

SLAVE SERVICE

FIRST TIME FEMINIZATION, FEMDOM PUNISHMENT BUNDLE, BDSM, SPANKING, FIRST TIME GAY, CFNM

A HARDCORE EROTIC FEMINIZATION BUNDLE

By Tina Majors

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

This is a taboo, hardcore story that is strictly for adults only. Reader discretion is strongly advised. All characters and events are entirely fictional and any resemblance to those living or dead is purely coincidental.

All rights reserved with the author, ©Tina Majors (2020-) and the publisher, Perfect10 Books (2020-). No unauthorised reproduction of this material is authorised. Now, quit reading the small print and get ready for some hardcore action…

CONTENTS

1 PUNISHED & DEGRADED by Ms Jackson

2 STRIP-SEARCHED & FEMINIZED by Female Security

3 FREE BONUS STORY no holds barred humiliations…

4 MESSAGE FROM TINA & PREVIEW

**

Why not try Tina’s 33 Book Mega Feminization Bundle…

ENSLAVED IN PANTIES – CLICK HERE NOW, SISSY!

**

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


PUNISHED & DEGRADED

by Ms Jackson

A HARDCORE EROTIC FEMINIZATION Story

By Tina Majors

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

This is a taboo, hardcore story that is strictly for adults only. Reader discretion is strongly advised. All characters and events are entirely fictional and any resemblance to those living or dead is purely coincidental.

All rights reserved with the author, ©Tina Majors (2020-) and the publisher, Perfect10 Books (2020-). No unauthorised reproduction of this material is authorised. Now, quit reading the small print and get ready for some hardcore action…

CHAPTER ONE

Ms Jackson was something else. A self-made millionaire, former professional mixed martial artist, current highly successful entrepreneur, and now apparently… my boss.

Tonya De Grassi Jackson. Damn, I should have known I was in trouble from the very second that my company was purchased by her. I had spent the last few years working my way up to a pretty senior position. I was on a nice salary, had a pretty chill time of it too.

The thing was, I wasn’t exactly a hard worker, or super-committed to the cause or anything like that. I guess I was always just the right guy in the right place, and somehow managed to nail a series of promotions that gave the impression of momentum and success rather than having anything to back it up with.

But, my bosses seemed happy enough, so I never really saw any need to change. I liked it on easy street, and the new Porsche I had just purchased was pretty damned sweet too.

I had a funny feeling though that things were about to change form the very first moment that Ms Jackson walked into the office block the week after the purchase had been confirmed.

We were all told to go down to the lobby and wait for her arrival there. There was a real buzz of excitement and nervous energy around. You see, she had a great record of transforming businesses, really ramping up the profits and overall company value.

But…

She was also known for her brutal business practices. Her take no prisoners style. And also some rumours of highly unorthodox practices that, well, just couldn’t possibly be true.

Still, as I stood next to my colleague Stacey, her face stuck in a kind of desperate to impress rictus grin, I couldn’t help but feel a bit meh about all this. I mean, seriously, wasn’t this just another corporate takeover?

My track record was decent. If they didn’t like me they could give me a big, fat payoff and I could kick back for a year or two.

I really felt like I had nothing to fear.

Then, just as I was convincing myself of this, the large glass doors at the front of the lobby swung open. Ms Jackson walked in.

I knew right there and then, on some deep unconscious level, that something was about to go down. I just didn’t realise how much it would involve me…


CHAPTER TWO

The rest of the week was kind of surreal. Ms Jackson would come in every morning, usually at around half nine or ten, and would pretty much stayed locked up in her office space with some of her advisors.

We would only see her if she went for a walk around. And even then, she didn’t really stop and talk to anyone, certainly not for any length of time anyway.

If this was the way it was going to be, I was more than happy. I much preferred my bosses to take a hands-off approach rather than try and micro-manage me, that was for sure.

One thing that I did notice about Ms Jackson though was just how incredibly and imperiously beautiful she was. I mean, she had the background in mixed martial arts, so there was the perfect posture and clearly very strong and flexible body that was plain to see form the tight fitted, superbly tailored pant-suits she wore.

I mean, it was actually kind of difficult not to stare at her.

Her face had the kind of classic beauty that no amount of makeup or facial care routines can truly replicate. Her skin was perfectly smooth and clear, her lips plump and red, her cheekbones high enough to cut ice on. Her hair was shiny, impeccably maintained, and only added to the overall impression that this was a seriously attractive, successful woman who got what she wanted.

Of course, I didn’t even entertain the idea of trying to flirt or even get her attention. No, I figured that my chances with her would be so tiny that it wasn’t worth the inevitable downside that would follow if, as expected, she wasn’t interested in dating an employee.

Still, it certainly didn’t stop me from fantasizing about her. And I certainly took great enjoyment from scrolling through all the Google image results for her. Plenty of her in super-tight martial arts leotards, a few paparazzi photos of her in a bikini, and plenty of images of her in her various personally tailored suits.

To be honest, I was actually beginning to develop something of a fixation on her. I mean, when I was feeling horny I was beginning to notice that my first instinct was to look her up online.

Still, no harm in that.

Or so I thought.

CHAPTER THREE

“Okay, so this really is not acceptable, at all,” Ms Jackson said. “You’re one of the highest earners here, and yet… you work actually less hours than anyone across the board? Care to explain?”

Oh damn.

Here I was, called in to Ms Jackson’s office for an introductory chat, or at least that’s what her assistant had said, and here I was being grilled before I had even had a chance to sit down.

“Your silence is telling. And, no, you may not sit down so stop looking at that chair like an idiot,” Ms Jackson said, firmly and with the kind of authoritative tone that was born from real confidence and a sense of power.

