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Sam’s face turned hard, and I feared that whatever was left of a man in him would break free of my control.  But his tough look dissolved into an expression of utter submission and despair, and I knew I had won.  My clit throbbed with arousal. 

The marks on my husband’s ass have almost healed from the last beating I gave him.  That’s as good a sign as any that he’s due for a fresh flogging.  I can’t let the little sissy think I’ve gone soft on him, can I?

But I get ahead of myself.  Let me start with an introduction.  My name is Tammy Jones.  I’m the proud owner of a completely whipped and totally feminized spouse whom I have named Susan.  Susan used to be a man named Sam, and a more confident, self-assured peacock never strutted his stuff in the history of the world.  But that was before I got my claws in him.

If my name sounds a little redneckish, that’s because I hail from pure southern working-class stock; what you might call ‘trailer trash.”  That was the hook I used to snag Susan.  Back when “she” was a “he,” my husband had a fantasy about being with a honky-tonk girl, the kind you hear about in old country songs.  That led him to stray from his usual upper middle class haunts to visit the seedy littler strip joint where I worked at the time.  

With a name like “Billy Bob’s Brothel,” you can guess what kind of men usually frequent the place.  Still, a blue-collar guy with a gut full of beer can be quite generous with his tips, especially when he just got paid.  

As for me, I was a stunning exception to the usual skanks who danced for the crowd.  My abs were tight and my ass firm from thrice-weekly workouts at the local gym.  Plus, I avoided tobacco and drugs and only drank occasionally.  

The clientele loved my perfectly shaped C cup boobs (all natural, of course), and lean, tanned physique.  At nearly six feet tall, I was able to look most of the guys in the eye.  I have sea-green eyes and long, perfectly straight raven-colored hair that nearly touches my butt cheeks.  

Simply put, I’m hot as hell.  And, unlike most women who take off their clothes for a living, I have the self-confidence to twist men around my exquisite manicured fingers.

The night Sam strolled into the bar I could tell that he wasn’t the typical customer.  He wore jeans that cost more than some people’s cars, with an open-collared shirt that displayed one of those little polo-playing figures.  He sported shiny new lizard-skinned cowboy boots and a 10-gallon hat that made his fat face look like a pinhead by comparison.  

Everything about him screamed faux-cowboy; a rich dude from the world of office cubicles who fancies himself a working man at heart.  That meant two things to me: first that he had major bank and second that he was stupidly self-deluded – in other words, the perfect prey for a girl like myself.

I was onstage when Sam entered the place.  As he took a seat at the bar I gave him a smile and a wink.  Then I slid out of my top and displayed my luscious breasts for the guys to gawk at.  Everyone in the place loved it, but poor Sammy was really worked up; his eyes almost popped out of his brainless skull!  

I always get horny when I dance, and that night was no exception.  So I gave the crowd a special show by fingering myself as I gyrated down the length of the sleek metal pole.  As I worked my clit to orgasm I kept my eyes on Sam; I could tell from the bulge between his legs that he liked what he saw.  I could also tell from its size that he wasn’t very well-endowed.  

That was the moment I decided to feminize him; right there, in that two-bit little juke joint in the backwoods of Tennessee, I knew I was going to turn that chubby, leering pervert into a sissy maid and cuckolded spouse.

The thought sent a fire through my pussy, and I arched my hips forward as I worked myself into a mind-wrenching climax.  The crowd loved it; they roared their approval and tossed cash at my feet as I bellowed with ecstasy.  

When it was all over my hands were soaked with she-cum from my self- pleasuring.  Pussy juice ran down my silky thighs and pooled on the floor as I smiled and blew kisses to my fans.  

The owner sent a hired hand onstage to mop up the liquid as I slipped back into my panties and top.  Then I sauntered down the steps and parked myself on a stool right next to Sam, crossing my legs as I did so.

“Hi, handsome!” I said to him, ignoring the other men that tried to command my attention.  

“H-h-hello there,” he managed to say as his tongue tripped over his teeth.

“Well, don’t just sit there gawking at me,“ I demanded.  “Order me a damn beer already!”

“Y-yes mam,” he said in a tiny voice as his brain cells fought his raging hormones for control of his mouth.  Then he raised his hand.  “Hey, barkeep!” he shouted, in a manly-sounding voice.  “Bring the lady a beer!”

So, you’re a fake tough guy, I thought as I sized up my prey. That’s good to know…

By the end of the night I knew everything I needed to know about Sam.  He owned an accounting firm in Nashville, where he had a dozen bookkeepers slaving away for him five days a week.  He drove a Lexus, lived in a posh townhome in the high-dollar part of town, and never worked an honest day in his life; that was obvious from his soft, girlish hands.  I also figured out just how insecure he really was.  That made pushing his buttons easy.  

We began dating once a week.  I made him buy me clothes and jewelry, take me to fancy restaurants, and even lease a shiny red new Camaro for me.  I was living high on the poor sucker’s credit cards.

In exchange, I put up with his stupid conversations and, occasionally, even let him feel me up.  He never got his dick in between my legs, though.  I knew from experience that would be a mistake.  The moment he fucked me, he would mark me off as one of his conquests and move on to some other girl.  

So I kept him hoping for a payoff that I knew would never come.  It was fun to work him up like that, knowing that he would run home after a furious make out session with me to jerk his little toy off!

After several months of dating I finally agreed to spend a night in a hotel with him.  It was a sleazy little dump in the bad part of Nashville; Sam said that made it more “forbidding.”  I have no idea what the hell he meant.  Nevertheless I showed up as planned, with a little bag of tricks tucked neatly into the Jimmy Choo purse Sam had bought me for my birthday.

