

Mistress Scarlett shares an all-new collection of the steamy letters her fans and followers send her on a regular basis. You’ll love the way they reveal the secret world of forced feminization for the world to see. Here are some excerpts:

The bikers took turn fucking my wife, which is good because my pathetic cock is far too soft and small to do the job. Afterwards my wife lifted the hem of my dress and dropped my panties, showing the men my tiny, worthless sissy-clit. Tears of shame rolled down my face as they bellowed in laughter. Mistress said I deserved the humiliation because I’m a brainless, feminized bimbo. She’s right…

***

I don’t have enough courage to tell you all the things that happened to me down there, Mistress Scarlett. I know the women kept me there for three days and refused to let me sleep. They used the tools from my workshop to clamp my nipples, blister my balls, and staple my cock to my thigh. They forced me to prance around in high heels while they whistled and stomped and told me to “do it like a woman.” Mistress Priscilla fucked my tight little ass countless times while I lay helpless and chained across a work table. Mistress Angela suspended me from the ceiling and whipped me with my own belt.

At some point my will to resist collapsed. I knew my old life was over forever when my wife asked me, “who are you, slave?”

“I’m a worthless slave named Bubbles, a cock-craving slut who exists only to serve my owners,” I said in a quiet, defeated voice...

***

After a week of intense research into the subject of forced feminization, I had a plan of action for transforming Roger into my brainwashed sissy slave. I started by demanding he eat my cunt to orgasm every day. I yelled at him and slapped him when we went out to eat. I refused to let him order alcohol or anything with meat in it. I flirted with other men while he sat nearby. I even told a few of his co-workers about his defunct cock. They teased him mercilessly about it, making him cry…

Forced Feminization Confessions Book Two:

The Encore Collection

By Scarlett Redd

Copyright 2016@Scarlett Redd

Greetings, dear readers! Welcome to my second collection of confessions sent to me by powerful women and the sissy slaves they control. In this edition, I thought I would focus on messages I’ve received from both parties in the domme/sub relationship. So you’ll enjoy narratives penned by the dominant wife followed by notes sent to me by their sissy husbands. As you’ll see, the best partnerships are ones in which the woman has total control and the “man” has no choice but to submit to her every whim. So read on! I’m sure you’ll enjoy every word.

Warmest Regards,

Scarlett Redd

SADISTIC WIFE HUMILIATES SISSY HUSBAND AT A LOCAL BIKER'S BAR

Dear Mistress Scarlett,

My name is Jackie Purcell. I’m a dominant wife with strong sadistic urges; in other words, I'm a cruel, heartless bitch. I love finding new ways to humiliate my sissy husband. I came up with one of my best ideas a few weeks ago when I visited a biker’s bar on the other side of town on a Thursday night. There I met four members of a local gang called the Devil’s Disciples. They were so manly with their rippling muscles and black leather jackets, nothing like my pathetic spouse Jill!

One of them bought me a drink and kept me company as I nursed it, just like a gentleman should. After that, I let the foursome screw my brains out right there in the bar as I leaned against a pool table. It was nice having real men fuck me. There’s nothing like the feel of a biker’s calloused hands fondling and squeezing my boobs while he pounds me with his rock-hard tool! I came multiple times, then got on my hands and knees and blew each of the men till he sprayed his sweet jism down my throat. One of the nice bar maids recorded the whole thing so I could enjoy watching it later.

After an hour of raw animal sex, I bought beers for my new friends. As we sat around a table I told them how I had cuckolded and feminized my husband. They snickered when I described how Jill, formerly Bill, prances around the house in a French maid uniform doing the cooking and housekeeping. I showed them pictures of his red, swollen nut sack after a good hard paddling; I keep the images on my phone. That made them double over in laughter.

“What a pussy!” said one of them, a guy named Spike. “I’d love to make her watch us screw the hell out of you. I bet she’d weep like a baby right then and there!”

“Hey,” I said. “Let’s do it! I’ll bring Jill here and make her watch us!” The guys shouted their approval and promised to be there at 10 PM Saturday night. I was so excited I bought a round for the house, using one of Jill’s credit cards of course. I had to call a cab to take me home afterwards. Not only was I drunk, I was too damn sore to drive. That’s what a good hard fucking will do to a girl!

Jill was watching a chick flick on TV when I got home. The house was filled with a delightful aroma; she was baking cookies.

“Hello, darling,” I said, approaching her.

“Good evening, Mistress Carol,” she said with a nice curtsy. “I hope you enjoyed your evening out. I am preparing some chocolate chip desserts for your enjoyment.”

I smiled as I turned off the TV and slid onto the couch beside her. “Thank you, Jill!” I said, using my sweetest tone. “I’m so lucky to have a spouse as thoughtful as you.”

She eyed me suspiciously, fear evident in her face. “Did I do something wrong, mistress?” she asked with a quiver in her voice. “You rarely praise me unless you’re setting me up for some horrid punishment.”

I laughed. “Of course not!” I said, taking her hand. “No, quite the opposite, in fact. You’ve been so good lately that I want to give you a special reward. This Saturday night I’m going to take you out for a lovely dinner, just the two of us. I’ll even let you buy that outfit you’ve been begging for, the navy blue one with all the laces and frills.”

“Thank you, mistress!” cried Jill, clasping her hands together. “I’ve been dreaming of having that dress for months!”

“I know, my darling,” I said, stroking her cheek with my fingers. “Afterwards, I’ll even release your little toy from its cage and let you play with it for a full 60 seconds. You might actually get to cum if you try hard enough!”

Jill’s mouth dropped open. She looked at me with adoring eyes. “I’m speechless, mistress,” she said, her eyes glowing. “You’re not cruel at all. In fact, you’re kind and considerate to me!”

“How nice of you to notice,” I said. The dinging of a bell from the kitchen interrupted our conversation. “That must be the oven timer,” I said. “Why don’t you take out the cookies and let them cool? You may have one of them for yourself, as long as you promise to purge yourself later on. I'll enjoy the rest myself over the next few days.”

Jill’s face glistened as tears of joy filled her eyes. “You’re the most wonderful wife in the world!” she cried, then hopped to her feet and rushed to the kitchen. I climbed the stairs and went to bed, keeping my composure until I shut the door behind me. Then I laughed long and hard. “What a stupid, pathetic wimp!” I said as I pictured the fun I would have come Saturday night. I was so aroused by the thought that I had to masturbate three times before I could drift off to sleep. Talk about having a sore clit!

The next two days rushed by and before I knew it Saturday afternoon had arrived. Jill was taking a long, relaxing bubble bath in the tub. Over the past three years I have kept her on a strict diet, so her body is quite slim. It’s also very smooth thanks to the hormones I inject into her. I made her get breast implants and facial feminization surgery last Christmas, so she’s one of the most feminine looking sissies I have ever seen.

The only sign that she was once a man is her “cock,” which I have kept locked in chastity for over a year. I milk her balls twice monthly, both for her health and because I love the sound of her screams as I crush her nuts between my fingers. The semen oozes from her piss-slit like goo squeezed out of a package of dough. I catch the liquid in a small plastic cup, then make her drink every drop. Afterwards she eats my cunt till I spurt my lady-juices all over her face.

I then tell her she’s a stupid, useless slut and spank her till she begs for mercy. It’s one of my favorite family rituals. Jill isn’t quite as fond of it as I am, strangely. It’s no wonder we’re childless, since it takes a man to knock a lady up and Jill is anything but.

I patted Jill dry as she got out of the bathtub, then told her to shave her legs. I watched as she ran the pink razor up and down those lovely gams of hers. She also shaved her chest and arms. All the estrogen swimming in her bloodstream keeps her body hair  very fine.

“All finished?” I asked her as she looked at me, her body freshly scrubbed and smelling vaguely like coconut.

“Yes, dear,” she said with an idiotic grin on her face.

“Well, then,” I said, “go lay down on the bed and wait for me. I’ll be right there.”

“Yes, dear,” she said.

I looked through her wardrobe, picking out the daintiest, most prissy items she owned. I wanted her to look like the world’s biggest, sluttiest sissy when she walked through the door of the bar. I settled on a pair of white stockings, a matching garter belt, black high heels, a bra with push-up cups, and a fake gold bracelet for her wrist. As for her outer garments, I would permit her to wear her blue dress, just as I had promised. I knew it would be in shreds once the Devil's Disciples were through with her.

“Raise your legs, Jill,” I said to her as I entered the bedroom. She did so, and I slid one of the stockings down her calf and along her buttery-smooth thigh. I followed up with the other leg. Her cock twitched in its trap as she gasped with pleasure. Move around all you like, little worm, I thought. You’ll get no pleasure tonight.

“Ohhh, mistress,” said Jill. “The sheer fabric feels so good next to my skin!”

I made her stand as I attached her garter belt and hooked the straps to her stockings. I let her put her panties on herself, then I draped her bra straps over her shoulders and hooked it in back. I sat her down at the vanity and began applying her makeup.

I made her lips scarlet, added blush to her cheeks, and used lots of black liner and blue eye shadow to give her face a “two-dollar hooker” look. I added thick fake lashes for a finishing touch. I figured the bikers would like that.

I curled Jill’s shoulder length, platinum blond hair in a ditzy style reminiscent of Anna Nicole Smith. I let he slip into her new dress and looked with satisfaction at the final results. She looked like a slutty secretary who works for a sleazy politician, the kind who spends more giving head than taking notes.

“Wow” I shouted as she posed for me. “You’re a vision!”

