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-TO COME-

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

-END OF PREVIEW-

CHAPTER ONE

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

I was now her sissy toy.

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

High cut on the waist…

Frilly…

Almost revealing everything, but not quite…

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

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

Oh, there was something else too..

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh no, oh no, how did she…

Without me hearing…

CHAPTER TWO

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

CHAPTER THREE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

CHAPTER FOUR

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER FIVE

The elevator opened and I stood to get up.

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

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

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

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

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

Easier said than done…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Well, that was about to prove very lucky indeed…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


EPILOGUE

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

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

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

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

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

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

I was about to find out too…
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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.
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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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-TO COME-

‘Well, you look perfectly pathetic,’ Lucinda said, eyeing me up and down as I stood before her in nothing but my lime green, high cut thong. ‘A good start, I think, and now it’s time to introduce yourself along with the other sissies.’

With that, Lucinda made her way out of the changing area and directed me to the door from where all us sissies would enter the compact meeting room where our mistresses would be waiting, no doubt relaxing with a glass or two of champagne.

I stood nervously with the other sissies who would be parading themselves.

It was a strange feeling, I didn’t know where to look as around me in the narrow mini-corridor were several other sissies, all similar build to me, all wearing a variety of panties…

I couldn’t help but attempt to catch a glance at them…

I saw one sissy struggling to fit his erect cock back inside the front of his sheer, see-through black thong, a look of panic and desperation of his face as his dick, bigger than mine, just wouldn’t go back inside the tiny patch of material at the front of his panties.

There was another sissy with what appeared to be a butt-plug with a long, pink tail attached to it projecting out the back of his pink, frilly briefs.

I felt myself go hard again, blushing as I realised that I was getting aroused by the sight of other men like me…

Then I heard a bell ring form inside the room.

This was it.

This was the Sissy Parade.

We walked out, one after the other to the room, which was quite raucous with the selection of equally stunning, sophisticated, and outgoing women all laughing and cheering in equal measure as the array of wimps, betas, and sissy losers paraded past them in their tiny panties.

Camera flashes went off in abundance.

Sissie were pulled from the line up and put across their mistress’s laps for spankings and loud, degrading…

-END OF PREVIEW-


CHAPTER ONE

It had been a couple of weeks.

Intense, crazy, sometimes very painful weeks.

I couldn’t believe exactly what I had got myself into, and sometimes wondered whether I even had a choice in the matter at all. I mean, who would seriously choose to put themselves through what I had been experiencing?

Humiliation? Plenty of it.

Punishment? Plenty of it.

Complete degradation and subservience to another person? Oh yeah, I had been experiencing that in spades.

We had met at work, she was a visiting manager from the global branch of the company I worked for. Straight from the first time I saw her, I just couldn’t keep my eyes off her.

She was jaw-droppingly impressive. Tall, glamourous, her tightly fitted business suit accentuating her curves, her powerful but totally feminine physique making pretty much every in the office drool, and not even subtly in many cases.

I guess I had been one of the not so subtle cases…

But why me?

Maybe she had picked up on something, something in me that she recognised as being the kind of person she wanted…

To boss around. To own.

To dress in tiny women’s panties and use for her pleasure and amusement…

To send out on humiliating chores…

Which brings us up to the sight of me in the fitting rooms of a department store, wearing nothing but a pair of lime green panties, kind of a high cut thong, sheer material, very slutty and totally ridiculous and not what any kind of alpha male would ever wear.

But I wasn’t an alpha male, and she knew it as well as I did.

Anyway, I had been told to find the sluttiest pair of panties, try them on and send her a phot for her approval. The reason? Well, she hadn’t revealed exactly, but had hinted that it involved more than just us two.

This had sent shivers all over my body. Up to this point my experience with her had been just us two, I wasn’t sure I was ready for other people, whoever they might be, to get involved.

But that wasn’t my choice, far from it.

Anyway.

I realised that my phone battery was about to quit on me.

Damn, why was this always the way?

It seemed to me like certain phone brands actually did this on purpose. You know, after about a year they battery suddenly starts to get weaker than the weakest instant coffee, the cheap, terrible supermarket stuff, right? Well, anyway. Enough about that.

As I say, my battery was practically at zero percent and I knew it wouldn’t last very much longer no matter what I did. I remembered that I did actually own one of those battery packs. You know, the portable ones that you charge at home but can take with you in your bag or pocket in case, or should that be when, your phone needs it during the day?

