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-To Come-

“Now, what will happen is this,” She said. “You will go into the changing room and strip. You will pick an item to wear, only one, and you will come out and present yourself in front of me and ask for your punishment. Got it?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said.

“Well, chop-chop,” She said. “Don’t make me add any more to what is already looking like a pretty hefty tariff.”

I walked as quickly as I could into the changing room and flung my clothes off at double speed. I looked at my options that had been placed on the table.

This couldn’t be right?

All I saw in front of me were three pairs of women’s panties.

The first was a white, lacy, frilly pair.

The second was a pink, ultra-tiny thong.

The third was a high cut, see through, black thong.

I heard Mistress shouting at me to hurry up and knew I had to make a choice.

I suddenly wasn’t sure I could go through with this.

This had been a long held fantasy of mine, but to finally live it seemed maybe a step I wasn’t sure about taking. I bit the bullet and went with what I knew my heart was telling me. I picked up the panties and felt an unbelievable thrill as I pulled them up and walked out in front of my boss.

“Ah, the pink panties,” She said. “Well, how revealing – in more ways than one! Now, anything you would like to say?”

“Yes,” I said. “Please will you accept my request to be punished? I have been a very naughty little idiot who deserves to have his bottom spanked by his superior.”

“When you say ‘bottom’”, She said, “Do you mean sissy bottom?”

“Y-y-y-yes,” I agreed. “I mean please spank my slutty pink panty sissy bottom for as long as you think I deserve it.”

And with that, she beckoned me over, put me over her knee, and began spanking my bottom hard and fast for what seemed like an eternity.

I began to struggle, such was the pain.

I was begging her to stop but my please were only met with laughter and commands to shut my sissy mouth. She wasn’t kidding when she said this would be a proper punishment.

“Now, that’s enough,” She said. “Get yourself off my lap and over into the corner. I want you to stand with your face against the wall until I say otherwise and think long and hard about what you’ve done and how you can make sure to please me in future.”

I waddled over to the wall, my panties half way down my thighs, and did exactly as I was told. I knew my new boss meant business and wasn’t a woman, or should that be Goddess, to mess with.

-END OF PREVIEW-


CHAPTER ONE

Walking down the street I felt the harsh crashing of rain bounce off my large golfing umbrella. The funny thing was I’d never even played golf in my life but yet here I was taking refuge from the unpleasant weather with a golf umbrella.

Such is life I suppose.

As I walked, I took a moment to study the faces of those I passed on the street; men and women of all ages, races, shapes, and sizes going about their business throughout this unseasonal but not unexpected downpour.

I began to wonder where they were going and where they were coming from. Were they harbouring any secrets that could land them in trouble?

Were they on a wet mission to visit a loved one?

Were they late for work or hurrying up to meet a dear friend for coffee?

I would never know, but it didn’t stop me thinking.

I’d often found myself becoming curious of the lives of friends and strangers alike, a habit that had either got me nearly very close to trouble or actually in trouble on more than one, two, or three occasions.

This of course reflected back into what I was experiencing now ,and I couldn’t help but think that it was all tied into the same psychological hard wired series of desires.

Whether I would ever find out the truth about this I do not know – and it seemed unlikely I would ever personally qualify as a fully accredited psychologist or be able to afford a shrink that could help unravel the mysteries of my mind.  

But I digress, as I continued to power my way through the rain and avoid further soaking through my supposedly, but clearly not entirely, rainproof coat that I had bought at a discount from the big department store I had received some Christmas vouchers for, I made the decision to begin focusing on myself and paying less interest in the affairs of others.

Whether this would last, I truly did not know – but was sure to find out!


CHAPTER TWO

I arrived at the house I had been sent to and waited at the front door as instructed. The door was at least seven feet high, double sided, solid oak perhaps or at the very least some other kind of impressively expensive and well maintained wood.

I looked at the door knockers and felt intrigued; both wrought iron drenched in black paint with one depicting a large Amazonian woman dressed in a short regal dress with gaps to display impressively muscled legs from thigh to calf; in one hand the woman held what appeared to be an ornate nautical spear, and in the other hand what could only be described as a long staff with the top end shaped like a large penis, thick dick head included.

Curiosity got the best of me and I leant in to take a closer look.

I was right, it was a cock, right down to the detail of throbbing veins.

What on earth was this place? I wondered as I found myself transfixed, now totally drenched by the ever worsening rain fall.

But hang on, I mentioned that there were two door knockers. I managed to drag my eyes away from the Amazonian queen with her ceremonial garb and shocking weapons to peer over to the other door knocker. I was faced with the spectacle of three men, all on their knees, naked and with their hands held up towards their queen on the other door.

Leaning in I could see that there was one striking thing about these men and that was as follows: each of these men had erect penises of smaller than average size, albeit boners that were pointing towards their apparent mistress in such a way that suggested they were ready to serve upon fear for their lives even.

The door had opened on a kind of electronic buzz system and a stern voice over the speaker had instructed me to walked up to the top floor. I took my time walking up the stairs as I didn’t want to be too sweaty.

I entered the room and was met with a spectacular site. The woman in front of me was at least six foot tall in her heels. Her tight, well fitted trouser suit only accentuated her magnificent curves. Her breasts were prominent without being cartoonishly big. Her legs appeared toned, muscular, and able to crush a man with relative ease. I must have been gawping because as the woman walked over, she pulled her hand back and slapped me full in the face!

“Stop staring at me like an object you little creep,” she said.

