

HUMILIATED

By Her

FIRST TIME FEMINIZATION, BDSM, SPANKING, FIRST TIME GAY, FEMDOM PUNISHMENT BUNDLE

By Tina Majors

HARDCORE Erotic Sissy Feminization & Punishment Stories

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

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

All rights reserved with the author, ©Tina Majors (2020-) and the publisher, Perfect10 Books (2020-). No unauthorised reproduction of this material is authorised. Now, quit reading the small print and get ready for some hardcore action…

CONTENTS

1 REVEALED

2 EXPOSED IN PANTIES

3 SISSY SERVICE

4 FREE BONUS STORY FOR EXTRA NAUGHTY SUBMISSIVES…

5 MESSAGE FROM TINA & PREVIEW

Why not also try…

PANTIES FOR SISSY (10 STORIES) – CLICK HERE

SHOCKED HARD: TRANSGENDER FIRST TIME - HERE

REVEALED

GENDER BENDING, FIRST TIME FEMINIZATION

An Erotic Sissy Feminization & Punishment Story

By Tina Majors

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

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

All rights reserved with the author, ©Tina Majors (2020-) and the publisher, Perfect10 Books (2020-). No unauthorised reproduction of this material is authorised. Now, quit reading the small print and get ready for some hardcore action…

CONTENTS

PROLOGUE

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

WHY NOT ALSO TRY…

TINY PANTIES REAL PAIN: FEMINIZATION BUNDLE – CLICK HERE

FEMINIZED FOREVER: GENDER SWAP BUNDLE – CLICK HERE

PROLOGUE

Tamara would simply stand and watch as the group of women burst into laughter at the sight of me twirling and squatting wearing nothing but a tiny, black lace thong and the most ridiculously minuscule nipple tassels…

I was their sissy for the afternoon and this was my life now. They would be able to mock me, punish me, play with my entire body in any way that they liked and I had to accept whatever came my way, no matter how painful or humiliating it was.

But how had it come to this?

Well, ever since the first day that I met Tamara – or should that be Tamara met me – things have been very different. My old life was turned upside down and what I thought would only ever be my fantasies of being a submissive sissy slut were now one hundred percent my reality….

CHAPTER ONE

“Your little clitty isn’t hard yet, is it?” Tamara said, looking at me, sitting in the back of her car as she drove us to the restaurant.

“No Miss Tamara,” I said, blushing a little as I uttered those words.

We were driving to La Folio, the city’s top restaurant and pretty much the place to be for the rich MILF and cougar clientele who had nothing better to do with their days than frequent expensive restaurants. Tamara was meeting up with a group of particularly affluent women, the kind of women who could help with some investment in one of Tamara’s many business ventures.

Of course, the big selling point, and the factor that Tamara was using to really squeeze as much money out of them as possible was…. Me.

Yeah, I was her sissy, her submissive panty boy who she was more than happy to basically pimp out and use. She had assured the women that I would put on a real show for them, that I would be totally and completely malleable to their every wish and desire, that there was no boundary they couldn’t cross with me.

I had no choice to go along with it.

In truth, I wanted to impress Tamara, to make her feel certain that I was the ultimate toy, the best sissy she could ever want. She had taken over my life about six months ago and to be honest, I would never want to go back to my old life of working a regular job, trying to get ahead in the corporate world that just seemed so alien and pointless to me.

It just never provided any satisfaction, not really.

For me, the most satisfying thing I could ever do was please a superior woman like Miss Tamara. As I sat in the cramped back seat of her 2020 model Porsche, I saw her peering back at me in her rear view mirror, a hint of a smile on my face as my slimmed down body and scandalously revealing, banana yellow one piece leotard clung tight to my body.

I was the perfect beta male wimp for her, and she knew it.

Meanwhile, her Amazonian figure, like a six foot, super feminine Goddess, was totally overwhelming to me. She had athleticism, curves, strength, and total and complete confidence that she was always the most stunning, majestic person in the room. Her face was classically beautiful too, the kind of regal, totally natural beauty that would have most men totally under her spell within one second of spying her.

I felt safe with her, and honoured that she had chosen me to be her submissive little sissy.

“Are you going to be extra good today?” Tamara asked. “These women will almost certainly want to really push you, see just how much of a pathetic little loser you are. I hope you don’t disappoint me. And don’t go making your little sissy clitty explode too early either. You understand?”

“Yes Miss Tamara, I understand,” I said, nervously, aware that if these women really were that wild, and if Tamara was going to let them run loose on me, I might struggle to uphold my promise.

“I trust you,” Tamara said, laughing a little as she watched my try to get comfortable in my tiny seat. “Sit still! If you were man enough for the big seats up front, you’d be here already. Little worms sit in the back, so just get used to it.”

With that, she hit the accelerator and we burned our way up Maxel Canyon and towards La Folio, my heart pounding in anticipation at what was to come…


CHAPTER TWO

“Looks like we’re early,” Tamara said as we entered the function suite at the restaurant.

The table was all laid out ready, and it was hard not to be impressed by the very impressive and classy appearance of the place. I mean, it was super in demand and for regular mortals almost impossible to get a reservation.

Tamara of course was a pretty regular fixture there, but this was my first time. She had been on dinner dates, with me either waiting in the car or left at home, usually with strict instructions and tasks to complete to her exact specification. But, I was glad to be here now, even if the sight of me walking in with Tamara, in her perfectly tailored pin stripe business pant suit contrasted to me in my bimbo work-out one piece leotard.

I had tried not to look at any of the restaurant staff, male or female, but it had been difficult as Miss Tamara had gone out of her way, or so it seemed to me, to stop to each one of them for a brief chat, usually something to do with arrangements for the women we were due to be entertaining.

“Did you feel embarrassed?” Tamara asked me as she picked up a fork to inspect it. “The way the servers looked at you, a perfectly feminized sub standing quietly next to his Mistress? I bet you did. Well, they’ll be seeing a lot more of you as the day progresses, you can be sure of that. Now, I can see here that everything is pretty much set to go, but first can you just pop into the kitchen and double check that everything has been sorted to cover Ms Debella’s peanut allergy? Well, what are you waiting for?”

“Sorry Miss Tamara,” I said, the realization that this was her first test for me for the day hitting home. “I’ll check now.”

I walked quickly past her, making sure to maintain my sissy form and letting my slim hips and cute ass wiggle as I walked. I knew that she liked me to move like this, that in her eyes it showed my commitment to being the best sissy possible. On occasions where I had let this slip, or simply forgotten about it and regressed back to my old male ways, she had sometimes decided to give me an on the spot spanking, and that was certainly something I could do without right now.

As I walked out of the function suite and across the restaurant floor to the kitchen doors, the sounds of the kitchen grew louder and louder, and with them I grew increasingly nervous…


CHAPTER THREE

The kitchen was bustling, but as I stood there in my form fitting leotard and bright pink sneakers, the noise and action came to a standstill. Each and every man in there was looking at me, up and down, assessing the sissy that was in their macho, intense, and testosterone filled workspace.

I felt super-feminine, vulnerable, and almost forgot the reason I was in there in the first place. This was probably all part of Tamara’s test, to see how I would react, to give me some early humiliation to really put my mind in a truly submissive place.

I wanted to look around, see if Tamara had followed me in. I wanted her protection, for her to do the talking, to look after me…

The men were a mixture of old and young, some of them were absolute Alpha specimens, tall and bulky with muscular arms and pecs popping out from their tight white or black t-shirts…

“Can I help you?” Came the voice from what appeared to be one of the senior chefs. “Tamara sent you in here for something?”

He was tall, probably taller than Tamara, and certainly bigger than her. He had a well defined, stubbly face, and was probably in his late thirties. There was something about the way he carried himself, his confidence and a certain degree of nonchalant natural born arrogance or charisma, that was overwhelming.

He was the kind of bull that Tamara would tease me about, the type of big dicked stud that she would compare me to, with me being the complete and total opposite in every conceivable way.

Then, I saw him look over my shoulder, a grin coming across his face.

“Well, I see that my little sissy has lost her tongue,” Tamara’s voice came from behind me. “This just won’t do at all. Rick, perhaps you would take this sissy across your lap and spank the words out. Right now. This just isn’t good enough, not by a long shot.”

Before I could plead for mercy, I found Rick right up close to me and with total ease he was lifting me up and tossing me over his shoulder, my ass on display and perfectly vulnerable.

“Here, hike his leotard right up, expose as much cheek as possible,” Tamara said, wedgie-ing me and standing back to witness Rick begin spanking me with his broad, flat, strong hand.

Much to the amusement of all the kitchen staff, I began to wail out in pain, my sissy brain kicking in and my legs kicking against Rick’s rock hard stomach as he showed no signs of easing up, his manly strength making escape impossible.

To my relief, the spanking didn’t go on for too long, Tamara instructing Rick to put me down.

“Say thank you, sissy,” Tamara instructed, grabbing me by my hair and lifting my face to look at Rick, the bulge at the front of his tight checked chef’s trousers unmistakable.

“Thank you, sir,” I said, my ass glowing and my face equally crimson as I felt totally degraded. “Thank you for spanking me.”

Miss Tamara leant in and offered me some words of encouragement for how well I had taken my punishment, but I had a feeling that as humiliating as that had been, it was merely an appetiser for what was to come.

CHAPTER FOUR

“Change of plan, sissy,” Tamara said, bursting into the room as I practiced my best sissy squat. “The women would like to see you out on the terrace. So you’ll need to get into your bikini. What are you waiting for!”

I could tell be the tone in her voice that she wasn’t messing around or trying to trick me. This was real. Without any hesitation, I grabbed my bag and pulled out the bikini. It was tiny. Pink with absolutely nothing left to the imagination. I had worn it at Tamara’s house and in her garden, but this was something else all together.

“Get it on, right now,” Tamara said, perhaps sensing my reticence. “But first let me see that naked little beta body of yours.”

I did as I was told and stripped naked and stood for her. She approached me and towered above me, her eyes a mixture of total disdain and affectionate mocking. She got in close to me, her lips right up against my ear, sending shivers of fear and excitement through my body.

“Did you enjoy being spanked by Rick like that? A big, strong bull picking you up and punishing that cute little sissy ass of yours? All those other men watching too, probably wishing they could get their big, strong hands on you?” Tamara said, teasing me, her every word designed to test me, push me. “Well? You’d better answer because you know what happens to little sluts who don’t answer their mistresses.”

“Yes, I did enjoy it, thank you Mistress,” I said, kind of spluttering and also conscious that the situation was causing my dick to harden. I knew she would notice, but even so I did my best to kind of subtlety turn my lower half away from her. A foolish thing to do.