But, of course, I didn’t have it with me and there was no possibility of getting it. The thing was, I had to get this photo taken and sent or there would be consequences.

Painful consequences.

I figured I might have enough power to take the photo, but it would really be touch and go as to whether I would have enough battery left to manage to send it over to its destination. I was trying not to panic. I mean, I was already in a rush, a touch behind schedule.

More pressure.

In the end, I figured I just had to go for it. I got myself ready and posed in front of the mirror. I looked ridiculous, and it was totally humiliating, but this is what I had to do.

I took the photo.

Success, the battery hadn’t shut down.

This is when I got greedy. I should have just sent it that second, made sure it was away. But, no. In my attempts to impress Her, I decided to take another quick couple of extra humiliating and degrading photos. I thought that if I could show how willing I was, it would go down well and any punishments for being late could be overlooked, or at least minimised.

Then it happened.

The perfect nightmare.

Just as I was about to take the final photo, the screen seemed to freeze, then went black, then the spinning grey wheel.

Oh hell, I was in so much trouble.

I had really messed this up, and the feeling of extreme butterflier in my stomach was telling me to expect the worst. There was a chance that I could explain this, that when she saw the extra photos she would make allowances for my enthusiasm and eagerness to please.

Yeah, I would cling on to that.

But now I knew that getting back there as fast as I could was my sole priority, so I changed back and made my way to the checkout as swiftly as I could.

The experience at the customer checkout wasn’t as embarrassing as it could have been. I self-scanned the items through myself and luckily the machine was working okay and I didn’t require any help from a member of staff. I kind of felt like I had a couple of interested eyes on my purchases from the next self-scan checkout along, but couldn’t bring myself to look up and confirm this one way or the other.

I kept my head down, completed the transaction and headed out of there and onto the street as quickly as I could.


CHAPTER TWO

I walked into Lucinda’s office and in line with protocol immediately got down on my hands and knees and crawled over to her feet, where I would await further instruction.

I was seriously worried about my lateness but also the fact I hadn’t managed to send the photo of me in the panties.

She kept me waiting.

She continued to type on her device before finally standing up and kicking me over onto the ground.

I looked up at her, waiting…

‘Well, clearly you haven’t learned much from your time with me so far, slut,’ She said, her voice calm but at the same time quite evidently pretty angry with me. ‘Stand up this second, sissy, and strip down to your panties.’

I did I was told without hesitation and stood in front of her, trembling slightly, the adrenalin running through my body, waiting to discover the consequences of my sloppy failure to follow her instructions.

‘You really are a sissy wimp,’ She declared. ‘I’ve seen you looking pathetic but this must be close to the most ridiculous excuse for a masculinity I have witnessed.’

With that, she took great delight in pulling on my nipples, making me thank her as she pulled and twisted on them. Then, as I suspected was going to be the case, she roughly turned me over and put me across her lap as she took her seat on her office sofa.

‘Now remember, you say thank you after each spank, and like a good little beta male you tell me how magnificent I am and how pathetic you are,’ Lucinda demanded, beginning to spank my exposed cheeks, my small white panties having been yanked up into my ass cheeks to allow her as much naked cheek as she needed.

For now…

‘Awwww, thank you, awwwwwwww,’ I cried out as the spanks began to rain down on me, each one harder than the last. ‘Mistress, I am sorry, please, please I beg you for another chance to serve you well, I will worship every part of you, do anything you say, do my best, aaaaaaaaaaw, to be the best, most subservient sissy possible!’

And so it went on for what seemed like an age.

Lucinda delighted in the pain she was administering, and she also seemed to enjoy my increasing desperation for it to end, laughing as I continued to beg for her forgiveness and for the spanking to end.

Finally, she rolled me off her lap and ordered me to stand in the centre of the room with my hands on my head.

She strode over to me and ripped my panties off in one movement, tearing them ease and leaving me totally naked in her presence.

Despite the fact she had seen me naked so much, the first flush of humiliation didn’t seem to be easing off. I went bright red, totally degraded and embraced to be seen naked, my average body and less than average sissy dick on display for my mistress.

‘You’re right to look humiliated, it really isn’t much to look at,’ She said, circling me, teasing me, keeping me in suspense. ‘Although, this feminine little booty might appeal for some activities if you know what I mean?’

I didn’t know what to say, how to respond to this at all.

I mean, I kind of knew where she was going, but couldn’t bring myself to answer. After all, it could be some kind of trap she was laying for me, and I certainly didn’t want to land myself in any more trouble than I was already in.

