
        
            
                
            
        

    


Her Pretty Sissy: A Taboo Femdom Forced Feminization & SPH Humiliation Novel




Panty Fetish, Stocking Worship & Corporate Domination




Introduction: Her Pretty Sissy










Ethan Stone was the epitome of power—a man who commanded boardrooms, whose icy gaze sent his employees scrambling to please him. Ruthless, dominant, and feared, Ethan ruled his corporate empire with absolute authority. But beneath the tailored suits, the commanding presence, and the impeccable reputation, Ethan harbored a secret craving so shameful, so forbidden, it would shatter his carefully crafted image forever.










He secretly yearned to be dominated, feminized, bound helplessly beneath a powerful Mistress who would strip away every ounce of his control, dignity, and masculinity. A fantasy he could barely admit, even in the darkness of his lonely penthouse.










Until Vanessa.










His seductive, confident personal secretary—beautiful, intelligent, and dangerous—accidentally discovered Ethan’s deepest fantasies. Instead of disgust or ridicule, she saw opportunity, power, and delicious humiliation. With a wicked smile and an irresistible allure, Vanessa offered Ethan the very thing he feared and desired most: a chance to surrender fully, to become her obedient, feminized sissy.










Ethan soon found himself willingly kneeling at her feet, begging shamelessly for bondage, punishment, feminization, and even the ultimate submission—pegging. Vanessa expertly pushed every boundary, transforming Ethan from a feared CEO into her pretty, obedient sissy toy, utterly controlled, thoroughly humiliated, and desperate for more.










This is the explicit, intoxicating journey of Ethan’s submission and feminization—a story of exquisite humiliation, relentless dominance, and the addictive thrill of losing control completely.










Welcome to

 

Her Pretty Sissy


 
—where surrender is absolute, humiliation is exquisite, and every forbidden fantasy is made explicitly real.









Chapter 1: Beneath the Suit










Ethan Stone wasn’t the kind of man who fucked around. His name alone carried weight, his presence enough to silence whispers in boardrooms and instill instant respect from subordinates. At forty-two, his sharp, commanding aura, impeccable tailored suits, and piercing ice-blue eyes marked him as a force not to be trifled with.










In his sleek, glass-walled corner office, atop the gleaming skyscraper that carried his company's logo, Ethan ruled his kingdom with iron discipline. His word was law, his decisions unchallenged. Yet, beneath all that power, all that ruthless dominance, Ethan carried a secret.










Late at night, when he knew he was alone in the sprawling, shadowy silence of his penthouse, Ethan surrendered to an entirely different side of himself—a side that desperately craved submission and humiliation. A side that dreamt of being controlled, disciplined, feminized. A pretty little plaything, at the mercy of a powerful Mistress who'd bring him to his knees, bind him tight, and break him sweetly.










And tonight, that secret whispered louder than ever.










As Ethan clicked through pages on his laptop, his pulse quickened with every explicit image flashing across the screen. Beautiful, powerful women in leather corsets, lace lingerie, towering high heels. Dominant Mistresses with floggers and whips, strapons gleaming enticingly. Men tied, helpless, feminized, exposed. Ethan’s cock hardened painfully beneath his suit trousers as he paused at an image of a man kneeling, bound, lips parted obediently around a Mistress’s strap-on, utterly owned and humiliated.










A sharp knock snapped Ethan abruptly back to reality. He slammed the laptop closed, heart thundering, breath quickening as he barked sharply, “Come in!”










The heavy oak door swung open silently, and Vanessa stepped gracefully inside. Ethan’s secretary moved with an easy confidence, her black pencil skirt hugging firm, shapely hips. Her white blouse stretched just enough across her chest to remind Ethan—every damn time she appeared—that beneath that professional veneer lay a body built for pleasure, seduction, and power.










Vanessa’s full lips quirked in a tiny smirk as her dark eyes flicked briefly to his laptop, something knowing and wicked sparking behind their careful innocence. Ethan’s blood turned to ice. Did she see?










"Working late again, Mr. Stone?" Her voice was silken smooth, subtly teasing beneath its polite professionalism.










He cleared his throat. “Always.”










She stepped closer, placing a thick file folder carefully onto his desk, leaning forward just enough that he caught a tantalizing glimpse down the neckline of her blouse. Ethan forced his gaze upwards, away from the delicate lace edge of her bra. Away from the soft, intoxicating swell of her cleavage.










“Your documents for tomorrow’s meeting.” She hesitated, lips twitching in amusement as she eyed him carefully. “I noticed earlier your browser tabs were… interesting.”










Ethan’s heart slammed violently against his ribs. Fuck. She had seen.










He straightened in his chair, struggling to reclaim his dominance. “My tabs are my business, Vanessa.”










“Of course, Mr. Stone,” she purred sweetly. Her voice dropped an octave, suddenly low, silky, dangerous. “But the next time you close your laptop, make sure it’s fully closed. A girl might see things she shouldn’t. Things…quite inappropriate.”










Ethan swallowed hard, heat rising in his cheeks despite himself. He felt trapped, vulnerable, exposed under the intensity of her gaze. Yet beneath the humiliation, his cock hardened even more, pressing urgently against the tight fabric of his tailored trousers.










Vanessa tilted her head slightly, eyes glittering with a dangerous amusement. Her fingertips trailed slowly, tantalizingly across the polished wood of his desk, tracing small circles closer and closer to him, almost touching his hand.










“It makes me curious, Mr. Stone,” she whispered softly. “The things you secretly want. Do you like being helpless, bound, feminized? Perhaps you long to be brought to your knees, humiliated until you beg?”