“Don’t even bother trying to hide that little thing,” Tamara said, reaching around and slapping my hard dick. “Normally I’d punish you for getting a little piggy sissy boner without permission but as it was over the thought of alpha men handling you, I’ll let it slide. It shows me that your well on your way to becoming a real sissy-girl.”

“Thank you, Miss Tamara,” I replied, relieved that I wouldn’t be getting another punishment but also feeling truly degraded by her words, the implication that I was no longer anything close to a real man and getting further away by the day.

“Well, what are you waiting for, get that bikini on and come with me,” Tamara said. “You’ve got some rowdy women to please.”

CHAPTER FIVE

The women roared and cheered as I walked through the open glass doors and out onto the terrace. The sun was beating down, and clearly the drinks had been flowing.

I stood next to Miss Tamara, naturally leaning in to her a little, intimidated by the sight of about ten women, all in expensive looking swimsuits themselves, accompanied by super expensive sun glasses and handbags and hats, looking every inch like the millionaire wives of powerful men.

They were a mixture of shapes and sizes too, but each one of them was supremely confident and clearly very safe in their sexuality and power. Some were tall, lean, and clearly no stranger to the swimming pool, hours and hours of laps having built their defined, toned bodies.

Others were curvier, their soft, luxurious bodies making picture perfect hourglass figures that I would not be able to look at for more than a second or two before finding myself dangerously aroused.

“Ladies, here is you entertainment, treat him for what he is,” Tamara said, addressing the group. “Now, I have business to deal with, so I leave her in your capable hands. Have fun!”

With that, Tamara turned and walked away without giving me a second look, her tall, imposing figure now no longer by my side, protecting me. I was left alone, my tiny pink bikini and smooth body on display…

“Well, give us all a look at what we’re working with,” A lady called Tina said. “Catwalk for us, up and down the edge of the pool.”

I swallowed hard, knowing that if I even showed the slightest sign of not doing what I was told, and Tamara found out, I would be in for serious punishment. And, more than that, I actually wanted to do well here and help to secure her funding money. I wanted to succeed so that my mistress could succeed.

Walking right on the edge of the poolside, I gave it my best sissy strut, feeling a sense of liberation at I paraded myself for the women’s amusement, lapping up their cheers and jeers as I let my ass wiggle and jiggle, the flimsy bikini material riding up my round, pert ass cheeks.

“Now, over onto my lap,” Tina said, sitting up on her recliner. “I want a closer look at what a little worm you are.”

I wiggled over to her and placed myself on her substantial legs. They were perfectly tanned, smooth, and had the kind of thickness that told me she had serious power and was probably more than capable of physically overpowering me.

“Don’t be nervous, I won’t hurt you,” She laughed, before promptly untying my bikini top and pulling on my nipples, much to the amusement of the women as they gathered around us. “Listen to her squeal!”

Tina pulled and twisted my nipples, testing me, trying to see if she could get me to beg for mercy, admit that it was too much. But somehow I managed to not give in, hoping that this would earn their respect in a weird kind of way.

“It seems like we have stubborn little slut,” Tina said. “Rachel, why don’t you see how strong the material is on those bikini bottoms?”

Then, before I had time to process what was going on, I felt two hands on either side of my waistband, hiking up high and hard, the material of my bikini being stretched upwards, close to breaking point, the slight sound of material tearing prompting Rachel to release the bikini and let it pop back into place.

“Very impressive, this stupid sissy must really love her mistress,” Tina said. “To take this kind of treatment and not even utter a word of complaint.”

“Probably too scared of what we’ll do to her,” Rachel said, leaning over from behind me and slapping her hand over my crotch, my dick squashed inside the tiny front bit of material, somehow having not escaped. “Why don’t we see how small her clitty is?”

The women all made their approval pretty clear. Rachel lifted me up by my armpits and in one swift movement she tore the bikini bottoms right off me and tossed them into the swimming pool.

Then I broke, made my first mistake.

I instinctively moved to cover up my dick, my hands just going there purely on instinct – my old masculine instinct anyway. Tamara would be angry when she found out I had done this, but that was the least of my worries right now. I looked at Tina and saw her smiling back at me, a wicked grin on her face, knowing that finally I had been broken, I had made a mistake that she could use to justify taking my humiliation up several notches.

“Rachel, fetch some men, real men,” Tina said. “I want dicks, not clitties.”

CHAPTER SIX

Within seconds Rachel returned, and she was accompanied by two black guys from the kitchen… and shortly followed by both Miss Tamara and Rick too.

I knew things were about to get very real, and the sheer look of delight on Tina’s face as I attempted to shield my body was enough to tell me that this was a situation she was truly relishing and revelling in.

Meanwhile, I caught a glimpse of Tamara who gave absolutely nothing away, neither showing anger or any kind of hint that she was finding this entertaining. All I could see was Rick’s arm around her waist and the bulge in his trousers looking as prominent as ever.

Suddenly, the two black men from the kitchen were holding my arms and lifting me up, effectively meaning I was suspended in the air with no way of covering up my exposed dick. The women were all cheering of course, and now coming in for a closer look.

Rachel was the first. She simply laughed at my hardening dick as it rose upwards. She scoffed and flicked at it with her fingers before crouching down and spitting on it, making me gasp.

“She likes that, everyone should have a turn,” Tina said, getting up from her lounger and spitting on my dick, pulling on my nipples again and then spitting into my open mouth. “There we are, a perfectly submissive sissy, ready I think for us all to have plenty of fun with. I don’t know about you ladies, but I’d like to see a little show. How about one sissy and two big, black studs? Sound fun?”

The women made their approval clear and I found myself back down on the floor, totally naked, the thin strip of pubic hair I was allowed to keep leading down to my throbbing clitty as the two guys from the kitchen removed their chef trousers and let their thick, hard, and incredibly intimidating ebony dicks spring out.

“Get to work, slut!” Rachel said, grabbing me by my hair and pushing my face into one of the dicks. “Get your hands on the other dick and start wanking. We want to see you work both at the same time. No slacking!”

I struggled to get my mouth over the dick, but with Rachel pushing down I got it inside and all the way in. It was maybe the thickest dick I had taken in my mouth and I felt myself struggle to breath as the man thrust his crotch forward, making me gag on his incredible length.

Wrapping my hands around the base of the other dick, I squeezed and pumped, the addition of the women spitting down on the dick and my hands adding a much needed lubricant that allowed me to work from the shaft all the way up to the head with greater efficiency.

I was really getting into it. I wasn’t able to see how Tamara was responding to this, but had a feeling that she was approving of my enthusiasm. Had she not been, I probably would have been hearing about it.

I could feel the man tense up and shoot his semen into my mouth, my reaction being to attempt to swallow as much of it as I could, but the fact that Tina leant over and yanked my head back making me pause.

“Open wide and show us all the load you’ve just taken!” Tina said. “No swallowing it until we’ve all seen what a cock hungry cum loving bimbo you really are.”

“Oooh, there’s so much of it,” Rachel said. “Are you going to gargle it for us? That’s an order by the way, sissy.”

I couldn’t believe that I was literally gargling another man’s cum in my mouth, but I actually just got on with it, kind of loving the attention I was receiving and feeling pretty confident that this was going down well with the women. I was told of course to swallow once they had seen enough, and I enjoyed the salty, thick cum as it slipped down my throat.

“Now, I see another dick that is still hard!” Tina said. “Sissy, perhaps you need to show us how quickly you can jerk a big meaty dick.”

I wasted no time, and almost in a frenzy I wanked and pumped on the dick, spitting on the head and licking the tip too, working as hard and fast as I could until I felt the semen rising up and covering my mouth and face as it splashed and covered my face.

The women cheered and the two big bulls high fived each other as the slapped their drained dicks across my face and my body, each one of them making it very clear that I was their property now, just as much as I was the property of Tamara and the other women here.

It was time for lunch, and as the women got up and walked inside, it was just me, Tamara and Tina.

“Tina, I hope that the first part of the day has been to your liking?” Tamara said. “Has sissy lived up to expectations?”

Tina paused and looked at me, kicking me and pushing me backwards onto my back. She towered above me and pressed her foot down on my exposed dick, her toes squeezing and moving, tormenting me and pushing me closer to cumming.

“She’s done very well,” Tina said. “Oh look, I think she likes this!”

The two of them then watched, both looking down at me as I writhed on the floor, the feeling and sensation of Tina’s feet on my erect sissy clitty proving too much as I let out a long moan and shot my sissy gloop into her feet, in between her toes.

“Well, you’d better get that mess cleaned up, piggy, right this second,” Tamara laughed, watching as Tina pushed and probed with her foot, making sure that my sissygasm was complete.

I lapped and licked, making sure to clean in between each of her perfectly manicured toes, the taste of my semen perfectly complimenting the sweat between her toes from a morning spent laxing in the sun.

As Tina walked away to join the other women inside, Tamara crouched down and placed her fingers over my nipples, smiling and leaning her face in close.

“Well done, sissy, you have done very well so far,” Tamara said, teasing me, running her tongue over my lips, my neck. “But there’s a long way to go yet, a very long way.”

Without warning, she sprung up and pulled my body up by my nipples, forcing me to spring up myself just to try and alleviate the pain. Yes, she was pleased with how well I had done so far, but this was her way of warning me, of keeping me honest to the fact that the investment hadn’t been sealed yet, and I would need to maintain my standards all the way through to double down and make sure that everyone was truly satisfied.

“Here, these will be your panties, stockings and bra for waitng the tables at lunch,” Tamara said, pointing at a frilly black thong and equally feminine see-through bra on the ledge next to the entrance. “You’ve got thirty seconds to get them on and get working that sissy body of yours. Oh, and if you do well enough, I’ll give you the pleasure of helping in the bedroom tonight as Rick gives me everything that a real man can. I’ll make sure you’re nice an involved, up close and in the action too.”

With that as motivation, what more did I need to make sure the rest of the day was an absolute sissy success…


EXPOSED IN PANTIES

SISSY PUNISHMENT & FIRST TIME FEMINIZATION

A HARDCORE EROTIC FEMINIZATION Story

By Tina Majors

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

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

All rights reserved with the author, ©Tina Majors (2020-) and the publisher, Perfect10 Books (2020-). No unauthorised reproduction of this material is authorised. Now, quit reading the small print and get ready for some hardcore action…

CONTENTS

PROLOGUE

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

WHY NOT ALSO TRY…

PANTIES FOR SISSY (10 STORIES) – CLICK HERE

MAGICAL SWAPS (MEGA BUNDLE) – CLICK HERE

PROLOGUE

I couldn’t believe how long I had been getting away with it. It must have been months. I mean, seriously. My long held fantasy of wearing women’s panties day to day was something I never thought could come true.

I just didn’t think I had the guts to go through with it.

