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-To Come-

Then there was the super lacy red and black bra and pantie set that looked very luxurious and classy.

Again, this would be right for another occasion but not for a slutty fashion show. Then I saw the pair that really stood out and I just knew – or certainly hoped – would be the right choice. It was a tiny, scandalously small pink thong with a mesh front and tiny back.

The matching bra had mesh on the front and was equally revealing and low cut. I quickly got into them, stuffing my hard cock inside and hoping that it would pop out as I did my sissy walk for her.

“Hurry up bimbo!” Annabelle commanded from the living area.

I couldn’t dare to delay any longer, so I took a deep breath and walked out. Annabelle had put some music on, something suitably sissy. She had an expectant look on her face and I decided to give it everything I had.

Despite the humiliation and the total lack of respect she had for me I had a feeling that I just wanted to serve her and earn, if not her respect for me as a man, her respect for me as a sissy boi who she could train.

“Dance for me you pathetic wannabe cock sucker!” Annabelle threatened. “Show me why all the big alpha men would want a piece of you!”

I did as I was told, my head spinning in excitement. Instinct took over and I began to squat and twerk, shaking my thong booty for her amusement. I began to do more and more degrading moves, really making a spectacle of myself.

Annabelle was laughing, but I also noticed that her nipples appeared to be rock hard, and her hand was resting over her crotch, her fingers pointing in towards her pussy.

“Get over here bitch,” She ordered, grabbing me by my panties and dragging me across her lap.

What followed was a hard spanking, with her throwing insult after insult at me, insulting my average wimpy body, my small dick, my pathetic subservient nature. She made me agree with everything she was saying, which only added to the humiliation. By the end of it I was begging her to stop, I was totally broken, I would have said or done anything to make her stop.

“Tell me you’ll do anything!” She said.

“Yes, mistress, I’ll do anything – Ow! Ow! It hurts! – I’ll do anything you say!” I cried out.

“Will you worship my big strong bottom?”

“Yes! Yes! I’ll worship your big strong bottom!”

“Will you only make a sissy mess when I let you?”

“Yes! I’ll only make a sissy mess when you let me.”

“Will you be my sissy cock sucker?”

“Yes! Yes! I’ll be your sissy cock sucker!”

That was the last step, I couldn’t stop myself and felt the cum charge up through my cock and explode out all over her smooth, lycra clad legs. I bucked my thighs and ground my groin into my mistress.

“Oooooh, I’m sorry, Madame Annabelle,” I pleaded

-END OF PREVIEW-

CHAPTER ONE

I sat down at my table and opened up the holiday purchase app on my Samsung tablet (a cheeky purchase I had made one bored Wednesday afternoon at work to break the seemingly never ending tedium).

I felt impulsive and had done since waking up that morning and putting on odd socks; and when I say odd socks, I mean each sock was totally unrelated in terms of not just colour, but material, style and length too.

Outrageous.

This wasn’t normal for me, usually I liked to plan everything out and stick to set routines. I certainly wasn’t the kind to deviate from the ordered and colour coordinated roll of socks I had in my drawer.

Well, the odd socks were the beginning of a day of impulse that saw me try a new style of coffee at work, leave early from work, and even take a different cycle route that while no shorter or longer involved more downhill segments but also more uphill – quite the contrast from my normal flat ground route.

So as you can kinda see, this day had been different for me in ways that while not exactly revolutionary on a grand scale, where quite a big deal from my own perspective based on historical patterns of behaviour.

I couldn’t quite place what it was that was driving all this, perhaps I was well and truly bored of my day to day life at this point and this was my way of letting it all hang out so to speak.

It’s not as if I was having a breakdown like Michael Douglas in that movie, I forget what it was called, but it starred him and he was having a kind of really bad day where he seemed to be breaking down and his life was falling down around him as he went and got himself worked up and involved in situations that escalated from the mildly difficult to out and out serious violence.

I think the movie may actually have been called Breakdown?

Anyway, I am sure you get where I am going with this. Essentially I was fine, but on some level something was up.

As I feverishly scrolled and switched screens on the holiday app, I began to wonder what kind of budget I should set, whether I was after hot or cold weather, activities or lazing by the beach or poolside, and also what duration I was looking at – brief city break or three week resort chill and relax?

So many options were presenting themselves to me, I felt a little overwhelmed and had to walk over to the tall fridge and take out and then crack open a can of my favourite lager, a Dutch marque that fizzed and whistled in my mouth with hints of cinnamon. Perhaps that sounds absolutely revolting, but truthfully it was a top can that I found myself returning to often.

The only issue was that I had to import it as it wasn’t really stocked in any local stores, and certainly not in the larger supermarkets. So, yeah you could say I made the effort to get it. 

Taking the can and making a long swig, I sat back down at my table and noticed a few scratches that I hadn’t noticed before. Hey hoo, shit happens, I thought, the cold calm of the lager clearly having taken full effect and loosened my worldview quickly and effectively.

I wondered whether I relied too much on alcohol. I mean, should I really be enjoying it so much? Why was it the case that I mentally associated alcohol with relaxation? I mean I know everyone likes a tipple (unless of course you are tea total) but I had a nagging feeling that I was enjoying it too much or rather it was a case that I wanted to taste it a little too much. No big deal really though, just something to keep in my mind and work on.

Perhaps there were other ways of relaxing though? Hey, maybe I could take up meditation, chill to the zen vibe of Buddha or something like that. Or if not Buddhist meditation maybe I could take up star gazing, because I do actually recall I read an article relating to how incredibly peaceful it was to stare up at the sky and ponder the great unponderables of life and the cosmos.

Was there anything I could do that would better, or even equal, the refreshment of a cold beer though? Well, I guess I would keep on searching and see what developed going forwards.

Well, back to my holiday search. I was determined to get it sorted, to put something clear in the diary. You know that feeling when you just know you need to follow your heart in the heat of the situation? Well I certainly knew that at this moment that I needed a blinking good break away.

I swiped through picture after picture, deal after deal, country after country, in truth they all looked great and just what I needed in this moment of my life. I made the decision to be a bit more generous with my purse strings and allow myself to go beyond my normal frugal budget.

Look I ‘m not saying I usually shop at pure bargain basement levels exactly but I certainly don’t splash out for five star accommodation when there is a better deal on the table somewhere else. And actually who says that top of the range air conditioning is essential when a bog standard fan system will suffice and do basically the same job?

