

PINK PANTIES

SISSY FEMINIZATION & PUNISHMENT

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

EPILOGUE

AUTHOR PAGE & PREVIEW

-TO COME-

‘Oh I know you will,’ Sarah laughed, running her nails down over my ass cheeks, pulling out and then snapping back the waistband of my pink panties. ‘You’re mine now. I own you in here. You’ll be reporting directly to me every single day and doing my exact bidding. Say I want to have you in black stockings, and matching bra and panties. Well, that’s what you’ll be wearing. And there will be no clothes on top, not in my office suite anyway. If I want you to crawl over to my desk and lick and suck on my toes, you’ll do that too. If I want you on your knees and sucking on of the builders from across the street you’ll fucking do that too. Agreed?’

‘Yes, yes, please, anything,’ Was all that I could muster, my mind spinning out of control with what was happening, my submissive nature coming out in full force, like all my fantasies were now this real thing that was happening and my inner self was taking over and allowing me to live my deepest desires out for real. ‘Please punish me! I’m sorry for wasting company time, I’m sorry for being such a pathetic panty boy!’

Sarah laughed. She had broken me and she knew it too.

She began to spank my ass, taking expert strikes on my exposed cheeks and goading me as I cried out in pain, her hand covering my mouth as my cries increased in volume…

‘I’d keep the noise down unless you want the room full of the senior managers and their secretaries,’ She said. ‘Some of them have got very big dicks that would have you choking and gagging when they were only half-way down that slutty little mouth of yours. And don’t even get me started on what they could do to this little virgin ass of yours. Before we think about letting an alpha bull run wild on it, we’ll be doing plenty of training with my plugs and buzzers, don’t you worry.’

Sarah then lifted me up and spun me around before lifting me up and lying me on my back on the large, smooth table. My body was exposed, even more so when she lifted my shirt up and tucked it in, just like I had in the bathroom earlier that morning…

Sarah leant in and grabbed my stiff dick, squeezing it and then slapping it from side to side, laughing as she spat on it, hurling abuse at me as she tormented her new pet…

-end of preview-


PROLOGUE

Every sissy has a special, preferred panty.

The kind that gets their sissy stick extra hard just at the thought of them. For some, it might be a black thong, for others it could be a pair of brilliant white college style hipster panties. Others might make a sissy mess just at the idea of a pair of red, lacey and totally slutty pair of panties, the kind a high-class escort might wear on a date with a client.

But me…

There is nothing in the world that can beat a pair of high-cut, tight, and shockingly bright pair of pink panties. They just give off that pure bimbo vibe, the kind of carefree, open to anything kind of airhead sissy who is up for absolutely anything at all…

But when I was put to the test, would my fantasy of being the perfectly submissive, pink panty wearing sissy slut be everything I expected?

Or would it be a whole lot more than I could handle?


CHAPTER ONE

I had been clock watching all day at work. There I was, sitting at my desk in my favourite pink panties, the thrilling secret underneath my regular work clothes. But, it was just one of those days that really seemed like it was never, ever going to end.

It wasn’t like I hated my job or anything, it was perfectly fine. Well, it paid the bills, afforded me some money on the side, and allowed me to take regular holidays overseas. So, actually, I didn’t have too much to complain about.

But today though. It was just totally extra. And I don’t mean in a good way. I was bored out of my brains, just totally going through the motions, not even really paying attention during meetings.

Well, even less than normal if truth be told.

I guess I had been cruising through work for quite some time. I had decided I wouldn’t bother going for any promotions, instead I was going to save my money and travel abroad for an extended period once I had enough to cover me for like a year or something.

With this in mind I guess I mentally checked out of the place and found myself doing the bare minimum, regularly taking extended lunch breaks, not really putting much effort into my projects and so on. I don’t even think anyone noticed much to be honest, I kind of had them wrapped around my finger.

How?

Well, I was super polite and never caused drama for a start. This got me so much leeway it was unreal. I was able to hide in plain sight, often literally dumping work in the shredder bin if I didn’t feel like dealing with it on that particular day. Now, all the loud mouths and trouble causers would never dare do this, probably because they knew their cards were marked.

But me?

No, I could do what I wanted. Well, that was certainly how it appeared to me. I would even sometimes swap my work with other people, again totally in plain sight. But I was never caught, always able to glide by with a smile and a witty comment or three.

