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From the author of the bestselling Forced Feminization: The Ultimate Collection comes an exciting new book that reveals Scarlett’s most powerful techniques for forcing men to become women!

In these pages you’ll learn all about forced feminization hypnosis, forced crossdressing, small penis humiliation, forced gay sex, and advanced tools such as long-term male chastity and even castration!

These techniques have long been the jealously guarded secrets of an elite group of dominant Women. Now they’re unveiled for you to use as you choose.

But be careful, because once you start down this road there’s no coming back…

NOTICE

This book is intended for mature readers only. By reading this book, you affirm that you are of legal age to possess adult material.

Consult with trained authorities in your area before attempting any of the techniques contained herein. The responsibility is yours.

Introduction

This book will teach you how to turn a man – ANY man – into a feminized sissy slave, whether he wants it or not. The intended audience is dominant Women and the “men” who submit to them.

Do the methods in this book work? ABSOLUTELY. I know. I and my three sisters (Mistress Hemingway, Mistress Marlowe, and Mistress Dominique) have developed and refined these techniques over our combined 30 years of experience in dominating men. We use them to turn stubborn, selfish males into sweet, submissive playthings for powerful and demanding Women across the globe.

Our clients include female surgeons, attorneys, musicians, and business executives from over 50 nations. They range in age from 18 to 83. They come from a variety of racial and cultural backgrounds.

Some of these Women are open about their chosen lifestyle. Others are more discreet. Some of them take pains to keep their activities private.

This is no surprise, of course. It’s amazing what a clever Woman can get away with in the privacy of her basement or bedroom. For all you know, that quiet sales clerk or introverted librarian you see every day may have an entire stable of feminized sissies at her beck and call.

Do you find this fact disturbing? If so, then this book probably isn’t for you. As for Women like us, we know what we want and we know how to get it. Our goal is simple: to take over the world and turn all men into our slaves.

Of course, we are happy to share our power with the other members of our gender. We adore Our fellow Women and would do anything for them.

As for men, that’s a different story. They of course have their purpose. Most of them are simply too stupid to realize what it is.

You see, men are at their best when they have been stripped of every trace of masculinity and turned into a shivering, swishing mass of submissive goo for Women to use as they please.

And what do most Women want from men? Make no mistake; they want to dominate and feminize them. This is why our society is slowly but surely drifting towards widespread female domination. We Women are finally getting what Nature and the Goddess intended for us all along: absolute control over the planet.

So why has it taken so long for us to get what we deserve? Much of it has to do with simple delusion. Men have oppressed Women for so long that many of us are just now realizing who has the real power.

Put simply, the one who has the pussy is the one who makes the rules. Don’t like it? Tough shit.

Another reason why Women are just now asserting themselves is a widespread lack of education on our part. Most of us still don’t understand how easy it is to make men do what we want.

The three of us are reminded of this regrettable fact every time we see a Woman’s magazine or website asking the same silly question over and over again: “What do men want?”

The answer is so obvious that it has escaped most of us over the centuries. Men want to be dominated by Women, pure and simple. They yearn for a powerful, beautiful Female to tell them what to say, what to wear, what to do, and what to think.

Why do you think so many outwardly masculine men secretly dress in ladies undergarments? Why do they shave their legs and wear stockings? Why do they order bras and panties online and tear these items from the packaging as soon as they arrive?

Why do they sit in front of their computer screens late at night and perv over femdom videos? Why do they play with their sissy-sausage whenever they see a Woman spanking or whipping a male slave?

Why do they insert dildos in their ass and ram it back and forth while they jack off? Why do they long for their wives or girlfriends to cuckold them?

It’s because they know what they really are, underneath all those layers of swaggering pseudo-masculinity they wear like a rusty suit of antiquated armor.

They’re weak.

They’re soft.

THEY’RE SISSIES.

Do you find yourself aroused as you read these words? If so, then THIS BOOK IS FOR YOU. It doesn’t matter if you’re a cis-Woman, a member of the trans community, or a “man” who indulges his feminine side with occasional crossdressing.

If you’re a Woman, then feel free to fondle yourself as you read this book. If you’re a male, then NO TOUCHING - not yet anyway. Maybe later, if you’re a good little sissy.

In the meantime, let your throbbing clitty press against the soft fabric of your panties, leaking tiny drops of silvery pre-cum as you immerse yourself in the world of forced feminization.

The REAL world.

OUR world.

The world you will soon find yourself part of, IF you’re lucky.

In the meantime, enjoy the ride!


Best Wishes, 

Mistress Scarlett Redd


Chapter One

I’ll get into the nuts and bolts of forced feminization starting in chapter 2. For now, I want to share with you a story based on my own experiences. Think of it as both illustration and inspiration for your own efforts.

***

“I have a problem,” said Shannon, her lovely face clouded with consternation. “And I think you can help me to solve it.”

I laughed as I leaned back in my office chair, feeling its warm, smooth aniline leather embrace the backs of my thighs.

“’A problem?’” I said. “What’s his name?”

Shannon’s expression changed from utter annoyance to outright astonishment. “How did you know my problem has to do with a man?” she asked with a chuckle.

I shook my head as I leaned forward and patted her on the knee. She was wearing a red micro-skirt that showed off her gams nicely; my cunt tingled as I touched her. She blushed and smiled at the same time, enjoying the warmth of my touch against her flawless skin.

“Honey, let’s be honest,” I said, looking her dead in the eye as I kept my hand pressed firmly against her knee. “Every problem on earth ultimately comes down to a ‘man.’”

She threw her head back and laughed long and hard. “Isn’t that the truth!” she said, taking my hand in hers and sliding it ever so gently up her gorgeous, creamy thigh. “If I had a dime for every time a man has driven me nuts, I wouldn’t have to -…”

“You wouldn’t have to worry about money ever again,” I said, completing her thought for her.

Exactly!” she said with a bright smile.

Her thigh flushed with sudden warmth, making me wet with lesbian lust. She was about 5’10”, an inch or so shorter than me, with a trim, athletic build and long, straight blond hair parted in the middle 70s style. I could see her nipples standing erect through the lacy material of her blouse; she was a C cup. I licked my lips.

I wanted to take her then and there, but I corralled my libido long enough to focus on doing my job.

“Tell me all about it, Shannon, “I said, leaning back in my office chair.

“Where to start,” she said, then spent the next half hour telling me her troubles. They were nothing new to my ears; in fact, I’ve heard the same story thousands of times over the years with only minor variations.

Her husband was an inconsiderate, overbearing ass who spent his free time with his office buddies drinking beer and watching sports. He expected her to do all the cooking and housework, even though she worked longer hours than him.

“What does your spouse do for a living?” I asked.

“He runs the construction company he inherited from his dad,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Except that ‘running’ the business isn’t the right word. The carpenters and electricians do all the real work, while he sits in the office surfing the net and trying to look important.


“What are his employees like?” I asked. “Big, burly guys with callused hands and beer bellies?” 

“Hardly!” she said with a snort. “In fact, the construction crew is 80% female – smart, hardworking Women who look tough enough to kick any man’s ass. The men are mostly helpers, used for carrying light pieces of lumber, gassing up the trucks, and fetching lunch for the ladies.” 


“So the skilled workers are muscular, dominant dykes?” I asked, using the politically incorrect term for Women like me. 

Shannon’s eyes opened wide and she gave me a look of wonder. “Wow,” she said. “It’s like you already know everything.”

She shifted in her chair, smoothed the satin material of her short red skirt, and re-crossed her legs. My tits turned rock-hard and my cunt was steaming. Biting my lip and balling my fists, I forced myself to focus on my job.

“Please continue, “I said, my throat suddenly dry.

The rest of her story followed the usual pattern. The Women at her husband’s company did all the work, both in the field and in the office. Her spouse - Roy was his name at the time – kept control with his hand-picked cadre of male managers, most of whom had never done any real work in their lives. They drove around to the work sites barking out orders and schmoozing up to the clients.

“So Women do the work and men reap the profits,” I said as she nodded. “Typical.”

“You got it,” she said, glancing at my right ear. “By the way, that’s a lovely earring you’re wearing! I’ve never seen one quite like it.”

“Thank you!” I said, taking a second to fondle the golden, orb-shaped decoration that dangled from my earlobe. “It’s…one-of-a-kind.”

I leaned forward in my chair and reached out to caress her thigh, gripping it a little tighter this time. She blushed a bit but didn’t protest. I could sense that she was becoming aroused.

“Tell me about your sex life, Shannon,” I said.

A look of disgust washed over her face as she shook her head. “’Sex life?’” she spat out. “What sex life? Roy’s cock is barely able to get hard anymore. It hangs between his legs like a soggy egg roll, its sad little head barely visible beyond the mounds of belly fat.” She laughed. “More of a micro-cock, really; hell, I’ve seen clits that are bigger!”

“What about diet and exercise?” I asked. “Or Viagra? Has he ever tried those things?”

Exasperated, Shannon leapt to her feet and paced around my office, her teeth gritted, her arms crossed tightly across her ample bosom.

“Roy and exercise?” she said, cynicism dipping from her tone. “Forget that shit. He falls asleep every night in his recliner, empty beer cans and potato chip crumbs scattered on the floor around him.”

Standing, I walked over to her and touched her on the shoulder. “Let me finish the story for you,” I said. “You’re the one who has to clean up his mess; then you go to bed all alone and use a dildo or some other sex toy to satisfy yourself as best you can.”

The look on her face told me that I had hit the nail on the head. “That’s exactly right, Dr. Redd,” she said, heart-stricken grief in her voice. “I’m not only frustrated, I’m lonely. What can I do?”


I guided her back to her chair and handed her a tissue to wipe away her tears, which were flowing like a river down her beautiful face. 

“Can you divorce him?” I asked her.


She shook her head. “Pre-nup,” she said quietly. “If I leave, then I get nothing. Plus, Roy knows all the business owners in town. He would make sure I stay unemployed and at his mercy forever.” 

“In that case,” I said with an evil grin, “there’s only one thing to do.”

“What’s that?” she asked, a glimmer of hope in her voice.

“You’ll see soon enough,” I said, pressing the intercom button on my desk. “Bambi!” I snapped into the speaker. “get in here NOW, you stupid slut!”

Shannon stared at me in confusion.

“Bambi is my receptionist,” I explained. “I’m sure you saw her when you arrived for your appointment.”

“I did,” agreed Shannon. “She’s gorgeous, in a slutty kind of way. But why do you talk to her like…”

The door to my office burst in as Bambi rushed in. “I’m here, Mistress!” she said, her platform heels clacking against the gleaming hardwood floor. “How may I serve you?”

Bambi is tall, a little over 6 feet in heels. She wears pink from head to toe. Even her shoes and stockings are pink.  Her hair is long and falls in platinum locks around her massive, stripper-like breasts.

Her lips are full and moist, the result of collagen injections. She looks like she could suck an army of men dry without a second thought.

But to me Bambi’s most striking feature is her eyes. They’re large and blue, with thick eyelashes and heavy layers of mascara. But, when you gaze into them, you see nothing but a blank, frightened stare.

It’s as if someone stripped every thought from her mind and replaced it with lust, confusion, and fear.

I love that about her; in fact, it makes me horny as hell.

“Shannon, meet my brother,” I said, nodding towards the new arrival.

Shannon looked at Bambi in disbelief, then back at me. “What?” she said in amazement. “Your brother?”

I laughed again; this time with a note of sadistic glee. “Well, that’s what Bambi’s birth certificate says, anyway,” I said. “In reality, she’s less of a man that even your worthless husband – thanks to me.”

Bambi stood there in shame-faced silence as I explained everything to my bewildered client. “Bambi’s name was once Bob,” I said. “In her former life she was my brother, a conceited ass who thought he was Goddess’s gift to Women.”


Realization began to dawn on Shannon’s face as she put the pieces together. “Your brother was Robert Redd,” she said, “the college quarterback who supposedly died about five years ago.” 

“Bingo!” I said with a grin. “I put up with his macho bullshit for 20 long years. I watched him break legs, break the law, even break a lot of girl’s hearts; and of course he got away with it, since he could play football.”

Shannon nodded. “I remember hearing that he was a real ass. But the news said that he committed suicide. They even found a handwritten note alongside the river.”

I smiled. “All part of the forced feminization process, my dear,” I said, my cunt tingling. “I held a butcher knife to his cock and threatened to cut it off if he didn’t write that note.”

Shannon’s eyes sparkled as she grinned. “Wow!” she said. “That’s incredible! But what do your parents think?”

“Dad died under mysterious circumstances several years ago,” I said discreetly. “As for mom, she’s delighted with Bob’s forced transformation. In fact, she helped to make it happen.”

“How so?” asked Shannon, her curiosity piqued.

“The same way that a running stream can turn a mountain into a mole hill,” I said. “Slow, constant pressure. In Bob’s case, the two of us began by questioning his manhood, humiliating him in public, paying enforcers to kick his ass in front of his friends.”

I closed my eyes and smiled, reliving happy memories. “Then came the night at the glory hole, when he wore panties and sucked cock for the first time. After that, there was no turning back.”

A look of astonishment broke out across Shannon’s face. As for Bambi, she stood in a corner of the room with her head hung low, her weak, submissive mind doing its best to repress the traumatic memories I was dredging up.

Shannon’s face beamed with admiration. “I’ve never met a Woman as brilliant and as powerful as you,” she said.

“Nonsense,” I said with a dismissive wave of my hand. “I simply know a few basic psychological tricks that most of the feminine world is unaware of.”

I could restrain my lust for her no longer. Taking her in my arms, I gave her a long, lingering kiss. She held me tight, kissing me back. Her lips were like flame against mine.

“I could teach you the same techniques,” I said, pressing kisses into her long, shapely neck. “If you like.”

“I – I need to sit down,” said Shannon, overwhelmed at the newness of everything I was sharing with her. I helped her to her chair.

She sat in silence for a minute or two, trying to absorb what I was telling her. I crouched beside her and fondled the silvery buckles that adorned her sexy yet sensible black leather shoes.

She glanced over at Bambi. “So, is she a…’she’ under her clothes?” she asked. “I mean, does she have a pussy?”

“I could tell you,” I said. “Or I could just show you.” I walked over to Bambi, lifting her skirt and pulling her panties down. Her feminized face clouded over with shame and humiliation, but she made no effort to resist. She knew what would happen if she did.

“Amazing,” said Shannon, rising to examine Bambi’s modified genitals. “Simply amazing.”

Let me describe what captivated Shannon’s attention that day. Bambi’s so-called “cock” is encased in a stainless-steel trap that prevents her from having erections. I wear the key around my neck; it’s my favorite piece of jewelry.

Shannon reached down to touch Bambi’s scrotum, not out of attraction so much as morbid curiosity. She gave it a firm squeeze. My sissy brother yelped in pain, which made my client smile.

Shannon looked at me, more surprised than ever. “She only has one testicle?” she asked.

“Indeed,” I said with satisfaction. “The other is hanging from my ear right now. It was dipped in gold soon after it was severed from her body.”

“Is that legal?” Shannon asked in disbelief.

I nodded. “In some countries,” I said. “And for a fee.”

The fire of sadistic arousal glowed in Shannon’s eyes as she began to understand. “That’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever heard,” she said. “But why not chop off both of her balls?”

“Because Bambi is easier to control if I allow her the faint hope of a sissygasm,” I said.

“What’s a sissygasm?” Shannon asked, tugging on Bambi’s lone testicle and making the poor creature whimper.

“It’s when a sissy cums from anal stimulation,” I explained. “In Bambi’s case, it occurs when I order one of my intact male slaves to fuck her queer little ass. But she doesn’t really ‘cum’ in the way a real man does,” I added. “She leaks, just like a good sissy should.”