But this was different, I was determined to make a holiday that I would remember for the rest of my life, and little did I know at that particular moment that I would be – if not quite in the way that I could have possibly have imagined.

I got up from the table and took a quick pace around my apartment and walked up to the window and looked out. There was a little rain falling and the sky was grey. I could hear the sound of car horns tooting and beeping angrily as they jostled for position in their respective traffic lanes.

Well, this wasn’t inspiring me in the slightest. If anything it was driving my desire to take a much needed holiday and change of scenery. Well, what a strange day. Such poor weather in a funny way acting as inspiration to seek a new location, albeit temporarily and with a fixed date of return. I had decided, this simply must happen and I was not going to hesitate in making it ready set go this very evening.

I walked over to my coffee machine and made a nice latte and drank it with a couple of biscuits on the side. You can’t beat comfort on a cold and drizzly day. Well, I say that because there is one way. You stop waffling on and get to sorting your dream holiday.

I sat down at my table and opened up the holiday purchase app on my Samsung tablet. I felt impulsive and had done since waking up that morning and putting on odd socks on. This wasn’t normal for me, usually I liked to plan everything out and stick to set routines. I certainly wasn’t the kind to deviate from the ordered and colour coordinated roll of socks I had in my drawer. Well, the odd socks were the beginning of a day of impulse that saw me try a new style of coffee at work, leave early from work, and even take a different cycle route that while no shorter or longer involved more downhill segments but also more uphill – quite the contrast from my normal flat ground route. So you can kinda see, this day had been different for me.

I couldn’t quite place what it was that was driving all this, perhaps I was well and truly bored of my day to day life at this point and this was my way of letting it all hang out so to speak. As I feverishly scrolled and switched screens on the holiday app, I began to wonder what kind of budget I should set, whether I was after hot or cold weather, activities or lazing by the beach or poolside, and also what duration I was looking at – brief city break or three week resort chill and relax?

So many options were presenting themselves to me, I felt a little overwhelmed and had to walk over to the tall fridge and take out and then crack open a can of my favourite lager. Taking the can and making a long swig, I sat back down at my table and noticed a few scratches that I hadn’t noticed before.

Hey hoo, shit happens, I thought, the cold calm of the lager clearly having taken full effect and loosened my worldview quickly and effectively.

I swiped through picture after picture, deal after deal, country after country, in truth they all looked great and just what I needed in this moment of my life.

I made the decision to be a bit more generous with my purse strings and allow myself to go beyond my normal frugal budget. I was determined to make a holiday that I would remember for the rest of my life, and little did I know at that particular moment that I would be – if not quite in the way that I could have possibly have imagined.

CHAPTER TWO

So I turned up at the lodge and it was spectacular. I’m talking top level stuff. I immediately felt happy with my decision to go for a ski vacation. Sure, I liked to ski, a bit of boarding too. But as well as that I figured the apres ski would be pretty much a great way to hook up with people, maybe even get laid.

My first day I hit the slopes quite early in the morning, wanting to catch the best powder as they say in the business. I wasn’t disappointed, this snow would have got even Al Pacino as Scarface excited!

I was getting good speeds on my turns, really pushing myself, maybe even too far for my first day on the slopes having not ridden the white waves for a few years.

Then it happened.

I felt myself lose control for a split second, maybe I wasn’t concentrating as much as I should have been, maybe I was too confident, who knows? Despite attempting to keep my balance I ended up crashing and burning, faceplanting deep into the cold snow.

I felt a sharp pain in my leg, but that pain was soon forgotten as I felt myself being lifted out of the snow. It was surreal, it was as if I was as light as a feather the way I went from horizontal, buried in the snow to standing upright.

But who was the person who had lifted me?

“Well, aren’t you going to thank me?” She said.

I wanted to reply, to thank her, but I was total dumfounded and almost dizzy by the woman who I was looking back at. Let me describe her.

At least a couple of inches taller than me, this woman was a Goddess on the slopes. Her hair was long and blond, very well maintained with a golden shine that you just know was used to only the best hair stylists. Her large Versace ski goggles rested on top of her head to reveal piercing blue eyes that were made even more spectacular by her perfectly shaped, dark brows and long luxurious eyelashes.

Continuing down, her cheekbones were razor sharp and pointed towards almost certainly the most luscious, plump lips I had ever seen in real life. But totally natural, none of this fake puffed up effect.

Like I say, I was transfixed by this incredibly intimidating, beautiful woman. She was a little older than me perhaps, but in her absolute prime I would say. Here’s the thing though, I haven’t even described her body yet, and when I do I think you’ll see why what happened went down.

To start with, this woman’s muscular swimmers shoulders went some way to explaining how easily she was able to lift me up. It was nothing too extreme, and she still retained the classic femininity established by her perfect face. Her ski top was lime green, a top brand, and incredibly tight, totally figure hugging.

It was quite clear that she had large, juicy, but also very pert breasts. I couldn’t help but stare, and this is where the trouble started.

“What on earth do you think you are doing?” She enquired. “I save you from the snow and you say thank you by ogling me? What are you, some kind of pervert?”

Again, I was still totally in shock. I really didn’t know how the hell I should answer this question either.

I mean, if I admitted to staring at her tits who knows what she would do?

But I also knew that she would continue with her onslaught if I admitted to it. In the end I probably took the worst possible option of not saying anything.

This did not go down well at all.

“Well seeing as you’re not answering me, perhaps I should call the mountain police and report you?” She said in a tone that was a balance of menacing and almost playful.

I couldn’t risk any trouble, so I began to talk. To this day, I still can’t believe what I said.

“Yes, sorry, I was staring, but,” I pleaded, “Please don’t report me, I’ll do anything.”

“Anything?” She said, a wicked smile curving on her perfect lips.

“Y-y-y-y-yes,” I replied, stuttering, seemingly incapable of string more than two words together.

“Right, I think we can sort something out then,” She said. “My name is Annabelle, and you will address me as Madame Annabelle or Mistress from now on, understand?”

“Y-y-y-y-yes,” I said, “Yes, Madame Annabelle.”

“Good, now seeing as you were quite happy to drool over me,” Annabelle said, “I think it’s time for you to repay that favour. Strip!”

I couldn’t believe it. There was no way I was stripping out on a public slope, outdoors in the snow too. This wasn’t worth it, I thought. But before I could try and dispute her command I found myself being judo tripped onto the floor.