“Well, I’m, um, I guess I’m just efficient,” I said, attempting to fall back on my quick thinking and usually pretty effective charm. “I, um, my results are pretty good?”

“Oh just shut up right now,” Ms Jackson said, standing up from behind her desk. “Your numbers are average at best. Your work ethic is non-existent. And yet we’re paying you enough for a brand new Porsche 911? Well, this is coming to a stop right now.”

With that, and totally shocking me, Ms Jackson stepped to me, twisted my arm around my back and led me over to the large seat by the window. Before I knew it, I was being bent over her lap and fixed into position by her strong legs and equally strong arms.

“What? What is… what are you… doing?” I said, my voice trembling, the adrenalin running through my body but my mind in a state of total shock at what appeared to be happening. “Please!”

“This is what you need, do you accept that?” Ms Jackson said as she pulled my trousers down, then hiked my briefs up into my ass. “You’re a slacker and now your boss is going to teach you a lesson. Right?”

I didn’t know what to do, or say. I mean, I guess she was kind of right. But, a spanking? I was so humiliated, the fact that my new female boss, a total stranger was administering this kind of punishment was just… insane.

I guess the rumours about her very different work practices might actually be true.

“Awwwww!” I cried, her spanks reddening my cheeks with each blow as they came down, one after the other, each one with unerring accuracy and devastating power. “Please, I promise to improve. I’ll come in earlier. I’ll delegate less. Anything!”

“Be quiet and simply thank me for each and every one of these spanks,” she said, continuing at full pace, but allowing me the time between spanks to thank her, something that I found incredibly difficult to do, but someone soon enough was doing with total commitment, in part almost certainly hoping that the more convincing I was, the sooner it would end.

“Get up off me and stand with your hands on your head,” Ms Jackson said, finally bringing the spanking to an end, my ass truly on fire and my cheeks crimson red from the humiliation I was experiencing. “Quick!”

I did as I was told, my spirit broken from how easily I had given in to her, how her clear physical and mental advantage over me had been established, and also in fear as to what else was to come.

I had every right to be fearful.

My ordeal was only just beginning…


CHAPTER FOUR

“Hmm, let’s just see about something before we go any further,” Ms Jackson said, towering over me in her high heels, a wicked grin on her face now. “Let’s see what category you fall into. I have my suspicions, and I’m rarely wrong, but we must see the evidence.”

With that, she pulled my briefs down, slowly but surely, making eye contact we me, a big grin appearing on her face as my dick popped out, showing signs of hardness.

“Ha. Just as I thought,” she said, her grin turning into laughter. “A small little dick. Not the kind of dick I would ever consider riding, well certainly not if I wanted an orgasm from it anyway. Maybe for a laugh, or even as a reward for you for extra special work. But, it really is small, isn’t it?”

I didn’t know how to answer.

I mean, I knew it wasn’t exactly a huge dick. But was it small? Really? I wasn’t sure. But judging by the laughter from Ms Jackson, I guess it was by her standards.

“I, um, yes, it’s small,” I said, my facing burning with humiliation now. “Please, what’s going on? What is this all about?”

Ms Jackson then stood up and slapped me across the face.

“No! You speak when I address you, you do not question me like that. Ever,” she said, slapping me again, delighting in her position of total authority. “If you want to keep your job here you’ll need to learn how this is going to go. And I don’t expect any complaints. Well, not unless you want even more punishments.”

“No, sorry,” I said, on autopilot, somehow my instinct kicking in, putting me in survival mode, and also kind of almost wanting to go along with this.

At that moment, Ms Jackson’s assistant Patti walked in. She was young, a recent graduate, and had the kind of Instagram-perfect gym body that would make any guy drool. She was now also laughing at the sight of me, my ass red, my dick hard, and my pants round my ankles.

I attempted to cover myself up.

Big mistake.

“Put those damn hands on your head! Don’t ever cover yourself up unless instructed,” Ms Jackson said, pulling on my shirt and tearing it open, her fingers finding my nipples and pulling and twisting on them with a look of sheer sadistic pleasure on her face.

“If you cover yourself up,” she continued, “how do you think Patti will be able to take your photograph? Or should I say, photographs plural.”

The two women shared a laugh as Patti held up her expensive, high quality camera and took a series of shots of Ms Jackson pulling and stretching my nipples, delighting in my whimpers of pain and desperate pleas for her to stop.

“Has he been this pathetic the whole time?” Pattie enquired, putting her camera down for one moment and walking towards me, slapping my now rock hard dick up and down and side to side, taking extra pleasure in how submissive I was being, how overwhelmed I look. “He’s a perfect little sub, isn’t he?”

“Potentially, yes,” Ms Jackson said, agreeing. “But he’s new to this and we’ve had one or two little faux pas so far. Nothing that can’t be corrected over time though.”

“Ms Jackson, I’m worried he’s going to make a little mess,” Pattie said, gripping my dick in her hand and pulsing her fist. “Look at his face, it’s like he’s enjoying this degradation.”

“Well, this little dicked loser needs to learn that if he wants to make a mess, he can, but it’s on my terms,” Ms Jackson said. “Pattie, you know what to do.”

With that, the two of them grabbed me and began lifting me up, both of them utilising their strong, lean, athletic prowess to easily manoeuvre me and place me on my back on the large meeting table on the other side of the office, right by the window that looked out onto the rest of the floor.

Luckily for me, the blinds were shut, although Ms Jackson teased me by suggesting that even the smallest gap would potentially be exposing me to all of my colleagues.

But, right now, that wasn’t even my number one concern.