“That’s pathetic!” said Shannon, giggling. Bambi buried her face in her hands, beginning to sob.

“How much jism can a single ball make?” Shannon asked.

“Not much!” I said with satisfaction. “A thimble full, at best. It drizzles out of her she-slit a drop at a time, like milk leaking from a cracked mug. I collect it in a shot glass, then I make her drink it while my lovers and I watch.”

“Is all this true, sissy?” Shannon asked Bambi.

“Yes,” Bambi said, her voice choking up as memories of her forced feminization flooded her mind. “Mother and Sister turned me into their slave. I tried to fight them. But they were too strong. Now I live for their amusement and pleasure.” 

Shannon nodded, digesting what Bambi told her. “So,” she asked with a wry grin, “do you enjoy being a sissy?”

“Sometimes,” said Bambi, smiling as her eyes became dreamy. “I like having men’s cocks in my mouth and ass. I like my soft body and pretty clothes.” She licked her painted whore lips, batting her soft blue eyes. “And I LOVE the taste of cum.”

Shannon nodded. “What about the beatings and torture?” she continued.

Bambi hesitated before giving her reply. “Those are for my own good,” she said as her voice slipped into a flat, robotic tone. “I am a lucky sissy. I am a lucky sissy.”

“Can I touch your breasts?” Shannon asked her. “I’ve always wanted to know what implanted boobs feel like.”

“No need to ask, Shannon!” I interjected. “Bambi has no rights to privacy or dignity. You may do with her body as you please.”

An evil grin spread across my guest’s face as she undid the pearl buttons on Bambi’s silk blouse.

Shannon slid her right hand under the left cup of Bambi’s bra, fondling my sissy brother’s lady-mound. “It’s so nice and soft!”  she said, surprise and delight in her voice.

“Unhook Bambi’s bra,” I said, “so you can inspect both of her breasts.”

Shannon did so, letting out a low whistle as the full majesty of Bambi’s bosom revealed itself. My brother’s sissy breasts are not only massive, they’re well-shaped, with a rosy little nipple at the tip of each.

Shannon flicked her index fingers across Bambi’s erect tits, making the sissy swoon with arousal.

Shannon glanced down at Bambi’s cock cage. The tiny, tortured object within began to stir. “How long has it been since your brother had an erection?” she asked me.

“Five long years,” I said. “Every six months mom and I release her from her cage and measure the sad little thing. I’m proud to say that it has actually shrunk four inches over the years.”

“Nice,” said Shannon. “I like the idea of making a man’s cock shrink. They’re so obsessed with the silly things anyway.”

I nodded in agreement. “I like a nice big cock inside of me every now and then,” I said. “But my preference is for pussy.”

I slid my arm around Shannon’s waist. “How about you. Are you bi?”

“Me?” said Shannon, surprised by the question. “I -I guess; I mean, I have always wondered what it would feel like to have sex with a girl. And I did enjoy it when you kissed me a minute ago.”

“How very interesting,” I said, pulling her towards me. “Would you like to find out right now?”

The look in her eyes gave me all the answer I needed. Taking her in my arms, I pressed my lips hard against hers, forcing my tongue down her throat. She received it without fighting and we enjoyed a long, sensuous kiss.

I broke the lip lock long enough to issue new orders to Bambi, who was standing there with her breasts and genitals still exposed. “Get your clothes on, whore,” I said to her, “and make yourself presentable. Go back to your desk and hold my calls for the next hour. Got it?”


“Yes, Mistress,” said Bambi, giving me a quick curtsy before she scurried to obey. I turned my attention back to Shannon. 

I’m always a bit sadistic when I make love, and this time was no exception. I dug my teeth into her soft, sensuous lips. Her warm, salty blood flowed in my mouth, supercharging my lust.

“Please stop,” she said, trying to push me away. “You’re hurting me.”

“I know,” I said. “And I’m going to keep at it.” I forced myself on her, tearing away the buttons of her blouse to kiss her chest.

“Keep going, please!” she begged, reaching behind her back to unhook her bra. She tossed it into a corner of the room and I sunk my teeth into her right nipple. She screamed as I clamped my teeth together. But it was a cry of lust, not just pain. She wanted me to hurt her!

I dug the fingernails of my left hand into her other breast while I plunged my right hand through the waistline of her skirt, grasping at her soft, silky thighs. They were almost as smooth as my brother’s.

“Hurry up, you horny bitch!” she shouted. “Shove those long, luscious fingers of yours into my sex! NOW!”

I laughed, realizing in that moment that I had transformed her into a mirror image of me: a cunt-craved nympho obsessed with dominating man and making love to other Women.

I slid my hand inside her panties and stroked her sultry pussy lips. Her steaming juices gushed as I traced the edges of her sex with my thumb. Meanwhile my fingers acted like four probing, curious cocks all at once, exploring her inner essence.

For Shannon, this was too much ecstasy all at once; it overpowered her. Her knees buckled and her eyes fluttered. I let her fall, like a marionette with its strings cut. I stood over her in triumph, a conquering Amazon ready to claim her prize.

Her writhing body lay on the floor at my feet, her clothes torn, her tits bruised and bleeding. Her skirt was up around her waist, her panties ripped, her cunt steaming and sopping wet. It was the most beautiful thing I have ever seen.

“Please,” she begged, holding out her hand. “I need you, Mistress Scarlett. Get on the floor with me.”

“Whatever you say, my dear,” I replied, throwing myself on top of her. She spread her legs wide, welcoming me to her nether regions.

I’m good at a lot of things, dear reader. I can write computer code, run miles without tiring, and lift 150 pounds over my head. I have a doctorate in psychology and a black belt in karate.

But there’s one thing I excel at above all else: eating pussy. Shannon found this out that day, as I buried my face deep into her sex. I used my lips like velvet fabric to stroke her sugar walls. Meanwhile my tongue acted like a vibrator, flicking and stroking and swirling all over her swollen clit.

But I don’t want you to think that my mouth did all the work. My hands were busy as well, squeezing and kneading her ass-cheeks while I inserted my index finger deep inside of her.

I was eating her and finger-fucking her at the same time, sending twin waves of pleasure rushing through her nervous system. She squirmed and cursed and grabbed heaping handfuls of my hair, grinding my face deeper into her pussy. 


“Oh Goddess!” she screamed. “Oh shit! This is better than any man could ever do!” 

I knew she was coming when she began bucking like a mare, thrusting her hips upward to meet my mouth. Somewhere deep in her body must have been an ocean of lady-liquids, because in that single, perfect moment the dam burst and they began to rush out in a torrent. I drank greedily as she sprayed gallon after gallon of nympho nectar down my throat.

After it was all over we lay there on the floor arm-in-arm, laughing and kissing and hugging. It was a sweet, sultry, sticky mess; and it was utter bliss.

“Say,” said Shannon, tracing the outline of my earlobe with her fingers, “I have an idea. Do you by chance have a strap-on?”

“Absolutely!” I said, pointing to the closet across the room. “My toy chest is behind those doors. You’re welcome to anything you like - though to be honest,” I added, struggling to catch my breath, “I need a few minutes to get my energy back.”

“It’s not you I want to fuck,” said Shannon, crossing the room and rummaging through my sizable collection of sex toys. “It’s your worthless sissy brother.”

Me eyes bulged with excitement. “Now THAT is an inspired idea!” I said, hopping to my feet. “Bambi, get in here!” I shouted.

My feminized sissy brother came dashing into the room. “Yes, Mistress,” she said. “How may I serve you, Mistress?”

I gestured toward Shannon, who by this point had stripped off the rest of her clothes and was holding a huge red strap-on with thick veins running across its considerable length.

You would think that someone as beaten down and sex-starved as Bambi would jump up and down with glee at the prospect of getting pegged. But instead her face turned pale and she began to shiver.

“What’s wrong, sissy?” I said, irked at her lack of enthusiasm.

“Nothing, Mistress,” she said, choosing her words with care as Shannon sauntered over to her. “It’s just that Mistress Shannon is holding Goliath, and you know what happened the last time someone used him on me.”

I grinned as I realized what was going through Bambi’s mind. “Indeed I do,” I said. “You waddled around the office for a week afterward, moaning and bitching about your sore little slut ass.”

“That’s right, Mistress Sister,” said Bambi. “I’m afraid I won’t survive if it’s used on me again. Goliath is too big for my tiny little pussy-ass. Please don’t let Mistress Shannon fuck me with it.”

I should take a moment to explain. You see, Goliath is no ordinary strap-on. Not only is he huge, he’s also shaped like a corkscrew. The only way to get him inside an ass is to twist him round and round, like a bolt going into a nut.

The wearer slips into the harness once Goliath is buried deep in his new home. Once in place, the only way to remove him is to reverse the process. So you can see why Bambi was terrified at having such a wicked instrument inside of her.

If Shannon gave a damn about Bambi’s fears, then she sure didn’t show it. She was behind my sissy brother in a flash, tearing away her skirt and panties.

“Please, Mistress Sister!” Bambi begged, “Don’t let Mistress Shannon use Goliath on me! I can’t take it! Please!”

“Shut up, slut!” I shouted, growing hornier with each passing second.

Shannon screwed Goliath deep inside Bambi’s back door, gritting her teeth with every twist. Helpless to resist or escape, Bambi could only scream and sob.

When Shannon was done, I saw the dildo’s bulging outline pressing through Bambi’s tortured body, like a pike shoved straight through a victim’s insides.

Slipping into the sturdy leather harness, Shannon proceeded to fuck my slave with grunting, grim-faced gusto.

Helpless and in agony, Bambi fell silent and submitted to the merciless torture, her arms and legs flailing in the air with each of Shannon’s mighty thrusts. Her boobs bounced and jiggled, slapping her stupid bitch face over and over.

“Poor little Bambi!” Shannon shouted mockingly, cackling like a witch as she poured on the punishment. Her chiseled female body was bathed in sweat from head to toe as she pumped harder and harder.

For me, the most rewarding part of this beautiful scene was the change that came over Bambi after a few minutes. Her screams began to fade away, replaced by gasps of pleasure.

In the midst of her torture, she had stopped fighting Shannon and accepted her fate with equanimity instead. This act of absolute surrender transformed the strap-on from a spear of suffering into an obelisk of arousal.

“Oh Goddess!” Bambi moaned, yielding to Goliath’s power as she began her ascent into sissygasm heaven. “Please keep fucking me, Mistress Shannon,” the aroused sissy begged. “Harder! Harder! I need it so bad!”

Bambi’s tiny little pseudo-cock was tossed and beaten inside its cage. Her sac, with its one little shriveled ball, fell into the rhythm of the pounding. The twin sensations of pain and pleasure cascaded through her body, sending her into that rarefied state known as “sub space.”

It was glorious. It was wonderful. It was fucking HOT. How could I watch such a glorious scene and not play with myself? Almost unconsciously, I felt my fingers slip into my cunt, my throbbing clit welcoming my touch.

At the same time, my free hand found its way to my left nipple, squeezing and pinching it. I was one solid mass of sheer erotic tension, wanting nothing more than to cum.

Then, just when it seemed that things couldn’t get any better, Bambi’s little sissy-clit began to leak! Her jism drooled out of her, spraying the floor of my office with its pearly essence. It blended with the juices left behind by me and Shannon earlier, forming a pool of liquid sexual energy.

“Oh thank you, thank you, Mistress Shannon!” the grateful sissy cried, her lone little nut emptying itself as she found release. I was so happy for my sibling!

“I’m cumming!” Shannon cried out, her arms spread wide as she reached up towards heaven. “I can feel it all through me! it’s in my cunt, my ass, my tits, my lips, everywhere! Over and over again!”

I wish I had taken a picture of that moment, because it reveals why I chose to make forced feminization my life’s work. After all, men are at their best when they’re turned into slaves for Women’s pleasure. By taking away their masculinity, by forcing them to become sissies, Women make the world a better place for everyone.

Shannon and I showered while Bambi cleaned up the office. Afterwards the she and I discussed how we would go about feminizing her husband.

I’ll reveal the techniques we used to achieve that goal throughout the rest of this book. By the time it’s finished, you’ll know exactly how the process works. So stick with me, because the party is just getting started.

Chapter 2: Making Fun of His Penis

Men in general are awkward, self-centered, and usually lazy. The good news is that they’re also pliable, thanks to their rampant insecurity and natural stupidity.

So how does a shrewd domme begin to feminize these unfortunate creatures? It all starts by planting the right seeds in their minds.

For example, men measure their worth by the size of their cock. Lowering their self-worth begins by pointing out the inadequacies of this particular organ. Say things like, “my, isn’t that small “and “don’t worry, honey, size doesn’t matter anyway.”

That last dig is especially effective because everyone knows it’s a lie. A man with a small cock is worthless to a Woman. She’d be better off either buying a vibrator or finding a lover with a thick slab of meat between his legs.

If you’re a man, then you already know this is true. So face up to it already. You just don’t have what it takes, which is why you want to become a sissy. Tuck that silly little thing between your legs, sit down when you pee, and look up the term “penectomy.”

See what I’m doing here? I’m using words to belittle my male readers. They love it. They know I’m speaking the truth. That’s why they willingly enslave themselves to me.

I do the same thing to men in real life. They pay me $500 an hour for the privilege. Perhaps you ladies would like to have the same gig. Or perhaps not. Either way, then at least know this: you have the power to dominate, humiliate, and feminize the man in your life. You need only to unleash your inner demon.

Case Study from Real Life

Sandra L. was a client of mine in 2012. She asked for coaching tips to feminize her boyfriend, who had failed her in numerous ways during their three-year relationship, particularly in the bedroom.

The male (let’s call him “Peter”) had a number of misconceptions about his male endowment. He thought that his skinny seven-inch pencil-pole was more than enough to satisfy any Woman. It wasn’t, of course.

“What should I do, Mistress Victoria?” she asked during one of our counseling sessions. “I love Peter, but I need a man who has a real cock!”

“How is Peter at cunnilingus?” I asked her.

“Now THAT is a different story altogether!” she said as a smile broke out across her face. “He’s a champion pussy eater! Problem is, he always wants to follow up by fucking me, which is a major let-down.”

“I understand,” I said. “What we need to do is to make Peter so ashamed of his penis that he will never defile your body with the tiny thing again.”

With that in mind, I worked out a game plan to turn Peter into Pamela, a sissy cocksucker who serves at Sandra’s beck and call. Here are the steps I prescribed:

	Sandra was never to tell Peter that the sex was good: Instead, she would say “oh, it was fine” or “sorry, I just wasn’t into it tonight.” This would shake his confidence. 
	On the odd chance that she did orgasm, she was to hide this fact from him, even if it meant biting her lip and saying nothing. 
	She was to criticize him for cumming inside of her (over time, this progressed to criticizing him for cumming at all). 
	She would make him watch gay porn with her: As they did, she made admiring comments about the men’s cocks. “Wow, he’s really packing some serious firepower,” that sort of thing. 
	She was to flirt with other men while they were on a date: If he complained, then she would accuse him of hiding feelings of inadequacy. She would also deny him sex later that evening. 
	She was to accuse him of masturbating when they weren’t together: “Why do you waste your seed by making love to your hand like that? It’s gross.” 
	She was to act distant, then deny that anything was wrong when he asked her what was on her mind (this is a favorite tactic of many Women, by the way; it works wonders). 


Over time, Peter began to feel ashamed of his cock and of himself. He began to pleasure her more with his mouth, going without orgasms for himself. He also expressed interest in watching other men fuck Sandra, a fantasy which she was happy to fulfill.

Now Peter’s name is Pamela and she serves Sandra as a full-time slave. Pamela has no freedoms whatsoever. Sandra had video cameras installed all around the house, so that she could monitor her sissy’s activities throughout the day from her office.

