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One

I had known Liam since primary school, and I hadn’t liked him then, and I certainly didn’t like him now in college. There really wasn’t a reason for my hatred of him, but you know how when you meet someone you just don’t like and you simply know? Well that was Liam. Skinny with effeminate features, round glasses, and constantly sucking up to teachers.

Okay, I was not the best kid at school. I was always the top girl, always the cream of the crop, the it girl, and why not? In primary school, I was top of my class, I was cute, I was the girl people looked at and went, “Oh! She’s going to grow up to be a model or an actress!” Then in secondary school, I grew taller, faster than everyone else, and that meant every boy fancied me, Liam included.

But Liam fancied me from the moment he met me. He was like a lost puppy following his new owner, it pissed me off but as a younger kid, I just ignored him at first, then I began to call him names. At first, childish stuff, fart-breath, that sort of thing; but then as we got older, the insults became nastier, no dick, shit-for-brains, pathetic bitch, that sort of thing, and when that didn’t make him leave my vicinity, I beat him up.

He eventually got the message for a while, moved his seat to the back of the class, and I rarely saw him. As we moved into the sixth-form, he seemed to be taking a different path and I was glad to be done with him, or so I thought.

There was something weird about the fact that I couldn’t make fun of him, couldn’t bully him anymore, I just couldn’t quite place it. By the time I moved to the upper-sixth, he moved away, to a different school, and strangely, life felt empty without him. Don’t get me wrong, I hated Liam with a passion, but it just also felt different without him.

My bullying days were over, and in the back of my mind, I cursed myself for being so horrible. I tried to think back as to why I believed Liam deserved it and drew a blank. He was never mean or nasty, never touched me, he just told me I was beautiful, just said I was amazing, just genuinely felt attracted to me, and I simply threw it back in his face because I didn’t feel the same way.

I was a bitch, I realised, something I had zero right to be.

And yet, when I started university some four-hundred miles from home, who happened to be in my lectures, but Liam. At first, I tried to find it in me to apologise to him, to show him I had matured, but instead, every time I saw him, I just wanted to punch his stupid fucking face. I wanted to call him names. I wanted to humiliate him. There was nothing I liked about him, he simply triggered the worst in me.

Liam didn’t say hello. If I sat on the left, he sat on the right. If I went up, he went down. He did everything in his power to avoid me like the plague. Good, I thought, but it was anything but good. Now I felt slighted. I felt like he should have presented himself to me. I felt like it was his duty to apologise to me for being such a cunt, even though he’d done nothing wrong.

My roommate in college was a goth-girl named Maria. She was studying psychology, mainly because she wanted to understand why she was so fucked in the head. When I told her about Liam, she simply shrugged it off as nothing unusual.

“Not everyone gets on with everyone,” she explained. “I think what you need to come to terms with is why he irritates you so much. That’s a you problem to solve.”

For a number of weeks, I tried to ignore Liam, to get on with my life. I was a hot college chick, I was getting laid left, right and centre. I was living my best life, drink, drugs and sex, and yet everything felt overshadowed by the fact that, that fucking arsehole was in my vicinity. And worst of all, I felt like a complete cunt for hating him so much, when I’d never even talked to him, learned anything about him.

It reached a point where I simply saw him across campus one day, and stomped over to him. Anger boiled in me, but it was just sheer insanity. I had no right, no right to be angry.

A panicked expression ballooned on his face. He had soft cheeks, his fucking facial hair hadn’t even come in properly, he was that much of a loser. In that moment though, he looked like a deer in headlights, eyes panicked, darting to find an escape route, until as I stepped up to him, he had his eyes scrunched closed, body tensed, ready for impact.

“I want you to take me to dinner.” I snapped, unable to control my voice.

He blinked and his eyes opened, focused behind his round wire-framed glasses. “Wha…What?”

“Wha…wha…what?” I mimicked childishly, then I shut my eyes and shook my head. “Fuck! Sorry! I don’t know why I did that! Look, you irritate me so badly that I have never felt such hatred towards someone, so much so that I can’t fucking stop thinking about how much I hate you. You take up an inordinate amount of time in my life, and I want to know why. I think I’m fucking insane, so the best way to solve this is for us to go to dinner and talk. I want to learn more about you, and maybe I’ll stop hating you so much.”

The fucking twat stood there like a gormless worm, but I really knew it was shook at my statement. Eventually, he spoke, “Fine, tonight if you’re available. I know a Italian place if that’s okay with you?”

“Italian is fine, as is tonight. Text me the restaurant and I’ll meet you there at six.” I looked at his baggy black jeans and checked black shirt and sighed. “Wear something nicer than this!”

“Of course.”

I turned and left, leaving him stood there rather dazed and confused, probably more so than when I’d punched the living shit out of him back in school. He wasn’t the only one. I didn’t feel bad that I was going out with him that night; I actually looked forward to it. For someone who I hate so much, I found it strange that my first thought was that I should look good for him.

And yet, I remembered the times I called him names, humiliated him, hit him, and I felt something new flood me. As I arrived home and in my room, I found my hand drifting to my pussy, rubbing it as I thought about hitting Liam again and again, calling him names. Why? Why was that turning me on?

That evening, I dressed in tight black leatherette mini-skirt, black sheer tights, and a lacy black bralette/crop-top. I looked stunning, I had to say, but I hadn’t put so much effort into dressing up for other men, why for Liam? What the fuck was wrong with me?

From the outside looking in, it would be easy to say that I was in love with him, but the thought of kissing him made vomit into my mouth a little. There was zero love there, none!

Even when I turned up at the restaurant and saw him there, scrubbed up in a white shirt and grey trousers, hair combed neatly, freshly showered, I didn’t feel anything other than how much I wanted to slap his annoying, stupid face, in front of everyone, and I wanted him to fucking thank me for it.

It was in that moment that I realised that perhaps I was one of those people I’d seen on television; an abuser, a person who partners ran away from. Fear ran down my spine as I realised I could quite possibly end up single, alone, destined to be an outcast in this world.

I decided to make it my mission to be nice to Liam, to understand who he is, and maybe find a reason to like him.

When I arrived at his table, I could see bead of sweat on his forehead, even though the temperature was pleasant, but along with it was a look of utter infatuation with me, a pained expression of adoration mixed with concern that his love for me was going to get him hurt, like before. I could read him, plain as day, and whilst I felt a warmth knowing he loved me so much, I also just wanted to push him to the fucking floor and beat him!

Calm down, Nikki!

“You look amazing,” he told me.

“Tha-thank you.” I replied, almost biting my tongue not to say fuck you. “You scrub up nicely too.” I managed to add.

The waitress came over and offered to take drinks orders. We managed to agree on a bottle of wine to share, and then ordered some pasta. Then finally alone, I asked him about his life, outside of school.

“Not much to say really. Raised by a single mom, dad died when I was four. He fought in Afghanistan.” He shrugged. “I wish I was as tough as he was, but I’m not. I’m more of a thinker than anything else. Erm, I think the toughest thing I do is rock climbing, but other than that, I’m not a team sports guy, as you know from school.”

“I like rock climbing,” I said, surprised that he liked it too.

“Maybe we can go together some day?” He suggested.

Yeah, so I can throw you off and watch you fall. Fuck! Where did that come from? “Maybe.” I smiled weakly, sipping on the wine and cursing myself.

Still, I felt sorry for him too. I hadn’t realised his dad had died, nor did I realise he practically raised his baby sister. It seemed that his mom went through a bout of depression when Liam got a little older.

He then asked me about my life, so I told him that I lived a pretty normal life, really. Only child, partied a lot, got in trouble with my parents a lot, but nothing to write home about. I was lucky because whilst I was the wild child that my looks accompanied, I had a very high IQ, so seemed to deal with things quite easily.

Eventually though, the conversation simmered a little and he asked the question I had been expecting. “Why are we here?” He asked. “You clearly don’t like me, and no matter what my feelings are for you, you’ll never reciprocate them. So, why are we doing this? I saw you and I thought if I keep a wide berth, you’ll be fine with it, but you’re not.”

“No, I’m not.” I sighed, unable to look him in the eyes. “I don’t like you Liam, in fact, I have an unnatural hatred for you, but nothing about you, your personality, or who you are, warrants the way I feel for you. I don’t get it, but whenever I see you, I just want to hit you. I feel a burning anger inside me, your voice irritates me, even though it’s a perfectly normal voice, your eyes, your face, everything. But it’s not just that, I want the world to feel about you the why I feel. It’s completely irrational and I hate myself for feeling it.”

His eyes dropped, riddled with sadness. I think he had hoped that I was about to say my previous outbursts were cover for attraction or love, but after hearing what I said, he pushed those ideas away.

“Should I move?” He asked, completely serious. “I can transfer, if that helps you?”

Would moving further away from each other help? I thought back to the time we were apart and remembered how empty that felt. “No, I think I need a doctor.” I told him. “I think I need to see a psychiatrist. Not a psychologist, I genuinely think I’m unwell. When you moved with your mom and sister, I felt like a huge part of me was missing. So no, you moving away won’t fix me, medical strength pharmaceuticals might.”

Liam blinked a couple of times, then stared at me. “I don’t think I understand, but I also don’t understand what I’m about to say next, so here goes. Can I see you again? Like this dinner or climbing together?”

I just told him I was probably insane. I had just said I wanted to hurt him, that I hated him with a passion which nobody should hate anyone, and he wanted to see me again? “Yes, I’d like that, but I don’t think it’s a good idea.”

“Why?”

“Because all I can think about is beating you senseless right now. I look at you and I want to slap you, publicly. I want to kick you in the balls so hard that you can never reproduce. It burns inside me, I can’t stop picturing it.”

He nodded as if he understood, but clearly he didn’t. “But you haven’t. You’re able to control yourself, and we’ve had a pleasant evening.”

“It’s been very hard.” I told him, trying to highlight that I’d stopped myself from swinging my hand across the table to slap him.

“I’m still alive,” he laughed. “I’ll take it.”

He was right, he was alive, and no, I didn’t want to kill him, I just wanted to hurt him, but for now, it was actually a very pleasant night.

So, he walked me back to my block, then without coming to close to me, he wished me good night and left for his own block. I stood there, watching him leave, and to my absolute annoyance and confusion, I found myself angry with him for not trying to kiss me good night. In fact, I found myself angry that he wasn’t trying to get into bed with me so that I could laugh at what was sure to be a pathetic little cock which would never satisfy me. I wanted to look at him, naked, then deny him so that I could see him cry. I wanted him sobbing on his knees in front of me, the stupid fucking cunt!

