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Introduction

I love turning men into women.  It has been my passion since high school, when I was head of the cheerleading squad and the captain of the football team thought he could do whatever he wanted with me.  By the time I got done with him he was a sissy transvestite with a limp, tiny excuse for a cock.  He quit the football team and joined the Glee club.  He even tried to become a cheerleader!

The stories in this book are all true.  Some were written by a select group of my slaves, others were penned by sissies who were transformed by friends of mine.  But each is a red-hot look into the world of forced feminization, a thriving part of the world’s underground economy.  Men by the hundreds disappear every day, only to re-emerge as transgendered sluts, dancers, and unpaid domestic help. 

The vast majority of them are quite happy in their new lives.  You see, men are sissies by nature; the problem is, most are in denial.  That’s where I come in.  I help them to face the truth about themselves and embrace it.  The methods I use vary depending on the subject; sometimes I’m kind and sweet, other times brutal.  It all depends on their attitude – and my mood at the time.

The world is slowly but surely being taken over by dominant women.  You don’t see this happening because you’re not supposed to.  When the end finally comes, it will be too late for men to do anything about it.  Then my sisters and I will emerge as the new rulers of the planet.  As for men, they will be properly disciplined, feminized, and enslaved.  So read on, and see what awaits you in the near future.

Mistress Victoria

2015

No Escape: How I Became a Feminized Sissy Queer

I don’t have long to write in my diary.  If my owners finds that I have been recording my thoughts, then their wrath will be even worse than normal.  As it is, I’m still hobbled in pain from the needles they inserted in my tiny cock a couple of days ago.  My offense: gagging on their friend’s 12” penis as he shot his steaming load down my throat.  It’s not that I don’t love blowing guys, but the cum was sizzling hot, and it was all I could do to not choke on his massive ebony shaft.  You see, he’s a real man, while I’m just a feminized sissy queer named Julie.

Sometimes I try to remember what it was like to cum; my last orgasm was more than two years ago, just before I met Nicole.  The one time that I dared to bring up the subject me current mistress doused me in cold water and sent me outside in freezing weather for the evening.

What inspired me to write these words is the work my owners are doing in the basement.  They’re installing soundproofing insulation in the walls to muffle the sound of my screams.  They love to inflict pain, and I fear they have darkly sadistic plans for me.

Part One: the Death of Paul

I first met Mistress Nicole three years ago through a dating website.  From my first glance at her picture I knew she was out of my league.  I was a balding engineer in his early 30s with a little bit of a paunch and a very large nose.  She was in her 20s, tall and blond, with long hair that hung almost to her ass and a smile that softened the icy glare in her steely blue eyes.  I was so floored by her looks that I sent her an email suggesting a meeting, knowing the whole time that my chances with her were almost zero.

Imagine my surprise the next morning, when I logged on to my dating account and saw she had responded!  Not only was she interested in a date with me, she suggested that we meet that night.  The location she named was on the other side of town, in an area known for its gay bars.  I was a little puzzled as to why she would choose such a spot, but I was so anxious to meet her that I agreed instantly. 

A few minutes later she messaged me again, saying she was excited to see me and knew we would get along great.  She also sent me a photo of herself in a pair of black satin panties and matching bra, which made me so aroused that I could barely function the rest of the day.  Had I not been at work I would have spent the entire day jacking off.

After work that night I went straight for the bar she said we were to meet at.  As I suspected, it catered to a mostly gay crowd.  Making my way through the crowded, smoke-filled room, I felt the eyes of other men on me as I chose a table in the back.

I took a seat and ordered a beer.  I sat there nursing my drink with trembling hands as I eyed the other patrons.  I had never felt the slightest tinge of homosexual desire in my life, and I was uneasy at the open displays of man-on-man lovemaking; though I felt my cock harden while I was watching.

Then she appeared, coming in through a side entrance.  She wore a tiny black dress, her hair falling across her shoulders and almost to her waist, in tall stiletto heels that gave her thighs a deliciously sexy curve.  My eyes followed her body, noting how the skirt was barely long enough to cover her ass cheeks, and how it formed a V shape near the top that raised and parted each of her massive breasts, putting each on display for men to lust after and other women to envy.  She carried a small black handbag, wore a thin gold bracelet around her right wrist, and had exquisitely manicured scarlet fingernails.

My eyes continued to take her in as I noticed her facial features: the pouty lips, high cheekbones, skin so clear that she wore almost no makeup.  Her eyes were cold as ice and narrowed slightly, like a huntress gazing the scene in front of her for fresh game.  That’s how I felt, in fact - like an animal being stalked by a beautiful but deadly predator.  But I was so turned that I sat frozen in my chair.

Then she spotted me in the back of the club and began moving towards me.  A slight smile creased her face for a moment as she reached me.  “You must be Jim!” she said, in a tone that sounded friendly enough.  “I’m Nicole Gerda.”  I noted the faint trace of a German accent in her voice as she spoke. 

“H-hello,” I said, trying to rise to my feet; my body was shaking so much that I could barely stand.  I extended my hand towards her, and she took it.  But, rather than a friendly shake, she held onto it for several seconds, turning it over and over and running her index finger down the lines of my palm. 

“Such soft, unmanly hands,” she said, “more like a girl’s than anything else.”  She smiled once more.

My face blushed as I felt a twinge of anger at her comment, mixed with confusion and a little fear.  Was I her date?  Or was I a slave on an auction block being examined by a potential owner?  I started to speak, but then she took my hand in both of hers and squeezed. 

I fell into my chair, my heart pounding as my head swam with both lust and a feeling I had never known before.  I’m not sure what to call it, but it must be what a fly feels just before it’s torn apart by a spider.  The same thing was happening to me at that moment, though I didn’t realize it till much later, after I became Julie.

She sat, ordered a drink, and made sure the waiter understood I would be paying.  Then she looked at me.  “Tell me all about yourself, Paul,” she said, “and we will see if we can make this thing work out.”

My head was still reeling.  But I found the words to tell her what she wanted to know: that I was a software engineer who worked from his home, single with no kids, a lifetime gamer and self-confessed nerd who had no social life to speak of.  I thought that hearing these things would turn her off, but instead I watched her grow ever more pleased as I shared my story.

“I think you will do, Paulette,” she said when I finished.  “Paul,” I said, “my name is Paul.”  Where did she get ‘Paulette’ from? I wondered.  Couldn’t she see I was a guy?  Upon hearing me correct her, I saw her perfect face turn hard for a brief moment.  Then she was smiling again.  “You are my Paulette,” she said, “until I determine a more suitable name for you.” 

Before I could speak I saw her raise her hand to get the waiter’s attention.  As he approached, I noticed for the first time that he was a huge man, naked from the waist up, with a perfectly chiseled body gained from endless hours in the gym.  He had sandy brown hair and piercing green eyes.  I had never felt the slightest bit of attraction to a man before, but in that moment I was aroused. 

“She will pay for our drinks now, waiter,” Nicole told the man.  “We are going to my home for some fun.”  Then she looked at me, with a smile that could bring a dead man back to life.  “Right, Paulette?” she said, stroking her fingers over her exposed breasts as she did so.  I was so turned on that I could say nothing, just nod meekly in agreement as I reached for my wallet. 

15 minutes later Nicole led me into her apartment, which was a few blocks from the bar.  I gazed around in astonishment; she is a woman of expensive tastes, and that showed in the massive leather sofa, fine oil paintings, and Persian rugs that decorated her living room.  “This is amazing,” I said to her admiringly.

She smiled at me as she poured a drink for each of us; bourbon and Coke for herself, skim milk for me, I looked with disappointment at the glass she handed me.  “Milk?” I said.  “I can handle something stronger, you know-.”

The blow came at the side of my head so fast that I had no time to react.  The milk splashed across my clothes and onto the floor beneath my feet.  My body shot backwards, my skull striking the edge of the sofa’s wooden frame as I fell like a sack of potatoes.

I touched my forehead, feeling a thin trickle of blood running down it.  I glanced upward to see Nicole standing high above me, her right hand still clenched in a fist.  She glared at me, rage coursing through her body.  “If you ever question me again, I will tie you to my bedpost and flog you with a special whip I own, one made with razor wire.”  Her tone was cool, her voice quiet, which made her threat all the more real.

Kneeling, her eyes bored into mine as she stared right through me.  “This is how it is,” she said.  “I am more woman than you could ever hope to have.  You have already imagined yourself making love to me; and you will - eventually,” she said, her smile returning.  “But understand this: I demand your absolute obedience and devotion, nothing less!” 

She pointed towards the door.  “If that doesn’t work for you, then you can leave now.  We will never speak again, and you will spend the rest of your life masturbating to images of fantasy women on the internet.  Is that what you want?”

It’s impossible to describe all the feelings and thoughts that went through my head in the next few moments.  Part of me wanted to strike back - but she was taller and obviously stronger than me, so that would not go well.  Another part of me wanted to run like hell.  That was the side of me that I should have listened to.

But another part of me knew that what she said was true.  I would never have another shot at a woman as beautiful and as amazing as her.  I knew I simply wasn’t much of a man - more of an emasculated wimp, really.  And the idea of being controlled by this mysterious woman had my hormones in a rage.  So, after several minutes of lying there on the floor, I simply nodded my head and said quietly, “I’ll stay.”

“Good!” she said.  “Then you can begin by cleaning up the mess you made.”  She gestured towards the milk that had sprayed across her granite tile floor.  I started to stand up, saying, “Yes mam.  If you can tell me where the cleaning supplies are’’.”

Once again she cut me off.  “You have all the ‘cleaning supplies’ you need in your mouth, Paulette,” she said.  “Use that sissy tongue of yours to lap it up, like a dog.” 

I looked up at her in disbelief.  Then she tensed her body, and I knew she would beat me to within an inch of my life if I didn’t do as she ordered.  Slowly, my head still spinning from striking the sofa, I got on my hands and knees and began licking.  I tasted the residues of cleaning chemicals on my tongue, mixed with the grit of floor dust and the watery flavor of the skim milk.


She sat and watched as I complied, speaking soothingly to me.  “Good, Paulette - or, should I say, Julie?  Yes, you are Julie from now on, my submissive bitch dog.”  She laughed as she crossed her legs and sipped her own drink.  “You are Julie, my sissy queer bitch.” she said to me as I lapped up the white liquid.  

I felt my eyes grow moist, and tears flowed freely down my face; I was thoroughly and completely humiliated.  My knees ached from the hard, cold floor, and my neglected cock was steel hard from the treatment I was receiving.  Nicole noticed all of it, and smiled at my utter degradation.

