

SISSY BEACH HUMILIATION!

Hardcore First Time Feminization

By Tina Majors

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

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

All rights reserved with the author, ©Tina Majors (2019) and the publisher, Perfect10 Books (2019). No unauthorised reproduction of this material is authorised. Now, quit reading the small print and get ready for some hardcore action…

CONTENTS

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

AUTHOR PAGE & SNEAK PEEK

-TO COME-

“Get up on your feet so I can inspect you,” She roared. “You don’t get to drool over me and not get your own pathetic sissy self given the once over!”

As I stood in front of her, I remembered my training from Annabelle that had begun on the slopes on that first skiing holiday that changed everything. I placed my hands on my head, kept a small gap between my legs, and stuck my sissy bottom out with a little forward lean and arch in my back.

I wasn’t prepared for Madame Jennifer’s response.

“Oh my God,” She said, wickedly, almost laughing. “This has to be the most sissy thing I have ever seen in my life. Look at you! Tiny little thong, shocking colour. Did you choose it yourself? Trying to look as slutty as possible, are we? I wonder why. No, don’t answer that. We’ll work it out over the course of the next few days I think. You see, looking around the place I can spot all the short cuts you’ve taken with the cleaning. Not good enough, not even close you little maggot. And speaking of maggots…”

I gulped.

I saw her looking down towards my crotch, a wicked grin on her face.

She stepped towards me and as she did I looked down.

I couldn’t believe it, the shame…

My sissy dick had somehow got out of the panties and was standing right up to attention. This was incredibly humiliating.

Of course, I knew that she would be loving this, and would definitely be reporting it back to Madame Annabelle, probably over Skype later that evening.

Madame Jennifer stopped in front of me, only a matter of centimetres away from me. Her perfume was strong, seductive, quite overpowering.

She held me in her glare.

I felt my rock hard dick twitching and bouncing up and down involuntarily, so much so that I was worried I might cum in front of her… and even worse – cum without her permission!

“Oh, the look on your face says it all,” Jennifer said. “I know you just want to wank that stupid little piece of useless junk until it spurts everywhere, don’t you? Well it’s not happening. Not now, and maybe not later either! Any objections?”

“No, of course not,” I replied, “Of course not, Madame Jennifer.”

“Good, well done for correcting yourself there,” She replied. “But, you are getting a punishment now for the state of this sloppy cleaning up job, and for drooling over me.”

Madame Jennifer then led me by my arm over to the large plush four seater sofa and quite easily lifted me up and put me over her strong, firm legs.

I felt helpless, my ass exposed and my hard cock wedged up in on her lap. I could feel her legs tensing and flexing and it turned me on in a way that again made me worry about cumming right there on the spot.

“You’re going to get some spanks now, and after each one you will say thank you,” Jennifer said. “Not only that, in between spanks you will tell me how much of a sissy you are! And if I don’t think I’m getting enough detail the spanking will just get longer and longer and longer. Understood?”

I agreed, not that I had much choice and began to take my spanking, making sure to say thank you after each spank. I began to go into my sissy fantasies too, much to the delight of Jennifer…


CHAPTER ONE

So I arrived at the beach house and I felt like I was in a movie or a glamorous TV show. Big glass walls, supreme architecture from top to bottom. I was totally impressed but soon got used to it. The thing is, when you’re doing daily chores for your Madame, it doesn’t make all that much difference what the luxurious state of the carpet or master bed is, you’re still the sissy help!

Anyway, Madame Annabelle was away on business and had instructed me to arrive early at the beach house and get everything neat and tidy.

It was kind of a drag.

Time passed and I made a pretty average effort to get the place looking up to standard. I guess I just wasn’t feeling motivated?

More time passed.

I looked at the clock in the kitchen and realised that I had been misreading it, I was an hour behind and this meant that I actually only had half an hour before she would be arriving and I had to get everything ready.

I felt like panicking,

I could feel the sweat build on my forehead and a bit drip down my back.

Wow.

After what had happened at the previously with Annabelle I couldn’t believe I had left it so late to get everything, including myself, ready.

Well, I say I couldn’t believe it, perhaps I could – I had always been kind of notorious in work and personal circles for leaving everything until the last moment, and here was more proof of that particular personality trait.

Quite why I was so bad at failing to prepare in time adequately I genuinely had no idea, even though it was something that had only really started to become a problem recently, as prior to that I always seemed to be able to bluff my way out of situations.

I think it was because now I had taken on more responsibility at work – if you could really call it work – and if you could really say I even had a choice in the matter! -  it was harder to avoid the increased expectation levels and the pressure that comes with that. In many ways it was a bit of a catch twenty two situation and while it had caused me inconvenience and annoyance at work, it was always manageable – but in this case it would potentially have huge consequences for me that I couldn’t just bluff off to a manager.  

I looked around the large luxury beach house kitchen and saw the dishes piled to the side of the dishwasher (seriously, why hadn’t I just stuck the dishes straight in the washer!?), some clothes on the floor by the washing machine (ditto to my last parenthesis!), and general crap lying about the place.

I whipped the clothes in the washer, slammed the dishes in the dish washer, and gave the place a speedy hoover.

I was boiling, cleaning in a hurry was hard work and I was feeling the full force of it, despite the epic air con system.

I had a nagging feeling I was forgetting something, but it seemed like the more I thought about it, the harder it was to remember if that makes any sense?

Well, what more could I do, I couldn’t literally force myself to remember something I had forgotten now could I?

I did some generally tidying, keeping a watchful eye on the time and then decided enough was enough and poured myself a glass of water and infused it with a slice of lemon.

It was just what I needed to cool me down. 

I turned on the television and by some chance it happened to be on the channel that regularly shows Simpsons episodes old and new. All sane people agree that The Simpsons hasn’t been good for years, apart from a brief renaissance a few years back, but I thought why not I’ll give it a go and see if it helps me to relax and take my mind off things.

My mind was swirling, but possibly the family known as Springfield’s Finest would help?

Well, it was a new-ish episode, from 2013 as the description told me on screen, and it is fair and true to say that the laughs were thin on the ground, almost as thin as the non-existent plot.

I barely cracked a grin, which was sad, but it did prompt me to think back and remember what it was about this show that I used to love back in the day, as they say. It used to be a programme that was woven together so seamlessly, like it was made by the finest Turkish rug expert. The way that the jokes flowed and made you laugh with the family and their up and down exploits was both comical and empathetic; this was lacking in the newer episodes which just seemed as if they were all about exposing Homer Simpson (the titular patriarch) as a grotesque stereotype rather than a fully three dimensional character with his own hopes and dreams.

I think I must have seen the classic episodes at least a dozen times each, possibly more in some cases (and less in others, if you can catch onto that somewhat scatological drift), and I could almost recite some of the episodes line by line – of course, I am exaggerating, but I think spiritually and non-literally I could, in so much as I understood the episodes and felt them so deeply.

Anyway, as I continued to watch this episode I did consider switching over and seeing what else was on but in the end I decided to stick it out. There was a reasonably funny joke about the fallen Hollywood and TV actor Charlie Sheen, but even this felt like it lacked a certain funny-stick moment, you know the kind that really tickles your satirical ribs, really gets you guffawing like a giraffe who has just gestated some funny grass, if you know what I mean?