I practically ran to my room, scrambling to undress. I peeled off my soaked thong to masturbate, picturing him standing there naked whilst I emasculated him. I wanted him to cry, beg me to please stop, and in return, I’d step on his balls until they burst. Maybe I’d break his nose. Yes! Yes! I want to see blood fly from his face as I punch…oh my fucking god!

My back arched and I had the biggest orgasm of my life, flopping down on the bed and panting manically. I then turned to my right and saw Maria lying there, eyes wide open, shocked at what I had just done in front of her.


Two

The next morning was a little tense as Maria and I ate breakfast together. Neither said a word but it was clear that things needed to be said. But for now, we just chewed our food and tried to formulate our thoughts in the best way possible.

“So I take it last night went well?” Maria asked suddenly.

I chewed slower, eyes locked on hers with an embarrassed frown. “Um-hmm…”

“Solve your differences?”

“Erm, sort of…”

“Sort of?”

I decided to tell her everything about the evening, about Liam, about the fact that he’s actually a nice guy and clearly I’m irrational. She listened intently and then chuckled, shaking her head. “What?” I asked.

“If you were anybody else, I’d say you’re a sadist.”

“Like, BDSM stuff? Bondage?” I asked, picturing 50 Shades of Grey and cringing.

“Yeah.”

“Yeah, no. Ew.” I said, really turned off by the thought of it.

“I know. Then in that case, see a therapist. Maybe it is some sort of connected trauma, a smell, or some emotional trigger.”

That was exactly what I was thinking of doing. There was something about Liam that was triggering me, but that didn’t explain the loneliness I felt when he wasn’t there.

In lectures that day, I saw Liam and felt the urge again, but at the same time, I felt happiness that he was there. He acknowledged me with a warm, yet cautious smile, and took his usual seat far away from me.

Throughout the lecture though, I felt him glance over at me, but every time I looked over at him, he was writing into a notebook. We were stealing moments, little slivers of time to connect, and still I just wanted to hit him so hard. I genuinely worried that I was insane, because my feelings just weren’t rational.

I didn’t see him that night, instead I hooked up with a match on Tinder and went to get laid. It was as the big hunk was riding me that I closed my eyes and pictured Liam there, not fucking me, but sitting in a chair, watching, crying, his face and body bruised from where I’d been beating him. I began to moan loudly, but I lost myself in the fantasy, beckoning Liam over as the man fucked me, telling him to watch a real man fuck me, slapping Liam hard, so hard he fell back and held his red cheek.

“Sit up.” I would say to him, and once he did, my fist would connect with his jaw, maybe even knock a tooth out. But that was fine. He didn’t need real teeth, why would someone only good enough to fluff my lovers need teeth? Holy fuck! Where did the come from? And yet in my head, I was punching Liam all over as he sucked on my lover’s cock.

“OH FUCK!” I screamed as I came.

“Ow! Fucking hell!” Said the man fucking me in real life. “Bitch!” He screamed, pulling out and checking scratches on his back. “My fucking wife will see this!” He complained.

I was still panting, barely able to speak. “Sorry! Got carried away!” I panted.

“You think? Fuck!” He screamed, running to find something to stop the scratches from swelling. “You should go!”

I shrugged. Screw him. He didn’t tell me he was married. I was fucking him in a cheap hotel room and I saw no sign of a wedding ring. As far as I was concerned, his wife deserved to know that she was married to a cheating bastard.

When I told Maria about what had happened, she found it hilarious and agreed that it wasn’t my problem. Sex could get rough, he should have expected it. Of course, I left out the real reason I came so hard.

The next day was a Friday and once again, Liam and I were in a shared lecture. Normally, on a Friday night, Maria would go to one of her goth parties, and I would go clubbing and see if I couldn’t get laid. Today though, I decided to march right over to Liam and ask him out.

“Take me to dinner and then clubbing tonight.” I said firmly, not because I wanted to seem bossy, but because I wanted to get what I wanted to say out without hitting him.

“Erm, oh, okay…” He seemed uncertain.

“You had other plans?”

His eyes darted from left to right, considering what to say, then he finally sighed and said, “I kind of had a date tonight.”

“A date?” I asked, and for a moment, I felt crushed, deeply hurt by the idea that Liam, the man I hated so much, would dare to date someone.

“Yeah, well, it’s a girl I met the other day, this is like the first date, but I can rearrange.”

What the fuck? When did he meet this girl? Why was he dating? What was this treachery? And why was he willing to cancel the chance at love for me?

I breathed through my insanity and said, “No, you should go.”

“No, it’s fine, Nikki…”

“No. You should go.” I said, then I turned to leave, and as I did so, I felt tears welling in my eyes.

I marched out of the lecture hall, feeling his eyes burning into me from behind, and walked straight to the student advisor’s office and found the campus counsellor. “Dr Schneider, do you have a moment?” I asked the redhead. I’d met her only once at orientation, and of the thousands of people on campus, I doubted she would remember me.

“Nikki! Of course, come on in!” The young woman smiled, gesturing to a chair. “What can I do for you?”

I blinked for a moment, unsure of how to get me feelings out, and then I said, “I think I’m going insane.” And with that, I told her everything, every moment of my life with Liam.

The therapist listened intently, not once judging, not saying anything, and then in the end she leaned back and nodded. “You were right to come to me. You were also right to tell him to go on his date.” She said. “Look, love and hate are two sides of the same coin. They derive from a similar emotion and lead to some pretty confusing feelings. I would say that you have spent so much of your life fixated on him, that you have found yourself in a pseudo-relationship with him. From here, you have two choices. One, you breakup with him. You cut the cord and force yourself to separate from him. That means distance, and in time, the emotions will pass. Two, you date him and see if your feelings of hate evolve into love, which is likely the true feeling you have for him.”

“But what about the intense feelings of violence towards him?”

She chuckled. “My advice would be to use them for good. It is possible to play together without really hurting one another. I would never encourage violence, but put into a sexual context, you might end up having fun.” She sighed, “Of course, there is a third option, and that is to continue doing what you are doing and hopefully, it will fizzle out, but I doubt it will.”

I left that meeting feeling more confused than I did. For me, option one was just not an option. I wasn’t willing to uproot my life based on a crazy feeling, nor did I expect that of him.

As I walked out, I wondered the university grounds, soaking in a hot sunny day, when I felt a tap on my shoulder. I turned to see Liam there and scowled immediately, about to say what the fuck do you fucking want?

“I cancelled my date.” He said.

My heart softened instantly. “Why?”

He shrugged. “I just wasn’t feeling it. She was nice and all…bit too nice. I don’t think I want nice.”

My lips curled into a smirk and for some reason, in that moment, I really didn’t want to hit him. I didn’t want to insult him. I wanted to reward him. So I leaned forward and kissed his cheek, and the moment I did, all aggression towards him came back; reward over, time to get back to reality.

“Pick me up from my block at eight.” I told him.

He didn’t reply, just nodded with a smile, then turned and walked away, and as he did, two words swam in my head; good boy. I smiled and wondered, was there something to this BDSM lark? Was this a case of domination and submission? Sadism and masochism? I’d never been dominant with a man before, and the thought of BDSM, candles, gentle touches of bound people, it just didn’t do anything for me. But was I confusing it somehow? After all, BDSM was about pain, but everything I’d seen had been tame, filled with rules, and I really didn’t need rules to my sex life.

The room was empty when I arrived back, so I decided to search BDSM pornography on my phone. Initially, I found tame stuff with women being dominated, and that really did nothing for me, but a little searching led me to female domination. Again though, everything felt too polished, too fake, and whilst some of it was sexy, I generally didn’t feel a connection.

It wasn’t until I searched hardcore female domination that I came across an Austrian dominatrix with her subjects, and suddenly, I was seeing a whole different side to it.

The videos were hardcore. Serious ball-busting using feet and hands; needles, punching, spitting, really brutal treatment, and as I watched, I let my mind picture Liam’s face. Before I knew it, my hand was under my skirt, in my panties, and was diddling my clit.

I was lost in the video, watching as the woman shoved a gloved fist up a man’s arsehole, or tied and clamped his balls and slapped them. I came once but kept on going, imagining treating Liam like that, listening to him beg me to stop, just like the man in the video and me laughing in his face.

I came again, harder than the first time, screaming so loud that the people in the other end of the corridor probably heard, then finally, I let the phone drop to the bed, panting as I looked over to my roommate, stood there with a smirk and crossed arms. Her eyes trailed down to the phone, staring at the hardcore BDSM playing.

“I knew it.” She laughed.

“I didn’t know it was like this.” I admitted.

Her laugh intensified. “What did you think it was like?”

“Fifty shades…”

“Ah, yes, no. Real BDSM is nothing like that.”

“Then yes, I think I’m a sadist.”

Maria nodded, chewing on her lip. “Then you’d better hope Liam is a masochist.”

“Are you going out tonight?” I asked her.

“Yeah, why?”

“Because I have date with Liam tonight.”

The bed sunk a bit as she sat on the edge, concern on her face. I knew what she was worried about, that I’d go too far, that I didn’t understand boundaries, and maybe she was right, but it really didn’t change anything for me. I needed to do this, needed to feel this connection. Liam was clearly an important part of my life, probably the door to the real me that needed to get out.

The question was, was I ready to open Pandora’s box?


Three

Dinner was nice. I hated to admit it, but much as I felt hatred towards him, I felt a deep sense of relief that I was out with him. And again, he’d dressed up, which was a plus, but then again, so had I, but I had decided to play the role a bit. Leather skirt, PVC bra, under a sheer black top, black seamed stockings, black PVC boots. I dressed for power.

Liam’s jaw dropped when he saw me, but apart from that, he was careful about what he said, not wanting to provoke me to abandon the night. But again, as we talked about life and uni over dinner, I found myself able to listen to him even though my mind was going to far darker places.

“What do you know about BDSM?” I asked suddenly, freezing him midsentence.

He stared for a moment, then a moment of realisation appeared on his face. “Not much. I saw a movie once.”

Please don’t say Fifty Shades…

“Called the Secretary. James Spader.” He said.

It clicked. I’d seen that movie too, I’d just forgotten about it. Yes! That was a good example of my feelings towards him, except I was James Spader. “I want to hurt you.” I said finally. “I want to do things to you I probably shouldn’t, but I also think it will be dangerous.”

“Why?” He asked.

“Because I really want to hurt you.” I told him. “I don’t know my limits, and that scares me. And it should scare you.”

“You do scare me. You always have scared me. But for some reason, like a moth to the flame, I keep coming back for more. I’ve never given any thought to the idea that I’m masochistic, but if there was ever someone I would want to try it with, then it is you.”