Sandra goes out whoring every weekend, often bringing her studs home with her. Pamela sucks their cocks till they’re rock-hard, then guides them into Sandra’s cunt.

As for Pamela, her cock has actually shrunk! She will probably never cum again. Her life as a male is over forever.

See how it works? Shame the cock and you shame the man. Simple as that!

Advanced Techniques

Making fun of a man’s penis is an easy and fun skill to learn. Here are some ways to up your game once you’ve got a handle on the basics:

	Make up cute names for his cock: “The little engine that almost could” is one of my favorites. If he objects, then accuse him of taking you too seriously. Tell him you need a man who can take a joke, not some limp-dick loser with no sense of humor. 
	Only let him fuck you after he has exercised or gone through some other physically demanding activity: This will reduce his stamina and cause him to go limp much sooner. When he fails to keep going, insist that he worship you with his mouth. 
	Let him catch you looking at porn: If the porn makes him horny, then refuse to have sex with him. Tell him you’d rather keep surfing the Net instead, since he’s such a lousy lover. This is a POWERFUL technique, ladies! 
	Buy yourself a BOB (battery operated boyfriend): The bigger the better. Make him use it on you, then roll over and go to sleep after you get off, leaving him frustrated. 
	Tell him you’re too tired for sex, then turn away from him and start masturbating: By doing this, you’re telling him that your own hand is a better lover than he could ever be. An important note – don’t let him touch himself. 
	Order him to fuck you with a strap-on: This is another sure-fire way to send the message about his puny cock. Over time, you can switch positions and become the one who is fucking him. 


The principle behind all of these techniques is simple. The first step to controlling a man’s mind is to make him ashamed of his cock. Once you do this, everything else will fall in place.

Now let’s talk about hypnosis. I promise you, the fun is just beginning.


Chapter 3: Reprogramming a man’s subconscious mind

Forcing a man to feminize is easier when you approach him through the back door – and no, I’m not talking about his ass, not yet anyway.

I’m talking about his subconscious mind, that gooey batch of primal, protoplasmic jelly that really calls the shots. It’s what inspires his dreams, dictates his tastes, and manipulates his emotions.

Did you know that men repress most of their true thoughts and desires? It’s true. They push all those submissive, feminized yearnings to the back of their brain, where they fester for years.

This is quite silly of them, of course. They would be much happier if they stopped fighting and simply submitted to their sissy nature. But that would mean admitting the truth about themselves, which few of them have the courage to do.

Fortunately, they have us Women to do the job for them.

How do we accomplish this? By waiting until they’re asleep, and then pumping the correct thoughts and attitudes into their slumbering minds.

Let me start out by correcting a common misconception. You’ll find lots of so-called “feminization hypnosis” recordings on the Internet, each of which claims to be 100% effective. Some of them even cost money.

In reality, these recordings are useless. So save your time and money. You see, the only Woman who can tap into your victim’s subconscious mind is you. He needs to hear your voice saying the right words.

Not sure what to say? No worries; here’s a sample script. Feel free to use it:

Looking at you lying there, your body helpless, your mind dormant, your cock limp and useless. You’re so pathetic.

You think you’re a man. But deep inside you know the truth. You’re a quivering, cowardly mass of cock-craving, feminized slut-flesh.

You’re a queer, a faggot, a sissy.

You crave forced feminization like real men crave red meat and hot pussy. You dream of being feminized; in fact, you’re dreaming of it right now.

You’re dreaming of shaving your legs, your chest, your arms, your balls – every inch of your soft, frail body. You’re picturing how it would feel to rub scented lotions into your skin, to wear silk stockings, to feel lacy panties rubbing against your tiny sissy-clit.

You’re also picturing yourself on your knees, taking a real man’s massive meat-shaft between your painted whore lips.  You long to feel his masculine essence in your mouth, to suck it, to lick it, to swallow it.

You crave the sound of him moaning, gyrating, thrusting his sex-slab deep into your throat. You want to hear him say, “now that’s a good sissy” as he fucks your slut mouth.

You crave another sound as well: the hard, cold laugh of a Woman as she watches you suck the man’s cock. You long for her to mock your tiny clitty, to tell you how small and weak it is.

That’s because you know she’s right. Your so-called “cock” really is worthless, utterly incapable of ever pleasing a Woman. You’re ashamed of the puny thing and wish it would shrink away into the nothingness from which it came.

You dream of having a hard cock up your ass, my sweet sissy. In fact, you would like nothing better than to suck one man off while another man rides your smooth, freshly shaven bottom.

Every sissy needs a Woman to worship, and that’s where I come into the picture. You long to fall at my feet, to kiss my toes, my ankles, my calves, my thighs, to worship my steaming cunt with your sultry lips and willing tongue.

One day soon you will surrender every trace of your so-called “male identity” and give in to my strict but loving control. You will kneel before me as I collar your neck and cage your cock. You will become my SLAVE in every sense of the word. Now sleep peacefully and dream of me…

Play this message again and again as your victim sleeps, then watch as his thoughts and behavior begin to change. At first the change will be gradual, but soon the urge to feminize will overwhelm his mental defenses and he will fall under your spell.

Case study from real life

Veronica St. Clair contacted me in fall of 2015, wanting to know how to turn her husband of five years (named Randy at the time) into her feminized cuckold slave.

Veronica had married this particular male for his money, figuring that she could endure his clumsy lovemaking, inane prattle, and slimy, pathetic organ intruding into her Womanhood.

But she was sadly mistaken. He turned out to be intolerable, both as a lover and as a companion. She wanted a way out of the situation, but without sacrificing the lifestyle to which she had become accustomed.

“What can I do, Scarlett?” she asked me during our lunch date.

“Have no fear,” I assured her, taking a sip of wine before biting into one of the extra-rare sirloin tips on my plate.  “We’ll make sure that Randy never violates your sacred female form again.”

“And what about his money?” she asked.

“It will all be yours,” I said, “except for my fee, which is one million dollars cash.”

She agreed to my terms and I took her into my recording studio, where she created the hypnosis message that would kickstart Randy’s forced feminization. She played it for the first time that very night, right after he dozed off.

I told her to keep in touch with me over the coming weeks and inform me of any changes she noticed in Randy’s behavior.

Her first report came two days later. “Scarlett, it’s amazing!” she said, breathless with excitement. “Not only is Randy bowing and scraping to me, today I caught him painting his toe nails pink!”

“Excellent!” I said. “What did you do when you caught him?”

“He stuttered and stammered at first,” she said, “then burst into tears and bawled like a heartbroken bitch, saying that he had developed an overwhelming urge to explore his feminine side!”

“Outstanding,” I said, “but far from surprising. How did you react to his confession?”

“I sat down beside him on the bed and cradled him in my arms as he wept. I told him that I thought what he was doing was very sweet, and that I would help him to become the sissy he was meant to be.”

I nodded my head in silent confidence, knowing that the hypnosis project was well on its way to success.

Veronica and I kept in touch over the next several month as Randy’s brainwashing progressed. Within a month he had lost all interest in fucking her and insisted on serving her cunt with his mouth instead.

Other changes occurred in his behavior during those four weeks. He stopped watching sports and drinking beer, developing a taste for white wine and chick flicks instead. He also became quite a fan of Brad Pitt movies. Veronica noticed a bulge inside Randy’s slacks whenever Pitt would appear on screen.

“Randy’s actually turning queer!” Veronica said with a giggle during one of our weekly consultations. “I think it’s so cute how he gets excited about men!”

There was only one minor cause for concern during Randy’s forced feminization. It came about two months into his transition, when Veronica demanded absolute control over his money (he was worth over $10 million).

He agreed to turn the money over to her, except for $100 that we wanted to keep for himself to buy a new fishing pole.

“Can you believe his nerve?” she said, her hands quaking with rage. “Wanting to waste good money on a silly hobby instead of giving it to me! Ungrateful little bitch; after all I have done for her!”

“Have no fear, sweetie,” I said. “We’ll fix this little problem right now.”

This led to a second recording session in which Veronica read an updated hypnosis script. Here’s what it said:

Stupid sissy! You’ve come so far under your wife’s loving guidance, yet you still cling to ridiculous male pursuits like fishing. How could you be so petty?


Don’t you know what will happen if you ever go fishing again? Your frail fingers will lose their grip on the hook and it will end up between your legs, buried deep in your clitty! 

Imagine how painful that will be! Think of how the real men will make fun of you for your clumsiness! Imagine the shame you will feel in the emergency room, when the nurses see your tiny toy and double over in laughter!

Sweetie, I know that you’re ashamed of your clitty, as well you should be. Still, you need it in order to pee. If it’s chopped off, you’ll have to make do with a catheter sewn into your bladder. How terrible!

I want you to take this matter seriously, my love. So picture the scene I’m describing. Feel the razor-sharp barb of the hook digging into your sissy-clit. Taste the salty tears rushing down your pretty face as you shriek and wail and beg for help.

Hear the cruel laughter of the real men as they mock you for your stupidity. Feel the pain of their heavy leather boots as they stomp down on your sissy-sac.

Don’t get me wrong, honey. I DO want you to feel horrible, unyielding pain of course, but only if it’s administered by my loving hands.

So from now on you will feel terrible, unrelenting fear when the topic of fishing comes to your mind. Remember, you’re just a sissy, you’re just a sissy, you’re just a sissy…

Veronica used this message on her husband for the next three days, after which he threw away all his fishing gear and took up crocheting instead.

As for the $100 he was going to spend on a fishing rod, Veronica used it to buy a vibrating dildo, which Randy uses on her every night.

Nowadays, when Veronica is feeling sadistic, she orders Randy (now named Ramona) to watch fishing shows on TV.

“It’s so adorable, Scarlett!” she told me once. “Ramona curls up into a ball, saying, ‘please don’t let the fishermen hurt me, Mistress! I’ll be a good sissy from now on!’” It’s results like those that make me love my work.

All this talk about men’s genitals brings us to the topic of our next chapter: cock and ball torture. Stick with me, dear readers, because the fun is just beginning.


Chapter 4: CBT 101

We’ve already covered small penis humiliation (SPH). Now let’s discuss cock and ball torture (CBT), which is by far my favorite topic.

So far we’ve discussed the average male’s obsession with his favorite toy. We’ve considered how to use this preoccupation to find chinks in his psychological armor. Now let’s explore some ways to mishandle, abuse, or even destroy his genitals altogether. We’ll start with the simplest method of all.

Caging the Cock

The easiest way to kill a man’s cock is to starve it to death. Remember ladies, men live their entire lives obsessed with sex. They need it like Women need jewelry. Without orgasms, their pitiful play sticks will wither and die like a plant robbed of sunlight.

Of course, keeping a man out of your pants won’t stop him from playing the field, or, even worse, touching himself. Luckily, there’s an easy way to fix this problem. Just lock his silly little thing in a cage!
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EXAMPLE OF MALE CHASTITY DEVICE

Most of you have probably heard about involuntary male chastity before. It’s a popular and effective way for dominant Women to assert their superiority.  How it works is very simple:

	The cage goes around the man’s balls and over his cock. 
	The Woman locks the cage. 
	Presto! The male is unable to have an erection or pleasure himself. 


You’ll find quite a wide variety of designs on the Internet. Which model you choose is ultimately up to you, although I do have a few suggestions based on my 20+ years of experience:

	The smaller, the better: Not only will a tiny cage prevent erections, it will also punish the male for becoming sexually aroused. 
	Steel beats silicone: The weight and strength of chromed metal serves as a constant reminder to the male that he is literally under lock and key. 
	Once on, rarely if ever take it off: A cock cage will do you little good if you give in to his whining and let him out of it on a regular basis. His erections should be like every reward you give him: intense, delicious, and exceedingly rare. 
	Wear the key around your neck and remind him of it often: It’s a handy way of saying, “Look, I have the pussy, so I make the rules.” 


You’re probably wondering how you will get your victim to submit to this kind of complete humiliation. Have no fear; if you follow the steps I have outlined thus far, then locking him up will be no trouble; in fact, he may even beg you to do it!

Remember, men are motivated by shame and insecurity. Once you start to crush their egos, they naturally fall into a subservient role. It’s how Mother Nature works. You just have to know her secrets.

Taking a piss while in chastity

Let’s be honest, ladies; sitting down to take a piss is a giant pain in the ass. Yet we’ve been forced to do it since Goddess knows when. Men, on the other hand, just whip it out and take a leak wherever they’re at. Why should they have it so easy?

This is yet another benefit of locking up your sissy’s cock. It will show him how it feels to wait for a stall while his bladder screams for relief. That alone will provide you enough sadistic pleasure to fuel a thousand orgasms.

I always recommend that my clients choose a cage design that encases as much of the penis as possible. This will help to block the flow of urine from his urethra, making him piss all over himself and adding a vicious edge to the already emasculating effects of being in chastity.

After he’s been caged for a few months, it’s a good idea to make him use a urinal, especially if the restroom is filled with other guys. Relieving himself in this way will take time and cause him significant discomfort.

With any luck, the other men will notice your sissy’s cock cage while he’s standing at the urinal. Once they get over the shock they will start laughing at him, which will emasculate him and bring him even further under your control.

Chastity piercings

Another way to control your sissy’s cock is to pierce it. Done properly, this will make having an erection painful if not outright impossible. It will also give you the satisfaction of causing him a great deal of frustration and humiliation.

The classic form of cock piercing is called a Prince Albert. Here’s what it looks like:

[image: ]

Picture courtesy of Cyberpatient; thanks, doll! https://commons.wikimedia.org/w/index.php?curid=78601068

As you can see, the ring destroys the sissy’s ability to have normal intercourse. It also interferes with his ability to masturbate. Even cumming is problematic.

I cannot over-emphasize the importance of torturing your sissy’s cock. The one thing that all men have in common is their obsession with the penis. You can literally rewrite their mental software by turning it from a source of pleasure into an emblem of suffering and disgrace.

Of course, the Prince Albert is only one way to pierce your sissy’s cock. Another option is to pierce his foreskin in such a way as to make erections impossible. Here’s what I mean:
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This is one of my favorite methods for emasculating my slaves. It forces the shaft of the penis to retreat into the male’s body, causing permanent shrinkage. Nothing will destroy his ego faster than undergoing this form of erotic torture.

Cock milking

Another way to keep your sissy in her place is with regular milkings. This reduces her to the level of a farm animal, turning her jism from a symbol of potency into a reminder of his inferiority.

Cock milking is similar to a forced orgasm, except that the sissy derives little or no pleasure from the experience.

How is milking achieved? There are a number of options, including:

	Forceful masturbation: Jerking the sissy off in such a way as to make the experience unpleasant if not outright traumatic. He will still cum, sadly. But he will not enjoy it, trust me! 
	Applying extreme heat or cold to the genitals: By using capsicum creams, ice packs, or warming gels. The idea is not to injure the sissy, but to shock her nervous system and make enjoyment impossible. 
	Whipping the balls: I like to use a coat hanger, but any piece of rope or wire will do. Some degree of aftercare is necessary, as the testicles will certainly swell from the abuse. 
	Ruined orgasm: The Woman drenches the sissy’s genitals in icy water just as the cock begins to spurt. Make sure the water is as cold as possible. I recommend keeping it in the freezer until ice begins to form across the top. 
	Prostate stimulation: This is a great way to train your sissy to cum from anal fucking. It takes time to find the prostate gland, but once located it only takes a minute degree of pressure to eject your sissy’s slut-sauce from her balls. This may result in an intense form of pleasure known as a “sissygasm,” which is useful for behavior modification. Think of it as tossing a bone to an obedient dog. 
	Milking machines: These are a bit pricey, but the results are well worth the investment. A milking machine is like a transparent vacuum cleaner tube that fits over your sissy’s clitty. Once activated, it sucks the jism right out of his balls. 