This incredible woman grabbed me by my ear and kind of judo threw me down to the ground. She nudged me with her foot and had me lying face down on the floor in total fear of what was happening to me.

“W-w-w-wait, I’m sorry,” I pleaded.

“Do not talk to me, silly boy,” she bellowed. “As you know, I am your new boss. And if you wish to make a career for yourself under me, then it will be just that – underneath me. Got it?”

With that, she pressed her foot into my back and I let out a whimper.

“Y-y-y-es, please, I understand,” I cried out.

“Good,” She said. “Now, as your new boss you will call me Mistress at all times and you will need to agree to do as I say, when I say, without complaint or hesitation. Do you understand?”

I nodded my head as well as I could and felt relief as she took her foot off my back. The relief was short lived though as no sooner had she done this was I being picked up by the belt loops on my trousers and carried over to the other side of the office where I was promptly dropped on what appeared to be a very large yoga mat.

“Strip down to your underwear,” She said. “Do it! I want to see what I will be working with.”

I felt myself blush but began to strip.

As I took my clothes off I could see the incredible woman in front of me rolling her eyes and struggling not to laugh.

She clearly was not impressed with what she was seeing.

“Now,” She said, “What a miserable excuse for a man I have standing in front of me. This should be easy. Oh, yes, we’ll be wrestling now. The outcome will decide how you are used by me going forwards. Now get yourself in the centre of the mat and wait for me to return.”

With that, I stood in the centre of the mat wearing nothing by my short briefs.

I felt very vulnerable and totally unsure of what was going on.

But somehow I knew that leaving this situation wasn’t an option I would even be considering. This was in many ways a dream come true, to be in awe and totally controlled by an incredible Amazonian woman.

Just when I thought it couldn’t get any better, or more intimidating, she walked back in the room and strode over towards me.

“That’s it, gawp and drool, give me another reason to really teach you a lesson,” She said, her voice calm and very firm.

I must admit I was now in full on stare mode, gawping like the beta male I was.

My boss had changed from her power suit into a shiny black one piece leotard with a high cut thong. This was a spectacular site I was seeing and it only made me more taken aback when suddenly and without warning, she grabbed me and threw me to the mat.

“Now, we are going to keep going until I say, no quitting,” She said. “Got it? I want you to try and resist me as best you can. Remember, your job relies upon your performance. Now let’s see what you’ve got.”

What followed was a relentless hammering from my incredibly powerful female superior.

She put me in leg holds, squeezing the air out of my lungs.

She pinned me down and tickled under my arms, causing me to squirm and plead for mercy.

She then flipped me on to my front and lifted me fully off the ground by the waistband of my underpants.

“Ooooh, what’s that, is that ripping of material I hear?” She laughed.

She was right, and my underpants ripped right off my body and I dropped to the floor. She flipped me on my front and towered above my naked body.

“Well, look at that,” She said. “A wimp wrestler with an even wimpier little dick! Who would have thought it?”

I couldn’t believe she was saying this.

I felt totally degraded and humiliated.

She squatted down and spat on my dick, laughed, and then dropped down full weight on me, her powerful thighs either side of my body.

“I’m going to give you what you deserve,” she said. “I’m going to bounce my big beautiful bottom up and down on your face. And I want to hear you thank me, and I want you to ask for more too!”

She began to do just that, and I had no option but to comply with her instructions.

This was a perfect mix of agony and ecstasy.

I began to thrust my dick up and down without even considering what I was doing.

“Oh dear, is being dominated by your new boss turning you on?” She said. “What a sad little wimp, you’re probably a virgin. Even if you’re not, there’s no way you’ve ever satisfied a woman with this pathetic little worm.”

And suddenly I could feel myself cumming, the humiliation aimed at me and the fact that a magnificent ass was grinding on my face had pushed me too far.

As I came I really thrusted my hips up and down to make the most of the moment.

I must have looked ridiculous.

“You disgusting little boy,” She shouted. “You never cum without my permission!”

My mistress then turned around and with a hand full of my stringy hot cum she smeared it all over my face and inserted her fingers in my mouth.

“Eat it, eat your spillage all up for your mistress!” She exclaimed. “You are hear for my entertainment you useless little man, not the other way round. And before you say anything, yes you will be punished for this later, make no mistake.”


CHAPTER THREE

I finished my iced drink and placed the empty tall plastic cup in one of the recycling bins placed near the exit. I walked out with a spring in my step having noticed that the weather had cleared up and the rain clouds had made way to reveal a clear sky with a light hue – a welcome change from the dark tinge that occurs when storm clouds dominate the sky.

Perhaps this was a metaphor for my life?

Who knows, all I knew was that I felt good and the world was too.

Sure, it was a little on the cold side but this was inner city Britain and not the tropical beaches of South East Asia or the golden sands of somewhere like the Maldives.

Speaking of which, one comment that my new boss had made earlier was that I should expect some foreign travel – that is if I could sufficiently impress her long enough to keep my job.

Whilst I had enjoyed my year abroad, or sixteen months if I am being accurate, it wasn’t exactly spent at the height of luxury and certainly I wasn’t doing it in the company of someone as impressive and formidable as my new boss. I imagined the restaurants, sights, hotels, and other potential memories that could be made.

If anything, this only served to cement my resolve to perform well in this job – I would make a concerted effort to exceed expectations at all junctures and moments.

Well, that was my idea.

Unfortunately, I was soon to find out that this would not always be possible with my new boss. But for now, I was living in a blissful ignorance and optimism and wasn’t about to let anything spoil that.