But that was before I finally plucked up the courage to actually just go ahead and start doing it. From that very first time when I put on a pair of snug, hipster cut white panties with the little pink bow on the front and walked around my office with them on underneath my loose fit chinos, I knew I could never go back to wearing men’s underwear.

I was a natural born sissy, and I knew it. I’d often find myself getting super hard, my little dick throbbing with excitement, and I’d wonder why. Then of course I would remember that it was because I was wearing panties…

Soon, I expanded my collection to include the sluttiest thongs, the most revealing high-cut panties, and of course a pair of classically frilly, super-sweet pink panties too.

But one thing remained the same throughout this, and that was that this was absolutely my secret. No one knew, and I was planning on keeping it that way. I was taking a hiatus from the dating scene, so didn’t have to worry about a girlfriend catching me out, and I figured that as long as I was relatively careful at work, I wouldn’t be in any danger of being exposed there either. The corporate drones at work were only ever interested if the topic involved spreadsheets or profit margins, they would never pay enough attention to notice a slightly different panty line or even a bit of frilly material poking out the top of my pants.

But I was going to be careful, cover all the bases. However, I knew all it would take would be one slip, a slight drop in concentration that could change everything and leave me exposed and at the mercy of whoever caught me…


CHAPTER ONE

“Hey, Steve,” Jane said, smiling her cute-but-mischievous smile. “Fancy coming to help me pick up the coffees for the team?”

I didn’t need asking twice. This was a great opportunity to break out of the office and walk three blocks to the new coffee place that had taken our office by storm. I mean, they made seriously great coffee and just had that totally cool vibe to them too.

Jane and I walked out of the building and onto the busy high street. Jane was nice, and pretty hot too as it goes. I mean, she wasn’t someone who I had ever considered romantically or anything though, and I guessed the feeling was mutual.

When the chemistry isn’t there, it just isn’t there as they say…

But we always enjoyed hanging out with each other and generally bonded over the fact that secretly, or maybe not so secretly, we were a pair of slackers always ready to seize any chance we got to avoid doing work.

We were happily chatting away, both of us too doing that very modern thing of looking at our cell phone screens as we talked and walked down the sidewalk, almost certainly annoying other pedestrians… that is unless they too were engrossed in their own screens. Anyway, as it often the case when you are too deep into your screen, I suddenly had to swerve out of the way of some bro on a scooter and in my panic I dropped my cell phone on the pavement.

“Oh, shit!” I exclaimed, turning to curse out the scooter bro who was happily scooting off into the distance, totally unmoved or unbothered by having nearly run me over. “Hey, no, it’s good, I’ll get that.”

But it was too late, Jane picked up my cell phone and examined it for screen-cracks. Luckily it was fine, but there was something about the look on her face, kind of embarrassed, a little flushed, but also intrigued…

“I didn’t know you were seeing someone?” She enquired, turning the phone to me, the display showing my recent Amazon purchases… panties, panties, and more panties.

“I, um, yeah, I guess, it’s um,” I spluttered, trying to think of a way of explaining this away in a way that wouldn’t look totally and obviously like a lie I was making up on the spot to cover up my secret. “It’s actually an in-joke with an old bro friend of mine from college. We buy embarrassing things and get them delivered to the other one. Yeah, that’s it. That’s totally and definitely it.”

There was a brief pause and Jane handed me my phone back. I felt myself blushing a little, and to be honest I wasn’t totally sure that she believed me. Still, it proved nothing, so I wasn’t going to sweat it too much.

The brief moment of discomfort over, we carried on walking and entered the coffee shop, ready to get our order and maybe even something else on top.

CHAPTER TWO

The coffee shop was as busy as usual, but Jane simply gave a nod to the lady behind the counter and we grabbed a free booth to sit at as our order was prepared and put in one of those big cardboard holders.

“You know her?” I said, feeling comfortable enough to kick the conversation on now, the potentially disastrous phone-drop now seeming like a long time ago. “She’s the owner, right?”

“Yeah, Freda. We go way back,” Jane said. “She’s a very impressive woman, and actually a very well known artist too. I mean, seriously, she’s like one of these people who will surprise you by being good at everything she wants. And, also, everything she wants, she gets. Believe me.”

I wasn’t quite sure what to make of that comment. I looked over to Freda and watched as she gave out instructions to one of the baristas. She had short hair, kind of elf-like, and a pretty firm demeanour to her. Her clothes were classically cool, early thirties business owner chic. Expensive but not showy.

Just as I was finding myself getting a little transfixed on Freda, she looked up and our eyes met. I looked away, embarrassed, and realised that Jane had witnessed this. Damn, another moment of potential awkwardness between us.

“She’s not seeing anyone at the moment,” Jane said, laughing, kind of mocking the fact I had been caught out staring, but also with a hint of sincerity too. “I think potentially she could be interested. You want me to say something?”

“Oh no, it’s cool, but thank you,” I said, mindful of the fact that I was on a dating hiatus for a reason.

Speaking of which, I did something that I was doing more and more of. I began to wonder what kind of panties Freda was wearing, and more to the point… what would they look like on me? I figured it was probably a pair of functional, but classically sexy, panties… probably in a neutral color, definitely high-cut over her slender hips and tiny waist.

“Earth calling?” Jane said, waving her hand in front of my face. “Oh, look, Freda’s coming over now. Hey Freda!”

Freda was indeed walking over, carrying the coffees and with a smile on her face for Jane. After a quick hug and hello, Freda looked at me with what could only be described as a look of judgement, like she was analysing me, making her mind up about something almost.

Then, just like that, she said goodbye and returned to her work. Strange maybe, and definitely a little aloof. But whatever it was, it certainly got me thinking.

My mind was on Freda for the rest of the day, and little did I know it, but I had made an impression on her too…


CHAPTER THREE

Just as I was about to leave work, I felt my phone buzz in my pocket. Huh, that was weird… a message from an unknown number. I quickly stopped walking and opened the message up:

It’s Freda. Come back to my place, I’ve got something for you.

Okay, this was kind of interesting. I mean, was this her way of asking me out on a date or something? I felt a sudden surge of adrenalin, nerves, call it what you will. There was something not quite right about all of this, something very much not in line with the usual kind of way you’d strike up a conversation out of nothing, with barely any context whatsoever.

Then, I realised. It must have been Jane. She had almost certainly gone against my wishes and spoken to Freda when we’d got back to work – and after I’d asked her not to as well. Well, I wasn’t going to get too annoyed though. After all, what was the worst that could happen?

I mean, it wasn’t like showing up and having a coffee or whatever was tying me down to a ten date commitment or anything, was it? And, actually, I had been wondering recently about relaxing my no-dating rule just a little bit. I could always abstain from wearing panties if things were looking like they were going to heat up and I’d need to be taking my pants off.

I thought about going back inside to interrogate Jane about exactly what she’d said to Freda, try and steal a march somewhat, but then I remembered that Jane had skipped out of work early having somehow managed to accrue enough flexi-time credit despite seemingly never being in early and always leaving early too.

Go figure, right.

I took one more look at the message and then typed my reply.

Sure, see you there in 10

I felt the butterflies kick in again, and all the way as I walked back to the coffee shop, my mind was racing again with thoughts of Freda. Her firm, slightly cold demeanour. Her slender, yet strong physicality. And of course… her choice of panties.

CHAPTER FOUR

I walked into the coffee shop and it was as busy as ever. A quick scan around the place though and I couldn’t locate Freda. I looked at my phone, ready to send her a message to see where she was, but before I could get very far, I felt a hand on my shoulder.

I turned around and it was one of the baristas, a cute senior from the city university who worked part time, she had a smile on her face and I tried not to blush as she smiled a perfectly Hollywood smile at me.

“Freda will see you upstairs, in her office,” the barista said. “My name’s Jenny by the way.”

“Oh, okay, sure, thank you Jenny,” I said, kind of unsure about what the hell was playing out here. A date in someone’s office space at their café?

As I followed Jenny beyond the service counter and through the door that led down a pretty long corridor, I couldn’t help but wonder what was going on. I mean, I figured we’d either be hanging out at a booth together or, even more likely, imply meeting there and going out somewhere else to grab a drink or something.

We arrived at the office door and Jenny knocked, waited for a response and then opened the door and point me in, before quickly shutting the door behind her.

The atmosphere was intense, heightened in a way I couldn’t put my finger on. Freda was sitting behind her desk, looking imperious, in control, not getting up on ceremony for me or anything, almost acting like I wasn’t there.

“So, where shall we start?” she said, a hint of a smile on her face as she looked me up and down, in much the same way that she had done earlier when I was here with Jane. “I think we should talk about… your little panty fetish.”

My face burned crimson right that second, immediately upon hearing her words. I knew I should try and figure a quick way out, deny it, maybe even make a run for it. But something held me back, stopped me from doing that.

I felt frozen, totally stuck here, in this office room with Freda, a woman I didn’t know at all, but somehow seemed to know my deepest, most closely-guarded secret…

“Well?” Freda said. “If you’re not going to answer, I’m going to need to take some steps to find out for myself.”


CHAPTER FIVE

Freda got up from her desk and walked a couple of steps towards me. The look on her face was that same kind of cold, serious, but also slightly wicked look that told me she was enjoying just how uncomfortable I was.

I knew that I was wearing panties right now, but I couldn’t be sure that Freda knew. I mean, logically how could she? I was so disoriented, absolutely discombobulated really. But most of all, I was finding myself unable to talk my way out of this, or talk at all for that matter.

“Cat got your tongue, then?” Fred said, standing right up close to me, not caring one bit for normal personal space conventions. “It’s okay, I’ve dealt with panty boys like you before. Men who love to be feminized. Crave the feeling of soft, smooth, silky panties on their skin.”

“But,” I said, finally managing to get at least one word out.

“But what? Are you denying it? Now, now, you don’t want to lie to me,” Freda said, the hardness in her voice intimidating me, making it clear yet again that this was not a woman to be messed with. “Because I don’t like my sissies to lie to me. When they do though, I have to punish them. How do you think I do that? What do you think I do to these little, wimpy panty wearing sissies who disobey me?”

I was sweating. I could literally feel a bead of sweat running down my back as Freda circled me, still up close, her breath on my neck, tormenting me in a way that was equal parts super intimidating and sensual.

“I, um, I don’t know what’s going on here, but,” I said, finally stringing something approaching a coherent sentence together. “I think there’s been a misunder-”

“I thought I said I didn’t like being lied to?” Freda said, grabbing me by my ear and tugging on it, bending me down so that I was practically folded in half. “Don’t make me hurt you, sissy. Well, not anymore than I need to anyway. I’ll ask you a question, and I want an honest answer. Are you wearing women’s panties right now?”