One disadvantage of using a milking machine is that it can accidentally cause an orgasm. If this occurs, I recommend keeping the device running for several minutes after your slave cums. The powerful sucking effect will soon become overwhelming and unpleasant. Your sissy will learn to fear the machine, and by extension he will learn to fear you.
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Chastised slave having a sissygasm

After milking your sissy, you must decide what to do with her jism-juice. Some dommes force the sissy to drink it; others pour it down the drain.

Personally, I prefer to drizzle it over a dildo and order the slave to lick it off. As he does, I say things like, “that’s a good little cocksucker, drink all the sperm. You’re so pathetic, you horny little faggot.”

I record the session and play it back for the slave to watch over and over again. It’s a great way to teach her just how weak and pathetic she really is.

Needles in the cock; why not?

Stabbing a sissy’s cock is hard-core CBT. It brings a level of sadistic pleasure unmatched by any other form of erotic torture. Watching the tears stream down a man’s face as you mutilate his clit is what being a Woman is all about.

If you’re serious about pursuing this art form, then I recommend attending a CBT clinic at a BDSM convention. There you’ll meet mistresses who have been skewering their sissies for decades. They’ll be glad to show you the ropes. They may even let you practice on their slaves!

The key to needle torture is to use medical-grade materials and to only pierce the flesh around the edges of the cock. Driving the needle through the heart of the penis can easily result in permanent damage. Google “needle in cock” and watch a few videos; you’ll see what I mean.

The scrotum is also a great target for needle torture. Again, pierce the flesh surrounding the testes rather than aiming for the center. Some dommes insert 50 or more needles into their slave’s ball sac this way. The bleeding is minimal and is easily managed with sterile gauze and rubbing alcohol. Make sure to wear latex gloves. Have fun!

Sounding

Sounding is another popular way to torture your sissy’s cock. Humiliating and invasive, it reminds your slave that you can do to her whatever you please.

Sounding rods come in a variety of widths, so you can work your way up from thin to thicker versions as your skills and confidence increase. I like to coat my sounding rods with hot pepper sauce before inserting them.

One way to make the experience more painful for the sissy is to attach electric wires to the rod. This sends jolts of electricity through the cock’s sensitive flesh, making it spasm and perhaps even scorching the urethra.

I use flashlight batteries to charge my sounding rods, but some dommes use an electric cord plugged into a wall outlet instead.

For an ambitious and inventive domme, sounding can be just as rewarding as needle torture. I have known slaves to faint in the middle of a sounding session. I charge them extra for the time they spend unconscious. That’s a win-win for me no matter how you look at it.

Castration and penectomies

Now we’re getting to a subject that’s near and dear to my heart. Of all the many forms of CBT, removing the cock and/or balls altogether is by far my absolute favorite.

I’m not a surgeon, of course. But I do know a few. Most of them practice medicine in Mexico or the Far East, where medical supervision is rather lax.

Here’s what a cockless sissy looks like:

[image: ]

See why I love this particular form of CBT? The victim’s manhood is destroyed forever. No Woman will want him, no man will respect him. He will hide his body from the world, enduring the shame of being a no-cock sissy for the rest of his days.

Yet, because his balls are intact, he still has a libido. He simply has no way to find sexual release.

This makes a penectomy the ultimate mind-fuck, sheer hell for the sissy, sheer delight for the dominant Woman who owns and controls the poor creature. I’m getting wet right now just thinking about it.

Speaking of balls, castration is another way to destroy your sissy’s sex life. But it will also evaporate her libido, which to my way of thinking is a real bummer.

You see, I don’t want my sissies to lose interest in sex. To the contrary. I want them to crave it all the time. By allowing them a faint glimmer of hope, I make them easier to control.

Sadly, the US medical system throws all sorts of roadblocks in the way of sissies seeking castration. There are endless forms to fill out, psychological exams to undergo, and of course a number of absolutely unnecessary medical tests.

For this reason, I always direct the aspiring castratrix to overseas clinics, especially those in Thailand. Over there, castration is a routine part of sexual reassignment surgery (SRS).

After undergoing castration, my slaves usually end up as performers, parading their shrunken organs and empty nut sacs either online or in West Coast sex clubs.

They’re paid $300-$500 an hour for subjecting themselves to such degradation, which of course goes straight into my bank account. You can see why I drive a new Porsche and live in a mansion.

Now that we’ve covered the basics of CBT, let’s explore the topic of ass stretching and torture. Don’t go anywhere.


Chapter 5: Ass stretching and torture

Does your sissy have a pussy? Of course not; YOU do (if you’re a Woman, that is). That’s why you’re in charge.

However, your sissy does have a hole that can be used as a quasi-vagina. It’s a disgusting orifice usually associated with excrement removal and other unwholesome things, which is why being called an “asshole” is an insult, not a compliment.

Nonetheless, the ass does offer a variety of intriguing possibilities for the aspiring Dominant. It’s especially useful as a depository for men’s cum. One of my favorite hobbies is to brand my slave’s ass cheeks with the phrase CUM DUMPSTER and an arrow pointing to his crack. I’ve left my mark on over 100 “men” in this way over the years and it never gets old.

As a devout sadist, I like to keep my slave’s sphincters tight. This adds to the discomfort they feel when being fucked. I want the experience to be painful and humiliating for them, not pleasurable.

But that’s just me. I know that many Women want their sissies to enjoy being raped in the ass; and there are advantages to this approach, especially when combined with long-term chastity. It teaches the slave to accept and even welcome the presence of a cock or strap-on in his body, accelerating the forced feminization process.

With that in mind, here are some time-tested techniques for stretching your sissy’s sphincter past its limits:

	Start with whatever’s handy: There’s no need to sink your hard-earned cash into a bunch of expensive toys, at least not at first. I recommend using a wooden broomstick. Slather petroleum jelly all over the tip and work it deep into his body with a twisting motion. As you do, say things like, “You’re taking a cock up your ass, my sweet girl. Feel it invade your weak feminized body. You’re such a sissy faggot! No wonder real Women don’t want you!” 
	Work up to larger objects as time goes on: It’s at this point that investing in some proper sex toys can really pay off. Do you know what it feels like to fuck a man with a strap-on, ladies? The power and pleasure of turning the tables on the male gender is indescribable. You must try it! 
	Force him to shave his legs and wear panties while he’s raped:  Cut a hole in the back of the panties or buy a pair already made for gay sissies. Silk and lace are the best choices for material. He’ll feel the soft, dainty fabric against his smooth skin and know that he’s lost his manhood forever. 
	Place a bowl or cup on the floor under his genitals: This is meant to catch his seed, should he cum during the rape. Be sure to tell him what a slut he is as he drinks his cum. I usually add a generous dose of jalapeno juice to the mix, just to watch his pained reaction as he swallows it down. 
	Clamp his nipples and balls right before fucking him: I use industrial-grade clamps crafted from stainless steel for this purpose. But clothes pins will do just as well. The purpose of the clamps is to terrify and confuse your sissy, so that he is unable to distinguish between pleasure and pain. 
	Do something especially humiliating to him afterwards: I like to piss on my slaves after I fuck them. I order them to lay on their back, open wide, and drink every drop of my golden stream. If they start to gag, then I stomp down on their balls and laugh as they double up in pain. Delicious! 
	Video the entire session and force the sissy to watch it over and over: Showing your slave what “he” looked like while being raped is a sure-fire way to destroy his self-esteem. The less he thinks of himself, the easier he will be to dominate and feminize. It’s for his own good, of course. 


At this point I know what you’re thinking: “come on, Mistress, all this stuff sounds pretty tame. Don’t you have any hard-core ass torture techniques to share?”

Funny you should ask. Let’s turn up the heat a bit, shall we?

Advanced Anal Torture Techniques

Once you’ve got your slave used to having a cock up his ass, the next step is to make the experience painful and traumatic for him. Like his cock, he should associate his ass with fear and punishment, not pleasure.

He do you achieve this? Here are some ways:

	Stretch his ass beyond its limits: The human body can only take so much before the nervous system starts to break down. So no matter how much his ass can take, stretch it even further, almost to the point of tearing his flesh. You’ll know you’ve hit the sweet spot when he starts to scream. 
	Use steel hooks: They’re great for causing intense, highly focused pain. I insert a pair of hooks in the slave’s ass and pull them apart as hard as I can. I’m pretty strong, so the effect is more than satisfactory from my perspective. The sissy may have a different opinion, but I don’t care. He exists for my amusement, not the other way around. 
	Force your sissy to suck the cock that’s about to fuck him (whether it’s your strap-on or a real-life penis): As he does, remind him that he’s a horny little whore who’s good for nothing but sucking and getting fucked. You’ll know you’ve hit a nerve if he starts to weep. Keep at it! 
	Glue sandpaper to your strap-on: I use 60-grit paper, which is very rough and coarse. It tears the flesh and overwhelms the pain centers of the brain. Once I pounded a sissy so hard that she passed out on the spot. I rode her until I got tired, then tossed her worthless ass out on the street. I did hold onto her credit cards however, which came in handy later that night. 
	Add a little ginger root to the mix: Gingering, also known as “figging,” is a time-honored form of erotic torture. The juices from the ginger root inflame the anus, causing a vicious burning sensation that will have your sissy begging for mercy. 
	Make her lick whatever you use to torture her ass: Force her to suck her own filth right off your strap-on, meat hooks, or whatever toys you use. 


I always conclude my ass torturing sessions with a brown shower. The sissy is required to eat my feces and thank me for the privilege. It’s good for her as well, since it adds protein to her diet.

Now let’s turn our attention to the original form of ass torture.

Spanking your sissy into submission

Spanking has been around for as long as humans have walked the earth, and for good reason. It’s an easy and effective way to keep a sassy slave in line without causing excessive damage.

Of course, within the context of this book we’re concerned with spanking as a tool of forced feminization. So the techniques I’ll suggest will focus on that particular goal. Ready? Here we go:

	Force the sissy to shave head-to-toe and to wear panties: Refer to her as “bad girl” and “filthy she-slut” as you pound her ass. 
	Lay the sissy across your lap if possible: This will reinforce the slave’s perception of You as her owner and Mistress. 
	Never tell the slave how many whacks to expect: I know all the BDSM books say otherwise. But why should the sissy receive advance notice of when her punishment will end? Her ignorance of what’s coming next will reinforce her sense of helplessness. 
	Use a paddle with air holes: This decreases wind resistance, adding extra force to every blow. Here’s what these paddles look like: 
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	Turn the paddle on its side from time to time: Using the edge of the paddle is a great way to turn an ordinary spanking into a sadistic feast for the senses. 
	Add spikes to the paddle: Not terribly long ones, just little barbs jutting out a fraction of an inch past the surface. 
	Allow your bull stud to paddle your sissy from time to time: Your slave must understand that she has no control over her own body. She must also learn to fear men almost as much as she does you. Nothing will accomplish these goals faster than a paddling from a strong, dominant man. 
	Rub capsicum cream into the sissy’s ass before and after the spanking: Capsicum is the active ingredient in pepper-based self-defense sprays. It inflames and irritates bodily tissues, causing them to turn red and swell. It’s a great tool for increasing your sissy’s pain while enhancing your pleasure. Remember, it’s all about YOU, not your slave. 
	Use a piece of coat hanger wire instead of a paddle: This is an advanced technique and should be used with discretion, as it can cause permanent damage. Still, when used wisely it’s a perfect way to create beautiful, bloody streaks across your sissy’s ass. Pictures of coat hanger whippings are regarded as works of art in the kink community. 
	Make sure your slave thanks you for the spanking: She should kneel before you like a worshiper before a Goddess, humbly thanking you for making her into a better sissy. “Thank you, Mistress, for reminding me that I’m nothing but a piece of meat for you to use as you wish. Please feel free to do so again at any time.” 


Here’s a case study to show what CBT along with anal torture can accomplish when used together. It’s based on a session I had with a client back in 2015. I think you’ll find it especially stimulating.

Case study from real life

The frustration on Nicole Brandeberry’s face was obvious as she told me about her less-than-spectacular sex life. “My husband’s cock is the worst example of ‘manhood’ I’ve ever seen,” she said. “It sickens me to even think of it.”

“Not unusual,” I said, nodding in sympathy. “Few males have the length or girth needed to satisfy a Woman. Personally, I find anything less than a full 12 inches woefully inadequate.”

“Ha!” said Nicole spitefully. “I wish! Mark’s micro-cock is barely six inches long; and talk about thin! It’s like having an ink pen inside of me.”

She looked up at the ceiling, her sapphire eyes filled with unmet longings. “What I wouldn’t give to have a real man’s sex-stone shoved deep inside my Womanhood.”

“So why don’t you kick Mark out of your bed and replace him with a well-hung man-slut?” I asked.

She shook her head. “Because it would break Mark’s heart,” she said, an annoying tinge of compassion in her voice. “He thinks he’s a great lover, even though he hasn’t make me cum once in our five years of marriage.”

“Look, Nicole,” I said, “let’s be honest here. If your husband really loves you, wouldn’t he want you to be happy?”

A look of understanding came across my client’s lovely face as the point I was making became clear. “You know, Scarlett,” she said, “you’re absolutely right! My husband should put my happiness first, even if it means facing the ugly truth about his undersized organ.”

“Exactly!” I said, excited to see the light dawning in her eyes. “It’s his duty as your spouse to let you fuck other men, no matter what it does to his fragile male ego.”

She gave me an impish grin as the idea I had planted in her nimble mind began to take root. “So how do we convince him to see things that way?” she asked, running the tip of her tongue slowly across her full, sensuous lips.

“Trust me,“ I said with cold, sure confidence in my voice. “I’ll teach you all the tricks.”

Nicole’s training began that afternoon. I taught her how to destroy her husband’s cock, starting with playing teasing and going on to full-fledged humiliation and CBT.  An apt pupil, she soaked up the knowledge I imparted like a sponge.

I saw the results of my tutelage with my own eyes a little over a month later, when Nicole showed up at my office with her spouse Mark (now Marcie) in tow. She also brought her new lover Rex along.

I welcomed the trio and poured them drinks; whiskey for Nicole and Rex and lukewarm tap water for Marcie. The sissy sat in submissive silence, pressing her stocking-clad thighs together as she stared at the floor in abject defeat.

“Scarlett, it has been the most amazing four weeks of my entire life!” said Nicole, gushing with excitement. She told me how she had spent the past month dominating and feminizing her spouse, using my techniques to instill in his weak mind a deep shame of his tiny cock.

“I started by switching positions with Mark – I mean, Marcie,” she explained, “just as you instructed. With me on top, the whole power dynamic was revered. I was the one doing the fucking, not the one being fucked.”

“Excellent!” I said, filling my tumbler with whiskey as I listened. “What happened then?”

“I would stay on top of my sissy for a few minutes, then sigh with disappointment, roll off of her, and turn my back to her,” she continued. “When she asked me what was wrong, I just said ‘nothing’ and ignored her for the rest of the night.”

“Did you masturbate?” I asked.

“Yes indeed,” she said, “right then and there as I lay beside her. I wanted her to know just how little I valued her worthless sissy-stick.” I glanced over at Marcie and saw her wipe a tear from the corner of her eye. Seeing the pain in her expression made my clit throb with arousal.

“Did she ever try to masturbate herself?” I asked.


“Yes,” said Nicole scornfully, giving Marcie a fierce, disapproving look. “But I nipped that problem in the bud right away. ‘What the hell do you think you’re doing?’ I demanded, rolling over to face her. ‘You couldn’t get me off, so what right do you have to have an orgasm of your own?’” 

