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    The Stepford Sissies 
 
    By 
 
    Scarlett Redd 
 
      
 
    Imagine a community where women rule and men become feminized sissy maid playthings. That’s what happens in Stepford, where the normal rules are turned on their head, with delicious results. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter One 
 
    “Jane!” Sam bellowed like an angry bull. “Where are the potato chips? Me and the guys are hungry!” 
 
    “Coming, dear,” I said, scurrying out of the kitchen with a huge plastic bowl in my hand. I held my breath as I entered the smoke-filled living room, trying to disguise my displeasure with the cigar-laden stench as I placed the potato chips on the poker table. “Here they are,” I said. “I’ll be right back with the beers.” 
 
    Sam frowned and rolled his eyes. “Couldn’t you bring it all at the same time?” he said. “Now we gotta wait even longer!” 
 
    My face tensed as I said, “I’m sorry, dear. I only have two hands.” 
 
    “Well, hurry up!” he shouted, shaking his head as he looked around at his friends. “Can’t get good help nowadays, can you boys?” he said. “Not even from your own wife!” 
 
    “I know what you mean,” said Sam’s friend Jack as he took a giant handful of chips. “Women are stupid and lazy, all of them.” The air filled with a loud crunching sound as he shoveled the grease-laden potato food into his mouth. 
 
    “Hey, watch it pal,” said Sam, cigar smoldering between his index and ring finger as he pointed at the other man. “That’s my old lady you’re talking about.” 
 
    Jack turned pale as he held up his hands, palms facing outward as if he were being robbed. “Sorry, Sam,” he muttered, crumbs dribbling out of his mouth and falling onto his protruding belly. He wore no shirt. “Didn’t mean to offend.” 
 
    Sam guffawed as he inserted the cigar into his mouth and chewed on it like a cancerous lollipop. “It’s okay, Jack,” he said, glaring at me as I stood there. “Notice she’s still hanging around, instead of obeying my orders.” The other man nodded in agreement and turned their attention to their cards. 
 
    Sam’s cold verbal slap sent me rushing to the kitchen. Once there, I inhaled great mouthfuls of air, grateful for the opportunity to put clean oxygen in my lungs. I closed my eyes and clenched my fists, whispering, “He’s the man; don’t forget that, Jane. He makes the money and runs the house. You obey his orders and take care of him. That’s what a good wife does.”  
 
    I forced my anger down into the deep, dark place at the bottom of my soul and focused on the task at hand, opening the fridge and taking out the glass mugs I had been pre-chilling for hours. I poured fresh brew into each of the glasses from the keg dispenser on the kitchen counter, piled them onto a massive silver platter, and carried them into the living room.  
 
    The weight of the fermented liquid strained my back and gave me sharp, stabbing pains between my shoulders and at the base of my spine. I winced as I struggled with the cumbersome load, navigating my way to the poker table and setting the platter on a serving tray alongside it. 
 
    Neither Sam nor his friends looked up at me, though one of them did grunt as I placed a mug beside him. I finished the errand and was about to retreat back to the kitchen when one of them, a tall, tank top-clad beanpole named Jake, took a sip of the frigid, potent brew and scrunched his face. “Hey, Sam,” he said to my spouse. “Are you disrespecting your old buddies? This shit tastes like piss!” 
 
    I watched Sam’s face darken as he absorbed the comment in silence. His eyes turned cold as steel as he glared across the room at me. “Don’t tell me you bought the cheap stuff!” he said, his nostrils flared and his fingers turning white as he clutched his cards in a death grip.  
 
    “Well, dear,” I said with slow, careful precision, “I have been trying to economize lately – what with the credit cards being maxed out – and the man at the store said this brand was just as good as what I usually buy.”   
 
    Silence fell across the room as the men’s mouths gaped open. A few of them dropped their cards on the table face up. Sam glanced down for a moment, then turned his attention to me. “That’s about the dumbest thing I’ve ever heard, Jane,” he said. He shook his head and threw a dismissive hand up in the air. “What the fuck you gonna do, boys?” he said to those seated. “You know women!” 
 
    Several of the men nodded in agreement. “That’s the truth, buddy!” said Jake, holding up his mug. “I propose a toast,” he said. “To stupid woman and sour beer!” His crack brought a hearty round of laughter as Sam and his friends clinked their mugs together, then inhaled huge mouthfuls of brew.  
 
    “I have a headache,” I said as I turned away from the dreary spectacle. “I’m going to bed.” I dashed up the stairs to the bedroom and threw myself onto the mattress. I punched the sheets as cried out, “why, oh why did I marry that monster!” My tears stained the blanket as I released the tensions that had been building up inside of me the entire day.  Exhaustion overcame me as I wept and I fell into a fitful sleep. 
 
    “Hey, baby! Wake up!” 
 
    The sound of Sam’s voice cut through the fog of sleep, like a rapist’s knife slitting the throat of his victim. It ripped me away from the land of rest and back into the world of awakening. “Wh…what?” I muttered, staring up at my spouse’s leering face, which hovered inches above mine. The stench of his beer- and cigar-laden breath assaulted my senses.  I looked away from him as I said, “what are you talking about, Sam?” 
 
    “I’m talking about the scam I played on those poor suckers tonight! That whole deal about the shitty beer made ‘em drop their guard. It gave me a chance to see their cards.” He waved a handful of grimy $20 and $50 bills at me. “I cleared over $500 tonight!” A smug grin adorned his unshaven face as he said, “I told you that scam would work! Hell, I’m a genius!” 
 
    “I’m glad, Sam,” I said, my weary eyes focused on the angry red numbers on the alarm clock that screamed 3:30 AM into my beleaguered mind. “I really am.” 
 
    He snorted. “Think I’ll buy myself a new fishing rod with the cash,” he said. I rolled my eyes, thinking so much for catching up on the bills.  
 
    “Speaking of ‘rods,’” he continued, his hand going to his crotch, “I’ve got a reward for you!”  
 
    Oh, no, I thought as I forced myself to grin at him. Oh, please; no. Not tonight. Please. But my silent plea went ignored by an uncaring universe as Sam’s trousers dropped around his knees. Moments later I felt his miniscule manhood enter my outer layers as he began a Neanderthal-like pumping motion that revived the agony in my tortured back.  
 
    Then, to make my torment complete, he planted his slimy, sweaty, slobbering lips on mine. I tasted all of the foul contaminants he had been ingesting and inhaling over the past several hours as he used me like a urinal. At last, mercifully he achieved his objective and rolled off of me. The buzz saw-like snoring that poured from his lips as he did so was my cue to escape. I fled to the bathroom, knelt before the commode, and ejected the contents of my stomach into the porcelain bowl as nausea overwhelmed me.  
 
    I watched the bile-encrusted chunks of half-digested food swirl down the drain as I flushed over and over again. My stomach at last empty, I stood and stumbled to the sink, turning on the faucet as I filled a paper cup with tepid water and rinsed out my mouth. 
 
     As I looked up, I stared in shock at the image of a small, exhausted, defeated woman staring back at me in the mirror. Compassion for that wretched person filled me as I looked into her aging face. She – me – was trapped in a dank, dark, murky Hell from which there seemed no escape.  
 
    Had I a firearm within reach, I would have freed her from her anguish. But all of Sam’s guns were carefully locked away in a basement safe. So for me there was be no escape that night, only a distant yearning for something, anything, that would take me away from my wretched despair. But, if there was the promise of liberation in that supremely sorrowful moment, it was hidden by the dark clouds of grief that robbed the sunlight from my soul.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    I was serving Sam his dinner the following Monday afternoon when he said in a casual tone, “We’ll probably need to move in the next month or so. Start packing.” 
 
    His revelation struck me with all the force of a baseball bat to my head, almost making me drop the huge portion of meatloaf I was carving out of the baking dish with a spatula. I regained my composure long enough to place the serving on his dish, then fell into the dining room chair across from him. “Move?” I said, clasping my hands together. “Why? Where?” I felt my blood pressure rising as my heart began to race. 
 
    “100 miles north of here,” said Sam, talking as he shoveled a mouthful of meatloaf into his mouth. “The company has opened a new branch around Springdale and they want me to help get it going. Should be a real long-term thing; raise, promotion, all that stuff.” 
 
    My eyes dropped, then I looked up at my husband. I wrapped my trembling hands around my knee and tried to sound calm. “But where will we live?” I asked. “We’ve been here all our lives!” 
 
    Sam turned his attention away from his meal and to me for a moment. “Don’t let it worry you, baby,” he said. “The company has a residential subdivision nearby; some place called Stepford. It’s five minutes from the new location. Great houses; two-story, nice yards, even a private golf course.” He snorted. “Hell, I’m looking forward to kicking some ass on the links! Course, they damn well better provide carts, cause there’s no way in hell I’m gonna walk 18 holes!” 
 
    “I see,” I said. Rage rose up within my mind as I thought about what Sam had just told me. What a dirty, rotten SOB, I thought. He doesn’t consult me, doesn’t ask my opinion, just tells me out of the blue that I’ve got to rearrange my whole life to match his priorities. What a piece of shit. If Sam sensed my feelings, then he didn’t show it. He ignored me as he devoured the meatloaf and messed around with his cell phone. 
 
    I stood. “Sam,” I said, “if you don’t mind, dear, I’m feeling a little headache coming on. Do you mind if I relax in my sewing room for a bit?” 
 
    “Nah, go ahead,” he said without looking up. I left the dining room, crossed through the kitchen, and into the tiny room that served as my sewing area. I shut the door behind me, locked it, pulled the shade down, and fired up the laptop that sat on a small table in the corner. I settled into a cushy chair as the screen flickered to life. 
 
    I tapped a well-known address into the keyboard and navigated to a site I had visited hundreds of times before. I licked my lips as I logged into my account and browsed through the latest videos. I saw one entitled “husband gets humiliated and degraded by dominant wife” and clicked on it. I crossed my legs as the images began to display. 
 
    “Oh… oh wow,” I said, feeling my cunt grow moist as the action commenced. It began with an older man who was handcuffed face-up to the four corners of the bed. His arms were stretched above his head and looked as if they might tear out of their sockets; same with his legs. He was naked, shivering, and weeping. “Please, honey,” he cried out. “Please don’t do this. I’m sorry I forgot your birthday.” 
 
    From around the corner came a statuesque blonde dressed entirely in black. She wore ebony knee-high boots with stiletto heels, a leather bustier, and leather gloves. She carried a wicked -looking bullwhip in her right hand. Her face was stern. “I’m going to make you really sorry, sweetheart,” she said in a commanding voice”. By the time I’m done you’ll be a screaming, blubbering mess.” 
 
    I felt the blood rush from my face and into my loins as the woman cracked the air with the whip, making a wicked SNAP sound. The man moaned as the sound reverberated through his eardrums. His wife began whirling the flog over her head, slowly at first and then ever faster till it was spinning around like a helicopter blade.  
 
    Then, with a quick flick of her wrist, she struck. The rawhide cord landed across the center of the man’s scrotum. He shrieked in a high, almost feminine voice as a crimson weld appeared on his tender, yielding flesh. I rubbed my inner thigh as I watched. 
 
    The furious wife struck again, this time landing a blow on her husband’s cock. It carved a deep gash that tore out a chunk of skin. I saw specks of blood appear on the edge of the whip. My tits began to tingle as I watched. My pussy was becoming sopping wet. The air in the small room filled with the scent of my musky arousal. 
 
    The woman began a rhythmic, fast-paced series of blows that spread across the man’s body from his shins to his neck. Each time a blow landed a new streak of gore appeared. The stupid man was screamed his fool head off. I nodded in approval. “Serves him right,” I whispered as my fingers stroked my quivering pussy lips. “I hope she beats him to death.” 
 
     I looked with lustful fascination as the woman’s lean, sleekly muscled body moved with cat-like grace. My free hand explored the inner regions of my womanhood. My heart pounded against my ribs. 
 
    I tensed as the screen faded to black for a moment. “No,” I uttered. “That can’t be all. I need to see more; much, much more.” I breathe a sigh of relief a second later as the action continued. The woman now had a metal rod in her hand. The husband gasped as he stared at his wife’s new implement of torture.  
 
    “Please, honey,” he said. “I’m begging you. Please don’t use that on me!” His face was as pale as death as he issued his plea. The woman only smirked and struck his right nipple. Again I saw blood as the weapon made an inch-long incision right across her his man-tit, dragging jagged ribbons of his skin along with it. My thumb and forefinger clasped my clit and began rubbing and squeezing. Perspiration beaded on my forehead as my breath came in and out of my lungs in quick, furious gasps. My tits and ass cheeks tingled with ecstasy, joining with my clit in a celebration of womanly erotic pleasure. It was amazing! 
 