Pattie stood behind my head and lifted my legs right up and over towards my head, my dick now aimed directly at my face.

“Okay, so you want to make your beta sperm shoot, well, do it,” Ms Jackson said, slapping my dick, keeping it hard, pushing me closer to the edge. “I have a feeling that the more I humiliate you, the more I threaten you, the closer you’ll get to making that sissy splurge all in your face, into your mouth, your hair, probably up your nose too if we’re lucky. Ooh, yeah, I can see that this is working.”  

I was breathing heavily, totally humiliated but also totally turned on and finding the complete lack of control I had over the situation was freeing me, allowing me to accept that I had no real power, that I was Ms Jackson’s toy, to be played with, punished and used for her entertainment.

“Here, try this for size,” Pattie said, leaning over and letting a large, sticky globule of spit drop from her mouth and land on my face. “This is what wimps and betas like you get. You want to cum for Ms Jackson, then you do it in the most pathetic, degrading positions imaginable.”

That was just too much for me and I felt my cum build up and shoot out of my dick, covering my face, my gasps of shock and pleasure causing much amusement from my two tormentors as Ms Jackson made sure she milked me for every drop.

“Here, eat it,” she said, scooping up some of my cum with her perfectly manicured finger and pushing it into my mouth. “Taste your cum and get used to it. You’ll be eating it every single day from now on. And if you misbehave you’ll be drinking it down at your desk, in front of everyone. Got it?”

“Yes, Ms Jackson,” I said, totally complying with her, not even thinking to attempt to disagree or raise a single query about what I was being told. “Thank you, Ms.”

The two women laughed and after Pattie had taken several photos of me, my ass, dick and balls on display, my face covered in my own cum, the two women stepped back to take some longer distance shots of me lying prone on the table, totally exposed, at their mercy now forever.

“Pattie, fetch me that new vibrating buttplug, a pair of training panties, some nipple clamps, and… a nice frilly bra,” Ms Jackson said. “You hear that? We’ve only just started on you. I’ve cancelled all your so called meetings for the rest of the day. And tomorrow too. You’ll be coming home with me tonight and I’ll really see what you’re made of.”

All I could do was hope that I would live up to her standards.

The truth was, I really wanted to impress her, to be the best possible employee and toy I could be. No matter what the consequences…
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CHAPTER ONE

I can’t even begin to tell you how hard it was being a full time PA to Serenity Jones. I mean, she was incredibly demanding, accepted nothing but the absolute best standards from everyone, and was simply brutal when it came to displaying her dissatisfaction…

The fact that my daily routine now involved at least one spanking, ass worship, and more often than not a big, vibrating butt plug deep inside my ass for at least fifteen minutes at a time was pretty much something I had been forced to get used to.

My work uniform had changed too. Gone were the days of rocking up in some cool tight-fit chinos and a trendy retro t-shirt of some kind. No, now I was Serenity’s PA, it was all about the panties, the bras, stockings, suspenders, and a variety of very tight women’s pant suits that were designed to give everyone a good laugh if that happened to notice something funny about my attire and put two and two together.

This was my life now.

It was relentless.

Sure, I was on a good salary. Sure, I actually got to go on some great holidays and was usually even afforded plenty of time to myself to do some sight-seeing. And, yes, there was no denying the fact that being Serenity’s PA involved a lot of time worshipping and experiencing her incredibly sexy, feminine body in ways that men could only dream of.

Well, certainly a beta male like me could never get to do the kinds of things I did, that was for sure.

But, as I said, it came at a cost.

Often a very painful, humiliating, and totally emasculating cost.

I was about to discover though that just when I thought I knew everything there was about Serenity and her desire to push me to my limits, she always had something extra up her sleeve…


CHAPTER TWO

We were scheduled to take a cross country flight, the red eye from West to East, and Serenity had already arrived at the airport. She didn’t look overly impressed as I arrived twenty minutes after her, a little sweaty from having to lug not only my overnight bag but her luggage too.

“This isn’t what I expect, you know that,” she said, looking impeccable in a white blouse, close-cut navy jacket, and a pair of very tight classic denim jeans. “We’ll have to give you a little lesson. Perhaps a little ass stretching on the flight with my new inflatable butt toy?”

“Yes, Miss,” I said. “Whatever you say. Can I get you something from the bar?”

We were in the first class lounge, and Serenity nodded and I promptly fetched her a glass of champagne. I had grown used to this world, and despite the punishments and degradation I faced daily, it was admittedly nice to spend time in this kind of luxury.

“So, tell me,” Serenity said as we took our seats. “Have you been a good little boy for me today? I hope you didn’t do anything to embarrass yourself, and by extension me, when you were out and about?”

Damn, I had to play a poker face here, or face the consequences. The only problem was that Serenity was an excellent reader of body language, especially with someone she knew as intimately as me.

It had only been pretty minor. But I had indeed broken one of her rules, and I knew full well that if I admitted it to her, there would be consequences. But, on the other hand, if I didn’t confess, and she worked it out for herself, then I would be in a whole worse world of pain and shame.

It was a tough call.

“Your pause tells me everything, and that will be noted,” she said. “I’ll give you a second chance. Did you, my PA, my pet, my submissive little fool, do anything today that would contravene the terms and conditions of your service, your employment to me?”

She had me.

I knew it.

She knew it.

I had to confess.


CHAPTER THREE

“Well, better late than never,” Serenity said. “But don’t think for a second that your little confession will see you escape punishment. No, the fact that you got a little boner in your panties when you were perving over a woman in yoga pants at the coffee shop just will not do. Had I witnessed that you would have been put over my lap right there and then!”