I nodded, taking a long, satisfying drink of the fire-water in my glass. “Let me guess,” I said, enjoying the pleasant burning sensation in my throat. “She tried using the old ‘but what about you, dear’ comeback, right?”

Nicole laughed out loud, clapping her hands together. “Of course!” she said. “That’s when I really unloaded on her. ‘Look bitch,’ I said. ‘I have the pussy, so I make the rules in this house; get it?’”

“Wonderful!” I exclaimed, overflowing with pride in my apt pupil. “And how did she respond?”

“Oh, Scarlett, it was so cute!” she said, delight in her voice. “She lowered her eyes and said, ‘yes, dear,’ then lay there crying softly as I got myself off.”

I glanced over at Rex, who was grinning lustfully. He was about 6’5”, built like a brick, with coal-black hair, fierce, pale blue eyes, and an erection that looked like it was about to burst of his jeans. “At what point did your lover here come along?” I asked.

“About two weeks after I began dominating and humiliating Marcie,” said Nicole, looking over at her bull-stud and taking his hand in hers. “I met him at a bar on a Friday night.”

“Where was Marcie while you were out on the town?” I asked, eager to hear more.

“She was right beside me,” Nicole said, giving her degraded, feminized spouse a cold, cruel smile. “I dressed her up like a cheap whore, complete with stiletto heels, sheer micro-skirt, and slutty blond wig.”

“How did that make you feel, Marcie?” I asked the sissy, my analytical side eager to understand how the experience affected the sissy’s psyche.

“I felt like trash,” she said, her face clouding over as she recalled the traumatic evening. “All the men looked at me like I was a piece of meat, while the real Women laughed and said how pathetic I was.”

“Wonderful,” I said approvingly. “That’s exactly how you should feel, you poor excuse for a man.”

“Yes, Mistress Scarlett,” said Marcie, the tone in her high, whiny voice betraying the defeat and despair in her soul.

“I knew that Marcie was a sissy the moment I laid eyes on her,” said Rex lustily. “I’ve fucked trannies and crossdressers since I was in college. It’s almost as much fun as being with a real Woman.”

“Rex came right over to me and asked to buy me a drink,” said Marcie, looking with affection at her new boy-toy. “He openly flirted with me while Marcie sat there in sullen silence, pretending she was anywhere else in the world.”

“Marcie!” I snapped, disgusted at the sissy’s poor attitude. “Why didn’t you join in and encourage your lovely wife to bed this sizzling hunk of masculinity?”

The sissy’s only response was to buried her head in her hands and weep.

“Absolutely pathetic,” said Nicole, sliding her chair away from her spouse and closer to her lover. “She should be happy that I have finally found the kind of big-cock stud I need in my life.”

“At the very least, Marcie should have fluffed me up before I pounded her wife later that night,” Rex chimed in. “Instead, she just sat in the bedroom and wailed like a heartbroken bitch while Nicole and I ravished each other.”

“Agreed,” I said, rising to my feet as I reached into my desk drawer. “In fact, in my professional opinion, Marcie should suffer for her selfishness.”

“You’ll get no argument out of me!” said Nicole, also rising to her feet. “What do you recommend, Scarlett?”

“Nothing teaches a sissy obedience faster than one of these,” I said, holding a cold metallic object in my hand. The sight of it made Nicole gasp, Rex smile, and Marcie turn pale as a sheet.

“What is it?” Nicole asked.

“It’s a shock collar,” I said, “designed to fit the sissy’s urethra and ass at the same time.” I passed it over to her for her examination. “As you can see, it has a power cable for plugging into any standard 11V outlet. There’s also a circuit board that allows you to operate it by remote control.”

“Delicious,” said Nicole, fondling the device as she admired its smooth, streamlined construction. “So the sounding rod will go into Marcie’s piss-slit and the plug will impale her ass?”

“Precisely,” I said, standing beside her to point out the features. “I use this model on all my disobedient slaves. I force them to lie down on a steel examining table, manacle their hands and wrists, and insert the probes in their proper locations.”

Nicole nodded. “I see,” she said. “But I thought these things run on batteries; at least all the ones I’ve seen online work that way.”

“Yeah,” I said, making no effort to hide the disgust in my voice. “But those are nothing but toys for would-be kinksters.” I ran my fingers along the metal prongs of the electric plug, feeling a tingle in my pussy as I did so. “This is heavy-duty PROFESSIONAL equipment for REAL dommes.”

“Will it work on Rex as well as Marcie?” she asked.

“Absolutely!” I said. “You can turn Rex into your permanent man-whore if you like. You can tell him when to get hard, when to cum, and what to do when you’re in bed together. You can ether make him bisexual if you like, turn him into a cocksucker for your amusement.”

Nicole and I got so wrapped up into discussing the shock collar’s features that we completely forgot about Rex and Marcie. So imagine my surprise when my receptionist’s voice came blaring over the wall speaker. “Mistress Scarlett!” she said (her name is Carol). “You had better get out here! A sissy and a stud-slave are out here misbehaving!”

Nicole and I rushed into the outer office to see Rex and Marcie trying to escape. “Let me out of here!” Rex was shouting, pounding his fists in futility against the unyielding oak-paneled door. “I’m not letting anybody turn me into a queer! I just wanted to fuck another man’s wife!”

As for Marcie, she was on her knees at Carol’s feet. “Please,” she pleaded, tugging at the hem of Carol’s skirt, “don’t let your Mistress use her torture device on my pussy and sissy-clit! I’ll die! I’ll just die!”

“My apologies, Carol,” I said as I brushed past my receptionist to confront Rex. “I should never have let these two slip out of my grasp.”

“Get away from me, you sick cunt!” Rex shrieked as I placed a firm hand on his shoulder. He turned to take a swing at me; that was a mistake. I ducked the blow, causing him to stagger forward. As he did, I interred my hand in his pants, getting a firm grasp on his erect cock and twisting it sideways. He fell to one knee, looking up at me with unbridled terror in his eyes.

“Please don’t hurt my cock!” he begged, tears streaming down his face.

“Get down on both your knees, bitch,” I ordered him. “You’re more of a sissy than Marcie over there.”

“No I’m not!” he shouted, trying to mask his terror behind a show of bravado. “I don’t suck cock and I don’t take orders from lunatics like you!”

At this point I want to make something clear: I am NOT an extreme sadist. I only inflict pain when the situation calls for it. But, when a male disrespects me, I waste no time showing him who’s in charge.

So you can understand why I had to break Rex’s cock. It was for his own good.

And it was so easy. Just a simple twist of my wrist was all it took to produce the dry, delicious SNAP sound that echoed against the walls of the office. I still savor the memory of that moment. Here’s a picture of what it looked like:
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I released Rex’s mangled cock just as it began to turn purple. He curled up into a fetal position, sobbing uncontrollably.

I’m sorry, Mistress,” he said, humbly submitting to my authority. “Please don’t hurt me anymore. I’ll be a good boy now.”

Meanwhile Marcie’s eyes glazed over. She became less like a living thing and more like a department store doll, an object which Nicole and I could do with as we saw fit.

Speaking of Nicole, she was standing beside me at this point, the two of us drinking in the sweet taste of victory. “Now I understand what you’ve been telling me all these weeks, Scarlett,” she said with conviction. “Males are such weak, fragile creatures.”

“It dawns on all Women eventually, my love,” I said, giving her a quick peck on the lips that made her gasp. “Now give me a hand as we drag these two worthless creatures into my play room. We’re going to teach them a lesson they’ll never forget.”

I dragged Rex by his shattered cock, his screams changing into a pitiful wail as his last hope of escape faded away into a pitiful acceptance of his fate.

Nicole followed behind me, dragging Marcie by her hair. The sissy’s eyes had glazed over and her face was blank, vacant, expressionless, like a department store doll with no will of its own. 

Perfect, I thought, my pussy soaked with excitement. Her mental software has crashed. Now I can reprogram her any way I want.

Nicole followed me as I led her through a massive steel door and down the winding stone stairway to the basement, each of us dragging our respective victim behind us.

Rex’s skull bounced like a rubber ball against each stair, but he was a good boy and didn’t scream or curse. All I heard from him was a deep, soulful wail with each concussive collision. I made a mental note to show him a modicum of mercy during the torture sessions to come.

Holy shit!” Nicole exclaimed as she looked around the dungeon. “What is this place?”

“My private playground,” I said with a smile. “It’s where I go to blow off steam and have a little fun with my slaves.”

“I see,” she said, admiration and astonishment in her voice. I could understand her point of view. My dungeon is one of the finest facilities of its kind anywhere on earth. Buried deep beneath the concrete and steel world above, it’s a cavernous, rectangular space filled with items I have collected from all over the globe.

In one corner is a life-sized wooden cross attached to the wall. Its massive oaken timbers are strong enough to hold the heaviest victim in place while I tease and torment his crucified body. I get excited every time I look at the rivers of dried blood caked into its rough-hewn surface. Such joy!

In the opposite corner is a torture stake with manacles for holding the victim by his wrists. At the bottom is a heated ceramic grill, not unlike the eyes on an electric oven.

I can adjust the temperature with an app on my iPhone, which was created just for me by a tech-savvy slave. I usually turn the heat up just enough to put a scare into the slave, unless he has displeased me in some way; in such cases I show no mercy.

Nearby is a male milking machine, which I use to punish my slaves for daring to have an erection. It sucks the slut-cream right out of their balls, then sends it in a pressurized stream down their throats.

I hired a female electrician to add an extra feature to the device: a high-voltage battery with electric cables attached to alligator clips. It delivers painful electric jolts to the victim’s balls, intensifying both his agony and my ecstasy. I’ve actually seen electricity arc from one testicle to the next on more than one occasion.

One of my newest toys is a device that looks like a dental chair, but with a gleaming chrome helmet that fits over the victim’s head and locks in place around his throat. It has wires running out of the top to a control panel.

I use this device to rewire my slave’s brains. I can remove any thought, any memory from their minds, replacing them with whatever I please. It’s based on cutting-edge virtual reality technology that uses sensory deprivation and sensory overload to break down his mental defenses. Kind of like being trapped in a Matrix ruled by an all-powerful and ultra-cruel Domme.

But I digress. This chapter is about cock and ball torture, so let us return to that topic. In the center of my dungeon is a gargantuan wooden table with steel manacles for the victim’s ankles and wrists. This is where I placed Rex, tossing him down like a sack of potatoes.

I locked the bonds in place, which wasn’t easy given that his broken wrist had swollen to the size of a grapefruit. Still, a Woman must sometimes sweat and strain to earn her rewards. He gritted his teeth as the steel restraint dug into his traumatized tissue, but otherwise showed no reaction.

“Why isn’t he screaming in pain?” asked Nicole, slipping her arm around my waist in sisterly affection as she sidled up beside me. “It’s like he’s cheating us out of our just reward.”


“He’s in shock,” I explained. “Like Marcie, except that his condition is caused by physical as well as mental pain.” 

“That sucks!” she said, disappointment showing on her lovely face.

“Yes it does,” I said as I slid open a drawer built into the table. “But there’s a quick fix.” I took out a vial of clear liquid and a hypodermic needle.

“What is that?” Nicole asked with aroused interest as I drew the liquid into the needle.

“It’s a derivative of adrenalin,” I said. “Mixed with a mega-dose of caffeine and other ingredients. It will force his brain to come out of shock and experience the pain it’s blocking.”

I probed Rex’s arm for a good spot to inject the compound into his system. I found a vein and pushed the plunger.

“Now watch the fun begin, my dear,” I said to Nicole, who was watching with wide-eyed interest.

It wasn’t five seconds later before Rex’s eyes popped open and a scream issued form his throat, reverberating against the walls of the dungeon. “Oh god!” he cried out. “My cock! Cut it off, please! It hurts so bad!”

His body shook and spasmed as his broken cock flopped around, like a fish ripped out of its watery home and suffocating in an oxygenized environment. It was quite honestly the most beautiful thing I have ever seen.

“So the big-cock stud is really just a whimpering sissy, is that the way it is?” I said, driving the verbal needle straight into the heart of his fragile male ego.

“Yes,” he said, “it’s true, Mistress Scarlett. I’m nothing but a little sissy pretending to be a big, strong man. I hang out at bars and pick up Women because it makes me feel desirable. But I’m not; I’m not.”

“I see,” I said, my hand reflexively reaching into my cunt to fondle my throbbing clit. “And you want me to chop off your cock?”

“Yes! Yes!” he said. “Please! I’d rather be a cockless freak than endure this pain any longer!”

I reached into a drawer with my free hand, taking out a gleaming butcher’s cleaver. “And you agree to let me record the event to share with the world?” By this point my juices were gushing from my sex, pouring down my thighs and pooling on the floor at my feet.

“Yes, Mistress, anything!” Rex said, pleading like a terrified child. “Just cut it off!”

Now normally I’m a pretty cool person, dear readers. But, in that tension-wracked moment, when I was moments away from chopping off a man’s penis, my passions overwhelmed my better judgment. All I could think of was the orgasmic ecstasy I would feel as soon as the blade sliced through his shattered flesh. It would be the most sublime experience of my life.

Luckily, Nicole was there o stop me from making a million-dollar mistake. She grabbed my wrist just as I was about toe make the cutting stroke. “Scarlett, don’t!” she said.

I whipped around to face her head-on, shoving her backwards. “Let go of me, you soft-hearted bitch!” I shouted. “The last thing I need is your merciful bullshit spoiling this moment!”

Nicole wasn’t about to take my abuse. She vaulted back at me like a leopardess, catching me just under the nose with a palm strike that sent me reeling. She followed up with a left hook that spun me around like a top. Dropping the cleaver, I stumbled straight into one of my own torture devices, falling to the floor in a heap.

“Look at this,” she hissed between gritted teeth as she grabbed me by the hair and held her cell phone screen in front of my eyes. I understood instantly what she had been trying to tell me.

On the screen were the Google results for the term “big cock shemale.” There were over 500,000 hits. I saw dollar signs as I pictured Rex with a feminized face and giant boobs doing porn videos for my fun and profit.

“My dear, you are a fucking genus,” I said to Nicole as she helped me to my feet.


“I know,” she said. “Now kiss me, you scarlet-haired whore.” 

“Gladly,” I said, pressing my lips against hers as our tongues encircled each other, sharing a warm moment of girl-on-girl passion that remains burned in my brain to this day.

As for Rex, he continued to squirm and struggle and plead for me to chop off his cock. Luckily, I had some morphine handy and used it to shut him up. The next day I shipped his still-comatose form to Thailand for some quick surgery.

He arrived back in the States a few months later, his face beautifully feminized, his new boobs bouncing around, and his gargantuan cock fully healed. I changed her name to Ramona, put a shock collar around her neck to keep him in line, and started whoring her out that very same night.

So far Ramona has earned me well in excess of $1,000,000.00, both from online videos and in-person encounters with select clientele. And it’s all thanks to my lovely Nicole, who now lives with me in my mansion surrounded by a staff of slaves catering to her every wish.

As for Ramona, she sleeps on a cot in a tiny cell in my basement. As far as the outside world is concerned she doesn’t exist. Over her head hangs the very same meat cleaver that I almost used on her that fateful day. It’s a reminder to her that I’m always watching, waiting for an excuse…

Oh my, I just realized, I forgot to tell you what became of poor Marcie! Truth is, she vanished soon after the events describe above. Rumors are that she is now a eunuch serving a Middle Eastern oil sheik by taking care of his harem. The Women of the harem love to kick and spit on their new slave, who takes their punishment in docile silence.

Is any of this true? Don’t ask me; I plead the 5th.


Chapter Six: Cutting off all avenues of escape

As you can see, feminizing a man is hard work. With so much of your time and effort invested in the project, the last thing you want is for your sissy to rediscover his manhood. Here’s how to make sure that never happens.