I began the walk back to my new place of work and didn’t realise that I had in fact exceeded the maximum amount of time that I was told to be out for. Well, a perfect job, but clearly this was not going to be the perfect start.  


CHAPTER FOUR

“You’re late!” Mistress bellowed. “And let us not forget that during our little wrestling test, I assured you that you would be getting a punishment. Well I suppose I will have to add it all up and put it in context.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said.

I still felt incredibly intimidated by this woman, but the fact that I had cum in front of her, had my penis mocked by her, and engaged in a very intimate, yet one sided, wrestling match with her meant that I also felt comfortable in being myself in front of her.

“Now, what will happen is this,” She said. “You will go into the changing room and strip. You will pick an item to wear, only one, and you will come out and present yourself in front of me and ask for your punishment. Got it?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said.

“Well, chop-chop,” She said. “Don’t make me add any more to what is already looking like a pretty hefty tariff.”

I walked as quickly as I could into the changing room and flung my clothes off at double speed. I looked at my options that had been placed on the table.

This couldn’t be right?

All I saw in front of me were three pairs of women’s panties.

The first was a white, lacy, frilly pair.

The second was a pink, ultra-tiny thong.

The third was a high cut, see through, black thong.

I heard Mistress shouting at me to hurry up and knew I had to make a choice.

I suddenly wasn’t sure I could go through with this.

This had been a long held fantasy of mine, but to finally live it seemed maybe a step I wasn’t sure about taking. I bit the bullet and went with what I knew my heart was telling me. I picked up the panties and felt an unbelievable thrill as I pulled them up and walked out in front of my boss.

“Ah, the pink panties,” She said. “Well, how revealing – in more ways than one! Now, anything you would like to say?”

“Yes,” I said. “Please will you accept my request to be punished? I have been a very naughty little idiot who deserves to have his bottom spanked by his superior.”

“When you say ‘bottom’”, She said, “Do you mean sissy bottom?”

“Y-y-y-yes,” I agreed. “I mean please spank my slutty pink panty sissy bottom for as long as you think I deserve it.”

And with that, she beckoned me over, put me over her knee, and began spanking my bottom hard and fast for what seemed like an eternity.

I began to struggle, such was the pain.

I was begging her to stop but my please were only met with laughter and commands to shut my sissy mouth. She wasn’t kidding when she said this would be a proper punishment.

“Now, that’s enough,” She said. “Get yourself off my lap and over into the corner. I want you to stand with your face against the wall until I say otherwise and think long and hard about what you’ve done and how you can make sure to please me in future.”

I waddled over to the wall, my panties half way down my thighs, and did exactly as I was told. I knew my new boss meant business and wasn’t a woman, or should that be Goddess, to mess with.


CHAPTER FIVE

Time passed. I settled into my new role.

Sitting down on the sunken red leather chair of the coffee shop I took a long sip of my extra large strawberry Frappuccino (the nature of the drink getting me in no little trouble later as I was soon to find out!) and began to contemplate my surroundings.

Here I was, sitting in a coffee venue having a relaxed drink in the middle of the day as I watched the world go by.

How was this possible?

A mere week ago I was out of work and desperate for cash, so the idea that I would be positively lounging around enjoying a luxury – by my current standards – drink was impossible to fathom. Well, now I was in a somewhat different life position it dawned on me that I would have to adjust my preconceptions and accept that my world was going to look like a very different place from now on.

I looked over to the woman sitting at the table adjacent to mine and couldn’t help but notice how stressed out she looked, manically sipping on her skinny latte as she scrolled and scrolled through the multi screens of her iPhone.

Was this the life she dreamed of?

Sure, she was wearing expensive looking clothes, and had the latest technology in the palm of her hand, but was she fulfilled? My iPhone was only allowed to be used in my room after work hours, or when I received a *special message* relating to instructions from my new boss, and I must say I was already feeling free of its demands on my time.

I felt liberated!

As well as the woman with her iPhone, I saw many other similar drones sitting at their tables or on their tall window stools immersed in their smartphones and wearing looks of abject boredom on their faces. I felt sorry for them, but I also felt happy for myself in what was shaping up to be the best decision I had ever made in my life to date.  

Walking down the street, packed with busy shoppers and lunch time trade, I began to wonder what the end game of this particular situation I found myself in was.

Could I seriously expect that this was my life now?

What would I say to my friends – would they not be surprised at how I’d suddenly gone from asking for a loan to pay for my sports package cable subscription to now living in a three story penthouse apartment with full cable package?

What could I possibly say to my family, a family who had expressed their concerns when I took my year out travelling and were incredibly disappointed to see that my old job was no longer there upon my return?

Forgetting what other people thought for a moment, on a boring practical level from my own point of view, where was my life security?

The longer I was out of work surely the harder it would be to return to work when this experience would come to an end.

Or… or maybe this experience would never to come to an end?

No, that was wishful thinking, and I knew it.

However, my new boss had told me that I would be looked after with a glowing reference, all things being well, and with her international list of contacts if anything I would be better placed career wise – even in this poor job market. After all, they do say it’s about who you know and not what you know.

The torrential downpour was showing no signs of abating so I decided to make a quick stop off in a nice chain coffee shop I knew was around the corner from this particular street.

I continued walking for fifty metres, made my turn, and walked quickly to the coffee place.


