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WARNING

THIS STORY CONTAINS DESCRIPTIONS OF BRUTAL HUMILIATION AND FORCED FEMINIZATION.  DO NOT READ IT IF THIS TYPE OF MATERIAL OFFENDS YOU.

I don’t have long to get these thoughts down on paper.  I have to shave my legs and try on the new panties Tiffany bought for me.  Her friends will be over soon, and I will be on my knees servicing their cocks.  I hope that, if I do an extra good job, she won’t let them laugh at me this time - though, to be honest, I do kind of enjoy it when they call me a sissy and make fun of me.

As you can tell, I’m a pretty sad excuse for a man.  I do have a penis - though it has shrunk to almost nothing.  Tiffany says that’s because of the hormones she injects me with every week, along with her constant insults and orders.  

I sometimes wonder if I will ever be allowed to cum again.  It has been six months since my last orgasm, and my daughter is in no hurry to let me have another.  She says most women don’t climax anyway, so I had better get used to it.  But maybe I had better start from the beginning…

Six Months Ago

“Fuck you, dad!  I’m keeping the bracelet!”

I met my insolent daughter’s evil glare with an icy look of my own.  “You don’t pay the bills around here, Tiffany,” I said, “and you sure as hell don’t have the authority to use my credit cards!”  

“Who gives a shit?” she said, her lips twisting into the same defiant smirk I had seen a thousand times before.  “The guy at the mall took it anyway.  The damn thing has a $25,000.00 credit limit and I only charged a few thousand!”  

Tiffany looked at the diamond bracelet encircling her wrist and smiled.  “I like expensive jewelry and black guys with big cocks, and you’re just going to have to live with it.”  Her eyes darted upwards as she gave me a venomous look.  “Or I’ll make you sorry.”

I snorted.  “What the hell are you going to do?”  I said.  “I’m a 40 year old man and you’re an 18 year old spoiled brat.”  I tore the bracelet from her wrist.  Screaming like a madwoman, she swung her hand at my face, trying to claw out my eyes with her manicured nails.  

I ducked her attack and backed off, a jolt of fear bolting through me; I had never seen her look so crazed.  

She laughed.  “I knew you were a pussy,” she said, in a tone than was more of a low growl than a human voice, “now I know how to break you.”  Spinning on her heels, she marched off to her room and slammed the door behind her.  

I thought about what she had just said: “black guys with big cocks.”  For the briefest of moments I felt a rush of excitement.  Then I caught myself; you’re not queer, I repeated in my mind several times.  Grabbing my wallet, I left for the mall to return the bracelet.

The next week passed by without another peep out of Tiffany.  I went to work as usual; back in those days I was the office manager for a company that installs swimming pools.  The receptionist was a smoking-hot blond named Beverly.  She would wear short skirts and cross her legs most of the time, which drove most guys who worked there wild.  I liked it too, though my cock would never get very hard around her.

Time flew by and before I knew it Friday afternoon had arrived.  As I left the office Beverly spoke to me.  

“Got a big weekend planned?” she asked.

“Umm - not really,” I said.  I might play some football with the guys or go have a beer.”

She flashed me a smile that would have made a dead man cum as she rubbed her thighs with her well-manicured fingers.  “Well,” she said, “have fun!”

“Thanks,” I said, then stumbled to my car in a lust-induced fog.  But it wasn’t Beverly who had me aroused.  The real reason for my throbbing erection was the idea of hitting the gay bars on the other side of town.

An hour later I sat in a dark nightclub by myself, nursing a beer as I glanced around.  I studied the biceps of a guy in a sleeveless tee shirt sitting a few tables away, feeling a stirring in my slacks.  Underneath my pants I wore a pair of satin panties I had bought the same night I returned Tiffany’s watch.

What the hell am I doing here? I thought.  I’m not queer; I like women! I felt my legs begin to stand as I prepared to leave...

“Hi, handsome!” said the guy who appeared at my side suddenly.  “My name’s David.  Want some company?”

My cock throbbed as he sat down beside me.  He was a dream: curly blond hair, nice build, sexy grin.  I smiled back.  “S-sure,” I said, stumbling over my words.  “I guess so.  My name is Frank Taylor.”  I fell back into my chair. 

We started a nice, easy conversation about everyday stuff: work, the weather, things like that.  I had just begun to relax when he said, “Well, I have to go to work in about an hour.  How about we go out to my car and you take care of me?”