Step # 1: Humiliate your sissy in public

Men are obsessed with their status among other males. They live in perpetual insecurity that someone younger, stronger or more talented will come along and show them up.

You can use this to your advantage by humiliating your sissy in a public setting. Slap him, boss him around, and flirt openly with other men. If he gets angry, then accuse him of having no sense of humor.

The best way to humiliate your sissy is to ask your male lover to kick his ass in exchange for money or sex. While the sissy is lying on the ground with a broken nose, give your newfound stud a long, lingering kiss and let him feel you up.

Make sure your sissy sees it all; then order him to get up and lick the soles of your lover’s boots. That’s the kind of heavy-duty humiliation that turns strong men into submissive weaklings.

Step # 2: Sever your sissy’s connections with his old life

Turning a man into a sissy is a lot like giving birth. You’re literally creating a new person. To do this, you first have to kill the person he is now (not literally, of course). Here’s what I mean:

	Your sissy must lose all interest in his hobbies and favorite pastimes: The last thing you need is a house slave with an interest in wood carving or playing golf. Make it clear that the more time he indulges his interests, the less chance he has to get in your pants. His sex-starved cock will take care of the rest. 
	Your sissy must embrace new hobbies and interests that reflect a feminine mindset: Good choices are knitting, flower arrangement, baking, and watching romantic movies. The more feminine her activities become, the less likely she will be to resist you. 
	Your sissy should be isolated from friends and family members: She must feel like you are the only person in the world who wants anything to do with her. This will teach her to view the world outside your home with fear and insecurity. 
	Your sissy must receive a new name: You should avoid assigning a powerful feminine name such as Chelsea, Victoria, or Dominique. Better choices are Bubbles, Bambi, Misty, or Trixie. If it sounds like a good moniker for a street whore, then it’s a great choice for your sissy. 
	Your sissy must lose all reminders of her past life: Athletic trophies, employment awards, college degrees, and citations of all sorts must vanish altogether. Ideally, she should destroy these items with her own hands, under your strict supervision. 
	Your sissy must learn to cry at the drop of a hat: One way to do this is to flood her system with female hormones. She’ll be so overcome by the biological changes that she’ll be easy for you to control. 
	Your sissy must adopt a new diet: It’s especially important to never let her eat meat again. I feed my sissies tofu, green vegetables, water, and small amounts of caffeine-free diet soda. The lack of protein keeps their minds weak and passive, which is exactly what I want. 
	Your sissy must get rid of all her male clothing and dress as a woman 24/7: Panties, bra, and stockings are essential items for any sissy’s wardrobe. Tops should be low-cut and skirts as short as possible. When I’m feminizing a man, I have his hamstrings severed and shortened so that he can never wear “regular” shoes again, only high heels. 
	Your sissy must undergo feminization surgery: My sissies receive boob jobs, collagen injections, facial restructuring, Adam’s Apple shaving, and laser hair removal. They’re required to use scented lotions and creams to keep themselves soft. 
	Your sissy must never again have money of her own: The discerning dominant will take charge of her sissy’s finances as soon as possible. You will provide for her needs according to your superior feminine wisdom. 
	                Your sissy must never be free of your presence, not even during sleep:. As your sissy sleeps, her unconscious mind should hear you saying things like, “you’re a cock sucking queer” and, “no real Woman will ever want you” over and over. 
	                Your sissy must never be allowed a normal orgasm: Her only hope of achieving climax should come from anal stimulation. 
	                Your sissy must never again have an erection: Once I lock my sissies in chastity, that’s it; their chances of having a hard-on are zero. 
	                Your sissy must wear menstrual pads in her panties: This will soak up the semen that leaks from her balls. 
	                Your sissy must remember that you are not only controlling but also sadistic: This will give her extra incentive to think and act correctly, lest she give you an excuse to inflict pain on her. 
	                Your sissy must be tattooed, registered online, and branded: This will make her feminization irrevocable. She can never escape her new role, no matter how hard she tries. 
	                Your sissy must be kept under 24/7 surveillance: You should outfit her with a tracking device and fill her immediate environment with video cameras. She must know that you are always watching. 
	                Your sissy must be fitted with remote control punishment devices: I recommend a shock collar and battery-powered anal plug. Give her a little jolt every now and then, just to remind her who’s boss. 
	                Your sissy must lose all awareness of the passage of time: Never let a sissy own a watch or look at a clock. Never tell her the date. For your sissy, life is one long period of servitude to YOU, her owner. Time is irrelevant. 
	                Your sissy must never know where she stands with you: Even if she has performed superbly in your service. She must always think that you are one step away from selling her on the slave market, possibly to a foreign drug lord or heartless billionaire. 
	                Your sissy must forget how to read and do math: A stupid sissy is a docile sissy. The destruction of her intellectual abilities will come naturally, as long as you follow the other recommendations in this book. 
	                Your sissy must lose control over her bathroom habits: You are the one who decides when she may visit the ladies room. If this means that she has to hold it for six hours, then too bad. 
	                Your sissy must never sleep in a bed with you again: Either give her a tiny cell with a cot or order him to sleep on the floor at your feet. I give my sissies straw mats to sleep on, even though my sisters worry that I’m spoiling them. I guess I’m just too soft-hearted for my own good. 
	                Your sissy must stop being a “he”: Never use the male pronoun in reference to your sissy. “She” or “it” are the only proper terms. 
	                Your sissy must experience only four emotions, lust, craving, devotion, and fear: She must lust for men’s cocks, crave jewelry and pretty clothes, devote herself completely to your happiness, and, above all, FEAR your wrath. 
	                Your sissy must refer to all Women as “Mistress” and all men as “Sir”: As in, “yes, Mistress, of course, Mistress,” and “please don’t beat this pathetic little sissy, Sir. May I suck your cock?” 
	                Your sissy should always remember that she is property, not people: A car has no say in how it’s treated or who owns it; why should a sissy be any different? 


High-tech brainwashing techniques

Have you ever wondered why perfectly sane human beings fall prey to mind control cults? The answer is quite simple, really. Human beings believe whatever version of reality is accepted by those around them.

They do this because conformity has been programmed into them by millions of years of evolution. Go against the community narrative and you risk being shunned, criticized, or cast out of the tribe altogether.

This is why men instinctively root for certain sports teams and despise others. Does it really matter that one guy can kick a ball farther or run around a track faster than another guy?

Of course not. Nonetheless, men will cheer, complain, argue, and wager their pitiful salaries over such silly things, because that’s what everyone else is doing.

Therein lies the key to controlling your slave’s mind. Simply immerse him in a setting where forced feminization is not only accepted but celebrated. He will soon come to crave it for himself.

It was with this insight in mind that I, along with a team of European neuropsychologists, developed the patented brainwashing helmet I mentioned in an earlier chapter.

It’s not called a “brainwashing helmet” on the patent application, of course. Its official purpose is to help people stop smoking and lose weight. Hidden deep within the software, however, is a virtual reality program that inundates the subject’s senses with forced feminization cues and commands.

The helmet fits over the subject’s skull and is held in place by steel bands. The subject’s hands and feet are manacled to an iron chair. Once in place, there is no escape.

Over the years I’ve added various refinements to the unit I use in my dungeon. For example, it can deliver electric shocks to the balls, to the sphincter, or to both. It can spray fragrant perfume into the subject’s nostrils or overwhelm his senses with the smell of rotting flesh.

It also has a fucking machine built into the seat. I use this to either titillate or torment the subject, depending on his level of cooperation. When the male is submitting to my loving discipline, he gets a warm, comfortable dildo up his ass. When he fights back, he is pounded by a cold, hard metal shaft that lifts him off the seat.

At the same time, he is flooded with words and images that tear apart his male identity. He’s forced to look at pictures of limp, sagging cocks while a sexy female voice says, “This is your clitoris, sissy. See why Women make fun of you?” This message is followed by the sound of girls laughing hysterically.

Small penis humiliation is not the only tool I use on my brainwashing victims. I also create scenarios in which the subject is confronted by a tall, muscular masculine figure. “Hey, faggot!” the avatar screams in his face. “How about you get on your knees and start blowing me before I beat your pathetic sissy ass into the ground?”

It doesn’t matter if he tries to comply or not. Either way, he’s punished. The helmet has built-in pneumatic thrusters that simulate the feel of a boxer’s punch to the face. The sissy comes out of the device with her face bruised, her ego beaten down, and her manhood in shreds.

I also use positive reinforcement on occasion. For example, the helmet has nozzles that allow me to spray carefully selected perfumes directly into the subject’s nostrils.

“Doesn’t that smell sweet, sissy?” a voice says. “Wouldn’t you like to be wearing this perfume while a man fucks your queer sissy ass? Of course you would.”

It’s fun to watch the subjects squirm and shout as they struggle to escape the helmet’s influence. Sometimes they last for days before their minds finally snap and they surrender to my control.

“This isn’t real! I know it’s not real! You can’t fool me, you psycho bitch!” That’s an actual quote from one of my early test subjects, who is now the property of a well-known female entertainer. She (the sissy) curtsies, swishes her ass as she walks, and is obsessed with keeping the seams in her stockings straight.

She especially loves it when men “spit roast” her, which is the common term for having one cock in your mouth and another in ass at the same time.

That’s the power of virtual reality when it’s harnessed in the name of merciless, heavy duty forced feminization. Can you see why I love my job?

Case study from real life

“I have a problem,” said the lovely 19-year-old lady named Roxanne who sat across from me in the café. “It’s my brother.”

“You want to feminize your brother?” I said, arching my eyebrows.

“Absolutely,” she said, a gleam in her eye as she flashed me a wicked smile.

“Then let’s get two things straight right now,” I said. “First, he must be an adult; second, your goal must be to turn him into a house slave, not to use him for sex.”

“No worries!” she said, laughing. “I’m not into that weird shit. I just want to turn him into my sissy maid, so I’ll never have to lift a finger around the house again.”

“Now that makes sense,” I said, my eyes tracing the luscious curves of her thighs as she sat there in a bright red miniskirt, her legs crossed. She had long, straight blonde hair parted in the middle 70s style, cool blue eyes, and a generous bosom accentuated by her push-up bra.

Her lips were full and sensuous, her skin fair, her complexion clear. Around her right wrist dangled an attractive gold bracelet. I saw a matching anklet adorning her left ankle.

She wore a black satin blouse that was unbuttoned just for enough for me to get a good look at her cleavage. She wore a lacy black bra, fishnet stockings, and black pumps.

For me, it was lesbian lust at first sight. I wanted to rip her clothes off right then and there, pin her to my desk and ravish her voluptuous body.

“Something wrong, Ms. Scarlett?” she asked, seeming to sense my arousal.

“No,” I blurted out, clearing my throat. “No, I’m fine. Tell me why you want to feminize your brother.”

The story she told was a familiar one to me. She had lived in her brother’s shadow all her life, never quite able to measure up to him in the eyes of her friends and parents. He was a college track star, a straight A student, and disgustingly well behaved.

She, on the other hand, was the proverbial wild child, barely 19 and with a taste for good sex and good times. She was attracted to both genders, though she preferred her guys on the feminine side. She liked being fucked but hated sucking cock. She was also a self-proclaimed expert at eating pussy, which caught my attention right away.

“Do you have a picture of your brother?” I asked.

She showed me a photo of him on her phone. I nodded in admiration. His gentle features, sandy blonde hair, and blue eyes made him almost her twin. Good, I thought. He’s a perfect candidate for forced feminization.

“He would make a beautiful sissy,” I said. “I can see him already, down on his knees sucking a man’s cock and jerking him off. Afterwards he’ll clean your house and cook your dinner.”

“Maybe,” said Roxanne, a hint of doubt in her voice as her face clouded over with doubt.

“What’s wrong?” I asked her, reaching across the desk to take her hand in mine. Rarely do I find myself attracted to younger Women, but this case was an exception. The 11 years’ difference in our ages mattered not a bit.

“It’s just that my brother – his name’s Steve – has no interest in being feminized or turned queer,” she said in despair.

“Honey, that doesn’t matter one bit,” I said, squeezing her hand. “It’s not up to him. All that matters is what YOU want. Trust me, we can force him to feminize.”

“Really?” she said, her eyes bright and her voice perking up. “You can actually do that, Scarlett?”

“I can indeed, my dear,” I said. “Together we will force our will on your brother, turning him into the sweet, submissive sissy maid you deserve.”

“What about making him suck cock?” she asked, “and bending over to let men fuck him in the ass? Can you do that as well?”

“Absolutely,” I said. “Trust me.”

We spent the rest of the afternoon planning how we would kidnap Steve and smuggle him into my dungeon.

Two nights later he was walking home from a prayer meeting when a black van pulled up alongside him. Three masked figures leaped out of the vehicle, two of them grabbing him from behind while the third tasered his nut sac. Steve cried out like a sissy bitch and fainted on the spot.

The operatives were in my employ. They were a femdom trio who had served together in the military doing some sort of covert operations. So the abduction was smooth and quick.

Roxanne was able to watch the kidnapping from the comfort of my office, thanks to a video camera strategically placed on the outside of the van. “Oh, my poor brother,” she cried out, looking at me guiltily. “I hope they don’t hurt him. Are you sure we’re doing the right thing, Scarlett?”

“Without a doubt,” I said, placing a reassuring hand on her knee. “Not only will Steve come through the forced feminization process just fine, he’ll be happier and more content than ever before. You’ll see.”

“I don’t know,” she said, shaking her head. “I mean, I want to dominate and enslave my brother, but not if it means hurting him.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Well, as they say, you can’t make an omelet without breaking a few eggs.”

I slid my hand further up her leg. Goddess, I want to go down on you so bad, I thought. But for the moment all Roxanne could think about was her brother. So any chance of getting between her legs would just have to wait.

The van pulled up to my office a few minutes later, backing up to a loading dock in the rear. The kidnappers carried Steve’s unconscious body into my dungeon, where I secured his ankles and wrists to the brainwashing machine’s iron restraints. Roxanne helped, her earlier unease giving way to a sort of sensual fascination.

Right before I began the brainwashing process, I looked over at Roxanne and said, “Look, whatever happens, let me handle this. I don’t want him to know you’re even in the room, okay? Just stay quiet.” She nodded.

Steve began to come to just as I lowered the brainwashing helmet over his head. “What’s going on?” he cried out, a note of panic in his voice. “Where am I?”

“Relax, Stephanie,” I said. “You’re okay now. You’re safe. Safe from your own masculinity.”

“’Stephanie? ‘” he shot back, sounding confused and defiant. “Who the hell is ‘Stephanie? ‘”

“Why, Stephanie is your name, silly girl!” I said with a condescending chuckle. “Don’t tell me you’ve forgotten again!”

“Look,” he growled, tensing his muscles and struggling against the manacles that held him in place. “I don’t know who the fuck you are or where the hell I’m at. But you’re going to be in deep shit unless you release me right now!”

“Oh Stephanie,” I said, chuckling for a second time. “You know we can’t do that. The man whose cock you sucked tonight is still pissed off because you wouldn’t let him cum in your mouth.” I paused for a second to let that remark sink in. “That was very bad of you, by the way,” I added, pressing a button on the control panel at my desk.

Steve shrieked as a jolt of electricity shot through his body. “What was that?” he cried out. “Why are you hurting me?”

We’re not hurting you, Stephanie, I said. “We’re helping you. You’ll never make it as a sissy until you learn how to please men.”

Steve’s naked, shivering body began to quake all over as the helplessness of the situation became apparent. “Please!” he begged. “I want to go home! My parents have some money; they saved it to pay for my education. There’s almost $100,000 in the fund. I’m sure they’ll give it to you if you just let me go!”