I looked up and saw Annabelle’s imposing figure towering above me. Her legs were long, muscular, toned, and I followed them all the way up her neon pink leggings towards her crotch. Nothing had been left to the imagination the leggings were so tight. I gulped. She must have seen my staring because she gave me two or three kicks to the stomach.

“Get your wimpy ass up and strip for your mistress,” She bellowed. “Don’t push me or you’ll find yourself in a world of pain you little pervert.”

I knew I had no real choice in the matter, I couldn’t risk being arrested and I knew for sure I didn’t want to have to explain an arrest or deportation to my work bosses seeing as I was already on a final warning for poor performance.

So I hauled myself up and began to strip. It was so cold. As I removed my jacket and top I could see Annabelle smirk at my body. I wasn’t fat, but I certainly wasn’t in brilliant shape. Somehow, I managed to be kinda out of shape and also kinda weedy. Not a great look, certainly not an alpha male body I knew that much.

“Oh dear, that’s not much to write home about, is it?” Annabelle stated. “Well, is it? Answer me when I speak or I’ll administer punishments right here and now!”

“Sorry, Madame, no, my body is not much to write home about,” I said, sounding absolutely pathetic.

“Well, keep on going, I haven’t got high hopes but I need to see exactly what you have,” Annabelle said, her tone a mixture of derision and a kind of excitement that sent shivers of fear but also arousal through my body.

Then I remembered.

Oh no, it couldn’t be, please no, I thought.

My mind was running out of control in complete, total, and utter panic. This really couldn’t be happening to me. Here’s the thing: underneath my ski trousers I was wearing… a pair of women’s panties. And not the kind of panties that I could ever pass off as being small men’s briefs. These were a bright pink pair of frilly, lacy, high cut panties that left absolutely nothing to the imagination. Cut high on the thigh, they were barely able to keep my dick and balls in, and that was saying more about the size of the material than my junk, believe me.

To the rear they were the classic thong back too.

So, yeah, you can see that the idea that I would be able to bluff my way out of this was a complete no-no.

I hesitated.

I knew that if I took my trousers off I would be exposed. I couldn’t do it, I just couldn’t. No matter that this powerful woman was commanding me to, I’d run the risk of her reporting me to the police. At least they wouldn’t strip me.

“No, I am sorry, no more,” I said, sounding very nervous and not at all convincing.

“Right, I see,” Annabelle, said.

Then a pause.

I looked at her, she was standing perfectly still, glaring at me. I didn’t know what was going to happen next. Then without warning and before I could react to defend myself she launched herself at me, using pressure points and brute strength to put me in a headlock, bent over, my face only millimetres from the snow.

“If this is how it has to be, my boy, this is how it has to be,” She said.

I felt her hands yank down my trousers in one movement until they were down round my ankles.

Then silence.

I swear I could have heard a pin drop on the next mountain range it was so quiet.  Then it began. The laughter. Annabelle, her grip still tight around my waist, began to laugh and laugh and laugh.

“Well, well, well, what do we have here?” She asked, although it wasn’t really a question.

I didn’t know what to say. I tried to make some kind of corny excuse about running out of my own underwear or having to buy an emergency pair at the airport, I can’t even recall what I said now. It was useless, nothing I could say would sound convincing. I had been caught out, there was no escaping it.

“Well, seeing as you appear to have gone quiet, I‘ll answer for you,” She said. “You are nothing but a sissy. A pathetic, beta male sissy. Or to put it even more accurately: MY pathetic, beta male sissy!”

With that, I felt my mistress – because let’s face it, that’s what she was now, whether I liked it or not – running her fingers around my exposed ass cheeks, raising and snapping back the waistband on my feminine panties. She then began to spank me. Hard. Without warning. These were playful spanks, but hard angry spanks.

“Never, ever, lie to me again,” She said. “And never, ever refuse a command, you understand?”

“Aaaaaaw, aww, yes, yes,” I cried, “I understand Madame, please-“

“Oh shut up,” Annabelle bellowed. “You take your spanks like a good little sissy wimp. Take them and say thank you Madame Annabelle after each one!”

I did what I was told after each and every spank. And there were a lot of them. Then, a brief relief. Annabelle loosened her grip on me and placed me ass down in the snow.

“That should cool off that hot bottom of yours!” She laughed.

It was clear that she was enjoying this, that this was the kind of thing she was perfectly suitable for. I wondered whether in actual fact she had done this kind of thing before? But before I could spend any real time pondering this issue I found myself being instructed to stand up and put my hands on my head. I rose to my feet and did as I was told. I felt totally exposed and humiliated. Naked apart from a bright pink thong, out on the slopes. It was still early enough that there weren’t really any people close. But how long would that be the case?

“Oh dear, not much to see is there?” She laughed, pointing at me, giggling a wicked, seductive giggle.

Here’s the thing. Despite the humiliation, the pain from the spanking, and the loss of control, I was actually feeling a rush of blood to my dick. This couldn’t be happening. Despite everything, I was totally taken in by this total Goddess. I’d always had fantasies about being dominated by a strong, sophisticated, powerful woman. But now it was happening, how was I feeling about it? I didn’t have much time to think…

“Well, let me see what you’re working with in the trouser department,” Annabelle said.

It wasn’t a question.

I put my hands on the waistband of the panties.

I hesitated and looked pleadingly at Annabelle. She shook her head and glared. I couldn’t face another spanking, my bottom hadn’t even cooled down properly from the last one, and who knows, it could get worse next time? Slowly, and completely demoralised, I pulled the panties down over my cock and right down to my ankles. I stood back up and covered my dick and balls with my hands.

“Don’t you dare cover up in front of your Mistress!” Annabelle shouted.

Terrified, I lifted my hands and put them back on top of my head.

Annabelle burst out laughing as she watched my less than impressive cock bounce and twitch, pointing upwards, hard as it could get, totally turned on. If I wasn’t careful, I could end up cumming, and I didn’t know what kind of reaction that would provoke from Annabelle.

“What a pathetic little cock that is! How big is it, three inches? There’s no was that would ever satisfy a woman,” Annabelle declared. “Go on, try and deny it! Try and deny that you are a stupid little tiny dicked sissy boy…”

“N-n-n-no, I can’t deny it,” I said, “I’m a tiny dicked sissy boy, Mistress.”