His breath caught in his throat, heart hammering wildly. Ethan opened his mouth, but no words came. He was Ethan Stone, a titan of industry, a king of his empire. And yet here, under Vanessa’s knowing, teasing stare, he felt stripped bare, powerless, desperate.










Her hand slid slowly, boldly across the desk, fingertips brushing his trembling knuckles. Electricity sparked between their skin, raw and explicit.










“I’m…not sure what you think you saw—” Ethan tried, voice betraying him with a pathetic tremor.










“Oh, Mr. Stone.” Vanessa leaned even closer, her voice a velvet whisper. “You don’t have to pretend. I know exactly what I saw. And I must admit…” She paused, savoring his panic, his arousal. “I like it. Very much.”










Ethan swallowed again, painfully aware how hard he was beneath the desk, how vulnerable he felt under her gaze. “Vanessa…”










“Tomorrow night,” she whispered, her lips inches from his ear, breath hot and dangerous against his skin, “after hours, in your office. You’ll do exactly as I say. Understand?”










It wasn’t a request, not even close. Ethan shivered, excitement and fear twining inside him like lovers, each fueling the other. He knew exactly what he should say. He should fire her, reprimand her, exert control. He should remind her exactly who he was.










But his cock ached, his mouth dry, his body betraying him completely. And instead of outrage, a shaky, whispered surrender spilled past his lips:










“Yes…Vanessa.”










Her laugh was soft, dangerous, triumphant as she pulled back, smoothing her skirt. She gave him a satisfied, teasing smile, turning towards the door.










“Good boy, Ethan,” she whispered, his first name rolling deliciously off her tongue. "Tomorrow, you’re mine.”










Then she was gone, leaving Ethan trembling at his desk, aroused beyond reason, shameful excitement flooding through his veins. Tomorrow. Tomorrow he’d kneel. Tomorrow he’d surrender. Tomorrow she’d strip away everything he pretended to be, leaving him exposed, feminized, helpless beneath her.










Ethan glanced again at his closed laptop, heart racing, feeling the intense sting of humiliation like delicious agony deep inside him. Tomorrow, Ethan Stone—the powerful, feared CEO—would become something else entirely.










A pretty little sissy, kneeling obediently at Vanessa’s feet.









Chapter 2: On Your Knees, Boss










The following day felt like pure torture. Ethan tried to keep his usual cold, commanding façade, barking orders and driving deals as if nothing had changed. But beneath his expensive Armani suit, beneath his carefully cultivated power, he felt the simmering anticipation, the burning humiliation of knowing exactly what tonight would bring.










And he fucking loved it.










Every accidental brush against Vanessa’s fingers as she handed him documents, every knowing look she shot his way during meetings made his heart pound and his cock harden painfully. He knew she noticed, knew she enjoyed tormenting him all day with subtle, delicious reminders of what was coming.










As the clock inched closer to 7 PM, the office emptied. One by one, his employees drifted out, oblivious to the twisted game being played right under their noses. Finally, the lights dimmed, leaving only the sleek shadows of furniture and the cool, silver glow of moonlight through the floor-to-ceiling windows.










At exactly 7, Vanessa stepped gracefully through Ethan’s door without knocking, a predatory smile playing on her dark-red lips. Tonight, she wore a tight black pencil skirt, sky-high heels, and a silk blouse unbuttoned just enough to hint at something dark and lace beneath. Her presence filled the room, dominated it, instantly turning Ethan’s vast office into her personal playground.










“You’re right on time,” Ethan said weakly, hating himself for the tremble in his voice.










Vanessa smirked, eyes glinting dangerously. “No, Ethan. You’re right on time. Kneel.”










He hesitated only a moment, the powerful CEO within him screaming in defiance, desperate to retain control. But the desire, the ache inside him drowned everything else out. Ethan stepped from behind his massive desk, and slowly sank down to his knees on the polished marble floor. The cool hardness beneath him felt shockingly real, humbling in a way he'd secretly craved for years.










Vanessa approached, standing inches from him, looming above, a vision of seduction and dominance. Slowly, she slipped off one stiletto, then the other, leaving them carelessly on the floor beside his face.










“Pick them up,” she said softly, deliberately.










Ethan’s cheeks burned crimson, the humiliation so intense it hurt. Yet he obeyed without question, reaching out to carefully gather her discarded heels, holding them awkwardly in his shaking hands.










“Good boy,” she purred, tracing his jaw with a single fingertip, sending electric shivers down his spine. “From now on, you’ll call me Mistress. Understand?”










“Yes…Mistress,” Ethan whispered, voice thick with arousal and shame.










She smiled, sharp and dangerous, eyes glittering triumphantly. “Good.”










Vanessa took the heels from his trembling grasp and placed them atop his desk, then turned back, walking a slow, teasing circle around Ethan’s kneeling form, like a lioness appraising captured prey.










“Take off your jacket, Ethan.”










His fingers trembled as he stripped off the tailored jacket, tossing it aside carelessly.










“Shirt next. Slowly.”










Heart pounding, he undid each button, fingers clumsy with anticipation. Vanessa stood watching, her gaze hungry, powerful. When he finally shrugged the expensive shirt off his broad shoulders, leaving him bare-chested and vulnerable, she stepped closer, nails grazing gently down his chest, sending raw, electrifying sparks straight to his aching cock.










“You’ve fantasized about this for a long time, haven’t you?” she whispered against his ear, her lips brushing his neck in a soft, teasing caress.










“Yes, Mistress,” he breathed, shuddering beneath her touch.










“Good. Now strip completely.”










Shame and excitement battled within him as Ethan obeyed, unbuckling his belt, pushing down his trousers and boxer briefs, exposing his painfully erect cock, throbbing and betraying exactly how badly he wanted this.