I sighed and shook my head. “Silly, stupid Stephanie,” I said. “Don’t you remember? That money was meant for your sister Roxanne. She wants to buy jewelry and a BMW.”

“That’s right, Stephanie,” said Roxanne, leaning over and speaking directly into the microphone. “Mom and dad saved all that money for me, not for you!”

Startled, I hit the mute button and glared at my client. “What the hell do you think you’re doing, you crazy cunt?” I demanded. “Leave forced feminization to the professionals!”

“Fuck this shit,” she growled at me through gritted teeth. “At the rate you’re going, it will take forever to sissify my brother!”

“And I suppose you can do better?” I retorted. “Look, slut, I have been feminizing males for almost 20 years! I don’t need some 19-year-old little shit telling me how to do my job!”

She shot me a venomous look as her fingers curled up into cat-like claws. For a moment I thought she was going to attack me. But she scoffed and turned her back to me instead, muttering obscenities under her breath.

Wow, I thought. I can’t believe I was actually thinking of fucking this bitch. I was tempted to end the session right then and there and throw the two of them out of my dungeon. But my sense of professional ethics kept my rage in check long enough for me to cool down. I returned to the task at hand.

“Think hard, Stephanie,” I said into the mic. “Do you remember the first time you sucked cock? You loved it so much! You even wore a pair of your sister’s panties for the occasion.”

Built into the brainwashing helmet is a series of cameras that allows me to see the subject’s face and monitor his reactions. I saw the telltale look of confusion in Steve’s eyes as his brain tried to process the false memory I was planting. It was a good sign. I continued.

“Your sister was furious with you, of course. But later that night you and she had a long talk in which you bared your soul to her. You told her all about your cross-dressing and your knitting and your attraction to men. You even asked her for advice on shaving your legs.”

Steve was silent for a second, and I thought his mind was starting to break. But then a resolute look came across his face as he began to resist.

“That’s a lie,” he said, “a filthy, fucking lie. You and my sister want to steal my college fund and turn me into some kind of feminized faggot. Well, it’s not going to work, you hear me? It’s not going to work!”

“Bad sissy!” I shouted, hitting the electroshock button on the console. Thousands of volts shot through Steve’s cock and balls, but he gritted his teeth and held onto his courage.

“You’re not going to break me,” he said. “So you and my sister can go fuck yourselves.”

“I can see you’re upset, Stephanie,” I said, using a calm, soothing tone. “I’m going to let you relax for a few minutes while you sort things out.” I hit the mute button.

“What the hell are you doing?” Roxanne demanded, turning back to face me as I rose from my seat.

“I’m going to take a piss,” I said dismissively. “Be right back.”

“What’s this for?” she asked, pointing to a large red button on the console with the words FOR EMERGENCY USE ONLY emblazoned across it.

“That activates the sensory overload program,” I said. “Kind of a last-ditch approach when everything else has failed. Forget about it.”

“Whatever you say,” she said, sarcasm dripping from her words. “You’re the fucking professional here.”

“You’re goddamn right,” I said. “And don’t forget it.”

I was on my way to the toilet when the alarm began to sound, shaking the walls of the dungeon as if someone had set off an atomic bomb. Spinning around to face Roxanne, I realized with horror that she had pressed the red button.

“You crazy cunt!” I shouted as I raced back to the console. “We’re trying to feminize your brother, not turn him into a fucking vegetable!”

Steve screamed and his body spasmed as the phrase YOU ARE A FEMINIZED SISSY QUEER; YOU ARE A FEMINIZED SISSY QUEER; YOU ARE A FEMINIZED SISSY QUEER reverberated through his brain over and over, accompanied by inhuman shrieks and earsplitting thunderclaps.

The fucking machine built into the seat came to life with a vengeance. The massive metallic dildo shot upwards like a cannonball, burying itself deep inside Steve’s virgin ass as it spun at a furious pace.

The electroshock wires connected to his balls filled the air with a dry crackling sound as artificial lightning coursed through his body, punishing him for his stubborn defiance.

Steve’s body was tossed around like a marionette at the mercy of a sadistic puppet master. Yet his head remained trapped in the helmet. I pictured him snapping his neck and me going to prison for the rest of my life. Well, at least there’s a lot of poontang in those ladies lockups, I thought, trying to look on the bright side of things.

Roxanne watched with glee as her brother lost his grip on reality. “Poor Stephanie!” she cried out, cackling like a witch. “Her weak sissy body can’t take it!”

Disgusted by her cruelty, I clubbed her on the side of the head, knocking her to the floor. I fumbled for the emergency cut off switch, pressing it over and over. But there was a short circuit in the system. Steve’s torture continued unabated.

“MAKE IT STOP!” he cried out. “PLEASE! I’LL SUCK DICK! I’LL WEAR PANTIES! I’LL GET A BOOB JOB! I’LL BE MY SISTER’S SLAVE! SHE CAN HAVE ALL THE MONEY! JUST MAKE IT STOP!”

I ran over to the brainwashing machine and ripped out the electric cables, my fear morphing into full-blown panic. I tore the helmet itself off of Steve’s head. Silence fell across the dungeon as his tortured body fell limp.

“Steve?” I said, poking him with the heel of my boot.

In that moment I thought he was dead. So imagine my surprise when his eyes popped open and a sweet, blissful smile broke out across his pretty face!

“Who’s Steve?” fhe asked in a sweet, submissive voice. “My name is Stephanie and I’m a sissy maid!”

I felt a nearby presence and turned around to see Roxanne standing beside me. “Who’s the expert now, bitch?” she said, a look of triumph etched into her beautiful features.

Breathless, I stood there looking at her in abject admiration. No longer was she just a client or a fine piece of ass. She was a colleague, a daughter, an equal.

She had done what I was unable to do. She had pushed her brother to the breaking point and beyond, and now she would reap the rewards.

Gloating, she pointed at the floor with a commanding gesture. “On your knees, whore,” she said. “You’re going to eat my cunt and pay me for the privilege.”

“Yes, Mistress!” I said, rushing to obey. As I fell on my knees I clawed at her jeans, ripping off the brass button and yanking down the zipper. I buried my face in the lacy fabric of her black panties, chewing a hole right through the material in my urge to get at her sex. I had never been so turned on in my life.

Her magnificent pussy was on fire with she-lust, musky juices turning to steam as they dripped to the floor. I actually burned my tongue as I licked her clit! My hands ran up and down her silky thighs, every nerve in my body radiating with lesbian desire.

“Yes, YES,” she said, closing her eyes and raising her hands towards the ceiling in triumph. “Adore me, serve me, worship me, slut! I OWN YOU!”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, making her gasp with delight as I ran my tongue along her sugar walls. She grabbed heaping handfuls of my hair and almost tore it out by the roots as she ground my mouth into her lusty essence. Her hips got into a thrusting motion as she fucked my face with jackhammer -like force.

This was an amazing new sensation for me, submitting instead of dominating, serving instead of being served. I tottered on my knees as I struggled to keep my composure. Like Stephanie, I was going through sensory overload. It was sheer bliss.

My greedy hands found their way around to her ass cheeks and I thrust three of my fingers into her sphincter, fucking her from behind as I ate her from the front. She moaned with pleasure. “Yeah, that’s the way,” she said. “Show me what a good little girl you are.”

Usually when I cum it starts in my clit. But this time it actually began in the fingers I was using to fuck her. It turned from a tingling sensation into a raging fire that rushed from my hands throughout my entire body. I felt myself start to black out, then grabbed her thigh with my free hand for support as I sucked her lust-liquids down my parched throat.

She started to fall forward and all of a sudden I was laying on my back, my face still buried in her pussy as she rode me like a cowgirl. An inhuman bellow tore from her throat as her orgasm shot through her with hurricane -like force, blending with my own climax to create a moment of perfect sensual delight.

In that moment, our two beautiful, female bodies blended together into one overriding sensual essence, driven forward by the power of our shared orgasm.

As I rode the waves of ecstasy from one moment to the next, I could hear a soft feminine voice behind me saying the same sentence over and over: “My name is Stephanie and I’m a sissy maid. My name is Stephanie and I’m a sissy maid. My name is Stephanie and I’m a sissy maid….”


Chapter Seven: Easing your sissy’s fears about men

By the time your sissy has reached this point in the forced feminization process, your biggest challenge will be to allay her fears. She will not be only ashamed of her own “cock,” she’ll know that it can never compare to the large, strong, healthy penis of a Real Man.

This is what you want, of course. Shame is a powerful tool for keeping your sissy horny and eager to please. But it can make whoring her out nearly impossible unless you handle the situation in just the right way. Here’s why:

	She will worry that the man might beat her: If she fails to please him. 
	She will worry that his cock is too big for her tight little sissy-pussy: Even if you have stretched it with anal hooks, fisting, and other common methods. 
	She will worry that you might punish her: If she fails to make the man cum or does something else wrong. 


Fortunately, there are easy ways to manage these concerns. Let’s look at three of them.

Protecting your property

Remember, your sissy is YOUR sissy. You are the one who did the hard work of dominating her, breaking her will, and turning her into a sweet, submissive, feminized slave.

This means that you OWN her; and, like anyone else, you have the right to use your property as you see fit. But you also have a responsibility to protect your slave from unauthorized use or abuse. Here’s how to reassure her of this fact:

	Tell her that nobody can strike, spit on, or otherwise punish her without your permission: For example, you might say something like, “don’t worry, sweetie. The nice man won’t hurt you as long as you do what you’re told. I promise.” This will help her to relax and enjoy being a brainless sex toy. 
	Permit her to take it slow at first: A well-trained sissy can hold three cocks in her mouth at the same time, while jerking off two more with her hands and taking one up her ass. But, in the beginning, it’s best to let no more than two men use her at the same time. 
	Watch her and encourage her: Say things like “that’s my sweet little slut! Show me how well you can suck cock! Remember to relax your throat muscles and swirl your tongue around the man’s shaft!” 
	Give her little rewards afterwards: For example, you might permit her to drink a small cup of diet soda, wear her favorite panties to bed that night, or worship your cunt after the men are through with her. Or all three, if she does an especially good job. 


Glory hole training

Glory holes are the perfect training environment for sissies. The humiliation of kneeling on a restroom floor and sucking one anonymous cock after another is ideal for teaching your sissy her proper place in the world.
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Glory holes are perfect training grounds for new sissies, even if the cock involved is somewhat disappointing.

The key to a successful glory hole training session is preparation. Here are some important steps to take before the big night:

	Spread the word: For example, when I’m breaking in a new sissy I announce that she will be giving away blow jobs at such-and-such a location at such-and-such a time. I’ve had as many as 100 horny men show up to get their knobs polished! 
	Dress her for the occasion: Red or pink lipstick, heavy makeup, stockings and garters, silk panties, platform heels, a wig, a lacy bra, and plenty of perfume are absolute essentials for her attire. I usually dress my sissies in red mini-skirts and put gaudy jewelry on their fingers, just to remind them that they’re cheap whores. 
	Praise her when a man honors her with a facial: The true test of a sissy’s cock-sucking abilities is when the man sprays his jism all over her face. 
	Encourage the men to piss in her mouth if they like: Why should your sissy welcome a man’s cum into her body but not his urine? Make sure she swallows every drop of that golden liquid; beat her severely if she fails to do so. 
	Tell her to thank each of the men afterwards: “Thank you for honoring me with your seed, Sir. I hope I pleased you.” Those are the kinds of words a sissy should know by heart. 
	Make a video: You should record every moment of your sissy’s cock-sucking marathon. Make her watch it over and over. As she does, tell her that you’ve posted it on adult web sites across the world. Billions of people have seen her face. So there’s no escape for her, ever. 


Turning your sissy’s ass into a cum dumpster

Your sissy’s ass is good for one thing and one thing only: to soak up as much man-seed as possible. The best way to teach her this lesson is to arrange for multiple men to fuck her one after the other.

Tie your sissy face-down, her wrist and ankles spread-eagled. Spank her ass hard before and after each fucking, so she learns to associate pleasure with pain.

Teach your sissy to keep her ass tight while the men ride her. This will stimulate the nerves around the glans and help to ensure a nice orgasm for each of the Masters.

A great way to train your sissy is to follow up a glory hole session with an ass-fucking marathon at a local motel, the seedier the better. Often, the same men who got off in her mouth are happy to ride her ass to a second orgasm.

I require my sissies to wear panties when they’re fucked; I cut a hole in the back to make it easy. I also gag them, since the last thing anyone should care about is what a sissy has to say.

What to do in the event of a sissygasm

It’s possible that your sissy will orgasm at some point. This is typically caused by the intense humiliation she endures at the glory hole or in the hotel room. If this happens, then you have two options:

	Allow the sissy to have her moment of pleasure: Provided of course that she eats her cum afterwards. 
	Punish the sissy for cumming: This will terrify and further emasculate the sissy, which is always a good thing. 


Which option your choose is up to you. In general, I have found that it’s okay to let your sissy cum on occasion, provided she doesn’t become spoiled and start to expect it on a regular basis. Remember, a sissy’s rewards should come only rarely, and then only if she is behaving herself.

Case Study from Real Life

The men’s room stank of urine and feces, but I didn’t mind. I knew that those odors were essential for creating the proper mood.

“Get on your knees, Sissy Camille,” I said to the tall, slender, feminized bimbo standing next to me in the cramped stall. “Time for you to put those cock-sucking lessons to good use.”

“But I’m scared, Mistress Scarlett!” she said in her typical whiny tone. “What if I can’t please the men? What if they come over to my stall and beat me up?”

“Now, Camille,” I said soothingly, stroking her peroxide blond hair, “we’ve talked about this many times. You have nothing to worry about. Just keep your lips tight as the men spray their lust-loads down your throat.”

“Sissy Janet told me that male cum tastes sweet,” she said dreamily. “I hope she’s right.”


“I’m sure she is,” I said, placing a firm hand on Camille’s shoulder to force her to her knees. 

“Perfect,” I said, checking the position of the glory hole in relation to Camille’s pink-painted lips. “You won’t even have to strain your neck to suck the men off.”

“Oh, my sissy heart is fluttering!” cooed Camille, clutching her hands to her silicone-enhanced chest. “I hope I do a good job!”

“As I said, you’ll do fine,” I reassured her. “Just let me put this wine glass on the floor between your legs.” The crystal goblet glistened in the cool electric light of the stall.

“What’s the wine glass for, Mistress Scarlett?” Camille asked, her eyes as vacant as ever.


“Silly sissy!” I said, growing annoyed with her questions and concerns. “I’ve told you a hundred times, the glass is for catching your slut-seed, just in case you cum while giving the men head.” 

“But how can I cum if I can’t play with it?” she asked. “You never let me touch myself!”

“Trust me,” I said, patting her head like a dog. “Remember, Mistress always knows best.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Camille, licking her lips in anticipation of what was to come.

I left her in the stall for a moment to address the men waiting in the hallway. Doing a quick head count, I added up two dozen horny, leering males, most of them dirty and unshaven. Some were ex-cons, others were gang members, and a few of them were from the local homeless community.

Why did I choose such a motley crew for the evening’s festivities? It all has to do with humiliation. Sissies must think of themselves as inferior to everyone else on earth. Forcing them to suck the dregs of society drives this point home.

“When are we gonna get our fuckin’ blow jobs?” one of the men demanded. “I’ve got to be back at the shelter by 11! Otherwise they lock the doors and I’m out on the street for the night!”

“Patience, Homer,” I said, restraining the urge to punch the surly slob in the balls. “All of you will get your orgasm as promised, along with a bottle of grape wine for your time and trouble.”

“I hope it’s MD 20/20!” said one of the men, his hairy gut poking out of his greasy undershirt and protruding over his waist. “That shit’s the bomb!”