I couldn’t believe what I was saying. It was true of course, I’d always known that’s what I was. But it almost felt liberating to say it out loud to a woman who knew exactly what I was and how I should be treated. My cock stiffened again, a little pre-cum leaking out of the top. Annabelle noticed and laughed.

“Ha ha, oh dear, what a stupid sight that is,” She said, “I want you to get over here and put that little willy between my legs. Stuff the little maggot in between my thermal lycra clad thighs and pump it for as long as you can before you make a sissy mess. Show your Mistress how much you adore her.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I was so nervous, even though I was being given the opportunity to fulfil a fantasy I was worried that I wouldn’t be able to do it. Instinctively, and a sign that this was right for me, I got on all fours and crawled over to Annabelle. She approved of this and pulled me up by my ears.

With my face millimetres away from her crotch I pushed my hips forward and put my hard cock, so close to explosion, in between her legs.

It felt incredible.

So smooth. I pumped once, twice, three times.

Then I felt it happen.

The cum burst up through my pathetic sissy dick and squirted into the lycra pussy of my Mistress.

I let out a long groan.

“Has my sissy slut made a mess?” Annabelle asked, laughing. “well, answer me!”

“Yes Madame, your sissy slut has made a mess into your magnificent thighs,” I replied.

With that confirmation, Annabelle pushed me back and then instructed me very clearly to lick up each and every stringy strand of cum that was on her inner thighs. I did this eagerly and thoroughly, I wanted to make sure that I pleased her, and not just because I didn’t want a painful punishment, but also because I genuinely wanted to impress her.

She was my Mistress, there was no doubting that.

“Well, what an unexpected surprise this morning was,” Annabelle said. “But don’t think this is the end. There is plenty more humiliation, punishment, and degradation coming up for you my sissy bimbo. I’m going to push you to your absolute limits, don’t you worry about that. Now, pull those panties up, but you can forget about the trousers, we’re going to ski back to my lodge for the next step in your training.”

I knew that this had been a life changing experience. I was about to find out that the new experiences were far from over, and whether I wanted them or not, I was going to get a whole lot more very, very soon.


CHAPTER THREE

I stepped outside, out of the top grade alpine lodge’s comfortable - or not! – surroundings and out on to the snowy pavement. The white powder crunched underneath me booted feet as I began the short to medium distance trek to the strip of shops and bars that constituted the shopping zone on the resort.

There was a small mall too, but most of the items, approximately ninety percent, were available from the shops on the main strip.

I was happy about this as I had heard that the mall had a terrible problem with people carrying snow in with them on their boots, wiping at the entrance, thus causing a lot of sludge-like melted snow at the entrance, and who needed that? Not me. I did like the snow, but what I hated were the inconvenient side effects of it, particularly when it melted.

Back home, I had noticed that snow was only ever fun for two days maximum and as soon as the temperature increased or the rain began to fall, the snow turned into this awful grey slop substance that was no fun, and had a habit of ruining shoes and wetting socks to the core. I walked for approximately three minutes and realised that one of my laces had come undone.

What a pain in the butt (ironically, given what had happened last night) but I knew it would be foolish to continue walking and risk tripping over.

I bent down to tie up the laces and suddenly felt a pelt, first one then two then three, of tightly packed snow hit me. I looked up and took another hard blast in the face. What the hell, I thought. I opened my eyes and saw a small open topped four by four truck driving away, packed with your classic rad boarder dude jocks, whooping and hollering as they pelted innocent walkers with their snow balls.

I was, of course, annoyed.

For a start, the snow on my jacket would be fine, I wasn’t complaining about that, but it was the principal of the matter. It was the blast of white stuff to the face that got me.

How dare they!

For the rest of the walk to the strip of shops I contemplated how I could take my revenge, but knew it was futile as they were long gone, probably already racking up the bottles of Bud and racks of shots in some bar, no doubt rowdily talking about the exploits from the previous night and what they had in store for the up coming evening.

I looked up at the sky and saw a large bird fly over me.

I wondered whether it was an eagle and made a point of thinking I should google it later. I used to be very cynical about people who just casually google every single little thing.

I mean, what did people do before Google?

But certainly I had come around to the idea that the more knowledge the better, and if the technology exists to allow us to know things that we wouldn’t otherwise, then isn’t it the definition of crazy to not make the most of this? Well, certainly in this case it was sure that anything to keep my mind occupied and stop it from swirling with the possibilities of what else could be in store for me on this holiday. 

I walked into the first shop, a medium sized general supermarket that stocked everything you would expect it to: cereals, packet meals, tinned good, and of course – plenty of alcohol.

To be fair to it, it had a nice fresh style and the displays were well designed and the general shop floor layout seemed very clear, even for someone who wasn’t familiar with this particular company.

I walked round the aisles and picked up the items on the list, you know the kind, generic staples and some classics like toothpaste and a new bar of soap, the kind of thing that often gets missed out when packing for a holiday in a hurry.

The shop was pretty busy, there must have been a lot of people who had also recently arrived and were making the similar journey to picking up lost or forgotten items, staples that weren’t exactly life or death so to speak but were pretty essential all the same.

A shop assistant was stacking up a display of boxed chocolate, the kind of selection box where the differently shaped and flavoured chocolates were put together to provide a mix of vaguely connected but different flavours. Suddenly the display, which to me instantly seemed perilously highly stacked, collapsed in a heap.

The shop assistant looked a mixture of exasperated, embarrassed, and a little annoyed. It crossed my mind that I should go over and over some assistance, after all we’ve all been in that place before haven’t we? And it is good to help.

For some reason though, I was conscious that I should get my shopping completed as soon as possible without any distractions – the last thing I needed was to be late or to forget an item on the list and either have to come back out or face the consequences in another sense.

Anyway, after pausing and probably actually staring for a bit too long I looked away from the shopping assistant  who was still struggling to clean up the fallen boxes and then make a start on setting the display back up.

As I walked away I quickly forgot what I had witnessed and walked towards the checkout. It was one of those self scanning checkouts that either tend to work perfectly or simply cause absolute stress because they basically don’t work at all.

I happened to get one that worked pretty well and was able to scan my items with relative ease, one after the other, until it was time to make my payment. I used the credit card that had been given to me by my friend – although the irony was not lost on me regarding the saying ‘nothing in life comes for free’.

Anyway, I paid for the items and made my way out of the store. 