My pussy flooded in that moment, desperation for this dinner to end; screw clubbing, screw the night, I just wanted to get this man home and do depraved things to him. In that moment, my hatred for him felt so good that it physically hurt that we still had two unfinished plates of food in front of us. I needed for us to leave, but I also knew that self-control had to come from the ability to be patient.

The food tasted bland now, pointless, unnecessary. I was forcing myself to eat for sustenance rather than pleasure, but in that moment, my stomach was a rock.

I let the fork clatter to the table. We’d gone five minutes without speaking, he was pushing food around the plate. Finally he said the words I couldn’t. “Want to get out of here?”

“Yes please.” I said, and in my mind, a voice said, he deserves a reward.

After settling the bill, we walked out of the restaurant, into the dark street. I grabbed him hard, shoving my tongue into his mouth as we kissed. Then as I broke away and we stood there panting, a different urge came over me. Without warning, I slapped him hard around the cheek, leaving a hot red handprint on his face.

People heard the slap, stopped and stared, inside and outside the restaurant. They wanted to see what he did to warrant the slap, but then they saw me grin at him as he stared, hand on face, shock registering; then finally, he said, “Thank you, Mistress.”

A buzz ran through my body. Thank you, Mistress. I had just publicly humiliated him, hit him hard around the face, and he’d thanked me. “You’re welcome, slave.” I grinned back at him, and then as the words reward him rang out in my head again, I took his hand and we walked back to the dorm room.

The moment we were inside, I slammed him hard against the door. He groaned in pain but that just turned me on more. My lips crashed against his, tongues tangled, mouths smashed. This was his reward, but now it was time for mine.

I backed up and stared at him, feeling the hatred burn inside me. With a growl, I ripped off my clothes, determined to get naked as fast as possible. He got the message, stripping off too, and then I lurched forward, slapping his cheeks on both sides.

“Wait, wait, wait!” He cried.

“WHAT?” I screamed.

“Well, shouldn’t we agree on a safe word or something?”

He was right, of course, not that I wanted one. “Sure, what do you want it to be?”

“I don’t know. Octopus.”

“Fine.” I said, then kneed him hard in the balls. He collapsed to the ground in desperate pain, tears already forming. “Something you want to say?” I asked.

“No Mistress.” He groaned, much to my surprise.

“Wait? Seriously?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Well…” I shrugged. “Good!” I kicked him hard in the buttock twice over, then bent over and began slapping him all over. He took it all, not once saying his stop word, so I decided to go harder, throwing in a slight punch or two on his arms. He groaned and cried but still now stop word, and when he finally rolled back, I found a fairly decent-sized erection bounce up at me.

Without hesitation, I slapped my hand down on his balls hard, once, twice, three times, and with each hit, he groaned and cried out. I was so fucking wet from it but I just had to torture his balls some more. “You fucking pathetic piece of shit!” I snarled, curling my fingers into a fist and punching at his balls, grabbing one and smacking my knuckles on it.

I turned and placed my right leg on the other side of his head, lowering my sopping pussy onto his mouth. He licked without hesitation and I moaned in delight, but not as much as when I punched his balls and felt his face curl up in pain underneath me.

“Tell me you love me!” I snarled.

“I love you Nikki!”

“MISTRESS NIKKI!” I screamed and punched the ball as hard as I could, muffling his scream with my cunt.

“I love you Mistress Nikki!”

I bent over and placed the bruised bollock in my mouth, sucking on it for a bit before biting down. Whilst I did that, I grabbed the other one and squeezed hard, before moving my mouth back and sucking his cock a few times.

“FUCK!” I screamed, not from anger but from the sheer horniness I felt.

I jumped off him only to spin around and lower my pussy onto his cock, bouncing hard as I twisted and pulled on his nipples. He cried out in pain but his dick swelled inside me.

“Fucking twat!” I snarled, slapping his face over and over. “I fucking wanna punch you!”

“Punch me then!” He hissed, his breath straggling as I bounced fast.

“Don’t tempt me, bitch! Don’t fucking do it you gormless fucking cunt!” I snarled, my orgasm approaching.

“Just do it! Hit me! Punch me! Just do it Mistress! Do it Nikki! DO IT!” He cried, panting faster and faster.

My fist connected with his face so hard that I could already see where it would swell, where it would bruise. I burst out laughing as he began crying, embarrassed and hurt, and I fucking loved that he was crying, so I punched him again, cracking his lip.

As I laughed, I came harder than I’d ever came in my life, but that was also the moment reality came crashing down. I’d hurt him, abused him, this wasn’t okay.

“Remember how I used to be in school, how I annoyed you, how you used to bully me.” He said, sensing I was losing myself a bit. Why though? Why did he want that me? Why did he want this pain? Why taunt me and make me into this?

“FUCK YOU, YOU FUCKING CUNT!” I snarled, grabbing his hair as my hips bounced and pulling it so hard that he winced in pain.

I spat on his face then slapped him over and over, until before I knew it, I found my hand was no longer open but bunched into a fist and I’d been hitting him hard over and over.

He came just as a bruise began to form on his cheek, and I came with him, another orgasm.

The right thing to do would have been to get him ice, to apologise, to rectify this self-destructive behaviour, but instead, I moved off his cock and dumped my cunt on his face, pulling his hair. “EAT ME! Eat your filth, you fucking waste of air! I fucking hate you Liam, and I’ll make it my mission to make you live in absolute pain!”

“Mmmm!!” He cried, licking up the cum from my pussy.

I clamped my legs down, squeezing tight and I knew he couldn’t breathe. Somehow that turned me on more so I clamped harder.

“Better make me cum again or I’ll choke you to death.” I sang, then giggled as I felt him moan and gasp for air, but not once did he stop licking.

My final orgasm wasn’t as intense but it was still more than I’d had in a row. In fact, we hadn’t made it to bed and I’d had that many orgasms.

Liam inhaled and coughed as I stood, then I reached down and pulled him up, taking him to my bed and then returning to my fridge freezer to pull out some frozen peas. I had the urge to look after him now, no longer wanting to hurt him as much as repair the damage I’d done.

“I went a little too far.” I said, looking at the bruises he was going to have.

“It’s fine. I let it go that far.”

“It’s not fine. I shouldn’t have punched your face.”

“Can you just kiss me please? I need a hug and a kiss,” he sniffed, tears running down his face.

I didn’t want to hug or kiss him. His tears were turning me on again and slowly, I wanted to hurt him some more. But this was a marathon, not a sprint, and if he needed that, I had to give it to him. So I lowered my lips to his, tasting the blood from his split lip, enjoying the taste more than I should have, and then I held him tight. It actually didn’t feel bad.

As we held each other and kissed, he began to get friskier, moving my hand down to his balls and then squeezing my hand a little. “You want me to hurt you again?” I asked with a smile.

“Yes Mistress.” He breathed, voice trembling.

I clamped my hand down hard and squeezed. Instantly, he scrunched up his eyes and hissed but didn’t use his safe word, so I squeezed harder, wondering if I could permanently destroy his balls. Deciding that was what I wanted to do, I dug my nails in, pressing harder and harder. Tears ran from his eyes.

“Octo…” he stopped mid-word so I held on but stopped squeezing harder. “No, go on.”

I continued to squeezed, digging in further, until suddenly I felt something pop and he let out an almighty scream. I clamped my other hand over his mouth and told him to breathe.

“Octopus! Octopus!” He said, his voice panicking.

I released my hand to reveal a huge blue/purple blotch on the left side of his balls, and rather than act shocked, I began to masturbate as he writhed in panicked pain. As he moved to get up, saying something about seeing a doctor, I snapped my fingers. “Stay there!” I snarled, “spread your legs.”

With a trembling lower lip, he did exactly as I instructed. I then placed my foot on the damaged bollock and pressed. He grabbed a pillow and bit into it, tears rushing down his face, but at the same time, his cock became more erect than before. Without hesitation, I climbed on it.

“I love this!” I gasped, as he sobbed.

“I fucking love it too!” He cried, wincing in pain as I bounced on him. I reached back and squeezed again and pulled his face into my breasts, softening his screams.

“Yes, live in pain for me bitch, live for me to hurt you forever. Suffer for me.” I moaned.

“Yes Mistress!” He sobbed.

“I hope I’ve killed that ball. I hope you’ll never have kids. I hope your stupid face will never procreate. I hope that destroy your legacy, you dumb fucking ugly piece of shit.” I snarled. “I hate you Liam! I hate you so much you fucking cunt! You know that don’t you?”

“Yes Mistress!” He cried as I pulled his head back and spat in his face.

“God, you’re ugly. No woman will ever love you, no one will care for you. You don’t deserve to breathe!”

“I know Mistress!”

“Loser fuck! I hate you! I hate you! I HATE YOUUUUU!” I came hard again, then climbed off him and told him to get dressed. “I’ll take you to hospital.”

“What will I tell them?”

“That you were beat up by a bunch of girls and they ran off.” I told him, watching him reach for his boxer shorts. “Wait! Don’t wear those. I don’t know what came over me but I ran to my drawer and pulled out a pair of pink sheer lacy sleep-briefs and handed them to him. “Wear those!”

“I can’t…” He gasped, eyes wide.

“I want everyone to know what a pussy loser you are.” I laughed.

As I watched him pull up the panties, I felt a shudder inside me again. This was doing more for me than anything ever had. I wasn’t concerned about his ball, worst case it could be removed, I didn’t care. I didn’t want him to die, obviously, but to lose a ball? Who gave a shit? But one thing was for certain, I was a sadist, at least when it came to him, but what did it mean for other men? If Liam left, went somewhere else, would I manage without this?

I went to casualty with Liam and sat waiting. The nurses saw what he looked like and when they asked what had happened, he frowned and said, “I was jumped by some gang…of girls.”

“Girls?” The nurse asked, surprised.

“Yeah, erm, young I think. Didn’t see them much, it was dark and they were fast.”

The nurse tried not to laugh and went to find a doctor.

In the end, Liam’s ball was actually fine, it was something on the outside of it which was bruised and would need time to heal. The doctor said it was important to let it heal otherwise the ball could end up being damaged. In my head, all I heard was, “Keep hitting it until the ball dies, then do the other one.”

The doctor didn’t mention the panties, nor did the attending nurse, but they did share a look which I knew meant they were wondering about this guy. It didn’t matter, I had my fun.

“Wear the panties to lectures on Monday.” I told Liam after.

“Will I see you this weekend?” He asked.

“Liam, if I see you this weekend, then you’ll lose that testicle.”

“Fair point.”

I gave him a quick kiss and then smiled. “I think tonight was the best night of my life, and yes, whilst I really hate you Liam, I think that hate is something different to what I thought it was. I don’t hate you in the way I thought I did, and quite honestly, I’m looking forward to seeing your ugly face again.”