Today was a day where I had finished my work by around ten thirty in the morning. Usually, I would have some side hustles to be getting on with, but as it happened I was actually feeling pretty burned out by this stage of the week, so really couldn’t muster the drive to do it. It was a Friday and all I had on my mind was meeting up with friends afterwards for a few cocktails.

Oh, and like I said… I had my favourite pair of panties on underneath my tight black chinos. It crossed my mind that I could go to the large disabled toilet and jerk off, but I really wanted to save myself for later when I could probably have a nice, long, luxurious jerk off session in a hot bath shower at home.

But, I was just so bored…

Well, it wouldn’t do any harm to just go for a quick look and feel of myself in my absolute favourite pair of panties. I could control myself, surely…

CHAPTER TWO

I got up from my desk with a pile of papers I really didn’t want to be bothering with today and casually tossed them into the shredding machine as I made my way down the office and towards the disabled bathroom.

I allowed myself a sly grin…

There I was, a panty wearing masturbator, totally flaunting every rule going. It was a thrill to be such a rebel, and what made it even more satisfying was how long I had been flying under the radar, totally and unquestionably getting away with things that would in all likelihood get anyone fired if discovered.

Still, even that was losing some of its sheen now. It was just too easy for me. But, hey-ho, I would be off travelling Europe soon, just me, some spending money, and a free schedule. Perfect.

I approached the bathroom area and strode confidently into the large disabled room that would afford me the privacy, and floor to ceiling mirror, that I needed. Even this was another sign of how much I got away with. I mean, they were disabled facilities for people with disabilities, not exactly a crime to use if you had good reason…

But to watch yourself get hard in a pair of slutty pink panties?

If only my bosses knew, I thought. They were all such squares, some of them really serving a life sentence at this place, all with totally institutionalized minds, sticklers for the rules, acting like the administrative work they did actually meant anything. Idiots, the lot of them.

I closed the door behind me, ensuring as always to double check the lock was in place, secure, making certain that I was free to do my thing without fear of getting caught.

You see, as cocky as I was, and as basically out of control as my rule breaking was becoming, I always prided myself on an ability to eliminate and nullify any mistakes that could see my end up caught. I was too smart for that. I was too smart for them all.

Confident that all was fine, I began by unbuttoning my trousers and letting them drop to my ankles. It was always such a thrill to do this, and I would imagine myself doing it under the strict instructions of a dominant woman or man, the kind of people who would love nothing more than owning and punishing a sissy-boy like me.

Next, I hiked up my shirt and pinned it up above my midriff, just beneath my nipples, like I was wearing a revealing crop-top or something along those kind of lines. Again, the feeling of presenting myself like a real cock hungry bimbo was a huge turn on and I could feel my dick stiffening underneath the tight, smooth material.

I felt so feminine.

I felt like such a beta wimp, a dick hungry sissy who wanted nothing more than to be used and abused.

I stood in front of the mirror and took a moment to admire the panties, fully aware of what I spectacle I looked. My slender body, my cute little ass, my small dick… I knew I was perfect sissy boy material.

I was really desperate to grab my dick and begin to pump it, knowing full well that in my pink panties I wouldn’t last very long at all, just like most pathetic bathroom masturbators I really didn’t have much stamina in this area at all. I just found it all too exciting.

But, determined still not to cum, I put my hand inside the panties and gave my dick a squeeze, closing my eyes and imagining it was a beautiful woman, curvy, strong, and with a fierce personality that didn’t tolerate sissy bitches like me…

God, I honestly could have cum so easily. I was probably only three of four pulls away from it too. But, then, totally out of the blue, I heard voices outside. I mean, logic told me that they had no idea what was going on inside this room, of course not. But, at the same time, my risk assessment told me to not risk it, don’t even draw attention to the fact that the disabled bathroom was being occupied for a prolonged period of time. If I stepped out now, they would probably not even bat an eyelid. Just some man sneaking a fast piss in the most accessible john available.

Typical man, right?

So I let my top drop down, and pulled my chinos back up over my hard little dick and my pink panties. I went through the motions of flushing the toilet, washing my hands, and turning the hand dryer on for a quick blast of some super hot, hard air. I paused for five seconds then opened the door and walked out.

Damn, had it all been worth it?