Part Two: the Birth of Julie

Heaven and Hell: that’s what Nicole gave me in those first few days that I lived as her slave.  I soon found out just how sadistic she was, especially when it came to male genitals.  I spent the first night strapped to an X-shaped torture device with weights clamped to my balls.  I wanted to scream, but she gagged me with a pair of her soiled panties.  Then she took dozens of photos, most which would soon find their way onto her website. 

By the time she finally released me, my sac was blue and purple and my testicles swollen to three times their normal size.  I had wept like a little girl the whole evening, which just made her crueler.  She told me I was a worthless sissy who would never be with a woman again. 

“But you said I would have sex with you!”  I cried out. 

“I lied, you stupid whore!” she screamed in my face.  Then, to show me she was serious, she grabbed my balls and squeezed like a vise.  I screamed and cried for help while she laughed and laughed.  Finally she let go, and I collapsed to the floor in a trembling little heap of pain.  Then she spat on me and walked out of the room, locking the door behind her.

I don’t know how long I laid there; I know I slept, but I’m not sure for how long.  When I came back to myself I was lying in a soft bed.  My sac was no longer swollen, and where I had felt overwhelming pain there was now only a dull ache.

Then I realized someone was touching my legs.  Shaking the rest of the cobwebs from my brain, I saw a lovely brunette gently running a razor along my thighs.  She looked at me and smiled, a gentle expression that soothed my nerves.  ”Hello, Julie,” she said, “’m Janet, one of Mistress’s slaves.  I am here to feminize you.”

I shook my head.  “You’re here to do what?” I asked.

Janet’s face turned dark as she spoke again.  “Mistress has put me in charge of turning you into a woman, you stupid whore,” she said, her tone now cold and menacing.  “She acquired your identity and has sold your home, car, everything - and maxed out your credit cards while she was at it.”  Janet fingered the shimmering gold chain around her neck.  : That’s where this came from; only $5,000.00!” 

I started to get up.  “This is crazy,” I said.  “I’m getting out of here!” 

Then the shock hit me, shooting from the collar around my neck and pouring through my skull.  I thought it would split my head apart.  I collapsed back onto the bed with an explosive headache that made me wrap my hands around my skull and weep.

Through the agony-filled haze of my thoughts I heard Janet speak to me.  “That will happen every time you think of leaving,” she said.  “Mistress owns you now, and she wants you to be one of her sissy slaves.”

I felt the warmth of Janet’s hand against my cheek as her tone once more turned gentle.  “There’s really nothing you can do about it,” she said.  “Just go with the flow, and you will experience pleasure as you have never known before, I promise.”  Still wracked with pain and unable to resist, I simply nodded my head weakly. 

By the time Janet was through with my legs I was deliciously smooth.  I felt the urge to touch my calves, and she allowed me to do so.  “They’re so soft!” I said, actually enjoying the silky smoothness of my body.  Jane smiled.  “It’s only the first step, dear,” she said.  “We’re going to transform you into the woman you have always been deep inside.

The next several days were sheer bliss, as I embraced the flood of pleasurable sensations Janet introduced me to.  She trimmed my toenails and painted them a light pink, then helped me as I slid stockings up them for the first time.  I nearly orgasmed from the sensation.  Then she removed the rest of my body hair with a combination of razors and special creams.  She took me to a boutique that catered to crossdressers, and I picked out several outfits, including three pairs of whorish looking pumps that make my calves look great.

A week later I stood in front of a full length mirror, admiring my new body as Janet stood beside me.  “You’ve done well, Julie,” she said.  “And, as a special treat, you will meet one of Mistress’s most valued employees, Terrance.”  She winked as she spoke.  “He will show you the real meaning of being a woman.”

I looked at her, my eyes widening like saucers.  “Wait a minute,” I said, “I really enjoy crossdressing, but I sure as hell am not queer!”  Then the collar, which I still wore, did its thing, and I was writhing on the floor in pain, girlish sobs escaping from my lips as tears poured down my cheeks. 

“Oh, dear, “Janet said, looking down at me, “now you’re ruined your makeup!  Terrance will not be pleased.”  Once more the collar activated.  This time the pain was so intense that I blacked out.

When I awoke I was lying face down on a mattress, my wrists and ankles strapped down.  The bonds were pulling at me so hard I thought they would rip my limbs off my body.  The sheets below me were silk, and I smelled the faint scent of lavender. 

I heard a door open behind me.  There was a series of heavy footsteps.  A male voice spoke.  “So you’re the slut I’m going to fuck tonight,” it said.  “I’ve had better.” I felt a pair of rough hands exploring my naked ass cheeks.  “At least you’ve got a good firm rear,” the man said.  Then he forced two fingers into my sphincter, so hard that I cried out.  He chuckled.  “Did that sting, sissy?” he said.  “Well, get used to it. I’m all out of lube.”

Moments later I felt a hard, muscular body lying across my back, and a man’s face beside mine.  Glancing over, I saw the profile of a young fellow with dark hair and eyes and just a hint of razor stubble.  “You’re a pretty thing,” he said, regarding me.  “After your surgery you will be perfect.”

For the briefest of moments I wondered what he meant by “surgery.”  Then he raped me, riding me like a steer at a rodeo as I lay there helpless to resist.  His cock was so large that I felt like it was splitting me in half, and every time he pushed down I thought it would come right through the front of me. 

My screams only made him ride me harder.  Finally, as he climaxed, I felt a hot surge of sperm shoot itself deep into my body.  Then he collapsed on top of me, breathing heavily and saying, “damn, that was good!” over and over.

Part Three: Forever a Slave

In the next few days I was raped repeatedly by both Terrence and several other men.  I was fed very little food, and I got only an hour or two of sleep each night.  I recall hearing some odd music playing, with words just beneath the surface I couldn’t quite make out.  I think I remember a voice saying, “you’re a sissy queer” and “you love cock” over and over and over, till they penetrated to the furthest reaches of my brain.

Then came my period of rest and recovery.  My ruptured sphincter was allowed to heal, and I went with Janet to a plastic surgeon who examined my chest; I squealed like a teenage cheerleader when I was told I was getting breast Implants!  “Make them huge, please!”  I begged.  “Don’t worry,” said Janet, holding my hand.  “You’ll be the envy of every stripper in town.”

I spent a great deal of time being shown gay porn while strapped to a chair with a dildo shoved deep inside me.  By this point I could barely remember the person I used to be; I was just Julie, a totally gay and submissive whore who loved men and loved having them cum inside of her.  I also sucked a lot of cock, starting with Terrence’s massive shaft and working my way up to anonymous black men, both in person and at glory holes Janet would take me to around town.

Then came the day that I saw Mistress Nicole again for the first time in months.   I stood on a podium, like a doll on display, while she circled me slowly looking for imperfections.  She told me to lift my mini-skirt so she could check my panties for cum stains; I had long ago been told never to masturbate, and the collar made sure I never did.  She ran her finger along the back of my calves, checked my garter belt to ensure my stockings were hooked in place, and fondled my new boobs to make sure they were soft and tender.  Finally she looked at Janet, who stood nearby, and said, “Well done; this slave will fetch a handsome price on the market.”

“Market?” I said, in my newly feminized voice.  “B-but Mistress,” I said.  “I thought that, once I was thoroughly feminized, I would be with you.  I thought that I would at last be allowed to cum!”

“I can understand you thinking those things,” said Nicole, smiling at me, “you see, I wanted you to believe them. They would give you false hope.”  My heart pounded in my chest as I began to realize what she had planned for me.  “Take him to the operating room,” Nicole said to Janet.  “Whichever of our clients buys her, he will be one sadistic SOB, you can be sure of that.”

“No, no, no!”  I cried as Janet led me away.  “I want to be with Mistress!  I want to cum!  I need to cum!”  I fell to my knees weeping, begging mercy.  But Janet, who I found was surprisingly strong, didn’t care what I wanted.  She dragged me into a room with an operating table, where a pair of men waited in full surgical garb.  They had all the tools necessary to perform an operation, except for one.  They had no anesthetic.

***

My balls are gone now, cut from my body.  My shriveled sac clings to the sunken remains of my ruined penis, which is stitched so that the foreskin covers the glans completely, save for a small catheter that extends past it and lets me pee.

My new master is viciously cruel.  He uses sandpaper on my ass cheeks before he fucks me, so that I feel nothing but pain from sex.  When he’s not raping me I serve him and his wife as unpaid domestic help.  Occasionally they whore me out to friends for fetish parties, where I occasionally act as a human toilet or ashtray.  I’m in a foreign country, and have no understanding of the language or local customs.

A small part of me still hopes that Mistress Nicole will one day have pity on my and take me back.  As sadistic as she is, I have never met a women so perfectly beautiful, or so totally cruel.  I am hers forever, body and soul.

-Slave Julie

2014

From Jim to Jennifer: How I Feminized my Husband

My panty budget has doubled in the last year.  So has the amount of money I spend on bras, stockings, and other feminine attire.  There is also a lot more leg and underarm hair in my sink - though I’m not the one who cleans it out.

None of these changes are the results of an underwear fetish or a hormonal imbalance.  You see, there are two women living under my roof now.  One is me, of course. The other is my feminized husband Jennifer, or, as she used to be known, James.

Jennifer is the ideal spouse.  She keeps the house spotless, cooks dinner every night, listens to my stories about my asshole boyfriends, and is free of nasty male habits like watching sports or picking her nose.  The only drawback to our marriage is the fact that her cock is as useful as a broken dildo.  But she makes up for that defect, both with her tongue and with her passivity regarding my lovers.

Jennifer wasn’t always so ideal, however.  It took months of behavioral modification to achieve her current level of emasculation.  In this account I will share how I achieved these results, for the benefit of my female readers who want the advantages only a submissive husband can offer.

Chapter One: Life in Hell

“Hey babe, come look at this!” cried the voice from my living room.  It was James, wanting to share some pathetic nonsense on TV.  Ever the dutiful wife, I left the novel I was reading to see what had him so excited.

He rewound the scene that had caught his attention.  It was a video of a drunk stumbling through a convenience store, weaving this way and that as he dropped the bottle of cheap hooch he had tucked under his right arm.  “Wow, that’s pretty funny, James,” I said through gritted teeth, hoping my husband would not not detect the note of sarcasm in my voice.  He didn’t; subtlety was beyond his comprehension in those days. 

“Damn right it’s funny, babe!  That due is a stupid fucking dumbass!” he shouted.  He was so caught up in the televised display of stupidity that he leapt up and like an excited monkey - all 300 lbs of him.

As he plopped back into his easy chair he swung his arm outward, striking the half-empty bottle of beer on the table to his left.  The glass container launched into the air and spun around once before splashing its contents on the rug.  “Get that, will you, honey?” James said, pointing at the spill before turning his attention back to the screen.