“Thank you, Mistress.” He smiled. “I actually really enjoyed it too. I enjoyed seeing you dominant and evil. I don’t know why, but I do.”

“That’s good. It’s only going to get worse for you.”

He blushed and then shrugged. “I…kind of hope so.”

Me too, I thought, me too.

And then as I began to walk away, I stopped, turned, and kicked him hard in the groin and laughed as he collapsed on the ground and vomited from the pain.


Four

My weekend was spent researching. At first, it was standard BDSM stuff, but the more I looked into RACK BDSM, the more I realised safe and sane were not for me. What Liam and I did that evening was anything other than sane, and that worked for me, so I needed to find a way to explore my darker side without having to worry about the risks.

The pain element aside, I wondered why humiliating him with the panties did something for me. When I read about that, I discovered forced feminisation and humiliation fetishes, and the more I read, the more I realised that was definitely something for me.

One of the problems I always had was when people suggested I was too hard on Liam when I was younger. I used to wonder why people didn’t see what an arsehole he was, what a pathetic loser he was. Bullying him showed others how weak he was, and when they laughed, it made me feel good. I wanted that feeling again.

Like it or not, Liam was enjoying himself but he was nervous. I worried that if I rushed he’d bolt, so I had to think logically.

The more I read about forced feminisation, the more I wanted to do it to him, but I really hated the idea of being confined to rules. Sure, I didn’t want to end up in jail, but I really didn’t want someone telling me how to behave. BDSM had rules, and I didn’t like them, not for Liam. I had to convince him to forget the safe word, to forget the rules, that his body was mine to destroy.

Softly, softly, catch a monkey.

On Sunday morning, I headed out to the local shopping mall to find lingerie for him to wear. Now, I was a student, so I didn’t have a lot of money, but funnily enough, some of the cheaper stuff was actually kind of kinky. I ended up buying a bright metallic pink lingerie set for him.

On campus, I was in D-block, whilst he was in the boys A-block which was about a half a mile away. I walked there with the black bag and then as I approached, I texted him to come down, hoping he was in. The weather was nice so I sat waiting near a large group of smokers who were sat drinking beer and enjoying the nice day.

“Hey, you’re here!” I heard, seeing Liam walk out from the building.

My lips curled into a smile and suddenly I felt excitement rush through me. I was unbelievably happy to see him, even though I saw the blackeye and wanted to do it again.

“How’s your bollock?” I asked him.

“Actually not hurting as much now.” He said, sitting next to me on the bench, watching me smoke a Marlboro I’d bummed off someone. “I didn’t know you smoke.”

“Sometimes I do.” I shrugged. Lately I smoked more often than I wanted to. A thought came over me. “You should smoke.”

He shook his head. “I hate the things.”

“I’m not asking you. I’m telling you. Start smoking.”

He blinked a couple of times, then nodded. “Yes Mistress.” He said softly so nobody could hear.

“Excuse me?” I said loudly.

He coughed a little, turned bright red with embarrassment, then said, “Yes Mistress.”

Heads turned.

“Does anyone have a cigarette I could give to my slave here?” I said loudly, and laughter erupted, though nobody seemed to be laughing at him, rather that they thought it was cool. Students!

A cigarette and lighter was passed; I lit it for him then told him how to smoke it. “Buy yourself a packet later. High tar, long cigarettes. Cheap and nasty ones.”

“Yes Mistress.” He replied, and I knew he was getting hard knowing that I was deliberate harming his health.

“I bought you a present.” I told him, handing him the plastic bag, not lowering my voice. Clearly the students were still interested in the very public dynamics of our relationship because I caught the side-eyed looks in our direction. “Take a look.”

“Th-thank you,” he replied with caution, then opened the bag and looked inside. His eyes widened. “Erm, thanks?”

“Take it out and take a proper look in the sun!” I smiled, grabbing the bag and pouring the lingerie out on the table. “See, nice and pretty for you sissy!” I laughed. “You’re to wear this under your clothes on Monday, understood?”

He gulped, beet red, “Y-yes Mistress.” He gasped.

“Good, now thank me by getting on your knees here and kissing my feet.”

The boy looked around, seeing everyone staring now, but he was too infatuated with me, too lost in his devotion to say no. He slid down to the dirty floor and knelt there, kissing each foot. This time the crowd laughed, people pulled out phones and began recording, and I knew that this time, Liam’s descent was guaranteed.

My pussy flooded. I was a dominatrix now, the world knew it, but I didn’t care. What I cared about was Liam’s demise as a man.

Much as I wanted to kick his balls again, I knew I couldn’t do that publicly, at least, not yet. So as I left him there and walked back, I began to wonder how I would afford to get him into sissy clothes.

I realised I needed a sponsor, someone who would get off on seeing such things, and for that to happen, I’d need to turn to the internet.

I already had an Instagram feed and given my looks, I had about five thousand followers over time without even posting much. It was time to increase that and get the right followers, so I dressed in my best leathers and made a reel of me moving to Nine Inch Nails, a stern expression, and a message, Time for bitches to fund my life. Where the piggies at?

Then I setup an OnlyFans account, as well as various ways to pay me, and waited.

In less than a few hours, I already had over a hundred dollars added, and subscribers to my account. But I needed content.

Thankfully, Maria had a good Instagram and OnlyFans of her own and was on-hand to help, doing joint videos in bras, dancing, and then on OnlyFans itself, going down on me, which was unexpected but nice.

Most importantly though, Maria had…toys.

Doing videos of myself wearing a huge strap-on dildo, or wielding a crop sent my follower count soaring. By Monday morning, I was already bringing in tips and subscribers, which meant I’d soon be able to afford to lay out money.

When I arrived at college that day, I found Liam stood outside waiting for me, smoking a cigarette; his fifth of the day. “I saw you’ve begun posting content.” He noted.

“Yeah, need to earn money to spend on you.” I grinned.

“On me?” He laughed.

“Yeah. I want to buy my sissy pretty things.” I replied in a mock-sweet voice.

“I was reading about it, sissification. It’s…unusual.”

“But hot. I want to humiliate you, and I think you want it too.”

He didn’t reply, just stared for a moment, then pulled the neck of his t-shirt to the side to reveal the strap of the bra.

An idea hit me head on. I pulled out my phone and went live on Instagram. “Hey everyone, I’m here at college today, but I just wanted you to meet my project. His name is Liam Marsh, and he’s my subbie boyfriend. Anyway, I’ve begun the first step in his feminisation. All forced, of course. Tell them sissy, do you want to be turned into a submissive sissy slut?”

“No Mistress.” He replied.

“But you’re going to be, aren’t you?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Pull up your t-shirt and show the world.”

With only a moment’s hesitation, he pulled the t-shirt up and revealed the bra, the hem of the suspender-belt also visible above his jeans.

“What a cutie! So, if you want to see me completely ruin this sissy and make him into a slut, you know what to do!”

I ended the video and he put the t-shirt down. “Do you think that will get you more subscribers?” He asked.

“I hope so.” I replied, reposting the video to OnlyFans as we walked, subconsciously taking his hand. Then once I finished posting, I turned and looked at him, then leaned over and kissed him. “Hi, by the way.”

“Hey.” He smiled back. “By the way, you said boyfriend.”

I shrugged. “What else should I call you?”

“No, I mean…” He smiled again. “Am I?”

“Yeah, I think you are. I don’t want you running off to someone else, not before I have had the chance to do what I want to you.”

“What do you want to do?” He asked, sitting down next to me.

I leaned close to his ear. “I want to take a scalpel and slice off your balls whilst you watch.”

The lecture had begun, but I knew he wasn’t listening. He was too horrified by what he had just heard, but something told me he wasn’t going anywhere. Something told me that he would do it, if I wanted to; and I did want to.

For the next half-hour, I focused on the lecture but zoned out after some time. The proximity to Liam was making me horny in ways it wouldn’t have done days or weeks ago. Just being near him made me want to hurt him, but instead of feeling that hatred I felt for him, I felt something else. It wasn’t love, not in the way you would know it, but rather affection in a different way.

I grabbed his hand and shoved it under my skirt, forcing his fingers into my soaked pussy, giving him a brief look and a smirk. As he worked his fingers in and out of me, he leaned close to my ear and just when I thought he was going to question if this was a good idea, he surprised me even more and made me the happiest dominatrix in the world.

“Will you grab my damaged ball and squeeze it hard again? Harder than before.”

“Here?” I whispered.

“Yes Mistress.” He whispered back.

I didn’t hesitate. I slid my hand into his jeans, into the panties, and the grabbed the defective testicle and squeezed, digging my nails in. His fingers worked my ever more soaked pussy harder, whilst he bit into his other hand to stop himself from screaming. I squeezed harder still, feeling the pop again. He let out a grunt which he tried to cover with a cough, so I squeezed again, until I felt a bigger pop this time and a flood of warmth.

I came.

When I looked at Liam, his eyes were wide, mouth open, but no sound came out. He simply stood and then hobbled towards the exit, taking his bag with him. I knew where he was going but I didn’t feel an ounce of sympathy for him.

He called me from the hospital that evening. They couldn’t save the testicle but he surprised me by saying he didn’t have any regrets. Of course, the doctors chastised him, said that such hard play was very dangerous, but I didn’t care, and it seemed, neither did Liam. We were clearly made for one-another.

“Are you having a prosthetic put in?” I asked him.

“No.” He replied, already knowing I would tell him not to.

“Good. I just want you to know, I don’t feel any remorse for what I did and if I could do it again, I would. In fact, one day, I will. Your other ball isn’t safe.”

The phone was silent, his breathing laboured. “I know. That’s why I love you, fucked up as it is.”

I should have felt guilty. Any good dominatrix would say I should be locked up, that it was too much too soon, too far, but that was just me, I wanted to go further with him, and I knew that remorse wouldn’t rear its ugly head for me.

As I lay there in bed, masturbating to the knowledge that I’d killed one of his testicles, I wondered what would happen if I took away the other one. How easy it would be to feminise him completely. But then what? I needed to research more, to see what some of the darker sides to female domination were. I needed inspiration for my canvas.

That night, I scoured the internet for any idea, any source, and that was when I discovered ruin fetish. The more I read, the more I knew it was for me, there was just one problem; it was making me horny, and masturbation was not enough.

Of course, I had a telephone list of cheap lays, that was easy, but that night, I needed to find someone darker, someone as kinky as me, someone willing to indulge my dark desires.