‘Cat got your tongue?’ She laughed. ‘Well, I’ll take that to mean that you have no input and you will accept your sissy ass being used as and when I say, and for anything and everything I declare, yes?’

‘Yes mistress,’ I said, knowing better than to hesitate. At least this way I didn’t have to say anything out loud.

‘Now, go to your bag and take out these panties,’ Lucinda said. ‘I want to see exactly what you’ll be wearing at the Sissy Parade later.’

Wait, what?

Sissy Parade?

My mind filled with a million scenarios, my heart raced, and I knew from the look on my Mistress’s face that today wasn’t over for me, not by a long way.

CHAPTER THREE

The uber ride from work to the private members club had been intense.

Lucinda made no attempt to keep her voice down as she very clearly and explicitly explained what would be expected of me at this so called Sissy Parade.

I could see the uber driver’s ears burning red as he quite clearly listened in on Lucinda detailing the situation…

‘You’ll be one of the several sissies on display, panty boy,’ She had said, toying with my hair and ear as I sat next to her, too scared to move. ‘My fellow mistresses will be bringing along their beta male sluts and we’ll all have a great time comparing you to each other. We’ll be looking for who is the sluttiest, the one who can go the furthest to please their mistress. Any poor performance or disobedience will be dealt with right there and then on the spot, make no mistake. We’ll have some very special tasks to test you on, too. Things you haven’t yet done, well you certainly haven’t anyway. Except maybe in your deepest fantasies?’

As she spoke, I felt my dick harden. Really go the kind of rock hard that suggests it wouldn’t take much to go over the edge and make a sissy mess in my panties right there and then.

I think Lucinda noticed my state of arousal and decided to cut her speech short, wanting me to save myself for the parade.

She was beginning to paint a picture of what was going to happen, and the truth was that although I was incredibly nervous, and really didn’t know to what extent my boundaries would be pushed, I also knew one thing…

I wanted to do well for Lucinda, my mistress.

I didn’t want to let her down, or embarrass her in front of her similarly dominant, majestic friends. Quite the opposite, I wanted to make her feel like she had a slut to be proud of, a sissy boy who might be relatively new to service, but had the potential to go all the way.

Soon, however, I would find out exactly how far she expected me to go, and from there I knew there could be no going back…


CHAPTER FOUR

‘Well, you look perfectly pathetic,’ Lucinda said, eyeing me up and down as I stood before her in nothing but my lime green, high cut thong. ‘A good start, I think, and now it’s time to introduce yourself along with the other sissies.’

With that, Lucinda made her way out of the changing area and directed me to the door from where all us sissies would enter the compact meeting room where our mistresses would be waiting, no doubt relaxing with a glass or two of champagne.

I stood nervously with the other sissies who would be parading themselves.

It was a strange feeling, I didn’t know where to look as around me in the narrow mini-corridor were several other sissies, all similar build to me, all wearing a variety of panties…

I couldn’t help but attempt to catch a glance at them…

I saw one sissy struggling to fit his erect cock back inside the front of his sheer, see-through black thong, a look of panic and desperation of his face as his dick, bigger than mine, just wouldn’t go back inside the tiny patch of material at the front of his panties.

There was another sissy with what appeared to be a butt-plug with a long, pink tail attached to it projecting out the back of his pink, frilly briefs.

I felt myself go hard again, blushing as I realised that I was getting aroused by the sight of other men like me…

Then I heard a bell ring form inside the room.

This was it.

This was the Sissy Parade.

We walked out, one after the other to the room, which was quite raucous with the selection of equally stunning, sophisticated, and outgoing women all laughing and cheering in equal measure as the array of wimps, betas, and sissy losers paraded past them in their tiny panties.

Camera flashes went off in abundance.

Sissie were pulled from the line up and put across their mistress’s laps for spankings and loud, degrading put-downs for any kind of minor failure ot meet expectation.

My eyes were drawn to one sissy, his ass cheeks being spread wide open and a large, black buzzing vibrator covered in lube being plunged deep into his puckered, nervous ass hole.

I must have lingered on this sight for a moment to long as I felt Lucinda pull me towards her, grab me by the head and then push my face right up close to the sissy’s ass as the dildo worked its way deeper and deeper into him.

‘You like the look of this so much maybe you should have that little ass stretched and filled?’ Lucinda said, her hand slapping the front of my panties, gripping and squeezing on my rapidly growing dick.

I was in a state of shock, this was unlike anything I had ever been involved in before. Lucinda had also been right about something else, too.

