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Chapter 1



The sound of the door being knocked downstairs, I checked myself in the mirror, my slutty, lacy, and totally revealing panties pulled up high.

Enjoying the freedom of choosing my own pair, I had selected an especially slutty thong that was so tiny and revealing it barely existed!

I felt a surge of excitement run through me, knowing full well where this would lead but feeling uncertain as always as to exactly what Lucinda would put me through this evening…

Lucinda had put me on a specific sissy gym regimen to give me an even more beta body that would also look super-appealing to alpha male studs.

I pranced down the stairs and opened the door, fully expecting to see Lucinda…

But it wasn’t her.

Far from it.

This really wasn’t in the plan…

The unexpected guest simply stared at me for a moment, her eyes assessing me, judging me, taking in my wimpy, feminized body and tiny thong too no doubt.

“Hello, sissy. My, you do look slutty,” She said. “Mistress Lucinda has sent me here to look after you. Apparently, you can’t be trusted to stick exactly to all of her rules while she is tending to other business. So, for the time being, you are mine.”

Wait… what?

I mumbled something, not even making any sense in my own mind as I spoke, totally in shock. Madame Tamara laughed, waited, then responded by kicking me.

Once.

Twice.

Then again for good luck.

I fell to the floor, too scared and intimidated by this Goddess to try anything.

Her breasts were large, bombastically aggressive in her tight Armani t-shirt. The kind of breasts that would tease a beta male, make them hard, taunting their lack of masculine energy and inability to have them in their hands.

I knew, as if I didn’t already, that I stood no chance.

Not only was her body perfect, but Tamara had glowing skin and a very natural but glamorous look to her that was definitely on par with Lucinda.

Both were Goddesses, and both of them knew all too well when they were being ogled at by an unworthy little sissy like me…

“Get up so I can inspect you,” She said, calmly. “You don’t get to leer and stare at me without having me check you out in return.”

As I stood in front of her, I presented my sissy ass with a little lean and arch in my back, just how I had been trained by Lucinda.

“Perfectly pathetic,” She said, laughing, seeming to be taking a lot of enjoyment from my deportment. “Look at you, such a sissy! Adorable, pathetic, useless, and a total slut too if that choice of thong is anything to go by. Now… what is inside that thong is next on my list. So, what are we waiting for?”

Tamara stepped towards me pulled the waistband out, and then down, my sissy dick popping out.

I was hard, erect, and totally on display.

This was incredibly humiliating.

I felt my dick twitching, bouncing up and down involuntarily, and I also became conscious that I might commit the cardinal sissy sin of cumming without the permission of a mistress.

“Don’t you dare!” Tamara said, reading my mind and my body language. “You’ll cum when, and if, I say so. I don’t care how turned on you are by showing me that stupid little maggot. You really should have told me you were hard. I’ll only say this once, sissy. You don’t get hard without telling me again, got it?”

“Yes, please accept my apologies, Madame,” I replied, my words falling out of my mouth, barely under my control.

“Yes, yes, whatever, slut” She replied. “But I will be punishing you right here and now for this infraction though. So get ready. And remember that you are my pet now, my sissy, my plaything. Maybe you need this punishment to reinforce that, so don’t expect me to go easy on you.”

I nodded, helpless to resist.

Not that I wanted to resist as such, but I was very much aware of the power balance between us – or rather the total lack of a balance.

I felt helpless, my ass exposed and my hard cock wedged up in on her lap as Madame Tamara put me over her strong, firm legs.

I could feel her strong body tensing and manipulating me with ease.

Tamara clearly did yoga and probably strength training too… which not only made her super strong but also explained her lean, slender body that was also incredibly solid in all the right places and curvy in all the others.

“Show your appreciation for each and every spank,” Tamara said. “And tell me how much of a little worm you are too, tell mehow much you deserve this. Come on, I want to see how much of a bitch you really are.”

I didn’t hold back.

I knew that any kind of resistance would lead to more punishment.

It was clear that Tamara was every inch as much of a mistress as Lucinda was, so it would have been foolish to expect that she would let anything slide.

If anything, I actually surprised myself by how much detail I went into, really degrading myself and letting go as she spanked me.

“I’m not a real man with a real dick, I’m a sissy with a clitty,” I bawled as her spanks continued, now with added vigor.

It was like my confessions were driving her on to dish out even more punishment.

“That’s good, that’s just what I like to hear. A sissy who admits they lust for a real man, a real man with an equally real dick,” Tamara said, mischief in her voice as she paused the spanking.

Suddenly I felt incredibly exposed, very vulnerable, and totally and utterly at her mercy and under her spell. Quickly, without warning, she parted my ass cheeks and spat on my exposed ass hole.

I let out a gasp of shock, feminine and submissive in its tone.

“Ooh yes, that’s what I like to hear,” She said. “Do you want to have a guess at what’s coming next for you my stupid little slut? Or do you already know?”

