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-TO COME-

‘If you want these panties, you’ll need to crawl for us,’ Tanya said. ‘Wiggle that little sissy ass as you crawl around the office. Show us what a little slut you are.’

The two women took a seat on my office sofa and watched as I did as I was told, crawling around on all fours, shaking my ass as I did, totally debasing myself as I did my best to please these two cruel, powerful, but totally incredible women.

I was feeling, even in this moment that was so new, so degrading, that this was actually where I deserved to be. On the floor, naked, following instructions from two totally superior women.

‘Hmmm, now, get over here and get to work on our toes,’ Margot said, kicking off her shoes. ‘Get sucking, licking, and sniffing, show us how much you worship us.’

‘Yeah, you can imagine you’re sucking one of those big black dicks you seem so fascinated with,’ Tanya added laughing as she took her shoes off, planting her heel right on my mouth as I raised my head, my mouth open, tongue out. ‘Maybe if you progress in your training, you’ll be getting a real dick to worship. How does that sound?’

I made a muffled noise of appreciation and agreement as I found Tanya working her toes into my mouth, stretching it, pushing in deeper.

‘Okay, enough,’ Margot said, standing up and picking me to my feet, her strength impressive, her ability to command me even more so. ‘Give us your best cock hungry, sissy slut walk. Up and down the office. Show us what a clitty boy you are, and we’ll put you in your valentine panties.’

I knew I had to impress them.

One, because they were my mistresses now, there was no escaping that. I felt like it was my duty to follow their instructions, to do as I was told. The fact that they could get me fired was barely a side thought now. I was committed to being their sissy slut, living out my fantasies.

Two, I just knew I had to get into those panties. The sight of Tanya and Margot holding them up to me, the perfect motivation, the reason I had to give them what they demanded of me.

‘Sissy! Stop staring and get parading!’ Margot said, spanking my ass and sending me on my way. ‘Let all that cum hungry, beta bitch sissy out, show us who you are!’

I began to walk around the office, making sure to be as feminine and beta as I could, allowing my slender hips to work from side to side, then stepping things up by gripping on to my desk, spreading my legs and sticking my ass out, presenting it to the two alpha women as the mocked, cheered and jeered me in equal measure.

‘Spread those sissy cheeks!’ Tanya shouted, laughing as I did as I was told, showing her my pink, puckered ass hole. ‘Now twerk that booty! Imagine you’re doing it for…

-end of preview-


CHAPTER ONE

I had decided to walk home from work that afternoon, having decided to give myself a half-day.

Hey, it was Friday, it had been a long week, so sue me, right?

I made sure everyone knew I was leaving, and knew full well that many other people would do exactly the same thing in my position. Most of the other people working in my segment would be leaving early too, so what difference would a couple of extra hours make.

And, anyway, just because I was their boss didn’t mean they were suddenly incapable of looking after themselves, now did it?

They were a good group, generally speaking. It was kind of a case of poacher turned gamekeeper for me. I had started at a relatively low level, if not quite entry level because of my graduate degree. I had spent a few years just doing my thing, slacking off, not really taking the work seriously or getting involved with anything I didn’t absolutely have to. I was a bare minimum kind of guy and had annoyed many of my previous bosses and supervisors.

Then it got to a point where basically I wanted a little more money…

You know, my basic gym wasn’t quite cutting it any longer, nor was my basic cable package either. I also wanted to eat better foods, hang out at better bars, all of that kind of stuff. Go on better holidays.

The list is endless really.

But there was no way I was going to get any of this working in my job at that low level, so I decided to kind of give the impression that I had turned a new leaf, projecting the idea that I was no this kind of super-keen guy, totally involved and engaged with the work culture, and then when an opportunity for promotion arose, I would go for it and have a good chance of success.

What happened next though definitely wasn’t on the agenda.

Apparently I did so well in my interview for the minor promotion that I was actually offered a somewhat more significant jump, three levels in fact, and all of a sudden I was now the manager for the department as a whole. I mean, don’t get me wrong, it wasn’t as if I was in charge of hundred of people, far from it. But it was also a significant step up from the job I thought I was going for.

Well, I wasn’t going to say no.

Not with the financial package that they offered. It really would make a huge difference to me. My plan was to actually use the extra money, save it, and then when I had enough, go travelling for like four years or maybe use the money to live abroad permanently, get a chill beach job somewhere hot, something like that. I figured that dealing with the kind of corporate rubbish that would come my way for a couple of years would be well worth it if it meant I could ditch this life forever.