This was the scenario of my deepest, most sissy fantasies. The kind of thing I would imagine as I jerked off in the days before I met Lucinda.

She knew full well it was.

‘Ladies, ladies, a moment of quiet please!’ Lucinda said, a hush coming over the room as all eyes were suddenly on her… and me. ‘This here is the new sissy I have been talking about, and as you can see he is a quite miserable excuse for a man, if you can even call him that.’

As she said this, she lifted me upright an made a show of pointing at my erect dick, which had shot out the side of my panties. The women in the room laughed, clearly loving the sight of a sissy being humiliated like this.

I looked out to them, some of them had hiked their skirts up and were having their pussies and asses eaten by their sissies, clearly enhancing their enjoyment of seeing me being humiliated.

Others were fiddling with the speed and power settings of the plugs and dildos they had inserted in their slaves’ asses, each one of them looking at me with a mixture of pleasure, humiliation and delight on their faces.

Then, the moment I had suspected was coming…

Lucinda pulled out a chair and forcibly bent me over it, my ass on display, my body limply lying across it, vulnerable, exposed to all…

She pulled her trousers down and then off, the sight of her powerful legs, strong thighs, and panty covered pussy making me go dizzy with arousal…

‘Now, sissy, I’m going to help you along in your journey with a little help from something I know you just love the idea of…’ She said, revealing a large, black dildo which she proceeded to strap on to her waist.

‘Suck it, lick it, kiss it, get it nice and wet,’ She said, walking round to my face and pressing the large black schlong on my lips. ‘Just imagine it is a real dick!’

This comment drew laughter and whoops from the women, clearly enjoying the show of a sissy about to lose his anal virginity at the hands of his mistress.

Lucinda then plunged her lube covered fingers into my ass, preparing me for the dick. I let out a moan, quietly at first, but then louder as she worked more fingers in and out.

‘He’s a natural!’ Came the cry from one of the women watching, a tall, Scandinavian blonde with her sissy’s tongue deep inside her ass hole.

‘Now, take it all, slut, and thank me for it,’ Lucinda said, teasing the tip of the dick, fat and wide, around my puckered, pink ass hole. ‘Soon this will be a real, alpha male dick, so show me how much you like it!’

Lucinda then eased it in, spanking me, laughing as I struggled to maintain my composure, gradually moaning and groaning louder and louder as she worked it all the way in and began to work up speed as she fucked my ass, harder and faster…

Harder and faster…

Harder and…

I let out a huge moan as cum spurted out of my dick and onto the floor, my entire body convulsing as I pushed back on the strap on, making a total sissy cock slut of myself, not caring who was watching my display of bimbo beta male behaviour.

Lucinda laughed as she pulled the dildo out and ordered me to lick my cum up off the floor.

‘Get it spotless, I know from experience you love the taste of your own sissy cummies,’ She said. ‘When you’re done, get over he and get ready to get that tongue to work. The Sissy Parade is far from over!’

I knew I was in for a long night. So did all the other sissies around me.

This was my life now.

Pain, humiliation, panties…

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


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


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

READ IT HERE

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

HER HUGE BACK CATALOGUE AND LATEST RELEASES ON AMAZON – HERE

TEE’S FUTA BUNDLES:

OWNED BY NAUGHTY FUTAS: HARDCORE FIRST TIMES - HERE

DOMINATED & PUNISHED BY THE FUTAS - HERE

TEE’S HUCOW MEGA BUNDLE:

TEE’S HUGE ENTIRE 2019 HUCOW BUNDLE - HERE

NOW HERE’S THAT FREE PREVIEW…

PREVIEW IS FROM SOPHIA’S SISSY, AVAILABLE IN PANTIES & PAIN –

CLICK HERE TO READ THE FULL STORY

WE JOIN IN CHAPTER 3…

Sophia walked over to me, getting right into my personal space, taller than me, her star aura also making me feel even smaller than I already did.

What the hell was going on?

She walked around me, making me feel totally objectified, like I was a piece of meat or something. All the time, she didn’t say a word. 

‘You, take your clothes off right now,’ Sophia said, now back in front of me. ‘This second. Remove them all.’

What?

Was she being serious?

I looked over to the assistant, who at that point nodded, offering me no support at all.

I really couldn’t strip, I mean why, what for?

This was just crazy.

Sophia took matters into her own hands at that point, placing her hands inside my t-shirt collar and roughly tearing the t-shirt into two pieces, ripping it off my body. I went to cover my torso, part out of instinct but also part because I felt inadequate with my pretty average body in front of such a goddess, not to mention her extremely attractive assistant too.