I looked around and the women were nowhere to be seen. They must have just done a stop and talk, each one going in a different direction once they finished. Oh well, better safe than sorry. And it wasn’t all bad either, I had managed to get myself hard, play with myself, watch my sissy body, exposed in the mirror, and not ruined the orgasm I was going to luxuriate myself in later.

I walked back to my desk with the look of someone without a care in the world. A look that would unbeknownst to me be wiped off my face pretty, pretty soon indeed…

CHAPTER THREE

I sat down at my desk and unlocked my computer screen. A quick scan over my emails told me that absolutely nothing of even the slightest bit of interest had happened in my absence.

I mean, seriously, it was the most dry series of emails I had honestly ever seen – and that was saying something in this place!

After deleting them all unread, I opened my writing pad and jotted a couple of ideas for a TV series I had been working on with my friend from college, Paz, who as an actor was beginning to land some TV spots on a regular basis. We had always mulled ideas over together, and now he knew I was planning on leaving for a year, he was really pushing me for us to get an idea formulated, put down on paper, and fully realised. His plan was that he would then use his burgeoning career to try and advance our potential series.

He was a good guy, one of the best, but he was a dreamer too. So, I while I appreciated his hustle, I wasn’t going to hold my breath.

Anyway, the pad now shut and my ideas jotted down, I opened my phone and began to scroll through my social media, taking it in as much as is possible with the kind of absolute crap that came up on my Facebook feed. Just not interesting at all.

Well, I did say I was in one of those bored moods where nothing seemed to be of even the slightest bit of inspiration…

‘Please stand up, leave your desk and come with me,’ The voice came.

I looked up, totally brought out of my daydream. The woman standing over me was stunning. Definitely senior management, you could tell by the pristine cut of her suit, her immaculate hair, the air of authority in her voice.

But what did she want with me?

I looked in her hand and could see she was holding a stack of papers…

They couldn’t possibly be… the ones I dumped?

The stern look on her face was telling me otherwise and I promptly got up and began to follow her, my heart racing and that sinking feeling well and truly kicking in…

CHAPTER FOUR

I felt like my entire body was on fire as I walked just a step behind this woman. I was racking my brain, there was just no way she could have seen me dumping those paper in the shredder, no way at all.

Surely…

But as we entered the large meeting room and she shut the door firmly behind her, I took a huge inhale of air as I saw her place the documents down on the table. Yes, it was true, they were the paper I had ditched.

Or at least attempted to.

‘Care to explain?’ She said. ‘Well, before you do, know this. My name is Sarah Polen and I am Senior Executive for Overall Business Needs. In other words, in the top 0.1 percentile of the management chain of command. I was tipped off about your behaviour and decided to witness it for myself. I saw you, I have a record of what you did, verifiable with another member of senior staff and HR. That’s if I choose to verify it. You do have choices here.’

‘Yes, anything,’ I said. ‘It was a stupid mistake, I’ve never done it before, I don’t know what came over me.’

I was rambling, totally waffling, desperately trying to dig my way out of this terrible hole I found myself in.

‘Okay, you can shut up now,’ Sarah said, her voice firm but just the hint of a smile on her face as she realised she had me where she wanted me. ‘The thing is, it’s not just the papers, now is it?’

Wait, what?

Was she talking about my extended lunches? My terrible forgetfulness when it came to deadlines? It could have been anything really.

‘Oh you can get that innocent look off your face,’ She said, moving in close to me as I say nervously in my chair. ‘Tell me, why were you in the disabled bathroom? Why can’t you use the regular men’s facilities?’

‘I, um, it was just, um,’ I said, spluttering, really doing a terrible job of masking my guilt.

‘Let me run a little theory past you,’ She said, her hand on my shoulder, pressing down, her strength quite evident. ‘You weren’t in the men’s because you’re not a proper man. How does that sound? Well, sissy, does that sound accurate?’

It must have been written all over my face. I could feel myself going bright red, my mouth drying up, even a bead of sweat emerging somewhere at the op of my forehead.

How much did she know?

What exactly did she know?

‘Okay, so I assume that your lack of a response is an admission of sorts,’ Sarah said, her hand now on my ear. ‘Get that sissy ass up.’

She pulled me to my feet by my ear. I was in pain, and shock too. This was my workplace and I was being called a sissy and physically assaulted. In theory, none of this should have been allowed. But those God damned papers I tried to ditch…

‘Please, I, um,’ I said, my voice trembling, weak with fear and also an intense lack of ability in my mind to conjure any kind of defence or excuse to get myself out of this.