I started to say something, then sighed as I reminded myself it would only start a fight.  Instead, I went to the cleaning closet for the supplies I would need.  I knelt in front of the mess, soaking up the cheap, pungent brew with a towel as James snickered at the next “reality” video on his show.  


This really, really sucks, I thought to myself as I tended to the task.  Then I gagged as James lit one of his disgusting cigars, the kind with a plastic tip that’s supposed to smell like cherries.  They sell for fifty cents each at the market around the corner. 

Chapter Two: a Ray of Hope

I was thumbing through the paper a couple of days later when a classified ad caught my eye.  It read as follows:

ATTENTION LADIES

Tired of having a pathetic excuse for a man in your life?  Want to know how to transform him into a sensitive, caring, compliant servant? Then this upcoming seminar is for you!

The text also listed a date and time, as well as the address of a local meeting hall.  Best of all, the word “FREE” appeared in bold text.  Why not give it a chance?  I thought to myself.  What do I have to lose?

***

The first thing I noticed as I walked into the room was the huge poster on the far wall.  It had an outline drawing of a penis with a circle around it and a line drawn through the center.  Standing at the podium was a professional-looking woman who looked to be about 40 years old.  She was stunning, with scarlet hair pinned behind her ears and a pair of wire-framed glasses perched on her nose.

Seated in a folding chair behind her was a tall, slim blond in a short skirt.  I’m not a lesbian (I’m more bi than anything), but if I had any gay urges in me then this girl would have brought them out.  She was the image of feminine beauty: shapely legs nicely crossed, a generous bosom, and a delicate face that only needed a minimum of makeup. 

I felt a twinge of jealousy inside as I sized her up.  The only thing that detracted from her looks was her height; she seemed to be about six feet tall.  She wore expensive leather pumps, a designer skirt that was hemmed just above her knee, and a silk top that revealed the flawless skin of her arms.  Her hands looked a tad large, though her fingers were slender and her nails were perfectly manicured.

The woman standing in front of her spoke.  “Welcome, ladies,” she said to the attendees in crisp, formal tones.  “My name is Constance Royal.”  She took a sip from the glass of water beside her then continued.  “I’ll come right to the point.” she said.  “You’re here because you have a man in your life who is more trouble than he’s worth.” 

A light chuckle rose from the 100 or so women in the hall.  “Preach it, sister,” said the person seated next to me.  Her face was tight, her lips turned downwards in a scowl.  I knew how she felt.


“I can show you how to solve your problem,” said Constance.  “But first I would like to introduce you to someone.”  An image appeared on the screen behind her.  It was a picture of a paunchy man wearing a ball cap, ragged jeans, and a stained tee shirt.  He held a dead fish hanging from a hook in one hand and a can of beer in the other. 

“This is my husband,” said Constance, nodding at the picture, “or, I should say, this is the way he looked a little over a year ago.”  She rolled her eyes as she switched off the projector.  “His name used to be Ted.  He loved fishing, sports, and bowling.  In bed he thought of only one thing: cumming inside of me as quickly as possible, so he could roll over and go to sleep.” 

Constance took off her glasses and placed them on the podium in front of her. ”In short, ladies,” she said, “Ted was just like the man you’re putting up with right now.”  For the second time a chorus of chuckles came from the crowd; I laughed a little myself. 


“Ted is still alive,” Constance said, smiling, “I didn’t kill him - well, not technically, you might say I ‘transformed’ him.  To show you what I mean, let me introduce you to her.”  She turned and looked at the blond to her rear.  “Shannon, you may step up now.” 

“Yes, mistress,” said the gorgeous creature in a tiny, delicate voice as she stood.  A gasp fell over the audience as we understood what Constance was saying.  She had turned her smelly, beer-swilling spouse into the ravishing, utterly feminine person who was at that moment sauntering towards the microphone!

My mouth fell open as Shannon took her place beside Constance at the podium.  She was even more breathtaking on her feet than when seated.  I noticed, however, that her face seemed a little blank, her eyes glazed over.  It was as if someone had reached into her head, scooping out whatever passes for a brain inside a man’s skull.

Shannon spoke.  “It’s true, ladies,” she said, her full, sensuous lips forming the words.  “I was once the disgusting, self-centered person in that image.”  Then she looked at Constance with an adoring gaze.  “But my beloved wife and owner saved me from that fate.  She freed me from my filthy habits, my male ego, and my selfishness.  With loving care she crafted me into who I am today: a totally feminized slave, with her needs and pleasure as my only concerns.” 

Looking at us, Shannon’s lovely face lit up in a contented smile.  “I am truly happy for the first time in my life.  I wouldn’t go back to the way I was for all the money in the world.”  She looked back at Constance.  “Thank you, my darling,” the tall blond said, her dainty, slightly monotone voice filled with gratitude.

“You are quite welcome,” Constance said.  “You may be seated.”  Without a moment’s hesitation, Shannon turned on her heels, sat, and crossed her ever-so-gorgeous legs once more.  Her features lost all expression as the stared at the far wall.


“And that,” said Constance, “is what can be achieved with the methods I will teach you.”  She looked at her watch.  “You have now been here 10 minutes,” she said to the assembled ladies.  “The free portion of the seminar is bow over.  Those who do not wish to hear more may leave now; we will have a five minute break.  After that time, those who remain will receive full details about my techniques, in exchange for $1,000.00.  Shannon will take your payments.  Cash or credit card are both welcome.” 

I looked around at those seated near me; their faces were a mixture of shock and excitement.  “$1,000.00?” said a voice near me.  “Who does that bitch think we are?” 

I felt the urge to stand up and walk out; this was so unexpected, and the whole business seemed wrong somehow.  But, almost against my will, I found myself doing some quick calculations in my head.  If I put off having my hair and nails done, and if I took a little money out of my savings account, I could probably just cover it…

Needless to say, when the five minutes were up I was still planted in the chair, along with most of the other ladies.  The next three hours were exhilarating, intense, and, to say the least, informative.  I learned to erode a man’s ego with subtle put-downs and comments; how to use sex to make him do my bidding; and how to sneak estrogen into his system.  I’m not saying it’s all legal, but having the knowledge is certainly empowering!

Chapter Three: First his Ego, then his Dick: Down for the Count

Destroying a man’s ego is the key to the whole thing, ladies.  Without this precious quality he will be helpless before your assault.  Fortunately, there are countless ways to destroy this all-too-fragile essence.  The best technique is what I call the “dripping water” method.  Use your natural bitchiness to erode everything he takes pride in.  In time this will wear him down, just like tiny rain drops can, over time, turn the mightiest mountain into a desert plane.

-from Classified Feminization Manual # 1 by Constance Royal

I snickered under my breath, just loud enough to make sure James heard.  “What’s wrong?” I heard him say as he rolled over in my direction.  As he did, I smiled, my face turned away from his so he wouldn’t see how happy I was.  It works! I thought to myself.

Putting on my best concerned/disappointed look, which I had learned the night of Constance’s seminar, I turned to face my husband.  “James, honey,” I said, curling the blanket over my breasts as I did so, “you might want to go to the doctor.”  I touched his arm gently.  “There are all kinds of things they can do for your...problem these days.” 

I glanced towards his cock, which was now shriveled and cum-soaked after the recent intercourse.  He got my drift; men always “get it” when a woman talking about their penis.  The topic cuts right through their sports-and-beer addled brains.  James looked between his legs, shock spreading across his features.  “Y-you mean…” he said, stammering, “You mean it’s not enough to please you anymore?”

Again I touched his arm, offering him a slight smile along with a doe-eyed look.  “It happens, sweetie,” I said, “especially as guys get older.  You didn’t think you would be 18 forever, did you?” 

He started to say something, but I placed my index finger across his lips to keep him quiet.  “It was fine, James, honestly,” I said.  “Just call the doctor this week.  He can help, I’m sure.”  Then I rolled over and pretended to go to sleep.  My husband didn’t, however.  He spent the next three hours staring wide-eyed at the ceiling.

***

The best way to introduce estrogen into a man’s system is to substitute it for a pill he regularly takes - not something vital to his health, of course.  I recommend manipulating him into getting a prescription for erectile dysfunction tablets, then switching the meds out.  I will tell you about sources for safe, highly effective female hormone supplements you can buy without a prescription.
 

- From class notes

I fumbled through my purse for the hundred dollar bill I had put in there the night before.  I passed it to the shadowy figure who stood in front of me in the dark alley.  In exchange she placed an unmarked prescription bottle in my hands.  “You’re sure these won’t hurt him, right?”  I said, meeting her eyes with a hard stare as I grasped her wrist. 

“Don’t worry,” the hooded woman said, a reassuring tone in her voice.  “It’s for his own good.”  She vanished into the night, leaving me clutching the bottle.

James was asleep when I got home.  Opening the medicine chest, I saw the bottle of blue pills his doctor had prescribed the day before.  Opening it, I poured them into the toilet.  I hesitated for a fraction of a second before pushing the handle, wondering if I was doing the right thing. 

Then I remembered the “trick” he had shown me that afternoon: the one that let him burp and fart at the same time.  That image erased the last of my doubts.  I watched as his hard-on tablets swirled round and round before vanishing into eternity.

I replaced them with the pills I had purchased in the alley an hour beforehand.  Outwardly they were identical to his meds.  But the effect they would have on his body would be decidedly different than what he expected.  Sealing the bottle, I slipped it back in the cabinet, closed the door, and left the bathroom.

James roused slightly from his sleep as I slid into bed beside him.  “Sumthin’ wrong?” he mumbled through spittle-encrusted lips.  “Need me to kick sum burglar's ass?” 

“No, dear,” I said, patting him on the head.  “No ass-kicking tonight.  Go back to sleep.”  A moment later his snoring returned.  Wrapping myself up in the soft covers, I drifted off into a pleasant slumber, dreaming of better days to come.

***

James was inconsolable; not that I tried very hard to console him, of course.  He held his head down in shame as he sat naked on the edge of the bed.  “Honey, I don’t know what’s wrong.  I’ve got the desire, just not the….equipment anymore, I guess.”  His pathetic cock hung tiny and flaccid between his fatty thighs.

“Don’t let it bother you, dear,” I called to him from the bathroom as I took something from a vanity drawer.  I emerged into the bedroom a moment later with a long, hard object in my hands.  I had purchased it at a local sex shop that afternoon; just looking at its thick shaft made me wet.  It was black, of course.

James’s mouth dropped open when he saw it.  “You want me to use that on you?” he said.

