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CHAPTER ONE

“Okay, so this is what I need you to do,” Catherine said, walking around me, surveying my body as I stood there, dripping with water from the shower, naked and on display for her. “I need you to shave your pubic hair, not all off, just a nice thin strip. You can be a bit shy, but I need you to be perfectly slutty, just how deep down I know you like it. You’ll then dry off and get yourself into the panties, bra, suspenders and cute little sailor outfit I’ve laid out for you. Hubbie, are you keeping up?”

“Yes, Catherine,” I said, my mind spinning at what she was saying, and beginning to realise where this was all leading.

“Once you’re in your outfit, you’ll take some photos, send them to me,” she continued, teasing my nipples with her perfectly manicured fingers. “Then, you’ll wait. You’ll stand by the front door and you will wait for me and my little assortment of friends to return. Got it?”

“Yes, Miss,” I said, conscious that my dick was beginning to stiffen, the thought of being paraded and presented to my wife’s friends again sending an electrical current of excitement all over my body.

“Well, I can see that this little thing is certainly in the mood,” Catherine said, crouching down and blowing on my dick, teasing me as it continued to harden. “Now, remember, I don’t permit you to get your little clitty boners when I’m not present. So, if you do get excited when I’m out, I expect a full apology and explanation when I get back. Got it? And that’s whether my friends are listening or not, too. Right?”

I nodded.

I had no other option but to accept whatever Catherine said, to take it without question, to pretty much obey every single command to the absolute and final letter.

She was my wife, my boss, and my keeper.

I mean, it wasn’t like I couldn’t leave if I wanted to. But she knew as well as I did, that I adored her, craved her, and would do anything to meet her approval. If I failed, she would punish me, often showing absolutely no mercy whatsoever.

But…

She knew what was best for me. I accepted that. I trusted her. Of course, what was coming my way later would test that. Push it right to the limit. As she gave my dick a quick slap, laughing as it bounced back up, she turned and left, leaving me to get ready for what would be the biggest test of my service to my wife yet.


CHAPTER TWO

With Catherine out of the house and her car pulling out of the driveway, I was left to my own devices. I knew I would have while to get myself ready, so saw no harm in just taking it easy for a little minute.

If previous experiences like this had been anything to go by, I would certainly need plenty of stamina for the ritual humiliations and punishments I would be put through later.

So, on this basis, and after I had shaved myself exactly to her specification, I wandered downstairs, totally nude, and made myself an iced latte. Catherine’s successful career had meant that we were able to live pretty damn comfortably, and our cupboards were always full of the best speciality coffees from around the world.

So, as I stood in our high specification kitchen sipping on my ice cold and delicious iced caffeine injection, I felt a real sense that my life was working out pretty damn well. I mean, it wasn’t exactly usual for a husband to be treated the way I was, but I couldn’t help but think that maybe it should be?

Would a totally female led world actually be that bad?

Or, to put it another way, I was really beginning to believe that every relationship should be female led. Since Catherine had taken complete control, I was actually happier. Sure, I would face her wrath from time to time, and I had certainly experienced things that I would never have imagined being possible before, other than in my fantasies perhaps, but it definitely felt like it had been the correct decision to unequivocally accept her terms and conditions.

She would look after me.

I would serve her.

I finished my drink and walked back up the stairs and into the walk-in closet. Carefully putting my panties on, I relished the feel of them as they slid up my slender, smooth legs and rested high on my hips.

I couldn’t resist admiring myself in the mirror, the hard work I had been putting into copious amounts of squatting in order to get the perfect sissy booty definitely appeared to be paying off now. Catherine would tease me that soon I would have a body fit for any lap dancing club, and she knew how much even the thought of that excited me…

Well, I couldn’t allow myself to think too much about that now if I wanted to avoid being punished and having to go into the details of it all in in front of Catherine’s friends.

No, I needed to stay focused.