CHAPTER SIX

I walked into the bathroom and looked around. In one of those weird moments that can happen from time to time, I completely forgot why I had come in here.
Then of course I remembered, it was my scheduled evening bath time.
I turned the hot and cold taps on to full to get them going and took a couple of moments to get the heat balance just they way I liked it (not too hot but warm enough that it would take me a few attempts to ease myself in – I found this was the best method for ensuring a long soak was taken at optimum heat for the longest period, in other words – it was hot all the way until it was time to get out).
Once I was happy with the heat I put the heavy metal plug into the bath and poured in some bubble bath. It was a pink colour with a fruity, zesty smell. Not my choice of course, but I was happy to go along with it – not that I had any choice in the matter. I sat on the small but elegant bath stool in nothing but the bath towel that I was wearing around my waist and watched dreamily, or should that be in a haze like state, as the bath began to fill slowly but surely.
I knew I was on my own time now, and it felt good to relax for a moment, although I was also aware that the stipulation of my employment was that in theory I could be called to service at any moment. And I also knew that I was still under her control – any serious rule breakages would be punished as normal.
As the bath began to fill to the required amount, I realised that my mind had been wandering to thoughts of what my new boss would look like getting in and out of the bath, how the bubbles would help to augment her already magnificent and powerful shape.
As I stood up to get into the bath my robe fell to the floor and my much humiliated penis was standing to full attention. Aware that if mistress happened to walk in, I would be in trouble, and not wanting yet another spanking today, I quickly got into the bath and under the safety – or so I thought – of the bubbles.
**




CHAPTER SEVEN

Funny how when you really want to get to sleep but just can’t. It’s certainly annoying if you have a big meeting the next day, the kind of meeting that you know you need to nail so that you get the big bonus come the half year review.

The amount of time I’ve spent tossing and turning over the years in this exact situation.

First you flip the pillows countless times from side to side.

Sometimes you want it cold, then it’s too cold and you want it hot. Ever tried counting sheep? I for one can testify to the highest power that it does not work. My personal best must be well in excess of hundred and fifty sheep flying over that brown wooden fence in my imagination – heck, I’ve even tried switching the sheep up to all manner of flying objects, some of them shall we say it’s no surprise that it didn’t work to get me to sleep.

Ever counted out a hundred flying dildos, well you can imagine the last thing I did was sleep after that.

Fact is, when your body and mind does not want to go to sleep it won’t.

End of.

Well anyway, back to the point, here I was lying in bed totally unable to get to sleep. I was trying my best to not think about what had happened today, as I knew full well that would lead to me breaking one of the key rules that had been set for my new life. And I knew full well that my new boss would know if I had broken one of her rules.

Unless of course I could manage to lie convincingly, really believe the lie and then project that truth on to her?

I could sense it, it was pointless resisting.

Thoughts from the day came back in to my head, flying around and driving me crazy.

Who was I kidding, I couldn’t resist.

My mind racing with thoughts of tiny panties, the frilly thongs, the high cut g-strings, the complete humiliation of wearing them, being put on display for Mistress and possibly her friends…

Within moments of beginning to pump my cock, I had made a mess all over my stomach.

I felt satisfied, but I knew I had broken a major rule.

There was going to be more punishment coming my way, but if this was discovered then surely there would be even more. Still, it did at least help me get to sleep – although you wouldn’t be surprised to hear that I fell asleep dreaming of what these punishments would entail, and naturally I got hard again and made a second mess.

I really was living my sissy fantasy, there was no denying it, except now it was more than fantasy – it was my life!


CHAPTER EIGHT

I parked the car, turned the engine off and took a moment to think. Here I was, sitting in a supermarket carpark just like the hundreds of other consumers here ready to buy items for what could only be seen as a pretty normal big weekend shop.

There was of course a difference, as amongst the regular groceries that I had been instructed to purchase, you know the standard roll call of baguette, cherry plum tomatoes, bag of fresh rocket salad, and block of cheese for a Saturday brunch situation, there was the small matter of the final item on the list, listed simply as: pretty pair of frilly knickers.

Now, of course it could be the case that I was buying these for a wife or girlfriend and the embarrassment would only be minor if anyone saw me.

However it was clear from the asterisk on the instructions that this would not be possible to pull off if I stuck to the rules. Now what this asterisk, an innocuous mark on the side of the listing of panties to purchase, stated was as follows:

You will take this shopping list to the nearest shop worker and you will read the following out loud to that person:

I am here to buy a pair of frilly, skimpy panties for myself upon the instruction of my boss.

In order to meet her demands, the panties must leave little to the imagination, must be either red, pink, or a sufficiently lurid colour (you can surprise me on this one), and will have a high cut on the hips.

If I do not meet my boss’ requirements I will be punished appropriately and will be forced to return to purchase another pair. If you feel I am required to try on pairs of panties to make sure they meet my boss’s requirements then so be it, that is fine. If you notice that I become aroused then you may also admonish me verbally and or punish me as appropriate. Please also write any notes you may feel are relevant on to this note and pass it back to my little pet so I can read it later and make any necessary punishments or even rewards.

I had no idea how I would be able to go through with this. The thought of buying the panties at all, even with all my efforts going into keeping it a covert operation so to speak, was scary as it was but this was just simply terrifying.

But, I could not deny that there was a certain frisson, an uneasy sense of excitement, that I was feeling at the prospect.

I felt a stirring in my dick, the press of an emerging boner against my trousers – the humiliation of knowing that I had been sent out without anything underneath as punishment for messing my knickers earlier that day.

What would happen in the store, and could I go through with this?

