, awaiting further instruction. Or worse…

‘Personally, I don’t think you’ve quite had enough punishment, boy,’ Verity said. ‘Now why don’t you crawl around each of us and kiss each and every toe, licking in between each, really get in there amongst the sweat and the heat.’

‘Yes Miss,’ I said, my heart beating rapidly as I heard the two men and women in the corner laughing at just how pathetic a sight I was, now sucking an licking on Verity’s big toe, making a total exhibition of myself.

I duly serviced each and every one of them, the feeling of the stranger’s feet in my mouth was absolutely crushing, totally emasculating, but also thrilling as I looked up and saw the sight of their big, long, and very masculine dicks, looking like they were growing too…

‘Oooh, gentlemen, I think my sissy bitch has noticed your alpha dicks,’ Verity said, her hand running over Samantha’s shaved pussy. ‘Sissy, what do you think of the men’s dicks in comparison to yours? Go on, be honest unless you want that ass of yours filled right here and now.’

I knew what I was required to do in this situation. Having had a similar run in with my similarly snake-dicked alpha neighbor, Verity had made it very clear how I was to approach situations like this…

‘Sirs, your manhood puts me to shame, and it shows I am a sissy and not a man at all,’ I said, standing with my hands on my head and my legs crossed and slightly bent, perfect sissy posture, with my stiff sissy dicklet standing up, twitching in the steam filled room. ‘Please sirs, may I present myself to you for inspection and, if you desire, punishment and entertainment.’

The two men laughed, as did their wives. The me were older, in their forties, both of them classic bulls in their physiques.

Big.

Burly.

Perfect strong bodies to go with their masculine, alpha dicks.

I was evidently providing them with no little amount of amusement on their spa afternoon. Their wives were both curvy, their large breasts jiggling as their men fondled them in front of me, asserting the fact that they were the kind of men who got to do things like that, whereas I was nothing but the typical beta male, only good for being punished and exposed, degraded and humiliated at every opportunity.

No sooner than I said this, I sensed Samantha and Verity behind me, pushing me towards the men, bending me over, grabbing me by the hair, the mouth, pushing my face down on their dicks, rubbing me up and down…

‘Kiss their dicks and thank us for showing you what real men look like,’ Samantha said, her spare hand slapping my dick over and over as my lips pressed down on the shaft of the bigger of the two men, much to his amusement, his groin thrusting forward, his hands reaching down and pulling on my nipples…

I let out a moan, his hands on my nipples, combined with his fat dick stuffing itself inside my sissy mouth proving too much.

‘He likes it!’ One of the two wives said, standing up and forcing my mouth further down, causing me to gag. ‘Too much? Tough!’

I was finding now that everyone’s hands were all over me, taunting me as they pulled, pinched, and tweaked on me, all the while as my mouth and tongue were being put to work on the men’s dicks and the very wet pussies of each woman too.

‘Sissy, get your tongue in your Miss’s ass,’ Verity said. ‘Miss Samantha first, then me.’

The men took great delight in picking me up and putting me across their laps, my mouth perfectly positioned to service Samantha’s puckered, sweating asshole.

As I worked my tongue over it, then inside, I felt the men parting my ass cheeks, spitting on my hole, and beginning to work their fingers in and out, causing me to squirm then moan and groan like an animal, my voice muffled by the fact I had Samantha’s two sizeable ass cheeks clenched around my nose and the lower half of my face.

As both Samantha and Verity came, soon followed by the two wives, it was looking like my punishment was drawing to a close. But not before the two men hauled me onto the bench, laying me down and jerking their dicks into my mouth and onto my face, their rope-like, thick, salty cum covering my face and filling my mouth within moments…

‘Perfect!’ Verity exclaimed, leaning over and spitting into my mouth as the other women watched, satisfied having been serviced by my tongue and now enjoying the show as the men finished covering me in their masculine cum.

‘So, does sissy think she deserves her own little sissy cummies?’ Samantha said, arching her eyebrow inquisitively. ‘Well, do you think you’ve earned it?’

I wasn’t sure how to answer…

‘Only if my owners think I have,’ I replied, my mouth tired from all the cock, pussy and ass it had taken. ‘Sissy boys don’t choose when they get their release, they wait for Miss to say.’

Both Verity and Samantha looked at each other knowingly.

‘Well, seeing as you responded so politely,’ Verity said. ‘Slut, raise your legs up, get that sissy clitty pointed right at that fuck hole, cock hungry mouth of yours.’

I did as I was told, the whole group crowding round me, their hands all over my body, groping me like I was a piece of meat…

It only took a couple of seconds but I shot my sissy cum into my mouth, with some of it shooting onto my face, mixing in with the men’s cum and the pussy juices of the women.

I let out a sissy squeal as I had been taught to do, a very feminine high pitched moan of pleasure, as I came and this was greeted with laughter and disdain by everyone as they revelled in the sight of me experiencing a totally humiliating orgasm, reward for my submissive behaviour, my willingness to be degraded by my owner, my new owner, and four total strangers…

This was my life under Verity’s command, and I had a feeling that things were only going to get more extreme from this point onwards…

AUTHOR PAGE & SNEAK PEEK

Sign up HERE to Tina’s Newsletter and receive a *FREE STORY*, plus notifications when new stories drop!

FOLLOW TINA ON AMAZON - HERE

and browse her back catalogue.