I got myself dressed and made my way back down stairs. I decided to make myself busy by unloading the dishwasher and making sure that everything looked on point.

Little did I know then that no amount of tidying or extra work would save me from the experience I was about to be put through by Catherine, her friends, and their surprise additional guests…


CHAPTER THREE

My heart skipped a beat, or several, as I heard the sound of cars pulling into our driveway. I quickly made my way from the kitchen and took my position by the door, ready to welcome Catherine and her friends to the house.

Ding-dong.

The sound of the doorbell being run gave me a shock and assuming it was Catherine, I opened the door ready to greet her. Instead of Catherine however, it was a delivery guy.

I couldn’t believe it.

I was standing in front of a butch, six foot plus delivery guy and I was wearing a slutty sailor suit. I signed for the package and felt my face throbbing with total humiliation, meanwhile being fully aware that Catherine and her group of like minded female friends were finding all of this absolutely hilarious.

“Oh, don’t mind my husband,” Catherine said, approaching the delivery man. “He’s my little toy and I just love dressing him up. And he loves it too. Isn’t he cute?”

The delivery man laughed as Catherine pulled up my dress to show him my panties and suspenders. I wanted to crawl up and die as I saw the man eyeballing my panties, and the rapidly hardening little dick inside them.

“Oh, do you like showing off your panties?” Catherine said, mocking me. “Well, perhaps we should invite the delivery man to come inside and be a part of the fun. You see, my little sissy husband, my friends have come and this time they’ve brought their sissy husbands too. Yes, that’s right. Have a look.”

With that, I looked up and saw that it was true. Her friends were there and now, apparently inspired and motivated by Catherine and my relationship, they had put their husbands in panties too.

I knew at that moment that this would be very, very different to what I had experienced before. Before I knew it, the delivery man picked me up and tossed me over his shoulders and walked in to the house with me.

I looked down at Catherine and the procession of her friends and their pantied husbands behind them.

Catherine blew me a kiss and laughed as she shut the door behind her. A house full of dominant women, their subby hubbies, and one big, strong bull of a man.


CHAPTER FOUR

“That’s it, you twerk that booty!” Catherine whooped with delight as I squatted down and worked my ass in full view of everyone. “You see, ladies, this is husband goals. Give them fitness tasks to work on. Get their bodies as feminine and smooth and with the perkiest booty they can. You’ll find they respond to this kind of motivation pretty well. Now, slut, spread those cheeks!”

I was in the zone now, my dignity and sense of shame totally gone. I was working my body for everyone, not least the delivery man who was now looking very comfortable on the sofa in front of me, two of the sissy husbands at his feet, their asses in the air, presented to him.

I spread my own cheeks as Catherine instructed and was met with cheers from the other women, clearly impressed by the show I was putting on, and equally delighted to see how well trained Catherine had me. The truth was, I was enjoying this. I was making her proud and that felt really great.

“Now, slut, up onto your feet and bounce that little booty on a real man’s crotch,” Catherine commanded, licking her lips as I did just that, climbing up onto him and tentatively bouncing and grinding on him, the big, thick bulge in his khaki workpants stimulating me and making me blush harder than I had ever experienced before.

“Make eye contact, sissy!” one of Catherine’s friends said, reaching down and forcibly moving my head so that I had no option but to look at the man and I bounced on him.

“Yes, that’s it,” Catherine said. “Real men like it when their pussy looks at them. Give him your best slutty fuck-me eyes!”

The women all found it very amusing as I debased myself and began to grind harder on him, working faster and getting into a good rhythm, sensing that I was pushing him closer to the edge, the way he was now gripping my waist and moving me telling me very clearly that he was about to go.

“Wow, sissy, you’ve made him cum!” Catherine shouted, spanking my ass in encouragement as I bounced hard, making sure that he was fully satisfied. “Well, this really is encouraging!”

