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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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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-

READ THEIR PANTIES - HERE
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