Darren was a guy I met online about a year ago. Older than me by a decade and change, he wanted me to dress up in pink clothes and call him daddy in a squeaky voice. Ageplay wasn’t my thing at the time and whilst I indulged in it once, I ghosted him after because it was a bit much.

He’d set up a scenario whereby we were on his sofa, me in a little pink skirt and a tiny lacy crop-top with a unicorn on it that he gave me. I had my hair in pigtails and then for a while, all we did was sit together watching TV. But then he ran his hand on my legs, stroking them, whilst rubbing his crotch, and then when he touched my pussy, I was to say, “Daddy no, stop,” which was when he slapped me and told me that he was going to take me whether I liked it or not. In the scenario, I was to scream and struggle whilst he used his weight to hold me down.

It was dark. It was too dark for me back then, but now…?

I called him. “Hey…”

To my surprise, he wasn’t surprised to hear from me. I told him that this time, I wanted to tell him my fantasy, and he was all ears. “Come over, let’s talk, but at the end of it, I get to use you however I want, for however long I want. No safe words, no saying no. No backing out. If you come over, I will use you.”

“I’ll be there.” I said, feeling the heat spread from my pussy.

Twenty minutes later, I was entering the door to his house. The man was only in tight black boxers, and the moment I walked in, he shoved me against the wall and pushed his tongue into my mouth, his hand tight around my throat.

“I own you now, don’t I?” He said with menace.

“Yes.” I breathed, my heart racing. I knew this man wasn’t safe, he had issues, probably history, but I didn’t care. He was the person I needed in that moment.

“Come, sit down.” He said, and on the table a drink was prepared. I stared at it and he smirked. “Drink that, then you have half an hour to get your story out. After that, my friends arrive.”

“What’s in the drink?”

“You’ll see everything, you won’t be able to move, and then in the morning, you’ll forget everything.”

I picked up the drink and downed it, looking him dead in the eyes as I did.

“I was right about you.” He said with a chuckle. “Talk.” He said, squeezing my tits.

So I told him everything, from the beginning, about Liam’s testicles, about what I wanted to do to him, feminising, everything. Of course, Darren found it perfect. He began dreaming up scenarios, said he had a circle of friends who wouldn’t care that Liam used to be man, that they would use him non-stop if they could. The more he spoke, the more I knew I’d come to the right place.

“Drugs,” I said. “I want to drug him. I’ve got him started on cigarettes, but I want him addicted to hard drugs.”

“But of course!” Darren smirked. “But baby, you know however he ends up, there is the risk I might do it to you?”

I bit my lip, but I felt the heat rise again. “I know, but I don’t think you will.”

“Why?”

“Because you need a partner in crime.”

He burst out laughing, but then nodded, and kissed me on the lips.

The drugs were kicking in and I was beginning to feel numb, my limbs heavy. The doorbell rang and he jumped to it, letting in a dozen or so men, none of them attractive. They were laughing and joking, and then when they saw me, they began stripping down.

Hands and tongues were on me but I couldn’t move. I was a toy, a rag doll for them to use. A cock entered my mouth, using it as a hole whilst fingers entered my other holes. I could feel everything and I could moan, I just couldn’t speak, it sounded like drunken rambling.

As someone light, they passed me around and held me as each used me how they wanted, mouth, cunt, arse. They pissed on me, they fisted me, and there was nothing I could do about it. I should have been disgusted, horrified, but I couldn’t, I loved every second of it, and that I couldn’t do anything about it made it better. He’d given me a choice, he’d told me what was in the drink, and I’d accepted it.

It was about nine in the morning when I came to. I was late for my first lecture but I didn’t care. I was covered in dried cum and I stunk, but he’d let me sleep in his bed next to him. When I awoke, the first thing I did was climb under the covers and sucked him back to life then felt his rough hands grab me, shoving his cock into my bruised pussy.

“I want your permission to share your photo on a private forum I have.” He told me after.

“What forum?”

“It’s a place where we put women who want to be raped up. Basically, I want you to sign a document to say you give permission for any man to use you wherever you are, with whomever you are.”

I licked my lips, the idea was enticing, but I needed more time. I needed a little space and right now, I couldn’t be looking over my shoulder. But thankfully, when I explained that to him, he understood. Instead, he gave me a couple of bottles of poppers and told me to begin him feeding sissy hypnosis with the poppers under his nostrils.

“Eventually, you can move him up to ketamine and acid, but start with poppers.” He said.

He then asked if I needed to rush away. I had missed lectures, so no, I had nowhere to be. So I showered, then once I dried off, he took a felt-tip pen and began writing over my body; slut, whore, cumdump, use me, rape me, fuck me, total slut, free for anyone to use, no means yes, and more. He then gave me a trench coat and we drove for nearly two hours until we arrived at a bar. It considering it was gone one in the afternoon, I was surprised at how busy it was.

I was given a couple of drops of some foul liquid from a dropper onto my tongue, then led down into a huge cavernous basement where men walked around in the narrow corridors. Porn videos were playing on small televisions in cubicles and in the back was a larger, cinema type room, at the back of which was a huge display showing hardcore porn, and in front of that, a bed covered in PVC.

Darren removed my coat just as I began to feel a euphoria flood me. I stood there for a moment as men stared, looking at the text written all over my body, then they moved, hands grabbing me, feeling my tits, a tongue in my mouth, and then I was on all fours with cocks penetrating me.

It was midnight when Darren came for me. I had been used non-stop. They hadn’t even let me piss in peace, I had to have cock in my mouth when I did that.

Thankfully, Darren had brought my clothes and some alcohol-based wipes which worked on the pen marks. We fucked one last time in the car outside my dorm block, then I headed inside with the promise I’d be in touch soon, and this time, I meant it.

Maria was still awake when I arrived. She was a bit stoned but I knew she wouldn’t judge when I told he where I’d been. In fact, she got a bit jealous that I’d been such a slut.

When I fell asleep that night, I dreamed not only of Liam becoming a ruined sissy shemale whore, but I dreamed of being a whore myself. Maybe that was who I needed to be.


Five

It had been a long week since I had last seen Liam. He was not able to walk around much and had been put on bed rest, and when people asked him what had happened, he lied and said he’d had a biking accident. I didn’t care about the lie, I just needed him able to move around again.

In that week, I’d told Maria everything, and given the dark souled raven that she was, she loved it. I asked her if she wasn’t angry at me for breaking BDSM rules, to which she looked at me questioningly and said, “BDSM is about consent. Did he not give you consent to do it?”

That was correct. He had encouraged me, told me to do it, knew what he was getting into, so in that respect, he was aware of the risks. She assured me that whilst I was definitely going well outside the law, from a consent perspective, I was fine. “You need to make sure he continues to consent, but other than that, I think what you want to do to him is hot, and I want to help.”

So I had two allies now. That was good.

For his second week of convalescence, we encouraged him to stay with us. Sure, he shouldn’t have, but nobody in the halls was going to say anything.

When Liam arrived at our place, he arrived to find two very sexy women in latex corsets, made up sinister and dark. My OnlyFans had taken off and the money was already being transferred across, so now it was time to step things up, and that meant new clothes for me.

“You’re going to be our slave from now on, you understand that, right?” I said, undressing him and putting a pink and white satin nightie over his head.

“You’re going to be our toy to play with,” purred Maria, taking eyeliner and drawing around his eyes.

“There’s no escape now baby, but you don’t want to escape, do you?” I sang, painting his lips with plumping red lipstick.

Fear was etched all over him, but so was lust. “No Mistresses! I want to be here! I want to be your slave!” He gasped.

“No limits?” Maria asked, and this was her way of making sure. It was also on camera.

“No limits.” He said, his voice trembling.

“I’m serious now, Liam,” she snapped. “I need to know that whatever we do to you, no matter how bad, you consent.”

“I consent.” He said. “I asked for Mistress Nikki to destroy my ball and she did it. And I’m happy she did.”

“Good.” Grinned Maria, giving me a sinister look. “Then let’s begin.”

We had prepared a VR headset with lots of the most evil sissy hypnosis. Headphones on, we prepared the poppers and then laid him back, making him sniff every so often as he watched for over two hours.

After the two hours, we released him from the headset and then told him to take six deep hits before asking him a set of questions.

“What is the most important thing in your life?”

“To suck cock.” He replied.

“Are you a gay sissy whore?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“You want men to cum inside your rectum, don’t you?”

“Yes Mistress.” He said, panting, moaning, even though we couldn’t touch his cock, not whilst he was still healing.

“You want us to ruin you, to make you a filthy gay transgender slut, don’t you?”

“Yes Mistress!”

I knew the hypnosis didn’t work that way, I knew he was saying what he thought we wanted to hear, but that was the point. We wanted him to think that way, to drill it into his head, until eventually, it became the new normal.

We spent the week nursing him, whilst he helped us creating new content for OnlyFans. But from twenty-four hours of the day, we made sure six of them were spent huffing poppers and watching hypnosis.

Eventually, I went to see Darren again to pick up the things I needed for the next step. Of course, that meant I had to spend the night with him and his friends again, but I didn’t mind being the fuck slut for a dozen men, in fact, I fucking loved it.

Things were improving for my little sissy too. His crotch had healed and he was ready to return to lectures. That was good because we had plans for him. For example, he now had a large collection of lingerie which we would demand he would wear to college, but it didn’t stop there. We told him that he was to wear make-up from now on too. How he put it on was up to him, but I told him to wear it.

In the end, he wore it, goth style, going grungy, and it worked a little too well. People thought it was cool, and given his baggy clothes, nobody could tell he was wearing lingerie. We needed to up our game.

That night, as he turned up at our place for a session, we were ready for him. I set out a line of ketamine which he snorted without question, knowing better than to question me, then I put the VR on him. This time, as he watched, Maria and I took turns edging him.

This time, the VR told him he was an abuse slut, that he needed to be abused, hurt, beaten, to expose himself to abuse, to show off that he was a sissy. We rubbed his cock then stopped, rubbed and stopped.

He moaned the whole time, taking what we gave him.

Next was the plan to introduce the pain during the session, and that came in the form of piercing. Nipples first. Maria was an expert so she pierced them for me, before moving onto his belly. The ketamine helped with the pain, so we were essentially able to do what we wanted to him. So the belly was next, then came the tongue. Finally, once the headphones were off him, the ears in a few places, and the helix.

“What about his cock?” Maria asked.

“Can you do it?” I asked.

She picked up a thick ring from her box. “Sure.”

“Do it!” I grinned, it wasn’t as if I was gonna fuck him ever again.

Eventually, we removed the VR and slapped his face a few times to get him to focus. We needed him to listen carefully to this part. “In this bag, are the clothes you are to wear to class tomorrow. Do not let us down!” Maria snapped.