‘You don’t think I don’t know what it means when I see even the slightest hint of pink sticking out above a waistline?’ Sarah said, one hand still on my ear, the other pulling on my hair, facing my face in towards hers. ‘I followed you to the bathroom you little bitch. Now, if you want to keep your job, and if you also don’t want the police involved due to the nature of your behaviour, you’ll pull those trousers down right now and show me the full extent of your sissy boy shame.’

I knew I had no choice.

I felt like this was a moment that would change everything, and I mean everything. With Laura watching, glaring and glowering at me, I unbuttoned my trousers and let them drop…

CHAPTER FIVE

‘Well isn’t that just perfect!’ Sarah laughed, her hair bouncing as she rocked her head back in glee. ‘Of course a sissy wants to wear pink, and of course a sissy also likes to make sure his, or should that be her?, panties are nice and small. Doesn’t look like there’s much underneath them anyway that needs holding in. Walk up and down for me, let me watch you expose yourself to ridicule.’

I was almost in a zombie-like state of obedience now, totally under her control and power. I did as I was told, walking up and down the office room, struggling with my pants around my ankles and my panties riding high up my hips and my ass too.

‘Ridiculous! You are a total moron, you know that?’ She laughed, walking over to me and roughly bending me over the desk, my body totally submissive to her power. ‘Look at this little ass, so weak, so slight. Perfect for spanking, and probably perfect for fucking too. Well?’

‘Please, I’m sorry, I’ll do anything you want, anything,’ I said, totally panicking but unable to do anything about the situation I was finding myself in, it was almost as if my strength had been sapped and I was powerless, totally at her mercy.

‘Oh I know you will,’ Sarah laughed, running her nails down over my ass cheeks, pulling out and then snapping back the waistband of my pink panties. ‘You’re mine now. I own you in here. You’ll be reporting directly to me every single day and doing my exact bidding. Say I want to have you in black stockings, and matching bra and panties. Well, that’s what you’ll be wearing. And there will be no clothes on top, not in my office suite anyway. If I want you to crawl over to my desk and lick and suck on my toes, you’ll do that too. If I want you on your knees and sucking on of the builders from across the street you’ll fucking do that too. Agreed?’

‘Yes, yes, please, anything,’ Was all that I could muster, my mind spinning out of control with what was happening, my submissive nature coming out in full force, like all my fantasies were now this real thing that was happening and my inner self was taking over and allowing me to live my deepest desires out for real. ‘Please punish me! I’m sorry for wasting company time, I’m sorry for being such a pathetic panty boy!’

Sarah laughed. She had broken me and she knew it too.

She began to spank my ass, taking expert strikes on my exposed cheeks and goading me as I cried out in pain, her hand covering my mouth as my cries increased in volume…

‘I’d keep the noise down unless you want the room full of the senior managers and their secretaries,’ She said. ‘Some of them have got very big dicks that would have you choking and gagging when they were only half-way down that slutty little mouth of yours. And don’t even get me started on what they could do to this little virgin ass of yours. Before we think about letting an alpha bull run wild on it, we’ll be doing plenty of training with my plugs and buzzers, don’t you worry.’

Sarah then lifted me up and spun me around before lifting me up and lying me on my back on the large, smooth table. My body was exposed, even more so when she lifted my shirt up and tucked it in, just like I had in the bathroom earlier that morning…

‘So pathetic, such a wimpy, weak little body,’ She said, her fingers turning my nipples, squeezing them, pulling them up and causing me to squeal in pain. ‘Remember what I said about the noise! Now, let’s pull these panties down and see what you’ve got. I’m not holding my breath! Oh, ooooh, ha! That’s not a dick. No. That’s a clitty!’

Sarah leant in and grabbed my stiff dick, squeezing it and then slapping it from side to side, laughing as she spat on it, hurling abuse at me as she tormented her new pet…

‘There is no way I would even feel this inside me,’ She scoffed, loving every second of her attack on my sissy dick. ‘No real man has a dick like this, so it’s actually pretty obvious to me why you want to wear panties, and also why you submitted to me so easily, hardly even a hint of resistance. You’re a natural born sissy, a pure-bred panty boy of the most pathetic kind. Tell me, do you normally go to the bathroom and jerk this little maggot? Make your stupid sissy goo into whichever bimbo panties you’re wearing that day?’