I didn’t know how to answer. I mean, this was totally surreal. I knew realistically I could physically overpower Freda, and that if I wanted to I could probably break away from the hold she had me in. But my body simply wasn’t reacting.

I felt limp, weak, totally under her command…

“Answer me, answer me properly and try and get back in my good books,” Freda said. “Save yourself some pain, help me to go a little easier on you.”

“Yes, I’m wearing women’s panties, but, I can explain, it was,” I stammered, trying to make the best out of the situation, not really knowing what I was saying or doing, other than of course admitting the fact I was wearing a pretty tiny little thong. “It’s just today, I, um, don’t normally, but…”

Freda let go of my ear and took a step back. She laughed. I stood up straight but couldn’t bring myself to look at her directly, my face totally red with humiliation at what I had just confessed to.

“So, you’re wearing panties right now, but it’s just a one off?” she said, her tone mocking me, clearly not believing that for a second. “Right. Sounds exactly like what someone who was a panties seven days a week kind of sissy would say. Well, you give me no choice. If you’re not going to be totally truthful with me, I’m going to have to teach you a lesson.”

With that, Freda moved quickly and directly, managing to hook my arm up high behind my back, her strength and technique making it impossible for me to resist. She kneed me in my lower back too, just to ensure that I didn’t resist as she walked me over to her desk.

“Get over my lap now, you stupid little bitch,” Freda said, sitting down and pulling me over her lap, yanking my chinos down and thundering a first spank down on my exposed ass cheeks. “We’ll investigate these panties later. First things first though, this little sissy ass needs a smoking. And you’ll say thank you after each and every spank. You’ll call me Miss Freda and you’ll tell me just how much you appreciate this corrective punishment.”

Freda than showed me she was true to her word and spanked me relentlessly, her pace was consistent and very quickly her hard, clean spanks were making me whimper and holler in pain, the shock of what was happening making me comply with her wishes and thank her for each spank, my mind acquiescing to her wishes, not even considering the totally unique nature of the situation.

It was like I was born for this, that this was the real endgame of my panty fetish. To be over the knee of a firm, successful, beautiful and dominant woman who knew exactly what to do to a panty boy like me.

“That’s it, you keep saying thank you,” Freda said. “Oh hey, Jenny. Come in.”

I lifted my head up and to my absolute horror, saw Jenny standing there with a big smile on her face. It looked like this situation was about to get even more humiliating, and there was precisely zero I could do about it either.


CHAPTER SIX

“As you can see, we had to take some quick corrective measures,” Freda said, tapping my ass, laughing as I flinched and twitched, still lying prone across her lap. “But this one’s pretty subservient by nature, I think. We just need to teach him what happens to naughty little liars. Sissy, up and on your feet.”

Freda started to stand up, using the strength in her core to lift me up too. I had to stand up quickly or I would have found myself dropping to the hardwood floor beneath me.

My t-shirt barely covered my panties, and I made an effort to pull it down. A mistake on my part.

“Sissy, you never cover up, ever,” Freda said, sternly. “Jenny, let’s speed this up. Time to strip the sissy right down to the bare essentials.”

The two of them wasted no time and I found my clothes being roughly pulled off me, with no care being taken to maintaining the integrity of their shape. I heard ripping sounds, tearing noises. The two women did not care, it was clear that I was their ragdoll and they would treat me as such.

“Now, get those hands on your head and let us inspect your wimpy little body,” Freda said, lifting my hands into position above my head and then quickly focusing her attention to my panties. “You see, Jenny. It’s always the same. Sissies have tiny little bulges. If you can even call this a bulge. I think we need confirmation though. Will you do the honours?”

“I certainly will,” Jenny laughed, her immaculately manicured fingers pulling back my waistband and lowering my panties down until they were at my knees. “Oh my God, that’s not even a dick. It’s a clit.”

The two women laughed, each one of them bending down to observe the sight of my stiffening dick, excited from the torment and humiliation, as it began to twitch and rise upwards.

“Such a loser,” Jenny exclaimed, her fingers running over my nipples, pulling on them, delighting in my discomfort. “He knows he’s too weak for us, so he’s not even bothering to resist. Freda, does this little worm even qualify as a he?”

“I’d say not,” Freda confirmed. “Now, sissy, from now on you will be referred to a she. Got it? After all, if you are so obsessed with wearing women’s panties, and you have a clitty, then it’s only right that you should be addressed appropriately. Yes?”

“Yes, Miss,” I replied, aware that every word Freda and Jenny were saying was pushing me closer to the edge. The excitement and exhilaration I was experiencing was increasing exponentially now, pushing me on and on. “Thank you, Miss.”

“Walk up and down for us,” Freda said, turning me to face the other end of the office. “Show us how a bimbo slut like you walks, wiggles her hips and her ass, trying to attract the big, strong me no doubt.”

I felt another crushing feeling of humiliation. But I also knew that she was right, that she was tapping into something I knew to be true, to be a big part of my panty fetish. Almost on autopilot, I obeyed her command and walked up and down, much to their amusement as Freda recorded me strutting up and down in my panties.

“Jenny, pretend that you’re her pimp, give her some rough treatment for the camera,” Freda laughed.

Jenny didn’t disappoint Freda and quickly grabbed me by my hair and brought me in close to her.

“Sissy bitch, you better get me that money,” Jenny said, holding my mouth and squeezing it open, spitting into it in between her harsh words. “I want you sucking ten dicks and bringing me every last dollar. Big, thick, cum squirting dicks. The kind a sissy wimp like you could never have but spends your time desiring. Bitch, look at me when I’m talking to you.”

Jenny slapped my face, pulled my hair, and pushed me to my knees. She looked at Freda and nodded.

“Mason, it’s time,” Freda laughed, and watched in delight at the look of shock on awe on my face as one of the baristas, a huge black college senior called Mason walked in, wasting no time in striding over to me and unzipping his pants, allowing his long, tree-like dick to fall out, semi-hard but already a total monster. “She wants to suck you dry, Mason. Look at her licking her lips.”

It was true, that was exactly what I was doing. It was like my mind was switching over out of my control, I was becoming the sissy I had always dreamt of, and here was my first dick to service.

Mason grabbed his schlong and began to slap it across my face and onto my outstretched tongue. Soon enough he was pushing it into my mouth, not wasting a single second, the blood filling it up to a spectacular size that easily compared to the dicks I had become so enamoured with on websites like Blacked. I bobbed and sucked, slurped and spluttered on it…

“Such a natural little dick sucker,” Freda said. “This is very encouraging sissy, very encouraging indeed. Mason, pull out and cover her face with your alpha cum. I want a complete paint job.”

I felt Jenny hold my face still, her fingers holding my mouth wide open as Mason gripped his dick and jerked it hard and fast, a spray of thick, salty cum slashing across my face and into my mouth. He continued to wank himself, covering my face with every last drop of his semen, even pushing his length down on my eyes and cheeks to drain every last drop out.

Jenny had got some cum on her fingers and wasted no time in face fucking me with them, demanding that I lick them clean for her.

“I want every drop of your black God’s cum licked clean off my fingers,” Jenny said, enjoying the sight of me desperately trying to clean her fingers as she made me gag, pumping them in and out of my mouth, going deep, not caring for how uncomfortable it was for me.

Mason simply pushed his dick back into his pants and then looked at me.

“Sissy, zip me up,” he said, his voice firm, deep, and very intimidating. “I’ve got a few friends who’ll be very keen to hear about this. Thank you Freda for getting my involved.”

“My pleasure, Mason, you’ve earned this with your work this month,” Freda said, watching as the big, muscular man left the office. “Now, being a cock sucking bimbo isn’t all work and no play. I definitely think you enjoyed that, so lets finish you off.”

With that, she kicked off her high heels and pressed her naked feet down on my dick, massaging, manipulating, and making me cum in less than a minute, much to her and Jenny’s amusement.

I was shocked and overwhelmed by what had happened. My little sissy dick dripping cum on my legs and stomach, and my face still absolutely covered with Mason’s seed, I felt every inch a panty wearing feminized slut.

“So, this is how this is going to go,” Freda said, rubbing her cum covered foot over my body, wiping herself clean. “You’re mine now. And as an extra reward for your first day, you can come for dinner with me and Jane. After all, it was her long standing suspicions over you, confirmed earlier today when she saw those panties you ordered, that led to this whole situation being possible.”

It was so obvious now. But I wasn’t angry with Jane, I was nothing less than incredibly grateful. I didn’t know exactly what dinner was going to entail, but if the pair of scarlet red, frilly panties that Freda was pulling out of her desk were anything to go by, I was in for more panties, more punishments, and more even sluttier, degrading behaviour…

To be continued
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PROLOGUE

They called it the Sissy Service. What was advertised as a role for men with an interest in providing a fancy dress valet service, working flexible shifts and with the potential for good tips, actually turned out to be something very, very different…

But I was broke. My stand-up career had taken a nosedive in recent months, a few bad gigs stalling me and making the prestige bookings a little harder. I say prestige, what I mean is prestige for me… aka gigs that paid well enough to cover my wages. But, times were tough and this valet service seemed not such a big deal.

Sure, I could dress up, do some basic valet work, not a big deal. My training at drama school and then at various improv classes had taught me to deal with this kind of thing, so I couldn’t possibly see how it could be a problem.

Well, I began to figure that this job might be somewhat different when I turned up for my first day and was presented with my uniform by my boss Melissa. Tight, bright yellow t-shirt, rolled up to the midriff. Short pleated skirt. Tiny, high cut white panties. Roll-up white socks and shocking pink sneakers.

This couldn’t be right… but I had rent to pay and desperate times call for desperate measures… It was time for my first shift at the Sissy Service.

CHAPTER ONE

“Is there a problem?” Melissa said, standing up from her desk and glaring at me as I stood, frozen, looking at the clothes that had been laid out for me. “This is the Sissy Service, what on earth did you expect?”

It was hard to answer that. I guess I probably should have connected the dots a bit better. I mean, the clue had kind of been in the company name. But, staring at the rolled up yellow t-shirt, the panties, the pleated skirt… I felt overwhelmed.

I’d dressed up regularly at drama school and for improv, even occasionally playing female roles. But that was for art, for comedy. This felt very different.

I think what also made me feel so uncertain about this was the fact that for some time I had actually in fact been harbouring fantasies about this kind of feminization, often spending a great deal of time trawling the internet for the best sissy and feminization content going.

Hour upon hour had been spent pleasuring myself over images of sissies, dressed in panties, captioned, sometimes in Gifs, behaving like bimbos and sucking dicks, or getting spanked, or generally being submissive and degraded by alpha females and males.

But that was just fantasy. This was something approaching reality. I had no idea what was really being asked of me – but I figured I could cope if I was simply expected to park and clean cars for fancy events.

And who knows, I suppose I might actually…. enjoy it?