    The woman began really unwinding on her dim-witted, inconsiderate spouse with the metal rod. She struck his chest, stomach, thighs, knees, shins, even the tops of his feet with the length of steel. The metal was not completely rigid. As it tore through the air it flexed slightly as it lacerated the defenseless man over and over. His screams faded, replaced by a pathetic wail of despair as he surrendered all hope of mercy or release. He was her property, for her to use as she saw fit.  
 
    My climax came a moment later, bursting from my clit, engulfing my pussy walls, and spreading down my legs and up my torso, blending with the ecstatic pleasure in my nipples and ass cheeks. I bellowed in lustful joy, then clamped my mouth shut as I remembered that Sam was only a couple of rooms away. Still, the white-hot pleasure of the experience obliterated the rage and despair that had engulfed me since the party two nights before. My body gyrated wildly on the stool as wave after wave of orgasm coursed through every nerve of my being. 
 
    I was still breathing hard and heavy as the video reached its climactic point. The man lay unconscious on the bed, his head drooping, his body spent. His wife took a rag and wiped his lifeblood from the rod. She looked at the camera with a gleam in her eye and said, “That’s what happens in this house when my husband gets out of line. Hope you enjoyed it.” The screen faded to black and the credits appeared. 
 
    “I did enjoy it,” I said, regaining my composure as I stared at the screen with a wide-eyed grin. “I enjoyed it very much.” I grabbed the edge of the table to steady myself as I stood on rubbery legs. I walked over to the closet, took out a fresh pair of panties and a new house dress and changed my clothes. I visited the small bathroom attached to the room, douched my inner regions, and sat on the toilet to take a relaxing pee. As the urine flowed from my body, I pictured it streaming over Sam’s face, it’s salty scent filling the air as he endured the degradation, I was inflicting on him. 
 
    I stood, looking into the mirror and viewing a different woman than the one I’d seen the night of Sam’s poker game. This one was beautiful and confident, showing a radiant glow that poured out of her voluptuous 30-year-old frame and filled the air around her. I studied her full lips, high cheekbones, and honey-blonde hair. She was lovely. I slipped out of my dress, panties and bra and let them fall to the floor, admiring my ample bosom, cute little rosy nipples, and long lean waist. “This body is too good for that pig,” I said. “Probably why he ignores it so much.” 
 
    I sighed as I put my dull, everyday clothes back on, ran a brush through my hair, and left the room to resume my duties as an obedient wife. But inside I burned with a fire that demanded release. Unknown to me at the time, the day of my deliverance was soon to arrive.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    Tonya sighed as she regarded me with a sad look. “Your problem, Jane,” she said with an air of resignation, “is that you don’t have sex with other women anymore. I’ve told you time and again that men are scum.” 
 
    I shook my head and pursed my lips. “Let’s not go over that again, my dear stepsister,” I said. “I came to you for legal advice, not another lecture on the virtues of lesbianism.” I looked at her across her massive oaken desk, which was amazingly neat given her propensity for making messes. She wore a ladies’ designer business suit that cost more than most people’s houses. Her rich, full lips, dark, clear complexion, big brown eyes, and shoulder length midnight hair reminded me of a world-famous movie actress whose name I couldn’t quite place.  
 
    Tonya’s wrist, neck, and two of her fingers glittered with tasteful yet sinfully expensive gold jewelry. Various degrees, certificates, and citations of accomplishment covered her office, including a law degree from an Ivy League university. A collection of photographs showed her standing beside noted female politicians and feminist leaders. 
 
     “You’re amazing, you know that?” I said as I looked around the spacious room. “Only 28 years old; yet you’ve achieved so much.” 
 
    “Just hard work and a little luck,” she said, giving me a wink. 
 
    I nodded. “And amazing intelligence,” I said. “And an insanely intense worth ethic.  And, let’s not forget, more ambition than a legion of emperors.” 
 
    She chuckled. “I’d deny it if I could,” she said, shifting her position in the immense leather-bound office chair that cradled her supple athletic form. “But let’s get down to business. You’ve finally decided to divorce Sam’s sorry ass. Good for you! Now we need to figure out how to take away his money. I have some private eyes that I’m sure can dig up some dirt on him, the kind that will make the judge angry as hell - especially if she turns out to be a woman.” 
 
    I gave my stepsister an exasperated look. “I’ve told you time and again,” I said, “I don’t want to hurt him! I just want to get away from him.” I stared down at the polished hardwood floor beneath my feet. “I don’t care about getting a single red cent,” I said dreamily, “so long as I’m free.” 
 
    Tonya interlocked her fingers, taking on the air of an attorney launching into a prolonged debate. “And why don’t you want his money, Jane?” she said in a matter-of-fact way. “You’ve cooked for him, cleaned house for him, and washed his clothes for five years. You’ve polished his shoes more than once, not to mention his knob.” She leaned forward. “You don’t think you deserve some compensation for all of that?” 
 
    I looked away from her, wiping away the moisture that filled my eyes. “That’s my duty,” I said. “I’m his wife, and the wife submits to her husband and takes care of his needs, whatever they may be.” 
 
    Tonya let out an exasperated groan. “I swear,” she said,” If I ever figure out a way to sue that damn cult that brainwashed you back in college, then I’ll put them out of business. “They should be locked away for 100 years for all that shit they pump into women’s minds.” She looked up at the ceiling, then back at me. “They’re criminals, pure and simple.” 
 
    I bowed my head and blushed, my face glazing over with nostalgia as I reflected on the past 12 years of my life “They kept me company when I was lonely, Tonya,” I said. “They gave me a reason for living when I was too depressed to think straight. They helped to get me in touch with my feminine nature, which, whether you admit it or not, is basically submissive. It’s our gender’s duty to serve men and submit to them, not challenge their rightful place of dominance over the earth.” 
 
    Tonya looked away in disgust. “Whatever,” she said. “I’m not going to waste time arguing with you. The important thing is to get you out of that house and away from that piece of shit.” 
 
    “I guess,” I said, looking at my trembling hands and shaking my head. I studied the plain gold band that encircled one finger; the edges were tarnished. My other fingers were unadorned. I remembered what a thoughtless jeweler told me once: lovely piece of costume jewelry you’re wearing. Now, you mentioned you wanted to buy your husband a Rolex. I have models for as low as $7,000.00… 
 
    I was so lost in my own thoughts that I failed to notice Tonya as she stood up and walked over to where I was sitting. I felt her hand on my shoulder, and I buried my head against her exquisite breasts for support as I wept. “There, there,” she said, stroking my hair with her strong, beautiful fingers. I felt a wave of sisterly love wash over me, along with a desire I had not experienced in years, at least not for another woman.  
 
    I think that’s why I didn’t fight back when she kissed me. In fact, I pulled her closer as our lips locked. I sensed her body’s heat as it mingled with mine, our feminine forms pressed together in an erotic dance of lustful union that only gay and bi women can understand. 
 
    Then I pushed her away and got to my feet. “I’m sorry,” I said. “I gave to get out of here!” 
 
    She touched my arm. “Relax,” she said. “We’re step sisters, remember? Besides, we haven’t been together since you got married.” She cocked her head and looked at me lovingly, her brown eyes twin pools of adoration with me as their object of desire. “I miss you, my darling.” 
 
    I looked at her longingly, yearning for her womanly essence to embrace me and keep me safe. Then the old feelings of guilt reasserted themselves. “I can’t,” I said, rushing to the door. “I have to get ready for this weekend. Sam and I are going to visit Stepford and – “ 
 
    ‘STEPFORD?” she exclaimed, looking like she had just received the shock of her life. “The community 100 miles north? Jane, sit down, please! I have to tell you something!” 
 
    “No!” I shouted, flinging open her office door. I turned to look at her before I ran away in fear. My mouth hung open as my mind struggled for the right words. “I’m sorry,” I blurted out at last. “I…I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Jane, wait! Please!” she cried as I fled from her office and to the street outside. I stood still for a moment, fighting to suppress my feelings lest I turn and run back into my stepsister’s arms. At last, with a supreme effort of will, I forced myself to cross the street to the parking lot where my car waited. As I got in, I cast one last, longing look towards Tonya’s office. Then, sorrow stabbing at my heart, I drove away. My vehicle merged with the city’s traffic as I left my one true love behind.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    That night I lay in bed exhausted from the emotional ordeal with Tonya. I was so tired that not even Sam’s snoring could keep me awake. As I drifted into sleep my mind went back to the day of my 18th birthday… 
 
    “Congratulations, stepsister!” said Tonya, giving me a tight hug. “You’re finally an adult!” 
 
    I returned her embrace, my face radiating the joy I felt. “Thanks, my dear sister,” I said. “At least now I can vote!” 
 
    Tonya looked at me joyfully, her hands on my shoulders. The fragrance of her musky cologne teased my nostrils, as did the neck line of her plunging blouse. “So,” she said, her eyes darting up and down as they scanned my body, “What do you want to do tonight? We can hit the bars; I’ve got a fake ID that will get you into the best clubs in town!” 
 
    “I…” My voice trailed off as my eyes dropped to the floor. There was a moment of silence, then I said, “oh, never mind.” 
 
    Tonya’s fingers brushed against my cheek, sending sparks of electricity through me. “No,” she said, her face a picture of concern, “tell me, please.” 
 
    I looked at her, a lump forming in my throat as I fixated on her full, luscious lips. “Well,” I said, summoning the courage to say was on my mind, “I’d like to… I mean, now that I’m 18 and you’ve been 20 for a few months, I thought we…” The lump in my throat grew larger, choking off my words. 
 
    Again Tonya’s fingers brushed against my cheek. “I think I know what you’re trying to say,” she said. “Meet me in my bedroom in 15 minutes.” 
 
    “Yes ma’am!” I said with a squeal. The two of us left each other to prepare for our first lovemaking session. I locked myself in the restroom, ran a razor over my legs and other parts of my body to ensure they were smooth, sprayed a little of my favorite perfume on my neck, and gave myself a quick look-see. My abs were nice and tight, my hips broad, my breasts firm, and my skin glowing with the beginning of a summer tan. 
 
    I didn’t have time to shave my pussy, but it’s never been very hairy anyway. I smiled at my reflection, draped myself in a bathrobe, and scurried down the hallway to Tonya’s bedroom, where she waited me. As I did, cunt juices dribbled down my silky inner thighs. 
 
    When I entered her bedroom I looked around in confusion; she was nowhere to be seen. “Tonya?” I called out. “Where are you?” 
 
    “In here,” Tonya said, her voice coming from her bathroom. “Lie down on the mattress and wait for me.” There was a dominant edge to her voice that peaked my arousal. I threw off the bathroom and pressed my naked body against her mattress, squirming in anticipation of what was to come. Moments later she appeared in the doorway, her body radiant from rubbing oils into her flawless skin. My mind raced with lustful thoughts as I worshiped my stepsister’s magnificent form with my eyes.  
 
    “Like what you see?” Tonya asked with a coy smile, raising her arms above her head and tilting your hips to accentuate her natural curves. 
 
    I was breathing so hard I could barely speak. “Oh, oh yes,” I said in a throaty whisper. “I want your body next to mine.” 
 
    Tonya sauntered towards me slowly. My hands went up to my clit. “No!” she ordered. “Hands off!”  
 
    “Yes ma’am,” I said with an air of obedient fear, jerking my hand away from my womanly essence. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “You should be,” she said as she climbed on to the mattress and straddled her body directly over mine. Her face was a mask of seriousness as she said, “if we’re to be lovers, then you must submit to my control. Got it?” I nodded silently, signaling my willing submission to her dominance. 
 
    “Close your eyes,” she said. I did so. As I did, I felt the hot, wet tip of her tongue touch my forehead then run along my face, over the ridge of my nose, then around the edges of my lips, over my chin, and down my throat. She hovered there for a moment, then traced a line across my neck with her finger. 
 
    “You driving me wild, stepsister,” I said. “Every nerve is on fire.” 
 
    “I know,” she said”. “I own you. Don’t I, my dear?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said, every fiber of my being longing for her. 
 
    “’Yes’ what?” she said, laying alongside me as she stroked my left nipple with her right forefinger. “Tell me, my slave sister,” she said. 
 
    “Yes, you own me,” I said, feeling as if I were about to burst with unfulfilled longing. “I’m your property, your slave.” 
 
    “Indeed you are,” said Tonya. “I’m going to collar you and pierce your clit. I’ll mark you as my own forever.” As she spoke, she ran a finger down my abdomen, swirled it around the outer edges of my labia, then began quick, penetrating motions in and out of my vagina, taking care to stroke my clit each time she entered me. I writhed on the bed, moaning and pinching my nipples in a fevered effort to relieve the erotic firestorm she was stirring up within me.  
 