Well, yes, but the episode did indeed come to an end and I felt as if I had been put out of my misery at this fallen giant of comedy. It got me thinking, perhaps the show itself should be taken and removed out of its misery (yes, I am talking about it being cancelled!)?

Only time would tell. 

After the somewhat disappointing episode of The Simpsons that served to confirm my thoughts that the programme was firmly past its sell by date, I flicked through the channels available on my full package rather aimlessly. In truth, there were other things on my mind, but I thought it best to keep myself occupied with other things for the moment.

I tried watching a film about a robot that had developed a conscience and found it a little dull although the world the director had created was brought to life fairly effectively and some of the minor characters seemed to have been given a fair bit of background thought as they seemed elevated beyond the usual one dimensional cardboard cut-out that you can expect to see in a lot of Hollywood fare.

Anyway, as I say, the film was not exactly grabbing me by the nuts so after a bit I continued on my channel hopping (and why is it called hopping? I don’t know where that phrase came from, but it doesn’t quite work for me, but plus la change as they say!) and came across a programme about individuals who enjoyed testing themselves in the most extreme conditions imaginable such as ice, wind, fire, heat, proximity to deadly gasses. It was a strange programme and the fast editing style was off putting in that it didn’t allow the danger of the moment to be realised effectively, nor any suspense to be built.

I guess perhaps I just wasn’t the target audience, although I certainly did know a thing or two about situations that are outside of the norm!

Well, as you can imagine, I continued my channel cruise (see what I did there?) and ended up watching an episode of one of these reality shows were drunk young people end up making absolute fools of themselves when put together in a house and provided with copious amounts of alcohol.

It was an interesting watch I suppose, although it was clear that the producers had a heavy hand in putting the various scenarios in place and guiding the action to meet their own ratings-fuelled requirements.

I let the programme play out and seeing that there were several episodes back to back thought I may as well leave it on this channel in case anything humorous or outrageous happened. ‘Whatever keeps your mind off things’ as some Greek philosopher probably, or not, or maybe(!), said. I was in a funny mood, perhaps understandably. 

I am not what you would call a music nerd, a muso, a deep cut enthusiast of any of the myriad genres of music. But yes I do like to listen to what takes my fancy and am open minded to recommendations. This means that I did deem it worthy to shell out a little bit of my hard earned money on a sound system (aka a speaker in today’s contemporary parlance) that would do justice to whatever it was I was playing.

Well, the system I had had some very respectable performance for what would be described as a mid range product, but the base had scored very highly and it was clear why.

Annabelle certainly approved, luckily for me.

On this basis, I would often find myself seeking out music with good base, so a lot of it was genres like thumping house or deep funk. I also liked hip hop music as well.

So my collection was definitely eclectic but with a definite flavour of urban tunes.

My raving days were over, well to tell the truth I was never much a fan of the classic rave or the nu rave, I much preferred listening to music by myself in the comfort of my own home. The thing I hated about the rave scene was all the people, invariably tripping off their heads on narcotics, and the punishing and inescapable noise. When listening at home, either on headphones or direct from the speaker, I could listen at a level that wouldn’t threaten the safety of my eardrums, would allow me to think, and of course – I had the luxury of the pause button, or the OFF button for that matter.

Yes, chilling over some smooth acid grooves with a salsa kick in the pleasure of my own home beat the pants of venturing out (and paying a bloody fortune!) to listen to the same tunes and some renovated tram stop or underground car garage.

It probably goes without saying but I wasn’t a fan of shelling out all the money on the grotesquely over inflated prices on the drinks either. Why pay a five for a can, when I could by six and drink at home for the same price! I would go out a lot to the pub with mates, I was into that, but I really always avoided the club scene as much as I could and ended up with mates with similar taste to me – I’m just saying that to avoid you thinking of me as a crazed loon recluse! Well, maybe I do have that gene in me a little, but you get my drift. 

Listen to me, I’m rambling.

I looked at my clock, it was time.

CHAPTER TWO

I did what was fast becoming second nature to me and as soon as I realised this I walked up to the front door and stripped down to my panties.

Yes, that’s right.

Panties.

Women’s panties… but not just any old worn panties that could be mistaken for a small pair of men’s pants. 

No, these were tiny, slutty, lacy, and totally revealing women’s panties.

At Madame Annabelle’s instructions I had selected an especially slutty pair that were high on the cumslut bimbo factor and very low on dignity.

Let me describe them:

Bright orange (we were in the Sunshine State after all!) front mesh that was scandalously see-through and absolutely tiny. If I didn’t have such a beta sissy dick there’s no way it would have been enough material to keep me in. The cut of the material was very high on the thigh and emphasised my slender hips.

Of course, the back was a thin thong, my ass cheeks totally bare for easy access to being groped or spanked, depending on Annabelle’s preference in the given moment or situation.

Annabelle had put me on a sissy workout programme and the focus of this was to give me an even more beta body that would also look appealing to alpha male studs.

So, you guessed it, I had been doing a lot of squatting to get that perfect perky sissy ass. I had made some gains with the assistance of a personal trainer called Maxwell who Annabelle had personally sought out for me – but that is another story for another time!

Anyway, down to my lurid neon thong, the doorbell chimed (the theme score to The Hills believe it or not!) and I assumed my newly normalised position on all fours.

I heard footsteps walking towards the door.

I looked up expecting to see Madame Annabelle but to my shock and instant humiliation it wasn’t her!

Before I got a chance to speak, or even move, this shock arrival introduced herself to me by walking into the house, then slowly circling me, before crouching down to my head height.

“You must be the sissy boi,” She said. “Let me introduce myself. My name is Madame Jennifer, a friend and colleague of Madame Annabelle. She has allowed me to stay here for a few days while my pad is being renovated. Of course, you come as part of that. Is that understood?”

I didn’t know what to say. I mumbled something, totally in a state of shock and confusion.

Madame Jennifer responded by kicking me over onto my back and standing over me.

Let me describe her.

Tall, oh boy was she tall.

Even from my position lying on the floor I could tell she was at least six feet high in heels.

She was wearing what could only be described as a contemporary power suit, pinstripes, a perfectly chic grey fabric. Her curvy, muscular legs filled out the trouser legs and worked up towards powerful thighs and a large, strong, perfectly round ass. The pinstripes really accentuated her curves and it was an incredible combination of style, sex, and power.

She would have given a strong alpha male a run for his money, so the prospect of a wimp like me even trying to take her on in a battle, either physical or of wills, seemed totally pointless.

Her upper half was just as formidable.

Her breasts were large, larger than Annabelle’s, and pointed out aggressively from her tight short sleeved white blouse. As she raised her arms I caught a glimpse of her armpits, always an area of secret sexual fascination and arousal for me. They were well shaven, just a hint of sweat on them.

But of course, it was in her face that Jennifer blew me away.

She had a perfect Californian tan, immaculate skin, a very natural but glamorous look to her that was comparable to Annabelle in terms of its timeless quality, but also subtly different too.

She must have seen me staring

Of course she did.

“Get up on your feet so I can inspect you,” She roared. “You don’t get to drool over me and not get your own pathetic sissy self given the once over!”

As I stood in front of her, I remembered my training from Annabelle that had begun on the slopes on that first skiing holiday that changed everything. I placed my hands on my head, kept a small gap between my legs, and stuck my sissy bottom out with a little forward lean and arch in my back.

I wasn’t prepared for Madame Jennifer’s response.