“Hello, earth to Kyle?” Melissa said impatiently. “If you don’t want this job, you can simply walk out of here now. I’m sure there will be other jobs… less well paid ones, but…”

“Um, no, I’m fine,” I mumbled, my head kind of in a bit of a daze, not really sure how to deal with this but knowing that I needed this job, and actually, my finances were in such a dire state of affairs that unless I took it, I would probably be needing to find a new place to stay, my roommate having told me that if I was late on the rent again, I would be out on my ass. “Sorry, yeah, it’s just a bit to get my head around.”

Melissa smiled, and stepped out from behind her desk.

She was an incredible sight. She was tall, easily over six feet in heels, and had the kind of body that a woman half her age would die for. She was in her early forties and definitely had that kind of cougar appeal. She was elegantly made up, glamorously dressed, and had the kind of bombastic curves that made heads turns.

I was staring at her, and she knew it too.

“Eyes on my face, Kyle,” she said, slightly mocking in her tone, but also with a hint of firmness. “If you’re going to make it here, we’ll need to make sure your manners are on point. Our clientele expects high standards, and that begins with etiquette. Knowing your place. Actually, I think we’ll begin with a little lesson.”

Before I had a chance to answer, Melissa very calmly took me by my arm and walked me over to the long corner sofa and with expert precision and authority, bent my body over her lap as she sat down. I was in total shock, my mind and body frozen and seemingly unable to resist her.

Some mumbled, spluttered words came out of my mouth as I tried to plead for her to stop, but something in my psychology was also telling me that this was the right thing to happen, that I should allow this beautiful, dominant woman to take control and guide me. Even if it meant being dominated like this.

“Please, I, um, what are you,” I said, my mouth just working in a totally disjointed way, not connected to my brain.

“Hush, you let Melissa give you your first lesson,” she said, gently but with that undercurrent of superiority and firmness that was always present. “Now, time for you to learn what happens to my sissies when they don’t meet my expectations.”

Melissa yanked my jeans down with ease, and began spanking my ass. She showed no mercy, building up the speed and landing with devastating accuracy. I cried out at first, begging for mercy, but she took no notice and continued to spank, the pain soon fading into the background as she broke me in and taught me my first important lesson… sissies do not complain, they serve.

“Good, you took that well,” Melissa said, rubbing my throbbing ass with her hand. “A cute little ass too. I think this could actually work out brilliantly for us all.”

CHAPTER TWO

After the spanking, Melissa told me that she had to go and do some what she called responsible adult business, the kind of thing that a sissy valet wouldn’t understand or be capable of.

There was just something about the way she delivered her words that had me hooked. She was quite over the top, sure. But the degree to which she was so convincing, so committed to what she was saying proved impossible for me to ignore. She had charisma too, probably the product in part at least of being a successful businesswoman, easily capable of spotting a man trying to hustle her and then having the game and mental ability to probably totally outsmart them at every turn.

Hey, she had me wearing women’s clothes and underwear, she clearly didn’t have a problem with putting a plan in place and executing it with total conviction.

Anyway, she had instructed me to make myself busy and get familiar with some of the services on offer. Telling me in no uncertain terms that my full cooperation would be expected, she instructed me to sit at the desk and read through the introduction pack and see what would be expected of me.

Sounds easy, right?

Well, I guess I should have figured that there would be more to this than it seemed. Before she left the room, she stopped and turned back.

“Aren’t you forgetting something, sissy?” she said. “You work for me now, so be a good little employee and get in your uniform. When I come back, I will have plenty of questions about the material you have looked at, and I expect full and detailed responses. Got it?”

“Yes Madame,” I replied, my heart racing, the realization that this would be far from a normal corporate induction hitting home in a big way.

CHAPTER THREE

Melissa had left the room, trusting that I would change into my uniform. I figured this was a test, so set about getting into my new clothes as quickly as I could.

Just before I did, I looked at them. It took a bit of getting used to the fact that I would be wearing women’s clothes, right down to the underwear. I mean, it was shocking, not at all the kind of thing I would ever have considered doing in real life…

But here I was.

This was very much a real situation now and I figured from my experiences as a stand-up, the best thing to do was to dive right in. With that in mind, I removed the remainder of my clothes and began by putting the t-shirt on, then the short skirt, leaving the best to last.

The panties.

I couldn’t help but feel an incredible thrill as I pulled them up over my smooth legs and towards my dick. I didn’t need to look down, I knew full well that I was hard… the excitement of the act trumping the humiliation and surreal nature of what I was doing. I guess the humiliation was probably adding to my excitement in an indirect way.

Either way, I was now full dressed in my sissy valet outfit and I decided to waste no time and get reading the introductory materials.

Sitting down at the desk, I clicked to open the induction presentation and immediately my eyes widened like saucers… this was full on, there was no other way of putting it.

What I was presented with were images of sissies, women, panties, big hard dicks, bukkake, faces and bodies covered in cum, captions that were designed to humiliate and degrade, all of them blending in and out of each other on the screen, almost putting me in a trance.

I looked away for a second, hitting the pause button. My first instinct was to jerk my dick hard and fast, my desire had been piqued to such an extent, I felt so horny that all I wanted to do was wank my sissy dick and make a mess all over my panties. But I knew that the punishment for that would almost certainly be unspeakable, and I didn’t want to put my job in jeopardy on my first day…

Well, it was more than that, I didn’t want to let Melissa down. I wanted to show her that I could take whatever she threw at me and still keep coming back for more.

So, what did I do?

I continued watching the presentation, determined not to let my hard, twitching dick cum, and I took in every single image, caption, and video clip, ready to answer her questions, ready to show Melissa on her return that I could very much be an employee to be counted on.

CHAPTER FOUR

“Well, well, well,” Melissa said as she walked back into her office. “I see you are indeed committed.”

I looked over at her as she shut the door behind her. I had been immersing myself in the rest of her induction programme and had just about managed to get through it without touching myself or, worse, cumming. I felt relieved that Melissa was back as I thought that this would mean an end to my torture.

I was wrong, of course.

“Well, it seems like you’ve certainly enjoyed what you’ve seen, now doesn’t it?” she said, standing over me, lifting my skirt up to reveal my dick standing har, pushing the flimsy panty material out in a most un-feminine way. “Did you touch yourself?”

“No, no, I promise,” I said, stuttering in a way that I was worried would make it sound like I was lying. “I promise. I just watched the videos as you said. Nothing else.”

Melissa laughed. She was enjoying watching my squirm and splutter, clearly totally intimidated by her and the situation in general. I could see that she loved the power she held over me, and no doubt all of her employees.

I looked up and saw that her nipples were hard underneath her top, and I must have stared for a fraction too long…

“Show some respect!” she bellowed, slapping me across the face. “A sissy doesn’t drool over his mistress like that. Apologise!”

I tried to apologise but Melissa made it as hard as possible, grabbing me by the hair and shaking my head around, slapping me again, really dominating me physically in a way that totally overwhelmed me too. It wasn’t like I didn’t have any strength, I was in pretty good shape, but something about her hold over me made it impossible to put up any kind of resistance as she hauled me up from the chair and tossed me down to the floor, resting at her feet.

“You need to learn the hard way,” Melissa said, pressing her foot down on my exposed midriff, applying pressure, toying with me but clearly more than capable of doing some damage at will.

“Please, Mistress,” I said, cowering, helpless. “I’ll do anything, please let me serve you and the Sissy Service.”

Melissa smiled, crouched down and lifted my skirt up, exposing my panties.

“First things first, let’s see just how ridiculous this little thing is,” she said, a wicked grin on her face as she slowly pulled my panties down…


CHAPTER FIVE

Melissa tossed her head back, laughing loudly as my dick popped out from underneath the panties, hard, twitching, and… not very impressive in her eyes.

“Wow, oh my word, that really is the classic sissy clitty,” she said, leaning in and flicking at my dick with her perfectly manicured nails. “Now, please tell me you don’t consider this to be a real man’s dick?”

I knew what she was trying to do. Push me closer to the edge. Degrade and torment me to the point I couldn’t take any more, make me debase myself by cumming to the sound and feel of her totally taking complete control of me.

“No, Miss, whatever you say,” I replied, trying to focus my energy on not squirting my sissy cum. “It’s a clitty not a dick, you’re right.”

Melissa laughed again, clearly revelling in just how subservient I was being, how easy it was proving to get me fully up to speed with her way of thinking, her cruel point of view regarding my status as her employee, her slave, and even my status as a man.

“Now repeat after me,” she said, purring with delight. “I am a sissy and at your service. Punish me, play with me, use me. I am here for you.”

I did as I was told and repeated it back to her. Not just once. Not twice, or three times even. But over and over again, each time receiving a slap or a stroke on my dick, each time my heart racing harder, my dick getting closer to cumming, until…

“No more!” Melissa said, twisting my dick, gripping it hard enough to ensure that I wouldn’t be cumming, not yet anyway. “I have arranged a trial client for you. And as it’s your first time, I will be sitting in on the trial run, there to lend a helping hand. Now, on your feet, pull those panties up over that stupid little clit and follow me.”


CHAPTER SIX

I walked behind Melissa as she strode down the corridor and out towards the front of the building. I felt myself sweating underneath my clothes, the realization of what was inevitably coming my way was dawning.

I began to wonder if I could go through with this. Although she hadn’t been any more specific than saying that this would be a trial run, simply from the uniform I was wearing and the induction video I had watched I knew that little would be left to chance by Melissa…

This was going to be full-on, of that there was no doubt.

“Now, sissy,” she said, turning to face me as we stood outside, waiting. “Travis Rock is a high profile business man, rich, successful, and likes his sissies nice and subservient. So absolutely no talking back to him, obey his every command to the letter. Trust me, you don’t want to give him an excuse to get into the punishments too soon.”

I nodded, accepting the severity of her words as gospel. I had figured that I would be dealing with some rich, affluent and demanding types and from my own experience working in hospitality, I knew just how difficult they could be. “Yes, Miss, thank you again for giving me this opportunity,” I said, comforted by her hand on my shoulder, almost like she was protecting me.

Protection that would be meaningless now that Mr Rock was seemingly pulling up in his classic red Ferrari.

“Walk to the car, open the door for him, and curtsey, offering your services,” Melissa said. “And good luck.”

There was something reassuring about the way she spoke. Sure, she was still very much my boss and apparently now my mistress, but there was a softer tone as she wished me luck, like she actually wanted me to do well, to meet Mr Rock’s expectations, and hers too.

I opened the door and stepped back as all six foot five of this beast of a man stepped out of the car. He was built like a professional athlete, lean, muscular, power emanating from him. His perfectly tailored suit was cut close and tight, really showing off his impressive, towering frame. He looked down at me as I curtseyed for him, remembering to lift my skirt high enough on either side, but also trying to protect my dignity at least a little bit by not revealing my panties. 