“Oh, look at you,” she murmured appreciatively, her eyes openly mocking his helpless arousal. “You pretend so hard to be strong, Ethan, but deep down, you're just a needy little boy desperate to be controlled.”










Her words stung, humiliation burning deliciously through his veins, making his cock twitch visibly. He couldn't deny her power, her absolute control over him. He was utterly hers, naked and exposed.










Vanessa reached down, softly stroking his face, tilting his chin upward to meet her gaze. “Now, Ethan, beg me to bind you. Beg me to control you completely.”










He hesitated only briefly, the shame almost choking him. “Please, Mistress…please bind me. Please…control me completely.”










Her smile widened, victorious. She opened the drawer of his desk, pulling out a sleek pair of leather cuffs she'd clearly hidden earlier. Ethan's pulse quickened; she'd planned every step meticulously.










Without hesitation, she secured his wrists behind his back, the cuffs snug, inescapable, binding him completely at her mercy. Ethan’s breathing quickened, heart hammering against his ribs. The sheer thrill of restraint sent waves of heat flooding through him.










Vanessa stood back, enjoying the view, eyes openly devouring his naked, helpless form kneeling before her.










“You look so perfect like this,” she purred softly, tracing fingertips across his trembling shoulder, his chest, finally teasingly close to his painfully stiff cock, deliberately denying him direct contact. “Such a strong man, reduced to this needy, desperate little boy at my feet.”










Ethan groaned, cock aching, leaking precum at her soft, cruel words. His muscles flexed helplessly against the cuffs, craving release he knew wouldn’t come easily.










“Please, Mistress…” Ethan whispered, voice rough, needy.










“Please what?” She laughed gently, mocking him. “Touch you? Reward you? You don’t deserve that yet.”










He whimpered softly, utterly lost to his humiliating desire. “Please…I’ll do anything…”










She chuckled darkly, sliding her fingers into his hair, gripping tightly, tilting his head back sharply, forcing him to stare helplessly up at her. “Oh, I know you will, Ethan. You’ll obey every command, no matter how degrading. You’ll beg me for things you’ve only fantasized about in your darkest dreams.”










She leaned down, her lips nearly brushing his own, her breath hot against his mouth. “And I’m going to enjoy every minute of making you my helpless, obedient sissy.”










Ethan shuddered violently beneath her grasp, completely under her control, no longer a powerful executive—just a desperate, trembling submissive, utterly at her mercy.










“Yes, Mistress,” he whispered helplessly, willingly surrendering everything.










She smiled, pressing one soft, dominant kiss to his parted lips before pulling away abruptly, leaving him kneeling, hard and trembling on the marble floor.










Vanessa turned toward his desk, opening another drawer, deliberately slow. Ethan’s heart pounded louder as she withdrew something soft, delicate, humiliating.










A pair of delicate, pink lace panties.










Vanessa dangled them teasingly before his face, enjoying his stunned, humiliated reaction.










“Are you ready to become my pretty little sissy, Ethan?” she whispered seductively, mocking his dignity, his dominance, his pride. "Are you ready to finally be who you truly are?"










Ethan stared helplessly at the delicate, feminine fabric, feeling a fresh wave of humiliation and desire surge through him.










“Yes, Mistress,” he breathed, surrendering completely, willingly accepting his fate.










"Good boy," Vanessa whispered, her smile victorious. "Now, let's dress my pretty little sissy."









Chapter 3: Pretty Little Sissy










“Stand up, Ethan,” Vanessa purred softly, the pink lace panties dangling provocatively from her fingertips.










With wrists still firmly bound behind his back, Ethan rose clumsily to his feet, cheeks burning hotly with shame. The cool air of the office wrapped around his naked, trembling body, enhancing the sensation of complete vulnerability.










Vanessa stepped close, her eyes exploring every inch of his exposed form, openly relishing his helpless embarrassment. Slowly, deliberately, she knelt before him—an ironic, humiliating reversal of roles that made Ethan’s cock twitch painfully with desire.










“Lift your foot, pretty sissy,” she commanded gently, holding the panties low for him.










He obeyed immediately, heart pounding as he raised one foot, then the other, feeling the soft, feminine fabric brush teasingly up his legs. The delicate lace caressed his skin, making him shiver with a humiliating thrill he never imagined he'd love so intensely.










Vanessa drew the panties upward, slowly, deliberately teasing the sensitive skin of his thighs until she reached his straining, rigid cock. Instead of tucking him away gently, she paused, fingernails grazing the head lightly, mocking his arousal.










“You’re so hard, Ethan,” she teased softly. “Such a needy little sissy. Do you like how these panties feel? How soft they are?”










“Yes, Mistress,” he whispered, ashamed and exhilarated.










She slowly eased the panties up and over his erection, the tight lace squeezing deliciously, barely containing his arousal. Vanessa smirked, clearly amused by the obscene sight.










“You look adorable,” she purred. “A big, powerful CEO in pink lace panties, desperate for his Mistress’s approval.”










He trembled at her words, the intense shame electrifying him, making every nerve ending scream for her touch.










Vanessa reached behind him, releasing the cuffs from his wrists, but quickly grasped his chin, forcing his gaze upward, locking his eyes with hers. “Stay still.”










Ethan froze, breathing shallowly, heart hammering. She turned, opening a discreet black bag she'd brought along, carefully pulling out a matching pink corset—tight, delicate, beautifully humiliating. Ethan swallowed hard, knowing he was about to be reduced even further, fully feminized for her pleasure.










She circled behind him, placing the corset around his waist, securing it snugly. Slowly, deliberately, she began lacing it up, pulling tighter, molding him into a helpless, submissive shape.










“How does that feel?” Vanessa murmured into his ear, lips grazing the sensitive skin of his neck.