As I walked back out, I thought that perhaps the temperature had dropped a little. This was unusual for this time of day, as normally there was a bit of an increase as the day moved towards lunch and then the afternoon. I felt the snow crunch under my feet as I began my journey back to the lodge.

I heard someone call out to me from across the road and I waved, despite not being entirely sure who it was. The other person waved back, laughing.

How odd, I thought, perhaps this person think I am someone else, someone that they met perhaps at a bar after the ski session on a previous day?

Well, I guess these things happen, I thought, pondering the absurdity of life.

I crossed the road and walked into a sports goods shop to pick up a water bottle to use in the lodge’s top of the range gym. The shop was empty in terms of customers, one shop assistant sat at the checkout reading a magazine about new wave cinema – a surprising sight to see, but then again: why shouldn’t a shop assistant be reading such a magazine or have an interest in the French new wave?

Well, enough about that, and don’t be so judgemental, I thought, correcting my preconceptions.

I walked over to the register to pay for the item. I used the credit card again and it took three attempts – the sales assistant said the machine had been playing up all morning so I wasn’t to worry, it was nothing to do with the card in all probability. Out of guilt over my judgement, I brought up the magazine and we had a pretty interesting conversation about cinema.

I stated my preference for action comedy, making the case that when done well it can combine the best of both worlds and provide an unrivalled experience for the cinema goer.

The shop assistant seemed cynical towards my theory at first but as we went through the classic tropes he seemed to warm to my hypothesis.

Well, I’s such a funny world isn’t it.

A customer and a sales assistant discussing and getting deep on cinema in an alpine holiday resort. Whatever next, I though. We’re all just people ultimately, I also thought.

I told the sales assistant that I did not require a receipt and he approved due to the environmental factor.

I left the shop and felt quite upbeat. Now was the time to begin the walk back to the lodge and what happened next shocked me, even taking into account what had happened already. 

CHAPTER FOUR

So I arrive back at the lodge: nervous, excited, unsure what to expect. I remembered what I had been instructed to do by Madame Annabelle. I knocked three times, then did what I had been instructed. I got down on all fours and waited.

Yes, that’s right. Outside of the multi million dollar ski lodge I carefully placed the shopping to one side and then got down on all fours.

I thought back to my first meeting with Annabelle:

“If this is how it has to be, my boy, this is how it has to be,” She said.

I felt her hands yank down my trousers in one movement until they were down round my ankles.

Then silence.

I swear I could have heard a pin drop on the next mountain range it was so quiet.  Then it began. The laughter. Annabelle, her grip still tight around my waist, began to laugh and laugh and laugh.

“Well, well, well, what do we have here?” She asked, although it wasn’t really a question.

“Well, seeing as you appear to have gone quiet, I‘ll answer for you,” She said. “You are nothing but a sissy. A pathetic, beta male sissy. Or to put it even more accurately: MY pathetic, beta male sissy!”

So, yeah, as you can probably tell, this wasn’t a woman to be messed with, to challenge, to question.

This was very much a woman who knew what she wanted, knew how to get it, and wouldn’t take no for an answer, especially from a beta male like me who secretly craved the domination that a superior woman would naturally want to dish out. And believe me, this was a superior woman.

Tall, athletic, curves in all the right places. Tick, tick, and double tick. She had a perfect style, classy and expensive. The way she had pushed me around, both physically and mentally out on the slope really made it clear that she was a woman who knew only success, knew only about making people do what she wanted.

It certainly looked like she had plans for me, plans that I would have no realistic choice but to go along with.

As I waited, I began to feel nervous.

What if someone else walked up the long drive and saw me on all fours?

What would I do: could I risk drawing her wrath by leaving my position?

But what if it was a burly workman, could I risk my masculinity by remaining in such a submissive position?

Well, my mind began to wander, and I blush as I write this:- it kinda turned me on to imagine what would happen if a big alpha male happened to see me.

Then, just as my fantasy was getting a little steamy as my mind wandered to big bulges and strong alpha bodies in comparison to my sissy clitty dick and average wimpy body, I heard her voice.

She didn’t sound happy.

“What on earth do you think you are doing?” Annabelle bellowed.

I glanced upwards and saw her standing in front of me. I knew I would get in trouble, but I couldn’t help but stare at her. Let me describe the absolute vision I was looking at. Towering above me was a statuesque Goddess, a vision of female supremacy, elegance, control, and the exact kind of woman who would never bat an eyelid or give a second glass to a beta male like me.

Dressed in tight fitting, thermal black leggings that perfectly displayed her long, toned legs, my eyes continued upwards towards her tight waist and further still over her toned stomach and perky, substantial breasts.

She was wearing a white thermal top, tight, snug, incredibly flattering. Her face, as it had been on the slopes when I first encountered her, was the perfect balance of luxurious sexuality, controlled and classy presentation, and natural features that any man, or woman for that matter, could simply never resist.

But….

I was gawping. And sissy subs should not gawp at their mistress and not expect consequences.

Before I got a chance to answer Annabelle’s enquiry as to what I was doing, she answered her own question – and at this point I knew I was in trouble.

“You get a point for at least being on all fours, but why on earth did you think it was appropriate to arrive here in men’s clothes?” She asked, a streak of anger in her voice, but also a hint of playfulness that suggested she had been half expecting this, and even more than that was looking forward to setting me straight.

“I-I-I, what if,” I mumbled, knowing full well that there wasn’t really a correct answer I could give in this situation that wouldn’t lead to punishment and inevitable humiliation at her hands.

“Oh shut up, shut that stupid sissy mouth up right now,” She commanded.

Annabelle squatted down to my head height and lifted my chin up with her finer so that we had direct eye contact. I felt myself blush furiously and my body fill with adrenalin and a potent combination of nerves and excitement.

“Now,” She said, “Seeing as you don’t seem to be able to answer like a sensible person you will simply listen and do exactly as I command. We will try this again. Except this time, you will not be wearing totally inappropriate men’s clothes. I am going to back inside the house and you are going to strip off every last item of clothing and present yourself to me on all fours, totally naked for my amusement. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Madame Annabelle,” I answered. “I understand.”

With that, Annabelle went back inside the house and I knew I had no other option but to follow her command to the letter. I stripped off all my clothes, knocked on her door again, and got down on all fours.

Moments, then minutes, passed and there was no answer. Should I knock again? Was she going to leave me here all day? It was freezing cold and I was totally naked.