“Oh my God,” She said, wickedly, almost laughing. “This has to be the most sissy thing I have ever seen in my life. Look at you! Tiny little thong, shocking colour. Did you choose it yourself? Trying to look as slutty as possible, are we? I wonder why. No, don’t answer that. We’ll work it out over the course of the next few days I think. You see, looking around the place I can spot all the short cuts you’ve taken with the cleaning. Not good enough, not even close you little maggot. And speaking of maggots…”

I gulped.

I saw her looking down towards my crotch, a wicked grin on her face.

She stepped towards me and as she did I looked down.

I couldn’t believe it, the shame…

My sissy dick had somehow got out of the panties and was standing right up to attention. This was incredibly humiliating.

Of course, I knew that she would be loving this, and would definitely be reporting it back to Madame Annabelle, probably over Skype later that evening.

Madame Jennifer stopped in front of me, only a matter of centimetres away from me. Her perfume was strong, seductive, quite overpowering.

She held me in her glare.

I felt my rock hard dick twitching and bouncing up and down involuntarily, so much so that I was worried I might cum in front of her… and even worse – cum without her permission!

“Oh, the look on your face says it all,” Jennifer said. “I know you just want to wank that stupid little piece of useless junk until it spurts everywhere, don’t you? Well it’s not happening. Not now, and maybe not later either! Any objections?”

“No, of course not,” I replied, “Of course not, Madame Jennifer.”

“Good, well done for correcting yourself there,” She replied. “But, you are getting a punishment now for the state of this sloppy cleaning up job, and for drooling over me.”

Madame Jennifer then led me by my arm over to the large plush four seater sofa and quite easily lifted me up and put me over her strong, firm legs.

I felt helpless, my ass exposed and my hard cock wedged up in on her lap. I could feel her legs tensing and flexing and it turned me on in a way that again made me worry about cumming right there on the spot.

“You’re going to get some spanks now, and after each one you will say thank you,” Jennifer said. “Not only that, in between spanks you will tell me how much of a sissy you are! And if I don’t think I’m getting enough detail the spanking will just get longer and longer and longer. Understood?”

I agreed, not that I had much choice and began to take my spanking, making sure to say thank you after each spank. I began to go into my sissy fantasies too, much to the delight of Jennifer who seemed to take great pleasure in laughing at me, taunting me, pulling apart my butt cheeks and rubbing around my tight hole.

“So, what I’m getting is that part of being a sissy for you is a kind of desire to not just be a sissy for powerful women like me, but to also experience the power and manliness of an alpha God?” Jennifer stated, not giving me a chance to reply. “Well, I’ll give you a little preview of what that could be like for you.”

I was taken aback, what did she mean by ‘preview’?

Suddenly I felt incredibly exposed, very vulnerable, and totally and utterly at the mercy of this woman who so far was proving to be equally as dominant and intent on humiliating me at least as much as Madame Annabelle.

Then I heard the noise.

A buzzing.

Annabelle laughed. The buzzing sound turned off.

“Well, well, well,” She said. “That sound got your attention didn’t it? Do you want to have a guess at what it was my silly little bimbo sissy? No, I think you know full well, don’t you?”

I wasn’t sure how to answer.

It seemed like she was trying to trap me into an answer that either way she was going to use against me. Well, it actually turned out that my silence didn’t help me too much either.

“Well, if you’re not going to answer then I’ll have to tell you,” She giggled, albeit it a giggle with a sense of authority behind it. “Or better yet, I’ll show and tell you!”

I felt her parting my ass cheeks and then suddenly I felt a heavy pressing sensation on my puckered hole. It was tight, and I felt a strong sense of discomfort. But what I also couldn’t deny was that I felt a surge of adrenalin, like this was actually a good thing I was experiencing on some level.

I let out a moan, and immediately flushed red with complete humiliation.

“Ooooh, you like it do you?” Jennifer declared, confidently. “I thought you would! Well this gives us great inspiration going forwards but as I work this in and out of you I want you to completely submit yourself to me. I want you to beg for it. I want you to promise me you’ll do anything if I can let you have a sissygasm with this vibrating buttplug plunged deep in your feminine little butt.”

I wasn’t even going to try and kid myself that I didn’t want this. Madame Jennifer had my number well and truly and I just had to go along with it.

I took a deep breath.

“Please Madame, please pump my sissy bottom with your toy, please make me sissygasm for your entertainment,” I said. “I’ll do anything, anything at all, if I can enjoy you fucking my sissy hole with the vibrator. I will clean better, I will serve your ass, your pussy, I will serve anyone, and I mean anyone, you ask me to. Please just keep on pumping me…ooooh…. Oooooh…..aaaaaaaaah, yes! Yes! Yes! I’m a sissy cumslut desperate for cock, desperate ot be humiliated, desperate to be degraded. Ooooooh, Madame I’m cumming, I’m sissygasming….Ooooooooooh!”

There it was, my first orgasm over Jennifer’s lap as a result of her teasing out my confession with her majestic vibrating buttplug. She left it in there on high vibrate and taunted me, telling me all her plans for what we would be doing until Madame Annabele returned.

“You see,” She said, “Annabelle told me that I could push you, she told me that I could do anything I wanted with you, and she also said that she wanted to watch it all. Look at this-“

Jennifer then placed her phone in front of my face and looking back at me was Madame Annabelle, laughing, a large wet stain on the front of her exposed panties.

“Hello, slut,” Annabelle said. “That was quite a performance, and one we’ll be repeating when I arrive at the beach house. In the meantime, do you promise to be a good little sissy squirter for Madame Jennifer?”

I promised I would be.

This was going to be an interesting few days.

CHAPTER THREE

So, yeah, my time so far at Madame Annabelle’s incredibly plush, luxurious beach house had been eventful. Here I was, under the control of another equally powerful woman in Madame Jennifer who was just as beautiful, just as intoxicating, just as strict, and took just as much pleasure in completely owning and humiliating me.

She had told me the other night that she wasn’t satisfied with my body, she wanted it more sissy in its shape. In lieu of this, she had put me on an improved diet and said we would be hitting the beach to show me off. I wasn’t exactly sure what she meant, but I didn’t have too much time to wonder as I was too busy with our food prep.

Jennifer would be returning shortly and I still had a lot to do.


CHAPTER FOUR

One of the things I love to eat is your standard chocolate bar (or candy as they say in the US of A). I mean the standard style you get in a supermarket from one of the big manufacturers like Nestle or Mars International, you know the score.

Your Mars Bar, your Twix, your Snickers.

Sure, they come loaded with a bucket of sugar and God knows what else in terms of flavourings and whatnot, but they sure do hit the spot when you need a quick fix of junk flavour.

But this is problematic for two main reasons.

The first is that the aforementioned sugar is actually terrible for you, it really is. The way it contributes nothing but a quick fix actually leaves the eater (you, me, Peggy Lee) open to a sudden crash is both physically and mentally dangerous.

Think about it for a moment.

It’s not all that different from taking a drug that gives you a surge of energy. What happens when that surge ends? Where are you both mentally and physically?

The second problem is that this kind of sugar is very hard to burn off and is a major contributor to obesity. Say no more.

But here’s the kicker.

These snacks don’t actually taste that great. Not when you actually take a step (or two) back and smell the processed cheese. The thing with many of the new era whole food snacks is that they provide a slow burn release of energy, the kind that is both super high on flavour but doesn’t leave you feeling like crap half an hour later. Honestly, I’ve eaten a raw nut bar and been high on the flavour an goodness for at least an hour after, probably more if I think about it.