There were some definite heads being turned when it was announced that I had go the big job as part of the management shakeup…

Salty looks were heading very much in my direction from colleagues who had always been ambitious, pulled their weight, and were now shocked and appalled that I had just sauntered into the interview, doubled-down on my fast-talking show of compliance and ambition, and was now shooting up the ladder without so much as breaking a sweat in the past.

Yeah, haters definitely are going to hate, I could see where that phrase was coming from now.

But, that was up to them.

I didn’t take it personally and my main goal was actually to gain the trust of the team, seeing this as the best way of avoiding conflict, hassle, or in other words – more work for me to deal with in my new role.

The results so far had been kind of mixed...

Some people totally bought into what I was doing, who I was presenting myself as now. But the hate from the salty ones who hadn’t got the job or simply felt irritated by my rise wasn’t going anywhere it would seem.

Well, what were they going to do about it?

Not much, not much at all I figured.

So anyway, there I was walking away from work, feeling pretty chill and ready for an equally chilled out weekend. I didn’t exactly have much planned, and I figured I would probably hit the health club, have a nice steam and sauna, maybe a massage. Then, in the evening, hang out with a couple of the guys, maybe grab a couple of cold beers, nothing excessive.

Sunday?

Well I thought probably a visit to the movies, maybe grab a bit of brunch before the matinee – there was a new spot that had opened near my place that had been receiving rave reviews so it was all looking like we would go there and see for ourselves.

Well, that was the plan anyway…

Just as I was about to cross the road and hail an Uber to take me to a restaurant I had agreed to meet my friend at, it suddenly struck me.

I felt a cold, panicked flush shoot over my entire body.

I couldn’t have, could I?

There was no way in hell I had left my computer on in my office. Unlocked. With what was on the screen…

I began to rationalise the situation. Even if I had left my computer on, unattended, and the screen unlocked, no one was likely to enter my office anyway. And even then, the screen would have gone into shutdown mode anyway.

Right?

Right?

Well, I didn’t want to run the risk, and I wasn’t too far from work anyway, so I decided to take the hit and go back now. After all, it could have been worse, I could have been further way.

As it was, I would be back in the office in no time, turn off the computer (if indeed it did need turning off) and I would be back out and ready to enjoy my extended weekend in double quick time, no one would be any the wiser.

Better safe than sorry.

But as I was about to find out, not quite safe enough…

CHAPTER TWO

My mind was racing as I walked double speed back to the office. It wasn’t like I had been looking at anything graphic, but…

For some time now, and made worse by the fact I now had a private office, I had been looking at sissy oriented Tumblr pages, male humiliation captions, anything and everything that related to men wearing panties and being thoroughly and relentlessly humiliated and degraded for it…

I was wracking my brain as to whether I had logged off. Not aided by my apparent panic, I couldn’t focus my mind well enough to actually recall precisely how I had left my PC.

But there was one thing I remembered very well indeed…

The final image I had been looking at was seared into my brain. It was a favourite of mine, one I always came back to look at time after time. If I was alone at home, or even if I was in the privacy of the bathroom at work, it would often result in me masturbating hard, fast, and with the same sticky conclusion each time.

It was an image of a blonde bimbo, big titties, big booty, pressing her foot down hard on the face of a weak, panty wearing white man as a big, strong, black man stood behind her, his hands fondling her. The caption to the image?

Suck My Feet Sissy. And No Cummies Until You’ve Eaten My Bull’s Hot Spunk

It got me every single time. There was just something so powerful about the image of the sissy male, wearing nothing but a flimsy, tiny pair of panties as his mistress and her muscular, big dicked lover tower above him.

I knew this was all a fantasy, something that in truth I was quite happy to keep that way. I mean, it wasn’t really realistic to expect to be able to play it out in real life, I just wouldn’t have known where to begin. So, yeah, all of the panty stuff was simply for my personal entertainment.

All this being said, I still very much did not want even a hint of these fantasies becoming common knowledge at work. For obvious reasons. And not least because I was definitely breaking corporate rules by looking at such materials on a work PC.

I knew that if my rivals found out, they would make the absolute most of it. The consequences didn’t beat thinking about, and with that in mind I upped my pace and soon found myself breaking into a jog as I grew closer to the office.