I watched as Mr Rock and Melissa spoke briefly, their voices slightly muffled meaning I couldn’t quite make out what was being said. I waited nervously for more instruction, not quite knowing what to do with myself. I was also conscious that despite being a little bit shielded by the gates to Melissa’s place, I would still be for the most part on display to anyone who was walking past.

“Sissy, I want you to soap my car,” Mr Rock said. “And make it fun for me. You can do it in just your skirt and panties. No t-shirt required.”

I looked at Melissa who pointed towards the bucket, sponges and hosepipe on the wall opposite the car. I didn’t hesitate and run over to them and quickly got the water flowing and the soap suds all over the car, washing and rinsing, my upper body soon covered in water and soap, my skirt too.

“Sissy, come over here!” Mr Rock said, his tone very commanding, his voice booming across to me. “Your skirt is soaked! Take it off right now.”

I went to unfasten the clip that was keeping it together but Mr Rock clearly wasn’t in the mood to put up with my fiddling around and he roughly grabbed the skirt and ripped it off me in one movement, leaving me exposed in front of him in nothing but my bright pink trainers, ankle socks, and white panties.

“Now let’s have a little look at the car first,” he said, grabbing me by my ear and marching me over to the car. “Not bad, not bad, but also not anywhere near perfect. We’ll do this right here.”

Wait, do what?

Before I could process what he meant, I found myself being bent over the bonnet of the car, my panties riding very high and my cheeks totally on display and vulnerable. Mr Rock wasted no time and began to spank them, his huge hands showing a relentless accuracy as they came down on me, making me whimper and gasp with every spank.

“Thank you, sir,” I said, somehow remembering from the induction video that I would need to thank my clients for every spank, every punishment. “Thank you s- Ow! Thank you, sir.”

Melissa was laughing, so much so that she came in closer to have a look and inspect. Leaning in, she turned my face to look at her and as she saw me grimace and scrunch up my face in pain, she laughed again, forcing my mouth open and spitting in it, much to Mr Rock’s approval.

“Okay, that’s enough, come on, up you come,” Mr Rock said, lifting me off the bonnet of the car and spinning me around above his head, my slender body proving no challenge for him to lift and manipulate to his exact desires. “A very feminine little sissy you have here, Melissa. Time to put that further to the test.”

My body still covered in soapy water, my ass cheeks burning from the second spanking of the day, and now being lifted over to the small lawned area in front of the main entrance, I found myself being placed down on my knees right in front of Mr Rock. Part of me knew exactly what was coming next…

“Sissy, show me how good a little fem-slut you are,” Mr Rock said. “Don’t make me ask you.”

I looked over to Melissa, her face a picture of focus as she waited for me to make my move, show her exactly what kind of a submissive, dick hungry slut I was. All I could think about were the images and clips on the induction video, wimpy little sissy white men sucking big, black dicks…

Just like me.

I lifted my hands and unbuckled Mr Rock’s Gucci belt and undid his suit pants, letting them drop down to his knees over his powerful, well defined thighs.

The bulge in his crisp, fresh out the packet Armani briefs, was huge. I mean, seriously it would compare with any dick I had seen on Blacked or other similar big dick clips online. But I knew now wasn’t the time to be daydreaming, it was really happening to me and I, as a sissy valet, had a dick to unpack and suck.

With my hands trembling slightly, I place my fingers in the waistband of his briefs and pulled them down, his thick, long snake bouncing out of them and rising back up again, slapping me in the face.

“That’s the look I like to see,” Mr Rock said, his tone showing approval, but still very much with a commanding edge. “You’ve got the dick hungry, big size queen sissy look all over you. Now don’t waste any more time, get to work.”

I didn’t need any more instruction, instinct kicking in and my abilities as a natural born dick sucker emerging. This was my first time, but after all of the hours I had spent watching sissy porn and big black dick porn in equal measure, I just knew what to do and how to do it.

I let my tongue swirl and flick, my jaw opening out to allow his bulbous, scarily throbbing dick head inside my mouth, followed by his full length, all nine and a half inches of it. I felt my gag reflex go as he began to thrust and pump, using my mouth for his pleasure, but I carried on, working my hands on the bottom of this shaft and his big, black balls too.

The first wave of his cum took me by surprize, blasting into my mouth, making me choke and splutter. Both Mr Rock and Melissa laughed as I struggled on valiantly, cum leaking out of my mouth as I continued to fight to keep his dick inside me, draining every last drop of his hot, salty cum down into my throat and stomach.

I was determined to score well, to earn my place on Melissa’s roster of sissies for hire. Sucking Mr Rock’s dick had proven to be an incredible experience, one I could never have imagined would ever have happened beyond my late night fantasies. But here I was, on my knees, his big, thick dick now being wiped and slapped back and forth across my hungry, bimbo face.

“Melissa, I think he’s been a good sissy and deserves a treat,” Mr Rock said. “Sissy, you may put your dick between my thighs hump until you squirt that little load of yours.”

I couldn’t quite believe what I was hearing but just went for it anyway. Wasting no time, and not caring about the fact that Melissa was recording all of this on her phone, I got up and in a semi-crouch I inserted my little white dick between my black master’s soft, muscular thighs and pumped in and out…

“Well, that was short but sweet!” Mr Rock laughed, watching as my body twitched and pumped, my puny ass humping between his huge legs as my cum shot out the other side and down onto the grass. “Well, Melissa. Let’s just say this. I’ll be back for this one. And probably for an overnight service too.”

Melissa looked at me and gave me a thumbs up. The job was mine. This was just the beginning of my time with the Sissy Service, and right in that moment, I was the happiest panty wearing, feminized, cock hungry sissy in the entire state. 
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-TO COME-

‘You see, the more you let go of your masculine identity,’ Lori said to me, ‘The more enjoyable experiences like this you can have? Agreed?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ I said, my face still burning from the idea of the two young women seeing me as a sissy rather than a man. ‘Thank you, Madame Lori.’

Lori also delighted in spanking me to walk faster, causing much amusement from a group of businessmen and women who were walking out of the elevator.

‘Spanks get results!’ Madame Lori had said, the looks of sheer disdain and amusement on the faces of the business people only fuelling her fire. ‘I caught him playing with his little sissy clitty this morning, gave him the spanking of his life and now look at him!’

I momentarily dropped my head at this point, the crushing humiliation proving too much. This was a mistake.

‘Head up, slut!’ Lori said, grabbing my face and pointing it towards the group. ‘Apologies, he’s still in training. As you can see, it’s not the only part of him I’m teaching how to behave properly.’

She pointed down to my crotch, the sight of my sissy erection pressing against the bright material causing laughter and shock in equal measure. I hadn’t realised what had happened, but something about the walk of humiliation must have set me off.

My instincts earlier on in my training would have made me attempt to cover myself up, but that had been trained out of me now. I knew what I needed to do, no matter the situation, or the people who were watching.

‘Madame Lori,’ I said, ‘I would like to report an unauthorised sissy clitty erection. Please accept my apologies, but I’m too much of a sissy bimbo to control myself and my panty boy desires.’

‘Good, very good,’ Lori said, slapping my crotch, making me gasp as my hard dick bounced back and forth. ‘Maybe his training is coming along better than I thought. There is hope for this little maggot. Anyway, perhaps we’ll see you later, but now I have to take my little toy for his morning training. Good day. Sissy, curtsey for the men and women.’

I did as I was told and as the group walked away and we got in the elevator, I kneeled by Lori’s side, my mind racing as to what was ahead for me…

-END OF PREVIEW-

CHAPTER ONE

Three months ago, I had responded to a DM on Instagram. It was by far the most life changing moment of my life up to that point, but from the moment I agreed to train as a sissy with Madame Lori, my life began to change on a day by day, hour by hour and sometimes minute by minute basis.

I was now her sissy toy.

And what that meant was that I was subjected to her commands, her punishments, and of course dressed in a variety of the naughtiest, sluttiest, and most scandalous panties you could ever imagine.

High cut on the waist…

Frilly…

Almost revealing everything, but not quite…

I was put to good use in completing tasks for her, like a PA would, but the big difference was if I made a mistake or failed to live up to her expectations, I was verbally degraded, humiliated, and nine times out of ten I would be physically punished too.

The reason for all of this was that Madame Lori wanted the perfect sissy toy, in her words, the type of supremely obedient, submissive sissy who would learn to act only on her orders, never question her authority, and beyond the completion of practical tasks, exist only to amuse and delight her.

Oh, there was something else too..

Madame Lori had made it clear that once I reached a certain standard, she would be introducing me to her friends. Fellow dominant women in positions of power who enjoyed nothing more than trampling on, degrading, and generally bossing around beta sissy specimens like myself.

This made me nervous, absolutely. Because as much as Madame Lori pushed me, I also had begun to feel a certain trust, loyalty, and even love for her. Yes, her punishments were harsh at times (as you’ll hear about shortly), and yes she knew exactly what to say to make me feel like a naughty school boy being reprimanded by the head mistress, but I also could appreciate the time she was putting in with me, teaching me that I could actually be a really great sissy, that it wasn’t just something that had to remain an abstract, a fantasy of mine…

The reason she had DM’d me in the first instance was because I had been following various female supremacy and sissy accounts on Instagram, liking posts, sometimes commenting. It was a private account, no one would have known it was me, but that wasn’t important to Madame Lori. She knew from the comments I was leaving and the post I was liking that she could do something with me.

So, yeah, it had been an interesting three months so far.

I woke that morning in another strange hotel room. Madame Lori travelled extensively and as her sissy slave, I accompanied her, made sure all her travel arrangements and itinerary were on point, that kind of thing. She seemed to have a huge amount of money, I mean the fact we only ever travelled in luxury uber limos spoke to that, as did the exclusive series of restaurants and clubs we inhabited.

I looked up and saw that it was seven in the morning. Madame Lori had told me she had an early morning personal training session and as long as I was ready for twenty past seven, she was happy for me to have a lie in, a rare luxury.

The covers partly off the bed and on the floor, I looked down and saw my basic, tight, high cut white panties riding especially high on me. That was always the way in the morning, and as well as that… I also had woken up excited, my sissy dick pulsing underneath the smooth, soft material.

In times gone by I would probably have immediately began to masturbate, jerking myself off almost without a second thought. But it was different now, Madame Lori not only, and understandably, had placed a ban on me pleasuring myself unless it was for her amusement, but if I was hard without her permission I also had to report it to her, and expect to face a punishment.

Or, if it happened in public, a verbal dressing down that while not physically painful, could often actually be a whole lot more degrading than even a public spanking would be.