My thoughts turned again to the prospect of women, men, walking up her drive way and seeing me, totally exposed. I couldn’t risk it so I knocked again, fully expecting that this would lead to more punishment – on top of the punishment I already knew full well was coming my way!

The door opened and I felt Annabelle’s glare baring down on me. I looked up and saw that she was holding her phone, it’s lens pointing down towards me.

“Now, sissy bimbo,” She said, “Tell me, and my good friends on the group chat video, why you are here and what you think is in store for you today. And spare no detail!”

Not only was I being recorded, I was being filmed live to a group of Annabelle’s friends? I didn’t let the full impact of that sink in because I knew I just needed to get inside. I took a deep breath and under command from Annabelle, looked into the camera and began talking…

“I am outside Madame Annabelle’s lodge because she has summoned me, her sissy, for correction and punishment. I am naked because I made the mistake of wearing men’s clothing when quite clearly as a sissy bimbo I should be wearing more suitable attire…”

“Keep going, and remember – spare no detail!” Annabelle instructed.

“Yes, Madame,” I obliged. “I should be wearing sissy clothing such as tiny, revealing panties that expose my sissy body and tiny sissy dick. I am ready to take my punishment like an obedient and submissive sissy boi and I hope I please Madame Annabelle in the best way I can by following her instructions as fully as is possible.”

I hoped this would be good enough.

“Yes, you see girls, he really is as submissive as I’d hoped,” Annabelle said, now talking into the phone. “Absolutely pathetic specimen of a man, but I think I can use him for some needs. And he’s got a big evening ahead of him for me to see how well he shapes up. Okay, talk later!”

There had been a lot of laughing and whooping as Annabelle was talking, clearly this was being well received by her friends and I kinda got the feeling I would be meeting some of them in person at some point in the future.

My mind raced at the idea but I was rudely brought back to reality as Annabelle clicked her fingers, beckoned me to follow her, and turned and walked into the house. As she walked, I followed on all fours – I wouldn’t dare stand up just in case. I looked up at her magnificent buttocks, perfectly cased in her leggings they made a perfectly round, muscled but juicy bottom.

I could feel my cock harden but tried to put that to the back of my mind and focus on following her as she walked through the entry hall and into the living space.

“Now, you’ll see that this is a luxury abode,” Annabelle said. “And from now on it will be your responsibility to help the maids keep it clean. Am I understood?”

I politely said I did understand, careful to make eye contact but not make it too obvious that I was getting more and more turned on by what was happening to me.

“Of course, you’ll wear a perfectly sissy maid outfit when on maid duty,” She said. “Something suitably feminine, frilly, and utterly degrading!”

“Yes, Madame,” I said.

I could feel myself becoming more and more submissive with each moment. The heating was warm in the lodge and the sudden change from the cold outside was resulting in even more blood being pumped to my stiff dick. I hoped that Annabelle wouldn’t notice, but of course she did…

“Oh dear, oh dear oh dear oh dear,” She said.

Annabelle walked around me and squatted down by my crotch. She flicked my twitching dick with her fingers, laughing as she did. She began to do it quicker and harder. I felt like I could cum at any moment. I looked down and saw that I was on an expensive feeling rug. I didn’t want to think about the trouble I would get in if I spunked all over this. I had to do something.

“Please, Madame, please, I don’t want to make a mess!” I pleaded.

“Oh, you like it do you?” She said, teasingly. “You like being in a humiliating, degrading position in front of your mistress? You like having your puny little sissy clitty flicked by my fingers? You like having your cheeks spread apart, your puckered hole spat on and spanked?”

What? What did she mean…

With that, Annabelle, spread my ass cheeks wide open, spat on my hole, and began to slap and tap, probe and push on my hole. Alternating this with the flicks on my cock I was in a pure mix of pleasure and pain. I couldn’t help myself and began to moan, whimpering like the sissy slut I knew I was.

“Yes! That’s it you stupid little sissy bitch,” She said, “Show me how much you like being treated like a panty boy play thing!”

Suddenly she stopped. I was so close to making a mess, to having that release I was craving.

“No, no, no,” Annabelle said. “If you’re going to cum you need to please me first. You need to show me exactly what kind of sissy you are. And first things first I want to see you in a pair of panties, just like when I first, ahem, discovered you on the slopes.”

Annabelle then ordered me to walk into the kitchen and select one pair of panties and bra form the options that had been laid out for me on the table. Further, I was to parade myself out of the kitchen and back towards her like I was a proud model in a sissy boy fashion show – something, rather ominously, she said I would need practice in.

Without hesitating, I ran into the kitchen and looked at the options available to me. One pair was a basic white bra and pantie, almost like college girl gym kit. It would be a snug fit and had a sexy college vibe but it wasn’t the right choice.

Then there was the super lacy red and black bra and pantie set that looked very luxurious and classy.

Again, this would be right for another occasion but not for a slutty fashion show. Then I saw the pair that really stood out and I just knew – or certainly hoped – would be the right choice. It was a tiny, scandalously small pink thong with a mesh front and tiny back.

The matching bra had mesh on the front and was equally revealing and low cut. I quickly got into them, stuffing my hard cock inside and hoping that it would pop out as I did my sissy walk for her.

“Hurry up bimbo!” Annabelle commanded from the living area.

I couldn’t dare to delay any longer, so I took a deep breath and walked out. Annabelle had put some music on, something suitably sissy. She had an expectant look on her face and I decided to give it everything I had.

Despite the humiliation and the total lack of respect she had for me I had a feeling that I just wanted to serve her and earn, if not her respect for me as a man, her respect for me as a sissy boi who she could train.

“Dance for me you pathetic wannabe cock sucker!” Annabelle threatened. “Show me why all the big alpha men would want a piece of you!”

I did as I was told, my head spinning in excitement. Instinct took over and I began to squat and twerk, shaking my thong booty for her amusement. I began to do more and more degrading moves, really making a spectacle of myself.

Annabelle was laughing, but I also noticed that her nipples appeared to be rock hard, and her hand was resting over her crotch, her fingers pointing in towards her pussy.

“Get over here bitch,” She ordered, grabbing me by my panties and dragging me across her lap.

What followed was a hard spanking, with her throwing insult after insult at me, insulting my average wimpy body, my small dick, my pathetic subservient nature. She made me agree with everything she was saying, which only added to the humiliation. By the end of it I was begging her to stop, I was totally broken, I would have said or done anything to make her stop.