‘Yes, sorry, I can’t help it,’ I said, shutting my eyes in shame as I spoke, totally open book to Sarah, ready to answer any question no matter how humiliating.

‘Speak properly, call me Ms Polen from now on, bitch,’ She said, spitting into my mouth and slapping my cheeks. ‘I’ll teach you the hard way if I have to, I have absolutely no problem with that. Now get those legs up, right up and over your head. You’re about to get your first bit of real sissy training.’

With that, Ms Polsen lifted my legs up, high, then higher, then right back over my shoulders, meaning my dick was pointing directly at my face, still hard, the thrill of the degradation and humiliation proving too much for it.

‘Now, you’re going to jerk and masturbate that useless little beta clitty until it makes a mess all over your face,’ Sarah laughed. ‘You’re going to eat it all up afterwards too, every last drop. I want you to get used to the taste of your own cum, and I want you to get real good, real fast, at aiming a dick directly into your mouth and across your face too. Got it? Good. Now, get pumping that tiny little thing.’

I did as commanded and began to wank myself, each pump taking me closer to cumming, the idea of shooting my load all over my face thrilling me, scaring me, but most importantly taking me deeper on my sissy journey.

‘Ms Polen, I’m ready,’ I whimpered, my hand working my clitty hard, my body tensing up.

‘Well, what are you waiting for, slut?’ She said, slapping her hand down on my raised and exposed ass cheeks. ‘Show me what a perfect little sissy slut you are, how keen you are to impress your alpha female owner. Moan as it comes out and splashes onto your stupid piggy face and grunt as it enters your cum hungry mouth. Do it!’

I felt the cum shoot out and I did indeed moan, grunt, and gasp as it covered my face, shooting right up onto my forehead and into my hair, and then of course into my mouth too. I felt so demeaned, the fact I was doing it on front of Sarah, senior management and now my mistress for all intents and purposes, just made it even more degrading, the sheer thrill of making such a grotesque exhibition of myself just too much to handle.

‘There, that’s it, you show your Queen who the little bitch is around here,’ She said, her fingers running over my exposed asshole, probing a little, assisting with the final squirts of my sissy juice. ‘Remember, if you impress me enough over the course of your panty training, I’ll give you some rewards. Like, maybe you can eat my ass? Would you like that?’

‘Mmmm, yes, thank you, Ms Polen,’ I said, my voice trembling, every nerve and sense in my body totally tuned in to this moment, to every word and facial expression. ‘Please help make me the ultimate panty boy, there’s nothing I won’t do to serve you.’

‘Well, we’ll see how much you really mean that over these next few days I am sure,’ Sarah said, taking a step back and photographing me, covered in cum, panties round my ankles, lying on the desk. ‘I’ve got a serious training plan in place for you and it’s going to be one that will take you places you’ve never been before, maybe not even in your deepest, darkest fantasies. But, in the meantime, I want you to pull those pink panties up and get yourself presentable. We’ve got an appointment at the department store across the road. If you’re going to be my personal panty slut, you’ll be needing work approved panties, won’t you?’

EPILOGUE

My world had been shaken, my body had been used, abused, mocked and played with by Sarah.

But this was only just the beginning.

I knew as I got myself dressed that nothing was ever going to be the same again, that my life had changed forever, that now my panty secret had been discovered by Ms Poulsen, my life at work certainly wouldn’t be an easy ride anymore.

But it wasn’t filing I had to worry about, it was something much realer. Much more strenuous, degrading, and sometimes painful too. But, at the same time, I knew it felt right, it felt almost like a case of final I would have job satisfaction, as crazy as that might sound.

Oh, and the fact that every day I would be in a new set of panties, ones selected by my mistress no less, well that was just even better. That was the kind of thing that I had craved, desired, and deep down always wanted for as long as I could even remember.

I was determined that I would be the best sissy for her that I could be, doing anything and everything for her, pushing myself further than felt comfortable, but most of all… being the ultimate pink panty sissy I could possibly be.

AUTHOR PAGE & SNEAK PEEK

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

MOST RECENT SINGLE:

THE SISSY TOY – CLICK HERE

She put me in panties, punished me, made me her plaything. I was her SISSY TOY! Reader discretion advised, super explicit sissy feminization content...