She blushed like a school girl. “Do you really think so?” she asked.

“Of course, silly,” I said. “Now get your purse. Our dinner reservations are at 10.” She trailed after me as we left the house, like a mongrel pup following its owner down the street.

“If I may ask, mistress,” she asked as I pulled out of the driveway, “where are we going to eat?”

“Why?” I said as I glanced in her direction. “Are you criticizing my taste in restaurants?”

“Oh, no, dear!’ she cooed. “As a stupid sissy, I would never dare to do that!”

“Are you sure, Jill?” I said with an accusatory tone. “I think you’re defying your mistress. I think you might need a little punishment.”

“I swear I meant no disrespect!” Jill cried. “I’m just curious. After all, 10 PM is quite late to have dinner.”

I slammed on the brake pedal without warning, making Jill’s frail body catapult forward. She shrieked and covered her face with her arms. “Please, mistress!” she screamed. “I’ll be a good sissy! I’m sorry I asked a question! Don’t punish me!”

I gave her an angry glare. “Now you’re telling me what to do, eh? My, you have become quite defiant as of late.” She said nothing in return, just cowered in her seat and regarded me with terror-stricken eyes. I let her stew for a few seconds, then patted her knee as I gave her a reassuring smile. “But I’ll overlook it this time. Now settle back and enjoy the ride. We’ll be at our destination soon.”

She unwound and relaxed as we continued the half hour ride to the biker bar. Good, I thought. Just chill, sweetheart. I want your defenses down when you get your big surprise.

Jill remained silent as I turned off the main road and headed down the side street that led to the club. Her lips parted as she began to say something. Then, thinking better of it, she clamped her mouth tight. Her eyes grew wide when we pulled up in front of the shabby building that housed the bar. The streets were dirty and debris filled the gutters. Pale yellowish light filtered through the window blinds. The sign above the door read The Devil’s Den. A flashing neon sign said BEER AND GIRLS. Best of all, I counted two dozen Harley Davidsons parked outside.

Jill’s in for quite a shock! I thought. She will remember the humiliation and pain of this night forever. My pussy dripped with excitement, filling the car with a musky scent. I pulled into a spot and killed the engine. “Here we are, sweetie,” I said. “I hope you’ve got a big appetite, ‘cause you’re going to have your mouth full tonight!”

Jill’s eyes darted around as she took in her surroundings. She whimpered, looked at me in panic, and quaked like a leaf blowing in a hurricane. “Where are we?” she asked. “This isn’t a restaurant! This is a biker hangout!” She clutched my shoulder and began shaking my arm. “Please, mistress!” she squealed. “Take me home! Please!”

“Shut up!” I shouted, backhanding her across the face. “Get out of the car now! Or I’ll spank your balls till they burst!”

Jill dropped her head, sobbing in despair as she said, “yes, mistress. I will obey.” She shuffled out of the car and stood alongside it, her hands folded in front of her. I walked over and looked in her eyes, smiling with satisfaction as I saw they had glazed over. They always do that when Jill feels trapped and helpless. A wave of sadistic joy swept through me as I drank in the wondrous sight like erotic nectar. Taking her by the arm, I half lead/half dragged her to the bar.

A roar of lust-crazed approval greeted me as I entered the bar. The four bikers who had fucked me two nights before walked up to me. I gave each of them a big hug, the smell of their muscular, sweaty frames stoking the flames of my desire.  Spike leered as he grabbed my crotch. “This thing is wet, boys!” he said to the crowd. “I think Jackie here is happy to see us!” I laughed and gave him an affectionate peck on the cheek. Then I grabbed hold of Jill's arm, dragging her forward. “Boys,” I said, “This is my sissy spouse. Feel free to use her however you like!”

“Well, well, well,” said one of the bikers, a huge bald man named Rex, as he sauntered forth from the rear of the crowd. “She's as fine a piece of sissy ass as I have ever seen, and I saw plenty when I was in prison!” He wrapped his big, meaty paws under her chin and jerked her head up, eyeing her like a raw steak tossed to a pack of wild dogs. “Face aint bad,” he said. He reached out with his other hand, squeezing one of her massive boobs. “What the fuck?” the biker said. “This bitch has a rack on her!” I saw a trace of a smile cross Jill's face at the crude compliment. “What's your name, sweet thing?”

he asked.

Jill mouthed some indecipherable comment under her voice. Rex shook his head, gave her a hard stare, and said, “look, bitch, I said tell me your name!”

I struck her on the side of the head, making her stagger. “Tell the nice man your name! Now!”

“My name is Jill, sir,” she said. “I'm my wife's feminized sissy slave.”

Rex nodded. “Now that's better!” he said. “Tell me, Jill, do you like to suck cock?”

The question made Jill's face brighten. “Yes, sir,” she said. “I like sucking a man's cock very much.”

“Excellent!” said Rex, loosening his belt and letting his jeans fall around his ankles. “Get on your knees, slut. I've got a meaty treat for you!”

“Yes sir!” said Jill gleefully. She fell to her knees as Rex exposed his shaft for everyone to see. Just looking at it made my throat hurt. It was at least 12 inches long, thick and cut, with pearly drops of pre-cum glistening on its head. Jill looked at me with a pleading expression. “May I suck the big man's cock, mistress?” she asked.

“Feel free!” I said. “Just make sure you use your tongue and throat muscles the way that prostitute showed you!”

“Yes, mistress!” said Jill, wrapping her lips around Rex's Godzilla-sized rod. The biker's eyes grew wide as he arched his back. Jill inhaled as much of the biker's love-muscle as she could fit into her sissy mouth. I watched her red lipstick smear the length of the oversize cock as she threw herself into the task.

“Oh...oh god,” said Rex, wrapping his hands around the back of Jill's head and moving it back and forth in a bobbing motion. Silence fell across the bar as the bikers crowded around to watch. I stood nearby, glowing with pride at how well I had trained my sissy. She was going down on Rex like a real pro. She traced the outline of a huge purplish vein with a manicured fingernail, then stroked his balls softly. Rex moaned in pleasure as Jill worked him to a heart-pounding orgasm.

Minutes later, with a mighty thrust, the biker's cock erupted in a volcano-like climax. I watched, fascinated and a little jealous, as cum gushed straight into Jill's willing mouth. She gulped the liquid as if she was dying of thirst. Then she swirled her tongue around the head of the cock, licking it clean. It was a thing of beauty!

When it was all over, Rex pulled up his pants, turned to the assembled crowd, and said, “let's hear it for Jill, boys! She's a first-class sissy!” Cheers exploded from those assembled, then the bikers lined up so Jill could blow each of them. By the time it was over she was drenched in sweat and struggling for breath, but she also wore a huge grin. I was so happy for her.

At some point, I felt Spike's hands tearing my clothes off. I let him do it, longing to feel his touch against my body. Jill had just blown him to a body-shaking orgasm, but he was already hard as a stone. I bellowed in animal lust as he pounded me like a slab of meat, then closed my eyes in blissful ecstasy as he filled me with his man-seed.

A lot of other things happened that night, Mistress Scarlett, too many to mention here. Jill did indeed watch the bikers fuck me; and, as I predicted, shame covered her face. But she was a good sissy and accepted the humiliation in silence.

ill and I staggered from the bar as the sun was just peeking over the horizon. We got in my car and I drove us home.

Once we got there, Jill and I collapsed into bed side by side. As we lay there overwhelmed with fatigue she asked me, “mistress, my I touch myself now?”

I laughed. “Seeing other men fuck me turns you on, doesn't it, my pet? You enjoy being degraded that way.”

“Very much so, mistress,' she said. “I'm a gutless sissy who could never please a woman on my own. I have to let real men satisfy my wife.”

I gave her a glowing smile, fondled the golden key hanging around my neck, and said, “Maybe I'll let you play with yourself tonight. For now, go to sleep. You've earned a few hour's rest. Later I'll whip you for being such a dirty slut with those bikers.”

“Thank you, my goddess,” she said, closing her eyes and drifting off into slumber-land. I looked at my sissy husband with warm affection, glad to have such a docile and obedient slave. She truly makes my life complete.

Dominantly Yours,

Jackie Purcell

Atlanta, Georgia

Dear Jackie,

Thank you so much for your marvelous letter! I must say, you have an amazing grasp of the mistress/slave relationship. You've wiped every trace of dignity and masculinity from Jill, transforming her into the ideal brainwashed sissy.

It sounds like she has indeed earned a few moment's pleasure. Nonetheless, I urge you to keep her cock firmly encased in chastity, for two reasons. One, it will give you sadistic pleasure. And two...well, I guess that first reason is all you need!  Thanks again for your note and I wish you all the best.

Warm Regards,

Mistress Scarlett

PATHETIC SISSY HUSBAND LOVES BEING HUMILIATED BY CONTROLLING WIFE

Dear Mistress Scarlett,

My name is Jill. I am a worthless slut and the devoted slave of my wife Jackie. My dear spouse is always looking for ways to remind me of my inferiority, which is good because we sissies are stupid and forgetful. Recently she took me to a bikers' bar, where I had the privilege of servicing two dozen real men with my mouth and ass. It was a sissy's dream come true!

When we first arrived at the bar I was petrified. But mistress wisely forced me to enter the club, where she offered me to the gang as a present. As a cock-loving slut, I was in heaven with so many strong, ruthless men to use me. I blew each of the men to orgasm, then licked up every drop of their manliness, just as I should.