Sam brought a cheap bottle of hooch and two glasses with him.  I made sure he was pretty tipsy before I let him touch me.  Then I let him ravish my body from the waist up for a few minutes.  He was breathing pretty hard when I felt his hand slide into my tight jeans, hoping to at last reach the Promised Land.

“Stop” I said, grabbing his palm.

“Why?” he shouted in his high, whiny voice.  Then he turned away from me.  “Sheesh, baby!  I thought tonight it would finally happen!”

“It will, sweetie,” I said, speaking soothingly to him as I turned his face back towards mine.  Then I stroked his crotch.  “I just want to see what kind of man-meat I will be dealing with, know what I mean?”  I felt his cock jump at my touch and I knew I had him where I wanted him.

A smile spread across his face as his eyes lit up.  “I got ya, sweetie,” he said.  “You want to make sure I won’t hurt ya, is that it?”  He reached for his zipper.

“Yeah - something like that,” I said, fighting the urge to laugh in his face.

“No problem,” he said as he stood to drop his pants.  When his boxer shorts came down I finally saw what Sam was made of.  I was prepared for an underwhelming sight.  But in my wildest dreams I never imagined the shrunken, barely visible mushroom my prey called his ‘cock.”  It looked like a soggy cork, maybe 1-2 inches long at best!

I had practiced the facial expression I would use at that moment for weeks, but my shock was so real when the time finally came that I didn’t need to fake my disappointment.  “Umm…okay,” was all I could say.  I bit my lip while I looked at the pencil stub staring me in the face with its one little eye.

Sam’s face turned red.  “What’s wrong, baby?” he said, trying once more to sound strong and confident.  “Am I too much man for you?”  He thrust his hips towards me in a desperate bid to give his pseudo-dick a little added length.

I lost my self-control when he did that.  I had been fighting the urge to laugh ever since I had met the dumb slob, but his pathetic effort to make me want his tiny dick was more than I could stand.  I rolled around on the bed, laughing so hard that tears came to my eyes.  

For a moment I thought I had blown all the careful plans I had laid to break Sam’s will.  But, luckily, my laughter had the perfect effect.  He collapsed into a chair and buried his face in his hands, crying like a woman who had been stood up at the altar.  

“I’m sorry!” he exclaimed between broken sobs.  “I thought that I could finally feel like a real man tonight, not a pathetic sissy!”

I felt my cunt tingle when he used the word “sissy” to describe himself.  I’ve got him, I thought.  He’s mine.  I slid off the bed and went over to him.  I wrapped my arm around his shoulders, like a well-meaning friend might do to console her gal pal.  

“It’s okay, honey,” I said.  “You did you best.  After all,” I said, nodding towards his crotch, “You can’t help that nature made you more of a woman than a man.”

Sam stopped crying and gave me a puzzled look.  “Huh?” he said.  He seemed confused by my comment, but I noticed his stubby penis suddenly grew a few micro-inches longer. He likes being told he’s a female, I thought.  Good.

“Let’s try a little experiment,” I said.  “Take off your shirt and stand in front of the mirror.”  He did as I said, though he continued to wear the same befuddled look.

As he stood there I slid out of my bra.  Then I wrapped it around his sagging chest.  “Look at yourself,” I said, my voice going low and soft.  “Aren’t you pretty in my brassiere?”  It was the first step in feminization hypnosis.

Sam’s eyes glazed over as he fell under my spell.  “Yes,” he said.  “It feels wonderful, so silky next to my skin.”

Once more my cunt tingled.  I had hypnotized sissies before, but none had ever fallen into a trance so easily!

“You don’t want to be a man, dear,” I whispered into his ear.  “You want to be a sissy maid and serve me.  Don’t you?”

“Yes,” he said, his face turning blank.

“Then you must understand one thing,” I told him as I hooked the bra from behind.  “Your chances of having sex with me are zero.  A woman like me must have real men to fuck her, not pathetic wimps like yourself.”  The tingling in my pussy was turning into a mini-forest fire at this point.  

As I glanced at Sam’s image in the mirror I saw tears slide down his cheeks.  “B-but I want to have sex with you, Tammy,” he muttered in a small, uneven voice.  

I snorted as he said those words.  “Don’t be silly!” I said.  “I’m not lez, you stupid bitch!”  Grabbing him by the arm, I spun him around to face me.  Then I slapped him.  I saw four scarlet welts appear on his right cheek where my fingers struck his smooth, yielding flesh.

Sam’s face turned hard, and I feared that whatever was left of a man in him would break free of my control.  But his tough look dissolved into an expression of utter submission and despair, and I knew I had won.  My clit throbbed with arousal. 

That was the night that everything changed for me.  I now own the bar where I used to dance, and business is better than ever.  I forced Sam to sell his accounting business and work for me as an unpaid barkeep.  I also made him lose 50 pounds and go on hormones to make his body more feminine.  

As a final touch, I arranged for him to get breasts implants, which, along with his bleached blond hair and collagen-enhanced lips, make him look like a first-class bimbo slut.  I rent him out to select friends of mine as a cock-sucking whore and housekeeper.  That’s an all-cash sideline that keeps me well supplied with extra money, which I of course spend on myself.  

I thought about forcing Susan to get a vagina, but her now-microscopic cock is just too cute to chop off.  I have fun poking needles in it and giving it a good kick every now and then.

For all the changes in her life, Susan is much happier as a woman than she ever was as a man.  That’s the secret, ladies: most men secretly crave feminization.  You just have to tear down their defenses and force them to confront their true nature.  Once that happens, you will have a devoted slave to tend to your every need.  

So go for it!  You’ll be glad you did.  I know I am, and so is my sissy slave Susan.  She would tell you herself if she could. But she’s on her knees at this moment, getting my boyfriend nice and hard for my waiting pussy.  It’s going to be a fun night!
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