I had been serving Lori for three months and each day was a learning experience that involved tiny, highly revealing panties, much humiliation, and severe punishments when I failed to live up to her expectations. She knew I was the kind of weak, beta male sissy who she could put to the test for her amusement, but now was the time for her to push me further, really see if I could handle deeper, more intense degradation. She dressed me in feminine, tight, bimbo fitness clothes and took me to the hotel gym where my boundaries were blown away by her, a group of fellow dominant women, and the group trainer, a perfect male alpha specimen. My final humiliation that day happened back in the hotel room with Madame Lori and the scary, big, male trainer… 

READ TINA’S MOST RECENT

BUNDLE…

PANTIES, PAIN & PUNISHMENT - HERE

Sissies needs three things: PANTIES, PAIN, and PUNISHMENTS!


This hardcore feminization bundle will provide readers with strikingly strict, humiliating and downright degrading stories of irrepressibly dominant females totally owning and feminizing subservient sissies. They’ll be joined by their friends, female and male, as they take their sissies into unchartered feminization territory that knows no boundaries… 


Taboos will be shattered in these hardcore stories that leave no aspect of sissy desire unexplored as subservient panty-boys get put in panties and punished over and over again until they learn how to serve their superiors. 


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! 

OR AS SINGLES…

SISSY FOR HIRE – HERE

She discovered my frilly secret, and now I was her SISSY FOR HIRE! Reader discretion advised, super explicit sissy feminization content...


I had been happy to keep my sissy desires and panty wearing as a fantasy, but when my secret was discovered by Stephanie, she decided that I would be perfect for her business. I had no choice but to go along with this stunningly attractive, dominant, and brutal woman as she HUMILIATED me, punished me, and made me degrade myself in front of her. She knew I was a pathetically submissive sissy at heart, and if I could pass her training, she had plenty of other people who would want to use me too, with no taboo out of bounds and no pair of panties too small…


Strictly for adults only, this story contains: forced feminization, CFNM, SPH, beta male punishment, extreme humiliation and degradation at the hands of a cruel, dominant alpha woman, special sissy mess eating, big and scary alpha male objects, and of course plenty of scandalously frilly and tiny panties… 

APARTMENT SISSY - HERE

They figured out I was a panty wearing, subservient sissy boy and I just didn’t stand a chance… Reader discretion advised, super explicit sissy feminization content...


Mrs Stephen was in her forties, Nicolette in her twenties. Both stunning, naturally dominant, and equipped with the confidence that made a SMALL, weak beta like me totally in awe of them. They knew it too. Setting me up and making me confess my desire for all things feminization, they proceeded to put me to the test, seeing exactly how much punishment, degradation, and full on humiliation I could take. My boundaries were obliterated when Mrs Stephen invited one of her personal trainers, a big black alpha called Jayson, in to play a part in my final humiliation. Would I pass the test to become Mrs Stephen and Nicolette’s new sissy toy… Deep down, I knew what I had to do to get what I desperately craved… 

VALENTINE SISSY - HERE

LESSONS FOR SISSY - HERE

Other recent releases…

AS A BUNDLE: PANTIES & PAIN – HERE

TINA’S CLASSIC SISSY BUNDLE…

PUNISHED - 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

TINA’S LATEST GENDER SWAP BOOKS…

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! 

TWERK FOR HIM (GENDER SWAP FEMINIZATION) - HERE

NAUGHTY SWAP (GENDER SWAP HUMILIATION) - HERE

TRANSFORMED: HARDCORE GENDER SWAP HUMILIATION - HERE

GYM GAINS: GENDER SWAP HUMILIATION - HERE

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

HER HUGE BACK CATALOGUE AND LATEST RELEASES ON AMAZON – HERE

TEE’S HUGE ENTIRE 2019 HUCOW BUNDLE - HERE

NOW HERE’S THAT FREE PREVIEW…

KATIE’S PANTIES

Sissy Feminization, Punishment & Humiliation

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…

WE JOIN IN CHAPTER 3…

‘Well, I don’t know why you were so shy,’ Katies said, staring at me, now naked from the waist down. ‘You’ve got the perfect… look… for a sissy boy. My panties will be a good fit.’

