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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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