CHAPTER THREE

I stepped out of the elevator on my floor and walked towards my office, trying not to attract attention, despite the fact that I was certainly feeling nervous, paranoid, my heart beating at a hundred beats a second.

I gave a couple of nods to some colleagues, but didn’t stop and chat either, preferring instead to simply get to my office and either breathe a sigh of relief that I had in fact logged out of my computer, or quickly get it shut down.

Either outcome would be fine at this point.

I shut the door behind me and to my horror I realised that I had indeed left my computer switched on…

And yes, it was still on that sissy Tumblr…

In a total panic, I clicked off it and was ready to turn the machine off and get the hell out of there, when the door to my office creaked open. I looked up, guilt all over my face, immediately blushing, my face feeling like it was on fire.

I saw from the looks on their faces that they knew.

‘Well, the sissy has come back to try and clear his mess,’ Tanya said, shutting the door behind her, her voice playful, but with an undeniable hint of menace. ‘Too late though, we know exactly who you are, and what you’ve been getting up to during work hours.’

I was speechless, in a blind panic.

Tanya looked at Margot and the pair burst out in laughter. Tanya and Margot were two of the women who had been very disappointed to not get my job, and to be honest they probably had every right to be pissed off. They were both smart, professional, and their work ethic put me to absolute shame.

Oh, and they were absolutely stunning too. Both of them were tall, very well put together with gym honed bodies, that perfect balance between strength, cardio, and curves that is all the rage now. In fact, I had sometimes jerked myself off to their images on Instagram as they posed for selfies together in yoga pants that left little to the imagination.

In short, they were a pair of Goddesses.

And they had me exactly where they wanted me.

CHAPTER FOUR

‘Now, how about we start as we mean to go along,’ Margot said, walking over to me, taking my hand off the PC mouse and getting the sissy Tumblr back up on screen. ‘No need to hide that, sissy. In fact, we’ll be seeing a lot more of these images.’

With that, Margot punched me in the stomach, causing me to drop down to my knees. She grabbed my hair and turned my head so that I was looking directly at the screen, the sight of the sissy in his panties, the dominant woman, the big bull behind her was thrilling as ever, but now there was the extra level added of how I was experiencing the image…

‘That’s it, you look at that little beta wimp in his panties,’ Tanya said, laughing, ripping at my shirt, tearing it off my body, her hands wandering around and pulling on my nipples. ‘Say thank you, thank me for pulling on your sissy nipples.’

I hesitated.

This was absolutely insane, I couldn’t believe what was happening...

I mean, could people outside of the office see what was happening, could they hear what Tanya and Margot were saying?

‘Answer Miss Tanya!’ Margot said, slapping my face, pulling my head back and spitting into my open mouth. ‘Sissy bitches answer their mistresses! They don’t pause, they don’t think, they do as their told!’

‘Now, do you agree to be our little sissy slut in exchange for us keeping your little secret?’ Tanya said, pulling me onto my back and unbuttoning my trousers and yanking them down, leaving me only in my pair of white Calvin Klein trunks. ‘Answer right now or we’ll drag you out there and take you up to the chief executive’s office you stupid little beta.’

I had no choice.

I knew that.

I had to accept their demands…

‘Y-y-y-yes, um, Mistress, I, um, agree to be your sissy slut,’ I said, my eyes shut tightly in the sheer humiliation at the words that were coming out of my mouth. ‘Please, don’t tell the Chief Exec, I’ll do anything.’

‘Anything?’ Margot said. ‘Well first things first then. Up on your feet and we’ll get these CK’s off. They look far too manly for a little sissy boy to be wearing.’

‘Yeah, and seeing as it’s Valentine’s day tomorrow, we’ve gone and got you a very special pair of panties to wear for us,’ Tanya added, placing her hand inside her pant suit trousers and pulling out a pair of scandalously tiny, revealing, barely-there red silky panties. ‘Now stop drooling over these and let’s see the maggot that’ll be going inside them!’

Slowly, my heart pounding, the adrenalin coursing through me, I pulled down my white trunks, my dick popping out, hard, clearly excited by the scenario that I was living in real life now, one that had been confined to fantast for so long.

Instinctively, I put my hands on my head. A show of complete submission, and something that I had often seen in the feminization and male humiliation blogs and images I had looked at.