“Yes, Miss, I’m sorry Miss,” I said, my head bowed.

“Oh, quit grovelling you little worm,” Serenity said. “It’s time to board, so stand up, pick my bags up and follow me.”

I did as I was told, actually a little relieved that time seemed to have saved me on this occasion. The fact that we were due to board the plane had probably saved me from a very loud lecture on the dangers of weak, beta men like me looking at hot, alpha-seeking women like the incredibly well toned and lusciously curved yoga woman I had drooled over and got excited by in Max’s Lattes earlier that day.

My relief was short lived.

As we approached to board, two security guards stepped in front of me. Um, okay, what the hell was this?

“If you’d step into this room with us, please,” the blond security guard said, her long, platinum blond hair tied in a perfect, severe looking high ponytail. “And that’s not a request, sir.”

“Right now, sir,” the other security guard, a mixed-race woman whose booty would have put Beyoncé to shame said, her firm hand on my shoulder making it very clear that I needed to follow their orders to a tee.

“Ms Jones?” I called out to Serenity. “What? I don’t know what to do?”

Serenity simply smiled, stared back at me and continued onwards through the gate and towards her seat on the plane.

With out a second’s pause I was then finding myself being frog-marched by these two imposing, serious female security guards. I had no idea what was going on, my mind spinning with the possibilities.

I mean, it wasn’t like I had packed anything I shouldn’t have, or had anything contraband on me in my pockets or whatever. I just didn’t understand what was going on.

Then, a sudden realization hit me.

If this was just a random search, and it involved anything like a strip search… these two intimidating women would see what I was wearing underneath my clothes.

All I could do was hope and pray that it wouldn’t come to that. But something, somehow, was telling me that my prayers were not about to be answered any time soon.

Far from it, if anything, I absolutely feared the worst…


CHAPTER FOUR

“Sir, that is correct, you will strip right now,” Jasmine said, the blond guard with the clearly sizeable breasts underneath her green security shirt. “You either do it voluntarily or we will do it for you.”

I looked at Jasmine and then at Bree next to her. Both of them meant business, and I knew I had to do it.

But…

I was wearing a tiny red thong with a frilly waistband underneath my trousers. I had a matching bra too, currently hidden by my black sweater. I figured that it might actually be less humiliating to be naked in front of them so decided that the best plan of action would be to try and take my panties and bra off at the exact same time as my sweater and trousers.

They were way ahead of me though.

“Sir, please remove one item of clothing at a time,” Bree said, slamming her hand down on the table in the centre of the room. “Do not give us any cause for suspicion here. You don’t want that, believe me. Just do as your told and follow due process.”

Well, that was that then.

As I removed my sweater I was confronted with the sight of the two women grinning broadly, their perfect smiles beaming back at me with the kind of relish that I would often see in Serenity’s face before she punished me, in the tantalising pre-punishment stage of early humiliation and demeaning putdowns and mockery.

“Pants now, and I do wonder what we’re about to see, Bree?” Jasmine said, her strong, wide stance showing off her lean, muscular legs, her powerful thighs looking incredibly impressive, the kind of cross-fit babe that I would fantasize about often.

I removed my suit trousers and was now standing in front of them in nothing but my tiny thong and equally feminine bra.

“A sissy?” Bree said. “Well, this is a first. What shall we do about this?”

Jasmine laughed, her perfect ponytail swinging from side to side as she tossed her head back.

“I think the fact that there appears to be an excited little thing inside those panties needs investigating,” Jasmine said. “I wonder, do you think it’ll be a big, manly dick, or… a tiny little sissy clitty?”

Bree laughed.

The two women stepped to me and I was frozen, my mind spinning and wondering where the hell Serenity was, and why she wasn’t here to protect me from these two incredibly intimidating women. I looked around, but the door was locked and what the hell was I planning on doing anyway, running out of the room wearing nothing but women’s underwear?             

No, this was my reality now and I had to accept it.

“It’s tiny! A real sissy clitty,” Bree said, licking her perfectly plump lips, allowing the waistband of my panties to snap back into place, trapping my dick. “Go on then, slut, show us how you strut around and work that feminine sissy body!”

Jasmine kicked me and slapped my face as I hesitated.

“Do it!” she admonished me. “Show us what a little gooner loser you are. You’re clearly someone’s sissy slut, so show us exactly what it is you do to earn your keep.”

I did my best sissy walk and then after being instructed to in no uncertain terms began to twerk my booty for them, causing them to laugh and jeer and whoop as I totally debased myself on top of the table, my ass on display as I bounced my cheeks and made a total fool of myself.

They had me totally obedient and under their control, and they were not afraid of pushing me harder.

“Now, I think we need to step this up a notch or two,” Bree said. “Or should that be an inch or seven?”

With that, Jasmine pulled out a suction-cupped big, black dildo from her bag and promptly placed it down, nice and secure on top of the table. I had a feeling I knew where this was going, but it was bigger than anything Serenity had used on me before, and I wasn’t sure if I could handle it.

“Get that stupid look off your face, bitch,” Bree said, lifting me up onto the table with such ease it was like I weighed less than a feather. “Get up and get bouncing on that big, fat dick. You know that’s what you want to do. Well, either way, it’s what we want, so get on it and ride that dong now.”

I watched, my mouth wide open, as Bree squirted a huge dollop of lube on top of the dildo and used her hand to work it up and down, covering it entirely.

“I think the sissy is going to enjoy this,” Jasmine said as she watched me place myself just over the tip, hovering nervously as the tip just touched my puckered, small ass hole.

“Do it, so it right this second,” came the voice behind me. “You do not disobey orders, do you? You’re already in enough trouble.”