“Why not?” I said.  “Honestly, sweetie, I have needs just like you.  And let’s just say that...well, let’s just say that you need a little help getting things done these days.”  I placed the giant, ebony dildo in his pale white hands.  Laying down on the bed, I spread my legs and closed my eyes, looking forward to utter bliss. 

After several seconds nothing had happened.  Opening my eyes, I saw James gawking at the toy in his hand, as if he feared it would swallow him whole.  “James!” I yelled.  “Get to it!  I’m horny!”

For the briefest of moments I saw his face turn hard at my command.  Then his flash of anger dissolved into a sea of acceptance, as he slid the dildo between the sopping-wet lips of my vagina.  I moaned reflexively as it went deep inside me, rubbing against my clit and filling me up like James never had.

Then he began to move it up and down, slowly and clumsily at first, then smoothly and quickly.  He has a real talent for pleasing me with another man’s dick, I thought to myself as I surrendered to the pleasure.  “Fuck me, Jemaine,” I cried as I squeezed my nipples between my fingers.  “Do it hard!”

Then it all stopped.  Enraged, I looked up at James.  “Who is Jemaine?” he said, stupidly.


I laughed, tearing the dildo from his limp grasp and showing it back into my cunt.  “One thing’s for sure, James,” I said as I worked the insanely large object in and out of me.  “He sure as hell isn’t you!”  

I wasn’t ready to cum just yet, but hearing my mouth utter those words sent waves of orgasm pulsating from my pussy all through my body.  It was the best climax in my life.  James just hung his head and turned away.  “Your dildo is more of a man than I will ever be,” he said in a quiet, defeated voice as I screamed in ecstatic triumph.

Chapter Four: Chick Flicks and Other Feminine Things

It was a couple of weeks after destroying James’ cock that I took the next step in Constance's manual.  He had been popping blue pills like crazy, trying desperately to regain his lost manhood.  Each time he did so, the estrogen gained a firmer hold in his body’s chemistry. 

I noticed that his skin was smoother, less hairy.  I also noticed that he had stopped watching his idiotic “reality” shows.  As for his dick, it was even smaller than usual.  But by that point he had given up sex as a lost cause; “Jemaine” was taking care of me quite nicely.

One night I decided to see just how much the pills were rewiring James’ brain.  I rented a couple of chick flicks from the local video machine: real tear-jerker stuff.  I left the DVDs sitting on top of the TV.  I neglected to mention them to James; I wanted to see if he would notice them on his own.  I told him I was going out for the night with some girlfriends and left him alone.

An hour later I returned home, parking my car a block away so James would not hear it.  I slipped my key into the front door lock and entered the house silently.  So much for James kicking a burglar’s ass, I thought to myself, smirking.  He wouldn’t know the guy was in the house until the crook had cleaned us out.

Most of the lights were out, but I saw the flicker of the TV screen as I peeked around the corner into the living room.  Then I saw what I hoped to see.  James was watching one of the chick flicks I had left behind and bawling like the little bitch he was becoming.  I had to suppress the urge to laugh out loud; I had won.  My husband was mine to shape as I pleased.

***

“Sweetie, where is my underwear?” James asked as he dug through his dresser drawer. 

“Right in front of you, honey,” I said as I brushed my hair while getting ready for work.  I knew the reason for his confusion.  In fact, I had been planning this moment for days.

“Dear,” he said, “these are all your things; panties and such.”

I walked in the room as James held a soft, lacy pair of undies in his hand, staring at it as if in a trance.  What he didn’t notice was that it was his size.  I had ordered a half dozen pair of the frilliest panties I could find that would fit him

“That’s right, honey,” I said, giving him a mocking smile.  “It’s girlie things for you from now on...unless you want me to tell the boys at your office about the sob-fest you had the other night watching romantic movies.”

Even in his groggy, I-haven’t-had-my-coffee-yet state, the meaning of my words found its way into his confused mind.  For the tiniest fraction of a second I saw a trace of defiance in his eyes.  Then it vanished, replaced by the same blank, submissive look I had seen in Shannon’s face the night of Constance’s seminar.  “Yes, dear,” said James, sliding the panties up his soft, feminized thighs as he meekly did my bidding.

Chapter Five: James Becomes Jennifer

A week later I was lying on my back totally naked, having one of my nightly sessions with “Jemaine” as James sat in the living room staring blankly at the wall.  It was taking all his mental energy to make it through each day at work.  When he got home his mind slipped into a fog, as his thought processes and self-identity rearranged themselves according to my will.

I cried out in pleasure as a body-shuddering orgasm coursed through my frame, then collapsed into a content, utterly satisfied heap on the feather-soft mattress.  Then I heard someone standing in the doorway.  Looking up, I saw it was James. 

I gazed at him in silent approval.  He had only been on the diet I selected for him for a few days, but already he was becoming slimmer.  I noted two tiny bulges in his tee shirt; my husband was growing breasts!  A wave of satisfaction swept through me as I gazed at the fruit of my labors.

“Honey?” my husband said in a slight, ever-so-girly voice.

“Yes, dear?” I said, looking at him coyly as I clutched the dildo against my bare chest.


“Would you -” he fumbled to get the words out - “would you use ‘Jemaine’ on me tonight, please?”  His eyes had a delightfully pleading look in them. 

“Why, James,” I said, “are you telling me you want to know what it’s like to have a cock inside of you?”

He started to open his mouth.  Then his lips froze.  I watched his eyes twitch slightly; I knew that the gears in his brain were shifting like crazy.  “Yes,” he said, with no doubt whatsoever.  “I want to be fucked like a woman.”

“Then come over here, sweetie,” I said, patting the mattress, “and I will fuck you like the whore you are.”

James laid down beside me.  I spread his ass cheeks, then slid my toy deep into him.  As I did I heard him moan.  Then his queer, sissy ass writhed in ecstasy as the massive dildo spread his sphincter wide.  He winced just a tad.  “Not hurting you, am I, sweetie?” I said as I began the up-and-down motion.  There was no need for lube; my own juices had made the toy slick enough for even James’ untrained ass to receive.  James shook his head.  “Keep fucking me - please,” he said.

Constance had taught us that men could be trained to cum from anal stimulation.  I can tell you with authority that she’s right.  James climaxed three times that evening.

Her first pair of stockings, her boob surgery, even her first blow job were still in the future at this point.  But it was just a matter of time.  That night, when she first took a dildo up her ass, James became Jennifer.  The man was dead, a sissy was born, and my victory was complete.

Epilogue

I have been living with a completely feminized husband for about a year now, and the two of us couldn’t be happier.  Jennifer is gorgeous; slim, toned body, nice breasts, and shoulder-length blond hair.  What’s left of her penis is encased in a chastity device that curves sideways and slightly upwards.  She sits down to pee.  My husband will never function as a man again.

I never quite lost my taste for cock, so I have a series of men who fuck me on a regular basis - along with “Jemaine,” of course.  Jennifer graciously helps my boyfriends by sucking them until they’re nice and hard.  She even guides their huge cocks into my willing pussy.  Every now and then I let one of my bulls fuck her in the ass, both for milking purposes and as an occasional treat when she’s extra good.

I have one more juicy detail to share with you.  I received a visit from Constance Royal recently, along with her feminized slave Shannon.  Jennifer was aroused both sexually and with jealousy when the two sissies met.  But both girls squealed with delight when we said they could play together while Constance and I talked.  They were soon in the bedroom together, sharing makeup tips and pleasuring each other with Jemaine.

“I’ll be honest, my dear,” said Constance as she slipped her hand across my knee.  My heart pounded as she did.  “I’ve been keeping tabs on you.  You’re an excellent student.  In fact, I would like you to become my first franchisee.” 

She leaned forward, kissing me full on the lips.  “Oh course, there w be...fees,” she said as she looked approvingly at my bust line.  Then her hand slipped inside my blouse, and the next few hours were better than anything a man could ever provide.

That steaming-hot encounter started a new chapter in my life, as I embarked on a career as a consultant for women looking to take charge of their lives.  If you’re reading these words, then keep your eyes on the classified section of your paper.  You never know when Jennifer and I might show up.

Feminized for Life: How my Friends and I Turned our Boss into a Woman

I think the best part of feminizing my boss was sliding stockings onto his freshly shaven legs.  That, more than rubbing moisturizer into his skin, applying his makeup, or humiliating him in front of a crowd, was the most rewarding - and most arousing - part of the whole adventure.  In fact, my pussy is getting wet just thinking about it.

But I’m getting ahead of myself.  My name is Jennifer Jenkins.  I’m co-owner of one of the most popular restaurants in town.  We serve everything from fettuccini to fried clams.  Most nights we’re so packed that customers end up waiting more than an hour for a table.  The food is so good that I dine there myself most nights.  The crew works hard, but my partner and I pay them well and give them insurance, so our turnover rate is nearly zero. 

Things weren’t always so good, however.  In fact, just over a year ago I was a waitress making barely enough to survive.  That wasn’t the worst part of the job, though.  The person that made it a living Hell was the owner/supervisor, Frank Castellano.  Frank goes by Frances now, and she spends most of her time hanging out on street corners in the gay part of the city.  But, once again, I’m getting ahead of myself.  Let me start with what happened about 14 months ago.

***

“Jennifer!  Get your ass in gear, you stupid bitch! We’ve got customers!”

“Yes, Frank,” I said, balancing the serving platter on my hand.  I passed through the kitchen’s double doors into the dining room.  It was about 8:30 on a Saturday night, and the place was full of hungry customers with growling stomachs.  I pasted on my fake smile and did my best to sound cheerful as I endured the rude comments and lewd stares from men.  I still remember the things they would say to me in those days:

“Hey, baby, shake that thing!”

“I’ll have a burger, fries, and a blow job, you hot little cunt!”

“Give me your number and I’ll phone in my order about midnight.”

“How about a lap dance, honey?  You’re built for it!”

“Why don’t you suck my dick while I drink my beer?  I promise to cum in your mouth!”

Even worse than the snide remarks was the abuse I had to put up with from my boss.  When he wasn’t yelling he was trying to get his hands on me or one of the other girls.  One night was especially bad.  We had just gotten a new waitress named Pam.  She had never waited tables before and was a little slow. Frank was merciless to her. He stayed on her back throughout her whole shift.  The poor girl was on the verge of tears by the end of the night. 

He did something even worse after the place closed for the night.  Frank was in his office counting up the night's receipts.  Me and the other girls were working our asses off, trying to get everything cleaned up.  Pam was scrubbing pots and pans alongside the guy who washed dishes.  Her face was streaked from tears.  We were patting her on the back and giving her hugs.  “Don’t cry, sweetie,” we said.  “You did fine.  What does Frank know anyway?”