I again resorted to mumbling and stuttering, my mind racing so hard I was incapable of coherent speech.

“Well, if you’re not going to answer then I’ll have to tell you,” She stated with absolute certainty and poise. “Or better yet, I’ll simply proceed and you can feel for yourself.”

I felt a heavy probing sensation on my ass hole.

Then I felt a familiar surge of adrenalin, my sissy brain kicking in and the thrill of being used as a toy for the amusement of a superior woman taking over.

I let out another feminine moan.

“Like it, do you?” Tamara declared, purring. “I’m going to turn the vibrations up now as I ease the plug deeper into this little sissy booty of yours. I must say, you’ve got a great little ass, exactly the kind that the big dicked men I know would love to fool around with, use, jackhammer on until they shoot their seed into you.’

I groaned as she spoke, my mind racing at the possibilities of what I could experience under Tamara, the depth of sissydom she could push me towards.

I let go of any kind of final shred of dignity.

“Please Madame, fuck me tushy like it’s a real dick, work it in and out, show me what a slut I am, a dick hungry sissy slut,” I said. “Yeah, thank you, oh, thank you, I am a sissy who loves having her ass stretched, her sissy pussy drilled, thank you for honoring me like this.”

Did I just refer to myself as a her?

I did, and I knew from that point that Tamara had me precisely where she wanted to – as if she didn’t already, but this just confirmed it.

My body shuddered, grinding into her lap, hard.

I shut my eyes, wiped out.

Tamara owned me now, had total and complete control. She had given me a sissy orgasm with such skill and control, manipulating my weak sissy brain and body with ease.

She pulled my hair and laughed as she watched a line of drool drop from my mouth to the floor.

“Well, I am impressed,” She said, “You are everything that Lucinda said you were. And a little bit more too. My goal is that by the time she gets back, I’ll have you a good couple of levels up on your sissy journey. Now how does that sound?”

‘It sounds… perfect,’ I replied, my breathing hard and my head spinning.

Things were about to go up a notch, and there was nothing I could do but hope that Mistress Tamara would guide me through…


Chapter 2



Tamara told me straight, she wasn’t satisfied with my body, she wanted it more feminine.

As part of this, we began to look at the most feminine bikini models on Instagram. I would have to pick out the ones who had the most slender, slim and submissive looking bodies and Tamara would show me what I needed to do to get my body closer to that ideal.

Oh, and if I got hard as I looked, I would get a spanking.

I was beginning to learn that female bodies were for real men to look at, and if Tamara allowed me to get hard it would be because we were both looking at a suitably hot man with a jacked body and equally impressive cock…

It felt weird, but I knew it was the right thing to do.

Tamara could see my sissy potential, and part of that was learning to get hot and horny for big, strong men with big, strong cocks.

“Hey, sissy, we’re going on a trip,” Tamara said, vaguely but with enough mischief in her voice that I knew it would be a sissy learning experience for me. Her booty wobbled in her bright yellow yoga pants as she walked out of the room and into the entrance foyer.

Tamara picked up her beach bag… a clue perhaps to where we were headed.

My mind began to process the possibilities.

Was I putting two and two together and coming up with five?

Or were my suspicions correct?

“Here’s your outfit for the day, just how we’ve been discussing?” Tamara said, her voice firm but full of playfulness too.

She placed the bikini on the table and watched as I approached it.

I picked it up and held the bottoms in front of me.

They were tiny, like a thong. Not much more than a couple of pieces of string and a patch of material at the front.

I felt a mixture of complete devastation at the humiliation I knew I would be feeling when I wore it out.

I would be laughed at by men and women in equal measure, and the fact I would be wearing it next to Madame Tamara, who herself would be getting so many looks for her simply incredible body.

Was this sissy heaven or sissy hell?

As a result of my new fitness regimen I had indeed improved my sissy physique and my little ass stuck out, smooth and perky. My small waist and flat stomach only served to emphasize my ass too, and Tamara had prepped me for the kind of reaction I would get – for better, or for worse.

“Okay, enough admiring your cute little body, slut,” Tamara said impatiently. “We’ve got to hit the road. It’s time to make your beach body debut.”

Just like a perfect sissy beach slut I ran out to Madame Tamara in nothing but a pair of basic white gym slip sneakers and my tiny bikini.

I didn’t know what was ahead for me on the beach just yet, but if my outfit was anything to go by, it was going to be degrading, humiliating, and maybe even a little bit fun too…


Chapter 3



“Time to strut your sissy stuff,” Tamara said. “You might think this is a bit extreme, but I’m never going to take it easy on you. But I think, deep down, that is what you crave, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Madame Tamara,” I replied, sincerely.

“Perfect,” She said. “Stay one step behind me, just like the submissive slut you are.”

Tamara got out of the car and after removing her tracksuit revealed herself to be in a phenomenal, high cut black and white striped one-piece swimsuit.