I knew I had no option but to report this erection too. But there was just something so appealing about the sight of my hard, throbbing sissy dick inside the feminine material…

Maybe I was still a little groggy from having woken up before my alarm…

Clearly the logical, obedient part of my brain hadn’t quite kicked in yet…

I mean, I wouldn’t have to cum, I could just play with myself a little, indulge my body and mind. I’d be thinking of Madame Lori too as I did it, so what was the harm?

With that, I gripped the bulge in my panties, squeezing my hard dick as I lay back and spread my legs, imagining Madame Lori standing over me, hurling insults, calling me every sissy insult under the sun.

‘What the hell do you think you are doing!’ The voice bellowed.

Oh no, oh no, how did she…

Without me hearing…

CHAPTER TWO

My face blushed, hard and fast, as I struggled to splutter out some words to explain my actions.

Of course, there was nothing I could say, I had been caught pleasuring myself like a dirty little sissy slut. My Mistress towered above the bed, her hands on her hips, the look on her face telling me that I was in serious trouble.

Madame Lori was an incredibly intimidating physical presence. She was just under six feet tall, highly athletic in her frame and strength too. Slender, but muscular too, like a tennis player or swimmer, she certainly had the upper hand on me physically, my weak, sissy body no match for hers, that was for sure.

She had that amazing femininity that was at once both incredibly alluring but also highly intimidating for a beta male. She knew this too, her perfectly beautiful face always displaying her amusement or disdain at her inferiors.

‘I-I-I-I, please, it was just for a second, Madame,’ I continued, digging myself further into my self-imposed hole.

‘Enough, sissy!’ She said, slapping her hand down on the firm mattress, making a loud sound that frightened me, bringing me into focus and realising that I was in trouble. ‘This is incredibly disappointing!’

Then, without further explanation, she leant over and roughly flipped me onto my front, my hard dick pressing down on the soft sheets as she straddled me, facing my ass and roughly pulled my sleep panties down over my thighs.

‘You’ll be howling for mercy by the time I’m through,’ She said, beginning to spank me with her perfectly executed slaps, hard and fast, perfect accuracy. ‘And we haven’t even begun yet. If you think you can touch yourself like that without my permission then it’s clear that you haven’t learnt as much as I had hoped. We’ll have to try something a little different I think.’

The spanking continued, even harder as it went along, and true to Madame Lori’s word, I began to beg for mercy, writhing around, struggling, but all this did was make Lori squeeze her thighs harder, locking me in position as she spanked and spanked and spanked again.

‘Right. Hold still for these final ten and it’ll be over, for now,’ Lori said, squeezing even harder, the grip of her powerful thighs actually making it harder to breath. ‘Here, this might help. Stick it in your mouth, right in.’

She reached down and picked her sweaty workout t-shirt from her gym bag at the base of the bed. She didn’t wait for me to put it in my mouth, stuffing it in herself, the sheer wetness of the t-shirt shocking me, making me feel so humiliated that my mouth was being used like this.

Still, it did the job just fine. With her soaked t-shirt in my mouth, I was able to take the final spanks better, screaming into the t-shirt as I buried my head deep into the pillow as she delivered the last of the blows on my reddened ass.

Madame Lori then raised herself off my back and turned me onto my front, the t-shirt still stuffed in my mouth.

‘You’d rather it was panties, right?’ She said, smiling wickedly, standing over me on the bed and pushing her foot down on my mouth, making me struggle for air a little. ‘Well, first things first, slut.’

With that, she removed the t-shirt from my mouth, allowing me a brief few seconds of unbroken oxygen before she dropped down and covered my face with her silver cycling shorts, the smooth, damp lycra feeling incredible as she gyrated on my face, grinding harder, faster, until I felt myself slowly pass out under her weight…

I hoped that this would be the end of the punishment and we could continue with the day as normal.

I couldn’t have been more wrong if I had tried… 

CHAPTER THREE

I came to not long after passing out, the sight of Madame Lori walking into the bathroom, her strong, round ass disappearing behind the door and the shower turning on at least assuring me of a few minutes respite.

My face was still wet from a combination of her sweat and pussy juice. This was pretty normal for me, but there was something about the strength and harshness of the spanking, plus the merciless riding of my face that told me this was different.

Maybe I had really pissed her off by playing with myself?

I mean, I knew I had, of course, but perhaps I had pushed her too far?

I became aware that I was totally naked. Luckily, I didn’t have an erection, this would surely have caused me all kinds of trouble. I stood up from the bed and looked around the room.

Madame Lori’s gym bag was still on the floor, plus her trainers were over by the entrance of the bathroom. All normal, nothing to report.

Then, I spotted something over by the dressing table. More gym clothes…

Intrigued, I got up from the bed and quietly and subtly walked over. I wasn’t sure if Madame Lori would approve of me looking at her clothes, although it was exactly the kind of thing she would expect from a sissy pervert like me.

I suddenly realised though that there weren’t Madame Lori’s clothes, but they were intended for…

‘Yes, that’s right slut, those are your clothes for the day,’ Lori stand, standing naked in the bathroom doorway. ‘Tiny sports thong, bright banana yellow cycling shorts, tight pink t-shirt. Perfect leisure clothes for a pathetic, dribbling, weak little bimbo like you. You see, if you can’t control yourself, I’ll have to teach you better control. And that begins with you learning to do follow my every command. Now, get on all fours and crawl to me. I want each and every toe sucked and kissed. Now!’

Stunned, the idea of being paraded around the hotel in these clothes running through my head and making me dizzy, I got on all fours and crawled over to Lori, making sure to not ogle her naked, wet body as I kept my head low and focussed on sucking and licking each and every one of her perfectly manicured toes.

‘Thank you Madame for letting me worship your feet,’ I said in between kissed. ‘Thank you for providing me with clothes to wear, and thank you for punishing me for stepping out of line.’

I knew that this kind of snivelling behaviour would go down well, but at the same time I also meant it. I really was sorry for disappointing her, and I knew that whatever was coming next was something I would deserve.

I knew that if I wanted to truly be Madame Lori’s sissy toy, I had a lot to learn, and a lot more punishment and humiliation to take.

Still, I couldn’t have predicted quite what was going to be coming way…

CHAPTER FOUR

We walked down the corridor towards the elevator, Madame Lori now in a smart business suit, high heels, and looking phenomenal.

I was walking by her side, in my brightly coloured and blatantly female work out gear. I had been instructed to keep my head up and make eye contact with everyone we came across on our walk to the elevator.

So far, this had included two giggling cleaning women in their early twenties. Neither on of them making any effort at all to hide their mockery of me. I went red with humiliation, made worse when Madame Lori turned back to them and loudly informed them that I was wearing a minuscule thong underneath my shorts, prompting more laughter as they continued down the corridor.

‘You see, the more you let go of your masculine identity,’ She said to me, ‘The more enjoyable experiences like this you can have? Agreed?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ I said, my face still burning from the idea of the two young women seeing me as a sissy rather than a man. ‘Thank you, Madame Lori.’

Lori also delighted in spanking me to walk faster, causing much amusement from a group of businessmen and women who were walking out of the elevator.

‘Spanks get results!’ Madame Lori had said, the looks of sheer disdain and amusement on the faces of the business people only fuelling her fire. ‘I caught him playing with his little sissy clitty this morning, gave him the spanking of his life and now look at him!’

I momentarily dropped my head at this point, the crushing humiliation proving too much. This was a mistake.

‘Head up, slut!’ Lori said, grabbing my face and pointing it towards the group. ‘Apologies, he’s still in training. As you can see, it’s not the only part of him I’m teaching how to behave properly.’

She pointed down to my crotch, the sight of my sissy erection pressing against the bright material causing laughter and shock in equal measure. I hadn’t realised what had happened, but something about the walk of humiliation must have set me off.

My instincts earlier on in my training would have made me attempt to cover myself up, but that had been trained out of me now. I knew what I needed to do, no matter the situation, or the people who were watching.

‘Madame Lori,’ I said, ‘I would like to report an unauthorised sissy clitty erection. Please accept my apologies, but I’m too much of a sissy bimbo to control myself and my panty boy desires.’

‘Good, very good,’ Lori said, slapping my crotch, making me gasp as my hard dick bounced back and forth. ‘Maybe his training is coming along better than I thought. There is hope for this little maggot. Anyway, perhaps we’ll see you later, but now I have to take my little toy for his morning training. Good day. Sissy, curtsey for the men and women.’

I did as I was told and as the group walked away and we got in the elevator, I kneeled by Lori’s side, my mind racing as to what was ahead for me…


CHAPTER FIVE

The elevator opened and I stood to get up.

‘No, you can crawl by my side,’ Lori said, the look on her face firm but with a hint of mischief. ‘We’ll want to make a proper entrance you see.’

Luckily, the entrance to the gym was only a few yards down the corridor, and I don’t think anyone saw me crawling next to her. Inside the gym was however another story.

Packed with women, all of a similarly impressive physique and demeanour as Lori, the room came to a standstill as we entered. Even the large, incredibly big male personal trainer who was leading the class stopped, before walking over to Lori.

‘Madame, so this must be the little problem you told me about,’ He said, looking down at my on my hands and knees, his impressively muscled legs leading up to tight fitting shorts that left little to the imagination as a rather prominent bulge appeared at the front. ‘Well, what do you have in mind?’

By now, the women in the room had made a circle around us, excitedly whispering and pointing. There was something about this that was deeply humiliating but equally arousing, and I became worried that I was going to get another erection, so I did my best to try and block out what was going on around me.

Easier said than done…

‘On your feet, sissy, your personal trainer wants to assess you,’ Lori said, a wicked grin on her face as she pulled me up by my ear, much to the delight of the women in attendance. ‘You see, sometimes you have to encourage your little bimbo with some old fashioned treatment. Now, Tyron, what do you think?’

Tyron, his incredible physique seeming even more intimidating now he was standing right in front of me, looking me up and down, making it evidently clear to me that I would never be a proper man with this kind of alpha male energy.

‘I think to do a proper assessment I need a closer look at what I’ll be working with,’ Tyron said. ‘Your stated goal is to build a sissy toy body? I’ll need to see what the base level is.’

‘Well, you heard your gym master,’ Lori said, slapping me across the face. ‘Strip down to your panties and show him what a beta specimen you are. I’m sure the ladies could all do with a good laugh too!’

I quickly removed my clothes, knowing that any hesitation would only lead to further punishment. I stood then in nothing but my thong, my weak, beta body on display.

‘Hands on your head,’ Lori said. ‘Let Tyron see everything, or rather the lack of it…’

This comment drew laughter from the women, who themselves moved in closer to take a look along with Tyron.