    She buried her mouth deep in my womanhood and began running her long, lithe tongue along my pussy walls. As she did so, her hands slid up my torso and pushed my fingers away from my tits, clamping down hard on each of them with her thumb and forefinger. The opposing sensations of pleasure and pain overwhelmed my brain, bringing me under total submission to her will. It was…there are no words for what it was like, other than to say it was inexpressible, unimaginable bliss… 
 
    A horrific BUZZ, BUZZ sound jerked me away from my nostalgic dream. I sat up in bed and looked over at Sam, who was snoring blissfully despite the alarm clock’s deafening din. I began shaking him. “Sam, wake up,” I said. “We have to get ready for the drive to Stepford. Our appointment is at nine AM.”  
 
    One of his eyes popped open as he gave me a resentful look. “Let me sleep a little longer,” he said, then rolled over. 
 
    “I can’t, Sam!” I said, shaking him again. “We have to leave soon if we’re going to be there on time! You told me to made sure we’re not late, remember?” 
 
    His head jerked around as he gave me a look that could kill. “Oh, all right!” he said as he maneuvered his fat, hairy body towards the bathroom. The stomping of his feet sounded like sledgehammers pounding at the inside of my skull. I gritted my teeth while images dark and deadly ran through my mind.  
 
    My hand flew to my cunt as soon as I heard the shower start.  I squeezed my clit between my thumb and forefinger as my other hand pinched and kneaded my tits. My mind picked up where the dream had left off. I imagined my fingers were Tonya’s tongue and lips. “Oh…oh yes, please use me, Tonya. Dominate me. Make me your bitch,” I muttered between clenched teeth.  
 
    In my brain I saw my stepsister using me for her pleasure. I pictured her locking my pussy in a chastity belt and wearing the key around her neck. I saw her fondling my breasts in public while other women watched in lust-crazed fascination. I immersed myself in the porn movie going on between my ears as my fingers stroked and squeezed and pinched my clit. I heard a long, ecstatic moaning wail come from my lips as I struggled to reach orgasm before Sam came out of the bathroom.  
 
    I was on the edge of cumming when Sam turn turned off the shower. A second later I heard him get out of the tub and plant one of this clumsy, oversized feet on the bathroom floor. Oh no, I thought. Please don’t let him come out here till I’m done; please. The risk of being caught caused me to redouble my efforts. My clit burned from the beating it was taking, but I didn’t care. I had to climax within the next few moments or spend the rest of the day frustrated.  
 
    I was approaching that erotic twilight zone that lies on the edge of fulfillment when I heard Sam’s hand on the doorknob inside the bathroom. I froze in place for a moment, then yanked a blanket over me to hide my nakedness. He started to open the door, then said, “I better take a shit first.” I heard his enormous ass plop down on the toilet as he began to grunt. My fingers flew back to the task at hand and I began to rebuild the sense of ecstasy I had so recently lost.  
 
    Again, images of Tonya controlling me raced through my thoughts. But though I hovered on the precipice, I could not push myself over the edge. Then, from a corner of my mind that I didn’t know existed, came a new mental picture. It was of Sam wearing panties and kneeling in shame before a group of tall, beautiful, athletic women.  
 
    What the hell? I thought. Where did that fantasy come from? But my unexpected foray into femdom gave me just what I needed to cum. My hips bucked and my head spun as the sensation washed over me. I clenched my teeth to hold back a throaty cry of Amazonian triumph as I rode the feeling to its peak, then clung to it with iron tenacity as it faded away.  
 
    I fell back on the bed, my clit and my nipples tingling from the aftershocks of ecstasy washing over me. I lay there drenched in sweat, with the fragrant aroma of my cunt juices filling the air like incense at the altar of a pagan god. That was amazing, I thought. Better than any man could give me; and I did it with my own hands! 
 
    “What the hell are you doing?” The sound of Sam’s voice came down on me like a hammer, ripping apart my elation and dragging me back into cold, staid reality. I looked up at him as he stood in front of the bed, giving me an accusing glare. His hands were balled into fists 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    My mind raced as I tried to come up with an answer to Sam’s query. Think, Jane, I told myself. My husband’s mouth started to open when I spit out the reply that came to mind. “I was doing sit ups, honey,” I said. “Just trying to keep my waist trim for you!” 
 
    I watched his eyes glaze over as his mind tried to process what I had just said. “Oh, okay,” he said after several seconds of silence. “That’s good. You know I don’t want you getting fat.” I stared at his massive gut hanging in front of him as he turned towards his dresser. Doesn’t want me getting fat, I thought. He’s a stupid slob and a two-faced hypocrite.  
 
    I got out of bed, chose an outfit from my chest of drawers, and slipped into it. I went downstairs to the kitchen to prepare breakfast for the two of us: bacon, fried eggs, and pancakes for him; whole wheat toast and half of a grapefruit for me. As he inhaled his food, I went to the front porch to check the mail. I was flipping through it when I saw a small yellow envelope with my name etched on it in tiny, precise handwriting. My heart froze as I held it in my hand. It’s from Tonya, I thought. I would recognize her penmanship anywhere.  
 
    I peeked into the house to make sure Sam was still eating; he was. I glanced around to make sure no one was walking their dog or outside for other reasons, then tore open the envelope to get at the message inside. My fingers trembled and my stomach tied itself in the knots as I read the words: 
 
    I’m sorry for the things the way things turned out at my office, my darling. I’m just so tired of seeing you play a servant to that doddering fool you married. I would be so much gentler if I was dominating you instead of him. But you made my day when you mentioned the Stepford community. You’ll love it there. I can’t say why, not in writing, but trust me when I say it will change your life for the better. Remember I’m always here for you should you need anything. I long for the feel of your body next to mine. 
 
    Your Stepsister and Soulmate, 
 
    Tonya 
 
    Love and lust poured through me as I read the words. I looked around once more to make sure no one was spying on me. Then I kissed the message softly before ripping it into tiny pieces and depositing it into the wastebasket on the porch. I stopped for a moment to take a deep, calming breath before going back into the house to face Sam. 
 
    Half an hour later we were on the road headed towards Stepford. I drove while Sam played with his cell phone. Why is Tonya so excited about me moving to this place? I wondered. It’s taking me 100 miles from her, after all. Despite my quandaries, the drive whisked by and before I knew it we were surrounded by the rolling hills that make the northern part of the state so beautiful. As I turned off the highway, I saw a sign along the road that said STEPFORD COMMUNITY 20 MILES. Just below those words I noticed what appeared to be a message scrawled into the sign in jagged, crimson letters. I tried to make out what it said, but it looked as if someone had washed most of the note away and drawn thick black lines through its text. That’s odd, I thought. 
 
    “Sam?” I asked. “Did you see that?” He muttered something unintelligible, then turned his attention back to whatever he was doing on his phone. I put it out of my mind and focused on the drive. About 15 minutes later I saw another sign, this one larger than the last one and situated on the left side of the road. It read WELCOME TO STEPFORD in bright, bold lettering against a pale green background.  
 
    I slowed the car as I approached the main road that led into the subdivision. An impressive -looking cast-iron gate blocked the way. I pulled up to the guard shack in the middle of the street and poked my head out the window.  
 
    “Yes?” said the towering, heavily muscled woman who stepped out to greet us. She wore navy blue pants, a pale blue uniform shirt with bags, and a black leather belt around her waist that held a canister of pepper spray, a handgun, a radio, and an electric cattle prod mounted in a holster. 
 
    “Hi,” I said in as friendly a tone as I could muster. “My husband and I are expected. My name is Jane Breckinridge and this,” I said, nodding toward Sam, “is Mr. Breckinridge.” 
 
    The gargantuan security officer looked in the car, stared at Sam for a moment, and scowled.  
 
    “What’s the matter with you, honey?” He said to her with an arrogant sneer. “Never seen a man before?” 
 
    “No,” said the woman. “And I still haven’t.” 
 
    Sam’s face turned red as his sneer turned to a look of rage. “Now look here!” he blurted out. “I’m Sam Breckinridge. I run the company’s southeastern district and I don’t take shit! Now open that fucking gate and let us in there or I’ll make sure you’re fired!” 
 
    The woman responded to his threat with a look bordering on the homicidal. She pressed her lips tight, glared at Sam for several tense moments, then turned and went back into the building. She pushed a red button and the cast-iron gate slid back, allowing me to drive forward. As I did so I looked in the rearview mirror, noting the strange, knowing smile on the guard’s face as she watched us vanish into the immense community. 
 
    “That’s what the company gets for hiring a female CEO,” growled Sam as I drove. “Bitches start to think they’re as good as men if you give them a little power.” 
 
    “Yes, dear,” I said in the flat, acquiescing tone I had mastered during my five years of marriage. My eyes opened wide a moment later as I look at the address outside an immense, beautifully decorated home. “Sam!” I exclaimed. “Isn’t that the place where we’re supposed to meet the woman?” 
 
    “Yep, that’s it,” said my husband. “Classy joint, I guess. Seen better.” 
 
    As I pulled in the driveway, I stared at the mammoth home in front of us. It was three stories high with a red brick exterior and dark blue shutters alongside the giant windows. The yard was immaculate. In the center of the lawn was a flower bed filled with orange, yellow, and red blooms and surrounded by small field stones.  
 
    I noticed a woman pushing a mower. Two things struck me as unusual about her. One was the fact that she was wearing a mini-skirt that showed off her gorgeous legs and high-heeled shoes; not the usual outfit one dons to cut grass. The other was her platinum blonde hair and giant breasts. She looked like a stripper who had switched careers and was now a landscaper. I felt my pussy grow warm as I looked at her.  
 
    The front door of the home burst open as a well-dressed lady approached our car. As she did, the blonde who was pushing the mower stared at her. The woman who emerged from the house shot the grass cutter a quick, angry look and the tow-headed landscaper resumed her mowing duties.  
 
    Sam and I got out of the car and he stepped in front of me. “I’m Sam Breckinridge,” he said, “and I want that security guard bitch fired.” 
 
    If the woman heard what he said, then he showed no sign of it as she brushed past him and came up to me. “You must be Jane!” said the woman. “Welcome to Stepford! My name is Marjorie.” She was a strawberry blond, slender and slightly taller than me, with an hourglass figure, tanned skin, and ample breasts. She wore pressed blue jeans and a green polo shirt with a symbol I’d never seen before etched into the stitching on the pocket. It reminded me of the biological symbol for the female chromosome but altered subtly. I studied the emblem for a moment and was about to ask her what it represented when she grabbed me by the arm and said, “come on in, dear! I have a lovely reception prepared for you!”  
 
    “Hey!” Sam shouted. “I hate to break this to you, but I’m the guy who earns the money! So why the hell are you ignoring me and worrying about my wife? I take care of her, not you!” As he stood there blustering, I saw a pair of men walking up the street. They approached Sam as he stood there making an ass of himself. One placed his hand on my husband’s shoulder.  
 
    Sam jerked the guy’s hand away and whipped around to confront the new arrivals. I saw the anger dissolve the from his features as he gawked at the other men’s superior height. “Yeah?” He said, his voice quaking. His head darted back and forth as he looked at the duo. I saw his legs shivering. That made me smile. 
 
    “Hi,” said the tallest of the two, extending his hand to shake. “I am Paul Taylor.” He had sandy blonde hair, broad shoulders, and a beaming smile. The straight side of my brain enjoyed looking at him. Not bad, I thought. I wonder what he’s packing between those legs? 
 
    “I am Randy Smith,” said the fellow alongside Paul, a stocky but nonetheless muscular guy with a barrel chest and huge forearms. His hair was dark and rich, as was his complexion. He extended his hand in greeting. “Welcome to Stepford.” 
 
    Sam looked like a child getting ready to run from some schoolyard bullies. Then, calming himself, he shook hands with the men.” Hi,” he said. “I’m Sam, Sam Breckinridge. I’m the district manager in this part of the state.” 
 
    “It is very nice to meet you, Sam,” said Paul in a pleasant but slightly mechanical tone. “I live right across the street. I hear you are quite the beer meister. I brew a special brand of my own. Would you like to see my gear?” 
 
    “His gear is quite impressive,” said Randy in affirmation. “Mine is not quite as good, but I do what I can with it.” 
 
    I saw relief wash over Sam’s face as he listened. “Well, that’s different!” he said. “I’d love to give you guys some beer brewing tips.” He glanced at his watch. “There’s a game coming on about half an hour. I’m cheering for Chicago. What about you guys?” 
 
    “I am afraid I am a San Francisco fan myself,” said Paul, shaking his head apologetically.  
 
    “I am an SF fan as well,” said Randy. 
 
    Sam snickered. “Sorry to hear that,” he said. “I’d love to watch Chicago kick some ass this afternoon. I’m assuming you guys got TVs, right?” 
 
    “We sure do, buddy,” said Paul. “Just got a new 65-inch plasma model. It is huge!” 
 
    “Say,” said Randy to Paul. “Why do not the three of us go over to your house? Sam can teach us his secrets for brewing great beer. Then we can kick back and watch the game!” 
 