Tamara looked incredible, totally drool-worthy.

The swimsuit perfectly accentuated her curves, her strength, her elegance.

As I knew would be the case, the men, and women too for that matter, immediately began to notice Tamara, her aura simply adding to the vision of her in the swimsuit.

As I watched Tamara stand, her posture perfect and continuing to draw looks of pure lust and admiration, I felt proud to be with her, even as her sissy slave.

This was exactly what had happened with Lucinda too.

My mind was a weak, sissy mind. But at least I was beginning to understand it and show the women in my life the respect and submission that they deserved.

I simply craved a woman to serve, to admire, to work to please their every fancy.

“Watch you don’t get a stiff little clitty, slut!” Tamara laughed as she grabbed me by the ear and marched me over to her chosen spot for us to set up for the morning.

A group of what appeared to be college football players were fooling around not too far from us. Their eyes were certainly drawn to Tamara, and by association to me too.

I felt myself blush.

My cheeks burned bright red and I felt my body tingle all over.

And not just because the jocks were looking at us.

I too was looking at them.

Their very muscular, ripped bodies. Their long, lean legs. Their obvious and bulging dick prints on their wet shorts…

“Cute, aren’t they?” Tamara asked. “Are they by any chance making your sissy heart beat faster?”

“Yes, Miss,” I said, knowing better than to even attempt to lie to her.

“Well, while you ogle the men with the big, thick dicks inside those wet short, try not to get too hard,” Tamara said, playful and clearly relaxed at the beach. “You wouldn’t want a wet patch on the front of your beautiful bikini bottoms even before you’ve gone swimming now, would you?”

Tamara just rocked her head back and laughed.

All I could do was hope that I could keep my sissy dick under control for long enough…


Chapter 4



Tamara sent me to fetch some refreshments and as I walked back to her, I indulged myself and let my hips wiggle a little.

There was something liberating about wearing the bikini, the sensation of it on my skin, the fact that I was parading around as a sissy in public with my thong riding deep and my slender body for the most part totally exposed.

“Sissy, you seem to be enjoying yourself a little too much,” Tamara said, pointing at the little bulge that had developed at the front of my bikini bottoms.

Without hesitating, she grabbed me put me over her lap, her strength and technique meaning I had no chance of resisting, not that I would have been foolish enough to try anything like that.

But worse was to come…

“Sissy punishment time!” Tamara shouted, loud and proud, the stern and yet also playful nature of her voice attracting interested looks from far and wide, all wanting to see what was going on.

I couldn’t bare to look as more and more people gathered around us, close, each one wanting to see what was going on between the beautiful woman and the beta wimp in a bikini.

I knew it was pointless saying or doing anything.

My role was to accept Tamara’s judgement, her punishment, and simply accept it - no matter how publicly humiliating or embarrassing it was.

“Can everyone see okay?” Tamara said. “So you may have seen this sissy wiggling and prancing around the beach? You probably had a good laugh at how pathetically feminine he looked in his tiny bikini? Well, I expect standards from him and for the bimbo to approach me with his pathetic, tiny little sissy clitty standing hard without my consent is just not how we do things. Would anyone care to suggest how many spanks I should begin with?”

“At least thirty!” A topless woman with perky breasts and super hard nipples said. “Then make him twerk that little ass.”

The crowd roared their approval.

My heart raced and I could tell that this was just the beginning.

Tamara was going to use the crowd to her advantage…

“Yeah, make the sissy show us how she presents her ass for the men,” A large, muscular man in tiny red speedos said, his dick positively bulging and bursting out the front, and also drawing admiring glances from the topless woman who had just spoken.

Hearing the man refer to me as a she was something else – an electric humiliation that I felt burn itself into my memory forever.

“Make him dig a hole in the sand and hump his dick until he cums!” A woman said, turning and laughing with her group of girlfriends as they zoomed their cameras in on me and Tamara.

“You’ll never guess what,” Tamara said. “It appears that my sissy seems to be digging these ideas.”

Tamara was right.

There was something about the way I was being objectified and spoke of so casually that was really hitting the sissy spot in my brain.

From the man with the big dig wanting me to twerk, to the topless woman, to the big group of women all laughing and pointing, I was feeling myself become even more fully realized in my sissy journey.

But I didn’t have long to ponder this, or anything else for that matter.

Tamara pulled me to my feet and held me by the back of my neck. My dick was pushing hard against my bikini but only until Tamara roughly yanked the bikini off me, its flimsiness really allowing her to get it off in the most dramatic fashion.

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 clitty was 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.

“Such a good pet,” Tamara said. “So here’s my dilemma. I’m worried that if I put him over my knee he will make a sissy mess everywhere, so I think what I’ll do is let you all have a bit of fun with him first, see what you can get him doing for you. So, with my official mistress approval, here he is.”