“Tell me you’ll do anything!” She said.

“Yes, mistress, I’ll do anything – Ow! Ow! It hurts! – I’ll do anything you say!” I cried out.

“Will you worship my big strong bottom?”

“Yes! Yes! I’ll worship your big strong bottom!”

“Will you only make a sissy mess when I let you?”

“Yes! I’ll only make a sissy mess when you let me.”

“Will you be my sissy cock sucker?”

“Yes! Yes! I’ll be your sissy cock sucker!”

That was the last step, I couldn’t stop myself and felt the cum charge up through my cock and explode out all over her smooth, lycra clad legs. I bucked my thighs and ground my groin into my mistress.

“Oooooh, I’m sorry, Madame Annabelle,” I pleaded, genuinely sorry for making a pathetic mess over this incredible woman.

Annabelle pushed me off her lap and ordered my to lick up the mess, which I did without a second thought. She patted and stroked my head as I did, reassuring me that although there would be a punishment for this later, she was happy that I had committed to being her cock sucking little sissy bimbo.

“You see,” She said, “I have got plans for you. Plans that will push you to your limit. Now I know what you’ve got, that you are a perfect little beta boy ready to be made a pure sissy bimbo, I think you and I can work well. But, before any of that, you and that tongue of yours have got an appointment up in my master suite with my ass and with my pussy. Once you’re finished, you can sleep on the floor at the bottom of my bed and tomorrow we will begin your journey in earnest. Now, I’ll ask you this: are you ready to be my ski slope sissy?”

I didn’t have to think about it, I knew that something that felt this good – even taking into account the extremely degrading nature of it, the pain I had experienced, the mocking of my little cock – I knew that this was right.

“Yes, Madame,” I replied, “It would be an honour to serve you and be the best sissy boi I can be for your pleasure, amusement, and service.”


CHAPTER FIVE

So I woke up the next morning, a bit surprised to find that I was alone.

Where had Annabelle gone?

Was I alone in the chalet?

Was I expected to do anything?

Was this experience really happening to me?

I sat up in the middle of the bed and looked around, it was certainly a high end kind of décor. I guessed that at some point after Annabelle had left the room I had worked my way up from the bottom of the bed and gotten some nice and comfortable rest in the middle of the bed.

I let out a long, satisfying yawn and then listened to see if I could hear any kind of noise in the house.

Nope, nothing.

Quiet as midnight in Silentsville, population: me.

I had been worked hard last night, in fact since the moment I met Annabelle. I guess maybe this was an opportunity for some rest?

I spotted the TV remote on the bedside table and leant over and picked it up. Pointing it at the 70inch flatscreen, I turned it on to the comforting welcome noise that TVs make.

What should I watch?

I knew that Annabelle had a full package, presumably to cover all tastes for when she was entertaining, so felt like I would have a complete choice to scratch whatever viewing itch I might feel. I began to scroll through the options.

Drama? No.

Sports? No.

News? No, way too down beat and full of propaganda these days.

Cartoons? No, not today.

I guess this was a situation where too much choice, and the freedom to just go with whatever you want was actually reducing my enjoyment, making it impossible to select anything.

Was this was maybe why I had complied with Annabelle’s wishes so readily? That I had some kind of inbuilt DNA that preferred to be told what to do, to not think for myself, to be obedient to someone who did actually have a clear idea of what should happen, what needed to be done.

But, hey, it was too early in the morning to be getting into a deep psychological rumination. I just wanted to chill!

I eventually settled on a new series that was being aired on Netflix. It was called Doctors In The Plaice and centred on the lives of eleven doctors who all happened to have holidays retreats in a small fishing village on the East Coast. Each weekend they would apparently make the car journey out of the city back to their rural retreats and the drama would be played out over the course of each weekend. The cast was very ethnically diverse and had a fifty fifty split between the sexes. Of course, I am sure you have by now guessed that relationships would develop, histories would be created, and personal issues would be aired out between various combinations of these doctors.

Sounds terrible right?

Well, I’ll shock you, it was kinda okay.

The only thing I would have changed would have been to not have so many long tracking shots of fishing boats bobbing up and down in the water. I think this was some kind of misguided metaphor to be honest and after a while it really started to grip my shit.

But, hey, it’s only a TV series right? I always have the option of the OFF switch. Of course, one thing that didn’t come with an OFF switch was my situation was Annabelle as I found out, just before the season 1 mid-season finale credits rolled. What would happen with the doctors?

I would have to wait, suddenly there was a far more pressing situation.


CHAPTER SIX

“What do you think you are doing?” Annabelle said, her voice commanding, clearly angry but maintaining control.

“I-,” I spluttered.

“Shut up and present yourself to me!” Annabelle roared.

I immediately jumped out of bed and got on all fours at her feet, presenting my ass up in the air.

“Mistress, I’m sorry, but-“ I pleaded.

“But nothing!” She replied. “I’ve been having my personal training session in the gym complex and I return to not only find the chores not done, but you, the house sissy, relaxing upstairs!”

I must have forgotten about the tidying I was required to do. I don’t know what had come over me, I must have been so exhausted from the night before that it plain went out of my mind.

“Well,” She said, “This just makes it clear that you have a lot of learning left to do, and we may as well get straight into it.”

With that, I felt her kick me over so that I was lying on my back, totally helpless in nothing but a pair of tight black panties, cut high with a thong back.

I must have looked ridiculous.

I looked up and saw that Annabelle was wearing a skin-tight workout jumpsuit. It perfectly outlined and accentuated her magnificent curves, which judging by their prominence, had been given a fantastic workout earlier.

“That’s it, sissy, drool over your mistress,” Annabelle said. “But, I didn’t give you permission to look did I?”

I knew this was a trap that would lead to punishment. Any response I made here would lead to pain and humiliation, as would no response. I was stumped.

“I-I-I-, please show mercy,” I said, totally aware of how pathetic I sounded.

Annabelle shook her head in disdain before picking me up and leading me by the ear out of the bedroom and down the stairs.

“You’re going to see now that failure to abide by the rules will have consequences, sissy,” She said.

As we walked down the stairs and then towards the gym and sauna suite, I began to hear voices.

Laughing.

Talking.

Male voices.

“Please! Please Mistress, I’ll be a good sissy slut!” I begged, still being pulled by the ear.

Mistress Annabelle laughed.