‘Well, it’s a weak body, soft, definitely transformable into a feminine shape with a sissy tushy,’ Tyron said, his hands grabbing my ass cheeks and shaking them, causing me to whimper, afraid but also hugely turned on by this total humiliation. ‘You have him squatting already?’

‘Yes, but his form is mediocre at best, no matter how many times I spank him he just doesn’t get it,’ Lori said, shaking her head, clearly unimpressed by having to report back that I wasn’t able to do as I was told.

‘I think I have the perfect solution, if you’ll allow me?’ Tyron said.

‘Of course, I want a perfect little bubble butt for my sissy bitch, feel free, he’s all yours,’ Lori said, clearly warming to the prospect of Tyron’s mystery squat technique training. ‘And sissy, you are to follow Tyron’s instructions to the letter, and for God’s sake, try to keep your eyes off his big dick, you’re practically drooling!’

The women and Lori laughed as I went crimson from shame. It was true, I had been ogling his big bulge, clearly my sissy instincts were overruling my brain at this point. There was something about the feeling of being put on display in just a pair of panties that really kicked me into a different level of subservience, one that allowed me to lose my inhibitions.

Well, that was about to prove very lucky indeed…

Tyron planted a suction-cup dildo on the floor in front of me. It was big, thick, long and black and prompted a lot of comment from the women who surrounded us, some of them licking their lips and making obscene gestured with their hands towards me…

‘I’ll guide you up and down in your squat, and each time, I want you resting the opening to your ass right on the tip of the dildo,’ Tyron said, as we began to work, his strong, firm hands guiding me and positioning my back and legs in the textbook squat pose. ‘Not bad, now try one by yourself.’

‘Ooooh look, much better,’ Lori said, her hands draped over Tyron’s muscular, broad shoulders. ‘Look everyone, it looks like sissy is enjoying his new-found squatting ability a little too much!’

She pointed at the front of my thong, my erection having popped out of the side of the tiny patch of material.

The women all laughed, pointed, some of them even taking their phones out and photographing my silly sissy display of arousal.

‘I think we may as well despatch of those,’ Lori said, stepping over to me and whipping my thong off to leave me totally naked, squatting up and down on a giant dildo. ‘Tyron, how about we leave him in a deep squat, see how long he can last?’

‘There’s a chance he may just sit on the dildo and let it in, especially now he’s tired,’ Tyron said. ‘In which case I would suggest I lube the dildo.’

‘Yes, make sure you get it nice and sticky all the way down to the bottom!’ Lori agreed, squatting in front of me and pulling on my nipples, delighting in my pained expression and total subservience to her. ‘Sissy, you’re going to give us ten more squats, and on the tenth I want you to lower that cute little bimbo ass right onto the big, black dick and slide right down it. Got it?’

‘Yes Madame, thank you Madame,’ I said, my brain now focussed solely on pleasing Lori and, deep down, desperate to have a big dildo inside me.

The ten squats were tough, but with Tyron standing next to me, guiding me, I felt safe, and desperate to please him. I noticed that the bulge in his shorts appeared to have gotten a little bigger, but was determined that not even this would distract me.

The tenth squat arrived and I felt the cold, squidgy feel of the dildo’s dick head pushing up on my puckered, tight ass hole.

I let out a shy moan as I felt my ass gradually take it in, slowly but surely, the lube facilitating its entrance and prompting me to let out an animalistic, longer, groan, much to the delight of everyone in attendance.

‘Mmmmmph, Madame, it’s so big, I, mmmmmmmph,’ I groaned, the cum shooting out of my dick shocking me as it flew up into the air as I squatted, the dildo deep inside of me, my legs suddenly going weak, my entire body in pleasure, the kind of thrill I had never experienced before. ‘Oooooh, mmmmmph, I’m sorry, please, mmmmph.’

‘Oh look! Sissy has made her clitty squirt!’ Lori exclaimed, addressing me as her always being a sign that she was happy with me, and seeing me as a step closer to being the perfect toy. ‘Who would have thought that such a tiny little maggot would make so much sticky mess? Shall we make her eat it up, or keep her squatting on that big, man sized cock?’

‘We could do both?’ Came a shout from one of the women in the attendance as she moved in and scooped up some of my cum and held it in front of my mouth.

‘Sissy, show the fine lady how much of a cum hungry cock slut you are, eat your cummmies up right now!’ Lori bellowed, clearly impressed by this woman’s idea. ‘Same goes for everyone, get some of her mess on your fingers and she’ll gladly eat her sissy splurge.’

The women all began to feed me my cum, some of them also bouncing me up and down a little on the dildo, testing my will to keep it lodged inside my ass.

I looked over to Lori, her hands inside Tyron’s shorts, gripping and squeezing on his dick, her eyes however focused on me, in a state of totally degradation and submission, having just cum from a big plastic dick in my ass, now being played with and used by a group of strangers.

Maybe I was closer to being her sissy toy than I, or she, had imagined…


EPILOGUE

As a reward for my performance, Lori allowed me to witness Tyron servicing her with his big, thick, and frankly terrifying dick.

I couldn’t keep my eyes off them, two majestic, dominant natural leaders, the kind of people who knew a sissy when they saw one, knew how to administer punishment and education in equal measure.

My heart skipped a beat when, part way through their fucking, Lori commanded me to form a human bench for Tyron to bend her over and fuck her from behind.

The whole thing was thrilling, and I felt honoured that my body could be of some use to them in aiding their pleasure. When they were done, I was instructed to clean Madame Lori’s pussy, the taste of Tyron’s cum strong, salty, and exactly as macho as I would have imagined.

‘Sissy, so how do you feel about moving your training on to the next level?’ Lori said. ‘Tyron said he would just love to help…’

‘Yes, Madame, thank you Madame,’ I said, hoping that she meant exactly what I thought she meant…

I was about to find out too…

Remember, this story is from the big ten book bundle PANTIES FOR SISSY – which you can read HERE
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Sign up HERE to Tina’s Newsletter and receive a *FREE STORY*, plus notifications when new stories drop!

Follow Tina on AMAZON Here and check out her back catalogue of hardcore sissy and gender swap stories. HERE

CHECK OUT SOME MORE OF TINA’S BUNDLES:

PANTIES FOR SISSY (10 STORIES) – CLICK HERE

Time To Put Your Panties On Sissy. I hope you have been good, or there will be trouble…

This 10 Book hardcore feminization bundle from Tina Majors gives you everything you crave: strict women, the kind who love nothing more than feminizing, humiliating and degrading sissies, wimps, and submissive beta males. These women know all of your deepest fantasies, fears, and desires and they will exploit them as they put you in panties and use you for their pleasure and your pain. 


Purchased separately these 10 stories, plus free bonus story, would cost over $30USD. Have a look inside to see the titles and get ready for more of this…


Boundaries being obliterated as no taboo is left unexplored, the subservient panty-boys getting exactly what they deserve and more on top of that too.


These stories are strictly for adults only, so expect lots of CFNM, Spanking, ass worship, Public Humiliation, Group Humiliation, Alpha Male Worship, cock sucking and taking, and of course… lots and lots of the most scandalously tiny and revealing panties! 

MAGICAL SWAPS: HARDCORE NIGHT – GENDER SWAP BUNDLE – CLICK HERE

Are you ready for Magical Swaps and the Hardcore Nights that will follow? Reader discretion advised, the stories in this nine book gender swap bundle get scandalously explicit as regular guys find that the fantasy of experiencing life as an supremely feminine, slender woman is about to become very, very real… They discover EXACTLY what it’s like to be TRANSFORMED and USED over and over again by the dominant males who expect nothing but the most submissive, hungry bimbos ready to please them and meet their EVERY desire, no matter how far they push their boundaries….


Bought separately, these stories would cost $30 USD, so click inside to see which stories are included and then get ready for the steamy, hardcore, and pure bimbo transformations that are coming your way! CLICK HERE NOW! 

PUNISHED: HARDCORE FEMINIZATION BUNDLE – CLICK HERE

Have you got what it takes to be PUNISHED?


Sissy, get your panties on because this Hardcore Feminization bundle will provide you with 120,000 words of supremely strict, humiliating, and downright degrading stories that show what happens to sissies and wimps when they come into contact with the strict, beautiful, powerful, and incredibly dominant women they crave – and their friends… of both sexes. Purchased separately, these stories would cost over $35 USD, so this revamped collection represents great value. 


Boundaries will be obliterated in these dirty stories that leave no taboo unexplored as subservient panty-boys do exactly as they are told… or else! These stories are strictly for adults only, so expect lots of CFNM, Spanking, ass worship, Public Humiliation, Group Humiliation, Alpha Male Worship, cock sucking and taking, and of course… lots and lots of the most scandalously tiny and revealing panties! TO READ, CLICK HERE NOW 

SISSY SECRETS: Sissy Punishment & Feminization Bundle – CLICK HERE

Ready or not, it’s time to reveal your SISSY SECRETS…


This feminization bundle contains totally hardcore, panty filled and strict feminization stories of pure sissy degradation and humiliation. All boundaries will be tested and broken as the dominant, completely superior women take charge of the sissies they meet and make them their property to use TOTALLY as they please…These stories are great value, and I’ve included a free story of very steamy story of sissy delights too. 


Taboos will be shattered and no aspect of SISSY DESIRES unexplored as subservient panty-boys get put in panties and PUNISHED over and over again until they learn how to serve their mistresses and their friends, female and male. 


These stories are strictly for adults only, so expect lots of CFNM, Spanking, ass worship, Public Humiliation, Group Humiliation, Alpha Male Worship, cock sucking and taking, and of course… lots and lots of the most scandalously tiny and revealing panties! 

READ IT HERE

PANTIES, PAIN & PUNISHMENT - HERE

PANTIES & PAIN – HERE

AMAZING VALUE, CLASSIC SUPER HARDCORE BUNDLE…

TINA’S ENTIRE 2019 BACK CATALOGUE – HERE

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


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


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


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

FEMINIZED & USED – BUNDLE HERE

Reader discretion advised, the stories in this four book gender swap romance bundle get super steamy…Regular guys love to dream of experiencing life as a woman, right? The feminine curves, the sensuality, the whole package. But in these explicit stories they find out EXACTLY what it’s like as they are TRANSFORMED, FEMINIZED and USED…


Click inside to see which stories are included in this and you’ll see an extra, super hardcore free story included too. Over 40,000 words of hot, hardcore, and pure bimbo transformations await you! 

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

HER HUGE BACK CATALOGUE AND LATEST RELEASES ON AMAZON – HERE

SHOCKED HARD: TRANSGENDER FIRST TIME - HERE

BEG FOR FUTA (BIG BUNDLE) - HERE

PUMP THE HUCOW MILK (MEGA MILKING BUNDLE) - HERE

TEE’S HUGE ENTIRE 2019 HUCOW BUNDLE - HERE
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