I was about to find out…

I walked into the supermarket with my trolley. Just my luck, there was only one left and it was one of the ones that has that annoying thing where one of the wheels, typically the font ones, had been bent out of shape a little. What this meant was that the trolley was harder to manoeuvre and made a strange and not to mention loud clunking and thunking noise as I pushed it up and down the aisles in search of the food stuffs on my list.

I took great care to buy a good quality baguette as I had been warned that anything less than perfectly fresh would not be deemed acceptable. I’d always been a fan of bread, a connoisseur if you will, and back when I was earning big bucks and bonuses in my previous job I would think nothing of visiting my local deli and splurging upwards of five pounds on the latest artisanal delight from the local micro bakery.

These days I was shopping for someone else and so far had not been trusted with choosing my own shops, or rather, I was being sent here for reasons other than the number of seeds in a batch of freshly baked bread.

I selected a baguette that I thought would pass muster so to speak and carefully placed it in the trolley.

I purchased the remaining items on the list and knew it was time to proceed to the clothes department, and within that the women’s clothes, and within that again the lingerie and underwear section.

As I pushed the trolley in that direction, wheels clanking and bumping, I caught the odd person looking at me – of course, I knew logically that it was the awkward and grating trolley sound that was drawing their attention but a wild paranoia also set in.

Were they wondering where I was going?

Was my embarrassment and incoming humiliation painted all over my face?

The closer I got to the lingerie section, full as it was with all manner of female underwear from practical black thongs to lacy see through crisp white panties, I could feel my face redden and a trickle of sweat roll down my back.

Could the other shoppers see this?

Would I be exposed?

The moment of truth was approaching, and to add humiliation on to humiliation, I could feel my dick harden and agitate against the front of my trousers. 

The purchase of my panties was completely humiliating.

The woman knew that they were for me of course, and made a big point of asking a colleague whether the frilly multipack was on special. She made a great deal of holding the panties I had bought up to her face and searching for the price scan tag, just making sure the everyone could see what it was that I was purchasing.

After I had made the purchase she said that she hoped to be seeing me again soon, and maybe next time she would help me with the purchases and perhaps give me a fitting.

I went bright red and couldn’t hold it in, my dick exploding in my trousers, my face flushing. She must have noticed a tell-tale sign because she burst out laughing.

I turned away and walked as quickly as I could.

See you again, she shouted.

And the thing was, I knew full well that I would be back.


CHAPTER NINE

Waiting at the traffic lights it became clear that there was a problem with the traffic light itself. Somehow, and don’t ask me I’m terrible with technical stuff like this, the lane I was in, on the far right feeding into the turn, seemed to be stuck on red. Each other line took their turns in proceeding on to their designated destination while I and my fellow travellers were stuck.

Normally I wouldn’t let something like this overly bother me, I’m kind of laissez-faire on this sort of thing because I figure life has a plan for us all and what’s a few minutes here or there in the greater scheme of things after all?

But today was different, and my life was now not just about going with the flow. She would be expecting me back within a reasonable time with my purchases, receipts included to make sure I hadn’t pinched the panties to avoid embarrassment, so as to ensure she could eat a timely brunch.

She had emphasised several times that her belief was that good time keeping was an essential part of my position as she wanted to know that she could trust me enough to gradually give me more responsibility and even some freedom, within limits of course.

She had also said that poor timekeeping, along with the potential situation of me losing my position, something that I strangely could not even contemplate happening despite the spankings, the humiliations, and the degradations, would lead to my punishment schedule being enhanced and my freedoms reduced.

Today for instance, she had explained in no uncertain terms that for every minute I was late back from the supermarket expedition I would receive an extra spank to my naked bottom from a starting point of twenty hard spanks.

Furthermore, as it was related to a car journey, the spanking would take place in her driveway and with me bent over the front bonnet of the car itself. Yes, the driveway was a private one – but as she said, what is to say a burly delivery man wouldn’t arrive with a package, or one of her cleaning maids might return to pick up one of their feather dusters, or possibly even she might just have a visit from a group of her equally powerful and intimidatingly buxom female business society friends?

I began to find myself indulging in just how painful and humiliating any of these scenarios could be when I suddenly became aware that the cards behind me were beeping their horns in a frenzy.

The lights had changed to green and as I put the car into first and quickly then second gear, I did not know whether to hope for a prompt arrival back to my new home in order for my mistress to be pleased with my performance or a somewhat later arrival that would almost certainly prompted some al fresco chastisement and bottom reddening corrective measures.

LATER…

I lay on my bed and wondered what I should do with my evening.

My mistress had given me the rest of the night off my duties and I felt very grateful to her showing me such kindness, after all in theory she could have given me more chores to do such as unloading the dishwasher or making a start on folding the sheets that were hanging in the drying room ready to be put back in their drawer upstairs in the small airing room.

Mistress had said that as it was a chilly evening she would put the heating on all night and I would be permitted to sleep either in the pyjama bottoms she provided – a lovely pair from Marks & Spencer that cut in tight around my front and my bottom: yes, they were women’s pyjama bottoms of course, but they were comfortable and made a change from tiny panties and knickers that I was usually wearing now – or a simple pair of high cut tanga panties in black.

Perhaps from my enthusiasm for the pyjamas you can see that I chose to wear those.

Anyway, in my pyjama bottoms I put the television on and casually flicked through the channels to see if there was anything that caught my fancy. She had warned me that I was not to watch anything too provocative that objectified the female form, one because she did not like to see women objectified by men (it should be the other way round according to her) and two because I was not permitted under the terms of my employment to become aroused unless I received express oral or written consent from her, my employer.