I then watched in horror as Jasmine and Bree were joined by Serenity. I was starting to feel like this entire thing had been a set-up.

“Yes, that’s right, fool, that is a two way mirror,” Serenity said, laughing and whooping with joy as I began to ease myself on to the thick, black dick. “Now all the way!”

I let out a long, deep groan as I eased myself fully down on the dildo. I slowly began to work back up again before dropping down again. I couldn’t believe that I was riding this dick in front of Jasmine and Bree, and the fact that Serenity was there too just added to the sheer and total submission that I was showing in this particular moment.

There was no going back from this, I knew that much.

“If you don’t mind me saying, I think he could be a good toy to use with your alpha bulls,” Jasmine said to Serenity.

“Oh, believe me, that’s the plan,” Serenity replied, grinning as I began to moan in pleasure, the effect of having a big dick in my sissy booty beginning to take effect and give me pleasure, irrespective of how degrading it all was.

I was moaning and groaning deeply, and almost without realising, I began to cum. My first ever orgasm from anal stimulation alone. I couldn’t believe it, my face blushing so hard that the redness spread over my neck and upper shoulders too.

I couldn’t deny it, it felt incredible.

“I think he’s about to pass out!” Bree laughed, coming over and helping me off the dildo and onto the floor, where I lay at the feet of these three incredible women. “I know he’s out of commission now, but perhaps on arrival back from your trip you could have him visit us again, and this time he could show us what his dick sucking skills are like too? We could definitely arrange for one of our ultra masculine security colleagues to attend?”

“Oh, that does sound fantastic, doesn’t it?” Serenity said, kicking my body, grinding her foot down on my exposed stomach.

“Yes, yes, thank you,” I said, still dazed from my first ever sissy-gasm.

After that, the two security guards left and I got dressed. Serenity told me that I had ridden the dildo well, that she was proud of me. I couldn’t help but feel happy that I had pleased her in front of Bree and Jasmine, but at the same time I was worried about what would potentially happen on our next visit to airport security.

“Oh, don’t you worry,” Serenity said. “I’ve got plenty of plans for you to make sure that by the time we next visit Bree and Jasmine you’re cock sucking skills will be absolutely on point and up to speed. Yes, I’ve been impressed with you. I think you’re definitely up to the task of moving your training on to the next step. And that next step will very much revolve around giving in to your sissy desires to suck and fuck big, alpha dicks. The kind of dick you could only ever dream of having, they kind of cock that makes yours look even more useless than we already know it is. From now on, if you want to cum, you’ll need to do your fair share of sucking. At least until I’m satisfied you have learned your art perfectly.”

“Yes, Miss,” I said, picking up my bag, the lube still dripping out of my stretched ass hole and into my tight, feminine panties. “Thank you.”

I knew that more adventures and discipline was on its way. And the way that Serenity smiled and winked at the cabin crew and the big, perfectly chiselled pilot, I had a feeling more training could be heading my way even sooner than I had imagined…
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PROLOGUE

My panties were high, tight, and perfectly positioned. They had to be too. A single mistake, one tiny error, or divergence from the rules, the agenda, and I would be in so much trouble with my teachers, if that was the right word for them, it would be unreal.

The kind of punishment I could expect didn’t bear thinking about, so I took my time to ensure I looked exactly as instructed. Brilliant white panties, stockings and suspender, short plaid skirt, frilly white bra and open button white shirt.

I was a feminized college sissy.

But how had this come to be?

I never thought that I would be back in college in my mid thirties, but then again, this wasn’t a normal college, far from it. At the Madame School for Sissies, entrance was via a personal recommendation from an approved contact, and the desired outcome was all students would graduate as perfectly submissive sissies, ready to serve their Mistress with total obedience and decorum.

I was in my first weeks, and already I had been pushed hard. But, as I might have expected, things were about to go even further than I could have possibly imagined…


CHAPTER ONE

The amount of spankings I had witnessed in the last couple od days told me that something was well and truly going on. The feeling among us sissies was that we were being prepared for something, that the Mistresses were being so strict and relentless in their dishing out of not only spankings but some brutal verbal humiliation was down to some kind of outside factor.

Of course, spankings and verbal degradation was normal, but usually it would always take place one on one, between mistress and sissy. But now things were changing up a gear or several. I had actually witnessed a sissy being stripped, beaten, and dragged across the grassed area of the college quadrant by his angry Mistress. I watched as he was forced to take a big pink dildo in his ass, the pink unicorn tail attachement hanging down between his legs as he crawled on his hands and knees next to his Mistress over the quadrant and up towards his next class.

This kind of thing was unheard of.

And what made it extra humiliating was that there just so happened to be a rather hunky, tall, and clearly amused delivery man watching all of this. God knows what he made of that sight. Usually the regularly delivery men would see us sissies in our uniforms, prancing along either in small groups or with our Mistresses, always a step behind them of course.

But like this? No, this kind of eyeful really was something else.

Anyway, I looked up at the clock tower in the quadrant and saw that it was time I got a move on. The last thing I wanted was to be late for my Feminized Mentality class with Madame Dupont. She was a stickler for time, and if you happened to be that one sissy idiot who arrived late, not only would she give you a verbal admonishment in front of the whole group, you would probably find yourself the target for all of her sarcasm, barbs, and general cruelty throughout the lesson.

I really did not want to be that person today, especially with this intense atmosphere going on here right now. I mean, I had only been here a little while but it definitely seemed to me like there was something in the air. I had a good sense for these things, having had a pretty successful career in market analysis before I decided that I could no longer live that kind of boring lie. The plan was that after graduating sissy college, I would find myself a Mistress who I could work for, or to put more accurately… serve.