I was in a state of shock.

Being Tamara’s beach bitch was one thing, but to be given to the entire audience at the beach to be used and played with as they pleased was a whole other level…

Tamara pushed me away from her, and I only just managed to stay on my feet.

Then, without and hesitation, the big black guy in the speedos grabbed me, bent me over, and began to spank my booty.

“Say thank you, sissy!” Tamara declared. “You tell this big bull how lucky and grateful you are to be receiving his big, strong hands on your wimpy little body.”

“Thank you, Sir,” I said in between crying out in pain and humiliation at the hard spanks that were making my little sissy ass shake and redden. ‘AWWWWW!’

The man laughed and then picked me up and flipped my upside down, making my face directly in front of his crotch.

He began to flip me back and forth, so my face was banging against his dick, which by now was swollen and throbbing inside his trunks.

The people in the gathered audience loved this, and a couple of women moved in and took great pleasure in pushing my face harder, holding it in and mashed up against the big snake that was desperate to be let out.

“Get your tongue out for me!” The man said, laughing.

I took him at his word though and did as he said.

It was an instinctive act and it felt right as my tongue banged back and forth on his schlong. I knew that I wanted my wet tongue against the flesh of his dick though, my sissy brain was taking over, really coming to the forefront.

“A natural born dick sucker!” Tamara said, laughing but with a look in her eye that betrayed her own arousal at what was happening, what she was witnessing in front of her.

The man then threw me to the floor, and this was like a signal for everyone to pretty much pile in on me, each one of them spanking me, pushing and pulling on my body, spitting on me, squeezing and slapping my dick.

I was being used and abused in public by superior men and women, all of them enjoying the act of degrading a sissy.

“Tamara,” a beautiful woman said while pushing my face into her crotch, “I think this little slut is about to cum. Look how excited her little clit is!”

“Sissy! You’d better not squirt before I say you can,” Tamara said, “But, I’m feeling generous. So generous that I’m going to let you do it right into your mouth and over your face, like a proper slut.”

Tamara, with the assistance of a man and woman, turned me upside down so that my throbbing dick was staring right back at my face.

I remembered my training and opened my mouth wide, sticking my tongue out as far as I could. This was the way all sissies should present themselves for cum, either theirs or an alpha’s load.

“You see, everyone, this is how much beta wimps love cum,” Tamara said, to laughter from the crowd.

A woman stepped forward, she was topless and as she bent down to grab my dick, her nipples brushed my face and I reached out to lick them, my discipline gone and my brain only focused now on pleasure.

Tamara would have punished me had I done it to her, but the woman wasn’t a mistress and seemed to find it amusing how horny all this was making me.

“Damn, you’re a slutty sissy,” the woman said, and she pushed her nipples into my mouth.

Tamara laughed and crouched down to watch as I sucked on the woman’s nipples, licking and slurping on them.

“I’d never normally let such a small-dicked loser anywhere near my nipples,” The woman said, mocking the tiny size of my dick. “I like to handle big dicks, big thick veiny dicks that make me scream as they fill me up. You’re just a little clitty sissy, aren’t you?”

The verbal humiliation was too much and I came, shooting my load right at my face, into my eyes, over my nose, and into my mouth.

The crowd roared in delight, one woman feeling compelled to crouch down and spit onto my face, mixing her saliva with my cum, totally covering my face like I’d been spunked over by five men.

Tamara then instructed the crowd to disperse, leaving me with her.

She lifted me up to my feet and smiled, running her fingers over my face and feeding my some of the cum and spit.

“Such a good little slut,” Tamara said, purring. “I’ll have plenty more fun with you yet, don’t you worry.”

I could see that Tamara was already plotting her next move for me.

But all I could do was try to stop my head from spinning.

I had just experienced the deepest, wildest humiliation of my life – and what would follow would have to go a long way to beat it.

But somehow, I knew that Tamara was going to do everything in her power to push me even further…


Chapter 5



Madame Tamara had taken me to her place that night and given me a through spanking followed by what seemed like hours of practice using my tongue on her various body parts…

Her ass hole.

Her feet.

Her armpits.

Tamara had said that she would make me practice until she was satisfied I was able to use my tongue to absolute perfection.

No matter how long it took.

So over the course of the following few days I got to know her sweet, tight, smooth ass hole very well, not to mention her deliciously sweaty arm pits or perfectly suckable toes.

I was in heaven, but if Tamara felt like I was indulging my own pleasure too much, she would chastise me and find a way of punishing me.

Then, early one morning over breakfast, Tamara informed me that she had an appointment but would meet me at the artificial city beach which was over on the other side of town.

The kicker being that I would have to make my own way there…

By train…

And wearing the absolutely scandalously tiny bikini she had picked out for me…

I knew this was going to be another experience designed to test me, see just how far I was going to go.