Afterwards the bikers took turn fucking my wife, which is good because my pathetic cock is far too soft and small to do the job. At one point my wife lifted the edge of my dress and dropped my panties, showing the men my worthless organ in its chastity cage. Tears of shame rolled down my face as they bellowed in laughter. Mistress said I deserved the humiliation for being such a pathetic loser. She must be right, because she's a real woman and I'm a brainless, feminized bimbo.

My favorite part of the evening was when several of the men took me to a back room, where they drew cards to be the first one to fuck me. A man named Killer won the bet. He cut a hole in the rear of my panties with his hunting knife, then shoved his organ deep into my queer little ass. He was so big I screamed, but he made me shut up by holding the blade to my throat as he fucked me. I was so terrified I could do nothing but submit.

At the time, I thought what he did was wrong, but mistress explained later that Killer did me a wonderful favor by honoring me with his massive cock. I should have realized that at the time, but, as I said, I'm just a stupid sissy whore.

After Killer fucked me the other men each took a turn. By the time they were through they had ruptured my sphincter and sent me into shock, which was my fault of course for not relaxing and just letting them use me as they saw fit. Mistress punished me later the next day by burning the bottoms of my feet with an iron. Walking in my high heels was unbelievably painful for several days, but it's my fault for being so stupid and useless.

I must beg you to excuse me now, Mistress Scarlett. My wife sold me to the leader of the biker gang, a man named Rex. I will spend the rest of my life as an unpaid bar maid and cock sucking prostitute. The gang will keep most of the money I earn, but they will let me keep a little, which I plan to sue for makeup and clothes. After all, a sissy should look her best!

Pathetically Yours,

Sissy Jill

Atlanta, GA

Dear Jill,

Thank you for your letter. I agree that you're worthless. But you're also lucky to have a wife who reminds you of that constantly. Be sure to obey your new owner, no matter what he tells you to do. If you please him, then he may not beat you quite as often – though, if he does, then it's exactly what you deserve. Now run along and remember: you're a stupid, brainwashed sissy and always will be.

Regards,

Mistress Scarlett

SCHEMING SISTER FORCES HER BROTHER TO BECOME A FEMINIZED SISSY

Dear Mistress Scarlett,

You always say that women should keep men in their place. I've been doing that in regards to my brother, who always thought he was more intelligent than me. Over the past year I've taught him that I'm by far the smarter one. I did it by destroying his dreams and forcing him to feminize. It's been a wild ride, Mistress Scarlett, and a profitable one.

First a little background information. We live with our mom in a mobile home park in rural Mississippi. Dad died years ago. Some say mom killed him for his insurance money. I don't know if that's true or not, but I do know that she collected $200,000 shortly after the funeral.

We planned to use the money to buy a bigger trailer and take a trip to Dollywood over in Tennessee. Unfortunately, mom developed health problems that her insurance didn't cover, forcing us to spend the cash on medical treatments. So, I took a job as a stripper to help pay bills. Most nights I'm able to bring home at least $200 in tips. Guys around here love seeing my gorgeous body gyrating against a metal pole. And I get off on seeing them all hot and bothered.

Then there's my brother, who never fit in with the rest of the family. He thought he was better than folks around here because he made all A's in high school. For most of his life he walked around with his nose stuck in the air, talking about going to a fancy college out of state and leaving the rest of us behind forever.

One day I got sick of all his bullshit and decided I was going to get even with him. That's when I ran across your books and learned about female domination and forced feminization. The idea got me so horny I let some of the customers at the club fuck the hell out of me in the backseat of my car. Then I started planning how to use your ideas against my brother.

His dreams of going to college depended on him winning a scholarship. That in turn required him to take a series of exams at a local testing center. I slipped some drugs into his glass of milk the night before he was scheduled to take the tests. The next day my brother failed his tests miserably. The scores were so bad the school ordered him to take a drug screening. The stuff I poured in his drink made him test positive for all kinds of illegal shit, getting him in trouble with the sheriff and ruining his dreams of college.

Afterwards he was an emotional wreck. I took advantage of his frazzled state, pretending to be kind and supportive. One day he asked for my honest opinion of him. "Look, Bob," I said, "your problem is that you're in self-denial. Truth is, you're obviously gay. Mom and I have known it all your life. Until you admit it, you'll just keep screwing up." Of course, this was total BS. But it made him confused and insecure, giving me the opening I needed to really fuck with his brain.

Bob had to take a job washing dishes at the truck stop since he lost his shot at a scholarship. My boyfriend Jake was his supervisor and I made sure he treated my brother really bad, constantly putting him down and telling him he was too stupid for kitchen work. Bob would come in most nights after 1 AM, exhausted and depressed from his minimum-wage job.

I waited till he fell asleep, then played some forced feminization hypnosis CDs I bought online. I tell you, Mistress Scarlett, those things really work! One day I noticed some of my panties were missing. I looked through Bob's dresser drawers and found them buried under his socks. That made me laugh my ass off. I knew he was wearing them and didn't want me to know.

I let it slide for a few weeks, then decided to move in for the kill. I called Jake and told him to be extra mean to Bob that night. I showed up at the truck stop about midnight; Jake let me go back into the kitchen, where my brother and the other workers were cleaning up after a busy night. My cunt tingled when I saw Bob all sweaty and dirty, scrubbing a huge, food-encrusted pot. I could see the pink elastic waistband of the panties he was wearing sticking out just above the belt line of his jeans.

"Ready?" I asked Jake, who stood nearby glaring at Bob.

"Hell, yes!" he said gleefully. "Let's teach the little faggot a listen he'll never forget!" He gave me a quick kiss, then walked up behind my brother, who was too engrossed in his work to notice. It only took Jake a moment to yank Bob's pants down around his ankles, exposing his cross-dressing secret for the world to see!

My brother spun around, got tangled in his jeans, and fell. His face burst into tears as his knee slammed into the concrete floor. He cradled his injured leg as he lay on the floor weeping like a baby. It was beautiful!

“Hey, everybody! Look!” shouted Jake, pointing at Bob and laughing. “The little sissy is wearing his sister's underwear!”

The color drained from Bob's face as he heard Jake's cutting remark. A chorus of laughter spread through the kitchen staff as everyone began pointing and laughing at the humiliated sissy. My brother just laid there on the floor, bleeding and broken. He hung his head low and wailed mournfully; and, as he did, I went over to him and stood over his prone form, hands on my hips as I smiled at him. He looked up at me, his face filled with pain and shame and utter despair. “Why, Tammy?” he begged me. “Why do you do these things?”


“Well, dear brother,” I said with a smirk. “who's the smart one now?”

As you can imagine, that was the end of Bob's dreams of getting out of Mississippi. Now he's a transvestite prostitute named Brenda, hanging out at the truck stop near the interstate blowing drivers for 20 bucks a pop. I'm his pimp, so I keep most of the money.

I'm married now, BTW. Jake and I tied the knot at one of those roadside wedding chapels and he moved into the trailer with me and mom. The three of us spend a lot of time laughing about how I feminized my stupid sibling. It just goes to show that women are always smarter than men!

Hugs and Kisses,

Tammy Johnson

Laurel, Mississippi

Dear Tammy,

It sounds like you taught Brenda a valuable lesson. She should be grateful she has someone like you to watch over her. Make sure you never let her start thinking those high-and-mighty thoughts again. Constant humiliation is the secret to keeping a sissy under your thumb. Congratulations on your marriage and I wish you and Jake all the best!

Warm Regards,

Mistress Scarlett

FEMINIZED SISSY DESCRIBES HER NEW LIFE AS SISTER’S HUMILIATED SLAVE

Dear Mistress Scarlett,

I’m writing to tell you how much I agree with everything my sister said in her letter. I had no business thinking I was smarter than her. After all, she’s a real woman and I’m just a pathetic sissy queer. I’m glad she forced me to face that fact, even though the lesson was painful and degrading.

I still think about what it might have been like to go to college, but those dreams are destroyed forever. Nowadays I must focus on being a good little cocksucker and obeying whatever my sister and her husband tell me to do.  I have learned to swallow every drop of the precious cum the truck drivers shoot down my throat, even though sometimes it’s dark and bitter. I have also learned to relax my sphincter muscles and let them fuck me till they get off inside my pathetic sissy ass. I’m honored to have so many men use me for their pleasure. Sometimes I service 20 to 30 in one night!

After my sister humiliated me in front of the other workers at the restaurant, she took me home, tied me down, and shaved my body till it was smooth and hairless. I cried for a little while, since I’m such a sad little whiny bitch. But Jake put a stop to that by holding a pillow over my face till I blacked out.

When I woke up I felt groggy and slow-minded, like I had lost part of my brain and become a stupid bimbo. But what use does a sissy have for a high IQ anyway, right? If I’m smart enough to dress in girly clothes and blow a man to a heart-pounding orgasm I don’t need my brain for anything else.

My favorite part of being a sissy is my chastity cage. I wear a metal tube that bends my cock in an L-shape, so I can barely pee and will never again live as a man. Jake helped to destroy my genitals when he put little metal camps on my balls. I’ll tell you the truth, Mistress Scarlett, at first my poor little nuts hurt like Hell! But after a few weeks the pain changed to a dull, constant ache. My sister says I deserve it for thinking I had a right to better myself. I’m sure she’s right, of course. She always is.

I also enjoy wearing lacy panties and fishnet stockings. I also have a frilly garter belt that holds the silky material next to my silly legs. It really drives the truckers wild when they see me wearing a mini-skirt and platform heels! My sister taught me to walk in pumps. She’s proud of how I strut my stuff when I’m cruising the truck stop.