I had some savings which would pay for my college fees, and was always able to top my spending money up by doing extra chores around the campus. This would normally involve doing food delivery or waiting tables for one of the many conferences or events that the Mistresses ran. It was kind of humiliating. Well, I should actually say very humiliating. I mean, dressing up in the most ridiculously scandalous maid’s outfits and serving fully-fed, drunk businessmen their food and drinks while they made all kinds of degrading remarks. Oh, and the fact that they would get pretty loose with their hands didn’t help either.

But, as we were all learning, a sissy doesn’t complain. A sissy takes it. A sissy says thank you. A sissy asks if there is anything else they can do to help.

I actually found my mind wandering back to one particular man, in his mid fifties, tall, a bit overweight, as he took exception to how I had placed his re-filed wine glass down on the table. He grabbed me by the neck and promptly bent me over his wide lap, spanking me hard and fast, bellowing with laughter as he did it, his fat cock pressing up against me as it stiffened with seemingly each and every spank he brought down on my panties, having hitched my skirt up so that the other men on the table could get a full view.

As degrading and shaming, not to mention painful, as this had all been, I had written about it for my sissy progress class and been awarded a special merit for my honesty and adherence to the sissy way of doing things.

It was becoming clear to me that my journey was something transformative, that I belonged in this world. But, enough about that for now. I checked the time again and walked double fast towards Madame Dupont’s class.

As I said, I really didn’t want to be the target of her cruel whims.


CHAPTER TWO

“Skirts up and present your panties!” Madame Dupont said in her classically Parisian accent, firm, judgemental, and with that unmistakable Gallic flair.

Each one of us knew better than to hesitate even for the briefest second. We aligned ourselves in a straight line across the wall of Madame Dupont’s classroom and proceed to lift our skirts up and hold them in position, our panties on display for her to inspect.

There was always a nervous wait for each and every one of us sissies, ten in total in class today, as she walked down the line, her bendy plastic ruler in her hand as always, her rimmed glasses on the tip of her nose as she made her inspections.

Madame Dupont was in her early forties, but had the body of a much, much younger woman. She was incredibly elegant, classically French in that regard. Her clothes were always on point, perfect Chanel blazers, tight black suit trousers that showed off her endlessly long legs and pert, perfectly round derriere. Her face was made up of perfect, blemish free skin and the reddest lips you could imagine. Her smile, when she was in the mood, was totally captivating, and hinted at a woman with a sense of humour and warmth that wasn’t often in display during class.

But then again, why would it be?

She had a job to do to make sure that the sissies did their work, took the class seriously, and were wholly committed to the cause. There wasn’t time for humour or showing any lack of focus. That is why she took the inspection so seriously, the idea being that if we couldn’t even present ourselves properly, then how on earth did we think we could be proper sissies?

After all, the first imperative of sissy life was to look the part.

Suddenly, about half-way down the line, Madame Dupont stopped. A pause like this meant only one thing. She had seen something she didn’t like. All of the sissies kept looking straight ahead while also tried to somehow move their eyes enough to see what was going on, what the possible infringement could be.

“Sissy, these are not regulation college panties,” Dupont said, her ruler running up the front of the sissy’s black lace thong. “You will explain this to me right this second.”

“Madame Dupont, I apologise,” The sissy said. “I was called to my personal Mistress’s office and she put me in them so that I could perform on camera for her and dance for her husband who was watching over the computer.”

There were a smattering of giggles from the sissies in the line but they shut up immediately as Madame Dupont slammed her ruled down on the wooden desk behind her.

“Silence!” She bellowed. “Sissies, show some respect. Now, tell me why you did not change back into your regulation college panties? You know it is mandatory that you wear them.”

“But, I, I didn’t have time, Madame. I did not want to be late,” The sissy said, his voice stuttering, the nervousness apparent in his trembling tone.

“Not good enough, not even close,” Madame Dupont said. “You know what to do. Step forward and bent that ignorant little self over this desk. Your naughty sissy derriere will be on display now in front of your fellow sissies and will receive twenty swats with my ruler. You will thank me for each one of course, and when I am done you will take yourself to the front of the class, attach your skirt to your shirt and stand with your hands on your head for the remainder of the class. Now, get yourself in position.”

The spanking proceeded as normal, Dupont showing no mercy as the sissy was forced to take an extra five swats for forgetting to thank her on the second to last swat, probably out of sheer pain as the hard plastic crashed down on his exposed cheeks.

Watching a sissy take this kind of punishment was a strange feeling. I mean, it was definitely kind of thrilling, exciting, and there was a certain part of me that always wished it was me taking the punishment. My personal tutor mistress had told me that this was a good sign, a normal thing for a sissy to want. Either way, I definitely was glad I hadn’t taken those five extra swats, the sheer look of pain and panic on the sissy’s face as the landed on their reddened cheeks was something I was glad not to be facing this early in the day.

The rest of the class kind of proceeded as normal, and I even managed to earn an extra merit for my class work that I had turned in a couple of days ago.

But then, just as we were leaving, Madame Dupont stopped me.

“Sissy, you will report back to me after lunch, in your free time,” She said, giving nothing away in her tone of voice. “You will change into your sissy activewear, ready for your workout session later on, and you will arrive as soon as you have eaten your lunch. Is that understood?”

“Yes Madame Dupont, it is understood,” I said, my heart racing and my mind immediately trying to piece together what was going on, figure out if I had done something that would merit a private punishment. “Thank you, Madame.”

Madame Dupont let out a hint of a smile, then indicated that I should leave.