“Yes Mistress!” He moaned, still high.

After he left that night, Maria pounced on me, our lips mashing together. This whole thing was getting us super horny but now we were in this together, everything just all felt so inevitable, it made sense for us to fuck.

We would need to wait till morning to see if he’d remember, but for now, we played with each other, talking about all the depraved things we were going to do to him.

“I don’t think I would be able to stop if he changed his mind,” Maria admitted. “I want to destroy him.”

“Me too. So?” I panted, my thigh rubbing against her sopping cunt. “No stopping, no matter what?”

“No matter what?” She grinned, mashing her lips against mine. “But I take his other ball. You got his first.”

“Deal.”

Whether or not he would wear the clothes was answered the following day, and whilst he looked extremely embarrassed doing it, there he was in the tight purple leggings and the little tight pink crop-top, all the lingerie perfectly visible. Now with the make-up, people finally understood, but they still didn’t say anything, why would they? They were students, and there were plenty of trans students.

That was fine. I needed them to be okay with it, because it meant Liam would relax, thus leading to more experimental items, as well as convincing him to remove his male clothing.

“Nikki, I want you to meet someone,” Maria said to me that day. With her was another very attractive goth girl, Asian, very sexy. “This is Kara, she’s a good friend of mine, and she’s studying medicine, but she wants to be a surgeon.” Maria grinned. “She wants in.”

“In?” I asked.

“I have access to some tools, some things. I can give your sissy tits, do some body modification, maybe even torture him a bit. If you want, I’ll do it without anaesthesia.” The girl grinned, but with her piercings, especially the two in her left nostril, it made her look all the more sinister.

This woman was a walking lawsuit, which should have made me want to walk away, but at the same time, she intrigued me. “You promise not to kill him?” I asked.

She shrugged. “If I do, I know how to make him disappear.”

Another reason to walk away. “Fine, I’m in.”

“Good.” Said Maria quickly, “because she has a drug which will make him more receptive to the hypnosis.”

“It’s a drug used by the nazis during World War Two. I’ll inject him with it and that fucking hypno will warp his mind completely.” Kara laughed.

“Tonight?” I asked.

“Sure.” She shrugged again.

I then had another question. “Hey, if we remove his other testicle, what then? We want to feminise him, so…”

“That’s easy. All the hormones he would need you can order online and for not that much. I can order it if you like?” Said Kara.

“I can give you money.”

She burst out laughing. “Jeez, my parents gave me a platinum card. Don’t sweat it.”

“Wow, thanks! Erm, is there anything you can do, like, surgically, to make him be in almost constant pain?”

Another grin. “Lots of things.” She purred darkly.

That evening, when Liam came face to face with the three of us, he was visibly nervous, but we strapped him down and injected the drug, which dilated his eyes and zoned him out completely. With the headset and headphones on, we watched him, his lips moving. “I’m a gay whore. I deserve pain. I deserve to be abused. I’m a dumb bimbo. I’m stupid. I’m dumb. Rape me. Hurt me. Beat me. I don’t deserve to be human. I’m a dumb sissy slut.”

This was the best results we’d seen so far, so hopefully Kara was right about the drug.

What I hadn’t expected was for Kara to work so fast. Betadine, needles and a scalpel, and off to work she went, explaining the different areas of his nervous system that she was going to damage. “It means just sitting will cause him pain, but not like a dull nuisance, more like being stabbed over and over.”

“Wow! You’re evil!” I laughed. “Can you fix it?”

“Yes, I can, but for that, he’ll need to give something up, won’t he?” She smiled.

The incisions were small, a single stitch in places, but the next day, he was crying his eyes out, begging for me to make the pain stop.

“No.” I said firmly. “I want you to live in pain.”

“Please! I can’t! It’s too much! Please, I’ll do anything!” He cried.

“Drop to your knees and kiss my feet.” I said. He did it. “Tonight, you will bring all your male clothes and I will throw them out. From tomorrow, you will dress as a hooker, a female street whore. Got that?”

“Yes Mistress! Anything!”

“You’ll start sucking cock this weekend. You will be gay from now on. Understood?”

He gulped and then nodded. “I need that. I’m a dumb sissy.” His eyes glazed over suddenly. “Don’t fix the pain. I deserve pain.” He said, walking off as if in a trance.

When I saw Kara later, I told her what had happened, and she smiled. “I thought I wouldn’t need to fix it. He’s still in pain but the hypnosis is telling him he enjoys it.”

“I thought hypnosis can’t make you do something you don’t want?” Asked Maria.

“Exactly. But he wants this. He wants the humiliation and the pain.” Kara noted. “And the funny thing is, the more he wants it, the worse the pain will get. But that’s okay, because I’m programming a new hypnosis video which will make him associate the pain with a lack of being a slut. The more he’s a filthy, depraved slut, the more the pain will feel good.”

“Oh, that’s cruel!” I laughed. “I love it.”

It was beginning, the downfall of Liam. I tried to find an ounce of remorse inside my body but all I came up with was the desire to destroy him, to ruin every piece of his being.

That evening, Liam sat on the bed naked and watched as we pierced his one remaining testicle. He screamed in pain but Maria just held her hand over his mouth and watched as several bars we placed in it, ruining what little manhood he had left.

“It won’t kill the testicle,” said Kara, “We’ll do that another time.”

By Friday, there was no hiding what he was anymore. He turned up at college wearing a pink satin dress with the word Sissy emblazoned on the front. He had a fat butt-plug wedged inside him, and his cock was padlocked to several piercings in his groin. Pain was his best friend, as was pleasure from the pain. In class, the hypnosis was taking affect, he was missing important questions, blanking on simple answers, and generally feeling dumber. That was good, we needed him to be dumb, because tonight was the night he would be meeting Darren for the first time. It was the night we were all going to be with Darren.


Six

We wanted Darren to be more interested in Liam than anyone else, but instead, he seemed fascinated by Maria, and he fobbed off Liam to a friend of his called Max. Max was a power top, a bear in a harness, and he had no problem grabbing Liam and using him without another word.

Watching Liam on his knees being skull-fucked brought out my dominant side in ways the pain hadn't. Now I saw the use in keeping Liam around, keeping him as my whore, someone I could sell and use on the streets.

Tonight though, Darren had something prepared for Liam.

After getting thoroughly fucked by Max and receiving his first deposited load, we all held Liam down and watched as Darren prepared the heroin. Liam begged no, it was the first time he’d said no. He used his safe word too, but we were all so passed safe words now, we just wanted to destroy Liam, to ruin him forever.

As the heroin entered his body, Liam’s eyes rolled back and his body went limp. Just in time because the front door opened and a procession of men walked in, possibly twenty men, all ready for sex. Darren said it was the most he could get together for tonight, but more might come.

But then Darren handed out drinks to us girls. I gave the other girls a look, wondering if I should say something, but Darren was quick to do it first. “Girls, you don’t need to drink this, but if you do, then you are ours to play with for the whole weekend, and we won’t go easy on you. If you don’t, then you can leave now.”

We shared a look, then I downed my drink. The other girls followed.

Hands roamed our bodies. It would take a while for the drugs to kick-in, but we had already given ourselves up to the idea we were about to be used and abused.

To our left, men were already fucking Liam, using his moaning body. The plan was to kick giving him shots every few hours, until he ended up craving it. Next week the hormones would arrive, and soon, he would be a castrated gay sissy ready for use.

As Darren fucked my limp body that night, he whispered in my ear, knowing I wouldn’t remember what he said, nor would I be able to repeat it.

“I like your friend Maria, so I’m going to take her. She’ll make a nice torture slut for my friends.” He smirked.

My eyes looked over at Maria as a group of men pushed a syringe of heroin into her arm then lifted her and carried her away. It would be three years before I saw her again, but more on that later.

For the next two days, Kara, Liam and I were drugged, fucked and beaten non-stop. They didn’t mess around, this wasn’t just light spankings, our tits were tortured, we were hung from hugs in our arseholes, faces slapped, and tortured in ways that made us wet ourselves from fear and pleasure.

When Kara and I were finally released we wondered where Maria was. Darren told us that Maria couldn’t handle it and left. Little did we know that she was in his private dungeon with four other women, and for the next three years he’d be making brutal SM porn with all four of them, until the place was raided by police acting on an anonymous tip.

Back at my place, someone had already been in the room and taken Maria’s things. There was a note to say she couldn’t handle the stress, so had quit. I was more disappointed in Maria than confused, which in hindsight was stupid.

So it was left to Kara and I to manage Liam. With Maria gone it made no sense for Liam to go back to the boy’s dorm. On Monday, we told Liam to say goodbye to anyone he knew and quit college. At first, he was scared and refused, but we withheld his next dose of heroin and at that point, he was willing to do anything to get his hit.

That night, with the piercings removed, we bound and gagged Liam and then Kara and I took turns beating, kicking and crushing his last remaining ball. She’d made a point of tying off the sack tight so that it would die anyway, but personally, I just wanted to feel it pop again. Eventually it did, turning blue, then purple, then black. His muffled screams told us how much he was suffering, but that just made us hotter.

It was Kara who dealt the final blow, taking a block of wood and smashing it down on the cord connecting the testicle, breaking it, castrating him forever. Eventually, the place where she tied him off would heal and the sack would die and drop off.

I then watched as she placed plastic over the bed, lay him down, and then disinfected his chest. She cut open small pockets and placed what looked like a plastic sack inside under the muscle, then she connected large thick saline drip bags to each and squeezed them inside. His chest inflated, A, B, C, D, DD, E, F, G cup breasts, which she then sealed and sewed closed.

“They will last a few years, but will need replacing eventually. No implant is permanent though.” Kara shrugged. “As to his face, I can’t operate here, but honestly, he doesn’t really need it.”

“No, he doesn’t.” I nodded.

“I would pull his teeth out though. He won’t need them and they just get in the way of good blowjobs.”

“Good point.” I agreed, and we both grabbed pliers and began pulling.

Of course, everyone has a limit, and for Liam, this pain was too much. He passed out.

It took a few weeks until he was healed enough to begin work, in our opinion. Kara had arranged for false teeth, and we’d spent the whole time he was healing intensifying the hypnosis until now he was just a dizzy dumb bitch.

When the day came to hand him over to Darren, I was proud of myself. I watched as Darren drove him to show him where he would be working, and watched as Liam walked over to the first car and offered his services.

I went him with Darren and asked if he wanted me to move in, but Darren simply shook his head. “You’ve been good to me, and if you happen to have another toy like this, look me up, but it’s because you’ve been good to me, that I’m gonna let you go.”

“Let me go?” I asked, confused.