    “Now you’re talking my language!” said Sam, his earlier apprehension replaced by his usual swaggering bravado. He looked back at me and the other ladies standing near me. “Sounds like a lot more fun than listening to these hens cackle!” 
 
    “It is a date then!” said Paul, putting his hand on Sam’s shoulder and leading him away. Randy strode alongside the two. Paul and Randy looked back at Marjorie at one point. She returned their gaze by nodding slightly, her eyes glistening like steel as she regarded the three men with a cold stare. 
 
    “Hey!” cried Sam said Randy and Paul. “Are we gonna drink beer and watch football or play house with women?” 
 
    “Let us watch some football,” said Paul.  
 
    “Yes,” said Randy in the same oddly vacant way. “Let us watch football and drink beer.” The threesome disappeared into the yellow vinyl-clad split-level home across the street. 
 
    “Bastard doesn’t even brew his own beer,” I muttered as I watched my husband abandon me for his new buddies. 
 
    “What was that, Jane?” said Marjorie, touching my arm. 
 
     “Nothing,” I said. “Why don’t we go in the house and get to know each other?” 
 
    “Nothing I would like better!” said Marjorie. The two of us walked towards the house, falling into the kind of pleasant conversation women enjoy when their interests and temperament click. At the back of my mind a troubling voice said, wonder why those other men seemed so blank? And why don’t they use contractions in their speech? I ignored the distant warning bells in my brain and decided to simply accept my new friend’s hospitality. As we entered her home, I forgot about my husband entirely. That wouldn’t stay the case for long. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    Marjorie and I had been conversing for about 45 minutes and already I felt at home. We sat in her expansive living room, I in an armchair and she on a plush black leather sofa. While we talked, I gazed admiringly at her home. Not only were the furnishings exquisite, there was no sign of dirt or dust anywhere. Even the air smelled clean. It was a refreshing change from living with Sam’s vile cigar smoking and perpetual messiness. 
 
    “Would you like a cookie?” Marjorie asked me after a while. “And perhaps some tea?” 
 
    “Oh, no thanks,” I said. “I have to watch my weight! Sam doesn’t want me getting fat!” 
 
    “Don’t worry,” she said. “These are low in calories and full of vitamins. You’ll love them!” She gave me a smile and a wink. “Besides, what could it hurt to have only one?” 
 
    “I thought for a second, then said, “Oh, what the heck! Sure; I’ll take one!” 
 
    “Excellent!” Marjorie said. She shouted towards the kitchen, “Brittany! Bring a tray of cookies and some tea for Jane and me. And hurry up, you stupid bimbo!” She clapped her hands twice. The sound of her palms colliding made a crisp CRACK, CRACK sound, like a whip smacking into tender flesh.  
 
    My mouth dropped open. “Marjorie,” I said, my eyebrows furled in shock, “Who are you talking to like that? I thought you guys don’t have kids.” 
 
    “We don’t,” said Marjorie with a coy smile. “I’m talking to my sissy husband.” She turned towards the kitchen. “Brittany!” she shouted. “I told you to get out here with cookies and tea! Hurry up or I’ll use my riding crop on your ass!” 
 
    Seconds later a tall, slender blonde with huge breasts and long, flowing hair appeared in the entryway to the kitchen. She wore a short red skirt that showed off her long, shapely legs and generous bosom. I saw the gleam of her white silken stockings and a small gold bracelet around her right wrist. She was wearing red high heels that matched her dress. Her fingernails were painted scarlet and she had an odd, vacant look in her eyes. She held a silver platter with a small teapot balanced on it. 
 
    “I am sorry it took so long, dear,” the woman said. “Let me bring these over and I will serve them to you and your guest. Afterwards, please punish me for being stupid and slow.” 
 
    My eyes bulged as I looked at the new arrival. I turned to Marjorie and said, “that’s your husband?” 
 
    She laughed. “Well, sort of,” she said with a shrug of her shoulders. “Although nowadays she’s more of a wife, actually.” As the tall, submissive sissy brought our snacks to us, Marjorie said, “all of the women in this community have feminized their husbands.”  
 
    “They let you do that to them?” I asked. 
 
    Marjorie laughed again. “Well, to be honest,” she said, regarding her spouse with a vicious grin, “we didn’t really give them a choice. Isn’t that right, Brittany?” 
 
    I saw the blonde’s eyes mist over as she wiped a tear from her face. “Yes, dear,” she said in a tiny, terrified voice. “You forced us to feminize.” Brittany’s hand brushed her crotch. “I still remember the pain.” Her face showed anguish for a moment, then became blank and smooth as she said, “But it was for my own good. I am an unworthy slave who is fit only for menial tasks. I am a lucky sissy. I am a lucky sissy,” she said. 
 
    Marjorie gave her brainwashed spouse a quick, condescending smile. She turned to me, raised a cookie to her lips, took a bite, and said with a look of malicious glee, “We can do the same thing to your husband. Would you like that, Jane?” 
 
    I sat in silence, staring first at my new friend and then at her feminized spouse, who stood nearby with her eyes downcast and hands folded in front of her. I imagined transforming my dominant, ultra-masculine husband into a sissy and forcing him to be my slave. My clit tingled as the picture took shape in my mind. My mind swam with the possibilities as I felt the warmth between my legs intensify. 
 
    “Well?” said Marjorie gently, snapping me out of my reverie. 
 
    I shook my head. “Look,” I said. “I’m not self-righteous or closed-minded. I’m not judging you and your spouse’s lifestyle choices.” I glanced up at Brittany, whose eyes were still focused on the floor in an attitude of utter subservience. “But I don’t think what you’re describing is for Sam and I.” 
 
    Marjorie nodded. “I can understand,” she said. She turned to Brittany. “Brittany, go upstairs and stand in the corner till I need you again,” she said. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Marjorie,” the sissy said, curtsying to her wife. She looked at me, curtsied again, and said, “I have enjoyed serving you, Mistress Jane. Please call upon me if I may serve you in any way.” 
 
    I stared at the feminized slave for a long moment. “Thank you, Brittany,” I said. “I’ll let you know.” The browbeaten, compliant sissy turned and climbed the stairs, her long, silky legs moving gracefully in her high heels. 
 
    Marjorie came over to me, sitting beside me and placing her hand on my knee. “I won’t lie to you, Jane,” she said. “We’ve checked into you. We know your husband treats you like a dog.” Her eyebrows knotted together in sympathy as she spoke. “It must be horrible living with such a clumsy, drooling clod. We can free you from all that. Here in Stepford the women call the shots and the men submit to our strict but loving discipline.” 
 
    I glanced down at Marjorie’s hand resting on my right knee. Her touch felt warm and soft through my pants leg. I gazed into her eyes, realizing for the first time how beautiful she was. I studied her perfectly tanned skin, the lovely shape of her neck, and the curves of her pert, round breasts. I imagined reaching out and fondling them as the two of us kissed… 
 
    “No!” I cried out as I leapt to my feet. “No. This isn’t right. Men are supposed to run the world and women are supposed to obey their husbands in all things. That’s just the way it is.” I grabbed my pocketbook and looked back at Marjorie. “Thank you for the hospitality, but I’m leaving. I’ll fetch my husband and tell him we have to go.” 
 
    Marjorie stood and clasped her hands together, giving me the same steely look as she had directed towards Paul and Randy earlier. “Is that you talking, Jane?” she said with an air of authority. “Or are those the ideas that men have pumped into you over the years?” “Is it possible that you have been brainwashed into believing a bunch of lies?” she said. Her questions made me freeze in mid-step. Thoughts of Tonya flashed through my mind. 
 
    I looked at her, then towards the front door, then at the chair beside me. I fell into the seat and buried my face in my hands. “I don’t know,” I said, shaking my head. “I joined a religious group in college that said they had the answers to all my questions. I was confused and needed some direction. I was so lonely and insecure that I fell for everything they told me.” 
 
    Marjorie gave me a gentle look as she listened to me unburden myself. “I see,” she said. “And how has that worked out for you, Jane?” she asked. “Have you been happy and fulfilled? Did you get the answers you were looking for?” 
 
    “Wow,” I said, staring at the framed picture sitting across from me on a table. It showed Marjorie posing with two other women in front of a yacht. They wore swimsuits and stood side-by-side smiling, their arms around each other in sisterly companionship. “No one has ever asked me that before,” I said.  
 
    Seconds passed as I tried to put words to the thoughts swirling through my mind. At last, with a definite finality in my voice, I said, “No. I didn’t find the answers, I’m not happy, and I’m sure as hell not fulfilled.” I felt my eyes begin to sting as tears ran down my face. “In fact, most of the time I’m miserable.” 
 
    I looked up at the other woman. “But that doesn’t make what you’re doing here right,” I said to her. “Forcing men to submit to you is just as wrong as men controlling us. Plus, frankly, this whole community is slightly crazy.” I stared at Margie through narrowed, suspicious eyes. “I mean, those brainwashed guys my husband went off with. That sign on the highway with the message scrawled on it, the one that somebody worked so hard to wash off.” Marjorie’s face tensed as I mentioned the sign, then her features relaxed as I continued to speak. “And this place is supposed to be run by Sam’s company. But it seems more like the plot of some weird porno movie!” 
 
    Marjorie laughed. “Well, I assure you,” she said, “you’re not living out the ‘plot of some weird porno movie.’ Everything you see around you here is very real and intended for a high and noble purpose.” She let me absorb those words for a few seconds before continuing. “In fact, we may very well be saving the world.” 
 
    “How is that?” I said.  
 
    She patted the spot on the sofa next to her. “Why don’t you come over here?” she offered. I started to stand up, hesitated for a moment, then did as she asked. As I did, her hand again cradled my knee. “Tell you what,” she said. “Give us a couple of days to prove ourselves to you. That’s all we ask. After that, if you’re still uneasy with how we do things, then you can leave freely. We will never contact you, never bother you in any way. Fair enough?” 
 
    I looked down at her lovely, luscious fingers encircling my knee. “Okay, I guess,” I said. “That’s fair enough.” Then I remembered something. “What about Sam?” I asked. “Will he be okay?” I glanced towards the front door. “Maybe I should talk to him, make sure he’s okay with sticking around for a while.” 
 
    Marjorie made a sour face as I said my husband’s name, but she plastered over her distaste with a smile. “I assure you he’ll be fine,” she said. “He’ll have plenty of beer and football to occupy his mind. We’ll even feed him and change his diaper.” 
 
    “’Change his diaper?’” I repeated, puzzled at the remark. 
 
    Marjorie chuckled. “Just my idea of a little joke, dear,” she said. “Never mind.” She looked towards the stairs and shouted, “Brittany! Get your ass down here! Mistress Jane and I have need of you!” 
 
    I heard Brittany’s footsteps as she scurried down the stairs. “Yes, Mistress Marjorie?” she said. “How may this stupid, worthless sissy serve you and your guest?” 
 
    “Lift up your skirt,” Marjorie ordered her spouse. “I want to show Jane some of the ways we’ve modified your body.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Marjorie,” said Brittany with a tiny bit of uncertainty in her voice. She raised her skirt and I got a good look at her legs. I had to admit they were quite nice, better than those of most genetic women. 
 
    “Now drop your panties, Brittany,” ordered Marjorie. As she spoke, I felt her grip on my knee tighten. Her nails dug into my flesh. The sensation was painful but also pleasurable. 
 
    “But Mistress Marjorie!” whined Brittany.” You promised I would never have to do that again! It’s so humiliating!”” 
 
    In a flash Marjorie was on her feet and charging towards her slave. I grimaced as she backhanded the sissy with a club-like blow that sent Brittany reeling. “Stupid, worthless creature!” the dominant woman shouted. “Do as I ordered or I’ll have you in chains!” 
 
    Brittany began sobbing. “Yes, Mistress,” she said mournfully. I leaned forward, my eyes fixed on Brittany’s green satin panties. She slipped her manicured fingernails behind the elastic waist band and pulled the dainty undies down around her knees. What I saw underneath made me gasp. 
 
    Brittany had no male genitals at all! I could see a neat, barely visible scar around the area were her cock and balls should have been. A length of narrow, clear plastic tube exited her body between her legs. It was a disturbing image, but one that also fascinated me. I placed my hand on my thigh and crossed my legs together tightly as I stared at the amazing sight. 
 
    “What do you think, Jane?” asked Marjorie. “Do you like what I’ve done to my dear husband?” 
 
    I shook my head, my brain trying to come to terms with what my eyes were telling it. “It’s… It’s…” My mind struggled for words. “It’s…” 
 
    “Empowering?” Marjorie said. “Astounding? A look at the way the world should be?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said, the word sliding out of my mouth with effortless ease. “It is. But how does she pee?” 
 