My makeup skills are coming along nicely. I usually wear red lipstick because I’m such a tramp, LOL. I have a blond wig that, when paired with heavy mascara and my naturally blue eyes, really makes me look like a street walker. I paint my fingernails and toes a nice crimson color, so I’m like a complete slut when I’m fully dressed.

I’m sure I have lost most of my IQ. I tried reading one of the gossip magazines on the truck newsstand recently, but it had so many big words I gave up after a few seconds. Sister says I used to read big, fancy textbooks and remember everything they said. Those days are over forever, I guess.

I must go now, Mistress Scarlett. It’s almost sundown and I need to prowl the truck stop parking lot for johns. Sister says that, if I’m extra good, she may let me keep enough money to buy some food. I’m a lucky girl and wouldn’t trade my life for anything else!

Sissy Brenda

Highway 20 Truck Stop

Laurel, Mississippi

Dear Brenda,

I’m glad you’ve accepted your new life as a cock-craving slut and feminized slave. Remember to obey your sister’s orders and do it with a smile. That way you’ll be punished less often and you’ll please lots of men with your mouth and ass, which is all you’re good for anyway. As far as reading books and other silly ideas, you’re much too stupid now to concern yourself with such things. Now run along and earn your wonderful sister a lot of money! She’s a marvelous girl and I’m so proud of her.

Regards,

Mistress Scarlett

AMBITIOUS COLLEGE GIRL DOMINATES AND FEMINIZES HER PROFESSOR

Dear Mistress Scarlett,

I spanked my sissy’s balls last night. She didn’t do anything to merit the punishment. In fact, she has been especially well behaved over the past few weeks. I just felt like having some fun and her nut sack seemed like the perfect outlet for my playful desires. And it’s not like I did any permanent damage to the poor creature. She’ll have trouble walking and urinating for a month or so, of course. But isn't a little suffering good for the soul?

I should mention that my sissy is also my spouse. Her name used to be Michael before I changed it to Michelle. She’s an instructor at the liberal arts college I graduated from last year. She teaches courses in the gay and women’s studies departments, including a class on the history of feminism, which is where we met. Michael was a lonely 45-year-old academic from a wealthy family, an ultra-liberal who was constantly apologizing for being white and male. I was a hyper-ambitious 22-year-old woman with a killer body and a taste for the finer things in life. I was clear to me from the moment laid eyes on him that he was the victim…excuse me, I meant to say “man…” I had been searching for my entire life.

I first got Michael's attention by wearing low-cut skirts and sitting in the front row where he would have a perfect view of my legs. I crossed and uncrossed them numerous times during his lectures, sometimes rubbing my thigh with my palm, sometime stroking my calves with my long, tapered fingers. About a month into the semester I asked him to give me some private evening instruction, just him and I alone in his office. Afterwards I asked him if he would like to go to a local coffeehouse where he could continue tutoring me. He said “yes!” so fast it almost made my head spin!

Later that night I let him feel me up as we sat on a sofa in his giant living room. I pulled back just as he made the move to touch my legs. “Sorry,” I said as I pushed him away, “but it’s late and I better get some sleep. Thanks for the coffee and all.”

He stared at me in goggle-eyed bewilderment. “What?’ he said. “But – but I thought…I mean, I assumed…”

I gave him a poison look. “You ‘assumed’ what, Michael?” I said, spitting the words at him. “That you could treat me like a piece of meat?” He dropped his face in shame. “I thought you were a sensitive, intelligent man who respected women. Guess I was wrong.” I stood, turned my back on him, and headed for the front door.

“Wait!” he cried, following me like a child trailing after his mother. He sounded so pathetic I almost burst out laughing on the spot! But I forced myself to keep a straight face as I turned to face him, my arms crossed and a stern look on my face.

Tears were streaming down his cheeks as he said, “I know you must be bitter about the way my gender has treated women over the years. But I swear to you I’m different. Please give me a chance to prove it to you.”

Tense silence hung over the room as I toyed with him, like a cat playing with a mouse just before breaking its neck. At last I said, “I’ll think about it” and walked out of the house. I cackled like a victorious witch as I strutted to my car. “Got him right where I want him!” I said as I inserted the key in the ignition. “Now all I’ve got to do is reel him in.”

I’m not gay, but that night I was so horny I let my lesbian roommate feast on my sopping-wet cunt. I writhed in ecstasy as she probed my womanhood with her tongue. It was heavenly!

In the weeks and months that followed I treated Michael like my own private bitch, getting him worked up then shaming him for wanting sex. By the end of the semester he was buying me jewelry and giving me A’s for assignments I never bothered to do. I finished the course with the highest marks of anyone in the class, even though I partied the night before the final and missed almost every question on the test.

Michael proposed to me during the following summer. My eyes almost popped out of my head when I saw the sparkling five-carat ring cradled in his sweaty palm. I was tempted to snatch it out of his hand, sell it at a local pawnshop, and head for the beach in the Corvette he had bought me a month earlier. But I kept a firm grip on my impulses as I took the ring from his hand and gave it a close visual inspection.

My mom was a jeweler before she retired, so I’m pretty good at evaluating diamonds. The stone in my hand was utterly flawless. Nevertheless, I knitted my eyebrows together, turned it over a few times, and gave Michael a disappointed look. "It's got some flaws," I said. "Not unlike you." His face turned pale as I issued my verdict. "However," I said, "I guess it will do okay." I sighed and shook my head as I slid the ring onto my finger. "Okay, I will marry you, I guess," I said, shrugging my shoulders.

His face lit up like a Christmas tree. "Oh, thank you! Thank you!" he said, reaching out to hug me. "You've made me the happiest man on earth!"

"I said I would marry you," I said, shoving him backwards. "I didn't say you could touch me. Apparently, you don't respect women after all. I'm not surprised."

"I'm sorry," he said, wringing his hands as he wailed pitifully. "I guess it will take years for me to recover from the brainwashing forced on me by our patriarchal society!"

"Well, at least you realize how screwed up you are," I said. "I'm willing to help you, Michael. But you must do exactly as I say. Otherwise this marriage thing just isn't going to work out."

"Please don't say that!" he begged. "I'll do anything to please you!"

I nodded. "Good," I said. "We'll begin by getting you in touch with your feminine side. I've decided you should change your name to Michelle and begin dressing as a woman. That will help you to understand the centuries of oppression my gender has endured."

I thought he might balk at my demand. But instead his pupils dilated and he began breathing hard. "I see," he said. "So you intend to feminize me? Is that right?" As he spoke, I saw a bulge grow in his jeans. He's into it! I thought. The pathetic little loser is turned on! I have him by the balls for sure! I gave him a wicked smile, my mind racing with ideas for turning him into my sweet, submissive sissy slave.

Michael, who is now Michelle, and I have been married now for a little over a year. The relationship has succeeded beyond my wildest dreams. The feminization of her body is coming along nicely. I forced her onto a low-protein vegan diet that destroyed most of her muscle tone, making her thinner than most fashion models.

The doctor prescribed massive doses of female hormones that have made her skin soft and smooth while giving her the cutest little B cup breasts. I make fun of her because my chest is a healthy D cup size, which gives my black boyfriend Tyrone plenty to fondle when he pounds me during our thrice-weekly dates. When Michelle complained about me having sex with another man, I reminded her that African-Americans were first brought to this country as slaves by evil white men. She apologized profusely. Now she sucks Tyrone's cock nice and hard right before he and I make love.

I enjoy the look of pain and shame on Michelle's face as she watches Tyrone and me fuck like animals in front of her. It gives the sex a nice sadistic edge that makes me scream like a banshee when I cum.

Mistress Scarlett, if there are any women out there who are wondering if they should feminize their husband, my advice is to go for it. They have nothing to lose and everything to gain. I should know. I'm living proof!

Karen Shockley

King of Prussia, PA

Dear Karen,

Thanks for sharing your amazing story! And congratulations on showing your spouse that you wear the pants. Remember to keep a tight grip on her balls, no matter how much she cries or whimpers. Better yet, just chop them off. Your relationship is about your needs and desires, not hers. Never let her forget that. Her happiness in life, what there is of it, should come from serving you. Best of luck and thanks again for your wonderful letter.

Affectionately,

Mistress Scarlett

FEMINIZED COLLEGE TEACHER DESCRIBES HER LIFE AS A SISSY MAID

Dear Mistress Scarlett,

My owner Mistress Karen has ordered me to write to you as a follow-up to her earlier letter. She says that, if I do a good job, she won’t let her lovers call me names when I service their cocks tonight. Don’t get me wrong. I love it when a real man cums in my mouth. I’m just not quite used to the way they slap me around and kick my balls.

I thought that the liberal atmosphere at the college would embrace my new transgendered identity. But just the opposite has happened. My students lost all respect for me when I told them the story of how my wife feminized me. They snickered at me when I tried to lecture and shot spit balls in my face. One day it was just too much and I fled the classroom sobbing.

Later the administrative board summoned me to a meeting and told me I was fired. Since I don’t have tenure, there was nothing I could do but accept their verdict. They did offer me a job on the school housekeeping staff, however. Now I work 40 hours a week cleaning up three of the campus frat houses. The men who live there sometimes kick over my mop bucket when I’m mopping the restroom floors. Other times they steal the housekeeping supplies for my cart, forcing me to walk across campus to the supply room to get more. The students laugh when they see me, saying things, “Hey, there goes that stupid little sissy whose wife beats him up! What a loser!” I used to tell them they were being cruel and insensitive, but that only made them meaner.