‘No, you keep your hands on your head!’ Sophia demanded, roughly grabbing my wrists and moving my hands onto my head.

I guess I could have run out of the room at that point, or at least tried to protest. But there was something that just felt right about this. I mean, I knew it would be game over for me as far as this tour went if I didn’t comply.

Anyway, how much worse could it get?

I froze, in total shock at what was happening.  Sophia beckoned her assistant over and took my phone out of her hands…

‘Now, boy,’ She said. ‘In a security check of your phone we discovered certain internet searches, images, stored gifs and video that was of great interest. Care to explain?’

I gulped. I mean, here’s the thing. I had been kind of looking at a lot of sissy hypno videos online, sissy and beta male humiliation captions, and plenty of interracial blacked videos and cuckold stuff too.

It was just a few fantasies I was indulging though…

Well, there was also my collection of images of my favourite panties too. With me in them, my sissy cock hard, and sometimes with a wet patch at the front, my beta male cum spreading out and making a mess.

It was at this point that I knew I was in serious trouble. But yet I had no idea how to answer Sophia.

‘I will take your silence then as a complete admission of your guilt,’ Sophia said. ‘Well, you’ll be glad to know that I have a special role for you on this tour in light of this. You will be my sissy, my weak, bimbo, sissy boi slut. My panty wearing, cock hungry, fucktoy servant. Got it?’

I was in total shock. It was like she had somehow managed to read my mind, via a little help from my browser history, and was now turning my deepest, most taboo fantasies into a reality…

‘You can leave if you like,’ Sophia said, running her finger over my chest, humiliating and degrading me as she squeezed on the little pockets of fat here and there. ‘I’ll soon whip you into perfect sissy shape, don’t worry.’


Sophia’s assistant then stepped towards me and very quickly unbuttoned and pulled down my shorts, taking my briefs down with them at the same time.

I looked down at my dick, standing hard, throbbing up towards Sophia, only to feel Sophia’s hand grab me by the hair and lift my head up.

‘You keep your eyes on your mistress unless I say otherwise,’ She said, slapping me across the face, a wicked grin emerging as she looked down towards me dick. ‘Well this is even smaller in real life. I mean, it looked like a great sissy dick in the photos on your phone but this is an absolute sissy clitty up close and personal. It’s tiny, isn’t it?’

‘Y-y-y-yes, Sophia,’ I spluttered, really struggling to keep my composure. ‘It’s tiny, a sissy clitty, please, um, sorry for the-‘

‘Shut your mouth!’ She bellowed, slapping me again and pushing me over onto the sofa. ‘Speak when you’re spoken to, only answer questions that I have asked. Yes, of course I noticed your little erection. In future you only get hard when I allow it. And I’m going to show you know what happens when you disobey my orders. Put him in position.’

With that, Sophia’s assistant firmly moved my body, raising it up as Sophia took her seat on the sofa and then placing me back over her lap. Sophia didn’t waste any time whatsoever and began to spank my ass.

‘Make sure you’re filming this,’ Sophia said to her assistant. ‘I want to watch it back later to check on my technique. And of course to delight in seeing how the sissy’s face creases up in pain and total humiliation!’

‘I think he’s enjoying it, Miss Sophia,’ The assistant said, mocking the fact that my face my red and I appeared to be humping Sophia’s legs in between spanks. ‘Should I fetch his panties now?’

‘Yes, but not before I check something,’ Sophia said. ‘Sissy, stand up, get that pathetic little beta male body off my majestic legs and stand before me, hands on head.’

I did as I was told, fearful of more punishment while at the same time finding there was just something completely natural about following the orders given by Sophia. My dick was still hard, despite the pain from the spanking, and to be honest it wouldn’t have taken much for it to make a mess right there and then.

‘Seems like sissy enjoys being punished,’ Sophia said. ‘Well, there’ll be plenty more punishment to come, don’t worry. I’m going to break you in hard and fast, slut. It looked like you can take it. Now tuck that little worm in between your legs and stand there like a sissy with a pussy. I want to see what a dickless loser you are.’

I managed to get my hard dick down and in between my legs, crossing them slightly I was able to stand there and present myself as instructed. I felt ridiculous, and more than a little aware of the fact I was being recorded by Sophia’s assistant.

PREVIEW IS FROM SOPHIA’S SISSY, AVAILABLE IN PANTIES & PAIN –

CLICK HERE TO READ THE FULL STORY
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