“It’s tight, Mistress,” Ethan whispered, struggling for breath, feeling the corset squeeze his chest, forcing him into a humiliatingly feminine posture.










She chuckled softly, tightening it even further. “Good. It should be tight. You’re going to feel exactly how powerless you truly are. My pretty little doll, shaped and controlled.”










Vanessa then produced a pair of sheer, thigh-high stockings, holding them out with a devilish grin. “Now these. Carefully.”










Obediently, Ethan rolled the stockings up his trembling legs, feeling intensely emasculated yet powerfully aroused. The delicate fabric hugged his thighs snugly, heightening every sensation. Vanessa watched, openly amused, clearly enjoying his humiliation.










Finally, she brought forward a pair of glossy black high heels, tall and slender, gleaming seductively. Ethan’s heart raced, suddenly nervous. He’d never worn heels before. Vanessa noticed his hesitation, eyes sparkling wickedly.










“Put them on, Ethan,” she commanded, tone dripping authority. “They’ll teach you to move with elegance. Just like a proper sissy.”










He swallowed painfully, sliding his feet carefully into the heels, nearly stumbling as he straightened up. Vanessa steadied him, fingers firm around his waist, her lips close to his ear, whispering mockingly, “Balance, Ethan. Walk for me.”










He stepped cautiously, awkwardly, humiliation burning deeper with each unsteady movement. She laughed softly, delighting in his clumsy efforts. “You’ll improve with practice. Soon you'll be able to strut for me properly.”










She guided him gently yet firmly towards the massive mirror at the far side of his office. Ethan’s heart hammered as she forced him to look at his reflection. The powerful CEO he knew was gone, replaced by this trembling, feminized sissy, humiliated and exposed in delicate lingerie and heels. His cheeks flushed hotly with shame—and undeniable desire.










“You look beautiful, Ethan,” Vanessa purred softly, her hand trailing slowly over his lace-covered cock, squeezing teasingly. “A perfect sissy, desperate to please.”










He moaned helplessly, leaning against her touch, craving more. But she cruelly withdrew, leaving him gasping, needy, humiliated.










“Please, Mistress,” he begged shamelessly, no pride left. “Please touch me.”










“Not yet,” she whispered cruelly. “You’ll earn it. I want to hear you say exactly what you are.”










He hesitated briefly, shame fighting arousal—but arousal quickly won. “I’m…your sissy, Mistress. Your pretty little sissy.”










She stroked his cheek tenderly, rewarding his obedience. “And what does my sissy want most?”










“To serve you,” Ethan whispered brokenly, trembling with need. “To obey and please you, Mistress.”










She smirked triumphantly, leaning closer, whispering seductively into his ear. “Perfect. You’re going to learn exactly what it means to serve me, Ethan. You’ll worship me, obey me, and beg me to break you, again and again.”










Ethan’s knees went weak, the humiliation and surrender overwhelming him. “Yes, Mistress.”










Vanessa guided him gently down to his knees again, standing over him proudly. Slowly, she unbuttoned her blouse, slipping it open to reveal a seductive, lace-edged bra beneath, her breasts full and enticing. Ethan’s mouth watered helplessly, desperate to taste, to touch, to worship.










She stepped closer, guiding his lips gently towards her body. “Kiss me, Ethan. Worship your Mistress.”










He obeyed eagerly, kissing softly across her stomach, up to the lace edge of her bra, trembling as she rewarded him with soft moans and whispered encouragement. His cock strained obscenely against the pink lace, leaking precum, utterly desperate for her touch.










Vanessa held his head close, fingers tangling firmly in his hair, guiding his mouth exactly where she wanted it. “That’s it, Ethan. Such a good sissy. Soon, I'll have you begging for things you never dreamed you'd want.”










Ethan whimpered softly against her skin, lost completely in submission and pleasure. Every humiliation only deepened his surrender, every degrading command bringing him closer to complete, blissful obedience.










Finally, she pulled back, leaving him panting, trembling, desperate. Ethan stared up at her, eyes wide, utterly hers.










She smiled wickedly, tracing a single finger along his swollen, trembling lip. “Tomorrow night, we'll go even further. Until then, you'll wear your lingerie under your suit—knowing exactly who and what you truly are.”










“Yes, Mistress,” Ethan whispered, utterly broken, completely enslaved to her will.










Vanessa stepped back, carefully buttoning her blouse, looking down at him with a dominant, satisfied smile. “My beautiful sissy. You’ve taken your first steps tonight, Ethan. But trust me—this is only the beginning.”









Chapter 4: Denied and Desperate










The following day was exquisite agony.










Underneath Ethan’s crisp suit, beneath his expensive silk shirt, the delicate lace lingerie whispered across his skin, a humiliating yet thrilling reminder of his new reality. Every step, every shift of his weight, teased him mercilessly, keeping him hard and helplessly distracted throughout endless meetings.










Vanessa seemed to relish his torment, her dark eyes sparkling knowingly whenever they met his. She deliberately brushed against him as she delivered coffee, gently whispered reminders of his helplessness as she handed him reports. Ethan’s pulse quickened every time, a hot flush burning his cheeks. It was all he could do not to beg her openly in front of his employees.










The day crawled by, minute after agonizing minute, until the last of his staff departed, leaving him alone in the silent, shadowy office. He waited obediently, his heart racing, breath shallow, knowing she would come.










Exactly at seven, the door opened quietly, and Vanessa stepped inside, her presence dominating the room instantly. Tonight, she wore a form-fitting black dress that hugged her curves beautifully, her stilettos clicking across the polished floor like a promise of pain and pleasure. Ethan’s cock twitched instantly beneath the delicate lace.










“Stand up and strip for me,” she commanded softly, closing the door behind her.