So, yeah, you could say I have been on a journey of change and discovery when it comes to the kind of snack that I partake in the consumption of when I feel my tummy tell me that I need that out of meal exposure to some food.

That said, I cannot honestly say that I don’t miss the ease and convenience of that quick hit of a Kit Kat or a bag of Maltesers. But, you know what, that feeling is starting to fade now. It’s almost like in truth I can’t really remember what they taste like now, so I’m not really missing them, more like I’m missing the idea of them – and further, I’m missing the idea of what I thought they were, not what they are in practical terms.

Well, this is all getting a bit philosophical isn’t it!

I’ve worked up quite an appetite, perhaps I need a tasty six nut raw cacao bar!

Anyway, as I say, sugary snacks are one thing but what I really do enjoy is a great juice.

And, no, I don’t mean that from concentrate crap that fills the sky high shelves of your local super market or out of town mega market.

If you think that Mars bars are full of sugar then you only need to read the ingredients list of a from concentrate juice to see that sometimes the devil wears a disguise designed to fool innocent morons into drinking what they assume is a health focussed fruit based beverage but is in actual fact essentially sugar in liquid form. Avoid at all costs and if you do insist on buying juice from a carton, then may I politely advocate that you check it is not from concentrate and does not contain any additional flavourings or additives.

But I digress.

What I was saying before I so rudely interrupted myself was that I enjoy making my own juice.

Yes, you read that right.

I like to cut out the middle man and the corporations and make my own juice out of the freshest, most natural ingredients out there.

Apple.

Banana.

Passion Fruit.

Orange.

You name it, I’ll juice it.

But here’s the twist that might shock you: I’ll throw in a few super nutritious greens in there as well. Now hold on to your hat and don’t run for the sick bucket. The combination of the fruit means that the taste of the green green super leaves is for the most majority hidden from your taste-buds.

My point?

You get to enjoy an incredibly tasty juice that combines the nutritious benefits of both the fruits and the vegetables.

Hell, what’s not to like?

I know, I know, you can’t think of a single objection can you?

Of course. But I would utter one word of caution. Please be careful not to underload the fruit and overload the green leaves. This could potentially leave you with a juice that only the bravest health maniac could handle. And, yes, I am talking from painful, sour experience!

The time I over planted the kale leaves will live long in my memory and not for good reasons I can assure you. What I did was this: I made the simple error or getting distracted by the music I was casually MCing along to.

And guess what?

The preferred handful of kale became four handfuls. And the suggested three kiwis became a single handful of grape. I know, I can hear you retching in absolute disgust from here.

Well, it was a tough lesson to learn, a bitter juice to swallow if you excuse the pun.

I picked up my Samsung tablet and held it out in front of me.

Yes, it looked nice.

I wouldn’t say it was a design classic or anything, and although I am certainly no Apple fanboy, in all seriousness you couldn’t say it looked as super sleek as the iPad, in any of its myriad models. But, it did look decent and I liked that it felt substantial, but not too heavy, in my hand. I’d dropped it a couple of times and it hadn’t exploded in a shattering mess just yet so that also spoke to an inherent inbuilt durability that scored well in my personal score chart for products of the electronic variety.   

I put the tablet down on the wooded worktop and had a quick look at my emails before accessing the YouTube app to look up a new video from an online workout and lifestyle guru I had taken an interest in. The whole idea of this person’s workout approach was that you fuelled your body and took care of it, and then when it came to exercise it could deal with you going hard on yourself.

But don’t get me wrong, it wasn’t going hard in the sense of standing there like a dumb melon and lifting weight after weight.

No, it was all about bodyweight stuff, flexibility, explosive power and having a fun time outdoors.

I guess it was also a lifestyle thing, certainly in the videos he uploaded everyone seemed to be having a good time, eating and living well, and having a fun time running around and practicing capoeira in the park!

Well, you can’t blame me for looking to be aspirational when it comes to working out.

Working out in a gym might have certain appealing aspects, but really isn’t it just a bit boring? And the places always seem so ridiculously hot in such an artificial way. Some say this is to make people sweat and then think they’re working harder than they are. The idea with this being that people don’t actually work as hard so feel compelled to keep coming back.

Conspiracy theory?

Well maybe, but the thing is you can’t put anything past these corporations when it comes to the bottom line aka the big fat profit margin.

But to be honest I do think the era of the super gym is coming to an end because you do seem to see so many mega deals on membership at the moment. With the rise of Instagram and other social media of this kind it has become obvious that you just don’t need a gym and by extension gym equipment for your workout needs. People have moved on and the sooner the gym and fitness corporations realise this the better I say.

Perhaps instead of gyms, these buildings could be used more as spas?

Now that idea could have potential.   

Anyway, I’m ranting and raving like a lunatic now.

The point was, I enjoyed watching my workout video and actually picked up a recipe for a new smoothie on the way.

Result!

So, yeah, I realised that I had got distracted and needed to finish off my chores before-

“What the hell is going on here, wimp?” Jennifer said, and she didn’t sound overly pleased. “We are going to the beach and I find you basically sitting around talking to yourself?”

She looked angry, her glare was fixed directly at me. I had to get my response on point or I would be getting an immediate punishment.

“I’m sorry, Madame,” I said. “The truth is that is am so excited to go to the beach and serve you there as your pathetic little sissy beta boy, that I got distracted. Please let me make it up to you.”

Genius, I thought.

I could tell that she was pleased with my response. Had she not been I would have been dragged straight over her knee within nanoseconds.

“Well, well, well,” She replied. “You make a valid point. Well, seeing as you are so keen, I want you to walk into the hallway and get into your beach outfit. Meet me outside, I’ll be in the car. You’ve got two minutes!”

With that, she turned and walked out.

I knew I had to hurry, but I couldn’t help taking a second to drool over the magnificent sight of her leaving.

Her large, muscular, feminine bottom jiggling slightly in her incredibly tight yoga pants. I knew she’d be getting into something more revealing at the beach and I also knew as great a sight as that would be, I would have to be careful that my excitement didn’t show through my swimming shorts!

I walked into the hallway to get into my swimming shorts anticipating that they would be in a girly colour like pink, some kind of signal to those in the know that I was a sissy for Madame Jennifer.

I couldn’t believe what I saw.

It wasn’t a pair of swimming shorts that I would be wearing. Not even a pair of humiliating little speedos that would reveal my bulge, or to put it more accurately, lack of bulge.

No, what stared back at me was a scandalously small two piece bikini in bright pink.

I couldn’t believe what I was looking at.

I picked it up and held the bottoms in front of me. Okay, so they were minuscule, I mean really left nothing to the imagination. The back was kind of a semi-thong, I knew it would ride high on my ass because the hip cut was designed for it.

I felt a mixture of complete devastation at the humiliation I knew I would be feeling on the beach but also a sense of thrill, so many thoughts crossing my mind about what kind of response I would provoke in the other women, and big strong alpha men sunning themselves as they do their thing on the beach.

It briefly crossed my mind to refuse to wear it.

No, I couldn’t.

Jennifer would probably send me out naked if I did that, or even worse… threaten to tell Madame Annabelle that I had disobeyed her command.

I knew I had to wear it.