The man laughed and reached down to slap my erect sissy dick, mocking me for how small it was in comparison to the snake inside his khakis.

“I think now you need to experience a little stimulation yourself, as do all of the sissies,” Catherine said. “Slut, get on all fours and show the trainee hubbies how it’s done. Present yourself. Now!”

I climbed off the satisfied man and quickly got on all fours, head down and ass up. The other husbands followed suit and lined up next to me, each one of them in a different pair of panties, but all of them small and very slutty.

With us all lined up, Catherine handed out the lube to the women who wasted no time in pulling their husbands’ panties down squirting the cold, slimy liquid on their exposed, sissy ass holes.

“Thank you, Miss,” I said, as I felt the lube hit my ass hole.

I let out a whimper then as I felt her teasing my wet hole with the first blast of her vibrating dildo. I wanted it inside me. But the real truth was that I wanted a real dick…

“Oh, I can read your mind, you little slut,” Catherine said, applying a little more pressure so that the wide, bulbous head of the dildo stretched my hole slowly as it eased inside me. “You would have loved a big, thick cock in here. I think giving that little impromptu lap dance has further awakened a deeper, animalistic side of your submissive nature, hasn’t it? Don’t even bother answering, just focus your mind on what I’m saying. I saw the look in your eyes, everyone did, the look as you worked that cute little tush on his lap, working it with one goal in mind… to get him off, to make him shoot his big, thick, gloopy bull juice.”

I was now pushing back on the dildo, desperate for it to fill me. Every word that Catherine was saying was true, she knew me well and had the kind of insight that only a strict, perceptive wife could over their husband.

“Mmph, harder, deeper,” I pleaded, working my ass, taking every inch of the dildo. “Miss, I think I’m about to make a mess. Please, please my I….”

Catherine laughed.

“You see, women,” she said, addressing her friends. “This is an obedient sissy husband. His ass full of dildo, his little clitty about to spurt, and he can still beg for permission to cum. His bimbo mind is totally over stimulated but he still knows he has to ask to make his cummies. Well, should I let him?”

The women laughed and teased, but the general feeling was that I had put on enough of a show to be allowed to pump my sissy mess out. Most of the other husbands had cum all too quickly, and were now across their wives’ laps being spanked as punishment, but I had been good and now it was time for my reward…

I groaned and my dick shot out its mess all over the floor, Catherine even helping my pump out every last drop by taking my dick in her hands and squeezing it, draining it all, leaving me totally used up, a vibrating dildo still buried deep inside my stretched hole, the sticky lube leaking out the side.

“Oh look, it’s all too much for him,” Catherine laughed as she watched my lying on the floor, my legs spasming a little as the dildo vibrated and shook, gradually working its way out of my ass and onto the floor. “That is one satisfied hubby. Take it from me, the more you make them work for it, the more grateful they are. Because this way the pleasure is greater. They get to have their release, and its intensity is magnified by the fact they have been degraded and totally controlled by their better half.”

The women made their husbands look at me, and I felt a strange but very definite sense of pride in the fact that I was being held up as the prime example of what a submissive husband should look like.

I was naked, my body and mind totally under the control of Catherine, and having given my first lap dance that morning, I knew that today had indeed been a very special day in my relationship, and in terms of the progress I was making as a feminized husband.

I knew that there was progress still to be made, and I definitely felt like Catherine would have some feedback to give me later that would no doubt involve some corrective punishment too. That was the thing, she was always striving for perfection, but it was a perfection that would lead to only one thing – our relationship and marriage being better, being closer to the ideal.

She was a Goddess, I knew that. I was born to serve her, and anything I could do to please her, I knew full well that I would go through with it.

“So, sissy,” Catherine said later, after everyone had gone. “I’m expecting another delivery later in the week. You’d better get some new moves sorted, hadn’t you?”

She winked at me as she pulled up my silk pyjama shorts, taking them high enough that my ass cheeks were on display. As I drifted off to sleep, tired and satisfied, I knew that next week, things were likely to go up a whole other level again.