Having received an email from Madame Lucinda the previous day saying that she was pleased with how I was doing under Tamara, I felt a strong sense that I did not want to let my progress slip.

No matter what.


Chapter 6



As I stepped off the train I looked up and saw Tamara waiting for me, smiling at the sight of me, and no doubt seeing how much other people were looking at me too, especially a couple of big builders in their work uniforms.

“You are late, sissy. I am not impressed.” Tamara said, emphasizing each word, making it loud and clear to anyone in earshot.

I felt my face flush red and I noticed the two builders smirking.

This was so degrading, the idea of two masculine workmen laughing at a sissy like me as my female superior publicly admonished me.

“My apologies, Miss,” I said, being clear but also as quiet as I could, a desperate attempt to avoid bringing further attention to us.

Tamara shook her head in disgust.

It always thrilled to see her look down on me like that, but I was fearful too that it might lead to some on the spot punishment.

This time though, I was lucky.

We walked to Tamara’s car, the artificial beach was a few blocks away and I couldn’t wait to have a temporary break from public humiliation.

I looked at Tamara and she looked absolutely incredible.

Tamara was wearing a pair of tight black cycling 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.

Predicatbly, my admiring glances were an easy target for Tamara to jump on. She knew full well what a Goddess she was, and how much I desired her, albeit a sissy desire that was, in her eyes, totally pathetic and the total opposite of real, masculine lust.

“Get your dumb beta piggy tongue back in your mouth before I bend you over the hood and give you a hard, long spanking,” Tamara said playfully but also meaning it too.

“Sorry, Madame,” I said, disappointed in myself for making such a basic mistake.

“No, not good enough,” Tamara said, suddenly very angry.

With that, and without a moment for me to even attempt to resist, she grabbed be and bent me over the hood of the car.

It felt totally submissive, and I knew exactly what it would have looked like…

A sissy about to be punished – and punished hard.

She wasted no time in pulling my shorts down to reveal my thong swimsuit. My ass was on display and perfectly positioned for her to give me a full-on ass whooping.

Spank after spank after spank came down on my exposed ass.

I remembered to thank her after each one and ask for more, hoping and praying that it would help get the spanking done as fast as possible.

But there was an extra element in play.

I became conscious that people were watching and looking over my shoulder saw that a small crowd of men and women had gathered to witness the punishment.

Twisting my head back for a moment I caught a glimpse and actually picked out the two workmen from earlier, both of whom seemed to find this incredibly stimulating.

“Has he had enough?” Tamara asked them.

“No! Make the clitty boy suffer!’ one of the men bellowed.

“Bitch boy needs to learn his lesson!’ the other roared.

The two men laughed and took photos on their phones.

The other members of the crowed chipped in with their responses, but by now I was facing away from them again, desperately hoping that this would all end.

“Sissy is all embarrassed guys!” Tamara 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. So, meet you all in a bit?”

Wait, what?

Suddenly it became a lot clearer.

Tamara knew these people, and I would be seeing a lot more of them very soon indeed…


Chapter 7



What followed was just so degrading.

I had spent the entire afternoon at the city beach serving Tamara’s friends. Being made to parade and present myself totally at their service and do whatever they said.

Tamara really knew how to get into my head and manipulate me.

Of course, it didn’t take much as I found the longer I was in her company the easier I was able to follow her every order.

It was just the natural process for any sissy, I could see that now.

And to be honest, I felt so much more comfortable not having to think for myself or worry about making decisions.

If Tamara told me to spread my ass cheeks and sit on an ice-cold popsicle, then that was what I did.

And you can image just how much her friends enjoyed the sight of me doing that, more than once, on the beach that day.

Tamara even indulged me and let me watch as a big black guy, apparently one of the main actors in the Blacked porn movies, fucked her in a private cabin. I was tied up to a chair, unable to touch my sissy clitty as it twitched and throbbed to the sight of Tamara cumming from the strength and size of his dick.

Of course, the fact that my dick made a mess just as she came was something that Tamara loved. She said that it was a sign that my brain was delving deeper into its new, natural sissy reality.

Certainly, even now the image of her ass shaking as he pumped on her, using all of his masculine prowess, makes me happy to imagine her pleasure and also gives me the classic sissy desire of wishing it was my body that was being used by such a monstrously large dick and powerful man.

My journey as a sissy was now in full swing, and I was becoming more and more open to just about any experience.

Which was good because I was about to have another…


Chapter 8



So, what happened next was kind of crazy.

Lucinda returned from her trip and it seemed like she was determined to see exactly how well my training with Tamara had gone.

Together, the pair of them were like nothing I could have dreamed of – it was like one would push the other to take my humiliation deeper and deeper.

It was like they were competitive, and I was the one who paid the price.

Both Tamara and Lucinda truly put me through my paces.

I mean, seriously.