My life isn’t all humiliation, though. Each month Mistress Karen lets me play with my cock for a few seconds. I haven’t been able to cum yet, but I hope to have at least one more orgasm in my life before she castrates me. I learned today that she has scheduled my surgery for next month, so my time is very short. Do you think you could persuade her to left climax once more before the doctors chop everything off?

Submissively Yours,

Sissy Michelle

Dear Michelle,

I’m insulted by your request. Do you think I’m crass enough to tell another domme how to treat her slave? I told Karen about your insolence and she has moved your surgery date up to next week. Your days of being a man are long gone, my dear. Get used to it.

Regards,

Mistress Scarlett

DOMINANT WIFE DESTROYS HUSBAND'S COCK AND FORCES HIM TO FEMINIZE

Dear Mistress Scarlett,

Roger and I had been married for six months before the idea of feminizing him came to my mind. I knew since we first met that he was submissive, which is one of the reasons I married him. You see, I'm one of those ladies who enjoys getting her way all the time. So, when I noticed Roger's personal ad on a kinky site, I took the initiative and contacted him. That led to a one-year dating relationship that turned into a lifelong commitment.

The first thing that struck me about Roger was his face. He has very

soft features and is tall and slender, giving him a feminine look even when he represents as a man. After talking for a while, I learned that he prefers chick flicks to watching sports, is obsessively neat and tidy, and thinks most men are insensitive dolts. To be honest, I was surprised he was straight!

The first thing I did during our first date is lay down the ground rules. "This is the way it will be," I said as we sat across from each other at the restaurant. “I get to date other men, and women, for that matter, whenever I like; but – “I held up my index finger to stress the point – “you are only allowed to see me. Got it?”

"Yes," he said, his breath quickening and his eyes growing wide. Very good, I thought. He gets excited when I dominate him.

“'Yes' what?” I said with a stern look.

He stared at me like a deer staring into the headlights of the car that's about to take its life. At last he said, “yes...dear?”

“NO!” I shouted. “I am not now, nor will I ever be, your 'dear.' Got it?” His face turned pale and his hands began to quake. Beautiful! I thought. He's afraid of me! I glowered at him for a long moment, then continued. “You will address me as Mistress Pamela, both in private and public. Got it?”

“Yes,” he said, then added “Mistress Pamela!”

“Good girl,” I said. “You might do after all.”

“Thank you, Mistress Pamela,” he said, his face going white as he swallowed hard. I knew then that he was mine to do with as I pleased.

We tied the knot in Vegas 12 months after our first meeting. I wore a leather bodysuit and carried a whip. He was dressed in a lovely wedding gown and carried a bouquet. That was the first time I saw him in female garb; he was gorgeous! That planted the idea in my mind to feminize him.

I started the project by systematically dominating and humiliating him more every day. I declared Friday and Saturday nights to be my date nights. I told him that, during those evenings, I was free to go whoring as much as I pleased, while he was to stay home, read housekeeping magazines, and soak his feet in rose water.

After a few weeks of this routine I began bringing my lovers home and letting them fuck me while my husband watched. Most of them were muscular black guys who loved banging a white woman while her gutless sissy husband watched in helpless passivity. Looking up from the mattress to see the shame and degradation on his face was all I needed to cum! Afterwards I ordered him to show the bull his tiny cock, which was always good for a laugh.

One time my lover for the evening grabbed my husband's pathetic sissy penis and gave it a good yank, driving him to his knees. I thought it was hilarious, but the doctor we saw at the emergency room later that night told us Roger's cock was fractured and may never function normally again. Lucky for me, the physician's prediction proved true. My husband can no longer have erections and his organ leaks a syrupy sissy-cum most of the time. I solved the problem by making him wear tampons.

These days, Roger must sit to pee, which reinforces the fact that he's not a man, not even close. I decided that, since he was using tampons anyway, I should just burn his male underwear and force him to wear panties instead. I didn't bother to tell him about the change ahead of time. You should have seen how surprised he was when he looked in his dresser one morning and saw all the pretty things I had bought for him! His eyes nearly popped out of his head! “Surprise, honey!” I shouted. “Now you're my panty slave!”

He cried a little as he slid into a pair of lovely red panties. “You destroyed my penis, now you're making me cross-dress. I have no dignity left,” he said in despair. “What do you have planned for me next?” That question was like a light bulb turning on in my brain. Of course, I thought. Roger is more of a woman than a man anyway, so I'll just feminize him!

Over the next few days I studied the dynamics of forced feminization, since I'm one of those people who insists on doing everything to perfection. I read online articles, chatted with some long-time dommes, and even paid a professional dominatrix $200 just for her advice (though the two of us did end up in the sack together; but that's a topic for another letter, LOL). I also read your book “The Stepford Sissies” BTW, which was both informative and exciting!

After a week of intense and exhilarating research, I had a plan of action for transforming Roger into my brainwashed sissy slave. I started by demanding he eat my cunt to orgasm every day. I yelled at him and slapped him when we went out to eat. I refused to let him order alcohol or anything with meat in it. I flirted with other men while he sat nearby. I even told a few of his co-workers about his defunct cock. They teased him mercilessly about it, making him cry.

After a few weeks of this hard-core abuse, Roger's male ego, which was never very strong to begin with, was on the verge of vanishing forever. One night I was in the living room watching TV when he came to me in tears. “Can we talk, honey?” he asked in a tiny, sissyish voice.

“Sure,” I said, turning off the TV. “What do you want to talk about?”

He sat beside me and poured his heart out. He told me over and over how much he loved me and wanted us to stay together. He also told me how my recent ultra-dominant behavior had confused him and hurt his feelings. As he whined and moaned he began to weep, which was so hysterical I had to force myself not to laugh. I mean, he wasn't even pretending to act like a man! In fact, he sounded more like a pathetic love-struck cheerleader who just got her heart broken by the team quarterback. I let him talk for almost an hour while I sat there stone-faced.

When he finally shut up I said, “give me your hand, dear.”

He eyed me with suspicion for a moment then did as I said. I took his hand in mine, then, using a move I learned in martial arts class years before, I bent his wrist sideways and twisted his arm, forcing him to his knees. He shrieked in pain and looked up at me with a terrified, agonized expression. I kept my eyes locked on his as I applied the pressure, using my willpower to beat him down mentally while my superior strength controlled him physically.

When I let him go, he yanked his hand away and clutched it next to his chest, looking up at me like a whipped puppy as he said, “Why, Pamela? Why did you hurt me? I was caring! I was sensitive! I showed you my open heart!”

“I know, sweetie,” I said, stroking his reddened, tear-stained cheek. “But you have to understand I'm trying to help you.”

“Help me?” he said.

“Yes, honey,” I said, putting all the fake compassion I could muster in my voice. “You see, you're on a journey that you can't understand. In the end, it will all turn out for your good. For now, though, you'll just have to trust me and submit to my loving discipline. Will you do that?”

I saw uncertainty, even a remote flicker of manly resolve, in his eyes as he tried to process what I was saying. Did I push him too far too fast? I wondered. He might tire of my abuse and stand up to me. That would ruin all my careful planning!  But then his eyes glazed over with a dull, defeated look. He hung his head low and said, “Yes, Pamela. I won't resist. Do with me as you like. I'm yours, now and forever.”

They say that women can't cum without being touched. But, Mistress Scarlett, “cum” is exactly what I did as I watched Roger let go of his dignity and surrender to my absolute control. Searing bolts of erotic electricity shot through my body as I looked down at my whimpering spouse cowering helpless at my feet. I clutched the sofa and rubbed my thighs together to maintain my composure, then ordered Roger to go to our bedroom, take off his clothes, and lie on his back.

He did as I said, allowing me a few quick moments to cool down before putting the next phase of my plan into action. I walked into the bedroom minutes later and stood over my prize, who was laying spread-eagled on the mattress.

“Very good, little girl,” I said. “You're coming along very nicely.” Our bed has restraints attached to each corner and I used these to bind Roger's arms and legs. I made them tight because I knew it would cause him pain and, therefore, give me pleasure. I gave his ruined cock a playful little slap, which made him wince. After making his escape impossible I took a moment to savor the sight of my broken, beaten husband laid out for me to use as I pleased. It was the most pleasurable and fulfilling experience of my life, Mistress Scarlett!

I went to our bathroom, got one of my ladies' razors and a can of flower-scented shaving gel, and returned to the bedroom. “What are you doing, Mistress Pamela?” asked Roger when he saw what was in my hand.

“I'm going to modify something I own to match my preferences,” I said with a cold smile. “Namely, you.” I lathered his long, slender legs and ran the razor up and down their length multiple times. Fortunately, Roger has little body hair, so the task didn't take very long. When I was done, his legs were as smooth as the proverbial peach.

“Please tell me why you're doing this, mistress,” he asked.

“I told you, slave, that's none of your business,” I said, this time adding an edge to my voice to show him I was serious. I wiped his legs dry with a towel, then went to work on the hair around his genitals. He whimpered a few times when the razor nicked his balls, which sent a tingle through my cunt. Shaving his sac took a bit longer than his legs, but in the end his nuts were hairless. I ran the blade across his cock, just to remind him of who was in charge.

By the time I was done, Roger's body was free of hair except for the top of his head. I looked him over with pride, filled with satisfaction at how I had destroyed another emblem of his maleness. My clit was throbbing and I was yearning for release, but I didn't want to unbind him just yet. So I stripped, straddled his chest, and knocked another wish off the bucket list when I snaked my hands around his throat and began choking him. He tried to escape but the bonds held him in place, like a fly hopelessly entangled in a spider's web.

