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-TO COME-

‘So here you are my panty boy bitch neighbor,’ Cynthia’s voice came, shocking me with how loud and forceful she was being. ‘Your red tushy on display, bimbo panties on, being punished by your saint of a wife. Amelia, if I may?’

Cynthia ripped my panties off, tearing the flimsy material with ease and draping them over my head.

‘Don’t let them drop off your head or there’ll be even more trouble you little fool,’ She said, spanking my ass incredibly fast, accurately, and with equal force to Amelia. ‘You will call me Ms Jackson and after each spank you will say Thank you Ms Jackson, sissies get what they deserve.’

She had done this before, many times I suspected. I followed her orders until she was done.

‘Now, my weak little husband,’ Amelia said. ‘You will stand up and you will walk two steps behind Ms Jackson and I. And do not let those panties fall off your head either, not if you know what is good for you.’

I was relieved that the double-spanking was over, my ass burning and throbbing from the prolonged assault it had taken. Walking behind the two incredible women, I was able to appreciate the similarities and contrasts between the two. Amelia was shorter, but with a leaner body. Ms Jackson was taller, but had a fuller, total MILF cougar body, her every curve emphasized by her expensive, designer clothes.

I was naked apart from the panties on my head and the high heels. I must have looked ridiculous and I could only hope that Ms Jackson would be the only guest joining us. Either way, I knew that more was in store for me as we approached the decked seating area.

Much, much more…

-END OF PREVIEW-

PROLOGUE

I woke up and looked at my panties, laid out for me. Tiny, pink, a mesh front and thong back. Women’s panties. The kind a stripper or even hooker would wear. Slutty, revealing, and perfect for a sissy husband.

But how did I get to this point?

We’d been married a year, and it was a good year too. But something was missing, a certain aspect of our relationship just wasn’t working.

I was slacking off at work, not hitting my sales targets. I just couldn’t be bothered anymore for some reason. Not only that, but I was spending like crazy. Just on crap I didn’t need, ridiculous luxuries and pointless gadgets that served next to zero practical use. Not only that, but I’d picked up a a couple of speeding tickets, and parking infringements too. I was actually close to having my drivers licence suspended.

What did this all mean?

It meant that Amelia, my wife, had to step up. She knew that if this marriage was going to succeed then she would have to be in control, the main breadwinner, the one who made the calls, ran the ship, and decided what went down.

But I had no idea at the time just how far she would take it…


CHAPTER ONE

I prepared Amelia her early morning post-workout shake, and made some tofu scrambled eggs and crushed nuts on the side too. Her commitment to being as strong and fast as possible was incredible, but very typical of her personality type.

Once she decided to do something, she totally committed and there was no room for dissent. As I had found out on several, painful, occasions already since my conversion to her sissy husband.

I placed the shake on the kitchen table and plated up the tofu scramble and nuts. I looked at the large stainless steel wall mounted clock and felt my heart race, increasing its beat a touch, as I knew she would be back at any moment.

Of course, standing there in my pink thong and absolutely nothing else, well apart from my patent black high heels, I still felt exposed, even now that my sissy life had been ongoing for a couple of months. I thought I would probably always feel like this to a degree, and the second I ever got comfortable, Amelia would always switch something up on me, increasing my training, making my punishments more painful or more degrading.

She was tough, but she was doing this because she wanted the marriage to work, I knew that. I looked at the clock again. And again. And once more. Where the hell was she?

Just as I was getting myself super hyped up and nervous, I heard the back door open, then she entered the kitchen. She was wearing her running gear. Tight pink running r-shirt, skin-tight black running shorts that emphasised her lean, muscular legs and perfectly round and strong ass, the product of many personal training sessions with Rick, her new personal trainer.

Her face was covered in sweat, but she still looked majestic. Her eyes were seductive, but firm too. She was not a woman to mess around or try and backchat, I knew this more than most. Her cheekbones were high, her skin glowed in the morning light that broke into the kitchen through the high and wide windows. Her lips were plump, luxurious, the kind that drove men crazy, me included.