And I couldn’t wait.


ON MY KNEES: TARGET PRACTICE

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…


CHAPTER ONE

Even the luxurious, naughty feeling of being in my favourite panties couldn’t take away from the fact it had been a long, long week. Of that there could be absolutely no doubt whatsoever. Sarah, my wife and now apparently my mistress too, had been away on a business trip and I was tasked with keeping the house nice and tidy and generally staying on top of all the day to day running of household affairs.

Sounds simple, right?

Well, normally it pretty much would have been. Except, this week so happened to include the fact that we were having a brand new bathroom fitted, and on top of that work being done to renovate our utility and boiler room in the basement, kind of sprucing it up a little.

What this meant for me was that I was required to not only deal with the various workmen who were constantly coming in and out of the house, but on top of that I needed to also ensure the house was clean at the end of each day so that when Sarah came on Skype at the end of the day, I could show her that the house was just as clean as it was when she left.

I knew of course exactly what she was doing.

She was testing me, seeing how I dealt with the responsibility of following her orders. She wanted to see just how desperate I was to please her, to ensure that I was being a good husband and that I was taking our new roles seriously.

Of course, there was the small matter of what would happen if I didn’t meet her standards, or follow her rules exactly. Since we’d been married, Sarah had really pushed harder into making us a female led relationship. I mean, now that we were officially partners, it was pretty much the case that she controlled everything, right down to my clothes…

Speaking of which, the fact that I was dealing with builders and workmen, pretty much the most masculine people you could imagine, and underneath my tight chinos I was wearing a variety of different women’s panties each day, well that was really putting me in a spin.

I was constantly on edge at the thought that they might see even just a hint of lacy material poking out above my waistline, or perhaps see the panty outline as I bent over or walked away from them.

Sarah had even taken to teasing me every night about this, asking if any of the big, strong men had spotted that I was a sissy husband yet. She knew this kind of teasing made me blush, and she delighted in my embarrassment, even making me play with my dick as she described the possibility of the men finding out and deciding to use me as their sissy plaything in her absence.

Anyway, Sarah was due back in a couple of days and thankfully from that point, she would be dealing with the workmen and taking control. It was for this reason that I decided to have a day off from cleaning and simply catch up with it the next day.

As I lay in bed that night, resisting the urge to fantasize about Sarah, and the builders too, I still couldn’t help but to fall asleep to the thought of being degraded and humiliated by Sarah, punished and put on display, and who knows what after that too…


CHAPTER TWO

I woke up to the sound of workmen hammering away downstairs. What the hell? They weren’t meant to be in today, and more than that… who the hell let them in?

I immediately panicked as I looked down and saw that my covers were pretty much off the bed and I was lying there, exposed, wearing nothing more than a pair of tiny panties underneath my night time baby doll, a pink see-through one that Sarah liked me to wear.

There was no way any of the builders had been in the room though… was there?

No, it was highly, highly unlikely. Well, rather than just lie there debating about it in my mind, I quickly jumped up out of bed so I could throw on some clothes. I needed to get downstairs and see who had a key to let themselves in, and mores to the point why they hadn’t informed me yesterday that they would be in so early today.

Before I could do that though, the whole situation suddenly became a lot, lot clearer.

“You’ve got some serious, serious explaining to do,” Sarah said as she waltzed into the room, briefcase in one hand and other hand gesticulating at me. “The place is an absolute unholy mess. And having spoken to Brock downstairs, it seems like you’ve been giving the okay on matters that only I should be confirming? Don’t even bother answering. Get up from that bed now and present yourself for me.”

I stood up and got off the bed in double-quick time. With my hands on my head and my back straight, I waited for Sarah as she circled me, inspecting her obedient sissy husband. The whole while however, I was conscious of the sounds around the house – the workmen talking and laughing as they got on with their various tasks.