    Marjorie pointed to the tube between Brittany’s legs. “She voids her bladder through that,” she said. “It’s reasonably hygienic if she cleans it daily.” The dominant woman slid her hand along Brittany’s smooth thighs, making the sissy shudder. “And would you believe that she was even worse than your husband before we castrated and feminized her? The poor, pathetic thing has come a long way.” She stood and brushed the back of her hand against Brittany’s left cheek. “Haven’t you, my dear?” she said. 
 
    “I am a lucky sissy, I am a lucky sissy,” said Brittany in the same robotic tone I had heard Paul and Randy use earlier. “I am a lucky sissy, I am a lucky sissy, I am a lucky sissy.” 
 
    Marjorie laughed. “You see, Jane,” she said, pride evident in her voice, “we go far beyond feminizing their bodies. We reshape their minds from the ground up. Sometimes our methods are brutal, but only as much as is necessary to do our good work.” Her eyes bored into those of her sissy spouse. “Isn’t that right, Brittany?” Marjorie said. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Marjorie,” said the castrated, feminized she-slave, her eyes glassed over. “Everything you and the other women of Stepford do is for my good. I am a lucky sissy. I am a lucky sissy.” 
 
    “Just think,” said Marjorie, walking away from her spouse and sitting beside me. “We could make Sam just as docile and eager to please.” 
 
    I nodded my head, the warmth in my pussy flaring up into a raging fire. “What would you do to him?” I asked, my breath quickening as my imagination stirred to life. 
 
    “Well,” said Marjorie, her hand sliding up from my knee to play with the class of my slacks, “usually it starts with ordering him around, slapping him, telling him that he’s stupid and has a tiny cock.” 
 
    “Go on,” I said, enjoying the sensation of Marjorie’s fingertip as she began stroking the zipper on my slacks. 
 
    “We would force him to have sex with other men,” said Marjorie, her thumb and forefinger clasping the zipper of my pants and sliding it down. “As the passive partner, of course. We have some well-hung gay studs who will fuck his ass till he screams and begs for mercy. The more he pleads the rougher they will be with him.” 
 
    I inhaled a quick, shallow breath as Marjorie undid the clasp of my pants and pulled them down around my upper thighs. I moaned in ecstasy as she ran her finger along the edges of my panty line, slowly and deliciously working me into a lustful frenzy. My cunt juices poured out onto the sofa. She didn’t seem to mind. I looked at her, feeling my heart racing as I admired the absolute perfection of her full red lips. I leaned in and kissed her. She kissed back, hard, pressing her mouth into mine. I felt her teeth make imprints as she forced herself on me. I leaned back on the sofa, letting her take me. 
 
    Marjorie glanced up for a moment to look at Brittany, who was standing there staring at us. “What are you looking at, you stupid sissy?” she demanded. “You’re unworthy to see something this magnificent! Keep your head down!” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Marjorie,” said Brittany meekly, folding her hands in front of her and staring at her feet. 
 
    “That’s amazing,” I said as Marjorie slipped her hand under my shirt and began fondling my breasts through my delicate, lacy bra. “Would you give Sam boobs like Brittany’s? Giant hooters that would make her look like a bimbo slut?” 
 
    “Anything you want, my dear,” said Marjorie as she began kissing my neck. “We would do anything to Sam you wanted us to, whatever amused you the most.” 
 
    “I would want his pathetic cock locked in a cage,” I said as I tore my blouse open, thrusting out my chest as an offering to Marjorie. She undid the hook of my bra and threw the garment at Brittany’s feet, then began pouring hot, wet kisses all over my mounds. She squeezed my right nipple and twisted it, sending little flecks of pain radiating through me.  
 
    “No problem,” said Marjorie just before she buried her face between my breasts. “We can cage it stick needles in it, burn it, or chop it off, as you wish.” 
 
    “Would you make his body smooth and soft like Brittany’s?” I asked in a throaty whisper. 
 
    “Absolutely,” said Marjorie as she fell to her knees and pulled my panties down to the floor. “We would insist on it.” 
 
    “Could you change his name to Samantha?” I asked as Marjorie began to flick her tongue along the edges of my labia. 
 
    “Certainly,” said Marjorie as she slipped her hand around to my rear and began finger fucking my ass. 
 
    “Just tell me one more thing,” I said just before Marjorie inserted her tongue deep into my womanly essence. 
 
    “Anything,” said Marjorie, smiling as she looked up at me. 
 
    “Would you make him just as submissive, just as sissy-ish, just as obedient as Brittany?” I said, looking into her magnificent green eyes. 
 
    Marjorie threw her head back and laughed. “It would be our great pleasure!” With that she wrapped her lips between my legs, licking and sucking my clit and pussy walls. I moaned and bucked like a rodeo cowgirl breaking a bronco’s spirit, riding the sensations to utter orgasmic bliss.  
 
    My body exploded with the feelings the other woman was evoking within me. I felt her hands on my breasts, her palms stroking my nipples. I felt her tongue swirling round and round inside my cunt. I felt her lips pressed tight against my labia, soft, sensuous, and sweet. My mind clouded over as the intensity of the moment saturated every inch of my being. 
 
    Then came the climactic experience as I glanced up at Brittany and read the shame and degradation on her face. Like my fantasy earlier in the day about Sam, the beauty of that image struck me like a 10-ton truck, jolting my body with hot shocks of orgasm as I shrieked in pleasure. I wrapped my thighs around Marjorie’s head and pulled her closer to me, sinking my fingers into her hair and forcing her mouth ever deeper into my cunt. The orgasms came one after the other. I lost count somewhere around 12. 
 
    When it was all over, Marjorie and I lay on her plush carpeted floor, holding each other and laughing. As I caught my breath and stared up at the ceiling, I said, “I think you’ve talked me into it. Let’s turn Sam into Samantha.” 
 
    “Excellent idea,” said Marjorie. She kissed me, and I tasted the delicious flavors of my own sex in her mouth. That renewed the erotic fires that had just began to cool, and our lovemaking started all over again. As we surrendered ourselves to the experience, Brittany stood there shamed, servile, and silent, just like a good sissy should. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    “Gosh!” I said as I looked around the social center. “This place is amazing!” 
 
    “I thought you would say something like that,” Marjorie said. “It’s the pride and joy of the Stepford community. Workers just finished construction last week. It has everything we could possibly need for our comfort and enjoyment: a gourmet kitchen, a fully staffed spa, and, as you can see, a large central area that’s perfect for throwing parties like this one.” 
 
    I nodded in astonished admiration as I got an eyeful of my surroundings. It had been about three hours since Marjorie and I had last made love. My tits and clit ached with bruised soreness from our erotic exertions, but I felt more relaxed and at ease than I had in years. 
 
    After the sex, Brittany prepared a wonderful brunch for us then massaged our naked bodies as we lay side-by-side in Marjorie’s bed. She used the most marvelous aromatic oils as she rubbed my worries away.  
 
    I was so pleased with Brittany’s massage skills that Marjorie permitted her slave husband to enjoy a small sliver of chocolate cake, which I learned was a rare treat indeed for the men who lived in Stepford. Brittany was so eager to devour the desert that she got a small stain on the tablecloth, an offense that Marjorie and I agreed merited a hearty spanking. We forced Brittany to bend over while we paddled her sissy ass and upper thighs. She whimpered every time one of the rock-horde planks struck her.  
 
    After that Marjorie and I showered together and dressed for the evening. “You’re going to love what I have planned,” said my hostess. “We’re having a gala party to celebrate the opening of our new community center. You’ll get to meet most of the other women of the community and see for yourself the lifestyle we enjoy here.” 
 
    “Sounds like fun,” I said. “But I didn’t bring any fancy clothes.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about it, my dear,” said Marjorie. “I have some lovely evening dresses that I’m sure will fit you perfectly, along with a pair of Gucci pumps that will give those calves of yours a delectable curve.”  
 
    “Wow!” I said. “You people sure know how to take care of your guests!”  
 
    Marjorie nodded. “It’s all part of the Stepford philosophy. After all, women are goddesses. So why shouldn’t we act like it?” 
 
    “If only Sam thought that way,” I said, a melancholy shadow dampening my mood for the first time since I had arrived that morning.  
 
     Marjorie touched my arm and said, “Don’t worry, darling. Sam, or rather Samantha, will worship you and obey your every order once she’s ready.”  
 
    I shook my head. “I hope you’re right,” I said. “I still love the man, I suppose.” 
 
    “I’m sure you do!” Marjorie said. “And, because you love him, you want the best for him. Forced feminization is exactly what every man needs, whether they have the courage to admit it or not. It’s our job to make them face and embrace that fact, both for their own good and that of the world.” 
 
    Marjorie and I left her home dressed up like prom queens. A black limousine driven by a small Asian man picked us up and drove us to the community center. The room began to fill with women who ranged in age from their early 20s to their late 60s. Yet even the older ones were fit, trim, and energetic.  
 
    Along the walls was a U -shaped series of folding tables covered with fabric tablecloths and overflowing with all kinds of wonderful food. There was also a bar. A group of sissies tended to everything, putting food on our plates, making drinks to order, and checking on us now and then to see if we required anything else. 
 
    I noticed a few small glass jars in front of the sissies. Every now and then one of the ladies would drop a round pink token in one of them. “What are those coins for?” I asked Marjorie. 
 
    “Those are the sissy’s tips,” said Marjorie. 
 
    “Tips?” I asked. “They don’t look like any money I’ve ever seen.” 
 
    “They’re what we call sissy coins,” said Marjorie. The husbands can earn them by showing extra diligence in their efforts to serve us. “If they save enough of them, then they can trade them in for small favors like a single piece of candy or even a tiny bite of meat.” 
 
    “I take it you exercise strict control on their diets,” I said, noticing how slim all the sissies were. 
 
    “Indeed we do,” Marjorie said. “Men are pigs, Jane. Left to their own desires, they will eat themselves into an early grave. So we limit their diet to healthy items like tofu, fresh vegetables, and occasionally a bit of fruit. They only drink water and almost never have sugar or starchy foods.” I nodded as she spoke, trying to picture Sam without his spare tire. 
 
    “Marjorie! It’s so good to see you!” I heard a voice behind me say. I turned to see two coming up to Margie and giving her a quick hug. One was a lovely Asian girl who must have been under five feet in height. The other was a tall, buxom Hispanic lady with the most amazing caramel-like complexion I had ever seen.  
 
    “Yoshi! Francine!” exclaimed Marjorie, embracing one lady then the other. “Welcome, welcome!” Marjorie looked at me. “Jane, I’d like you to meet two amazing ladies”, she said, waving her hand towards the new arrivals. “This is Yoshi and Francine. Yoshi is a founding member of the Stepford Community Association and Francine is head of security.” 
 
    “Delightful to meet you,” I said to both. I extended my hand to the petite Asian. She took it. “Yoshi is a lovely name,” I said. 
 
    “Thank you,” she said with a bow. “It means ‘beauty’ in Japanese.” 
 
    “Then you’re aptly named,” I said, giving her an admiring glance. “For you are indeed beautiful.” 
 
    Yoshi touched her fingers to her mouth and looked away for a second. I had always heard that Asians can’t blush, but I learned otherwise by studying her face. “You’re very kind,” she said, looking back at me. 
 
    I turned my attention to Francine, who was staring at me with a slight frown. “How do you like Stepford so far, Jane?” she said in an icy tone. 
 
     “What’s not to love?” I responded. “It’s refreshing to see women in charge for a change.” 
 
    Francine nodded but kept her hard expression as she focused her eyes on me. “I understand you’re a member of a cult that teaches submission to men. Must be quite a shock to see the kind of society we have here.”  
 
    I met Francine’s stony gaze with an assertive look of my own, glowering directly into her eyes as I said, “Yes, it is. And I mean that in a good way. Stepford is a model for the rest of the world to follow.” Francine said nothing in response, simply nodded her head. Her suspicious glare remained unchanged. 
 
    “Attention everyone!” said a lady in the center of the room. She was a tall black woman wearing a gorgeous ruffled yellow gown that extended to her ankles and white high heels. She wore a glimmering gold necklace and a matching bracelet on her left wrist. She tapped on her champagne glass with a silver spoon.  
 
    Silence fell across the group of assembled guests. The sissies stopped their chores, dropping their heads and keeping their hands at their sides in a show of reverence. “I’d like to thank everyone for attending tonight,” the woman said. She looked at me and nodded her head as she said, “I’d also like to welcome our special guest Jane, who drove up from the city this morning. Everyone please introduce yourselves and tell her how delighted you are to have her with us.” 
 
    “Who is the woman speaking?” I whispered to Marjorie. 
 
    “She’s Natasha, head of the hospitality committee and one of our founding members,” Marjorie whispered back.  
 
    “I hope you’ve enjoyed the wonderful food prepared by our stupid sissy husbands,” said Natasha. A quiet laugh circulated throughout the room. The sissies kept their heads down and showed no reaction. They’ve been dominated and degraded so much that they’re broken forever, I thought. Good for them.  
 