It’s the kind of thing that really requires its own individual story so I’ll definitely be doing that in the future. But back to what happened next…

I was temporarily without a mistress as both went out of town together, apparently working on some kind of business deal together after realizing that they both could work together on a new project. They didn’t explain the details to me, but why would they?

I was just their silly little sissy.

I was confused at first as to why there wasn’t a new mistress sent for me, but their instructions were clear. I had to continue acting as a sissy, observing their rules, a real test of my commitment and discipline. Upon their return, they would assess my progress and act accordingly.

I knew they weren’t kidding, so was really doing my best.

So there I was, out having a coffee in a new place that had opened up.

My podcast having finished, I did a bit of people watching. All the usual folk where there, and after observing a barista spill his entire tray of iced frappes, I looked up and saw a woman walk past me and towards the bathroom.

She shot me a friendly, but also kind of suspicious, look.

All I could do was kind of awkwardly acknowledge her as she continued to the bathroom.

What was her deal?

I mean, was she really suspicious because I was in a coffee shop on my own? I mean, probably about half of the people here were flying solo. Then it hit me…

I quickly looked down at my waist.

My t-shirt was riding up just a touch, exposing a tiny bit of flesh.

My jeans were placed normally around my waist, but there was a hint…

Just a hint, but…

My panties were visible, even if just marginally.

I decided to put it out of my mind. I mean, realistically, there was no way she could have seen the thin waistband of my white, high-cut panties.

She was a little older than me, probably somewhere in her late thirties or even early forties. She had that vibe about her though. Instinctively, my mind wandered.

My sissy brain kicked in.

Her tall, strong body.

Her long, dark, perfectly smooth and shiny hair.

Her expensive, well-fitted clothes and superior posture.

The hints of curves underneath her suit were mouth-watering, and I knew this was someone who could have her pick of the men, and probably wrap all of them around her fingers too.

My mind was really racing at who she was, what her story was, what she did for a living. Whether she had ever dominated a little wimp like me…

“You,” The voice stated, calmly but firmly.

I looked up.

It was her.

And not only that, but she was now taking a seat opposite me.

I felt my face flush crimson red, immediately and with a burning, relentless intensity that would have been obvious to anyone just passing, let alone the intimidatingly confident woman who had just sat down opposite.

“When I address you, you should answer,” She said, the tone of her voice firm, demanding, and supremely controlled.

“Sure, I mean, um, what?” I said, fumbling around, nervous and realizing that my heart was beating hard and fast.

With Lucinda and Tamara having been away for a few days, I was out of the routine of addressing women properly and I was struggling to know how to handle this woman’s sudden arrival in my life.

I couldn’t help but stare at her chest as it heaved up and down inside her blouse. It was clear that she had curves, the kind of highly feminine, ultra-sexy curves that would have a beta like me wanking and jerking over online at any given moment.

“So not only are you not going to answer me, but you’re actually going to have the barefaced disrespect to sit there, dribbling and drooling over me?” She admonished me, her voice raising a little, clearly not fussed about anyone who may have been paying attention to us.

I just didn’t know quite how to respond to her.

“I’m sorry, Miss,” I said, head down, my hands covering my lap, desperate to hide the fact that I was getting aroused, rapidly, my dick hardening inside my panties, right before her very eyes.

I didn’t know how she would respond, but it was like I was back in front of Madame Lucinda or Tamara, I just let my sissy side take over and hoped that by being as respectful and submissive as possible, I would avoid a public display of her anger. I really wasn’t thinking straight at all to be honest.

“Better, but look at me in the eyes when you speak to me, understand?” She said, adjusting her legs, crossing them, watching me as I watched her.

“Yes, Miss,” I said. “I don’t know what I was thinking, please accept my apologies.”

“Yes, I see,” She replied, a wicked smile on her face. “This treatment seems to agree with you. So submissive. It makes me think there’s more going on with you. Now, how about we get to know each other better. No secrets. Can you handle it?”

I was struggling to accept what seemed to be happening here.

She couldn’t possibly know about my life with Tamara and Lucinda, but somehow it was like she just sensed it…

“Yes, Miss,” I said, simply going along with her, too scared to anger her.

“Perfect. And to start, you can move those girly hands, keep them either side of your lap, and don’t move them from there,” She said. ‘I thought as much. It looks like you’ve got something small but rather hard underneath your pants. I wonder what it could be?”

She laughed, genuinely finding this amusing.

I felt absolutely degraded, totally humiliated by this powerful, dominant woman who was no rapidly escalating the situation, capitalizing on my weakness and susceptibility to this kind of treatment.

I wanted to cover myself, protect what was left of my dignity.

I felt like this situation was getting desperate, my control over her was non-existent and I was in danger of being exposed right there in my seat.

“I can see that this is embarrassing for you,” she said, almost purring with delight. “But that’s good, that’s normal. I think you have been in this situation before. So, tell me, what are you wearing under those jeans? Don’t get me wrong, I know perfectly well what you have on. But I want to hear it from your cute little mouth.”