There was the distinct possibility that they could walk down the hallway and catch a glimpse of me. If Sarah decided to administer any kind of punishment or even begin raising her voice there was a strong possibility that they could hear something too.

I was panicking.

I knew I had let Sarah down, and by that logic was almost certain that she would not let it slide and their would be some kind of price for me to pay.

I wasn’t wrong.


CHAPTER THREE

“Please, Sarah, no, not now,” I begged, a fruitless pursuit as I knew full well that once Sarah wanted something, she got it.

“No, no, no, that’s not how a sissy speaks to his wife,” Sarah laughed, pulling me down and over her lap as she sat on the hardback chair on the hallway outside our bedroom. “You’ve treated our relationship as a joke in my absence and you will now be punished so that, hopefully, you can learn your lesson. And yes, I do imagine that the various men around the house, real men by the way, will hear the sounds of these spanks as they beat down on your little butt.”

Sarah wasted no more time.

All I could do was clench my eyes shut and try my hardest not to squeal in pain as she began a full out assault on my ass. She had been so keen to start the spanking that she hadn’t even pulled my panties down, simply hiked them up into my crack.

“Dare you open your eyes?” Sarah laughed, noticing that I hadn’t opened them once as she then entered into a flurry of probably the hardest spanks I had ever taken since our relationship shifted. “Well maybe I can make you scream out instead. Beg me to stop. Apologise and beg me for mercy. Do it. Do it now.”

I tried to hold off.

It was too difficult, too painful.

“Please stop, please stop!” I cried out. “I’m sorry for screwing up, Sarah. I’ll do better. I promise I’ll do much better in future. Anything. I’ll do anything, just please stop.”

She had broken me.

It wasn’t even that difficult, such was her mastery and insight into my psychology. She loved seeing me like this, pushing me beyond what I could take, making me discover even more submissive depths that I hadn’t known existed before.

“Open your eyes, and tell me what you see,” Sarah said, the spanks mercifully having come to a stop, for now. “I said, open them.”

The tone of her voice made is obvious that I would be presented with something I didn’t want to see. Sarah was toying with me, tormenting me as she softly ran her fingers over my throbbing ass, spreading my cheeks and squeezing them.

Sarah grabbed my head and turned it to the left.

“Open your eyes right now and tell me what you see, sissy,” she said. “This is your final warning.”

I opened them and was greeted by the sight of the work men and plumbers standing there in their work clothes. Buff, muscular, sweaty, a little dirty. Each one of them appeared to have bulges in their pants, visibly hard at the spectacle they had just witnessed.

I wanted to close my eyes, to hide, for Sarah to make them all go away. But I knew that was wishful thinking. I knew what Sarah wanted, and equally I knew there was no way I was getting out of this now. Her word was law, and I had to obey it.

“Sarah, I see the work men,” I said, my voice trembling a little, a surge of totally humiliation and adrenalin powering its way all over my body.

Sarah laughed, simply adding to my complete degradation as the builders looked at me, in panties and a baby-doll night gown, a feminized husband across the lap of his successful, powerful wife.

“Yes, that’s right sissy,” Sarah said. “And it’s about time you made amends to us all.”

CHAPTER FOUR

Sarah pushed me off her lap and immediately began to have fun. All I could do was be as submissive as possible. It was pointless resisting, and I knew that even the feintest hint of resistance would lead to much worse consequences.

“I can’t imagine any of you specimens would let your wives or girlfriends put you in panties like this?” Sarah said kicking me and then crouching down to pull my baby-doll up to full reveal my ass. “No, what I have here is the kind of husband who actually enjoys being treated for what he is. Weak. Submissive. Feminine.”

The men laughed and I blushed as one of them, then two, three, and four of them came in close to inspect me, their rough, dirty hands groping at my nipples, my shaved stomach, one of them even squeezing my dick as it began to harden inside my panties.