“Oh, it’s sinking in now is it?” She said. “Maybe sissy realises that this punishment won’t just be with his Mistress?”

I knew this was a statement rather than a question. I panicked and made the worst move I could have done. I tried to pull free and escape the inevitable humiliation that was coming.

“Oh no you don’t!” Annabelle roared.

As I tried to break free, she simply put me in some kind of combat sports arm lock, making it quite clear that she could inflict devasting pain if I so much as hinted at trying to move in the wrong direction.

I was physically totally under her control.

We approached the door to the fitness suite. I expected us to go right in, but Annabelle stopped just outside the door, pushing my close to it.

Close enough that I could hear the sound of the men inside. I figured it sounded like three or four.

“Listen, and tell me what you hear,” She said, her mouth close to my ear, sending shivers of excitement all over my body and mind.

I knew what she wanted to hear, I just wasn’t sure I could go through with it.

Then, as I paused, she twisted my arm up again. She meant business.             

“Mistress,” I said. “I can hear the sound of alpha men, all of them lifting big weights, working out their masculine bodies to be even more impressive specimens…” 

“Good,” She said. “Now, continue, tell me your sissy fantasies you cock hungry slut.”

“Yes Madam,” I replied. “I am a wimpy, pathetic panty boi who craves the big, thick cock of real men. Please punish me, let them see what a weak, mindless little bimbo I am.”

“Yes, yes,” Annabelle said, laughing. “This is the real you. You are a sissy, and sissies are to be punished, degraded, humiliated, and used for pleasure by their mistresses. Do you agree?”

I knew that no matter what was to happen next, I did actually agree with what Annabelle was saying. Even if I was only just finding out now, since meeting this incredible woman, that on some level I had always been a sissy boi, and it was pointless denying it.

“Yes, I agree, Mistress,” I said. “Please let me show you how much of a sissy slut I can be.”

This was all that Annabelle needed to hear. She released my arm and took a step back. I put my hand on the door, turned the doorknob, and walked into the fitness suite.

As I walked in, each man put down their weights, stopped their particular exercise.

Annabelle walked in behind me, and totally instinctively I walked over to a workout bench and stood on top of it. I was presenting myself on display for the big, strong, alpha men. I knew this was what Annabelle wanted, and I also realised that this was what I wanted too.

Annabelle used voice command to turn the volume up on the suite sound system and I began to move my wimpy, feminine body in time to the music. I hiked my panties up to make them even more scandalously revealing. Quickly I found myself really getting into the beat, enjoying this experience as a dancing bimbo.

I could hear the men cheering, see the bulges in their tight lycra workout gear visibly grow as I got more confident in my moves. I got on all fours and began to bump and grind into the behc surface. I began to twerk, much to the amusement of Annabelle.

“Look men,” She declared, “The slut wants to show you all her cute little tushie! Look at those ass cheeks pop!”

The men all laughed.

“Go on boys,” Annabelle said, “Have some fun with her!”

They didn’t need asking twice.

Immediately I found myself being groped, spanked, my nipples being pulled and twisted, my ass cheeks being spread. Needless to say, my thong was soon pulled off and I was totally nude.

I was beginning to lose all sense of shame, acting like an animal in season. Now on my back, I began pushing and thrusting my crotch up and down, my tiny little sissy clitty rock hard but still absolutely pathetic.

One of the men, clearly the alpha of the alphas, spat on my cock and I let out a whimper of delight, shock, and – I had to admit – happiness.

“He likes that, Marcus!” Annabelle said. “But why don’t you show him what a real cock looks like?”

Marcus then took a step back and pulled his lycra shorts down. As they were lowered, I felt as if time was moving in slow motion. I was in heaven as his rock hard, incredibly thick, throbbing cock bounced out and faced me. It was intimidating, that was for sure. You just couldn’t compare it to my sissy dick, it was almost as if they were tow entirely different body parts.

I knew full well that I wasn’t really a man.

How could I be? Not just in comparison to Marcus, but to any of the men hear, who were all now stripping to reveal their large cocks. Big black ones, meaty white ones. All incredibly masculine and capable of giving a woman an orgasm probably without even going all the way in.

I was drooling – and it didn’t go unnoticed.

The men were now circled around me. I was totally at their mercy.

“Sissy, do you know why you’re drooling?” Annabelle asked. “Don’t bother answering, I’ll tell you. The drool is a natural reaction to the alpha dick, but it’s also your body’s way of telling you that you’ll need to lubricate something. Can you guess what?”

Annabelle and the men all laughed. They didn’t give me a chance to answer.

What happened next was kind of a blur. But in moments I found my mouth was filled by Marcus’s cock as the other men around me began to work their meat, some of them in my smooth sissy hands, some just slapping their erect cocks on my nipples and my face. Wherever there was a space, there seemed liked there was a hard, salty dick being worked on it.

Annabelle knelt down next to my face.

She looked happy, and this made me happy.

“You see, slut,” She said, “This is the kind of degradation and pleasure you can experience as a sissy. As my sissy. As each one of these men shoots their hot cum over your body, I want you to say thank you to me, tell me how much pleasure you’re in. Even if there’s a big dick in your mouth, I want you to keep talking. Show me how much you deserve this.”

I did as I was told, and as each man shot his hot, salty cum over my face, my stomach, my mouth, I told Annabelle that I was thankful to have met her, happy to be her panty wearing, cock craving sissy boy, and was focused on serving her loyally and to the best of my ability.

The men finished and left me on the bench, my body and face covered in their cum. I could hear them high-fiving and laughing as they went to shower. They sure had worked themselves out, there was no denying that.

I was left like a total brainless slut, exhausted and with the taste and smell of masculinity all over me.

“Now sissy,” Annabelle said, “I’m still going to punish you for screwing up earlier. You will be spanked long and hard, and I’m also going to have you dress up in an especially slutty maid outfit so you can be properly trained in how to clean by Johanna, the head cleaner. But now, well, let’s just say that I need cleaning – and you’re going to be using your tongue to do it.”

I knew that my work was far from done.

But I also knew that this simple holiday had turned into so much more, and that I had never felt happier, more complete.

Crawling behind Annabelle towards the sauna, watching her magnificent ass bounce and sway, I couldn’t wait to get my tongue to work and continue my perfect life as a sissy chalet boy.
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WE JOIN IN CHAPTER FIVE…

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…

-END OF PREVIEW-
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