“Miss, I’m wearing a pair of panties,” I said, my voice trembling. ‘I’m wearing a pair of panties that I have been instructed to wear as part of my sissy training. Please, please don’t-”

“Shut up, don’t tell me what to do, don’t even try,”’ She said. “Today is you lucky day. Now get up and follow me. And keep your sissy beta eyes off my perfect booty too, you’ll be seeing plenty of it later and I don’t want you making any sissy messes in your panties unless I it is at my request. Now follow your Madame Halle, one step behind, right in my shadow, just like a good little sissy.”

I did as I was told – like I had any choice in the matter.

Halle had made an impression on me, but there were so many unanswered questions…


Chapter 9



Halle left the coffee shop with me following her instruction, walking a step behind her, focused on keeping the correct distance, desperately trying not do anything that would annoy her, my mind racing with possibilities as to what was going on here.

Then, quite abruptly, she stopped outside a quite inconspicuous store front.

It looked like a normal store, maybe quite an old school one, but I was none the wiser, and didn’t really have much time to think.

The walk had clarified in my mind that Halle was not a woman to mess with, she just had that aura about her that I was drawn to and knew would take me over given half the chance.

“You, sissy, open the door for your mistress,” Halle said, looking me up and down, waiting to judge my reaction.

I did as I was told and followed her as she stepped into what soon became apparent was a pretty high end woman’s clothing store.

There were a couple of customers milling around, shopping and browsing the rails of upmarket women’s clothes. They didn’t pay us any attention at all as we walked over towards a shop assistant, or maybe the store owner, seeing as it was clearly an independent business.

The purpose of our visit soon began to get perfectly clear, and a whole lot more humiliating.

Halle nodded at the woman, immaculately made up and smartly attired, and I suspected they knew each other pretty well.

“Halle, good to see you,” She said, her eyes flicking over to me and back to Halle gain. “Yes, he does indeed look like you described. I can see us having some fun, that’s for sure.”

“Indeed. I think we’ve hooked a real one,” Halle said. “In fact, I’d say he’s such a sissy he was almost trying to get caught. But let’s see, shall we? Let’s see just how much of a panty-boy loser he really is.”

The two women laughed, and my face went bright red.

I didn’t dare to look and see if this had drawn the attention of the other shoppers, I simply couldn’t bring myself to check.

“Oh look, your little plaything is suddenly all shy!” The lady behind the desk laughed. “Does she need privacy?”

“Privacy?” Halle said. “Absolutely not. Come on, we’ll strip her right here and now and see just how beta she really is.”

I felt myself go a little weak.

I felt my legs trembling, my entire body feeling the effect of some kind of super intense adrenalin rush that this humiliation was bringing about right now.

I was in a store, an open store, and about to be stripped and who knows what…

Tina, the shop assistant, at least walked over to the other shoppers, spoke briefly to them, then headed to the front door and locked it – although noticeably kept the blinds open so that the front window display still would let people outside see what was happening in the store should they stop to look.

Well, on the one hand I suppose it was good that no more people could come in, but on the other I really didn’t want to find myself dressed in suspenders and panties and a bra and hauled up onto the window display.

“Right, time to turn her into a real slut, the kind of sissy bitch who craves dicks and asses to lick and suck on,” Halle said, running her finger down my front, delighting in my discomfort. “Now, let’s see how easy this is.”

Then, without giving me a chance to even remove my own clothes, both Halle and Tina began pulling and tearing at my clothes.

Their strength took me by surprise as I soon found myself topless, my less than average beta male body being put on display to them, and the two other shoppers who had now come in close to get a good look, their thirsty eyes taking in every moment of this exhibition of stripping a sissy wimp.

‘She looks like she’s had some sissy training regimen,’ Tina said. ‘You can see it in her slim body. But what about the booty?’

“Off!” Miss Halle laughed, ripping my jeans down and leaving me standing there, totally off balance with my jeans round my ankles in nothing but my feminine, revealing panties.

I could hear the two shoppers laughing and when I looked up I could see that both of them were holding their cameras up in my direction, red dots flashing on them to indicate they were recording every second of this most humiliating of experiences.

“Slut,’ Halle said. ‘Are you going to be a good little panty bitch and take those far too sensible panties off? We’re going to turn you into the cock hungry bimbo that I know you are, so either take them off right this second or I’ll beat your ass to a pulp right here and now and have you sucking trucker dick in the alleyway behind the store in nothing but torn panties and the cheapest, highest heels going. Or… is that what you actually want?”

I knew I didn’t have a single second more to hesitate.

My panties would have to come off.

And my humiliation would indeed continue…


Chapter 10



“On your knees, you pathetic excuse for a man!” Tina said, her hands pulling on my nipples, pushing me down towards the ground.

I let out a cry of pain, but Halle leaned in and slapped my face back and forth.