Then he stuck his fat, ugly head out of the office door and shouted, “Pam!  Get in here now; I need to talk to ya!” 

She gave us a wide-eyed look, the color draining out of her face.  “Do I have to?” she said in a tiny voice.  “He scares me.” 

“It’s okay,” I told her.  “He probably just needs some information for your forms.”

She nodded, her whole body quaking as she went into the room with Frank.  He slammed the door shut behind her.

The other girls and I went back to our jobs.  Time got away from us as we poured ourselves into the work.  Finally, at just before midnight, the place was spotless.   We headed to Frank’s office to get our checks; it was pay night.  But, before we could get there, the door burst open and Pam came running out.  Her blouse was torn and there was a large bruise on the side of her head.  Tears pouring down her face, she ran past us and out of the building.

We started to go after her, but Frank yelled at us.  “Ignore that dirty cunt!” he shouted.  “Get in here and take your checks before I shred ‘em!”  We did as he said.  “Get out of his restaurant,” he screamed at us.  “And be back tomorrow at noon.  You’re all working a double shift!”

“That dirty motherfucker,” I said under my breath as my co-workers and I crossed the parking lot to our cars.  It was a muggy summer night, and sweat rolled down my body in buckets, drenching my thin cotton shirt.  Some of it soaked into my bra; if felt good on my tits.  “I’m gonna rip his eyes out of his head and feed them to him.” 

But my friend Joanie touched my arm.  “Don’t, Jen,” she said.  “The cops are all his buddies.”

I turned to her, glaring, “We gotta do something!” I said.  “He tried to rape Pam!”  

I fumbled for the small pocket knife I carried in my purse; I was going to go back in the place and cut him up.  But she grabbed my wrist, stopping me from pulling out the blade.  “Let’s go have a drink at the place around the corner,” she said, locking her eyes on mine.  “I have an idea.”

10 minutes later we were seated in an out-of-the-way booth in the back, nursing glasses of beer and talking.  “I have a friend who’s a psychology major at the local college,” she said.  “Her name is Kim; she’s president of some lesbian group on campus and a real man-hater.  She says they are doing some really wild stuff with these new subliminal hypnosis tapes.”

She paused for second, giving me a “sound interesting?” look.  I took a sip of beer and nodded.  “Go ahead,” I said.  But in my head I was thinking, what the hell good is hypnosis?  We need to just shoot Frank in the head.  I smiled as I imagined his skull exploding from a shotgun blast.

Joanie continued.  “She says these new methods work on a subconscious level.  They can make people think they’re animals, for instance.”  She snorted.  “One guy started thinking he was a chicken; he was crowing and running around the lab and everything!” 

I laughed so hard I spit out my beer.  “That’s hilarious!” I said.  Then I gave my friend a wicked smile.  “Wouldn’t it be fun if we could make Frank think he was a dog; he would run around the restaurant licking his balls and crapping everywhere.  Of course, that’s probably what he does at home anyway.”  I looked at my glass of beer, watching bubbles rise to the surface.  “Actually, being single with no kids,” I said, “he probably spends all his time looking at porn and jacking off.”

Joanie’s face took on a devious grin that caught my eye.  “The dog idea is good,” she said.  “But I have something even more humiliating in mind.”  She leaned in towards me, lowering her voice as she did so.  “I told my friend about how Frank treats us.  She says that, deep inside, he probably hates women.  They call guys like that ‘misoginzers,’ I think.”

I chuckled.  “Misogynists, you mean.”

She cocked her head and pursed her lips.  “Well, look at Miss Smarty-Pants over there!” she said. 

I grinned, pumping my fist in the air.  “That one semester of community college really paid off!” I shouted.  People turned, looked at us for a moment, and then went back to whatever they were doing.

Joanie finished her beer and kept talking.  “The way I figure it, the worst thing Frank could ever be is the kind of person he hates most - a woman,” she said.  I saw a distant fire burning in her eyes.

“Sweetie,” I said, slapping my palm down on the table, “that is fucking BRILLIANT!  What better way to humiliate a guy like Frank than to feminize him?”  I clapped my hands together.  “You are the real smarty-pants at this table!”  I waved the bartender over.  “Another beer for my girl here,” I said, “on me!” 

A moment later he brought Joanie a tall, frothy container of cold brew with tiny slivers of ice floating on the top.  We clinked our glasses together in triumph.  “To Frank’s feminization!” I said.  Then we each took a long, satisfying drink. 

“We can do it, girl; we can make him pay,” she said.  The she touched my knee under the table.  The feel of her fingers sent a fire through my pussy.  I looked at her tousled hair and smelled the perspiration on her skin.  I had never been hot for another woman before.  But, at that moment, I wanted to tear her clothes off and make love to her on the table.  We hung out till 2 a.m., figuring out the details of our plan…

***

Two days later we were at the local college talking to Joanie’s friend Kim.  I held the flash stick she had just given me in my right hand.  “Are you sure this will work?” I asked as I gave the drive a sideways look.  “I don’t know much about this high tech stuff.”

“Absolutely foolproof,” she said.  “That SOB will be totally feminized in a few weeks.  She smiled thinly.  “I wish I could be there to see it.”

I looked at her, the girl-on-girl lust I had felt the other night returning.  Kim was Asian, with a lab coat and little nerdy glasses perched on the tip of her nose.  Her dark hair hung just below her shoulders, and I smelled the subtle scent of her perfume.  I didn’t recognize the fragrance, but it was something musky.  Maybe I’m lez, I thought to myself.  No man ever made me feel this horny.  “Okay, thanks,” I said, looking at her.

“You’re welcome,” she said, grinning.  I noticed a twinkle in her eye.

“She’s pretty cute,” I said absent-mindedly as Joanie and I walked out of the building, “and smart.”

“Yes,” she is, Joanie said.

Stopping in my tracks, I looked at her.  “Oops!” I said.  “I didn’t mean for you to hear that!”

“It’s okay,” she said, smiling at me as she reached out to take my hand.  “I’m glad I did.”  We walked together to her car, holding hands as we did. 

We didn’t have sex that night, but we did make out in her car a little, after Joanie told me she has been fantasizing about me for years.  My panties were soaked by the time I walked through my front door.

***

“It’s really simple,” I told the other girls the next day at work.  “The drive plugs into the back of the restaurant’s sound system, which plays Frank’s favorite songs over and over,” I said, grimacing, “you know - like fingers scratching a chalkboard.  It sends out a subliminal signal that no one can consciously hear.  But his brain will detect the messages and start acting on them.”

“Are you sure Frank has a brain?” said Rachel, the lady standing beside me.  The other waitresses laughed.

I smirked.  “I’m not sure,” I said.  “But something tells that dick of his to get hard.  I see him walking around with an erection every time the high school cheerleaders come in together.”  I slipped the drive into the slot on the stereo.  “And it’s not easy to spot, either,” I said.  “Just barely makes a bump in his pants.”  Once again the girls laughed.

“Won’t it affect all the guys in the place?” said Joan, the blond with a tattoo on her back shaped like a dildo.

“Don’t I wish,” I said.  “But no, it actually says his name as it repeats the commands.  So it will only program him, no one else”

“What kind of commands does it say?” asked Rachel.

I looked at her, grinning.  “Stuff like ‘shave your legs,’ ‘shove a needle in your scrotum,’ ‘wear high heels,’ ‘suck other men’s cocks,’” I said.

“Poor ol’ Frank won’t know what hit him!” said Joanie.  Then, looking at the clock, she said, “We had better get ready to open.  He will be here any minute.”  We went to our stations to prepare for the dinner rush.

***

I was amazed how quickly the program on the flash drive began to work.  That night, after the place closed, Frank left before everyone else; I had the keys and could lock up for him.  On my way home I drove past a gay bar where lots of drag queens hung out.  I saw Frank’s truck parked there.  Joanie was in the car next to me.  We smiled at each other.  It was working!

Frank’s whole personality changed after that.  He began to walk with a swish, His voice became higher.  And I never again saw him with a hard-on when the cheerleaders showed up.  Instead, he got excited when the frat guys from the local college dropped in on weekends.  I caught him gazing at them more than once, sweat dripping off his forehead as his tiny cock jutted out hard as a rock - or, in his case, a pebble.

Over the next few weeks his transformation continued.  Once he bent over to pick up some boxes.  His pants dropped so low I saw his underwear; he had on a pair of panties!  Joanie saw it too; we elbowed each other and snickered.  Frank was in such a daze that he didn’t notice.

Then I came up with a way to completely humiliate him.  It would make sure that he never abused a woman again.  I would need help, though.  I called Kim at the college. 

“Hello?” she said in her cute little voice.” 

“Kim?” I said, my cunt throbbing just from hearing her talk.  “How would you and your girlfriends like to have a banquet here at our restaurant?”

***

A few weeks later the local chapter of the Militant Feminist Alliance showed up at dinnertime for a meeting.  I had thought that Kim was joking when she said that she was bringing 100 women with her.  She wasn’t.  The place was so packed that we had to close it to everyone else.

Whoever says that lesbians and feminists are all dowdy, plain-looking broads has no idea what the fuck he is talking about.  The ladies who were there that night were all young and gorgeous.  Most of them wore low-cut tops and skirts so short their panties were showing. 

Plus, a lot of them were couples.  Our table tops sit pretty high off the floor, so I could see a lot of leg-fondling and calf-stroking going on.  It was so sexy I could barely hold the plates steady as I served the food.

But the high point of the night was when Frank finally stumbled in.  His face was pale, his eyes were blank, and he had a whitish stain on his lips that looked like cum.

Everything was well in hand, so I decided to launch my little scheme.  “Hey, Frank,” I said, approaching him. 

“Huh?” he said, looking at me.

“I was just thinking,” I said, touching him on the shoulder, “maybe you should go out there and tell the crowd how delighted you are to have their business.”

Oh, oh yeah,” he said.  “Yeah, I’ll do that.”

“One thing, though,” I said, “you can’t go out there dressed like that.”  I pointed to his wrinkled shirt, baggy jeans, and untied shoes.  “That’s no way for a woman to look!”

Frank’s face lit up as soon as I used the word “woman” in reference to him.  It was like I turned on a switch in his brain.  “You’re right,” he said.  “I am a mess today!”  He touched his cheeks with his palms, in a way that was so sissy and gay I had to fight to keep from laughing out loud.  He looked at himself in a mirror, clucking his tongue in disapproval as he did so. 

“No problem,” I said.  “In fact, you’re in luck.  I have an outfit with me that will fit your nicely.  It has silky white stockings, pretty pink panties, a lacy bra, a short black skirt, and a red top.  I even brought makeup and a wig!”