“Okay,” I said, opening the door to the restroom. “One at a time, gentlemen. Sissy Camille is waiting for you.”

The first man to enter was an ex-con named Brutus. He was huge and heavily muscled, with prison tats all over his arms. He dropped his pants as he entered the stall, and I couldn’t help but admire the thick slab of man-meat he was carrying. It was fat and greasy, but it was also thick and very long, rather like a baseball bat covered in grime.

“Alright sissy,” he bellowed. “Start sucking! And no teeth or I’ll come around there and beat the shit out of you!”

Camille whimpered as she looked up at me, overwhelmed by Brutus’s bluster and the sheer size of his manliness. “Take it an inch at a time,” I said to her. “You’ll do fine.”

“Yes, Mistress Scarlett,” said the terrified sissy, opening wide to fit the criminal’s giant Johnson into her quivering mouth. 

It wasn’t easy for Camille, especially at first. She gagged a little bit as she tasted the caked-on dirt and perspiration of Brutus’s ram-rod. But she closed her eyes and bobbed her head back and forth, taking a full third of his 12-inch cock into her mouth.

I heard a gasp of pleasure on the other side of the stall as Brutus became ever more aroused.

The sound encouraged Camille and she started sucking harder.

Her cheap lipstick blended with the filth on Brutus’s cock, creating a grayish-pink smear that ran down his rock-hard shaft. It was disgusting. But it was also exciting. My cunt grew pleasantly warm as I watched.

“MMMMM,” said Camille as she settled into the task at hand, drawing pleasure from the act of pleasing her man. Within a couple of minutes she had swallowed the entire length of Brutus’s cock and was sucking like a bitch in heat. I could tell by the motions in her cheek that she was using her tongue just like I had taught her.

The stall shook as Brutus began to gyrate his hips, slamming his obese body into the metal wall on the opposite side of the glory hole.

“You’re such a trashy whore,” I said to Camille as I stood over her. “Can you believe that six months ago you were in charge of a major corporation? Now you’re on your knees in a public toilet giving head to strangers. It seems I did an extra-good job on you.”

Camille was in no position to reply to my insults, of course. But her reaction was clear from the tears that glided down her cheeks. She was completely, utterly emasculated, under my thumb and unable to resist. At the same time, she was aroused, as I could tell from the tiny bulge in her panties.

Such a peculiar paradox, I thought as I watched my sissy go down on the stranger inhabiting the adjoining stall. Men swagger and strut and pretend that they’re invincible. Yet they’re so easy to control, if one only knows the right buttons to push.

Brutus’s thrusts came harder and faster as he built towards climax. His cock slid back and forth with quick, smooth precision, like a piston in a race car’s engine. His breath quickened and he began to mutter crude compliments in his gravelly voice.

“Yeah, that’s the way, slut,” he said. “You sure know how to please your Daddy! I’m gonna shoot my load straight down your whore throat, and you’re gonna drink every drop.”

Gaining renewed energy from Brutus’s crude compliment, Camille reached up and wrapped her hand around the base of his shaft, jacking him off as she kept sucking away. Her tears had dried up, replaced by a raw animal lust. She was a cock-hungry whore enjoying the feast of her life, and she meant to make the most of the opportunity.

Looking back on it, I realize that Camille exceeded every expectation I had for her that evening. Her only mistake was trying to slip her hand into her panties to fondle herself.

“Don’t you dare,” I growled at her. “You touch that little thing and you’ll regret it for the rest of your miserable life.” She got the point and pulled her hand away. I made a mental note to punish her later.

A deep bellowing sound tore from Brutus’s lips as he began to cum. Camille’s head was thrust backwards by the force of his jism-geyser, but her lips remained tight against his shaft. I watched her throat tighten and relax as she swallowed gallon after gallon of his slimy seed, drinking every precious drop just like a good sissy should.

Brutus pulled his cock out of the glory hole and fell to the floor of his stall, inhaling huge mouthfuls of oxygen. “Mother -fuckin’-god,” he said as he caught his breath. “That was the best blow job I’ve ever had!”

Blushing with pride, Camille looked up at me. “I did it!” she said, her tongue and teeth coated with the chalky aftereffects of her achievement. “I pleased him!”

“Yes, you did, my dear,” I said, stroking her cheek and giving her an approving smile. “Did it taste sweet?”

“Oh, yes, Mistress!” she cooed. “Like nectar!”

“Hey guys!” said Brutus to the other men as he left the restroom. “This whore’s okay! She sucks cock better than a jail-house tramp!”

I decided to pay Camille a rare compliment as the next man hurried into the stall and unzipped his pants. “I have to hand it to you, my dear,” I said. “You were an utter failure as a businessman, but as a cock-sucking sissy you’re one of the best.”

She blushed with well-earned pride as the next cock poked its head through the glory hole. I glanced at the wine glass between her legs and saw a few drops of her sissy-sauce floating in its depths. Brutus had cum in his manly way and she had cum in her sissy way, and both of them got what they had coming.


Wrapping it all up

I’d like to end this book the way it began, with the story of Shannon and her spouse. As you’ll recall, she consulted me for advice on dominating and feminizing him. That was the same day she met my sissy slave Bambi.

As you may have guessed, the project was a smashing success. Roy is now Candy, an unpaid housekeeper and private entertainer. Shannon serves as her agent, employer, and owner.

I was present when the physical part of Candy’s feminization began. She was lying on a medical examination table in my dungeon, looking up at Shannon and I with absolute terror in her eyes.

Months of a near-starvation diet had caused her to lose over 100 pounds. Now stick-thin, what body fat remained was all in her ass and legs. Surprisingly, this gave her gams a set of luscious curves that would have turned on any man.

“Raise your right leg in the air, Candy,” I ordered, reaching for the straight razor that sat soaking in a bowl of sudsy water nearby.

“Yes, Mistress Scarlett,” she said, her voice quivering with fear. “You’re not going to hurt me, are you?”

“Relax, Candy,” Shannon said. “We’re only going to do what’s best for you.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Candy said, complying with my order. Grasping her upraised ankle in one hand, I used the other to run the razor down her leg. Huge gobs of hideous man-hair fell off her calf and thigh.

“Oh, Mistress Scarlett,” she said sweetly, “that feels so good!”

“Glad to hear it,” I said, running the blade down the full length of her right leg, all the way to her balls. I repeated the process until her entire leg was smooth and silky, then did the same to her left leg.

Candy began to cry at some point. “I’ll never be a man again, will I?” she cried out in despair.

“No, Candy,” said Shannon, a look of satisfaction on her face. “You won’t. I won’t let you.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Candy, choking back her tears. “I’ll be a good sissy for you, I promise.”

Of course you will, I said, holding the razor against her erect cock. “You won’t have any choice.”

Candy nodded her head in silence as I continued to shave her anorexic body. “Just think of how pretty you will look after you get your new breasts,” I said, using a sponge to wipe up the loose hairs left over from her now-smooth chest.

“She smiled.” I’ll be the prettiest sissy in the whole town. The man will fondle my boobs and fuck my slutty mouth. And, when they cum, I’ll swallow every drop, just like a good sissy should.”

“You’ll enjoy that, won’t you, Candy?” said Shannon, using her fingers to trace the outline of her sissy husband’s cock head. Candy gasped with pleasure.

“Will I ever get to cum again?” she asked.

“Probably not,” I said with an air of finality. “It’s best that you live the rest of your life in fear and frustration. That way you’re unlikely to run away or backtalk “your Mistress.”

“Yes, Mistress Scarlett,” said Candy, a hint of despair in her voice. “I understand. It’s for my own good.”

“Yes, Candy,” said Shannon. “It is.”

“Everything that’s happening to me is for my own good,” said Candy. “I’m a lucky sissy. I’m a lucky sissy.”

“That’s exactly right,” I said. “Keep telling yourself that until you believe it with all your heart and soul.”

Once Candy’s body was free of every trace of hair, I took out a jar of scented skin lotion and rubbed it into her from head to toe. The air filled with a rosy fragrance as I did so.

I used a towel to wipe off the excess, then Shannon trimmed her sissy’s toenails before I painted them pink. I ordered Candy to raise her legs in the air once more so that Shannon and I could adorn her with her new silk stockings. The semi-transparent material gleamed in the dungeon’s subdued lighting.

“I have such pretty legs,” said Candy. “Nothing like the ugly, hairy legs that Roy had. It’s like he’s dead and I’ve been reborn.”

“That’s exactly what’s happened, my dear,” said Shannon, giving her spouse a gentle kiss on the cheek. “You’re my property. From now on the only thing she will think about are pretty clothes, gaudy jewelry, men’s cocks, and my wrath.”

“That’s good,” said Candy. “My body and mind are far too weak to do anything else. I’m a lucky sissy. I’m a lucky sissy.”

Her new thigh-highs in place, I ordered Candy to stand up so that Shannon and I could dress her in her frilly pink panties. She blushed as we did so, a vacant look in her eyes as she ran her hand across the butter-soft fabric. “I’m a lucky sissy,” she repeated, a robotic tone in her soft, feminine voice. “I’m a lucky sissy. I’m a lucky sissy.”

Then came her spaghetti strap platform heels. I tied them around her ankles and she took her first steps in them. She staggered a little at first but was soon strutting around the dungeon like a street walker, her smooth sissy ass looking picture-perfect in her new underwear.

“Do you think we should give her a bra?” Shannon asked me. “Or should we wait until she gets the implants?”

Let’s do it now, I said, reaching into a nearby lingerie closet for a pink A cup brassiere. Candy raised her hands in the air as I dressed her in it, hooking it in the back.

“I have an idea,” said Shannon, reaching for a box of tissues. “Here you are, my dear,” she said as she stuffed the cups full. “This will give you the figure of a real Woman until you have breasts of your own.”

“Thank you, Mistress Shannon,” Candy said. “You’re very kind.”

“You know,” I said to Candy playfully, stroking her ass crack through her panties, “Your wife is already fucking other men. They sleep with her in the bed that was once yours. How does that make you feel?”

“Ashamed,” said Candy, her voice cracking as she hung her head low. “My wife feminized me because I wasn’t man enough. I’m a silly, stupid sissy with a tiny cock, and I always will be.”

“That’s exactly right,” said Shannon, grasping Candy’s shoulders in her strong, feminine hands and looking the sissy straight in the eye. “You’re nothing but a limp-cock sissy whose only purpose is to serve me and my lovers. Got it?”

“Yes, dear,” said Candy, emulating the tone of voice used by henpecked husbands since time began. “You’re right, dear.”

“Your wife and I are now in charge of your construction company, Candy,” I said. “We fired all the men and gave all of the Women substantial raises.”

“That’s exactly how it should be,” said Candy, expressing the compliant attitude I had forced her to adopt. “Women are superior to men and should rule the world. The only thing worse than a man is a sissy like me.”

“Excellent!” said Shannon, giving me a wink and a grin. “Keep thinking that way.”

We continued to dress Candy like a woman, outfitting her with a tiny red dress that showed off her sexy legs. We applied her makeup, gave her long pink fingernails, trimmed her eyebrows, and top it all off with a curly blonde wig. By the time we were done, she looked just like a real Woman, the trashy kind one sees at bars and in mobile home parks across the country.

She cooed with delight as she looked at herself in the full-length mirror, clasping her hands against her chest as she posed for herself. “I’m so lovely!” she said.

“Yes you are,” said Shannon. “And, because you’ve been such a good sissy, Mistress Scarlett and I have a reward for you.” Placing her feet shoulder length apart, she lifted the hem of her skirt to reveal her freshly shaved sex. “We will allow you to worship our cunts with your mouth.”

Candy was so happy she began to cry. “Oh, Mistress!” she cried out. “I’m the luckiest sissy in the whole world!”

“Stop gabbing and get to work!” I snapped at her, slapping her face with the back of my hand. The force of the blow spun her around and drove her to the floor. When she looked up at me, I could see that she had blackened her right eye and broken one of her new fingernails. It was a lovely sight to behold.

“Crawl to me, slut,” said Shannon, fingering her clit as she looked at her newly minted sissy lustily. “Put your whore mouth to good use for a change.”

“Yes, Mistress Shannon, right away, Mistress Shannon,” said Candy, scurrying over to her spouse on her hands and knees like a frightened mouse. Holding onto Shannon’s thighs for support, she ran her tongue along her owner’s sultry, steaming pussy lips, making the dominant Woman moan with pleasure.

I stared in erotic fascination at Shannon’s exposed sex, my clitty pulsing and throbbing with excitement. I looked with genuine envy at Candy as she plunged her tongue deep into her owner’s cunt, lapping at her sugar walls.

Shannon bent her legs at the knees and began to ride the emasculated sissy’s face, her lovely features twisted into an aggressive, aroused snarl. She was the one in charge here and she knew it.

I was reaching up my skirt to fondle myself before I realized that masturbation alone would never satisfy my raging lust. In that moment, that perfect moment in which all of my plans and dreams and aspirations were coming true before my eyes, I had to have another Woman to make love to.

It occurred to me that behind Shannon’s pussy was another hole for me to explore. Coming up behind her, I sat on the cold concrete floor and pulled up the back of her skirt, staring at her perfectly shaped ass with lustful longing before burying my face deep in its crack.

My tongue went to work instantly, probing the depths of her sphincter as my fingers pinched and stroked her ass cheeks. Shannon began to quake with arousal, as sheer ecstasy poured through her long, lithe body.

Candy fulfilled her part of the bargain, running her tongue like a snake over her wife’s clit while fondling her thighs. Not to be outdone, I buried my face even deeper in Shannon’s ass, sucking out her delicious juices and swallowing them greedily.

My own cunt was on fire by this point. But I didn’t care. Shannon’s needs were all that mattered. I didn’t just lust for her anymore. I genuinely loved her. I wanted to spend the rest of my life making love to her, while Candy served the two of us with absolute devotion.

My beloved’s body began to quake with ever-growing excitement as her slave and I each focused all of our energies on our respective hole. I didn’t care that I was eating her shit. To me it tasted like ambrosia. As for Candy, she lapped up the vaginally secretions flowing out of Shannon’s cunt with an eagerness that matched mine.

During the entire affair, she made no effort to touch herself. Her cock was as meaningless in that moment as my clit. Our only purpose in this world was to give pleasure to Shannon, to make love to her body while submitting to her fabulous feminine mind.

When the moment of orgasm came, it spread over all three of us at the same time. Shannon screamed and bucked and pounded her fists into the sides of her sissy’s head.

Candy’s panties turned dark as her balls drenched the silk fabric with their load. She had submitted to every step in the forced feminization process, and her reward was the sissygasm that was now rushing through her body. It was the last orgasm she would ever have, before a combination of penectomy and castration at the hands of an overseas doctor robbed her of the chance for physical pleasure forever.

My own orgasm came despite the fact that I had never touched myself. It started between my lips, with the taste of Shannon’s filth filling my mouth and throat. It ran like a tidal wave down my neck, tingling my tits before continuing through my nervous system, till at last it struck my pussy with tidal wave force.

My clit and pussy lips and sugar walls raged with an inner fire that I had no desire to quench. The sensation overwhelmed me, knocking me backwards to the floor. Unconsciousness raced through my mind as I blacked out.

Later I would wake up in a hospital room, Shannon beside me, holding my hand. She would nurse me as I recovered from my concussion over the next several days. After that, we would make a quick trip down to the tropics for our wedding.

Candy would serve as her bridesmaid. As far as the world was concerned, Roy was dead; there was even a death certificate attesting to that fact.

This is why I’ve devoted my life to forced feminization, my dear readers. Nothing else could create such perfect bliss in men and women alike. Keep that in mind as you turn the man in your life into your own sweet sissy slave. Shannon and I wish you all the best as you embark on this new adventure.

-Scarlett Redd, September 2020
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