“I could keep you. Turn you into someone like Liam. I want to. I want to turn you into my little whore.” He purred, stroking my face. I felt my pussy warm again. “But you have a passion for this. Dominance. I don’t think you’d last long as a submissive slut, so I’m letting you go. Finish your university and forget about me.”

I was getting angry now. I had spent time and money on Liam, I wanted to follow his downfall, but now this arsehole was taking it all away from me.

“I’ll send you your cut, don’t you worry.” He said. “Whatever he earns, you’ll get fifty percent, as promised.”

I stomped out of there, angry. I wouldn’t see Darren in person again, not for a while. I saw him on television a few years later, arrested as part of a sting, along with another group, I guess I was lucky not to have been around then.

After we did what we did to Liam, Kara kept trying to get me involved with more projects like that. She’d been bitten by the bug and wanted to transform more men, but after Liam, I no longer had the appetite. My biggest concern was that after ruining Liam, I’d end up regretting it, missing it, but really, I found myself feeling fulfilled, Mission Accomplished, and I had zero regret about anything. The feelings of him being missing from my life of the past never resurfaced, instead, I had enough memories, and videos, to keep my masturbating forever.

As my university life progressed, I met another man and this time, I fell in love and became the normal girlfriend I was meant to be. My OnlyFans was shut down, and I just became everyday normal, Nikki.

Then one day, about two and a half years later, I received a video from an anonymous address. It was long, very long, and it showed a large group of men using and abusing me, Kara and Maria. I saw fists being shoved up my arse, I saw a man defecate into my mouth then me vomit it up onto the ground, my face then pushed into it as cocks used me whilst I cried. I watched as I was forced to stand, the drugs wearing off me, only for someone to kick me over as others laughed.

The video changed and I watched as Maria was kicked, punched, fucked and beaten as she begged them no, begged for release. Other women were treated the same way, all crying, all being tortured, nine-inch nails hammered into nipples, electrodes on their labia. Sure, I masturbated watching it, it turned me on in ways it shouldn’t have, but once I was done, I made a copy and sent it to the police anonymously, noting the name and address of where I believed the women were.

By that time, I was already done with university and working my first official job. I was living with my boyfriend Jon, and really living the good life. But seeing what happened to Maria was the first time in all this that I felt guilty.

Of course, Jon knew nothing of my past. He didn’t know about Maria, or about Liam, nor about my sadistic urges from back then. To date, I didn’t feel the need to do it again, and anytime I did feel the urge to relive it, I just watched the videos, masturbated, and felt satisfied.

Kara apparently had a close call where someone threatened to call the police on her, but as far as I know, her father cleaned that up and made it all disappear. She went on to get her medical license and eventually became a surgeon.

When Maria was freed, I found a way to get in touch and travelled to see her. We met over a coffee. She was pale, gaunt, skinny. She’d been in rehab so was clean from the drugs, but that didn’t mean she looked well. They hadn’t treated her well and it showed.

“The bruises are gone, obviously,” she said, her voice soft, eyes not focusing on me but rather on anything else. “I don’t blame you for leaving me there.”

“I didn’t know. I didn’t…”

“I know, you didn’t remember and they cleaned out my things. Darren was ready for me.”

“I’m sorry.” I said.

“Don’t be. They treated me…erm, well, it was three years of almost constant sex. I didn’t…hate it.”

“You didn’t? On the videos…”

“I know, it looked bad, but what you didn’t see was that he would release us, from time to time, to sleep with him, eat with him, even took us out to restaurants, or on holiday sometimes. He wasn’t horrible. And the money he made off of us, well, I have a bank account. It’s all mine, he kept a share, then put it away.”

“But he didn’t let you leave.”

“No, he didn’t. We weren’t allowed to leave until five years were up. He said that clearly. After five years, we could leave, but we would leave millionaires.”

It sounded almost like she regretted being freed, but I guessed that was Stockholm Syndrome.

“Did you masturbate?” She asked suddenly. “To the videos.” She smirked.

“Yes.”

“I thought you would.” She giggled. “Will you be my Mistress now? Hurt me?”

“No Maria, I want you as a friend, I couldn’t do that. I don’t do that anymore.”

“Shame.” She sighed. “I always loved you. I’d do anything for you.”

I decided to change the subject. “What happened to Liam?”

“She got released, and as far as I know, she’s undergoing treatment.”

“She?” I asked with a smirk.

“Hardly a he, right? But I think he will be back again. I don’t know. The few times I saw Liam, it was like speaking to a bimbo. High-pitched voice, swaying hips, sucking her thumb. It was…odd.”

It was how we left him…her. Broken, completely.

“Sexy though.” She smiled. “I like what you did to him. I like you broke him.”

“Me too.”

“Do you speak to Kara?”

“No. I have tried to distance myself from all this.” I explained.

She snorted and then shook her head. “Funny how you got us all involved but now…” She seemed disappointed in me, like she had an expectation that I’d be this evil sadistic bitch, ready to take down the male populace. But that wasn’t me anymore.

At least, that was what I thought. That night in bed though, after having plain, vanilla sex with my boyfriend, I found myself downloading books on my Kindle and reading. Except this time, I was back to female domination, sissification and now cuckolding. Perhaps the desire hadn’t left me after all, it just needed to reawaken.


Seven

Jon proposed to me six months later, and we married in a small service six months after that. To the outside world, and also to Jon, it was a beautiful little wedding with his family, my family and friends, and that was that. I wore a gorgeous corseted white silk dress, and sexy lingerie underneath.

What Jon didn’t know was that whilst I was saying yes to him at the altar, Jon’s brother’s cum was draining from my cunt down the stocking, and whilst we were up there, Maria was in the audience giving Jon’s other brother a handjob, keeping him warm for me because he would be fucking me after I said yes.

Jon didn’t know any of this. He didn’t know that I’d been fucking his brothers since before he’d proposed, nor did he know that I’d given his dad a blowjob a few times too. Jon didn’t know that I had seduced his own mother and made her my submissive lesbian bitch, and that was the reason she divorced her husband, Jon’s father.

But what Jon didn’t know was that I’d quit my job to open an extreme BDSM service together with Maria and Kara, a service that broke the law in so many different ways, for rich customers. We made rich businessmen disappear, reappearing around the world as gay sissy whores sold into sexual slavery. We turned problem relatives into quite sissy maids, devoid of masculinity thanks to our unique castration methods. We turned abusive husbands into meek gay bottoms desperate for use from any cock in dark alleys. None of what we did was legal, but we didn’t care. We were raking in the money.

The business satisfied my hunger, the hunger I never knew existed. I kept the life a secret and Jon was so blindly in love with me, he never questioned anything strange in my life, never questioned why he ate loads of cum from my pussy, just assuming I get wet like that. Heck, he never questioned why our first kid looked more like his brother than it did him.

The world I had hoped to leave behind had not only crept back into my life, it had turned me into the woman I had wanted to be once before, and regret was slowly leaving me.

But there was something I said I wouldn’t do, and that was to turn my husband into Liam. Yes, I was cheating on him, and in an ideal world, I would have loved for him to be my submissive, to know and want the humiliation of knowing I fucked his family, but I knew how easy it would be to lose him, and I didn’t want that.

Things have a way of coming out on their own though.

It was a Tuesday when Jon lost his job. I didn’t even know he was having problems at work, but one day, he was called into the boss’ office and let go. He didn’t have the heart to call me to tell me so decided to stop by my office to let me know in person. There was just one problem with that, I hadn’t worked at that office in over three years.

The receptionist was new, so she thought she was making a mistake when he insisted I did work that, but after a moment, someone else came over and assured him that I had quit years ago. To Jon, I was some big boss, earning huge amounts of money, because it was literally bundles that were sat in our bank account. We were very rich now.

Rather than call me, Jon went home to think and maybe look into things he shouldn’t have. That journey led him to a hidden external hard disk, and the horrors within.

Of course, it would take a couple of days to discover this for me, but during that time, Jon watched every single video. He saw the documented journey of Liam and his destruction, the static video of Kara and I destroying his last ball, the illegal operation, the hypnosis and the torture sessions. He watched the bizarre, drug-fuelled orgies, me doing the most depraved things, the fists entering me, heck even a foot at one point! He saw me, drunk and high, telling Kara on camera that I would never fall in love because I’d only want to fucking destroy that man eventually.

On that hard drive, I’d uploaded newer videos too, from our studio, our illegal surgery where Kara transformed men into women, against their consent of course, or where I tortured and beat submissives till they were bloody and unable to stand, or would piss themselves. There was one video of a brutal sadomasochistic torture party Kara had organised which at one point looked like a Hieronymus Bosch painting. Cum, blood, piss and vomit on the ground as men and women fucked and tortured each other all night.

Eventually, he came across the videos of me fucking his dad, his brothers, and his mother, and he then found out where his mother had disappeared to after the divorce. She had written that she’d moved to the Caribbean, but really, she was our gimp in the studio. Her body was scarred and tattooed, her tongue modified to look like a snake tongue in order to better lick snatch, her pussy sewn and then modified to just look like a tight anus, for better enjoyment for men, and her face transformed to look like a comical inflated-lipped bimbo. He watched the videos of me punching her when she talked back, kicking her as she crawled on the floor, or using her mouth as a toilet. We called her Cunt, because that was all she was to us. Of course, if we offered her the chance to leave, she wouldn’t, she never wanted to leave, she wanted this.

For Jon, it was a horror show. Part of him wanted to go to the police, part of him wanted to confront me, part of him wanted to masturbate, turned on by the idea that his wife was this evil monster. He did something else though. He tracked down Liam and it was his biggest mistake.

You see, I’d been having fun being the evil dominatrix, but it was a job to me still and I never really got back the feeling of lost control that I had when I was with Liam. That was a good thing because it allowed me to keep Jon at a safe distance, to still curl up to him in bed and be a good girl, and I enjoyed being that. But seeing Liam brought all that back and then some.

Liam was a man again, albeit he no longer produced testosterone by himself. When the police found him, doctors essentially put him back together. The saline boobs were removed, the nerve damage was fixed, he was back to normal, essentially, minus two testicles. And yet, not once did he say I did it. It all fell on Darren.

Seeing him on the sofa with a mug of tea in his hands though, brought back the urge. I seethed and the moment he saw my reaction, he smirked. He knew fell well what I felt, he was just pissed off that I half-arsed the job I did on him.

“Why are you fucking here, Liam?” I snapped.

“I found him.” Said Jon. “I found your hard disk. I know about all the depraved things you’ve done, and I’m going to the police with it.”

“And you’re the witness, aren’t you Liam?” I snorted.