Seeing the terror in his features while I throttled him supercharged my libido. I started grinding my cunt into his chest, shrieking and screaming like a witch riding her broom. I bucked and writhed like the she-demon I am, watching Roger's face turn red, then white, then a lovely shade of purple.

I climaxed when he was at the point of death. As I rode the wave of ecstasy I released my grip on his neck. He inhaled huge chestfuls of air as my she-cum coated his body. The air filled with the musky scent of my juices, adding a nice touch to my moment of triumph.

I stared into his panic-stricken face and told him, “You'll never escape me, my pet. I own you; and, as a sign of my ownership, I'm changing your name to Veronica. You are now my feminized sissy slave.” He whined and wept and begged for his freedom, while I regarded him with a cruel gaze from my vantage point atop his chest. It was amazing!

And that is the story of how my submissive husband became Veronica, my sweet little brainwashed slave. There's more to the story, of course which I'll share in my next letter. Right now, my black lover is waiting in the bedroom for me. Veronica has sucked his cock till it's rock hard, so I'm about to get my brains fucked out. Afterwards my spouse will rub my feet while I eat chocolates. It just goes to show that a girl can have her heart’s desires once she feminizes her husband. I just wish I had started earlier!


Affectionately,

Mistress Pamela

Miami, FL

Dear Pamela,

Thank you so much for sharing your incredible story. I'm delighted that you found my writings helpful in feminizing your spouse. Always remember, though, that sissy husbands need constant bullying and domination; else they might forget their rightful place. I recommend kicking him in the balls every now and then without warning, just to remind him who runs the show. I also recommend letting him keep his ruined cock, since it doesn't work anyway. Make fun of it often and force him to show it your friends for a good laugh. That will keep him beaten down and ensure you'll have Roger/Veronica at your mercy forever. Best of luck and thanks again for your wonderful letter!

Mistress Scarlett

SISSY VERONICA DISHES ABOUT HER NEW LIFE

Dear Mistress Scarlett,

It’s a high privilege for an unworthy slave like myself to address such a powerful and commanding woman as yourself. I’m so glad Mistress Pamela forced me to accept the truth about myself. I’m much happier in my new role as her sissy maid than I ever was as a “man.” My only regreet is that she didn’t feminize me sooner. In any event, I’m quite lucky and am looking forward to a lifetime of service to my wise, loving goddess.

Most Truly Yours,

Sissy Veronica

Dear Veronica,

I was delighted to get your little note. Your attitude is a refreshing change from the usual whiny drivel sissies send to me. You recognize your inferiority and willfully submit to your wife’s loving control. Unfortunately, you misspelled the word “regret” in your letter, which was blatantly disrespectful on your part. So, I called your wife this morning and told her to punish you severely. You’ll be spending the next few days with an anal plug shoved up your sissy ass and a needle in your urethra. Good luck bathrooming yourself for a while!

Regards,

Mistress Scarlett

DOMINANT WIFE FORCES FEMINIZED HUSBAND TO PLEASURE PIZZA DELIVERY MAN

Dear Mistress Scarlett,

I learned a long ago that the way to keep my husband submissive and feminized is to subject him to endless humiliation. I recently took advantage of an opportunity to do just that when I ordered a pizza for dinner. Before the night was over, I would satisfy both my hunger for food and my drive to embarrass and degrade my sissy spouse. Here's what happened.

The sound of the doorbell ringing tore my attention away from the TV program I was watching. “Amber!” I shouted. “Pizza's here! Go get it!”

“Yes, Mistress Deborah,” said my sissy slave, emerging from the bathroom where she was scrubbing the floor. She wore a black maid's uniform with a frilly white apron, black shoes, white stockings, and a lace bonnet. I watched as she pranced to the front door in the swishing, effeminate stride I require her to use at all times. Excellent, I thought. Three years of brutal domination have erased all traces of her old identity.

Amber opened the front door, revealing a short, pudgy, middle-aged man with greasy hair and facial blemishes. He wore a shirt and cap that identified him as a driver for the local pizza chain. “Hello, mam,” he said in a shrill, squeaky voice. “I have your order. That will be $14.95.”

“Thank you so much!” said Amber. “Let me get the money to pay you.” She reached into the tiny pink change purse where she keeps the small amount of cash I permit her access to. I studied the pizza guy for a moment, thinking about how nerdy and out of shape he was. Then a marvelous idea popped into my brain.  I hopped to my feet and walked over to him.

“Why don't you come in?” I said to the driver, giving him a sexy smile as I leaned against the doorway. “You look like you could use a break.” I nodded at Amber, who was about to hand him the money. “My husband here can get you a cold drink while you relax for a while.”

“Husband?” he repeated, giving Amber a dumbfounded look.


I grinned at him. “Well, I use the term loosely,” I said. “Husbands are usually men, but not mine. She's really just a stupid sissy who dresses up like a girl.” I looked at Amber, whose face was turning red with shame. “Isn't that right, dear?” I said.

“Yes, Mistress Deborah,” Amber said, a note of dread in her voice as she guessed what I was doing. “I'm not a man, not anymore. You turned me into a gutless sissy.”

I chuckled. “indeed I did, Amber,” I said, needling her with my words. “I broke your will and destroyed your masculinity. Now you're a spineless coward who lets me treat her like a doormat. Right?”

Amber looked at the pizza guy for a second, then dropped her head like a whipped dog.  “Yes, dear,” she said. “You took away my dignity and forced me to feminize. I was too weak to resist you.”

“What's going on here?” said the delivery guy. His name tag read “Bob.”

“Tell you what, Bob,” I said, stroking my cleavage with the tips of my fingers; I was wearing a low-cup top that showed off my assets.  “Come on in and I'll tell you all about it. Sound like fun?”

He looked uncertain for a moment, then shrugged his shoulders and said, “Sure, why not?”

“Wonderful!” I said. He handed the pizza to Amber. Then he entered the house and I showed him to a cushy seat in the living room. “Get him a cold drink, slave,” I ordered her. “Is cola okay?” I asked Bob.

“That's fine,” he said, then added, “it's not diet, is it?”

I laughed. “Don't worry about it, Bob,” I said. “Amber!” I shouted towards the kitchen. “Hurry up! Don't make me flog you!”

She came rushing out into the living room seconds later, huffing like a hooker working her way through a 12-man gang bang. She gave Bob a glass of cola. “Here you are, sir,” she said. “I hope you enjoy it.”

Bob sipped the frosty caramel-colored liquid. “Not bad,” he said. “At least it's not the diet crap my mom makes me drink.”

“I'm so pleased to hear it!” said Amber, curtsying to the obese slob.

“Amber!” I shouted, pointing an accusing finger in her face. “Are you insulting our guest's mother?”

“No, Mistress Deborah!” she exclaimed. “I'm just glad he enjoys the drink I gave him! That's all! I swear!”

“Oh, I see,” I said. “So now you're calling me a liar.”

“No, not at all!” she pleaded. “Please, dear! I meant no wrong!”

“Shut up!” I screamed. “You insulted our guest and now you're being sassy to me!” I shoved her as hard as I could, sending her reeling backwards and crashing to the floor. She cowered there sobbing. I looked over at Bob, who was leaning forward in the chair with his elbows on his knees watching the whole thing. The bulge between his legs told me he was enjoying the show. I settled into the sofa and glared at Amber as her cries subsided.

“Are you done pitching a hissy fit, slave?” I said to her. She nodded, keeping her head bowed down.

“Good,” I said. “Then get on your knees. You're going to service our guest Bob with your filthy slut mouth.”

“Huh?” said Bob, looking at me in shocked disbelief.

“You do like getting your knob polished, don't you?” I said to him.

“Well, y-yeah,” he said, stammering. “That is...I never....I mean, I haven't...”

“Never mind,” I said, cutting him off. “The point is that you're here, you're hard, and there's a sissy queer on her knees ready to blow. So drop your pants and let her get to work!”

“Is it okay?” Bob said to Amber. “Will you...take care of me like your wife says?”

“Don't ask her!” I snapped. “It's not her choice. She does what I tell her to do.” I looked at Amber with a smug grin. “Isn't that right, my dear?”

“Yes, Mistress Deborah,” said Amber in a weak, defeated voice. “I'm your property and I must do as you say.”

“Outstanding!” I said, “So it's settled. Amber, Bob will show you his rod and you will pleasure him.” I snapped my fingers at my sissy husband. “Chop chop!”

Bob still seemed a little unsure of what to do. But, after a few seconds of rocking back and forth, he got up, loosened his belt, and dropped his jeans, exposing his greasy boxer shorts for me and Amber to see. “Lower those as well, Mr. Pizza Guy,” I said. He slipped his hands behind the elastic waistband and pulled his underwear down, revealing to all present his “manliness.”

I must admit, Mistress Scarlett, it took all my self-control not to burst out laughing on the spot. Bob's cock looked more like a soggy cigar stub than a proper penis. Still, I'm a lady first and foremost, and ladies are always gracious to their guests. So I bit my lip as Amber wrapped her scarlet lips around the tiny sausage and began sucking.

Bob's stomach shook like a mass of whale blubber as he swayed unsteadily. “Oh...oh, wow,” He said, closing his eyes and thrusting his hips forward.