“That sounds gorgeous!” he said.  “Let’s go to my office and you can put it on me right now!”

We did just that.  Frank stripped completely, leaned back in his office chair and let me feminize him totally on the spot.  I rubbed a dainty smelling shaving gel into his legs, running a disposable razor up and down his calves and thighs.  He loved seeing all that nasty man-hair come off.  I shaved his balls too, just for good measure. 

I painted his toenails bright red and slid a pair of black high heels onto his feet.  I had ordered them the week before from a website for transvestites, along with most of the things he wore that night.  Then I slipped the silk stockings up his legs; they hooked nicely to the frilly garter belt I had selected for him. 

Sadly, I had to look at his micro-cock for a few seconds that night.  It was soon hidden by his panties, however. 

The hair came off the rest of his body with a few strokes of the razor.  By the time he had on the rest of his wardrobe. Frank actually looked like a woman - a fat, frumpy woman, but a female nonetheless!  He gazed up at me, hoping for my approval. 

“You look lovely!” I said to him in my best fake-sincerity voice.  “There’s one more thing,” I said, touching my lips with my index finger.  “‘Frank’ is no name for a sissy loser like yourself.  How about we change it to ‘Frances’?”

Frances’ eyes lit up at the suggestion.  “That’s wonderful!” she said, once again touching her palms to her cheeks.  “It’s so feminine!”

“Then ‘Frances’ it is,” I said.  “Now, are you ready to make your debut?” 

She bobbed her head up and down giddily.  “Am I!” she said.  “I’ll show those bitches out there what a real woman looks like!”

I led her out of the office and through the kitchen, so that the other workers could see their brainwashed, feminized boss.  The busboy laughed so hard I thought he would have a stroke. 

But the best response came from the head cook, a burly black guy named Tyrone.  “Looks like Frank is the pathetic, cock-sucking faggot we always thought he was!”  Thinking she was being complimented, Frances blushed and thanked him. 

Laughing, Tyrone stepped out from his station, pulled off his apron, and dropped his pants to the floor.  There, revealed for everyone in the kitchen to see, was the biggest penis I had ever seen.  The walls of my pussy hurt as I looked at it.  Frances got so worked up that she dropped to her knees and started blowing Tyrone on the spot! 

Everyone else gathered around, pointing at her, laughing, and kicking her in the ass.  But nothing would separate Frances’ lips from that dick!  I almost felt sorry for her.  Then I remembered how he had abused Pam, and how he had insulted and degraded me for years.  So I let the mocking and teasing go on.

Then I decided it was time to show Frances the real meaning of humiliation.  I went into the dining room and told the ladies to get ready for the show of their lives.  By this time they had finished eating and were in the mood for some amusement.  “Be right back,” I promised them.

Seconds later I appeared with Frances by my side; she had made Tyrone cum and sperm was dripping off her chin.  “Here she is, ladies!” I said, waving my arm with a flourish at my now-feminized boss.

Kim and her friends loved it.  They clapped and stomped their feet as Frances pranced about for them.  “Attagirl, Frances!” one of them shouted.  “Do it like a woman ought to!  Shake that ass!”  I got into it as well, as did the other waitresses.

Then Kim ran up to me, pulling me aside.  “I have the perfect idea,” she said, taking another flash drive out of her purse.  “We have been working on this in the lab. It can undo all the changes in Frank’s brain in a couple of seconds.  He’ll be like he was before, but he’ll be standing in front of a place full of women dressed like that!”

“I love it!’ I said, giving Kim a quick hug.  “Let’s put it in now!”  We raced to the back room where the sound equipment was.  I yanked out the old drive and plugged in the new one.  Then we hurried back to the dining room, where Frances was still putting on her act.

We got there at the perfect moment.  The new program hit Frances’ brain like a ton of bricks.  Suddenly she was Frank again.  He stopped his little show and looked at himself, shock and unbelief registering in his face.  “W-what is going on?” he said, looking up at the assembled women.  Then he stared at his painted nails and girly clothes.  “How did I get in these?” he said.

For a moment, stunned silence fell across the restaurant.  Then someone started giggling.  The sound spread through the crowd, and suddenly dozens of hard-core lesbian feminists were pointing at Frank and laughing their asses off.  I saw tears start rolling down his eyes as his fat face turned red.  Then he simply folded his hands together at his waist and hung his head in shame, as the mocking and sneering at him went on for what seemed like hours…

***

Frank is now back to being Frances; it seems that some of his programming was never erased.  He was so humiliated by the events that night that he sold me and Joanie the restaurant for nearly nothing.  Now he hangs out on a street corner, offering to suck dicks for fifty cents a pop.  Most guys turn him down.

Joanie and I live together now.  Kim drops by with a couple of friends once or twice a week and we have an orgy on the floor.  I had no idea I would get so good at eating pussy; I make the girls cum every time I dip my tongue into their cunts. 

Life as a horny dyke and successful business owner is heaven.  And I owe it all to that hypnosis program.  Maybe we’ll figure out a way to make it work on men in general.  They all of you will be feminized crossdressers sucking each other off, while my friends and I turn you into our slaves.  Hey, it could happen!

A Man no More: How Victoria Feminized her Boss

Before I got breast implants, before I sucked my first cock, even before my first leg waxing - before all of that, I was the owner of an ad agency in need of a new secretary.  My feminization began when I first saw Victoria.  From that second on I belonged to her, though it would be months before I realized it.

***

“I’m sorry, Mr. Stephens!” Beth blurted out.  “I thought the coffee was hot enough!”  She curled up in her office chair as she held her head low.  “Please,” she said, speaking in a softly whining tone, “I really need this job.  I have kids, a family.”  Then she looked up at me, and I saw just how scared she really was.  “I will do better, I promise,” she said, a tremble in her voice.  “Let me try again.”

I felt my lips curl upwards in a sneer as I studied her face: the high cheekbones, the bright blue eyes, and the full lips.  “Tell you what, sweetie,” I said, coming as close to sounding concerned as I was capable of.  “You can make up for it by doing some extra work for me in my office, just you and I.”  I nodded towards the double oaken doors that led to my private sanctuary.  “Be in there in 10 minutes, ready to do what I say.”

Her eyes grew wide as she read my mind.  For a second her features stiffened.  Then I watched as her defiant glare changed into the same sad, defeated look I had seen on my victim’s faces a thousand times before.  “Yes, sir,” she said, her voice subdued.  “I’ll be there.”

I glanced at my watch as I walked away from her desk: 4 o’clock on the dot.  By 4:20 I had cum in her mouth twice.  At 4:21 I sent her back to her desk.  My erection returned as I watched her scampering away from me, clutching her notepad to her chest as a single tear glided down her features.

At 4:30 sharp I called Susan in HR.  “This is Jack Stephens,” I said.  “I want you to fire Beth McDaniels today.  She’s totally incompetent; and she makes very bad coffee.”  I smiled as the voice on the other end said, “yes sir!” without a moment’s hesitation; I had trained my people well.

I stood and lit a cigar, drawing on it casually as I looked out the panoramic window at the city skyline.  “It’s good to be a king,” I said to myself, as the finely scented smoke curled upwards towards the ceiling.

In the glass I saw a partial reflection of my face looking back at me.  At 30 years old, I was better looking than most guys in their teens. My hair was the same sandy blond color it had been since high school.  I wore it a little long by today’s standards, so that it draped an inch or so beneath the top of my shirt collar.  My face still had enough boyish charm to let me pass for someone 10 years younger; sometimes I even got carded when going into a bar.

The only thing that bugged me was my size – frame wise, that is.  At 5’9 and 170 lbs. I was smaller than most men and a little slight, though I had taut muscles and a trim waistline.  One guy who worked for me a couple years back dared to say I was short; he did it when he thought I wasn’t listening.  That guy no longer works in this city; he couldn’t find a job if he tried.  I made sure of that.

Two days later I sat staring at a single sheet of paper outlining the education and accomplishments of a lady who goes by the name Victoria Marlowe.  Despite myself, I was impressed.  I was also favorably pleased with her fiery red hair, which fell in curly locks around her ample bosom. Her face was lightly freckled, her makeup applied with utter precision, though she would have been just as breathtaking without any cosmetics.

The curve of her breasts was just barely visible above the ivory button that held her blouse in place.  Her slim black skirt ended a couple of inches above her right knee.  Her exquisite legs were nicely crossed, which made the lump inside my briefs harder with each passing moment.  Don’t worry, sweetie, I thought to myself. You’ve got the job.

“Your qualifications are quite...impressive, Ms. Marlowe” I said, my eyes still taking in the curves of her calves.  “When can you start?”

“At your convenience, Mr. Stephens,” she said, her tone crisp and utterly businesslike, though it had a bit of an edge to it.  “Would tomorrow be satisfactory?”

“Be here at 8:30,” I said, handing her resume back to her with my left hand as I extended my right one in greeting.

She returned the shake, her grip unexpectedly strong, especially for a woman.  “See you then,” she said, meeting my gaze with her steel-gray eyes.  Then something red-hot shot through the palm she was grasping.  I tried to pull my hand back, but she held it like a vise.  Then she released me, turned on her heels, and left the room.  I watched as the door shut behind her.  Then I collapsed into my chair, touching my temples and noticing for the first time that I was sweating.

I glimpsed at my palm, the one she had clutched in an iron grip moments before.  It still held the imprint of her manicured nails where they had dug into my flesh.  There was a single drop of blood in that spot.  Crushing my hand into a fist, I felt a wave of uneasiness flow through me.  “Who is this woman?” I asked out loud to the empty room.

The next few months were fairly routine.  Victoria showed up each day, on time and looking so incredibly hot I could barely focus on business.  She soon proved to be the ideal executive assistant, handling everything from client relations to personnel issues.  This left me time to hunt for new clients and play golf, which worked out fine for me.  I was always more fond of making money than in working for it.

One thing frustrated me, however: my failure to get Victoria in the sack.  She proved invulnerable to every tactic I knew, from seduction to simple intimidation.  She turned down my offers to get a drink after work, using just enough courtesy so that I couldn’t accuse her of being disrespectful.  Anyone else I would have simply fired.  But she had nearly doubled our revenues during her short time on the job, leaving me little to do but figure out how to hide all the new money from the IRS.

Then came the night that changed everything.  It was late on a summer afternoon, and she and I were getting a presentation ready for a new client.  The final details fell into place just as the sun went down.  I hated putting in 14 hour days back then, but sometimes it was necessary.

As she slipped some documents into her black leather briefcase she looked up at me.  Then she did something I had never seen her do before: she smiled.  My mouth dropped open. The expression was so unexpected that it caught me completely off-guard.