This was getting very serious, and I was totally out of my comfort zone now with these two women, both of whom clearly had done this many times before and by the looks of things, were just getting started on their plans for me.

Although the situation was about to get even more intense any second now, the sight of Miss Halle towering above me, her long legs leading up to her annoyed, angry face, was simply astonishing in its magnetism, beauty, and perfect reflection of female superiority.

“Ladies, you may want to come close for this, I suspect you may need to make full use of the zoom features on your cameras too,” She said, crouching next to me, running her fingers over my face, down my chest and towards my panties.

Despite the humiliation and the pain, of having my nipples pulled and clothes roughly torn off, I was now fully erect, my little maggot dick desperate to get out of the tight confines of the panties.

Halle teased me, pulling and snapping back the thin waistband.

My squeals of nervous agony prompting laughter and some kicks to my side from Tina, who had let go of my nipples and was now taking some photographs herself, loving every second of what was happening in her store.

“My favorite customers will love these,” She teased me. “And so will their big dicked husbands too! They’ll probably use them as foreplay before fucking, the kind of full on sex that a pathetic little loser like you can only dream of.”

Halle laughed, as did the two other women.

I felt helpless, totally at their mercy, but also somehow also relaxing into the situation, letting myself go with the flow, no matter what direction it took.

Then, in a smooth, fast movement she tore my panties right off, my clitty jumping out and throbbing up and down against my stomach.

The women all burst into laughter, each one of them loving my humiliation as my useless dick was exposed for them to see.

“You see, he loves us laughing at him, he craves humiliation and confirmation of his status as a beta,” Miss Halle said, flicking at my hard dick, “Let’s show him what we do to losers like him.”

Halle promptly put me over her lap and with my naked ass now on full show, she wasted no time in spanking me hard, showing the kind of skilled, powerful spank that yet again made my admiration for her rise, and conformed her status as a superior woman.

Mercilessly mocking me and enjoying the sight of my struggling, as I hollered in pain and pleaded with her that I had learned my lesson, Halle continued, showing no signs of any kind of mercy.

In truth, I knew full well that my pleas would fall on deaf ears. I also knew, deep down, that punishment was what a sissy boy in waiting like me deserved and should expect.

“Yes, that’s it, show your appreciation,” She said. “You thank your mistress for the hard work she is putting in punishing you and showing you exactly what you deserve. Now, tell me, are you enjoying this?”

Miss pulled me off her lap by my hair and pointed an accusatory finger down at my dick.

“Pathetic, and totally expected.” She said, slapping me across my face, pushing me over to Tina who grabbed by ass and slapped it several times, spinning me around and spitting on my erect clitty, making me gasp in a truly feminine way.

Halle then pushed me towards the two women, each one took it in turns to hold me, running their hands over my ass, my balls, my nipples, and then my dick.

I choked as Tina then picked a pair of panties from the clothing rack and stuffed them in my mouth.

“You like that?” She said, putting another pair on my head, the crotch area covering my vision. “You just love being covered in the most feminine, slutty panties, don’t you? It excites you, it is when you feel most comfortable, more feminine, most like the cum hungry, big dick worshipping little sissy you are, isn’t it?”

I desperately tried to stop it, but I felt my cock twitch once too many, cum shooting straight out of it. The two women whooped in delight and took it upon themselves to drive me to the floor, pushing my face in my hot, stringy cum.

“Excellent, ladies!” Halle said. “You two are naturals. We’ll speak more about that later.”

Halle stooped down and watched as I was forced to lick up every last drop of my own semen, totally defeated, exposed, the subject of complete ridicule and ownership by these dominant, magnificent women.

I knew that this was where I belonged.

Tina walked over with a pair of frilly, high cut, pink panties and handed them to Halle.

“Now, these,” Halle said, pulling me up and displaying the panties right in front of my cum covered face. “These are your first official panties under my command. You will wear them with pride, you will show them to me whenever or wherever I request. You must never cum in them, ever. You will wear them high, so that other dominant woman can spot you and do with you what they wish.”

I nodded in agreement, totally accepting of the situation.

“By putting them on, here and now, you agree that you are my panty boy, and you are mine to do with as I please?” She said.

“Yes, Miss, it would be an honor,” I replied.

“Good, now lift your legs, one at a time, let’s see what sissy looks like in his first panties,” She said, firmly but with a hint of maternal discipline.

I stepped into the panties and it just felt right.

Then, Tina picked up her phone…

“Yes, of course Tamara, yes you and Lucinda come here now, the little sissy has been putting on quite a show for us,” Tina said, looking at me and then at Halle.

They were all in on it, and probably had been from the start.

I was now realizing that this was my destiny. To be part of a network of mistresses, my only purpose to serve them, to be an object for their amusement, to do their every bidding.

All in panties…

And always ready for a new pair and a new Mistress to serve too…
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