My heart fluttered like a schoolgirl being asked to the prom.  I felt the hard-on in my jeans turn into a boulder as I said, “sounds like fun.”

We paid for our beers and walked to his car.  I sat across from him in the front seat, still nervous but very excited about what sex with another man would be like.

I watched as he unzipped his jeans.  Then he revealed his cock.  It was huge, much larger than mine, with a slightly upturned mushroom head and veins coursing through it.  On the very tip I saw a few drops of pre-cum.  The back of my throat started to hurt.

“Wrap your lips around my shaft, baby,” David said, touching my face with his fingers.  “Show me what a good cock-sucker you are.”

“I stared at his giant dick, my heart pounding like a jackhammer.  “I-I want to suck you off, David” I said, my voice quivering, “I really do.  I know I’m queer, but I’m afraid.”

Come on, sweetie,” he said in a sweet, quiet voice.   

“Yes, sir,” I said, leaning over and opening my mouth.

Then I felt a wave of panic shoot upward from my leg and through my skull.  “Let me out of here!”  I screamed as I turned away, fumbling for the door handle.

“Hey, relax, honey!” he said, stroking my hair.  I felt his fingers touch me between the legs.

“No, no, help!” I shrieked, my voice high and whiny like a frightened woman’s.  “I’m scared!”  Shoving the door open, I fell out of the car and onto the ground, my legs shaking too much for me to stand.  “I can’t do this!” I cried out.  “I’m scared!”

David laughed, a touch of scorn in his voice.  “Alright, you little sissy!” he shouted.  “I only have sex with real men anyway!”  

He slid out of his side of the car and walked over to me.   I looked up at him, tears rolling down my cheeks.  “P-please, mister,” I begged.  “Don’t hurt me.  I’m s-sorry-”

I watched him swish his cheeks back and forth for a couple of seconds.  Then I felt his spittle hit my face.  “You’re pathetic,” he said.  Then he turned, got back in his car, and drove off, leaving my lying in the parking lot.  

I stayed there for 15 minutes or so, shivering like a pussy faggot.  Then, dragging myself to my feet, I staggered to my car, dropped the key in the ignition, and pulled out into the road, glancing around to make sure I didn’t see anyone I knew.  Some man I am, I thought to myself. 

As I drove away. The thought of what David’s cock would have felt like between my lips made my hard-on return with a vengeance.  I tried to force the image out of my mind, but to no avail.

20 minutes later I was at the mall.  I was still shaking, and I hoped that a walk around the different shops would help me to calm down. 

Then something caught my eye: it was a display of sexy women’s lingerie.  I stopped and stared, my erection returning.  But I wasn’t picturing a woman in the silky undies; I was imagining how they would feel against my skin…

“Hello there,” the sales lady’s voice shook me from my trance.  I turned and looked at her.  She was a tall, Amazon-like woman with platinum blond hair and a gorgeous, curvy figure.  She had huge breasts that almost poured out of her top.  

She smiled.  “I know what you’re thinking, honey,” she said in a sexy, sultry voice.  “You want to be feminized.”  

Shaking my head, I backed away from her.  “What the hell are you talking about?”

“It’s okay, sweetie,” she said, “I’m a drag queen myself.”  She reached into her purse.  “Let me give you my card; I specialize in male to female transformations,” she said.  “I can make you into a beautiful woman.”

My mind clouded over as I felt my hand reach out and take the card.  My face broke out in a sweat as I looked her over head to toe.  She was gorgeous; perfect hair and nails and legs that went on forever.  I glanced at her feet and saw she was wearing scarlet pumps that flattered her calves nicely.

Then I realized with horror that I wasn’t attracted to her; I was jealous of her!

“No, no, no!” I screamed, throwing the card back at her.  “I’m not queer, I’m not!”  Hundreds of faces looked at me in shock; the mall was packed.  I ran away.

“Come back, sweetie!” the transsexual beauty queen called out.  “I can transform you!”

“No, no!” I screamed, looking back at her.  “I’m not queer!  I’m not!” 

I fled outside, tears once more rolling down my face as I shrieked and sobbed like a girl.

When I got home I noticed that my daughter’s car was missing from the driveway, but I was too upset to wonder where she was.  I ran into the house, switched on the TV, and got a beer from the fridge.  