Now was the point where everything went wrong for Jon. “No,” said Liam to Jon’s shock. “I would never turn you in Mistress. I want to serve you, in pain, in torture. I want to be your sissy bimbo, your whore, I want you to finish the job you started.”

“But…” Jon stammered out as I circled the sofa, walking to a small ornament where I had a syringe hidden, my emergency one, for if a client or a client’s family ever turned up for retribution. I never thought I’d use it on Jon, but ce la vie. I jabbed the syringe into his neck and pressed the plunger down. “Wha…” He snapped, only to suddenly tense up. He would be awake, just unable to move.

“You shouldn’t have come back.” I told Liam, straddling his legs and putting my hand in his mouth, pulling out the dentures and leaving him with a toothless mouth. “You never should have come back.” I said, slamming my fist into his face, to the horror of my husband.

After a call to the girls, an hour later, we were in the studio. Jon was naked and strapped to the wall, and Liam was on the operating table. This time, Kara knew what she was doing. An injection of adrenaline and a cocktail of other drugs meant Liam wouldn’t pass out from the pain, and then Kara set to work operating on him.

We let Liam scream as loud as he wanted because we knew nobody would hear. The G-cup breasts returned, better now, but on top of that, we tightened his waist and belly, removed any fat and made it look like he’d grown up in a tight-laced corset. We broke his nose so it could be corrected and shaved, same with his jaw, albeit his screaming didn’t help.

Jon watched in abject horror as we took breaks to fuck each other, licking Maria and Kara, and getting off on the torture. Then even worse was when we brought in Cunt to come suck on Jon’s cock, and whilst she knew who he was, she never dared to say no. I also knew that with that tight mouth, Jon would be in seventh heaven, but better was when cunt bent over and pushed her ass-pussy onto his cock.

When we were done, we placed a self-lubricating fucking machine into Liam’s rectum, and left him there before letting down Jon. I bent him over and then fucked him hard with a strap-on dildo, whilst making him suck on Liam’s limp cock.

My husband sobbed at what was happening, but eventually, all three of us girls laid him down and each of us rode his cock, and let him eat our pussies.

“Now Jon, you have a choice.” I said. “You can keep all of this to yourself, and we can go back to our lives, and you pretend that I am still that crappy sales executive. Or, you join Liam as one of the many whores on the streets who pay for our lovely vacations. You decided, but you will not turn me in. If you ever loved me, if you love me, then you’ll accept me for who I am. I will never harm a hair on your head, if you behave, but the moment you step out of line, I will ruin you. Is that clear?”

He panted as he lay there, fear etched on his face. “Yes.”

“Yes what?” I smirked.

“Yes Mistress.”

“Good boy. I own you now, don’t ever forget that.” I said, and as I did, I felt his cock grow again inside me. “See? Now you’re coming around.”

We fucked a little more comfortably now that his feeling was back, and I even bent down to kiss him and felt a soft kiss in return. Finally, I invited him to speak to his mother and ask her how she felt, and she admitted that she loved living in the studio, loved being a slut-slave, and that was all she wanted anymore. He accepted it, though he did so with a frown of disappointment.

Eventually, we showed him the rest of the huge building, showed him the ward where patients we left to heal, showed him the room where we had sissies prepared for service, a huge pink classroom with wall to wall dresses and wigs, and we showed him the dungeon were we currently had ten slaves, male and female, caged and screaming in long-term torture, explaining that these were self-paying, having bought the service for themselves.

“What about those you do without consent?” He asked.

“They are usually shipped off. We don’t keep them here. We don’t do that many, believe it or not, one a month maximum, although I wish we could do more.” I said with a smile, stroking his naked back.

“Why?” He asked, confused.

I reached down to his semi-erect cock and rubbed it. “Because I’m evil. Because I like the fear, I get off on it. I like knowing I’m taking something away without killing. I like knowing that these people, most of them bad anyway, are going to suffer for the rest of their lives, and nobody will know, because that part of their soul is trapped, unable to speak. The hypnosis took care of that. They are just passengers in their slutty sissy bodies now.” His cock was hard as a rock. I turn abruptly and looked him in the eyes. “Is that what you want? Would you like me to turn you into a sissy? Not like them, not on the streets, but a girlfriend for me, at home?”

He licked his lips, then stared into my eyes. “I…no…I…”

“Come here baby.” I said softly, leading him to a drawer, pulling out a pair of pink ruffled satin briefs, the edges lined with thick white lace. “It’s okay sweetie, precious.” I cooed softly, kneeling and opening the panties. He stepped into them. “There you go. Such a good girl! I’m so proud of you baby.”

“Tha…thank you, Mistress.” He whispered, barely audible.

“That’s okay.” I said, pulling out a matching bra and wrapping it around his chest. “Does that feel good baby?”

“Y-yes, Mistress.”

“Good, good baby. Just be a good girl for mommy, okay?”

“Yes Mistress.” He replied, his voice trembling with a mixture of desire and fear.

I picked out baby-pink stockings and rolled them up his legs, before wrapping a lacy satin suspender-belt around his waist, connecting them to the stockings before running my hands gently down them. A quiver and a gasp rang out and I knew I had him. “You like it.” I stated, not requiring an answer, but he gave one anyway.

“It feels unbelievable,” he gasped again.

My hands traced up and then cupped his balls gently through the satin. His cock swelled again. “Would you like to know how I destroyed Liam’s first ball?” I asked and he nodded quickly. “I squeezed it…” I said, beginning to squeeze his testicle. “I squeezed it until it popped.” His eyes widened as I squeezed harder, his cock jutted upright and he gasped, scared eyes locked on mine. “Do you want me to do the same to you? Do you want me to destroy one of your testicles, so you know I own you? Go on Babygirl, let mommy do it. Let mommy destroy your ball.”

“Please…” He begged, but I wasn’t sure if it was please yes, or please no.

I squeezed harder. He gulped and closed his eyes, panting through the pain. I squeezed even harder, wanting to feel that pop again, to experience it all over. “Tell me to stop and I will.”

He gulped again and said nothing, so this time I crushed it. His scream was horrific for most, a turn-on for me, but in the end, I got what I wanted, and I came as he crashed to the ground, curled up in the foetal position.

“Kara!” I cried out. “He’s going to need surgery.”


Epilogue

I pulled on the little pink leash and Jon’s little tushy wiggled along as he crawled down the street, the pink satin panties fully on display under the short skirt of the pink satin and lace dress, his long blonde hair pleated and bobbing as he crawled. Rows of my sissy whores watched, wondering who the new sissy was and why he was on a leash, but he was collared and on a leash because he was mine, my sissy, my slave, my girlfriend.

At home, Jon was a sissy slave, yes, but he was also the girl I cuddled with, the girl I watched movies with, talked to about my day. Jon had accepted his role with gusto, accepted the comically large breast implants, accepted the drugs to make him erect when I needed it. We still fucked, if anything we fucked more than we ever did, and on top of that, he fucked my lovers, and accepted cock no matter what…yes, all cock, including his brothers’.

There was no going back to the male version of Jon. He’d finally accepted that, and I was happy. The lack of a testicle was a constant reminder of what I could do, but if that wasn’t enough, he frequently watched the videos of my bizarre sadistic life in the studio, or the stuff I did when I was younger. In fact, it was a source of porn in the bedroom now.

He never went back to work, instead, he was my maid at home, and was a cleaner in our studio, and sometimes, a fluffer. But most of all, he was my life partner.

Today though, he was doing something new, and that was joining me on my rounds to check on a few of my prostitutes. Some, Liam included, were not making their targets, and that meant punishment. I wanted Jon to see how I punished them, I needed him to see all of me.

“Candy!” I said to a skinny T-girl I created with Kara who was once a CEO. “You are short a hundred pounds this week. Why?”

“I’m…I’m sorry Mistress! It’s been bad weather and…”

I took the baseball bat in my hand and hit her twice, knocking her to the ground. If she had teeth, they would have fallen out, but none of my whores had teeth.

Jon’s eyes widened but he said nothing. I smirked, knowing that his cock would be hard. Much as he hated this version of me, he couldn’t get enough of it. My aggression and violence turned him on, and whilst I know he wanted me to hit him too, that was one thing I couldn’t do.

I spat on the bleeding sissy and told her to work harder, then moved onto the next. My bodyguards walked behind, keeping their distance unless something happened, but it never did.

One sissy, Carmen, she was completely behind for the second week in a row. Now Jon was going to see something he never thought he’d see. He watched as I pulled the knife and didn’t even give her a chance to explain. “Take care of that.” I said to the bodyguards, “Kara will fix her.”

“Yes Ma’am.”

Finally, Liam. He was only a little short but honestly, I didn’t need a reason to hurt Liam. I spent ten minutes kicking and punching him, his already swollen lips swelling even more, but eventually, I sat down on Jon’s back and talked.

“Liam, can I ask you something?” I asked.

The sissy pressed a tissue to his bleeding lip. “Of course, Mistress, anything.”

“Why are you here? Why do this?” I asked. “I mean, you knew from beginning who I was, probably before I did. You knew I’m a psychopath, you knew I’m a sadist. Why stay?”

“Because I knew. Because I wanted this. If I could live it over and over, from beginning, I would.” He smiled. “I’m not well…in the head…either, I always got off on your bullying, and I know nothing I like is normal or safe, or…sane. But I want it over and over. I loved when you destroyed my testicles for the first time, I fucking fell in love with you over again. So I’m happy, living this life. What? Should I work a boring nine-to-five job, or should I have sex for money with men and get to know I’m worshipping the greatest woman in the world?”

I smiled at him, then said the best thing I could say to him. “You fucking moron, I hate you and hope you die sad, you filthy piece of shit. I don’t care about your feelings.” And I punched him square in the cheek before spitting on him, then urinating on him. Finally, I kicked him in the gut, knowing I probably cracked a rib, but I didn’t care. He could work through the pain.

“Come on Jon. Home time, you can lick my arsehole for an hour.”

“Yes Mistress.”

Of course…this all took place years ago. My memoirs of an amazing life. Unfortunately, I can only imagine I’m writing this, because in the institution I’m in, they won’t let me have a pen. I don’t have access to any device that could be used to hurt someone. But one day, they’ll believe me that I’m cured, that I’m better, and I know that Sissy Jon will be waiting for me, my husband.

You see, all it took was one mistake to see my empire crumble, but rather than be put to jail, my lawyer got me sent to a mental institution. I’m not a criminal, I’m just not well.

No…the reality? I’ve always known that I’m not well. I know I’m evil. But I also love that I am. One day, I’ll be free, and then I’ll just continue from where I left off… A bad girl dominatrix.

THE END
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