Margot and Tanya began to laugh, pointing at my dick as it twitched, standing straight up to their attention. I felt so excited, humiliated, and still didn’t exactly know what their endgame was, exactly how far they would want to take all this.

I also knew that I wanted to be put in those red, frilly panties…

‘Well that is truly a pathetic little sissy clitty,’ Margot laughed, stepping right in front of me, slapping my dick from side to side, seeing how much I could take. ‘Do you like me laughing at it? Slapping it? Telling you what a useless little maggot dick you have?’

I couldn’t bring myself to answer, even though I knew full well that I did, that this was the most thrilling thing I had ever experienced.

Tanya stepped in and slapped my face hard, then stepped behind me and began to spank my naked ass, hard and fast, and with the skill and precision of someone who hadn’t missed a Thai boxing workout for a long time…

‘Answer Mistress Margot!’ She said, reddening my cheeks with each spank. ‘Tell her how much you enjoy being humiliated and dominated by us. Tell us what a little masturbator, sissy slut you are.’

This was getting too much for me. I could feel myself getting closer to cumming, but also knew that this would almost certainly lead to even more pain and punishment.

I had to answer Tanya, Margot, confess everything, I knew that.

‘Yes, I enjoy being humiliated by you both,’ I spluttered. ‘Please let me serve you, be your beta sissy slut, put me in panties, make me do whatever it is that please you. Please, treat me like the total wimp and sissy boy I am.’

Both Margot and Tanya burst out in laughter at my confession before Margot grabbed me by my ear and walked me around the office in a display of total control and power over me.

‘You want to wear your valentine panties, you’re going to have to work a lot harder for them,’ She said. ‘Much, much harder.’

I looked across and saw that Tanya was holding her phone in her hand, recording the action as Margot continued to march me around, naked, my body bent over, my red ass and rock hard sissy clitty on full display.

I was theirs now, and I knew that Margot was right, there was much more to come my way…

CHAPTER FIVE

‘If you want these panties, you’ll need to crawl for us,’ Tanya said. ‘Wiggle that little sissy ass as you crawl around the office. Show us what a little slut you are.’

The two women took a seat on my office sofa and watched as I did as I was told, crawling around on all fours, shaking my ass as I did, totally debasing myself as I did my best to please these two cruel, powerful, but totally incredible women.

I was feeling, even in this moment that was so new, so degrading, that this was actually where I deserved to be. On the floor, naked, following instructions from two totally superior women.

‘Hmmm, now, get over hear and get to work on our toes,’ Margot said, kicking off her shoes. ‘Get sucking, licking, and sniffing, show us how much you worship us.’

‘Yeah, you can imagine you’re sucking one of those big black dicks you seem so fascinated with,’ Tanya added laughing as she took her shoes off, planting her heel right on my mouth as I raised my head, my mouth open, tongue out. ‘Maybe if you progress in your training, you’ll be getting a real dick to worship. How does that sound?’

I made a muffled noise of appreciation and agreement as I found Tanya working her toes into my mouth, stretching it, pushing in deeper.

‘Okay, enough,’ Margot said, standing up and picking me to my feet, her strength impressive, her ability to command me even more so. ‘Give us your best cock hungry, sissy slut walk. Up and down the office. Show us what a clitty boy you are and we’ll put you in your valentine panties.’

I knew I had to impress them.

One, because they were my mistresses now, there was no escaping that. I felt like it was my duty to follow their instructions, to do as I was told. The fact that they could get me fired was barely a side thought now. I was committed to being their sissy slut, living out my fantasies.

Two, I just knew I had to get into those panties. The sight of Tanya and Margot holding them up to me, the perfect motivation, the reason I had to give them what they demanded of me.

‘Sissy! Stop staring and get parading!’ Margot said, spanking my ass and sending me on my way. ‘Let all that cum hungry, beta bitch sissy out, show us who you are!’

I began to walk around the office, making sure to be as feminine and beta as I could, allowing my slender hips to work from side to side, then stepping things up by gripping on to my desk, spreading my legs and sticking my ass out, presenting it to the two alpha women as the mocked, cheered and jeered me in equal measure.

‘Spread those sissy cheeks!’ Tanya shouted, laughing as I did as I was told, showing her my pink, puckered ass hole. ‘Now twerk that booty! Imagine you’re doing it for a room full of big black men with their monster dicks, all hard and looking for a sissy hole to use.’