Ethan obeyed eagerly, stripping away his suit jacket and shirt, heart pounding as she watched him expose himself, revealing the humiliatingly feminine lingerie beneath. Her smile widened, satisfied, predatory.










“You’ve been a very good sissy, wearing your panties all day. Did you enjoy feeling so helpless beneath your expensive suit?” she purred teasingly.










“Yes, Mistress,” Ethan whispered, his voice raw, cheeks burning with shame.










“Good,” she murmured, approaching him slowly, inspecting his lingerie-covered body with evident approval. She circled him like a predator, letting her fingertips brush across his chest, his hips, tracing down towards his straining cock, deliberately stopping just short of touching it.










“Lie down on your desk, Ethan. On your back.”










He obeyed instantly, climbing awkwardly onto the smooth surface, his breath hitching as he lay exposed, vulnerable beneath her predatory gaze. Vanessa opened her bag, pulling out sleek silk ropes, expertly securing his wrists and ankles, spreading him wide open, utterly helpless.










Ethan’s heart thundered in his chest, his cock pulsing painfully, the sheer helplessness intoxicatingly arousing. He strained slightly against the ropes, confirming their strength, the tightness around his wrists sending delicious spikes of humiliation and pleasure through his body.










Vanessa smiled softly, stepping between his parted thighs, slowly sliding her warm hands along the insides of his trembling legs, teasing closer and closer to his aching cock. Ethan whimpered softly, desperate for her touch.










“Oh, Ethan,” she whispered mockingly, tracing one fingernail across the bulging lace of his panties, gently stroking his trapped, throbbing cock. “You’re already so desperate, aren’t you?”










“Yes, Mistress,” Ethan gasped, hips bucking involuntarily against her teasing finger, aching for more. “Please…please touch me.”










Vanessa laughed softly, shaking her head slowly, cruelly. “Not yet, pretty sissy. First, you need to learn patience.”










She stepped away, retrieving a small satin blindfold, slowly covering his eyes, plunging him into complete darkness. Ethan’s breathing quickened, heart hammering, nerves hypersensitive as he lay bound and blind, completely at her mercy.










He gasped as he felt her soft hands return, sliding gently over his chest, teasingly circling his nipples, pinching them just hard enough to sting sweetly. Ethan moaned loudly, squirming helplessly against the ropes.










“Beg me, Ethan,” she purred seductively, her voice warm against his ear. “Beg me to touch you again.”










“Please, Mistress,” Ethan whimpered shamelessly. “Please, please touch me. I need it.”










Her hands moved lower, teasing down his torso, fingertips brushing across the waistband of his lace panties, slowly sliding inside, her nails lightly grazing his painfully erect cock, stroking gently, tantalizingly.










Ethan’s hips bucked desperately, begging without words for more contact, for release. “Please, Mistress…oh God, please…”










Suddenly, her touch vanished, leaving him gasping, trembling, painfully denied.










“Not yet,” she whispered cruelly, laughter edging her voice. “You’ll wait, Ethan. I’ll decide when—or if—you cum.”










She left him bound and blindfolded, helpless on the desk, hearing her move quietly around the room, tormenting him with suspense. His cock ached relentlessly, his mind spinning with desperate fantasies, utterly enslaved to her whims.










Minutes stretched into eternities before Vanessa returned, her soft laughter teasing him once more. “You’re so hard, Ethan. Such a needy little sissy. I wonder how long you can endure being teased?”










Her fingers returned slowly, softly brushing along his thighs, stroking the sensitive skin, deliberately avoiding his aching cock. Ethan whimpered helplessly, desperate, humiliated, aroused beyond reason.










She edged him expertly, stroking slowly, softly, pushing him closer and closer to orgasm, stopping cruelly every single time he came near release. Ethan begged shamelessly, his voice cracking with desperation, his pride utterly shattered.










“Please, Mistress! Please let me cum…I’ll do anything…”










“Anything?” she purred seductively, softly caressing his face. “Will you surrender completely? Beg for things that shame you deeply?”










“Yes!” Ethan gasped desperately, all dignity lost. “Anything, Mistress!”










Vanessa smiled, satisfied, fingers trailing teasingly across his quivering lips. “Good boy. Then tomorrow night, you'll beg me to fulfill your most humiliating fantasy. But tonight, I want you to remember exactly who you belong to.”










She leaned close, her lips brushing against his ear, whispering cruelly. “I’m leaving you tied here, Ethan, bound and denied until I decide you’ve suffered enough. You’ll remain this way—aching, desperate, helpless—until you realize you’re nothing more than my needy little sissy toy.”










Ethan whimpered in protest, his cock throbbing helplessly, painfully.










Vanessa laughed softly, lightly squeezing his aching erection one final time, before pulling away completely, leaving him gasping and helplessly bound.










“Sleep tight, pretty sissy,” she mocked gently, her heels clicking away, leaving him alone in darkness, desperate and denied.










Ethan moaned quietly into the empty room, humiliation burning deliciously through every nerve ending, shame and desire blending into a potent, addictive cocktail. He strained uselessly against the ropes, surrendering completely to the raw truth of his existence.










He belonged entirely to Vanessa—her helpless, desperate little sissy, begging for release he knew he wouldn’t receive until she decided.










And deep down, Ethan knew he wouldn't have it any other way.









Chapter 5: Begging for Her Strap










The next evening, Ethan knelt silently in the center of Vanessa’s living room. Soft candlelight cast seductive shadows along the walls, illuminating various toys meticulously arranged on the table beside her—a deliberate, delicious display of dominance. His heart pounded in his chest, nerves vibrating with anticipation, knowing exactly what he’d be begging for tonight.