“I think he likes it,” the man laughed, squeezing again before spanking my ass with his other hand. “But has he ever seen a real dick?”

Sarah laughed, loving my torment. Relishing the fact that these burly, tough men were beginning to settle into the fun of teasing and playing with me.

“Why don’t we all compare sizes?” Sarah laughed. “Men, get your dicks out. Sissy, you can get your clitty out!”

The use of the word clitty for my dick prompted a big laugh from the men as they all obliged. Even though they were dominant alpha men, it was clear that Sarah was still in charge. This made me feel a little safer, but not by much…

“Oh dear, oh dear oh dear,” Sarah said, inspecting the line of big, hard, thick dicks… and then my significantly smaller but still very erect dick at the end. “It’s not even a fair comparison is it? To be honest, I think this needs to me dealt with. Hubbie, on your knees know. Men, surround my little sissy princess here and wank your meat for her. Sissy, you be a good little slut and open your mouth wide, ready to accept your presents from these fine men. Show your gratitude to them for all the hard work they have done in the house, especially taking into account your useless project managing in my absence.”

The men wasted no time and began to jerk their dicks, getting in close enough so that I could hear the sound of their hands working up and down, then taking the humiliation of them slapping their lengths of meat against my shaved, exposed body. It wasn’t long before my baby-doll was removed and my panties were down round my ankles. As they worked their cocks, they would delight in grabbing my body, pulling on me, pushing me and bringing me in close so that my mouth and body was presented, ready…

“That’s it my little slut, you keep that tongue out,” Sarah said, a wicked sense of mischief in her tone as she watched with glee as the first man shot his load onto my face and into my mouth. “Be a good little bitch and make sure you say thank you for your reward!”

I mumbled and spluttered a thank you as the other men quickly followed suit, covering my face and upper body with their hot, salty cum. I was their receptacle now, their sissy house-husband on his knees and giving himself as target practice for their dicks to spray their seed on.

“That’s it guys, slap and squeeze those monster cocks onto his body too, get every last drop of your cum onto that petit little body,” Sarah said, holding her camera up and capturing the humiliation. “Good, that’s just perfect. And don’t worry, there will be an added bonus in your pay packets too this week.”

Once the men were finished, they simply put their dicks back in their pants, zipped up, and walked back downstairs to continue with their tasks. Just like that. They had used me, had their fun, and were now ready to get back to it.

I was on my knees and covered in their spunk.

I looked up at Sarah as she towered above me.

“Well, I bet you weren’t expecting that when you woke up this morning,” Sarah said, teasing me as she rubbed her feet over my cum covered chest and began in turn rubbing her feet over my face. “Tell me though, did it feel right? Did you deserve it? And… why is that little clitty of yours still hard? Are you excited?”

I didn’t know how to respond.

It was true that I was excited, there was something exhilarating about what had just happened, and despite the fact that it was utterly degrading to have been used like that, I couldn’t even begin to deny that it was thrilling.

“Ooooh, too many questions for my little bimbo,” Sarah said, staring down at me. “Come on, crawl behind me and we’ll put you in the shower. And, seeing as you took so much of their seed, I’ll let you put some of the special shower gel on your little winky and you can play with yourself until you make your sissy splurge. How does that sound?”

“Yes, Miss, thank you Miss,” I said, crawling behind her, my head peering through the railings and down the stairs, catching a glimpse and briefly locking eyes with one of the builders who had just shot his load over me. “I’ll try not to let you down again, I’m sorry. Thank you for punishing me.”

“Good, and as a special treat, you know for being suck a good target for their loads,” Sarah added, “I’ll even stand next to you in the shower, naked, as you make your cummies. How does that sound? Me, my superior alpha body next to yours as you wank that pathetic little… oh, I better stop now, I don’t want you cumming before you even get under the water!”

Sarah was right.