“How about a drink?” she said, pursing her lips in a look so seductive that I felt my heart skip a beat.

“S-sure,” I said, struggling to get the words out.  I felt my cock harden.  Could this be the night?  I asked myself.  “There’s a bar just around the corner,” I said, getting to my feet.  Glancing down, I saw my hard-on jutting out through the fabric of my pants right in front of her face; she was still seated.  I whipped around, hoping she didn’t notice.

Standing, she walked towards me as she slipped her right hand around my left arm.  “I know a better place,” she said, as she led me out of the office.  For the first time I noticed that she was a couple of inches taller than me.  I felt my feet fall into step as she tugged at me to keep moving.  A few months before, I would have fired an employee for less than that.  But, for the moment, there was nothing but lust raging through my mind, along with an emotion I rarely felt: a slight tinge of fear.

20 minutes later Victoria and I sat at a small table in a tiny but very classy bar miles from the office.  She had driven me there in her silver Lexus, and had turned corners and whipped around other drivers so quick I had no idea where we were.  I was nursing a beer, and she was lightly sipping some exotic drink with a name I had never heard of before.

We made small talk for a few minutes.  She was careful to avoid any discussion of her private life.  Then her features hardened she looked directly at me.  Her smile returned.  But this time it was matched by an icy look in her eyes, one that turned the tiny spark of fear I had felt before into a roaring blaze.  “So,” she said, in a tone that was more demanding than questioning, “How did you ever get so good at hiding your insecurities, Jack?  When did you convince yourself you’re a man?”

For a fraction of a second I didn’t know what to say.  It had been so long since anyone had dared mock me that I didn’t realize that was what she was doing.  As my brain struggled to understand, she kept talking.  “I looked into your background before taking the job,” she said.  “You’re single, no kids, and you live alone in an apartment filled with gaudy furnishings, ones that no person with taste would dare have.”

My eyes narrowed.  I tried to respond, but my brain was foggy.  I glanced down at the glass of beer on the table in front of me.  It looked cloudy.

“You put on a good show,” she said.  “But inside you’re scared as a mouse.”  She shifted in her chair and leaned forward slightly, narrowing the distance between her face and mine.  I smelled the faint odor of alcohol on her breath, the scent of her perfume.  I got hard again, despite what she was saying; or were her words causing my erection?

“You’ve thought about being with another man,” she said.  I felt my face went pale.  “You have even thought of dressing up like a woman.”  Then her features turned dark as she glared directly in my eyes.  “According to your Internet provider, you even look at cross-dressing sites late at night.  And I bet they make you so very stiff…”

Anger surged through me, killing my arousal and clearing my head.  “What the hell are you talking about, lady?”  I returned her cold glare with the toughest look I could muster, the one I used when doing hardball negotiations with a client.  “I’m Jack Bradley, founder and president of one of the largest ad agencies in the country.  I made my first million before I was 25.”  I balled my fists and tensed my muscles, for what I thought would be a quick put-down of this upstart cunt.

Then she did something that sent my anger over the edge; she laughed.  It wasn’t a loud guffaw, but rather a faint chuckle that escaped her oh-so-perfect lips, before they turned upward in another smile.  She was amused by me, like a circus goer watching the antics of a bumbling clown.

That was more than I could stand.  I glanced around at the other customers, who were ignoring us.  Then I spoke to her in my most intimidating tone.  “And you, you red-headed slut,” I said, pointing my finger in her face.  “YOU work for ME!  Don’t forget it!  Or I will send your hot little ass packing!”

She just sat there smiling, her expression unchanged.  I leapt to my feet.  “Let’s get out of here,” I said.  “Take me back to the office.” Then my vision blurred as nausea swept up from my stomach and through my brain.

I fell back in my seat, slapping my face to fight off the blackness that was rushing over my senses.  But it did no good; I was passing out.  The last thing I noticed before everything went black was the face of the girl working the bar.  It was Beth, my old secretary.  She was staring right at me, her face as cold and bemused as Victoria’s.  Except for a different hair and eye color, they looked remarkably alike.

***

The first thing I noticed when I awoke was the burning agony in my ass; it felt like it had been torn apart by a pack of wolves.  I was lying face down on a mattress.  My hands and feet were cuffed to the four corners of the bed, so tightly that I feared they would rip out   I smelled the faint odor of hotel disinfectant on the sheet beneath me.

“Good girl,” the voice said.  Turning my head to the left, I saw Victoria seated at a table nearby.  “Welcome back, sleepy-head,” she said, smiling.  “You were out for three hours!”

I was still groggy, but even in that state my eyes nearly popped out of my skull when I saw how she was dressed.  Black leather boots rose to just over her knees.  Above them, stockings hugged her thighs until they stopped just below her silken, ebony-colored panties.  A tight red corset framed her magnificent breasts, her scarlet locks cascading down her shoulders and across her bosom.  Despite my panic and confusion, my erection returned harder and stronger than ever, burying itself in the feather-soft mattress.

“Wondering why your cute little ass is on fire?” she said.  I nodded, unable do anything else.  “Stop looking at me long enough to see what’s next to you.”

Turning my head, I saw the limp remains of a giant pile of used condoms.  “Oh, god,” I said, as the pain in my rectum flared up worse than before.

“That’s right, sweetie,” I heard her say as she got to her feet.  “You’ve been fucked by a dozen or so friends of mine, all extremely gay and each of them very well-hung.”  I said nothing, just stared at the pile of soiled prophylactics in shock.

I heard her step away for the briefest of moments; my head was still turned so I couldn’t see her.  Then I screamed as hot flames of pain shot across my upper thighs.  “Bad little slut!”  Victoria yelled.  I started to look at her; then the fiery streaks of pain returned, this time tearing across my ass cheeks.  “Don’t look at me, slut!” she cried out.  “You’re not worthy of the sight, you miserable little bitch!”  She brought the crop down on me again and again.  My screaming turned to sobs of pain as the beating continued.  Then, surrendering to the torment, I slipped back into unconsciousness.

***

Where am I?  What’s going on?  The words formed in my mind for the briefest of moments, then slipped away as the darkness swallowed me again.  I felt my right hand holding something hard and metallic as a voice in some far distant place said, “Sign it.”

***

The next clear memory I had was of waking up, this time in what looked like a clinic.  A thick leather restraint ran across my waist, but my hands were free.  I looked at them.  What the hell?” I said; my fingers were slender and soft.  And, at the end of each of them, was a perfectly manicured long fingernail, painted a pale sissy pink.

“Good morning, Karen!” said the voice to my left, making me turn my head.  Sitting a few feet away, in a gray top and blue skirt, her logs crossed, hands resting on her knee, was a woman in a lab coat.  She was strikingly beautiful; I guessed her age as around 50.  She spoke with a vaguely European accent.

“Please tell me what’s going on,” I said.  My voice sounded unusually high and delicate.

“Sounds like your vocal feminization surgery went perfectly,” she said, ignoring my query as she gave me an approving look.   Don’t worry, honey,” she continued, cutting me off before I could speak again.  “Your transformation is nearly complete.  Victoria is back in the United States, managing the affairs of your old company.  From now on, your only worries will be about looking pretty and pleasing men with those nice new lips of yours.”

Panic sent a wave of adrenaline coursing through my limbs.  I tried to snap the bond that cinched across my waist; it was much too strong.  I felt something jiggle under the sheet that covered my chest.  It fell away, and for the first time I noticed that I now had breasts, huge ones, topped off by rosy little nipples.

My face a mask of terror, I looked to the anonymous woman for answers.  But she gave me none.  Instead she leaned forward, touching my cheek slightly as she smiled again.  “Your new master will be very pleased,” she said, then turned and left the room.  I called out for help.  But no one came.

***

The flaccid remnant of what was once my penis is now held in place by a golden chastity device; I will never function as a man again.  I am in a Middle Eastern country, that much I know, a member of some wealthy sheik’s private harem of feminized slaves.  Most nights I service his massive cock at least once.  On special days, my ass – which has been modified to receive even the largest male organs, though sometimes it hurts - serves as a cum depository for his friends.

I’m actually quite happy in a way, especially when I look in a mirror and see my lovely new face staring back at me.  My sandy blond hair hangs to my waist.   My ample bosom is nicely pushed up by my brassiere, and my hairless and utterly feminized body is hot enough to arouse any man alive.  And it does just that, whether I’m dancing for a crowd in the sheik’s private club, or on my knees showing my owner what a good slut I am.

Victoria saw through me the whole time.  From the moment her sister Beth come to her sobbing after being fired, my conqueror had begun working on her plan.  She knew that my manly facade and domineering manners were a mask I had created.  I hid my submissive nature from everyone, including myself.

I had always been a sissy deep within, born to please men and obey their every word.  Brilliant dominatrix that she is, Victoria released that part of me during my long, brutal months of captivity.  If she’s running my old company as well as she controlled me, then she must be doing very well indeed.

\

Paid to Feminize: a Day in the Life of a Dominant Lady

“You look almost as pretty in stockings as I do,” I say to Clarice as she struts her stuff in a pair of stiletto heels.  “She” blushes at my compliment.  “Thank you, Mistress,” she says.  “I do so love the way you have feminized me.”

I start to smile.  Then I see the slight smudge in her lipstick.  My face turns hard as I glare at her.  “You little slut….” I say, putting on the tone I use when my subs disobey me.  Her face goes pale and her eyes widen, her sissy mouth forming an “O” of shock.  “What, Mistress?” she says, her voice trembling.  “What did I do?”

“Can’t you see, you idiot?” I scream as I point at her face.  “Your makeup isn’t applied right!”  I leap to my feet and march across the room to her.  My thigh-high leather boots give me an inch of height over the pathetic sissy as I look down on her quivering face.  “Lay face down on the bed - now!” I shout, slapping her hard.  Her wig shifts slightly as I do so, but otherwise her feminine touches stay in place. 

Losing her balance, she collapses on the bed, her six foot frame shaking in terror at my displeasure.  She breaks out in tears as she buries her face in her hands.  Her stick-on pink fingernails make her hands look so pretty, not at all like the masculine paws she had when we first started meeting.  Secretly I am pleased at how her manhood has ebbed away.  But now is not the time to administer praise; now is the time to be stern.

Sobbing, she rolls over on her stomach, smearing her makeup even more as her features make contact with the satin pillowcase.  I lift her skirt up above her ass, exposing the pretty red panties she wears.  Her legs are still a tad too muscular, but they are smooth and nicely shaven.  Again I am pleased, but I don’t let it show.  I pull her undies down around her thighs, exposing her milky white rear.  It too is soft and hairless.