After all, sissies follow orders, they don’t disobey their mistress.

I stripped and put the two-piece on. I looked at myself in the hallway floor to ceiling mirror. I looked exactly like what I was: a pathetic, beta boi sissy bimbo.

As a result of my new eating and exercise regimen I had trimmed down and my flat stomach actually made my booty, which I had been squatting hard at least three hundred times a day, look even more juicy and feminine.

I felt my sissy dick start to get excited.

I knew though that as much as I would love to jerk my pathetic little cock in the mirror I had actually better get a move on because the two minutes I had been instructed to take was almost certainly coming to an end.

So there it was, like a perfect sissy beach slut I ran out to Madame Jennifer in nothing but a pair of pink Nike Air Max and matching pink two piece swimsuit.

I just had no idea what was lying in store for me at the beach.


CHAPTER FOUR

We arrived at the beach and Jennifer parked the car in a free spot in the parking lot. I felt nervous, on the way to the beach Jennifer had driven slowly when overtaking other cars and made a point of hollering to the drivers and passengers. Often this met with receptive wolf whistles and really degrading comments aimed at me.

Jennifer had just laughed before speeding off.

She really was a confident and aggressive driver. I shouldn’t have expected anything less from her.

“Okay, sissy” Jennifer said. “Now I know you might be feeling nervous, but this is actually a private beach that is very accommodating of all different kinds of… activity… so you don’t have to worry about offending anyone or getting arrested. I have a question for you. Do you want to impress your Madame, make me happy, make me proud of you as my own sissy?”

I didn’t have to think twice to answer this question.

“Yes, Madame Jennifer,” I replied, totally meaning it. “I want nothing more than to make you proud of me as your sissy boi.”

“Good,” She said. “Now, follow me.”

Jennifer got out of the car and after removing her yoga workout clothing revealed herself to be in an incredibly classy, high cut bright white one-piece swimsuit. She looked incredible, and I mean stunning. Its cut perfectly accentuated her curves, her strength, her elegance. Within seconds I could see that she was getting admiring glances from others in the car park and on the short walk down to the beach.

The beach was quite a small, enclosed beach.

This was good in the sense that it meant there was a limit to how many people I would be exposed in front of, but on the other hand there were still loads of people here and it would be harder to blend in given that it was smaller.

Well, I had said that I would make her proud of me and I was determined to do that.

As I watched Jennifer stand, hands on hips, surveying the beach for a good spot for us I felt a surge of emotion. It was at that moment that it crystallised in my head: I was beginning to have the same feelings of love and admiration for Jennifer that I had for Annabelle.

“Stop daydreaming, slut!” Jennifer roared as she grabbed me by the ear and marched me over to her chosen spot for us to set up our beach towels and cool-box. I could hear people snickering and laughing, and caught some of them pointing as I was pulled by the taller, Amazonian Goddess that was Jennifer. I felt my face blush even harder as I caught a sight of a small group of big black men playing hacky sack together.

What was noticeable about them was that they were all very muscular, tall, and had incredibly prominent dick prints at the front of their wet shorts.

“Like the sight of that do you?” Jennifer asked as she threw me down on the beach towel. “Well?”

I knew better than to delay my response.

“Yes, Madame,” I said, my face a crimson red and aware that even saying that out loud was causing my dick to harden.

“Okay then,” She replied. “Well we’ll have to see about that.”

I didn’t know exactly what she meant, but I would be finding out soon enough.

That was one thing I was sure of.


CHAPTER FIVE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

This was the most public humiliation I had experienced.

I knew it would only get worse from here.

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

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

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

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

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

I felt my dick hardening again.

I couldn’t help it.

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

I prayed that Madame Jennifer wouldn’t notice.

Of course she did.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Y-y-y-y-y-y-y-yes, ooooooohh, urrrrgh, oooh,” I said, as my dick gave in to its desires and shot hot sissy cum into my mouth and over my face.

The crowd cheered and laughed. Flashes from cameras went off.

“Go on, keep jerking it, move it around so he gets some on his face!” Jennifer instructed.

Once they had finished draining my sissy cock I spent the next few hours servicing every single salty asshole on the beach that desired my services.

It was an exhausting experience, made harder by the spankings I would receive for not immediately doing it to the individual tastes of each new Mistress or Master.

“You need more ass-worship training,” Jennifer declared as we left the beach. “And don’t you worry, I will be reporting back to Madame Annabelle on this and I am sure we will be putting a plan in place to get that sorted and up to standard.”

“Yes Madame,” I said. “Please help me be the best sissy I can be.”

“Oh don’t worry,” Jennifer said, “We’ll begin advanced training this evening when we get back to the beach house. And I’ll be calling some friends in to help with that…”


CHAPTER SIX

So after what had happened at the beach, Madame Jennifer had taken me back to the beach house and trust me when I say she was true to her word when she said I would be getting some additional ass worship training that evening.

And again the next day.

And the next.

Well, I am sure you can see where this is going! Put it this way, I got to know her sweet, tight, smooth hole very well and my tongue actually seemed to be getting stronger from all the flicking, licking and pushing it was doing.

I had woken up that morning and was a little startled.

Where was Madame Jennifer?

I walked down the hand crafted glass and oak staircase and into the kitchen. I picked up a note on the table that informed me I was to get on the Crystal Cove Beach train that morning. Jennifer would apparently meet me there, with…

Some friends.

My mind raced with possibilities but I couldn’t think for too long as I had to get ready and rush for the train. I couldn’t risk the punishment that would come if I was late.

I slipped on the high cut, tight, lycra thong and matching bra and got into the women’s jeans and tight white t-shirt that had been left for me.

Such a humiliating outfit that anyone with even the slightest clue would immediately be able to read and tell they were looking at a sissy. I decided to cover up with a coat, I could always stuff it in my bag just as I arrived at the Crystal Cove Beach stop.

**

I waited patiently in the queue at the upscale supermarket shop at the train station.

I say I waited patiently but to be perfectly honest I began to get quite annoyed at the slow service and the seemingly meandering approach of the people on the checkout.

Not to say it was all their fault of course because I couldn’t help but notice some of the customers faffing about with their wallets and purses when they were being served; surely they knew that they would be required to pay for their items, so why not have your credit or debit card, or even rough amount of cash, ready to hand in order to keep the process going and the other customers on track in their schedule?

Well, the mind certainly does boggle sometimes at how unprepared people are for even the most basic of tasks.

Me, when I shop do a quick check of the price as this will tell me whether I have enough cash or I will need to use a card. Normally I don’t carry cash so this is kind of a moot point of course, but I am talking theoretically here. Then if it is card I am using I take the card out of my wallet and hold it in my other hand.

This way I find that when my goods are being rung up at the checkout, I am ready to scan my contactless payment card over the machine and walk away with my goods. This is for my benefit, but it also benefits the checkout staff and the other customers.

Why of why people cannot think along similar lines I will never ever know.

Maybe I should take it easy and chillax on this topic?

Sure, we all could take a breather sometimes and put things in a better, more relaxed, perspective but really, I don’t see why people cant just be a little more efficient in how they go about things.

I once waited nearly fifteen minutes in a Tesco Express in London, England just because some absolute clot in the queue was rooting through her enormous and fully filled with junk carrier bag. This wasn’t some old forgetful person (apologies for the ageism, but you know what I mean), it was a damn student!