He’d spent the entire day aching, the relentless denial of last night leaving him desperate, needy, on edge. Now he knelt willingly before her, stripped down once more to delicate lace lingerie, humiliated, vulnerable, completely under her control.










Vanessa stood calmly before him, wearing a sleek black corset that hugged her curves perfectly, accentuating her dominance, paired with high stockings and stilettos. In one hand, she held a thick, leather collar. Ethan stared up at her submissively, eager to accept his fate.










She smiled softly, gently caressing his face. “Tonight is special, Ethan. Tonight, you’re going to beg me for something you've dreamed of for a long time.”










“Yes, Mistress,” Ethan whispered obediently, breath trembling with nervous excitement.










She placed the collar around his neck, securing it snugly, locking him into submission physically and mentally. Ethan gasped softly, the weight of her control pressing deliciously upon him.










Vanessa moved gracefully toward the table, picking up a slender, curved, silicone toy—slick, firm, intimidatingly enticing. Ethan’s pulse quickened instantly, cock stiffening helplessly beneath delicate lace.










She held the toy up, examining it casually, her eyes dancing mischievously as she watched Ethan’s flushed reaction. “You know exactly what this is, don’t you?”










“Yes, Mistress,” Ethan whispered, heart hammering. “It's…your strap-on.”










“Yes, Ethan. And you’re going to beg me for it.”










Ethan hesitated briefly, humiliation flooding his veins with intense shame—but beneath it, the relentless, aching need pulsed stronger. “Please, Mistress…please fuck me.”










She tilted her head slightly, eyes darkening with satisfaction. “That was barely begging, Ethan. Surely you can do better.”










His cheeks burned brightly, voice faltering slightly. “Please, Mistress. Please use your strap-on. Please…take me, claim me, humiliate me. Make me your obedient sissy.”










Vanessa’s smile widened victoriously. “Good boy. Now come here.”










Ethan crawled obediently towards her, heart pounding, cock throbbing with painful excitement. She gently guided him onto the plush couch, positioning him on his knees, bent forward, exposed and vulnerable. Ethan shivered, knowing exactly how humiliating he must look, and loving every moment of it.










Slowly, Vanessa removed his panties, exposing him completely. He gasped quietly as he felt cool lubricant being generously applied between his trembling cheeks, Vanessa’s gentle yet commanding fingers expertly teasing his sensitive entrance, slowly stretching and preparing him.










Ethan groaned softly, shame melting into helpless desire as Vanessa whispered soothingly, mockingly, behind him. “Relax, pretty sissy. You begged for this. You're going to love every humiliating second.”










He shivered violently beneath her touch, anticipation tightening every nerve in his body. He heard her behind him, strapping on the harness, his heart pounding frantically, cock twitching with humiliating excitement.










Then he felt the smooth silicone pressing firmly against his entrance, gentle but insistent. Ethan gasped sharply, tensing involuntarily.










“Breathe, Ethan,” she purred softly, stroking his lower back soothingly. “You can take this for me. Open yourself completely.”










Ethan obeyed, relaxing deliberately, surrendering fully to her dominance. Slowly, Vanessa pressed forward, the tip breaching him gently, stretching him open with a burning, exquisite ache. Ethan moaned helplessly, his body trembling with overwhelming sensations.










Inch by inch, she slowly filled him, pushing deeper, stretching him wide, completely dominating his body. Ethan groaned shamelessly, fingers gripping the soft couch cushions, the intense mix of pain and pleasure overwhelming his senses.










“Good boy,” Vanessa whispered approvingly, finally bottoming out inside him, holding steady, allowing him to adjust. “Such a good sissy, taking me so beautifully.”










She began moving slowly, withdrawing and sliding back into him deeply, rhythmically. Ethan moaned loudly, hips pushing back desperately against each powerful thrust, utterly lost in submission.










“Beg me again,” Vanessa demanded breathlessly, hips snapping forward firmly. “Beg me like the desperate sissy you truly are.”










“Please, Mistress,” Ethan sobbed helplessly, pushing back against her eagerly, feeling utterly humiliated, completely claimed. “Please fuck me harder…use me…own me!”










She growled approvingly, fingers digging into his hips possessively as she drove into him harder, deeper, dominating him completely. Ethan whimpered with every thrust, humiliation blending seamlessly with overwhelming pleasure, surrendering every part of himself fully to her control.










His cock throbbed desperately beneath him, aching, leaking onto the cushions. “Please, Mistress…please, let me cum…please!”










Vanessa laughed breathlessly, cruelly, as she relentlessly fucked him, her voice dripping dominance. “Not yet. You haven’t suffered enough yet, Ethan.”










She slowed abruptly, deliberately edging him again, sliding slowly, agonizingly inside him. Ethan sobbed helplessly, desperate beyond reason, begging shamelessly as Vanessa took her time, drawing out every sensation until he was trembling and pleading for release.










Finally, after an eternity of exquisite torture, she thrust deeply, gripping his cock firmly with her slick hand. Ethan nearly screamed with relief, hips jerking helplessly as pleasure exploded through his body, cum spurting violently across her fingers and the couch cushions, wave after wave shattering him utterly, leaving him shaking and gasping beneath her.










Vanessa held him gently, stroking his trembling body as he collapsed beneath her, spent and utterly broken. She kissed the back of his neck softly, whispering soothing praise as he struggled to catch his breath.










“You did beautifully, Ethan,” she murmured gently, easing carefully from his exhausted body, soothing him tenderly as she helped him settle comfortably on the couch.










He looked up at her weakly, completely surrendered, eyes filled with gratitude and adoration. “Thank you, Mistress.”










Vanessa smiled softly, brushing hair gently from his flushed forehead. “You’re mine now, Ethan. Completely mine. And we've only begun.”