I immediately did as I had been trained to do and curtseyed for her, pulling out an imaginary dress to the side, ensuring that my feet were properly placed, getting my squat nice and low too. I had been doing extra practice, wanting to avoid any more spanking sessions for poor technique.

‘Not bad at all, I’ll make a sissy husband of you yet,’ She said, wiping her brow with a small hand towel, tossing it onto the floor by the washing machine when she was done. ‘Now, are you going to pull this chair out for your wife or do I have to stand here all day waiting?’

I hurriedly dashed to the chair and pulled it out so that Amelia could sit at the table and eat her fuelling food. She sipped the shake once, then again. I could tell she was judging it for flavour, texture, and temperature too. I felt like a contestant on a realty cooking show, except in this on if the judge didn’t like the food, I would likely be stripped and have my ass spanked raw.

‘Decent, really decent, well done my little pet,’ She said. ‘But this tofu… this tofu is just… incredible!’

My heart nearly exploded. I had honestly thought she was going to tell me it was awful and my mind had already begun to spin with what she would have me do, what kind of humiliation I would face for failing her. But it was at this moment that I inadvertently let things slip.

‘Excuse me? You aren’t going to thank your wife for complimenting you?’ Amelia said, her voice suddenly cold, not impressed at all with me temporarily forgetting my manners as I basked in her compliment. ‘Not good enough. Not at all. Get yourself out in the back garden and put yourself in a plank position in the middle of the lawn. Hold that plank until I’ve decided what to do with you and grace you with my presence. What are you waiting for?’

‘Sorry Miss,’ I said, panicking, furious at myself for making that mistake. ‘Yes Miss, sorry Miss.’

‘I said now! Right this second! Don’t make this worse than it already is, sissy,’ She said, her voice stern, angry, but totally in control.

With that, I turned and ran out, wobbling in my heels, my panties riding high, out to the garden to take my position and await my punishment. I had a feeling I was in serious trouble, the kind that would involve a long, degrading and totally sissy series of punishments…

CHAPTER TWO

I got myself in position in the centre of the lawned grassy area of the garden. I had been told to plank and did just that. Luckily I had decent core strength so was able to do it, but on the flip side of that, Amelia knew that too so I figured she would factor that in and keep my waiting for longer.

It was so degrading, doing this naked apart from my slutty panties and heels. We had neighbors either side of our house, and all it would take would be for them to peer out of their bathroom or bedroom windows and they would see a sissy husband presenting himself ready for punishment.

I wondered just how long it would be before I was exposed to the neighbors. On one side we had a married lesbian couple, both of them worked in TV and were away a lot, so I was grateful for that at least. They were about our age, very hot, and also would sometimes hold parties when they were back.

Before I was turned into a sissy husband, I would sometimes peek out from my bedroom window to catch glimpses of them getting in and out of their jacuzzi in the garden, the sight of them in their bikinis, and sometimes only bikini bottoms, sending me wild, causing me to jack off right there and then on more than one instance.

On the other side, we had Mrs Cynthia Jackson. She was older, in her mid forties, a rich divorcee who had all the time in the world to catch me, seeing as the millions she received in her divorce settlement had totally removed the need to ever seek out any employment. I would often see her pulling out of her driveway in her silver Ferrari, heading out to the gym or to the city. She would occasionally see me and wave, a sly grin on her face.

Did she know? I tried not to speculate too much, all it would do would be to drive me crazy with fear and paranoia. The truth was, when Amelia wanted people to know, she would tell them and there was nothing I would be able to do about it.

After a while, I began to feel the strain on my core getting to me. It was too much, I would have to let myself drop to the floor for a moment. But, I knew that Amelia would not be happy if I did this. Not at all.