    “Now I would like to direct your attention to the evening’s entertainment,” Natasha said, turning towards a set of double doors with an EXIT sign over them. The doors flew open and I looked in amazement as a pair of well-built men entered the room pushing a giant wheeled cart in front of them. Each of the men was dressed in black leather pants with no shirts. Both wore a tuxedo-style red bow tie around his neck. 
 
    “What’s going on?” I said out loud. 
 
    “Something wonderful,” said Marjorie, who was standing beside me with a look of anticipation on her face. “You’ll see.” 
 
    The men pushed the cart to the center of the room. It was covered with a huge black satin cloth. One of them pulled it away to reveal a slight figure underneath. The captive was naked and wrapped in heavy chains held together with a padlock. It was a man. He was shaking like a leaf. His eyes were red as if he had been crying for hours. “Please have mercy, mistresses,” he said in a terrified voice. 
 
    Natasha stood in front of the captive figure. The two men who had wheeled the cart into the room took positions on either side of her. Their bodies were rigid and their eyes focused straight ahead, as if they were military guards protecting a high-security facility. “As you can see,” said the black woman to the assembled crowd, “We caught our runner. Special thanks to Francine’s guards for bringing this miserable creature to justice.” Natasha smiled at Francine, who acknowledged the praise with a curt nod. 
 
    Natasha approached the manacled person who sat shivering in the middle of the cart. “Sissy Roberta,” the black woman said, “You defied your mistress and tried to escape the community. You sent an unauthorized radio transmission and you even defaced one of our roadside signs by scrawling a warning message on it.”  
 
    “Traitor!” shouted one of the women from the back of the room. Natasha was silent for a moment as others denounced the treacherous Francine. Then she continued announcing the sissy’s crimes. 
 
    ” Within 24 hours of so-called ‘freedom’ you threatened the peace and harmony of Stepford and tried to alert our enemies to our presence,” she said.” What do you have to say for yourself, Francine?” 
 
    The craven sissy blustered and sobbed for a few minutes, then finally said, “I’m sorry; I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to be bad. Please don’t hurt me.” 
 
    Natasha regarded the captive with a sad look, then turned to the ladies who were gathered around the cart. “You heard it for yourself, sisters,” she said. “This pathetic creature has nothing to say in her defense. What punishment do you recommend?” 
 
    “Castration!” one lady cried out.  
 
    “Loss of bathroom privileges!” shouted another.  
 
    “Just kill the filthy thing,” muttered Francine between clenched teeth. 
 
    “I have an idea,” said Yoshi, raising her hand. 
 
    “Yes, Yoshi?” said Natasha, turning her attention to the petite Asian. “Tell us your idea, dear.” 
 
    Yoshi stepped forward, looking down with contempt on the sissy chained to the cart. “I know this repugnant creature still harbors traces of heterosexuality,” she said. “Try as we might, she has resisted our efforts to reprogram her brain. She refuses to become gay.” Several ladies nodded in affirmation of Yoshi’s remarks. “So let’s force her to pleasure slave number 47 and number 48,” she said, glancing at the two buff men standing alongside Natasha. 
 
    Sissy Roberta’s face turned pale at Yoshi’s suggestion. “No! Please!” she cried out. “Don’t make me do that! Please! I promise I’ll never be bad again! I won’t run away and I’ll do everything my mistress says! I swear!” 
 
    “We’ve heard all that before, Sissy Roberta,” said Natasha dismissively as she smiled at the Asian woman standing nearby. “I think Yoshi’s idea is excellent, at least for starters.” Natasha clapped her hands together twice, just as Marjorie had done earlier in the day to summon Brittany. “Slave 47! Slave 48!” she said. “Place Sissy Roberta in position and use her as you see fit. The rest of us will enjoy the spectacle.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Natasha,” said the two slaves in unison as they bowed to the statuesque African-American woman. One of them took a key from his pants pocket and released Sissy Roberta from her bonds. The two men grabbed the pathetic, whimpering runaway by her shoulders and by her feet, yanking her off the cart and forcing her to her knees. She continued to cry and plead, but the faces of everyone in the room remained impassive. Some, in fact, were smiling. 
 
    No! cried Sissy Roberta shouted, somehow finding the strength to get to her feet. Her defiance only lasted for a moment, though. One of the slaves clubbed her on the back of the head. The two men loosened their belts, let their pants fall to the floor, and slipped out of them. My eyes almost popped out of my head when I saw the massive girth of their organs.  
 
    “Damn!” I cried out. “Those aren’t cocks; they’re flagpoles!” 
 
    “Like what you see, Jane?” said Marjorie. “Later, you can ride those ‘flagpoles’ for as long as you like. Sound like fun?” I said nothing in reply, simply nodded and licked my lips. 
 
    The slave in front of Sissy Roberta raised the runaway’s head up, forced her mouth open, and showed the entire length of his massive shaft down the sissy’s throat. Roberta’s eyes bulged out of her head as her nervous system reacted to the shock of the violation. The man began a rhythmic, mercilessly powerful thrusting in and out of Roberta’s mouth. I watched, fascinated as the horse-like penis pounded the sad little sissy, whose head and neck bobbed like a fishing line while her eyes rolled back in her skull. The slave continued his jackhammer -like mouth fucking until the runaway’s face turned purple. He pulled his organ out of her mouth, letting her take a few precious breaths before continuing. 
 
    Meanwhile, the other slave had gotten on his knees behind Roberta and was rubbing his cock head along the rim of her ass. He took a deep breath, then he shoved his hips forward. Roberta’s body jerked forward as if it had been struck by a mad bull. The slave mirrored the motions of his companion as his obscenely, almost impossibly large penis violated Roberta, sliding in and out, in and out, over and over and over, like a sledgehammer pounding a rock into dust. I felt something moist against my inner thigh. I was so wet that my juices were flowing down my leg and pooling on the floor at my feet. 
 
    Sweat began to pour down the slave’s bodies, making their hard, lean muscles glisten under the bright overhead lights. My eyes followed the manly shape of their forms, noting the near-complete absence of body hair on either slave. I closed my eyes for a moment, imagining what it would be like to ride one of these broncos while Marjorie and I – or perhaps me and Tonya – kissed. In my mind I could feel my cunt, nipples, and lips building towards their own separate yet simultaneous orgasms. It was heavenly! 
 
    I have seen more than one cock ejaculate in my life. Most of them spurt the guy’s jism out. Others simply drool a sickening white paste; that’s how Sam’s worked. But, when slave 47 and 48 came, their semen exploded from their urethras like oil bursting out of a newly discovered well. It came pouring out of Sissy Francine’s mouth and ass, flowing down her chin and onto her slender belly from one end and gushing from her rear end on the other. The air filled with the pungent scent of fresh sperm. I inhaled the sweet fragrance eagerly. 
 
    The slaves stood, their spent cocks still insanely long though soft for the time being. “Good work,” said Natasha as she approached them. “You’re dismissed.” The pair bowed to her and left the room. The dark-skinned woman approached Francine, who was lying on the floor coated in man-cum and looking up towards the ceiling with a weird grin on her face. “Why, Sissy Francine,” said Natasha teasingly. “I think you enjoyed that.” 
 
    After taking a moment to catch her breath, Francine said, “Yes, Mistress Natasha. That was wonderful!” 
 
    “Well, well, well,” said Natasha, clucking her tongue then looking at the assembled women. “I think we’ve got a brand-new sissy queer on our hands!” Several of the ladies shouted their agreement. 
 
    “Wait a minute now!” said Francine, trying to stand and making it to one knee. “I said I enjoyed it! But that doesn’t make me gay!” 
 
    “I see,” said Natasha with a mocking grin on her face. “So you’re saying you love having a man’s cock in your mouth and in your ass, yet you’re not queer?” The question stunned the sissy. Her eyes darted around and her mouth fell open. A look of horror fell across her face as she said, “Please, please don’t let it be true. Please don’t let me be gay!” 
 
    “It’s too late, Francine!” shouted Marjorie. “Now all of us know you’re a sissy queer!” 
 
    “Here, Francine!” yelled one of the women, reaching into her handbag and taking out a tampon. “You need this more than me!” She threw the toiletry at the sissy. It stuck to her sticky, sperm-covered chest. Francine look down in horror at the item clinging to her flesh, as if it were an affirmation of everything she had been denying about herself. “No!” she shrieked, tears pouring out of her eyes. “It’s not true! I’m straight! I’m straight!” 
 
    Another woman tossed a tampon at Francine, then another and another. I saw one lady duck into a janitor’s closet and return carrying a large cardboard box. The lettering on the outside read FEMININE HYGIENE ITEMS 1000 COUNT. She went over to the cowering, screaming sissy and upturned the container, drenching Francine with hundreds and hundreds of tampons. “Here you go, Francine!” The woman said. “Now you have a lifetime supply. 
 
    Francine’s blubbering protests subsided into quiet sobs as she lay there enduring the humiliation being heaped upon her. To Francine it was unbelievably vicious, but to me and the other dominant women it was simply funny. We laughed and pointed and giggled at the object of our abuse. 
 
    “Stupid Francine is a sissy queer!” shouted Marjorie. Natasha seconded her, exclaiming, “You’re right; stupid Francine is a sissy queer!” A few of the ladies began dancing around the cowering figure on the floor, chanting, “Stupid Francine is a sissy queer! Stupid Francine is a sissy queer! Stupid Francine is a sissy queer!” Meanwhile, Francine wept like a bitch who just got dumped by the school quarterback, her pitiful wailing all but drowned out by the taunts of the ladies. 
 
    I watched the action, the sadistic nature of the scene driving my libido to unimagined heights. I looked around for Marjorie or another woman upon whom I could force myself when I noticed Francine trying to crawl away. I grabbed a chunk of ice from a punch bowl on a nearby table, ran over to the sissy, and drove the hard mass into the side of her head. “Stay down, you stupid sissy queer!” I screamed at the tormented figure lying at my feet. “Take it like a woman!” 
 
    The fun went on for several minutes till at last Natasha raised her hand in the air in a request for silence. Quiet fell across the room as she approached Francine, who still clung to consciousness. She glared at the beaten, forlorn sissy and said, “Well, Francine, are you ready to admit the truth?” 
 
    Silence reigned for a few seconds as Francine put up one last effort to deny what everyone present knew. Finally, in a voice written with hopeless despair, Francine cried out, “I admit it! I love having a man’s cock in my mouth! I love having one in my ass! I love feeling them cum inside of me!” She also said a few other words, but in a tone so low that no one could make them out. 
 
    “Speak up, Francine,” ordered Natasha. “Make sure everyone can hear you.” 
 
    “I am a sissy queer,” said the broken, sobbing would-be runaway. Hundreds and hundreds of tampons still covered her body and littered the floor around her. Her body was covered in men’s ball-juice from head to toe 
 
    “LOUDER!” bellowed Natasha at the top of her lungs. 
 
    “I am a sissy queer!” cried Francine, using a voice so feminine I might’ve thought she was a real woman. “I am! I am a sissy queer!” 
 
    “Good girl,” said Natasha, taking on a soothing, gentle tone. She looked at Yoshi and said, “I believe your husband is ready for the next step in his training.” 
 
    I shot a surprised look at Marjorie. “Francine is Yoshi’s spouse?” The other woman nodded. 
 
    Yoshi stepped forward and extended a hand to Francine, who took it. “Come with me, slave,” she said. “You’re ready to sacrifice the last vestiges of your masculinity.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Yoshi,” said Francine as she got to her feet. 
 
    “No, no, no,” said Yoshi. “Bad sissy! You can come with me, but only if you walk on all fours.” Yoshi giggled. “Like a dog.” Several of the women laughed. Others shouted their approval. One lady undid a black leather dress belt from around her waist and handed it to Yoshi. 
 
     “Here you are, my dear,” the offeror said. “Here’s a leash for your pet.” 
 
    “Thank you!” Yoshi exclaimed. She encircled her husband’s neck with the belt, slipping it through the buckle. She held on to the other end and led the beaten, barely-human sissy away. “Good girl!” said Yoshi with a bright smile. “You’re such an obedient pet!” Francine followed alongside her owner, a dull, vacant look in her eyes and her tongue hanging from her mouth - just like a dog going for a walk with its mistress. 
 
    I looked at Marjorie in wonder. “Are your parties always this good?” I asked her. 
 
    “Not always,” she said with a smile and a wink. “Usually they’re much, much better.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
    After the evening’s entertainment I went home with Marjorie. We were burning with lesbian lust for each other after’s bodies. But we were also exhausted; plus, as I mentioned earlier, my lady parts were throbbing with pain after the extensive workout they had gotten during the day. So we said good night with a long, lingering kiss. I slipped between the sheets in her guest bedroom and fell fast asleep. 
 