I couldn’t seem to find anything that interesting on the tv, it was just the classic Saturday night rubbish of reality shows and talent contests, so I decided to leave it on in the background and just chill out after my hard day at the office, so to speak.

A few minutes later I saw that a new show had started and it featured several men and women in a reality environment and they appeared to be spending less and less time wearing any clothes. I couldn’t help but find my attention piqued by the women who seemed to have shapely bodies and weren’t shy about exposing them to raise their profile.

On the show it appeared that somewhat inebriated on cocktails and shots they had decided to have a twerking contest on the table tops of their rented house.

As I watched their partially nude but almost fully exposed bottoms jiggle and bounce, I felt a surge of blood to my dick.

Back in the day I would have taken my lap top out and looked at porn when I felt aroused, but seeing as that was now strictly banned, this could be the closest I would get. In a moment of madness, a kind of horny fever, I pulled the pyjamas down to my knees, lay back and stroked myself to the tune of these young women twerking and licking and sucking on their large nipples for the entertainment of the muscled men of they lived in the house with.

This was absolute madness, I knew that mistress could walk in at any moment and I would be in total violation of the rules.

And guess what happened?

I heard a hard and fast knock on the door.

Spot check, make yourself presentable for your mistress, came the call from outside my room.

I leapt up in a vain attempt to pull my pyjamas back up and cover myself. It was all too little too late.

There I was, standing with my pathetic little erection half sticking out of my semi pulled up women’s pyjamas, and in the background a quite unedifying scene of women exposing themselves for the attention of horny gym obsessed men.

“What on earth do you think you are doing you utter, utter disgrace? NO, don’t even attempt to answer. Get those pyjama bottoms off, right off, right this second and hand them to me,” She said, before walking over and doing the job for herself, roughly yanking them down, pushing me over on the floor with ease due to my unbalanced position, and removing the bottoms entirely.

“Don’t move a muscle, you need to stay down there on the floor like the worm you are, you little maggot,” She bellowed, towering above me in her stylish yoga pants and athletic sports bra that only just managed to supress her large bazooka breasts.

She dropped right down onto my chest, winding me a little.

“Oh don’t even think about moaning like a little bitch, you’re lucky I don’t throw you out onto the street boy,” She exclaimed. “Now, you may think it’s okay to watch women debase themselves but I happen to think that it’s you who needs to experience some humiliation. Look at your little cock, still stiff, still aching. I’ll ask you a question now and you’d better answer honestly. What were you doing before I came in?”

I knew I had to answer honestly, because I had been warned that punishments would only be severe if I lied, and mistress would always know if that was the case.

I gulped and began to answer, finding myself mesmerised by the Amazonian goddess pressing down on me with her immensely powerful thighs and heavy buttocks.

Her yoga pant cladded vagina was only inches away from my face and I knew she would smother me with it given any hesitation from my part.

“M-m-m-mistress, please accept my apologies I made a very big mistake,” I stuttered. “I accidentally left on a programme that featured the incorrect action of women pleasing men. I know that is wrong. Please show mercy on me. I saw their naked, voluptuous bodies and gave in to temptation, I’m sorry, I’m so sorry I don’t know what came over me…,”

I was almost breaking down, half turned on and half devastated that I had gone against my keeper’s wishes.

“Well that’s a decent start,” She stated. “But I’ve got a question for you. Do you think you’re a match for the men in that programme? I’m looking at them now, tops off, rippling muscles and bulges in their tight pants. As stupid as they are, I am sure I could put them to use on my body. But I look down at you and I see a pathetic little panty pervert, a sparrow’s cock little boy’s dick. Now answer me, are you a match for these men?”

“N-n-no, no I’m not. I’m sorry, I’m sorry I’m such a little wimp. Please, let me make it up to you mistress. I’ll do anything, anything you want,” I said, genuinely desperate to please this goddess as she bounced up and down on me, laughing, gently slapping my face.

“Well, well, okay, this is what will happen,” She said. “We are going to reverse the roles on the television. You’re going to be the little bitch making a fool of yourself for the big strong master. You’re going to learn that if you watch trash you will be treated like trash!”

With that, my mistress picked me up off the floor and pulled over a chair in front of the television.

The reality show had now cut to a scene of one of the large men and one of the slutty women in the bedroom. They were fucking, with the woman bent over the bed and taking a pounding from behind. Mistress roughly bent me over the chair, facing the television, then walked over to the shelf that displayed her ultimate deterrent, a large black strap on.

I watched as she placed the strap on over her yoga pants and walked in front of me, giggling.

“Okay boy, you better get this big cock nice and wet because it’s going right up that stupid little bottom of yours in a minute,” She declared. “And you’re going to take it for as long as the woman on television takes her big length for. That’s it, suck it, leave lots of nature’s lube on there.”

She walked behind me and I felt her spread my cheeks, exposing my puckered ass to the world.

Then, it came, and I felt the large head push against me and I instinctively let out a long, deep moan.

I couldn’t deny it, it felt good, if uncomfortable at the same time.

“Ooooooh, please-,” I said, unsure whether I was asking her to stop or asking her to drive it in further.

“That’s it, take it you little slut,” She said. “You’ll learn your lesson here make no mistake. Look up at the television at that stupid little woman getting exposed in front of millions. You should thank your lucky stars that this is just between us two, for now at any rate.”