Well, after much rooting around they did indeed find their card, only for the card to not work. And to top all that off, they turn around say to the checkout staff that this was their old card and their new card was in the bag somewhere.

Well, talk about repeating your mistakes.

Another few minutes was spent by this student moron finding the correct card. I almost felt like applauding (sarcastically of course) when he did find and successfully process his purchases.

I could tell from looking around that others felt the same.

We all had places to be, and clearly this student didn’t – or even if he did, he clearly didn’t care much for punctuality. Anyway, as I say, I try not to get too worked up about these things.

I walked out of the store with my purchase and looked at my phone. I received a pop up notification that I had been signed out of my cloud service and I would need to sign back in again if I wished to keep up the preference of continual backing up of my data and ability to access previously saved items. This was a right pain and the whole point of this so called modern technology was you didn’t have to bother with such boring tasks as signing in anymore.

Or so I thought.

Well anyway, I found a seat and sat down and then signed in to my cloud and all was right with the world again. Another ping on my phone. What now! Well, it was a message (SMS, old school!) from my brother asking whether I was interested in attending a boxing match with him.

Well, no I did not want to do this and I promptly sent a reply giving short shrift to the idea.

What was he thinking?

He didn’t normally have the time of day for me so why the sudden interest in attending a high profile fight in the old squared circle with me?

Perhaps he was making an effort, perhaps he had a spare he couldn’t get rid of?

Well, I guess I would never know would I?

We didn’t get on particularly well, as I am sure you can gather from what I’m saying here.

I couldn’t help but wonder whether some people just aren’t cut out to be friends, no matter the level of bond or time spent together. One of life’s ponderable theories I guess.

But listen to me, I sound like a right barroom philosopher here.

Just when I thought I was all but done with answering to my mobile’s every bidding I felt it vibrate in my palm.

No ring noise, how odd.

Well, I shouldn’t have worried, it was simply a notification to say that my battery was in critical condition, deep deep deep into the nervous red zone of less than seven percent functionality. Well, this was a little bit of a worry because I really needed to make sure that I kept it in the world of the working.

I changed the light to dim level as I knew this was one of the best methods of conserving battery. I also logged out of apps as some of them ate battery like it was a bunch of tasty fruits (I mean quickly if you can’t track that metaphor!).

I felt uneasy, something was bothering me but I just couldn’t quiet put my finger on it.

I didn’t feel ill exactly, just a bit run down, a little bit nauseous. Not in danger of actually puking up, but I had the weirdly persistent feeling in my stomach that would usually happen during a bout of flu or temperature for example.

But I had to put this out of my mind.

I walked to the platform and waited for my train. I managed to find a small plastic seat to sit on and took a moment to look around and take in my surroundings. It was a medium sized city train station, normal selection of platforms that were being maintained to the bare minimum standard, as was to be expected in these austere times.

I looked down and saw an empty burger wrapper gently drift past my feet.

How disgusting, and weren’t people being paid to keep the station at least something close to clean and tidy? Well, on second thought, they weren’t being paid anywhere enough to be monitoring every single passenger and every single bin on a twenty four seven basis. And that was the key, the general populace would always blame the average Jo worker for perceived errors and misdemeanours rather than the fat cat bosses who ran the whole damn show, often into the ground it should be noted. 

And sure, I’d just, albeit momentarily, fallen into that very same trap.

Well, either way, it didn’t change the fact that there was an empty burger wrapper whizzing around me feet.

I kicked out and missed.

How embarrassing.

To add to the grossness, it even momentarily got caught on my shoe the second time I tried.

Finally, the wind took mercy on me and the wrapper drifted off into the distance, possibly to bother some other poor civilian.

I looked up at the digital display and saw that my train was on time.

Thank the heavens for small mercies, I thought. And I’m not even religious, but I was just glad to know that my scheduled train was on time and I could get on my journey pretty soon.

I felt myself being shunted up a touch as a large man sat down next to me.

Wow, he really was too big.

I mean, it was unhealthy and quite a spectacle.

I mean, he didn’t smell or anything, but it was too much for me and I stood up. I simply didn’t want to be near this rotund man as I waited for my train.

Also, it occurred to me that in the event of us both getting up at the same time I would struggle to get past him and in the train. He would hold me back and I might end up in a less desirable seat.

Not going to happen, to put is simply.

Well, the time came and no sign of my train. I looked up at the digital display again, no sign of a delay there. What the heck was going on?

Well, I shouldn’t have worried. No sooner as the time changed to a minute after arrival time, I saw the train come round the corner and slow down as it approached my platform.

The time for my journey was approaching, I was getting closer to my destination. Just as the train pulled in, as expected, the fat man who had parked his butt near me got up and began to make his way to the front of the platform.

No chance, I thought, feeling determined that this buffoon wasn’t getting ahead of me.

I positioned my body near the safe edge of the platform and as the train ground to a loud halt I politely allowed the passengers wanting to alight and then sprung up and into the carriage, leaving the fat man in my wake.

I found a decent seat by the window and took my seat and began to wonder what lay ahead of me.


CHAPTER SEVEN

The train pulled into the Crystal Cove Beach stop. I alighted with the other relaxed holiday makers. I’d got a couple of leering looks from male passengers during the journey.

All I could do was blush and look away.

As I stepped off the train I looked up and saw Madam Jennifer waiting for me, tapping impatiently on her Cartier watch.

“You’re late, sissy!” She said, a little too loudly for my liking, as I walked towards her.

I felt my face flush red and as I looked around I noticed one man, a large black man in a pinstripe suit, smirking and giving both Jennifer and I the eye.

“I’m sorry, Madame Jennifer,” I said, trying not to sound like I didn’t disagree with her assessment of my timekeeping. The truth was that I was perfectly on time, but I suspected this was a trap to try and get me to fall foul of her rules and earn myself a punishment right there and then.

We walked to Jennifer’s hire car, a large white SUV that glittered in the blistering sun.

I looked at Jennifer and she looked absolutely incredible.

She was wearing a pair of white jean shorts that showed off her magnificently sculpted legs, the powerful thighs down to the toned claves and elegant ankles. Of course, her ass looked as incredible as ever, perfectly bubble shaped, catching the admiring glances of every man, and woman, who caught a glimpse.

On top she was wearing a funky black polka dot t-shirt that was tucked in to her shorts to emphasise her petit waist. Her perfectly round breasts wobbled gently, braless underneath. I felt my sissy dick get hard.

Yes, despite being a sissy bitch in training, I still had huge desires for my Madame.

And boy she did she know it…

“Get your stupid tongue back in your mouth before I bend you over the bonnet of the car for a hard, long spanking,” Jennifer said sternly, but also laughing, knowing full well the sexual power she held over me.

“Sorry, Madame,” I said, embarrassed that I had been caught out.

“Is that the best you can do?” She said, suddenly very angry. “Well, if that’s you best effort then I think I’m just going to warm up that sissy ass right here and now!”

With that, and without a moment for me to even attempt to resist, she grabbed be underneath my arms and lifted me up, flipped me, and faced me down on the SUV bonnet.

It felt very submissive, like I was some kind of cheap slut from a porn clip, presenting my ass to be used and punished.

Without hesitation, Jennifer yanked my shorts down to reveal my thong.

“Let the spanking begin!” She declared.

Spank after spank after spank came down on me. I remembered to thank her after each one and ask for more, even though I could feel my cheeks reddening at an alarming rate.