FOR AN AMAZING VALUE, SUPER HARDCORE BUNDLE…

TINA’S ENTIRE 2019 BACK CATALOGUE – HERE

Calling all Sissies and Gender Transformation Bimbos…Get ready to have your most explicit, taboo fantasies come true. 


Over 225,000+ words, whether you like the idea of being dominated, punished and humiliated by strict, beautiful women as they force you into scandalously tiny panties, OR if your dream is to be magically transformed into a perfectly feminine bimbo ready to be used by the big, ripped, alpha males you secretly drool over, this mega story bundle is perfect for you…


Covering Tina Major’s entire 2019 catalogue, these stories are explicit, wild, and aren’t afraid of pushing the boundaries of the sissies and body swapped characters that inhabit them…


Strictly for adults only the stories in this bundle contain: forced feminization, CFNM, SPH, beta male punishment, extreme humiliation and degradation in public and private, special sissy mess eating, and lots of tiny, frilly panties. PLUS slow and magical gender transformations, wild fantasies being lived out, willing bimbos ready to be used as roughly as their alphas desire, and of course many big, thick, strong alpha males. 

READ IT HERE

WHY NOT ALSO CHECK OUT HER PERFECT10 BOOKS STABLEMATE TEE RISE TOO…

HER HUGE BACK CATALOGUE AND LATEST RELEASES ON AMAZON – HERE

TEE’S HUGE ENTIRE 2019 HUCOW BUNDLE - HERE

NOW HERE’S THAT FREE PREVIEW…

VERITY’S SISSY!

Feminization, Punishment & Humiliation

By Tina Majors

Sign up HERE to Tina’s Mailing List and receive a *Free Story*, plus notifications when new stories drop!

This is a taboo, hardcore story that is strictly for adults only. Reader discretion is strongly advised. All characters and events are entirely fictional and any resemblance to those living or dead is purely coincidental.

All rights reserved with the author, ©Tina Majors (2019) and the publisher, Perfect10 Books (2019). No unauthorised reproduction of this material is authorised. Now, quit reading the small print and get ready for some hardcore action…

We join in chapter three…

I felt myself tremble in excitement as I knelt down and picked up Verity’s panties…

They were everything I had anticipated.

So soft, so slutty, so tiny…

I held them up to my nose and took a long, hard inhale on them, the scent of her pussy making me feel dizzy with excitement.

But my real desire of course was to put them on over my shaven, slim legs, pull them up over my thighs and onto my waist, covering my excited dick.

I stepped into them, on foot at a time, then bent over and slowly began to pull them up my legs, savouring the feel, the femininity of the action, the…

‘What the hell do you think you’re doing!’ Came the voice, angry, furious even, from behind me.

Oh my God.

It was her.

Verity…

I turned around to try and explain, to come up with some kind of bullshit excuse, whatever, but I just froze, my mouth open, totally unable to get any words out.

‘You disgusting little boy,’ Verity said, entering the bathroom in her sweaty gym gear made up of skin tight grey yoga pants, tight white t-shirt, and lurid pink sweatband. ‘It looks like I was right about you…’

Wait, what?

Had this been… a trap?

I didn’t know what to do. If I pulled the panties off, I would be stood there totally naked, hard, in front of my dad’s girlfriend.

But…

If I pulled the panties up to cover myself I would be totally humiliated, a panty boy sissy in her presence.

So I just did nothing and kind of had the worst of both worlds, panties half on, half off like some kind of cheap slut.

‘I’m sorry, it’s not…’ I said, finally managing to get some words out. ‘If we can just forget about this?’

‘You must be joking!’ Verity said, laughing menacingly. ‘I saw what you’d been looking at online on your dad’s computer last week, so I decided to lay a little test for you. So now, not only are you mine, you’re my slutty, sissy boy too, right?’

I felt my face go red, I mean seriously crimson, totally humiliated and embarrassed in front of this woman…

A total babe…

A fiercely dominant woman…

Now seemingly my mistress, totally in charge of me, and seemingly intent on making me suffer…

CHAPTER FOUR

Without any further ado, Verity marched over to me and with real venom grabbed me by my hair and marched me from the bathroom and into her room where she promptly threw me across her lap and began to spank me.

Hard.

Fast.

‘First things first, sissy,’ She said over the sound of her hand against my reddening ass cheeks. ‘I tell you which panties to wear, I tell you when you can have a little boner with that pathetic beta sissy dick, got it?’

‘Awwww, yes, awwww, please, I’m sorry, Verity,’ I said, the strength and sharpness of her spanks really bringing home that this was really happening.

‘You’ll call me Madame Verity unless otherwise instructed, sissy,’ Verity said, squeezing and shaking my red cheeks, parting them to inspect my puckered, nervous ass hole. ‘Well, it certainly looks like you’ve got a tight little virgin ass, we’ll have to see about that!’

I felt myself experience another surge of crushing humiliation and degradation.

But…

I also felt like this was something I wanted, too. I mean, was this not exactly the kind of situation I had spent many hours fantasizing about, looking up online?

Verity knew it as well as I did.

‘Now, stand for me and let me inspect you properly,’ Verity instructed.

She laughed and giggled at the sight of my red ass cheeks, my humiliated face, my dick standing to attention, perilously close to cumming, and of course…

Her panties around my ankles.

‘Okay, that little sissy clitty needs covering up,’ She said, taking photos of me, to my total humiliation. ‘You may raise your superior’s panties up, right up, get them nice and high on the waist.’

READ VERITY’S SISSY! IN TINA’S HUGE BUNDLE – HERE
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