With that image in mind, I began to move my ass, dropping down into a squatting position and doing my best impression of the dirtiest, most explicit lap dance.

‘Pathetic! But it’s obvious that you’ll be more than willing to do some training to get yousrslef up to standard,’ Margot cried out, standing up grabbing my ass cheeks, shaking them, parting them, then… ‘Take this, and don’t let it out!’

I moaned as Margot pushed in a fully lubed up butt plug, driving it slowly but surely right the way in, deep inside me.

‘Mmmmmph, thank you Mistress,’ I groaned, the feeling of my ass being stretched, taking in the thick plug, my muscles immediately clenching down on it, allowing it to rest snugly inside me. ‘Thank you for giving my sissy ass a present, mmmmmmph.’

The two women, my tormentors, my mistresses, laughed at the sight of me, my sissy clitty leaking a little precum, my ass stretched and filled up with a lube covered plastic dick.

‘I think it’s time,’ Margot said, looking at Tanya. ‘What do you say?’

Tanya nodded and motioned for me to stand in front of them.

‘Sissy, I want you to step into the panties,’ Tanya said, crouching down and holding the red, frilly panties at my feet, ready for me to step into them, to feel the sheer, soft material ride up my legs and then over my little dick. ‘But no mess making, don’t you dare. You only make your little cum puddle when we say. Got it?’

I nodded, but was unsure if I could live up to the promise, such was the state of my excitement right now. But there was no way I wanted to miss out on the chance to put the panties on in front of Margot and Tanya. I wanted to wear the panties, and equally as importantly I wanted to impress them, to make them happy with their sissy pet.

The panties rose up my legs, and it felt as incredible as I could have ever imagined. There was something about the fact that it was a beautiful, strict woman who was putting them on me that added an unlimited amount of thrill and completeness to the action.

‘See, that little maggot is barely a bump at the front!’ Margot laughed as the panties covered my dick with ease. ‘I can make out a little outline of it standing up to attention, but it definitely doesn’t look like a man’s junk is in there.’

I felt myself feel another rush of total humiliation. I knew what she was saying was true, a real alpha male would never accept this kind of treatment, and he certainly wouldn’t wear a pair of high cut, lacey panties for the entertainment of two women either…

‘Turn around, give us a proper look at you,’ Tanya said, laughing as I turned around three sixty degrees, the panties apparently fitting me well, emphasising my slender, feminine physique. ‘Now, come with me and have another look at that pathetic, perverted little sissy tumblr.’

The three of us stood in front of the screen, and I felt Tanya pull my panties down, over my dick, then leaving them around my lower thighs. The image of the sissy on the floor, the woman above him, the big black alpha bull behind…

It was too much…

‘Mistress, mmmmph, please, I’m going to, mmmmmph, I can’t help it,’ I stammered, my dick twitching, a string of my cum shooting out onto the desk surface, my knees going weak, my hand instinctively reaching down to my dick and jerking out the rest of my cum.

‘Slut! Eat that mess up, right this second!’ Tanya bellowed, pushing my face down onto the desk, my lips pressing down on the big pool of my own cum. ‘Lick every last drop up!’

‘We told you, sissies don’t make their slutty slime until their mistresses say!’ Margot added, grabbing my hair and rubbing my face around the cum. ‘Well, this is going to lead to a long, hard punishment, don’t you think for one second it won’t. You’ll be spending the rest of thie valentine weekend with us, tending to our every need, satisfying our every whim, and being utterly degraded and pushed to the absolute limit. Got it?’

‘Yes, sorry, thank you, I’m sorry for cumming, it was just,’ I said, before Tanya cut me off.

‘We know, the sight of the big black dick was just too exciting,’ Tanya said. ‘We’ve been following your browsing for weeks now, you stupid little slut, we just needed to wait for you to make a mistake. You’re a pathetic little beta, stupid, weak, a panty addict who was always going to let his guard slip sooner rather than later. Now, valentine sissy, finishing cleaning that beta seed up, pull your panties back up and over that maggot and get on the floor, on all fours, head down ass up, and await further instruction.’

With that, Margot and Tanya left the office, shutting the door behind them, leaving me to contemplate what the hell had just happened, and also what the heck I had coming my way from now on…

I was theirs. They knew it. I knew it. I could only wonder how long it would be before more people knew it too…
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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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