Her words were already pushing my close to the edge, and the last thing I wanted was to miss out on the chance to relieve myself next to my Goddess’s naked, wet, soapy body…

Yes, I was her sissy, and she would punish me relentlessly and push me to my limits as and when she pleased. But she was my wife, and I wouldn’t change her for anything.
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-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.

Like this story? Then check out my 33 book bundle ENSLAVE IN PANTIES – CLICK HERE NOW SISSY!

MESSAGE FROM TINA & PREVIEW

Thank you for reading and I hope you had fun. I really love writing these deliciously dirty stories, and I super appreciate your reviews and feedback.

Remember…

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

Also…

You can check out my back catalogue of work over on my Amazon Author Page by CLICKING HERE

Give me a follow too, you’ll get updates and better recommendations for author cool authors too.

Why not try…

The first in Tina’s Feminized Husbands Series…

KNEEL SISSY

Punishments ✓ Humiliation ✓ Panties ✓ Get ready SISSY, it's time for you to KNEEL before your wife!

Look Inside now and see what's in store for you. The dominant, beautiful and cruel wives are taking control in these stories and will punish their husbands, put them in panties, pushing them right to their limits and beyond...

ADULTS ONLY. Can you read these stories without blushing? CLICK HERE NOW, SLAVE…

The second in Tina’s Feminized Husbands Series…

SUCK SISSY

Punishments ✓ Humiliation ✓ Panties ✓ Ready or not SISSY, it's time for you to obey your wife and start sucking!

Look Inside now and see what's in store for you. Nothing will truly prepare you for the dominant, beautiful and cruel wives that are taking control in these stories and putting their sissy husbands in panties, punishing them, and taking them right to their limits and beyond...

ADULTS ONLY. Can you read these stories without blushing? Go on, give it a try... CLICK HERE NOW YOU LITTLE BETA WIMP!

SLAVE SERVICE

Punishments ✓ Humiliation ✓ Panties ✓ Get ready SLAVE, it's time for you to SERVE!

Dare you Look Inside and see what's in store for you, slave? The dominant, beautiful and cruel women in these stories will control you, dominate you, and push you further than you could ever have imagined going. CLICK HERE NOW, SISSY!

ENSLAVED IN PANTIES (33 Books)

Tina Majors presents you with •33 books• and over 200,000 words of the most deliciously naughty, cruel, and dominant women punishing, using, and tormenting the  submissive men they decide to make theirs. Try not to blush as you read these stories, I bet you can't!

No taboo is off the table as these stories cover BDSM femdom, feminization, discipline, first time gay, CFNM, public humiliation, body worship, and lots more on top of that too.

Click Inside to see the story titles. Purchased seperately, these books would cost over USD$98. So, what are you waiting for? I won't tell if you don't... CLICK HERE NOW!

SWAPPED, SUBMISSIVE & USED (10 BOOKS)

They've been SWAPPED into hot, curvy bimbos and now they must be SUBMISSIVE and USED...

This 10 book feminization transformation bundle contains the steamiest, naughtiest tales of body swap transformations that will make you blush hard. The newly gender swapped bimbos must please the dominant alpha men (and women too) by doing exactly as they are told or face some serious punishment and rough treatment. They will be played with and freely used in public, in private, and in groups too... anything goes for these submissive babes.

◆Look Inside to see the story titles◆ Purchased seperately these stories would cost $30USD. CLICK HERE NOW!

ALSO…

Check out some of these bundles by my Perfect10 Books stablemate Tee Rise:

Why not also check out some of my Perfect10 Books co-writer Tee Rise’s big bundles…

DRINK MY MILK (30 Stories) – CLICK HERE

DESPERATE HUCOWS (40 stories) – CLICK HERE

TRAPPED WILD FUTAS (3 stories) – CLICK HERE

BEG FOR FUTA (11 stories) – CLICK HERE

OWNED BY NAUGHTY FUTAS (20 stories) – CLICK HERE
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