“And sissy, be prepared to work,” She said, laughing as she shut the classroom door behind her and left me to wonder what on earth was coming my way.

CHAPTER THREE

My sports thong was banana yellow, and as I pulled it up and over my penis and shaved pubic area, I felt that thrill I always felt when putting on panties of any kind.

I was in so many ways living my dreams being here at sissy college.

For so long I had thought that living a proper sissy life was just the stuff of fantasy, of long sessions edging myself in front of sissy captions online, watching the POV humiliation videos, and of training myself to jerk off into my own mouth, swallowing my own sissy cum down my throat.

But now it was real.

I took a moment to admire myself in my sports thong before pulling up my extra tight grey yoga pants. I turned in the mirror and looked at my ass. Part of being a sissy was getting a suitably feminine figure, and our customized diet and exercise regimen was designed to make us all more slender, leaner, but of course with a cute little round booty that would look great in panties and tight, feminine clothes. Of course, our asses belonged to our mistresses and the superior women who could do with us as they pleased.

So far, I had made great progress on my ass, really putting in extra effort outside of sports class to doing the extra squats. Really getting deep with them, putting in an extra hundred squats every night and combining that with side crunches too so as to get the smallest, tightest waist possible, the effect being to emphasize my booty further.

There was just something so titillating about having a cute, feminine ass. Knowing that the alpha men who I would one day be presented to by whichever woman was in control of me at that moment would find their eyes glancing over me lustfully. I mean, I wasn’t like I was gay, I definitely still found women attractive. But as a sissy, those kind of boundaries and limitation just didn’t exist anymore.

I was my mistress’s toy, her plaything. I would offer full use of my body to whoever she commanded, man or woman. This was the ultimate goal, and when the moment came I really hoped I would be ready for it.

But now it was time to get myself back to see Madame Dupont and face whatever was coming my way.


CHAPTER FOUR

“Drop and give me ten perfect squats,” Madame Dupont instructed as soon as I arrived at the small garden area outside of her classroom. “Make them your best, too, or expect consequences. I am in no mood to take fools gladly, especially sissy fools.”

I knew she was being deadly serious. She always meant exactly what she said, so I proceeded to begin squatting, ensuring my body position was on point, and that I didn’t attempt to rush the squats either. Presenting my ass in my yoga pants felt undeniably feminine, and made me think of all the times I used to ogle the hot babes in the public park doing yoga. Sure, I was attracted to them, but part of me was also envious of how hot they looked, how provocative, and how totally sensual they appeared as the stretched, squatted, and demonstrated the incredibly unique beauty of the female form.

Now was my turn.

“Good, I can see you have been putting in extra work,” Madame Dupont said. “Now, hold yourself in a low squat and hold your hands on your head, open your mouth and stick your tongue out, fully extended. Good. Now I want you to imagine a big, strong man in front of you. His manhood is out, erect, a monstrous sight. But one that titillates your senses no doubt. Are you drooling yet? Are you desperate for this alpha male to plant his hard snake on your extended tongue? To drive it deeper into your mouth…”

I could feel myself sweating, my heart racing. It felt like a trap, that Madame Dupont was trying to make me lose my cool, fall off-balance or something. Ready to then face some inevitable punishment.

I was determined to stay in position, hold the squat. But I was also conscious that I was getting excited, my sissy dick hardening as she continued to describe the big, masculine dicks that I could be sucking on right now. 

“I see that this excites you,” Madame Dupont said, purring, now squatting down next to me. “Well, we’re expecting a guest any moment. Be a good little sissy slut and keep that tongue out for me, you never know what, or who, could be around the corner.”


CHAPTER FIVE

It was an agonising few moments, as I listened to Madame Dupont laughing and joking with a male voice at the gate to the garden.

I knew better than to turn around and see who it was, although I was desperate to find out. Turns out I wouldn’t need to wait too much longer as I heard the gate open and Madame Dupont and her guest walk into her garden.             

“As you can see, my little pet is doing very well at holding his, or her if your prefer, position,” Madame Dupont said. “What do you think of the form? And feel free to make any adjustments, my little sissy just loves being manhandled by a real man.”

I was incredibly nervous now, the presence of the man behind me was really putting pressure on my holding my position, but somehow I managed. I could sense him close to me, looking at my booty as it stuck out, the tight material of the yoga pants stretching and revealing my ass, probably giving him full view of the outline of my thong too.

He walked round to the front, the moment of truth.

With my tongue sticking out, and my mouth wide open, I looked like the perfect dick hungry sissy bimbo. The large, muscular man who now stood in front of me simply looked me up and down, licking his lips a little as he was joined at his side by Madame Dupont.

“Thoughts?” She said, her hand draped around his waist. “I think this one has potential to really serve, and serve well.”

“The form is good, and I’m impressed by the shape of those legs too,” The man said. “But I think I want a better look at that little booty.”

“Sissy, what are you waiting for!” Madame Dupont said. “Remove those yoga pants and present yourself to Mr Rode for inspection. Do it!”

I hurriedly stood up, my legs wobbling a little from the strain of the long squat, and removed my yoga pants. I couldn’t believe I was doing this, I had never done something like this in front of a proper man before. Madame Dupont was taking me to the next stage of my training, that much was clear to me now.

As I pulled my yoga pants down and removed them entirely, I noticed Madame Dupont smiling, her eyes zoning in and focusing on my dick. It was starting to get hard, rapidly in fact. Madam Dupont let out a laugh and nudged the man, prompting him to laugh too.

I felt myself go bright red and cover myself to protect what minuscule amount of dignity I had left. This was a seriously bad idea, totally against what I had learned so far.