And with that, she began to move the fat cock in and out of me at a great speed, herself beginning to moan now.

She was really going for it – and I would later see that the strap on had a built in vibrator intended for the user’s pleasure – until she appeared to climax and then drop her full weight on my body.

I had nothing left, I felt as if my dignity had been well and truly taken away from me, but there was one more act to seal my punishment for the evening.

“Now,” She said. “Now that I have composed myself I want to see you finish yourself off, wank that pathetic little maggot and spurt it. But there’s a twist, seeing as you are a sissy little bitch, you will be wanking it to the freeze-framed image on the television. Hahaha, don’t even try and protest, yes, you will bring yourself to cum to the image of that large stud standing tall with his muscular back and powerful bottom to camera. And as you stroke, on each stroke you will say: I am a pathetic sissy who knows her place in the pecking order. Now, without further ado…”

I stood up and face the television any my magnificent mistress.

I began to stroke, repeating as instructed the line: I am a pathetic sissy who knows her place in the pecking order, as instructed. And the thing was, as humiliating as this was, I knew it to be true.

If mistress suspected my sight was drifting, she would grab my face and point me back in the direction of the large, toned man and his strong calves, thighs, buttocks, and shoulders.

“Yes, you feel dejected and humiliated by me, by this prat on the television, but you also feel turned on by us both too,” She confidently stated.

I felt myself losing control.

“That’s it, faster, faster, faster, faster, ooooooooooh and there it is, what a lot of mess you’ve made on your floor!” She laughed, utterly revelling in her victory over me.

She began to laugh, compounding my humiliation.

“Now get on your hands and knees and lick up every drop you utter waste of space,” She commanded. “We’ll make a good servant of you yet, but there’s a long, long way to go slutty boy toy.”

As I licked up my own hot creamy mess from the laminate floor, occasionally looking up to the magnificent sight of my new boss, I knew that I had never ever felt such degradation in my life.

But another thing was also true, I knew that I had also never felt such commitment to serving another person, to pleasing them, to being their possession.

I knew that this would be a job I would never get sick of.

I knew there would be many more tales of humiliation, punishments, and my boundaries being pushed further than I ever thought imaginable.

More than anything though, I knew that this was the real me, a true sissy doing what sissies are born to do.

AUTHOR PAGE & SNEAK PEEK

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

TINA MAJORS – SISSY STORIES!

SISSY EXPOSED! - HERE

SISSY CAPTURED! - HERE

FULL TIME SISSY! - HERE

SISSIES MUST WEAR PANTIES! (3 STORY BUNDLE) - HERE

SISSY BEACH HUMILIATION! - HERE

SISSY LIFE! - HERE

HER SISSY NOW! - HERE

TEE RISE - HUCOW

MILK ME HARD! (10 STORY BUNDLE) - HERE

MILK ME NOW! (5 STORY BUNDLE) – HERE

MILK ME! (4 STORY BUNDLE) – HERE

MILKED AT HUCOW MANSION - HERE

HUCOW AUCTION!  - HERE

NAUGHTY HUCOW SECRETARY! - HERE

MILKED ON HUCOW ISLAND! – HERE

MILKED BY A RIVAL GANG! - HERE

HUCOW IN HIDING! - HERE

HUCOW ESCAPE! - HERE

HARDCORE HUCOW PRISON – HERE

MILKED ON SET: HOLLYWOOD HUCOW BRAT – HERE

HUCOW FOR HIRE – HERE

THE HUNTED HUCOW – HERE

BRAT GETS MILKED – HERE

MY CAMPUS MILKING – HERE

MILKED BY MY TRAINER – HERE

MILKED BY THE PILOT – HERE

TEE RISE - FUTA

WILD FUTA PARTY! (12 STORY BUNDLE) - HERE

NAUGHTY FUTAS (5 STORY BUNDLE) – HERE

FUTA ROADTRIP! - HERE

OWNED BY FUTAS – HERE

FUTA CITY – HERE

MY FUTA BOSS – HERE

MY WICKED FUTAS (BUNDLE) – HERE

MY FUTA FIRST – HERE

MY FUTA GAMES – HERE

FUTA GYM – HERE

CLUB FUTA – HERE

FUTA AIRWAYS – HERE

FUTA BILLIONAIRE - HERE

FUTA BEACH – HERE

MY FUTA SHOCK – HERE

MALL FUTAS – HERE

Now here’s that Sneak Peek I promised…

SISSY BEACH HUMILIATION!

Hardcore First Time Feminization

By Tina Majors

Sign up HERE to Tina’s Mailing List 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 (2019) and the publisher, Perfect10 Books (2019). 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 FIVE…

CHAPTER FIVE

We spent the next couple of hours relaxing and enjoying a bit of conversation in between my trips over to the beachside café. The staff at the café took great delight in taking a beverage order from a sissy like me. One server, a large African man called Servio slapped my butt-cheeks as I walked past with two ice creams. He laughed and I felt myself blush, kind of angry at the way he felt he could grab a piece of me without asking, but also kind of turned on by the fact he viewed me as nothing more than a plaything that was his to do with as he pleased.

I was in a haze as I walked back to Jennifer and must not have realised but my boner was poking out of the side of my bikini bottom.

“Sissy! What the absolute hell do you think you are doing exposing yourself without my permission!” Annabelle roared.

I apologised profusely but it was no good, she was furious.

She grabbed me, took the ice creams from me and placed them in the cool-box, and put me across her lap.