I became conscious that people were watching and looking over my shoulder saw that a small crowd of men and women had congregated.

“Has he had enough?” Jennifer asked them.

There was a mixed response, but luckily – or so I thought – Jennifer decided I had had enough.

Then came the killer comment.

“We’ll see you all at the beach in about fifteen!” Jennifer said.

What? She knew this crowd? Worse than that, she knew the crowd of people that had just witnessed her give a public spanking to a sissy bimbo in public… and that sissy bimbo was me!

We got into the car and I sat in silence, contemplating the prospect of having to look at these people in the eye once we got to the beach.

“Oh, I can read you like a book, sissy,” She said. “You’re worried about having to interact and be around those people? Well, don’t worry. For one, they are some good friends of mine and they are used to sissy sluts like you. Secondly, if you think a public spanking is something to be embarrassed about, well.. how shall I put this… things are going to get an awful lot more humiliating for you later on!”

Jennifer laughed, turned the music up on the car sound system and got on to the freeway that would take us to the beach.

My mind was racing, my ass was still throbbing – and it wasn’t the only thing to be throbbing either. What was going to happen on the beach? I wouldn’t have to wait long to find out.

**

“Well don’t you look a perfect little slut!” Jennifer declared. “Guys, what do you think?”

Jennifer’s friends all commented in the affirmative, yes, I did look like a perfect little cumdump sissy slut.

I was standing on the table top of the Crystal Cove outdoor restaurant, wearing nothing but my lycra thong and matching bra. To the amusement of the restaurant guests and owner (who happened to be an old college friend of Jennifer’s), I was working my way through requests for poses from the attending crowd.

So far I had squatted down as low as I could, I had bent over and rubbed my fingers suggestively around my crotch, I had even pretended that a large banana was a cock that I was oh so desperate to get in my mouth.

All of this had been incredibly humiliating and of course, in truth, a massive turn on.

It was quite surprising that I hadn’t cum already.

Some of the waiting staff had even come up and posed for photos with me, grabbing my crotch and pinching my cheeks totally without even the slightest consideration for asking my permission.

“Do what you want with him, I do!” Jennifer had declared to loud cheers.

“Jennifer, does the sissy like to suck actual cock?” Naomi asked.

Naomi was one of the louder and cruder members of the crowd. She had large breasts that complemented her voluptuous figure and plump lips that I would have loved to rub my beta dick on, if I was ever lucky enough.

“Don’t be rude, sissy, answer Nicola,” Jennifer said, shooting me a look that suggested she did not want to be disappointed by my answer.

“I am in training, Naomi,” I said, nervously.

“Well that is interesting. Come down from the table and get over here. Now!” Naomi said.

I looked over to Jennifer, part in hope of being saved, but no luck.

Jennifer just nodded and pointed towards Naomi.

I climbed down from the table and Naomi grabbed me and placed me on her lap. It felt humiliating, like she was treating me as if I was a rag doll. I looked up and Naomi’s cleavage was millimetres from my face. Then she did something that absolutely shocked me. She pulled her breasts out of her top and pushed my face on to her nipple.

“If you tell me how much you want to suck a big hard dick, I’ll let you make cummies while sucking my nipples,” She said. “Oh, and it’s not a request…”

I didn’t know if I could go through with it.

I hesitated and immediately felt Naomi’s fingers pull my bra front down and clamp on to my nipples. I let out a groan, half pain half pleasure. Naomi began to pull and stretch my nipples.

“Tell me how much you love cock, big veiny… thick alpha male cock!” She instructed.

I knew I had to say it, because even though it was under the duress of pain, I knew it was true.

I also knew that Madame Jennifer would not accept my lying, and she would see through any kind of half assed attempted lie or half-truth. I felt Naomi impatiently pull on my nipples and slap them, causing the crowd to cheer. One of the other women walked over and pulled my thong down past my knees and as my hard dick sprung out to the amusement of the watching crowd I knew it was time to speak.

I figured if I left it too much longer I might end up making a sissy mess everywhere.

“Yes, it’s true,” I said, trying to speak as clearly as I could to avoid the possibility that I would have to repeat this terribly humiliating truth.

“What is true?” Naomi demanded.

“It is true that I fantasise of hard dick, big, thick, bouncing, rock hard dick,” I said, getting into it in a way I had no expected. “I dream of big alpha men stripping me down to my tiny women’s panties and having their way with me while strong, confident, sexy women watch and laugh, taunting me and making fun of my sissy clitty. Oooooooh-“

Oh no, I thought. It was happening.

I couldn’t stop it.

Right there and then, on the beautiful Naomi’s lap, my hard little dick exploded everywhere as I described my deepest sissy bi fantasies.

The crowd cheered and laughed, and judging by the looks on some of their faces, were also pretty turned on by the whole thing.

“Now, be a good sissy and eat up your cummies from Naomi’s titties,” Jennifer said. “And don’t you dare miss a single drop of that disgusting mess.”

I began to lick and suck my cum, much to the enjoyment of the crowd, and Naomi it must be said. I could feel her nipples harden as I licked my stringy sissy bimbo cum off her tits.

“Okay, okay, that’s enough,” Jennifer declared. “I have a rather wet pussy that needs seeing to, and this sissy slut is the one who will be servicing it for the rest of the day. Anyone who wants to stop by and enjoy the show, and perhaps have some fun of their own with us is more than welcome to, man or woman.”

I was led away by Jennifer, my legs still weak from the enormous orgasm I had experienced.

“Did I meet your expectations, Madame?” I asked, hopefully.

“Oh sissy, you certainly did,” Jennifer said, almost sounding proud of me. “But you’ve got the rest of the afternoon to go, and if I was you I wouldn’t let your standards drop, because if you do I’ll throw you to a big alpha male and he’ll have you down on your knees in double quick time. Now I know you might enjoy that, but I want to hear more about your bi, gay, call it whatever you want sissy wet dreams first, and you can tell me all about them as you get that tongue working my to several orgasms, on my pussy and my asshole.”

We walked to Jennifer’s reserved spot on the beach and after a quick drink we got to work. About an hour in, the strangest thing happened. She received a text. A text from Madame Annabelle.

Madame Annabelle would be flying in first thing tomorrow.

My heart raced, I could only imagine what this would lead to.

Madame Annabelle and Madame Jennifer together… I felt myself go hard again, much to Jennifer’s amusement.

“Sissy! Don’t worry, all will be revealed you cum hungry little panty boi bimbo! But before that, we’re going to get you sucking on a big, hard, cock for real. Now tell me, would you like that?”

I knew the answer.

I couldn’t deny it.

I had to say it.

“Yes, Madame,” I said, “I would love you to find my a big hard cock for me to pleasure with my beta sissy cumdump mouth.”

As I said the words out loud, I found myself experiencing the most intense sissygasm ever, my cum bursting out of my clitty, my entire body convulsing with pleasure.

“Well, just wait until you try it for real!” Jennifer said. “You will soon be the perfect sissy, I can guarantee it.”

I wasn’t sure exactly what this would entail, and I knew that both Jennifer and soon a returning Annabelle would have plenty of surprises in store for me. But I did know that I was ready for the next chapter in my sissy journey.
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-PREVIEW-

Both women had trim waists and then juicier, powerful thighs that were supported up by long, shapely legs and calves.