With that, she discreetly pulled her tiny, black panties down her long legs and flicked them at me, landing them right on my face. Struggling to contain myself, I quickly grabbed them and knelt down to step into them, one foot at a time.

‘That’s it, you show me how a new sissy puts on her first panties,’ Katie said, her voice seductive, smooth as velvet. ‘Put that little sissy dick inside the material, keep it nice and safely tucked away.’

I felt absolutely humiliated and degraded. Emasculated by this dominant, uber confident woman who had somehow spotted me and worked out exactly who I was just by observing me and following her instincts…

‘Wow, you really do like panties,’ She said, her focus zoning in on my rapidly hardening dick as I tried to put it out of view, safely inside the flimsy material at the front of her panties. ‘Don’t go making any beta boy sticky sissy cummies in there though, got it? There’ll be big, big trouble for you if you do. You got that?’

I was totally taken aback.

This was getting way out of hand, moving far beyond anything I could have ever imagined earlier this morning as I left my place.

‘Please, I, um, this isn’t…’ I spluttered, trying to cover myself, looking totally ridiculous in the process.

‘Enough,’ Katie said sternly, grabbing me by the arm. ‘I can see that you need some breaking in sissy, and I’ve got just the way to do it. We’re going to go for a little walk. You live near here, right? Well, we’re going to go for a sissy strut to your place and we’ll see what happens from there.’

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

Here I was, in the park, only wearing a pair of pantie son my lower half, my t-shirt clearly not covering enough to hide the fact that I was being paraded around by this strict, stunningly attractive woman as she fired insult after degrading insult at me.

‘And don’t pull that t-shirt down to cover yourself again,’ Katies said, slapping my ass with her firm, flat hand. ‘If you do, I’ll have those men rip that t-shirt right off you and do whatever they hell they want too. Which I suspect might actually be an exciting thought for you, but we’ll look into that later.’

Katies was doing that thing again. Somehow just knowing exactly what to say, what to threaten me with to shut me up. It was like she had this incredible insight into my mentality, knowing exactly which buttons to press, and how hard…

‘Look at them, look at those big strong men, what would they say if they turned now and saw a sissy boy in his pretty panties walking past?’ Katie said, laughing, tickling me, making me squirm. ‘Do you think their dicks would fit inside my panties?’

‘No Katie,’ I said, my face still beetroot colored with humiliation. ‘Thank you for letting me wear your panties.’

Wow, had I just said that?

There was something about the way she was teasing me, being firm with me too, that was intoxicating and irresistible. It was like I was slowly beginning to accept the situation, that I was her sissy boy, ready and willing to follow orders and respect his… owner?

CHAPTER FOUR

The walk past the basketball court was excruciating, I could have sworn that Katie deliberately slowed down, giving the men every opportunity to catch a glimpse of me being marched by her in my t-shirt and panties, just like a naughty sissy.

But…

I couldn’t help that my mind began to wander, wondering if maybe I actually wanted to be seen by them…

That maybe the idea of the big, strong alpha men hollering and whooping at me, the sissy, and his owner was something that I actually got off on, that turned me on…

I looked at Katie, who seemed to acknowledge the fact that I had very readily slowed down in time with her, offering no resistance at all.

‘That’s it,’ Katie said. ‘You show your mistress what you like. Now, I think even though you’ve done well, you do need a bit of punishment for resisting in the first place. And because, well… I just feel like inflicting some punishment on you!’

‘Yes, Katie,’ I said, us both now crossing the road, opening the door to my building and letting her in before me.

We took the elevator up to my room, Katie pushing me down so that I was kneeling next to her, her fingers running through my hair, my dick throbbing and twitching in her panties, the top of my cock now having escaped out of the side of the smooth, thin panty material.

I was too scared to move it back in, knowing that a punishment was on its way anyway, I didn’t want to make things worse. After all, seeing as I had never experienced anything like this, I had no idea what Katie would do to me, or how harsh she would be…

We walked down the corridor and entered my place. Katies stepped in before me and had a look around, circling the open plan living and kitchen area, her poise and grace spellbinding.

‘What’s this then?’ Katie said, her eagle eyes spotting my open laptop, Showgirls still paused on the screen. ‘Well, it looks like you were getting your sissy inspiration wherever you could, doesn’t it? Have you been practicing your sissy dance moves, ready to impress some alpha men?’

-END OF SNEAK PEEK-
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