    I awoke a couple of hours later, sitting up in bed and looking around me. “Did I just hear something?” I asked the darkness, trying to shake the drowsiness from my head. I sat in the silent room and listened as carefully as I could. I could make out the barely audible sound of people laughing. I got out of bed, dress myself in the robe hanging from the bathroom door, and left the room. I followed the sound of the laughter. I also began to hear sounds of clanging and a man screaming. 
 
    The house was immense, but I was still able to follow the noise to its source. I saw Marjorie and several other women sitting around a TV, drinking wine and laughing as they pointed at what they saw on the screen. My vision was out of focus for a moment, but I blinked several times and tried looking at the television again. This time I saw the images with crystal clarity. My mouth dropped open in shock. 
 
    On the TV I saw my husband Sam. He was naked and lying face down on a huge table, ropes tied around his wrists. His ankles were encased in shackles. He appeared to be in a basement, judging from the cinderblock walls and dim lighting. He was blubbering and weeping, just like Francine had done earlier in the evening. “Please,” he said, whimpering like a pathetic slut. “Please, I beg you, not again. I’ll give you anything you want. But please don’t do it again.” 
 
    Surrounding him were several huge, heavily muscled men who were totally nude and had giant, fully erect cocks. “Hear that, Rex?” said one of the males to the one beside him. “Samantha cannot take it anymore! She wants us to give her poor tired ass a break!” 
 
    The man named Rex nodded and leered at my husband. “I do not know why,” he said. “She should be thanking us! Not every faggot gets fucked a hundred times in a night!” Rex looked behind him at a man standing in the corner with his arms crossed. “Hey, Paul!” Rex said. “Ready to use this sad little sissy again?” 
 
    The figure stepped forward, emerging from the shadows. Seeing his face made my heart stop. It was one of the two men who had led Sam away earlier that day! 
 
    One of the women sitting around the room looked at Marjorie and said, “You were right, honey. Watching this shit is the perfect ending to a perfect day!” 
 
    “Indeed,” Marjorie said. “Nothing is better than watching the stud-slaves break in a new sissy. Just thinking about it makes my clit burn!” 
 
    “How long do you think it will take them to shred his ego?” said another woman. 
 
    “Sometimes it’s over in a day, other times it takes weeks or even months,” Marjorie said. “In this bastard’s case, I’m hoping it requires a good, long time. We need some more entertainment around here!” 
 
    What have I done? I thought. I brought Sam and myself here hoping to start a new life, not to watch him being tormented by a bunch of crazy sadists. Slowly, quietly, taking care to make no noise, I turned away from the horrific scene, went back to the bedroom, and dressed. I threw my belongings into a bag, slid the window open, and jumped out onto the yard. Fortunately, I was on the first floor.  
 
    I couldn’t be sure of Sam’s location, but I guessed he was in the same house I had seen him enter that morning. I made my way to the residence, staying as close as possible to trees and shrubs to keep anyone who might be outside from seeing me. As I darted across the street, I thought I heard a dog barking in the distance but detected no sign of other activity. 
 
    I reached the house and crept along its perimeter to the backside. I saw a casement window built into the foundation wall and peaked into it. What I saw enraged me. It was Sam, still tied to the table, still naked, feet still held in place by the manacles. He was bawling his eyes out. I looked around the rest of the room but saw no one. Fuckers must be taking a break, I thought. I’ll cut their balls off for this. 
 
    I jiggled the window, amazed when it opened easily. The metal frame came off as well and I slid through the opening into the basement feet-first. Sam looked up at me, shaking his head in disbelief.  
 
    “Jane?” he said. “Is that really you?” 
 
    “Yes, sweetheart,” I said in the gentlest tone I could muster. “I’m here to rescue you.” I ran over to him, trying to untie the knots in the ropes. 
 
    “They said they were going to turn me into a sissy and make your slave,” he muttered. “I kicked their asses but they came back at me with baseball bats from behind; tied me up here and started treating me no better than a woman! Can you believe that shit?” 
 
    “We’ll talk about it later, Sam,” I said. “First I’ve got to get you out of here.” My hand struggled to undo the knots that were digging into my husband’s flesh. 
 
    “Well, hurry it up, will you?” he said. “Those gay bastards said they’ll be back in a few minutes. I’m gonna call the cops and put these miserable fucks in prison! Then I’ll sue the hell out of the company and be a rich man! They’ll rue the day they ever messed with Sam Breckinridge! I won’t forget you though, baby. I’ll get you that new vacuum cleaner you’ve wanted for a while. You’ll love it!” 
 
    “Yes, dear,” I said, managing to untie the knot holding Sam’s left wrist. He jerked his hand away, striking my temple as he did so. I staggered for a second from the force of his blow, then gathered my senses and went to work on the other knot. Sam didn’t try to help me, though he now had a free hand. Out of the corner of my eye I saw him making some jerking motions while I summoned all the strength I had left trying to free his right hand from bondage. I worked the knot loose, then bent over and turned my attention to the shackles holding his feet. They were held together by a huge padlock but the kay was lying close by. I inserted it in the keyhole and Sam’s feet were free. I started looking around when I glanced up and saw Sam’s hand stroking his erect cock. 
 
    A fraction of a second later the door to the basement room swung open, drawing my attention away from my masturbating spouse. I stood and looked at half a dozen huge men who approached me, their faces disfigured with blind rage. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
    “Get away from her!” said a commanding female voice from behind the men. They stopped advancing towards me and fell back, like a pack of dogs that had just been rebuked by its mistress. A woman pushed them aside as she entered the room. It was Marjorie. 
 
    “Hello again, Jane,” she said. “Nice to see you.” 
 
    Sam whimpered and cowered in a corner. I stood glaring at the other woman, hands on hips, chest thrust forward, eyes focused on hers. “You people are messed up fucks,” I said. “How dare you treat my husband like a piece of meat.” 
 
    “That’s not what you were saying earlier tonight, Jane,” said Marjorie, countering my defiant expression with her own steely gaze. “As I recall, you thought what we did to Yoshi’s husband was wonderful. In fact, you joined in the fun.” 
 
    My mind scrambled for an appropriate comeback, only to find none. “Never mind that,” I said. “You abused and humiliated my husband and lied to me. We’re getting the hell out of here. Then we’re calling the authorities to tell them everything that’s going on in this so-called ‘community.’ I’m sure the cops will find it very interesting.” 
 
    “As you wish, Jane,” said Marjorie. “We would never dream of harming another woman. So, if you must leave us, then you’re free to go, as I promised earlier today.” She nodded towards Sam. “You can even take that… thing with you. You’ll get no resistance from us.” 
 
    “That’s it?” I said. “No apology?” 
 
    “We have nothing to apologize for,” said Marjorie. “You’ll see that in time. But, for now, perhaps it’s best that you leave Stepford.” 
 
    I turned to Sam, wrapping him in a blanket laying across a chair. “Where are your clothes, honey?” I asked him. 
 
    “Those fuckers burned them,” he said, giving the other men an angry glare. “They were going to force me to wear ladies shit. Goddamn, how can anyone treat a man like that?” 
 
    “Yes, dear,” I said as I took him by the arm and led him out of the basement. 
 
    “Jane,” said Marjorie, “wait a minute.” 
 
    “What do you want?” I said. 
 
    She handed me a small rectangular object. “Here’s Sam’s cell phone. Why don’t you browse through it when you get a chance and see what he’s been up to? You may find it illuminating.” 
 
    I snatched the phone from her hands and stuck it in my pocket. “Whatever,” I said. “We’re out of here.” I held on to Sam as we climbed the stairs to the home’s first floor. I led him across the street and towards our car.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Ten 
 
    I saw no one else around as we made our way to our vehicle. Everything was calm and peaceful. 
 
    “Here you go, honey,” I said, helping Sam get into the auto. “I’ll drive us out of here, then I’ll call the police.” 
 
    “Sounds like a plan,” Sam said. “Hey, since you’ll be driving and all, let me have my cell phone.” 
 
    Why? I asked him. “We’re not going to call the cops until we’re miles away.” 
 
    “Just give me the damn phone, Jane!” he barked at me. 
 
    At any prior point in my marriage I would have complied with Sam’s order. After all, that’s what a submissive, obedient wife is supposed to do right? But this time was different. I took the phone from my pocket, powered it on, found the browsing history, and began to flip through it. 
 
    I looked over at Sam, who was staring at me with a mixture of anger and shocked disbelief. “Sam,” I said to him quietly. “I think we need to talk.” 
 
    “Fuck you, you stupid cunt face bitch!” he shouted, spraying my face with spittle. He turned and fled into the night, moving his misshapen blob -like body as fast as he could. I didn’t start running after him, though. I got out of the vehicle and walked slowly but deliberately, letting him stay ahead of me without letting him get out of my sight.  
 
    I trailed him to the iron gate that, hours before, had slid open to let us into Stepford. This time the gate stayed shut, however. Sam was breathing pretty damn hard by the time he reached the barrier. He staggered forwards and threw himself against the iron rails. A pair of giant women in security uniforms emerged from the sentry building and approached him. One held a can of pepper spray in her hand. The other clasped a cattle prod. 
 
    They raised their weapons to strike. Sam shrieked and fell to his feet, covering as he quaked before the women. “Please don’t hurt me!” he screamed. “Please! I’m sorry I was bad! Just don’t hurt me!” 
 
    “Force won’t be necessary, ladies,” I said, approaching the pair. They stepped aside as I walked up to my worthless, cowardly husband. I stood over him like a conquering tigress about to tear open the neck of its exhausted prey. I took his cell phone from my pocket, looked at the screen, and smiled. “Well, well, well,” I said. “You are indeed a busy man, my dear. In fact, you’re so busy that one woman isn’t enough for you. I guess that’s why you were texting with your mistress the whole time we were driving up here.” 
 
    “Jane, please,” Sam blubbered, looking up at me, his face ashen and his eyes soaked with tears. “It’s not like you think, baby. I can explain; I swear I can. Just get me out of here.” 
 
    I gave him a long, sad look, worked up a mouthful of saliva, and spat in his face. His features contorted into a mask of rage as he shouted, “you fucking no-good cunt bitch! This is all your fault! If you had been even a half-ass wife, none of this shit would have happened!” 
 
    I turned away from him as I saw Marjorie and the guys from the basement emerging from the darkness. “He’s all yours, boys,” I said to the men as they began dragging Sam back to the house. “Ride him all you want. And don’t worry; he loves it. I caught him jacking off after the last time you fucked him.” I watched as the group disappeared into the darkness from which they had come, dragging my weeping, wailing husband behind them. 
 
    Marjorie approached me as I stood there. I gave her a hug; she reciprocated. “Sorry I doubted you earlier,” I said. 
 
    “No worries,” she said. “Every woman figures it out eventually. Some just need to see the evidence for themselves before they understand. I will say ‘I told you so,’ though.” 
 
    “About what?” I asked. 
 
    “About things in this community only getting better,” she said. 
 
    “Amen to that,” I said, pulling her to me. Our lips locked in passionate union as we kissed under the moonlight. Somewhere close by a cat meowed and the wind rustled through the trees. But, other than that, all was quiet and still. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    THREE MONTHS LATER 
 
    “Get in here, Samantha,” I called. “Time for your monthly milking.” 
 
    Samantha entered the bathroom. I looked her over and smiled. “You’re doing quite well on your forced diet, dear,” I said. “You’ve already lost 50 pounds. Lose another 50 and we’ll see about getting you that plastic surgery.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress Jane,” cooed Samantha, curtsying as she approached me. “I am so excited about the idea of having breasts. It is every sissy’s dream!” 
 
    “I know it is,” I said. “You would remember that if you weren’t a stupid, worthless sissy.” 
 
    Samantha dropped her head, shamefaced. “You are right, of course, dear,” she said. “But I am also a lucky sissy.” 
 
    “Yes; yes, you are,” I said, patting the edge of the bathtub.  “Now get up in here! I’m going to milk you. Then I’ll send you across the street for more cock-sucking training. The guys say you’re getting quite talented.” 
 
    “I am so glad to hear that,” said Samantha as she got in the tub and leaned forward with her ass in the air. “I am trying so hard to please them. I am a lucky sissy.” 
 
    I slipped on a pair of rubber gloves, lubed up the dildo sitting on a nearby tray, spread Samantha’s ass cheeks, and inserted the long, thick object deep inside of her. I flipped the switch on the head and it began vibrating. 
 
    “As a stupid, worthless sissy,” said Samantha, “I cannot remember anything for more than a few minutes, it seems. Please tell me again why you do this, Mistress Jane.” 
 
    I chuckled. “I do this to for your own good. Since you’re not allowed to touch cum, your balls need monthly milking. This eliminates the built-up sperm while denying you an orgasm.” 
 
    “I am lucky to have a mistress like you,” said Samantha, her voice slipping into the blank, drone-like tone of a sissy whose mind is dissolving into nothingness. “I am a lucky sissy. I am a lucky sissy. I am a lucky sissy.” 
 