That night I watched football and flipped through some old hunting magazines, repeating to myself over and over, “tonight never happened.  I’m a real man.  I’m no queer.”  

I spent the rest of the weekend doing pretty much the same.  My daughter never came home.

“Good morning, Mr. Taylor,” the receptionist said as I walked into the office the following Monday.   

“Good morning, Beverly,” I said. As I walked past her I studied her face for a moment, looking for any sign that she might have seen me Friday night.  But she wore the same focused look of efficiency she usually had.  

I passed by several co-workers in the hall, greeting several of them.  Each replied in their usual casual tone.  As I entered my office I breathed a sigh of relief.  I must have gotten away with it, I thought to myself.

“Hello, dad,” my daughter said as she looked up from my desk.  Her feet were propped up and her hands were behind her head.  She leaned back in my chair and regarded me with a smirk.  

“Tiffany?” I shouted.  “What the hell are you doing here?”  I dropped my laptop case to the floor.

“She’s here to put you in your place, honey,” I heard a familiar voice behind me say.  I spun around, only to find myself in utter shock as I stared into the face of David, the guy I had met a few night s before.  He smiled.  “I think you owe me a blow job, sweetie,” he said.  “On your knees!”

Behind me I heard my daughter explode with laughter.  “You’re so stupid, dad,” she said as she hopped out of the chair and circled the desk to meet me face-to-face.  I felt the color drain from my face as her eyes bored into my brain.  

“I set you up good,” she said between clenched teeth.  “With a little help from my friend here,” she said, nodding to David, “and the queen from the mall, the one I paid to follow you.”

I felt my body quake with anger as my hands knotted into fists.  “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I growled.  “You’re a lying little shit.  And, as of right now, you’re kicked out of my house for good.”

I thought that would frighten her.  But, to my surprise, my threat only made her smile.  “Nice try, dad,” she said.  “But what you don’t know is that you were recorded the other night.  I have video of you quivering on the ground screaming, “I’m not queer, I’m not queer!”  She snickered as she mocked my tone.

“You’re lying,” I said, trying to make myself believe it.

“Really?” she said.  “Let’s see about that.”

Then, from behind me, appeared Beverly, holding an iPad in her right hand.  “Hi, Mr. Taylor,” she said, a wicked grin on her face as I spun around to look at her.  “Check out this video I just saw on YouTube.”  

She held up the tablet so that I could see the screen.  There, for all the world to see, was a recording of me from the night before, saying, “I-I want to suck you off,” I said, my voice quivering, “I really do.  I know I’m queer, but I’m afraid.”

“Oh - god,” I said, as I felt my body begin to tremble.  Then my daughter, David, and Beverly started laughing at me, while I folded my hands and lowered my head in humiliation and defeat.  My secret was out, and my daughter had won.

SIX MONTHS LATER

“Shave those thighs good, Francine,” my daughter said as I ran the razor up my legs, “or I’ll shove a needle up your ass and out the other end.”

“Yes, Mistress Tiffany,” I said, watching the sharpened edge stroke the hair from my thighs.  

“Mistress Tiffany,” I said, “will David be over tonight?  I want to feel him cum inside me so very bad.”

I heard my daughter make a tsk, tsk! sound, “Now, Francine,” she said, “you know how busy David has been since he took over your company.”  She smiled.  “Plus, you know he likes real men, not sissy crossdressers like yourself.”

“I know,” I said, disappointment rising up in me.  “But I do my best to please him!  I can’t help it if my cock has shrunk.”

Tiffany laughed.  “You stupid slut,” she said.  “You don’t have a cock.  It’s really more of a micro-clit.”  

I glanced down at the limp, soggy object between my legs.  “Yes, Mistress Tiffany,” I said.  “It doesn’t even get stiff anymore.  I guess I will never be a man again.”

“No, Francine, you won’t,” she said.  “I would never allow it.  Now be a good girl and finish getting dressed.  Jamal and the other guys will be over soon, and they’re expecting you to blow them, like the faggot whore you are.  And no gagging on their cocks this time, or I’ll cut what’s left of your balls off!”

“Yes, Mistress Tiffany,” I said, licking my lips at the thought of her boyfriends cumming in my mouth.  Then I slipped on my stockings, panties, and high heels, and sauntered out to the living room with a swish in my step, just like a good sissy should.
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