Finally, I gave in and let myself hit the floor. The relief in my muscles immediately as I felt the burn of such a long plank. But, as I suspected would happen, the second I hit the floor, I heard her voice.

‘Sissy! Did I or did I not tell you to plank for me?’ Her voice boomed from the back door, before she began to walk across the garden towards me. ‘Yet here you are, sunbathing? Lying flat on your wimpy, beta boy face, not enough strength to do the simplest of tasks for your wife? This will not do, this will not do at all. I think we need some help getting you in shape.’

Help? What did she mean?

Or mores to the point, who did she mean?


CHAPTER THREE

Amelia returned to the garden having gone back inside to make a phone call. I had managed to hold my plank this time, but the damage was done.

‘Bitch, get on your hands and knees, now,’ She said, as she attached a dog collar around my neck and pulled on the leash. ‘Come for a walk with my you stupid little man. We’re going to take a few laps of the garden. The garden that my hard work pays for, and we’re going to go over some things that you might have forgotten.’

‘Yes Miss,’ I said, my head bowed as I crawled, Amelia walking one step ahead of me, her juicy ass looking incredible, proving far too tempting for me to sneak a glance at and drool over as she took me for a walk like I was her pet.

‘When I give you an instruction, you do it, and you do not fail me,’ She said, tugging on the leash and changing direction. ‘Keep up! Now, what happens when you fail me is that I punish you. It’s the only way you will learn. This sissy husband thing isn’t a game. You were failing as a regular man with normal responsibilities never forget that. You work for me now. You are my property, and you follow my rules and my instruction. No matter how embarrassing, how painful.’

‘Yes, of course Miss Amelia,’ I said.

My heart was beating hard. Not just from the act of being paraded around like this, or the possibility that prying eyes could be witnessing this. No, what I sensed was that Amelia was working up to something, something new, something I hadn’t experienced before. I couldn’t question her, I knew that. My role was to accept whatever she deemed was suitable treatment and education for me.

‘As a sissy, your natural state is to be weak,’ Amelia continued. ‘Certainly in comparison to alpha males. But you need stamina, a base level of fitness that means you are ready and able to carry out any task I ask of you, or take any punishment I administer. But today you failed and you’re going to face the consequences of that failure.’

With that, Amelia removed the leash but kept the collar around my neck. She ordered me to give her fifty squats, each one had to be perfect, my ass pushed out fully and my back straight. She said she wanted me to develop the body of a fit, feminine woman, and doing squats was the best way to work my booty into something that would look great in panties and give me the kind of ass any sissy would be proud of.

I blushed as she crouched and pulled on my thong’s waistband, peering inside the front to see my dick squashed up inside.

‘It’s looking even smaller than usual, you little maggot,’ She said, spitting on it and laughing as I struggled to hold my squat position. ‘Don’t you dare move, keep that position, squatting right down to the floor like one of those cock-tease women you used to drool over on Instagram.’

I blushed harder, the humiliation difficult to take. But not only that, I felt my dick harden too. Something that did not go unnoticed either…

‘Well as always my sissy husband shows exactly why he needs my guidance and control,’ Amelia said, snapping my waistband painfully on my dick head. ‘No real man would get turned on by being insulted and degraded like this. But, you’re not a real man, are you?’

‘No Miss,’ I said, my dick head throbbing, my cock hard, my humiliation stepping up a level.

‘It’s always the same with you, I insult and you get excited,’ Amelia said, kicking me over onto the grass and towering over me, pushing her bare foot down on my exposed dick, now fully exposed having popped out of my panties. ‘But don’t think you’ll be getting to make your sissy slime any time soon. You’ve got a long day ahead of you, and first things first I want to get that cute little ass of yours nice and red. On your feet. Run over to the bench and bend over the side.’

I immediately hauled myself to my feet and ran towards the bench, falling over as my heels got stuck in the soft grass. I could hear Amelia laughing but didn’t even turn around to check as I knew that any hesitation or slip-ups at this point would be rewarded with more spanks, harder spanks, and God knows what else.