Ethan smiled weakly, utterly at peace, knowing she spoke the absolute truth.









Chapter 6: Owned and Filled










Days blurred together, each one marked by Vanessa’s relentless dominance. Ethan had become her helpless toy, completely under her control, a powerful CEO reduced nightly to her obedient, feminized plaything. And each humiliation only made him crave more deeply, surrender more fully.










Tonight, Ethan stood trembling in Vanessa’s bedroom—once again dressed in exquisite, humiliating lingerie, wrists bound firmly overhead by silk ropes attached to sturdy ceiling hooks. His body was taut, muscles flexed, breath shallow, painfully vulnerable and entirely exposed.










Vanessa stepped slowly around him, admiring her handiwork, dressed elegantly in tight leather that hugged every curve, accentuating her dominance. A leather riding crop tapped lightly against her palm, each quiet slap echoing deliciously through Ethan’s mind, sending electrifying spikes of anticipation down his spine.










She stopped directly in front of him, smiling softly as her fingers traced his trembling jawline, his lips. “Tonight, Ethan, I’m going to own every inch of you. I’ll fill you, control you, and break you down until you're nothing but a desperate, begging little sissy.”










Ethan shuddered visibly, pulse racing, cock painfully erect beneath delicate lace. “Yes, Mistress,” he whispered, voice heavy with submission.










Vanessa leaned closer, eyes glittering dangerously, lips brushing against his ear. “Tonight will be your deepest surrender yet.”










Stepping back, she circled slowly behind him. Ethan’s heart pounded harder, nerves raw with anticipation. Without warning, the riding crop landed sharply across his ass, stinging fiercely. Ethan gasped, jerking against his bonds, the intense pain dissolving rapidly into a searing pleasure that pulsed deliciously through his body.










“Count for me,” Vanessa commanded softly, delivering another sharp strike.










“One,” Ethan whispered obediently, voice trembling.










Another strike landed, harder, making him cry out softly. “Two…”










With every carefully placed strike, Ethan counted aloud, the burning humiliation of punishment blending seamlessly into arousal, each number further solidifying his submission. By the tenth stroke, his voice was raw, hips trembling, cock throbbing desperately, leaking precum helplessly into his lace panties.










Satisfied, Vanessa approached again, softly caressing his reddened skin, whispering approvingly, “Beautiful, Ethan. You've never been more perfect.”










She stepped in front of him once more, fingers gently tracing the outline of his aching cock through the delicate lace, teasing him mercilessly. “You’re so desperate, aren't you? So needy for me to fill you again?”










“Yes, Mistress,” Ethan begged shamelessly, hips pressing toward her teasing hand. “Please…fuck me. Please fill me, own me, humiliate me completely.”










Vanessa laughed softly, eyes sparkling victoriously. “Soon.”










She slowly removed his panties, revealing his erection, swollen and desperate. Ethan gasped quietly, feeling exposed, vulnerable, and helplessly aroused.










Vanessa reached toward the table nearby, revealing a slightly larger, intimidatingly thick strap-on dildo—slick, curved perfectly, designed to completely claim him. Ethan’s breath hitched instantly, a tremor running through his entire body.










Vanessa positioned herself behind him, sliding the tip teasingly between his sensitive cheeks, slicking him generously with lubricant, slowly working him open. Ethan moaned shamelessly, aching to be filled.










“Beg again,” Vanessa whispered seductively, applying gentle but insistent pressure. “Beg your Mistress to own you.”










“Please, Mistress,” Ethan gasped desperately, hips pushing backward, craving penetration. “Please fill me completely. Claim me, dominate me…break me. Make me yours completely.”










With that, Vanessa pushed firmly inside, sliding slowly but insistently deeper. Ethan cried out, pleasure and pain blending perfectly, stretching him open exquisitely. She sank deeper, inch after inch, until he felt utterly claimed, entirely filled by her.










“Good boy,” she murmured, holding steady within him, allowing him to adjust. “You belong to me now, Ethan—fully and completely.”










She began thrusting gently, rhythmically, each firm stroke igniting raw, overwhelming pleasure inside him. Ethan moaned loudly, head falling back, surrendering completely to the exquisite humiliation of being penetrated, claimed, and utterly dominated by his Mistress.










She gripped his hips tightly, increasing her pace, thrusting deeper, harder. Ethan sobbed helplessly, hips moving desperately to meet every thrust, his entire world reduced to the delicious, relentless rhythm of Vanessa’s dominance.










Her hand slid around him, grasping his throbbing cock firmly, stroking him expertly in sync with each powerful thrust. Ethan trembled violently, mind spinning, desperate for release.










“Please, Mistress!” he gasped urgently, voice cracking with need. “Please let me cum. I need it…so badly.”










Vanessa slowed deliberately, teasing him mercilessly, her voice silkily cruel. “Not yet, Ethan. Tell me exactly what you are first.”










He shuddered helplessly, humiliation burning hotly within him. “I’m your sissy, Mistress—your obedient, desperate, humiliated sissy, begging for release.”










She tightened her grip firmly around his cock, thrusting deep, hard, claiming him utterly. “Cum for me now, my pretty little sissy. Cum as I own you completely.”










Ethan’s entire body tensed violently, pleasure exploding through him in relentless, overwhelming waves. He came hard, cum spurting wildly from his aching cock, his voice breaking into desperate sobs of pleasure and submission, completely shattered by the intensity of his release.










Vanessa held him gently, soothing him, whispering praises softly into his ear, comforting him as his body trembled uncontrollably. Slowly, she withdrew, carefully freeing him from his bonds, helping him gently onto the bed, holding him closely, kissing him softly.