“Excuse me! Attention please!” She bellowed in a loud and commanding voice that boomed across the length and breadth of the beach.

I turned my head and saw what appeared to be at least twenty people walking towards us from nearby.

I closed my eyes, I couldn’t bare to look.

This was the most public humiliation I had experienced.

I knew it would only get worse from here.

“Right everyone,” Jennifer said. “You may have noticed this little sissy wimp parading around the beach and I am sure you all had a good laugh at him, his jiggling sissy bottom, his pathetic beta male body, his lack of bulge at the front of his bikini. Well, I expect standards from him and for the bimbo to approach me with his pathetic, tiny little sissy clitty poking out of the side is simply not acceptable. Now, he will be punished. Any suggestions on how many spanks I should administer to begin with?”

The crowd laughed and began shouting out numbers for how many spanks they felt I should receive. I noticed people pulling out their cameras and phones, ready to make a record of my punishment.

“At least thirty!” A woman in a very revealing black bikini said. “Then make him do jumping jacks for us!”

“Let me give him twenty when you’re done!” A large, muscular man in small red speedos (with a huge dick print) said, confidently and with a sense of masculinity that was equal parts intimidating and, secretly, a big turn on.

“Make him eat out every ass on the beach!” A woman said, casually stroking the front of her big black husband’s swimming shorts.

I felt my dick hardening again.

I couldn’t help it.

Despite the massively humiliating and degrading nature of the suggestions, I was feeling a surge of excitement that I knew all too well. It was the thought of being treated like a sissy boi object that was getting me going.

I prayed that Madame Jennifer wouldn’t notice.

Of course she did.

“Well, ladies and gentlemen,” She said. “It appears that my sissy seems to quite like some of these suggestions!”

She stood up and hoisted me up off the beach towel. My sissy dick was pushing hard against my bikini but only until Jennifer roughly yanked the bikini down and off, pulling so hard that the string ties at the side came loose.

There was an immediate roar of titillation and laughter amongst the gathered crowd as I stood there in front of them in a tiny bikini top and naked from there down to my toes. My pathetic but absolutely rock hard boner was bouncing and twitching for all to see and as soon as I felt the temptation to cover myself up I knew I should immediately put my hands on my head as I had been trained to do.

“Ah, good, well done sissy,” Jennifer said. “You see everyone, whenever sissy feels like he should cover his modesty he knows to put his hands on his head to keep himself on display. Now I am worried that if I put him over my knee he will make a sissy mess everywhere, so I think what we’ll do is form a circle around him and take turns in holding him, spanking him, humiliating him, doing whatever we please with him. Go wild everyone!”

I was about to make a run for it, I was so scared. But it was a good job that I didn’t because I know full well I would have been caught anyway and given a terrible punishment.

Anyway, the choice was taken out of my hands by a powerful black man who took the initiative and put me in a headlock, bent me over, and began to spank my exposed cheeks.

“Say thank you, sissy!” Jennifer declared. “Say thank you to the Alpha!”

“Thank you, Alpha,” I said in between crying out in pain and humiliation at the hard spanks that were being administered.

The man laughed and then picked me up and flipped my upside down do that my ass was up by his face and my face was directly in front of his speedos. He began to spank me in this utterly degrading position, causing huge cheers and uproarious laughter from the crowd. As he was doing this, my face was banging against his cock, a dick that while already massive was appearing to harden each time my face swung back and mashed into it.

In an instinctive act that took me by surprise I began to pucker my lips so that each time my face went into his crotch it was as if I was kissing his dick.

“Oooooh, sissy likes this! I must make a mental note for future reference,” Jennifer said, laughing and seeming turned on herself.

The man put me down, slapped my ass, and pushed me back into the centre of the circle.

Everyone moved in even closer and within seconds I found myself being poked, spanked, made to suck toes, kiss ass cheeks, suck on nipples, have fingers pushed up into my own puckered sissy pussy.

It was all getting too much, the mix of pain, pleasure, humiliation, arousal, and degradation.

“Jennifer,” a beautiful woman said while pulling on both my nipples, “I think this little slut is about to shoot her load! Why don’t we make her squirt her cummies into her own mouth??

“Oh, yes!” Jennifer said, “An excellent idea! The perfect way of teaching sissy that squirting is always on his superiors’ terms.”

With that, I was picked up, turned upside down and my legs were bent forwards so that my throbbing cock was pointed directly at my face.

“Open wide sissy, we want to see as much of your stupid sissy juice go into that mouth of yours,” Jennifer said, to roars of excited approval from the women and men around us.

“Who wants to do the honours of wanking this sissy clitty then?” Jennifer asked. “First cum first serve, if you excuse the pun!”

A woman stepped forward, she was topless and as she bent down to grab my stiff cock, her breasts brushed my face and her nipples were inches away from my mouth. I reached out to lick them, completely out of control.

“Go on, have a quick suck you horny little bitch,” the woman said, and she squatted down and roughly pushed her nipples into my mouth. The nipples hardened immediately and she then got up and began to jerk me.

“Well this is pathetic!” She said, mocking the tiny size of my dick. “I like to handle big dicks, big thick veiny dicks that stretch me out! Not a little maggot like this. I wouldn’t even feel this. This is just, totally useless. I suppose that’s what you’re a sissy isn’t it?”

“Y-y-y-y-y-y-y-yes, ooooooohh, urrrrgh, oooh,” I said, as my dick gave in to its desires and…

-END OF PREVIEW-
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