CHAPTER FOUR

Bent over the bench, I awaited the first spank.

As she always did, Amelia was going to make me wait, torturing me with the anticipation of that first, hard, cheek reddening spank.

‘You naughty little sissy,’ She said, running her fingers over my ass cheeks, down my crack over the thin strip of thong material. ‘You failed your wife yet again, and it’s got me wondering just how far to push you today. A spanking isn’t enough, I don’t think. Not today. I was feeling so good after my run but you just had to revert to type. Selfish, unthinking loser husband. Well, perhaps this will remind you of your place.’

With those words, she let the first spank crash against my left ass cheek, causing me to cry out in pain, quickly following that up by thanking her and requesting another one. I did this over and over, at least twenty times, each one as hard as the previous.

Then, suddenly, Amelia stopped.

‘Come straight through Cynthia,’ Amelia said. ‘You’re just in time to be able to deliver the final flourish.’

Oh no, she couldn’t be serious could she? She might be bluffing, she was always threatening to expose me to her work colleagues after all, but hadn’t done so yet. I knew I would face more punishment if I turned around to look, so all I could do was hope and pray that I wouldn’t hear Cynthia’s voice.

‘Look Cynthia, sissy has lost his tongue!’ Amelia said. ‘Now, in the spirit of neighborly love, I have warmed his ass for you. You may complete the punishment, and feel free to go to town on him, both physically and verbally. He’s been a bad beta and deserves it.’

This was the moment of truth. I hadn’t heard Cynthia approach, so it could all be a bluff from Amelia, designed to make me beg for mercy or worse, turn around and break my code of obedience.

‘So here you are my panty boy bitch neighbor,’ Cynthia’s voice came, shocking me with how loud and forceful she was being. ‘Your red tushy on display, bimbo panties on, being punished by your saint of a wife. Amelia, if I may?’

Cynthia ripped my panties off, tearing the flimsy material with ease and draping them over my head.

‘Don’t let them drop off your head or there’ll be even more trouble you little fool,’ She said, spanking my ass incredibly fast, accurately, and with equal force to Amelia. ‘You will call me Ms Jackson and after each spank you will say Thank you Ms Jackson, sissies get what they deserve.’

She had done this before, many times I suspected. I followed her orders until she was done.

‘Now, my weak little husband,’ Amelia said. ‘You will stand up and you will walk two steps behind Ms Jackson and I. And do not let those panties fall off your head either, not if you know what is good for you.’

I was relieved that the double-spanking was over, my ass burning and throbbing from the prolonged assault it had taken. Walking behind the two incredible women, I was able to appreciate the similarities and contrasts between the two. Amelia was shorter, but with a leaner body. Ms Jackson was taller, but had a fuller, total MILF cougar body, her every curve emphasized by her expensive, designer clothes.

I was naked apart from the panties on my head and the high heels. I must have looked ridiculous and I could only hope that Ms Jackson would be the only guest joining us. Either way, I knew that more was in store for me as we approached the decked seating area.

Much, much more…


CHAPTER FIVE

‘Sissy, give Ms Jackson a little dance,’ Amelia laughed as she turned on the outdoor speaker system. ‘Show her how you were born to be a bubble booty pole dancer.’

‘Oh yes, do show me,’ Cynthia laughed as she relaxed on the sun lounger next to Amelia. ‘If you shake it hard enough I might even let you kiss my toes!’

This was something else. The added dimension of Cynthia was proving difficult to deal with, so much so that I struggled to find my rhythm, really not impressing the two women as they heckled me, Amelia in particular getting very annoyed and how stiffly I was moving.

‘For God’s sake!’ She cried, standing up and marching over to me. ‘Shake this sissy ass for Ms Jackson or I’ll drag you out into the street and you can do it for the whole neighbourhood. Including those builders who are working on number seventy.’