A sissy never covers themselves up to protect their modesty unless instructed by their superior. And Madame Dupont definitely had not said anything of the sort. In fact, the look on her face as I held my stiff clitty stick in my hands told me that she was absolutely furious.

“Sissy, remove those hands this second!” She said, stepping to me and angrily slapping my face. “Have you forgotten everything you have learned so far? Well, perhaps it’s good that a real man is here, clearly the pressure of being around a real alpha specimen has got to you. You deserve a spanking. And you’ll get one too. But with a difference.”

Before I knew what was happening, the man grabbed me and roughly put me across his lap as he took his seat on one of the garden chairs. The feeling over being overpowered so easily was strange, I knew I was totally helpless against his strength but I also found myself not even trying to resist. It was like I knew that this was the correct thing to be happening.

I had disappointed my Madame and was now about to be spanked by her big, strong, male companion. This was exactly what sissies faced when they were in trouble, right?

“You may begin spanking this disobedient little bimbo,” Madame Dupont said, a wicked look on her face as she watched the man roughly move me up his lap a little, locking my in position with the forearm of one arm and then roughly handling my ass cheeks with his other hand, prizing my cheeks open, wobbling them, gripping on them and squeezing like a piece of meat.

It felt so degrading to be handled like this, but it was thrilling. So much so that I let out a gasp as I felt his big, thick dick begin to press and dig into my soft, smooth stomach. Even though he still had pants on, it was evident from how it throbbed against me that it was a substantial size to say the least.

“Looks like the sissy is enjoying this too much. Get spanking him!” Madame Dupont ordered. It was clear that she was very much in charge of both of us, the true place that a woman should take of course.

I yelped and hollered as the man spanked me. As hard and as accurate as a Mistress was, it was a totally different sensation being spanked by a man. Madame Dupont laughed as I lost all control and began to beg for him to stop. My please fell on deaf ears of course as he simply spanked me harder and faster, the loud clapping noise of his broad, strong palm hitting my burning ass cheeks probably echoing all around campus.

“I think that’s enough,” Madame Dupont said. “No, sissy, get on your knees in front of this kind gentleman and thank him for your education. Make it good, too.”

This was utterly degrading. Barely able to compose myself, even now that the spanking had concluded, I got on my knees and thanked him for his punishment, doing my best to be as enthusiastic as possible so as to avoid going back over his lap.

Madame Dupont crouched down beside me and ran her fingers over my lips, pushing one, then two of her fingers in and out of my mouth.

“Looks like the sissy could so her appreciation another way too,” Madame Dupont said, her other hand gripping and squeezing my stiffening dick. “Her little clitty is all hard in anticipation.”

I knew what was coming now, but the sight of the man standing up, loosening his belt and letting his trousers and then briefs drop to reveal his monstrous dick in the flesh was still shocking. It was so big, so thick, and so incredibly masculine. It bounced and twitched, ready for servicing, for worship.

“Lick it first, put those sissy lips on the tip and get it wet,” Madame Dupont said. “Remember your banana and dildo training. Worship a real dick, make him cum his manly seed. Degrade yourself sissy, show him what a dick hungry little slut you are.”

I began to take his dick, my hands wrapping around the base of his shaft, so much bigger than mine it was almost a joke. The taste of his dick head immediately made me feel dizzy, it was so new to me but I knew I wanted more. With Madame Dupont’s guidance, I began to flick my tongue over his head, gradually working up to opening my mouth wide enough to get his dick head inside.

“Hold it there, just the head inside that slutty mouth,” Dupont said. “Now look up and make eye contact, show him how submissive and willing to please an alpha you are. That’s it, now let it enter your mouth, all the way, right to the balls.”

I choked a little, but Madame Dupont held my head down, taking a firm approach to getting me used to swallowing big, meaty dicks. Gradually, I acclimatized and began to suck and slurp, bobbing up and down, working up a speed until the man took over and grabbed my hair, using my face as his own personal flashlight.

When the cum exploded into my mouth it was incredible. I felt a sense of real satisfaction, that I had taken a real and true step toward being a fully fledge sissy. He took his dick out and managed to cover my face with the rest of his still spurting cum, much to Madame Dupont’s approval.

“Now we’ll watch the sissy wank himself for our amusement,” Madame Dupont said, taking a seat next to the man, his dick still large, but flopping off to the side now, his balls hanging beneath. “I don’t think sissy will last long!”

She was right, it was barely a minute, probably closer to thirty seconds of pumping on my clitty until it made its beta male goop spurt. The two of them laughed at the site of me, the cock sucking sissy making a truly beta mess.

Madame Dupont placed her foot on my head and pressed downwards.

“Eat it up, all of it,” She commanded. “And when you’re done, you can come inside and watch what a real man does with a woman.”

The two of them then stood up and went inside. I ate my cum up fromt the floor as quickly as I could, because the truth of the matter was that I really wanted to see what was going to be happening inside.

And who knows, my sissy services might even be called upon to help out too…

More stories like this are available in my HUGE 33 Book Bundle – ENSLAVED IN PANTIES – so Click Here NOW, Sissy!


MESSAGE FROM TINA & PREVIEW

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

Remember…

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

Also…

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

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

Why not try…

ENSLAVED IN PANTIES (33 Books)

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

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

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

ALSO…

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

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

DRINK MY MILK (30 Stories) – CLICK HERE

DESPERATE HUCOWS (40 stories) – CLICK HERE

TRAPPED WILD FUTAS (3 stories) – CLICK HERE

BEG FOR FUTA (11 stories) – CLICK HERE

OWNED BY NAUGHTY FUTAS (20 stories) – CLICK HERE
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