“Stick your whore ass in the air, bitch,” I say, taking my riding crop and slapping it in the palm of my free hand.  Clarice whimpers, “Please, Mistress, please have mercy.  I’m sorry…”

WHACK!  The hard leather of the crop lands across her cheeks.  She cries out in a tone that is so pitiful I have to force myself not to laugh.  But, keeping my composure, I raise the crop and bring it down again, this time harder.  She bawls as red streaks appear across her tender flesh.  Later they will become welts, and Clarice, in her male identity as Charles, will have trouble sitting in his office chair without wincing.

I feel my pussy turn wet as I strike again and again.  By the time I administer the 12th and final blow, my panties and stockings are dripping with the sweet musky odor of my cunt.  By that point Clarice is reduced to a sobbing little crybaby, her makeup now totally smeared. 

I am so aroused I must have some relief.  I fall into a nearby armchair, raise my black leather skirt, drop my underwear to the floor, and spread my legs.  “Crawl, slut,” I say.  “Crawl to me and pleasure your Mistress.”

Slowly, painfully, Clarice stirs.  She starts to pull her panties up.  “Did I tell you to dress?” I say, my voice dark and foreboding.  “No, Mistress, “Clarice says.  She lets them hang loose, and they slide down her thighs as she crawls across the floor in her soft white stockings.


I watch as she inches closer, admiring how I have transformed this once supremely confident male into the weak little sissy now coming towards me.  The only thing that displeases me is the rock hard male organ between her legs.  I will have to work on that, I think to myself.  First I will make it shrink, then I will make it hang limp and useless forever.  But all things in good time. 

Clarice reaches me, her head hung low, her knees red from rubbing against the hotel carpet.  Her hose have runs in them where they made contact with the floor.  “Stupid bimbo,” I say.  “Now you have ruined your stockings.  But we will deal with that later.  For now, show me what a horny little pussy eater you are.”

I feel her lips close around my vagina as her hot tongue flicks against my clit.  I try not to show pleasure when my clients go down on me, But this time I am too worked up to restrain myself.  I let out a soft moan.  My juices run down her mouth and dribble off her chin as she serves me.  It is sheer heaven.  Reaching inside my top, I pinch my nipples.  I squeeze so hard that tiny drops of blood form on the tips of my well-manicured nails.

I feel myself on the verge of a body-shuddering orgasm. Grabbing Clarice by the back of her head, I shove her face deeper inside me.  “Work it, slut!  Show your Mistress what a good tramp you are!”  She responds with extra vigor, flicking my clit so fast I fear I will burst from the waves of pleasure coursing through it. 

Finally, screaming with climax, I dig my nails deep into Clarice’s head and yank it backwards, bringing her face up to look squarely into my raging eyes and snarling teeth.  She gazes at me with a mixture of hope and uncertainty.  “Did I please you, Mistress?” she says, in the girliest tone I have ever heard her use.


In that moment I remember why I chose this profession.  Turning captains of industry into simpering little slaves is the only sane way for a woman like me to earn a living.  

“Yes, dear, you did,” I say, trying to catch my breath as I give her a faint, vanishing smile.  “Now you owe me an additional $200.00 for the privilege of touching me,” I say.  “I hope you brought plenty of cash, or I’ll take the money out of your sweet little ass.”

Clarice did indeed bring plenty of cash with her.  I leave her hotel room $1,000.00 richer for an hour of “work.”  That sum includes the extra $150.00 I charge for letting her jack off.  I don’t stick around to watch her play with herself, however.  I have another client waiting for me in a five-star room across town, and he is usually good for at least $1500.00.  His fetish is cock and ball torture.  I grin as my hand slips around the box of six-inch needles in my purse.

***

I drive a Cadillac, not one of the old-fogey land yacht models, but a nimble, silver-gray 2014 ELR that runs whisper-quiet and handles better than my last BMW.  Like me, it purrs when it’s treated right - and, like me, it always is. 

I park my ride and walk through the attached garage into my quiet suburban home.  When not doing a session I dress upscale but conservative.  My neighbors, who are mostly attorneys, doctors, and accountants, think I work in a cushy high-tech job that demands odd hours.  I allow them to believe that story; it lets me blend comfortably into their staid little world.

I hear the sounds of scrubbing from the kitchen as I enter the main part of the house.  And I smile when I see my husband on his hands and knees scouring the floor. He could do just as good a job with a mop, of course.  But I want him on his knees as much as possible.  It keeps him in the proper frame of mind.

“I’m home, honey!” I announce, tossing my black Louis Vuitton handbag on the couch. He looks up at me, then lowers his eyes before they make contact with mine; that’s a bad habit he sometimes has.  “Welcome home, Mistress,” he says as he looks down at the suds around his naked form.  “I trust your day went well.”

I feel my clit throb as I gaze at his well-toned body, kept lean and hard from endless hours in the gym.  I permit him no junk food, beer, or TV, except for select programming I pre-approve.  He is a magnificent specimen of a man: muscular, tanned, with a full head of wavy golden brown locks.  And he is completely under my thumb, as shown by the collar fastened around his neck and the chastity device that surrounds his cock.  He is my most prized possession, and I love him.

“It was okay,” I say.  “You may stand now.”  He gets to his feet, but keeps his eyes pointed towards the floor.  “Bring me a glass of Chardonnay,” I say.  “Pour it from the bottle my Italian client presented to me last month.”

“Yes, Mistress, right away,” he says.  He turns to the cupboard that holds the crystal glasses.


“Not ‘right away,’ silly girl,” I say, gently chiding him.  “Clean up that mess on the floor first, you idiot.  Then I might let you rub my feet tonight.” 

“Forgive me,” he says, then does as he is told.  Afterwards he brings my wine.  He kneels before me as I drink it slowly, enjoying the view of my spotless, well-furnished home. 

Then I turn my attention back to my husband/slave, who is still on his knees, just the way I like him.  “Know what I did today, my little slut?” I say to him.

“No, Mistress, I do not,” he says. 

“I utterly humiliated half a dozen men, some of whom sit on the boards of the largest corporations in the world.  I stripped them of every ounce of their masculinity, dressed them up as women, and did viciously cruel things to their bodies.  And, in exchange for all my abuse, they made me $10,000.00 richer.”

“They are privileged to serve you, Mistress,” my husband says, “as am I.” 

“Indeed they are,” I say.  I shift my position in the chair, crossing my legs so that my right ankle, clad in an $800.00 Nicholas Kirkwood sandal, hovers less than an inch below his lips.  Reaching down, I lift his chin so that his boyishly handsome face looks up at mine.  Then I kiss him hard, shoving my tongue deep inside his throat.  I hear him gag, but he does not pull away.  Then I release him.  He looks up at me breathless, his face pale. 

“Thank you, Mistress, he says between gasps of air.  “I love you.”

“I love you, too, my little slave,” I say as I get to my feet and set the now-empty glass on a side table.  “Now follow me to the bedroom.  I want to ride that chiseled body of yours for a while.  After that, you will complete your evening workout and prepare a restricted-calorie meal for yourself.  We mustn’t have you getting fat.”

He starts to get to his feet.  I spin on my heels upon hearing the sound.  My glaring eyes meet his for the briefest of moments before he drops them to the floor.  “No!” I shout, my face turning hard as his goes pale.  “You will enter the bed chambers on your hands and knees - like a dog.” 

He falls into the position I demand.  He does so a little slowly, but fast enough so that I let it slide; I’m quite soft-hearted, you see.  He trails behind me as I saunter into the bedroom, then once again he assumes a kneeling position as I strip. 

Moments later I stand before him naked, my hands on my hips as I address him.  “Look up, slut,” I say, “and gaze on your goddess.”

He starts to look up, then drops his head, terrified that he will incur my wrath for making eye contact.  “It’s alright, my dear,” I say.  “You may raise your head this once.  I want to reward you for your good service.”


I watch his eyes drink in every inch of my flawless body: my shapely breasts that are a perfect C cup, my raven hair, my dark, exotic skin that I inherited from my South American mother, my trim, toned waist, and my seemingly endless, exquisitely curved legs.  I leave the Nicholas Kirkwood shoes on to add a delicious curve to my thighs.  I see his cock struggle to become erect inside its silver cage.  That sends a wave of lust coursing me; control of men is the ultimate aphrodisiac. 

Moments later I direct him to lie face up on the bed.  Then I shackle his wrists and ankles, cover his eyes with a blindfold, and at last remove the small key from around my neck, sliding it into the lock on his cock cage.  As I remove it his penis springs to life, hard and thick and already dripping with pre-cum.  I sheathe it in a condom; I’m not ready for kids quite yet.  Then I climb on board, shoving down so hard that he gasps, his hips taking the full force of my thrust.  I ride him for the next 10 minutes, knowing there is no chance of him cumming without my permission.


I feel my cunt tingle as pulses of white-hot pleasure shoot through me.  My orgasm is especially good that night, sweeping through me in multiple waves.  I cry out at the climactic moment.  Then, sliding off my slave, I glance at his still swollen cock, covered in my juices and suffering with the pent-up desires of the past three months.  He is allowed an orgasm once every 90 days - unless I’m in a bad mood.


“You did well, slave,” I tell him, lifting the blind off his face. 

“Thank you, Mistress,” he says, looking up at me with an odd mix of joy, adoration, and love.  He is mine, body and soul, and we both know it.


“Special reward tonight,” I say as I free his right hand from the shackles.  “You have 60 seconds to pleasure yourself.  If you do not cum in that time period, then I will cage you up once more, hard-on and all, and you will not have another opportunity until this fall.  Do you understand?” I say.  He nods.  “Then you may proceed,” I say, looking at the second hand on my watch.  


Never before have I seen a man go at himself like he does.  Within 15 seconds he is spurting white hot cum all over my expensive bed linens.  I watch his face as a wave of relief sweeps over his features.  “Feel better?” I say, letting a small note of tenderness creep into my voice. 

“Yes, Mistress,” he says, exhaling the words.


“Very good,” I say.  “Then change these sheets, you little tramp.  Later I will punish you for releasing your foul liquid.”  I free him from the rest of his bonds, make him wash his genitals in the bathroom sink, and slip his cage back in place.  

He takes care of the mess he made and crawls out of the bedroom to finish the other tasks I assigned him.  Later he will sleep curled up on the floor beside me, like a beloved pet that isn’t worthy to share its owner’s bed.


I drift off to sleep that night as I look up the ceiling, my husband’s soft snoring rising to my ears as he dozes contentedly a few feet beneath me.  Life is good, I think to myself, especially when you’re a woman on top. 

Did you like this story?  If so, then check out the other sizzling-hot Victoria Marlowe stories on Amazon!
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