‘I actually think that could be fun!’ Cynthia laughed, sitting up straight to get a better view as Amelia grabbed me by the hair and forced me to shake my crotch back and forth and from side to side, causing my dick to flop around, semi-erect. ‘He could compare dick sizes with some real men.’

‘I think we all know how that would go, don’t we sissy?’ Amelia said, pulling harder on my hair, ensuring that I would answer.

‘Yes Miss,’ I replied. ‘My sissy stick would be tiny compared to their big masculine trunks. Sissies have clitties not dicks.’

Cynthia clapped and cheered at my statement and I could tell from the prominently hard nipples poking out through her Armani t-shirt that this whole situation was very much exciting her.

‘Well, I think actually you can give my toes a good sissy worshipping,’ Cynthia said, Amelia pushing me over towards her and then roughly down onto my knees. ‘Each one, kiss it and suck it. Pretend it’s a dick if that makes it easier.’

The two women laughed as Amelia pushed my head down and up, simulating the action of me sucking on a dick, the salty, slightly sweaty taste on Cynthia’s feet actually turning me on more, my dick now absolutely rock hard… which didn’t escape the lady’s attention for long.

‘Ms Jackson, we’ll have to pause the foot worship for a moment, I fear that my pathetic bitch of a husband might do a little piggy mess if he carries on,’ Amelia said, pulling me up to my feet and twisting my arms behind my back to maximise the exposure of the sight of my twitching, hard dick bouncing up and down in a state of total excitement. ‘He’ll probably cum from the slightest touch, or even the right combination of trigger words to be honest. He has no stamina, and I’m training him to cum even quicker too, just so we can always get it over with at a moment’s notice should we require, or just for my entertainment, whichever it happens to be.’

‘Perhaps if I was to call you… tiny dick,’ Cynthia said, a wicked grin on her face. ‘Would that push you closer? Or what if I told you that your panty perversions made you a cock sucking sissy hooker in the making? Maybe if I took a guess and said you probably look at big alpha men and drool imagining their big, thick dicks stretching your mouth, maybe your ass too, filling both holes with real masculine juice and not your slimy sissy goo. Would this push you closer?’

I was uncomfortably close to cumming, the way that Amelia was holding me tight, grinding her titties and crotch into my back and my ass, her control over me total… and then the totally degrading and humiliating words of Cynthia, my cougar neighbor, getting ramped up by the second…

‘You’re a sissy bitch with a strong, dominant wife who will lead you and train you,’ Cynthia continued, standing right in front of me, one finger running up and down my shaft, her other hand hovering over my swollen dick head. ‘Now make your neighbor some of your disgusting sissy piggy cummies so I can feed it to you, show your wife what a disgusting little man you are. Let it out, squirt that sissy clitty, give it to… ah! There it is! Yes, how perfectly pathetic.’

My body was thrusting as much as it could, Amelia still holding me still as I shot my cum directly into Cynthia’s cupped hand, only for her to bring it up to my face and smear it all over the entirety of my face, her fingers then working their way into my mouth, stuffing it, her cum covered digits pushing in and out of my mouth like a big dick that had just shot its load.

‘Make him gag!’ Amelia said, encouraging Cynthia as she drove her fingers deeper into my mouth, three fingers stretching my mouth wide, making me choke and splutter. ‘You take Ms Jackson’s gift slut, you take it and afterwards you can lie your ass down and get that tongue ready for some serious pussy and ass licking too. Ms Jackson will be staying for the rest of the day and the evening, your sissy duties are so far from being done you won’t believe it.’

Although I didn’t know exactly what had been planned, I knew full well that it was going to be hard work made of plenty more humiliations at the hands of these tow incredible women. My journey as a sissy husband had gone up a notch today, and I’ll report back on what happened next, so stay tuned for the next instalment of The Sissy Husband.
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