“You’re mine now, Ethan,” she whispered tenderly, stroking his hair lovingly. “Fully mine, owned completely. Do you understand?”










“Yes, Mistress,” Ethan murmured weakly, cuddling gratefully against her body, utterly surrendered and beautifully broken.










Vanessa smiled softly, kissing his forehead lovingly, satisfied beyond measure. “Good. Because tomorrow, my pretty sissy, we begin the next chapter of your training. And I promise, you haven’t seen anything yet.”










Ethan smiled weakly, utterly content, knowing he was exactly where he belonged.









Chapter 7: Forever Hers










Morning sunlight filtered softly through sheer curtains, bathing the bedroom in a warm, golden glow. Ethan lay curled against Vanessa’s body, his head resting gently against her chest, feeling her steady heartbeat beneath his cheek. Last night had broken something within him—something he never wanted repaired. He belonged completely to her, body, heart, and soul.










Vanessa’s fingers trailed soothingly along his back, tracing gentle patterns across his bare skin. “Good morning, my sweet sissy,” she murmured softly, her voice still thick with sleep.










Ethan smiled contentedly, pressing closer against her warmth, relishing the tender intimacy that balanced perfectly with her dominant cruelty. “Good morning, Mistress.”










She kissed his forehead lovingly, tightening her embrace. “You did wonderfully last night. Your surrender was perfect.”










“Thank you, Mistress,” Ethan whispered, cheeks heating softly at the memory of how deeply she’d owned him, how completely he’d surrendered to her control.










Vanessa tilted his chin upward, capturing his lips gently, tenderly, their kiss soft yet possessive. She pulled back, gazing down at him warmly, eyes glittering with affection and dominance intertwined.










“Tell me how it felt,” she demanded softly, stroking his cheek tenderly. “Tell me how it feels to finally belong to me completely.”










Ethan hesitated briefly, finding words difficult through the intense emotions that filled his heart. “It felt…perfect. Like I finally found myself—like all the walls came down, and there was just me, helpless and yours, exactly where I was always meant to be.”










Vanessa smiled approvingly, cupping his face gently in her hands. “Exactly. This is who you truly are, Ethan—mine, my beautiful, obedient, perfect sissy. You never have to pretend again. With me, you can always be yourself.”










He shivered softly at her words, his heart swelling with gratitude and adoration. “I’m yours forever, Mistress. Completely.”










“Good,” she purred seductively, lips brushing teasingly against his. “And your training is far from finished. We’ve barely begun exploring all your lovely humiliations.”










Ethan flushed warmly, anticipation stirring deliciously inside him. “I can’t wait.”










Vanessa laughed softly, trailing her fingers lower along his body, teasing gently across his hips, closer to his sensitive skin. “There are many more boundaries to break, Ethan. Soon we’ll explore chastity, forced feminization publicly—perhaps even share your obedience with others who enjoy humiliating my pretty little sissy.”










Ethan gasped softly, the idea igniting fresh humiliation and excitement deep within him. “Anything, Mistress. I’ll do anything you desire.”










She smiled victoriously, her voice dropping to a sensual whisper. “I know you will. That’s why you’re my perfect plaything. Soon, I’ll have you begging publicly—perhaps dressed in lovely dresses, heels, made-up beautifully—showing the world exactly how submissive and desperate you truly are.”










Ethan trembled visibly, the thought intoxicatingly humiliating, yet deeply thrilling. “Yes, Mistress.”










Vanessa leaned close again, her breath warm against his ear. “Imagine being shown off at private parties, dressed exquisitely feminine, kneeling obediently at my feet as others admire my perfect sissy slave. Would you enjoy that, Ethan?”










His heart raced wildly, cock stirring helplessly at the explicit image she painted. “Yes, Mistress,” he whispered breathlessly, barely managing the words through the overwhelming humiliation.










“Good boy,” she praised softly, hand sliding firmly along his growing erection, teasing him gently yet deliberately. “That’s exactly what your future holds—public obedience, exquisite humiliation, endless surrender. You’ll experience things you’ve only dreamed of in your darkest fantasies.”










Ethan moaned softly, hips lifting instinctively against her teasing touch, desperate already for more. “Please, Mistress…”










Vanessa smiled softly, stroking him gently, lovingly, drawing soft, needy gasps from his trembling lips. “Such a desperate little sissy already. But remember, Ethan, your pleasure belongs entirely to me now.”










She abruptly withdrew her hand, leaving him aching, needy, desperate—exactly how she wanted him. Ethan whimpered softly, hips shifting helplessly, begging silently with pleading eyes.










She chuckled softly, shaking her head teasingly. “Patience, pretty sissy. You’ll get used to denial and frustration. You’ll learn to love it as deeply as you love surrender itself.”










“Yes, Mistress,” Ethan whispered obediently, heart pounding with intense desire, humiliation, and gratitude.










Vanessa pulled him close again, pressing tender kisses along his neck and shoulder, comforting him lovingly. “You’re mine forever, Ethan. My perfect sissy—beautifully feminized, obedient, and desperately submissive.”










Ethan sighed contentedly, cuddling closer, utterly at peace, knowing this was exactly where he belonged—bound in exquisite humiliation and surrender, completely and forever hers.










“Forever yours, Mistress,” he whispered softly, meaning every word.










She kissed him again softly, lovingly, her smile warm with genuine affection and dominant satisfaction. “Good. Because your training continues tonight—and tomorrow, and every day afterward. You’ll experience deeper humiliation, exquisite suffering, and complete submission. And you’ll love every second of it.”










Ethan smiled warmly, cuddling even closer, heart utterly content. He knew she was right—his journey had only begun, a lifetime of delicious surrender and humiliation stretched ahead, all at her command.










And he couldn’t fucking wait.
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