I became super aware that I was staring, drooling almost, in a most blatant way and brought my eyes back up to their faces.

It had only been a moment, possibly they hadn’t realised?

Wrong.

Busted!

“Hey, you, we’ve noticed you here before. You were sitting in this same seat last week, weren’t you?” The woman with the more petit breasts and spectacular nipples said.

I didn’t have a clue how to respond, despite knowing full well that I had indeed been in this exact same seat at some point last week.

I wondered why she was asking, but ultimately saw no harm in just owning it.

“Yeah, that was me, and?” I said, somewhat nervously, but trying to be confident.

Thing is, I kept involuntarily checking their bodies out, becoming totally wrapped up in these two magnificent women.

But what were their motives?

“Ha, right, we thought so,” Jen said. “Well, first, my name is Jen, and this is my friend Stella, and we need a good old word with you.”

With that, and before I had time to reply, both sat down at my table, either side of me.

I felt incredibly self-conscious, not least because I had a full raging erection in my trousers, but also because their perfume had a classy bouquet that almost immediately had an intoxicating effect on me.

I kind of felt dizzy?

“Right,” Jen continued, “We were both here last week, having a cake and a catch up, when we happened to see something very interesting. As you bent over to pick up a something that you had dropped, we saw what could only be described as the frilly edges of a pair of rather skimpy panties stick out above your trousers-”

Oh no.

Oh no.

Oh no.

Immediately, I felt myself go pure crimson flush in the face.

I couldn’t believe it.

I thought I’d been so careful, but clearly not careful enough. I tried to bluff my way out of it but found my mouth just wouldn’t produce any words, certainly none that made sense.

“Well,” Stella continued, “Seeing as you’re not going to even attempt to even vaguely deny it, we’ll assume that we saw exactly what we thought we saw. Well, what we’ve decided is that we would both very much enjoy spending some quality time with you, that you would fit our very specific requirements to an absolute tee. Am I right or am I right, Jen?”

I felt Stella press her hand on my crotch and firmly squeeze my throbbing cock.

I was worried that I might actually cum right there and then, her powerful thigh pressing right against my significantly weedier leg.

“Yes,” Stella purred, “It seems as if this little sissy would be quite amenable to our plan. Ooooh, ooooh, I’d better stop touching him or he might have an embarrassing little spurt and make a sissy mess.”

And with that, Stella slapped my crotch and squeezed my nipple roughly over my t-shirt. I was humiliated as I let out a whimper, in pain but conscious to at least try not to draw any attention towards us from the other people at other tables.

“Okay,” Jen said, “We need to give this little pervert a quick introduction to what we will be doing with, or should that be to, him. To begin with, you need to know that as you have been exposed as a sissy bitch, and don’t worry – we have photographic evidence, you will be treated exactly as one. It is what you desire isn’t it, deep down? Don’t leave me waiting for a response now…”

Oh God.

What the hell-

What was I meant to-

I couldn’t possibly… could I…

I didn’t know what to say, I was confused.

I mean, sure, it was true, I did have these fantasises, but now it was happening to me in real life, I wasn’t sure if I wanted it. In the end, I just blurted out a yes and dropped my head in shame.

“Good,” Jen continued, “Now that we have officially established that, I am going to ask you another question. Are you wearing some panties today? Come on, don’t keep us waiting you little worm.”

“Y-y-y—yes,” I stuttered.

“Ha, brilliant, and of course I thought so,” Jessica said. “Now, describe them to us. And look us directly in our eyes as you do, no more of this head down mumbling from this point onwards, or there will be big trouble.”

I described the panties as well as I could, and in as much detail as I could – I got the distinct impression that these women were not to be messed with.

“They are high cut, riding up on the hip,” I said, “White with red hearts, thong at the back, fresh on today, very small all over.”

As I was talking, I felt my dick bounce and twitch inside the panties.

It almost felt like a relief to describe them out loud, to two of the exact kind of woman I had always fantasised about discovering my secret.

As I spoke, I could see their eyes light up as they exchanged glances of recognition with each other.

It looked like I was pleasing them.

But what did that mean for me going forwards?

“Well well well,” Stella said, “We really do have a thoroughly slutty little sissy boi here don’t we? And I can confirm that he’s got a little sissy dick to match, too.”

Stella and Jen began laughing.

Wicked, dominant, mocking laughter.

I didn’t know how to respond, I felt totally undermined, humiliated, but at the same time absolutely turned on by these women who had suddenly appeared in my life.

“Is that right, do you have a little sissy worm cocklet?” Jen asked me. “And is it stiff right now? I want you to describe, if so, exactly why. No detail spared. Come on, get talking or I’ll have you over my knee right here and now with your trousers round your ankles, those panties down by your thighs, and that bottom presented nude for a full on spanking, but not before I spread your cheeks and stick a damn carrot in your little hole. Let me guess, you’d enjoy that, the public punishment, the vulgar exposure of your arsehole, but I’m not sure you’d be quite so keen on fifty spanks that would bring you to tears. Anyway, plenty of time for all that, so get talking!”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

Totally shocked and stunned by her outburst, I began to talk in sheer panic, my defences totally down.

“Yes, yes, I do have a little sissy worm dick, Jen,” I said. “It is very small and could never satisfy two brilliant, spectacular, intelligent women like you, never ever…ever. It is very hard now, it has been since the second you both came over to talk to me. You both have incredible bodies, beautiful faces, the kind of women I fantasise about every night. And I don’t just mean I fantasise about seeing you naked and having sex with, I mean I fantasise about powerful, strong women like you discovering my secret sissy panty desires and exposing and humiliating me about it for your pleasure, the more humiliation that comes my way the better…”

I couldn’t believe what I was saying.

I thought this would be enough, that this level of personal confession would satisfy them, but Stella had other ideas.

“Okay, wimp, tell us more,” Stella said, “First thing that comes to your mind. Literally the first thing and go from there. The more humiliating the better!”

“Y-y-yes, I’ll try,” I spluttered. “I would very much deserve the spanking that Jen described. I think that all sissies should know their place and be ready for a punishment any time or place that their superiors decide. When I play with myself I often imagine that I am being spanked in a public place and forced to stand on display after the spanking to show my sore bottom. Sometimes my panties will be round my ankles, and sometimes I will have been made to wear them on my head or hang them off my hard little cock.”

“Oh wow, we’ve really struck gold here, Stella,” Jen said, laughing. “Go on, give him another grab down there, and tell him all about how sad and small his hard on is, Jen.”

And with that, Jen grabbed my dick again, but this time she stuffed her hand inside my trousers, wrapped her fingers around my cock and began pulsing her fist over my boner.

I knew this would only end one way.

“Haha!” Jen laughed, “His smooth little cocklet really is happy now. It seems like it likes getting insulted? Well how about I say this for the record: this is the stupidest, most worthless dick I have ever had the, um, pleasure, of wanking. I mean, it’s debatable whether this is even a dick at all. Are you sure it’s not just a big clit? This could never satisfy a woman, ever. We’ll have to put your tongue to use if we want any kind of satisfaction from you my boy. Yes, that’s right, we will be using you for our pleasure too, and you’d better perform to our expectations or there will be plenty more of those spankings that we’ve been talking about. Sissy. Wimp. Cuck. No dicked loser. Are you going to make a mess in your girlie thong, you little slut?-

-END OF PREVIEW-
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