I got down on my knees next to Amber and began whispering in her ear. “Think of it, my dear; a few years ago, you were a high-powered sales executive with a six-figure salary and a sports car. Then you met me. I sank my claws into you and crushed your self-esteem even as I drained your bank account. Now you’re a worthless sissy on her knees giving head to a minimum wage drone who probably lives with his mom! Isn't the irony exquisite?”

Amber was too busy with the task at hand to respond, but I saw tears roll out of her eyes and stream down her painted face. The sight was so wonderful I found my hand moving to my clit out of sheer reflex. Hot jolts of raw pleasure shot through my body as I fondled my sex, my eyes glued on the scene of utter degradation unfolding before me.

“Oh, yeah,” muttered Bob as his arousal blossomed. “Suck me, you stupid sissy cunt. Make me cum. You're my bitch.” Hearing a fat, clumsy oaf degrade and abuse my husband supercharged my self-lust, making me work my woman-parts with a vigor I had never before experienced. It was incredible!

Bob's bloated body jerked back and forth as he pumped his semen into Amber's mouth.  She jerked her head back as he sprayed her with his seed, beginning to retch as she spit the grayish liquid out of her mouth.

“Amber!” I shouted, taking a break from playing with myself to admonish my sissy. “What are you doing? You know you're supposed to drink every drop!”


“I'm sorry, mistress,” she said between heaves. “But it's vile!”

“How dare you!” I shouted in righteous rage. “Our guest is blessing you with his cum and you're refusing it? You inconsiderate bitch!” I clubbed the side of her head with my fist. For the second time that day she curled up in a ball on the floor and wept. Seeing her in pain was all I needed to activate my orgasm. I pressed my palms against the sides of my head, looked up towards the ceiling, and bellowed like the goddess of evil I am, writhing and shrieking as wave after wave of animal ecstasy poured through me.

My head was still spinning when I heard Bob say, “I think I'll go now.”

“Whatever,” I said, waving a dismissive hand as I looked up from my position on the carpet. He pulled up his pants and fled, unnerved by his encounter but nonetheless satiated. I wondered if he would tell anyone what happened. If so, would they believe him?

Later I chained Amber to the wall of our cellar and beat her till she passed out. Usually I'm not that severe with her, but her crime made such measures necessary. As day turned to night I noticed the pizza still sitting on the kitchen counter. I heated a slice in the microwave and took a bite; it was surprisingly good. Then I realized Amber had never paid for it. “Excellent,” I said with a smile. “Now I have an excuse to punish her again.”

Triumphantly Yours,

Alexis Royal

Chicago, Illinois

Dear Alexis,

Wonderful letters like yours remind me of why I became a domme in the first place. You exhibit every quality that makes a woman great: malice, cunning, and sheer ruthlessness. Your slave is lucky indeed to have a mistress like you. I wish you all the best in your future endeavors and hope to hear from you again. As for Amber, the next time you whip her, give her a lash just for me. Ta-ta!

Mistress Scarlett

SISSY SUFFERS BROKEN HAND FOR DEFYING HER MISTRESS

Dear Mistress Scarlett,

Please forgive me for not writing sooner. Mistress caught me playing with myself a few months ago and smashed the bones in my hand with a sledgehammer. I deserved it for disobeying her, of course. But it has taken a while for the swelling to go down so I could send you this note.

As Mistress Deborah shared with you in her letter, I am her feminized slave. She controls all aspects of my life, including when I may bathroom myself. I am permitted 60 seconds to pee and have a bowel movement. If I'm not done in that time, then she reinserts my anal plug. She also clamps the tip of my cock so I can't urinate.

I'm ashamed to say that I did indeed refuse the pizza man's cum. I was being selfish and thinking only of myself, as usual. Still, I have a stern but fair owner who never lets me get out of line. She has made me into a better slave through her brutal but wise control of my life.

Fortunately, I will have the chance to make up for my mistake. Mistress just ordered another pizza and the delivery man will be here soon. I hope it's Bob. This time I will swallow every drop of his wonderful gift, no matter how it tastes.

Your Obedient Servant,

Sissy Amber

Dear Amber,

Bravo for admitting that you were in the wrong. You sound like a very disobedient slut, hardly worth wasting time on. Luckily, you have a patient, loving mistress who tolerates your atrocious behavior. You should remind yourself constantly of how blessed you are. Were you mine, I would have castrated you a long time ago. Perhaps I will suggest that to your wife.

Regards,

Mistress Scarlett

TAKE-CHARGE WIFE FEMINIZES CHEATING HUSBAND

Dear Mistress Scarlett,

What does a wife do with an unfaithful husband? She turns him into her sissy slave, of course! That’s exactly what I’m doing to Bubbles, formerly named Brad. I’ve deprived her of her freedom and her dignity, and soon I will chop off her balls as well. That may sound cruel, but it’s exactly what she deserves for cheating on me.

I met Brad five years ago at a country-western bar called Cowboys and Cowgirls. I was immediately attracted to him, at least on a physical level. He was tall, lean but muscular, and had a handsome, almost pretty face. He wore a 10-gallon hat, rhinestone shirt, new jeans, and cowboy boots. Yeah, I know that sounds like a stereotype, but in those days I fancied my ideal man as a rough and ready type. I’ve learned better since, of course.

I was so turned on by Brad’s looks that I gave him a smile and a wink when I caught him looking at me. “Well, hello there, pretty thing,” he said as he slid into the stool next to mine. “Name’s Brad,” he said with a tip of his enormous hat.

“Hi,” I said in my sexiest tone. “I’m Angie. Nice to meet you.”

“Pleasure’s all mine, darlin’,” he said in a tone that was smooth as suede leather. I felt my face flush and my pulse quicken as I looked him over. He’s a tall drink of water for sure, I thought. And I’m ready to take a sip!

Before the night was over, Brad and I made love in the bedroom at his trailer. Two things bothered me about him by that point. One was the Confederate flag hanging from the wall; it screamed ignorance to me. The other was his undersized, slightly soft cock. I like getting hammered by a giant, stone-hard tool, and Brad’s organ was more like a slithery worm.

When he came, the goo just kind of drizzled into me, like cream dripping from a malfunctioning milk shake machine. But, when he asked me how it was, I just smiled and said, “it was fine, honey. Just fine.” With that he rolled over and went to sleep, even though I was still yearning for more.

To make a long story short, Brad and I got married three months later. No, he didn’t knock me up; I can’t have kids anyway. But I found out he had inherited a nice-sized nest egg when his dad, a millionaire building contractor, died.

I made Brad sell his trailer and buy an upscale home in a fancy Dallas neighborhood. He grumbled a little when I urged him to do it, but gave in when I refused to give him sex. That was the first time I realized I could control a man by taking charge of his cock. Most women learn that lesson early in life, but I’ve always been a little naïve. That in turn set the stage for the next part of my story.

About a year into our marriage Brad began acting suspiciously. He would stay out late on weeknights and not answer his cell phone when I called. When he finally got home I would ask him where he had been. “Had to work late,” he would always say.

“But I called the foreman at the job site,” I would say. “He said you were nowhere around!”

“Look, just get off my back, Angie,” he retorted. “I’m tired. By the way, what’s for supper?”

As time went on, I noticed other clues that Bad was running around behind my back. I noticed the smell of cheap perfume on his shirts when I washed them. I checked his phone records and saw several calls placed to numbers I didn’t recognize. When I called the numbers they always went to a strange woman’s voice mail.

Finally, I decided to follow him one night. I shadowed his pickup truck in my Lexus, staying far enough behind him to prevent tipping him off. That’s when I caught him going to a fancy downtown hotel. I watched with a pair of binoculars as a busty, stern-looking woman in a black leather bustier answered the door and let him enter the room.

“That son of a bitch,” I growled. “That dirty, cheating son of a bitch.”

I spent the rest of the evening researching my options. My first thought was to divorce Brad, but he had suckered me into signing an ironclad pre-nup which ensured I would walk away from the marriage broke. And I was far from okay with that; after all, I was the victim in the whole sordid affair. Didn’t I deserve some compensation? I considered hiring a hit man to kill him, but I was worried I might get caught and go to prison. In desperation, I turned to the Internet, where I found your web site and learned about forced feminization.

“That’s it!” I said, pumping my fist in the air. “I’ll get revenge by turning Brad into a sissy queer!” I spent the rest of the night researching how to transform my cheating hubby into my swishing, submissive, cock-sucking slave.

Brad never did come home that night. But he did show up the next morning, mumbled something to me as he devoured breakfast, and went to bed, falling asleep as soon as his head hit the pillow. I fished his cell phone out of his jeans pocket, looking for something I could use against him. That’s when I found the videos he had recorded the previous night. My mouth dropped open as I watched them.

What I hadn’t realized the night before was that the woman Brad went to see wasn’t just your average slut. She was a high-rent hooker who spanks and abuses her johns. I pictured showing the recording to his buddies at work. Then I noticed that the lady had “something extra” between her legs. She was a transsexual, what the porn sites call a “shemale.” And she had a huge pecker between her gorgeous legs! Brad gasped as she pounded him with her massive tool.

“Please, mistress,” he moaned in the video. “Keep fucking my sissy ass till you split me in two! Punish me for being bad!” Then, after she came, he licked her cum-and-crap-covered pole clean and shiny, making her orgasm again and spry her jism all over his face.

She rubbed the sticky brown and gray mess all over his his features with her bulging, purplish cock-head as he knelt before her. Then she pissed all over him as he cowered on the carpet curled up like a baby and crying.

“This is better than I could have dreamt,” I said with an evil grin. I uploaded the video to my laptop, then kicked back with a glass of beer and waited for my husband to wake up.

Hours later I heard him stirring in the bedroom. As he stumbled out into the hallway I said, “Honey? Could you come into my office, please? I want to ask you something.”

“Yeah…yeah, sure,” he said. “By the way, you seen my cell phone?”

“No, dear,” I said sweetly. “But I did find something else.”

“What you talkin’ about?” he said, a tinge of fear in his voice as he entered the room.

“Not much,” I said, clicking my mouse to activate the screen. “Just this.” The next several seconds was the greatest moment of my life. The color drained from Brad’s face as he watched himself getting reamed by a chick-with-a-dick. “Oh…oh, god,” he said. The air filled with the sour stench of urine as he pissed his pants. But to me the aroma was as sweet as honey. It signaled the beginning of Brad’s transformation into my sissy slave.

“Here’s’ the deal,” I said. “You can still act like a man when you’re at work with your buddies. But, when you’re home with me, you will dress and act like the gutless sissy we both know you are. You’ll wear pretty ladies’ clothes, keep your body smooth, prance about like there’s a dick shoved up your ass, and call me ‘Mistress Angela.’”

Bob glared at me. “And what if I say not?” he said.

I chuckled. “well, then,” I said gleefully, “I’ll show this video to all your friends and they’ll know your little secret just like I do.”

“I could grab that computer now and smash it,” he said defiantly. “Do the same to my phone.”

I shook my head. “Really, honey,” I said. “You should keep up with modern technology.” I nodded at the PC screen. “This wonderful performance of yours is already stored safely in the cloud, where I can hold it over your head forever. So, your chances of getting out of this thorny dilemma are as tiny as your slimy little penis. Face it, Bubbles; you’re screwed, and not in a good way.”

“’Bubbles?’” he repeated. “Who’s Bubbles?”

I laughed long and hard, then said, “Silly girl; YOU are Bubbles, of course! That’s your slave name! I chose it because it sounds like something a stupid bimbo would call herself. And let’s face it. You are one stupid bimbo indeed.”

He fell on his ass and sat on the floor at my feet, his eyes turning to glass as the reality of what I was saying sank into his slow-witted mind. I watched as his facial expressions showed terror, then panic, and, at last, hopeless despair. It was not only the most beautiful but the most powerfully erotic thing I have ever seen. In that moment, Mistress, Scarlett, I knew I was born to be a dominant woman.

“Okay, then,” I said as I turned away from him to look at my computer. “Let’s start picking out your new wardrobe, Bubbles.” I spent the next hour selecting panties, stockings, bras, dresses, high heels, purses, and other items. It was a little hard at first picking out sizes to fit Brad, but I found a helpful conversion chart on a crossdressing web site that made the job easy.

The last item I chose was a male chastity cage. I liked it because it has spikes at the tip designed to sink into the wearer’s glans should he ever have an erection. I ordered Brad to put it on when it arrived from Amazon a few days later. Then I made him get down on his knees and bow before me as I said, “Well, Bubbles, say goodbye to your manhood. Now you’re mine forever.”

Most Truly Yours,

Angela LeCroy

Dallas, Texas

Dear Angela,


I’m glad you realized your dominance in time to put your worthless husband in his place. And congratulations on the choice of sissy name. “Bubbles” is perfect. It combines smuttiness, stupidity, and submissiveness in one glorious package. I would love to hear all about how you broke his mind and transformed his body, so please feel free to write me again. Best of luck and thanks so very much for your letter! 

Affectionately,

Mistress Scarlett

FORMER CHEATING HUSBAND, NOW SERVILE SLAVE, DESCRIBES HER LIFE AS A FEMINIZED BIMBO

Dear Mistress Scarlett,

My name is Sissy Bubbles. I am the feminized slave of my wife, Mistress Angela. She has ordered me to tell you what my life is like, now that I have lost my manhood and become a humiliated sissy cocksucker.

As mistress shared in her letter, she found the video of a transgender domme using mw for her pleasure. That woman’s name is Mistress Priscilla. My wife contacted her shortly after she ordered my new wardrobe to assist her in feminizing me. Mistress Priscilla said she would be delighted to help in my sissy training, but would require a fee of $17,000.00.

Mistress Angela ordered me to use the funds I had been saving for a new deep-sea fishing boat. I went to the bank to withdraw the money dressed as a woman. The clerk, a long-time guy friend of mine named Nick, saw me in drag and snickered. “Wow, Brad! Is that really you? Man, you look ridiculous!”

“Yes,” I said, beginning to sob. “Angela is turning me into her transvestite slave. She has ordered me to turn the money in my savings account over to her.”

Nick snorted. “I always figured you were secretly gay, Brad. All the guys did. What’s your female name, by the way?”

“Bubbles,” I said, my face turning red as I hung my head in shame.

“Hah!” shouted Nick. Then he called the bank secretary over to his station. She’s a hot Hispanic woman with huge breasts and great legs. I used to flirt with her back when I was a man. Her name is Olivia. “You got to get a look at this!” Nick said to her as she approached. “Brad’s wife has turned him into a crossdressing queer!”

Olivia stood there eyeing me head to toe, trying to suppress a smile. Then she burst out laughing. “I’ll say this, Brad,” she said, “you’re almost as ugly as a woman as you were when you were a man!”

“Stop, stop!” I cried, burying my face in my hands. “Don’t be mean to me! Please!”

“Oh, so weepy!” said Olivia. “Must be this bitch’s time of the month!” She took out a couple of quarters out of her purse, throwing them at me. One of the coins hit me in the forehead. The other slapped against my throat, making me cough and wheeze. “There’s fifty cents, sweetie,” she said. “There’s a tampon dispenser in the ladies’ room. Go buy one!”

By this point other customer were laughing and pointing at me. The branch manager, a tall guy with muscles, walked over. “You shore are purty, miss,” he said to me. “How ‘bout we go on a date?” Nick and Olivia guffawed and the three of them high-fived each other.

I finally got the money, but only after enduring a half hour of vicious humiliation. I tucked the funds in my new purse and scampered from the bank like a frightened mouse. When I got outside I looked for my pickup truck, only to remember that my wife was driving it now. She had found a used pink Prius at a car lot and gave it to me to run errands around town. I started the engine and drove home, terrified to think about what awaited me there.

When I got back I saw a champagne-colored Cadillac parked in the driveway. My blood ran cold as I realized it was Mistress Priscilla’s car. As I walked into the living room I saw both her and Mistress Angela standing there, smirking at me. “Well,” said my former domme, “Hello again, Brad. Your wife here has been telling me some interesting things about you.” She looked at Angela. “Right, dear?” she said with a wink.

“Yes, indeed,” said my wife, approaching me. “Hand over the money, Bubbles,” she said. “Let’s get the financial details out of the way first.”

At that point something arose within me. Maybe it was a tiny sliver of my dying manliness. Maybe it was pure terror. I clutched the purse under my arm and turned to run away. But I had only taken a couple of steps before Mistress Priscilla leapt through the air and onto my back. She clamped her forearm across my neck, choking off my breath. I struggled furiously, but after a few seconds my strength evaporated and I collapsed to the floor.

“Excellent, Priscilla!” said Angela, snatching my purse away and fishing out the cash to give to the other woman. “Now let’s drag this worthless creature to the basement.” Each of the women grabbed one of my ankles and began pulling me across the living room and down the long, dark stairs that led to the cellar. My head smashed into each step as I descended into all-consuming blackness.

I don’t have enough courage to tell you all the things that happened to me down there, Mistress Scarlett. I know the women kept me there for three days and refused to let me sleep. They used the tools from my workshop to clamp my nipples, blister my balls, and staple my cock to my thigh. They forced me to prance around in high heels while they whistled and stomped and told me to “do it like a woman.” Mistress Priscilla fucked my tight little ass countless times while I lay helpless and chained across a work table. Mistress Angela suspended me from the ceiling and whipped me with my own belt.

At some point my will to resist collapsed. I knew my old life was over forever when my wife asked me, “who are you, slave?”

“I’m a worthless slave named Bubbles, a cock-craving slut who exists only to serve my owners,” I said in a quiet, defeated voice.

After I surrendered to the women they became gentle. They took me upstairs to a bedroom where they nursed my wounds and gave me bread and a little water. They let me sleep for a while, then shaved all the hair from my body, following up the razor with all kinds of fragrant oils and lotions. They slipped fishnet hose up my legs and dressed me in a lovely bra. They taught me to walk in heels, put a gorgeous blond wig on my head, adorned me in makeup, and praised me when I sucked Mistress Priscilla’s cock to orgasm. I licked it clean and swallowed every drop, just like a good sissy should.

After a week of intense training I signed the suicide note Mistress Angela wrote out, using my old male name. Now my wife has all my money. As for the man I used to be, he is dead, both to the world and to me. I serve my wonderful owner with loving devotion, even when she punishes my balls with a cattle prod or sticks needles in my cock. I am a lucky sissy and would never trade my new identity for anything in the world.

Your Obedient Servant,

Sissy Bubbles

Dear Bubbles,

Your story should serve as a message to men everywhere. We women know you’re brainless sissies. That’s why we work so hard to control you. So stop resisting and just give in to the dominant female in your life. You’ll save yourself endless pain and possibly even enjoy a little pleasure. Either way, we ladies will win in the end. We always do.

Mistress Scarlett

Thanks for buying this book. Mistress Scarlett appreciates all her loyal readers. You can browse all of her sizzling-hot Amazon titles at this site. Enjoy!
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