    “Yes, Samantha,” I said as the milky-white substance began to ooze out of my slave’s flaccid, tiny cock. “You’re a lucky sissy. And I’m a lucky woman to have found this community.” I turned on the water, smiling as I watched the last fleeting remnants of my husband’s manhood disappear down the drain. 
 
    *** 
 
    “It gets better every time,” I said as I lay next to Marjorie later that day, our naked, sweaty bodies entwined in post-orgasmic bliss. 
 
    “Just like everything here in Stepford,” she said. “Is Tonya coming up this weekend?” 
 
    “She is indeed,” I said, smiling as I looked into my lover’s eyes. “Her law practice is keeping her pretty busy, otherwise she would’ve already moved to Stepford. But at least she gets here two or three times a month. My cunt tingles every time I think of my stepsister.” 
 
    “Mine does too,” said Marjorie with a wicked grin. “Maybe when she comes up the three of us can get together and have a ménage a trois. It’s about time we had some group fun.” 
 
    “I couldn’t agree more,” I said, reaching out to fondle Marjorie’s right breast. “But a threesome sounds so, well, conventional. I was thinking we might get together with Francine and Yoshi and go at it all together. I love the idea of a five-girl multi-racial daisy chain.” 
 
    “My darling,” said Marjorie in a delighted voice. “I do love the way your mind thinks!” She reached out to stroke my nipples with her palm. I gasped and arched my back. 
 
    “There’s still so much I don’t know about Stepford,” I said as Margie leaned over and began kissing and sucking my chest. “Who funds this place? Who runs it? Who started it? And why do the sissies and the gay bucks never use contractions?” 
 
    “All in good time,” said Marjorie. “All in good time. For now, let’s just have sex.” I relaxed and surrendered to her, knowing that, in Stepford at least, all was right with the world. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Eunuch Island 
 
      
 
    by 
 
      
 
    Scarlett Redd 
 
      
 
    Randy thought that he could abuse women and get away with it. All that changes when he meets Victoria, a mysterious redhead who kidnaps Randy and sends him to a secret island where men are turned into feminized sissy maids, whether they want it or not! 
 
      
 
    

  

 
  
   Prologue 
 
    “Bring the sacrifice to me,” ordered Mistress Victoria, thumping her scepter on the stone floor. A pair of slaves lifted the cot to which I was strapped.  Then they carried my tightly bound form to the altar in front of the throne.  The ropes that held my wrists and ankles dug into my tender pink flesh, sending shocks of white-hot pain through my nerves.   
 
    Panicked thoughts raced through my mind; I struggled against my bonds in the dim hope that I could loosen them.  It was no use; I was fated to endure my punishment.   
 
    “Please,” I said, looking up at Mistress Victoria.  “Please don’t do this.  I’m sorry I broke the rules.”  My voice cracked with despair as hot, salty tears ran down my face. 
 
    “It’s too late for that, my pet,” she said as she rose to her feet.  “We must make an example of you for the others.”  She drew a scabbard from the leather sheath around her waist, a smile crossing her lips.   
 
    She sauntered towards me with a slow, cat-like gait.  Despite my terror, I gasped in awe at the absolute perfection of her face and figure.  My heart pounded against the walls of my chest, making my breasts quiver.  Mistress Victoria noticed my naked bosom jostling.  She stroked my nipples with her left hand, and a fleeting wave of pleasure coursed through my senses. 
 
    Then, with a flick of her wrist, she sliced off my genitals.   
 
    The ecstasy of her touch was replaced by unimaginable pain, and suddenly, irrevocably, my last tiny shred of manhood was gone forever.  My shrill, girlish scream echoed against the walls of the cavern, causing the torch lights to flicker ever so slightly.  
 
    Then Mistress Victoria’s alpha slave pressed a hot coal into my crotch, cauterizing the wound and making a sound like frying meat.  The stench of boiling blood reached my nostrils, causing me to retch. The assembled crowd laughed in approval, then applauded. 
 
    How did I go from being a man to becoming a castrated sissy?  Read on and find out. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter One 
 
    It was a Friday night.  Frank and I were at our favorite watering hole toasting each other’s business success.  For a while our talk was all about cigars and stock prices.  Then his face clouded over as a troubled thought entered his mind. 
 
    Hey, Randy,” he said, “Have you ever heard of Eunuch Island?” He spoke in a hushed voice, his narrowed eyes darting around the bar.  
 
    “Sure!” I said, snorting. “I’ve also heard of Santa Claus and the Easter Bunny!”   
 
    I watched my cigar smoke drift into the air.  Nearby, another bar patron pinched his nose and gave me a dirty look.  I chuckled. 
 
    “Look, I’m serious,” Frank said. “They say the place is real!” He raised a shot of whiskey to his lips with quaking hands; some of it spilled down his chin and onto his shirt, but he paid it no attention.   
 
    He lowered his tone to a whisper as he leaned in to speak further.  “I swear, Randy,” he said.  “I heard it from a guy who says he has been there.  They take men and turn them into…” his voice trailed off as his face turned white.   
 
    “Into what?” I said, giving my co-worker a mocking look just before downing a mouthful of beer. 
 
    “I – I can’t say it,” Frank said, turning away as he hung his head low.  “It’s too horrible.” 
 
    I laughed long and hard at my companion.  Then, seeing his face turn pale, I reached across the table, placing a strong, muscular hand on his shoulder.  “Look, buddy,” I said, “the world is full of bullshit fairy tales like this ‘Eunuch Island.’”   
 
    I took a moment to regard the ashen tip of my cigar.  “The world is ruled by the strong,” I said.  “And my ‘strong’ I mean men like us, the kind who take whatever we damn well please. We never apologize for being at the top of the food chain.  Hell, we never apologize for anything!  Nor should we.” 
 
    I was about to launch into one of my usual motivational speeches when the barmaid approached me.  “I’m sorry, sir,” she said, “but smoking isn’t allowed in here anymore; it’s a new state law.” 
 
    I took a moment to size her up.  She was maybe 21-22, tall and lanky, with mousy brown hair pulled back from her face.  Probably not even a good cock sucker, I thought as I noticed her small mouth and thin lips.  I smiled as I spoke. “Look, darlin’,” I said.  “You don’t look like the brightest bulb in the chandelier, so I’ll say this slowly.  Me and the guy who owns this place are members of the same country club; in fact, I routinely kick his ass on the golf course.  He says I can smoke in here whenever I damn well please.  So take your ‘state law’ and shove it up your ass!” 
 
     I took a long, slow puff on my stogie, then buried her face in a cloud of second-hand smoke.  Choking, she covered her mouth with her hands and doubled over in a coughing fit.  I turned away in disgust as tiny specks of phlegm coated her fingers.   “For god’s sake, you stupid cunt!” I shouted.  “This is a public place!  Think of your customer’s health!”   
 
    Frank laughed at my remark.  “Damn straight, buddy!” he said, giving me a high-five.  “That bitch works in food service; she should know better!” 
 
    A moment later the manager, a guy named Joe Caldwell, appeared at the table.  “Sorry for the poor service, Mr. Talbot,” he said.  “We’ll cover your bar tab to make up for the trouble.” 
 
    “And my friend’s here,” I said, nodding towards Frank. 
 
    Caldwell hesitated for a moment before speaking again.  “Of course,” he said.  Then his face turned hard as he glared at the waitress, who was just beginning to get her composure.  “As for you, Sheila,” he said, “you should know better than to harass our customers.  You’re fired; get out of here.” 
 
    I watched with glee as tears filled her eyes.  “But, Mr. Caldwell,” she said, “I need this job!  I’m a single mom and –.”   
 
    Caldwell raised his hand to cut her off.  “Enough!” he shouted.  “If you’re not out of here in five minutes I’ll have security throw you out!”  Then he gave her a leer as he said, “Maybe you can make some money blowing guys on the street corner!” 
 
    “I doubt it,” I said, regarding her with a mocking grin.  “She hasn’t got the lips for it.  Hey, baby!” I said, crushing my cigar butt into the tabletop as I stood up, “maybe you could clean my apartment for a few bucks!  I’ll even let you give me a hand job – no extra charge!”  I stood over her as I spoke, my breath heavy with the odors of alcohol and tobacco.  She grimaced as the noxious smell assaulted her nostrils. 
 
    “I-I’ll get my things and leave,” she said in a small quiet voice, weeping as she disappeared into a back room. 
 
    “You have my sympathies, Caldwell,” I said to the manager.  “It’s tough finding good help these days, isn’t it?”   
 
    He nodded in response.  “These cunts are more trouble than they’re worth,” he said.  “I wish slavery was still legal; then I could just horse-whip them when they get out of line.” 
 
    “Hey, if it’s a ‘whip’ these bitches need,” I said, wrapping my hand around my crotch, “I’ve got the big one right here!”  Frank and Caldwell guffawed at my little joke.   
 
    “Come on, buddy,” I said to my co-worker.  “Let’s get out of here.  The night’s young!” 
 
    “Let’s do it, man!” he said, grabbing his jacket as he stood.  
 
    I turned towards the exit; and that was when I first saw Mistress Victoria – though at the time I had no idea who she was.  She was sitting by herself in a corner of the tavern, an untouched drink on the table in front of her.  Oh, wow, I thought as my eyes drank in her beauty.  My head swam from my sudden arousal, and my cock sprung to attention. 
 
    Even from her seated position I could tell that she was tall for a woman.  Her long hair cascaded to her hips, framing her perfect face with its scarlet locks.  Her cheekbones were high, her lips full and sensuous, and her skin remarkably clear for a redhead.   
 
    Her slender throat caught my eyes, and I followed it downward to her ample bosom, which was barely concealed by the low-cut green dress she wore.  Her long, luscious legs were crossed, with one foot turned up smartly to reveal the gorgeous curves of her left calf.  She wore designer pumps, and a small handbag hung from her chair; it must have cost more than most people’s cars. 
 
    Her eyes were her most striking feature; they looked like they had been cut from pure emerald.  But they were cool and razor-sharp as she regarded me with a look that could cut through steel.  I was horny and afraid all at the same time, as the blood rushing to my loins was matched by the color draining from my face.  My tongue felt thick in my mouth, and for once in my life I was at a loss for words. 
 
    Then she stood and walked towards me.  My thoughts raced for just the right pick-up line, but it came up blank as she closed the distance between the two of us.  I’m a little over six feet tall, but she looked down at me from her superior height, her face remained cold and menacing. 
 
    “H-hi,” I said, barely able to eject the word from my lips. 
 
    She gave me the faintest trace of a smile before her face resumed its stony appearance.  Sweat ran down my forehead.  The tension between us was so thick it could dull a butcher’s knife.  Seconds passed.   
 
    At last she spoke.  “I’ve been watching you, Randy Taylor; and I don’t like what I’ve seen.” 
 
    Her tone was icy.  But I was never one to back down from a challenge.  I met her hostile look with one of my own.  “How the fuck do you know my name?”  I said, challenging her.  “And what do you mean by ‘watching me?’”  My hands balled into fists. 
 
    If my outward bravado had any effect on her, then she didn’t show it.  “You shouldn’t have tormented that poor girl back there.”  Her eyes glanced at the table where Frank and I had sat moments before.  “Now you’ll be sorry,” she said. 
 
    Inside, my nerves were turning to mush; but I maintained my façade of courage.  “Look, bitch,” I said, keeping my tone low and menacing, “you might be the hottest piece of ass I’ve ever seen.  But nobody, and I mean NOBODY” – I pointed my finger at her face – “threatens Randy Taylor!  Got it?” 
 
    “Enjoy your freedom while you can,” she said, then she turned her back to me.  
 
     I grabbed her arm as she started to walk away; that was a mistake.  In a flash she had my wrist bent behind my back with some kind of martial arts move.  “What the fuck?” I screamed, trying in vain to free myself.  She pushed me forward and slammed my head against the bar.  I felt her lips brush against my ear.   
 
    “I’m going to enjoy destroying you,” she whispered. 
 
    Then she released me.  I jerked my head up, intending to take a swing at her.  But, when I looked around, she was nowhere to be seen.  It was as if she had vanished into thin air.   
 
    Silence hung over the room as the crowd stared at me.  Some faces revealed shock, others amusement.  That sent me over the edge.  “What the hell are you people looking at?” I bellowed.  Then I saw Frank standing nearby.  “Let’s get out of this dump!” I said.  As I stormed out of the tavern he trailed closely behind, like a puppy following its master. 
 
    “Jeez, Randy,” he said when we were outside.  “That was one psycho bitch!”  He glanced at my swollen wrist.  “You gonna be okay?” 
 
    “Of course,” I said.  “I coulda broke out of that hold any time I wanted; I’m just too much of a gentleman to hurt a defenseless lady.” 
 
    I saw the corners of Frank’s mouth curl upward for a moment.  “If you say so, my friend,” he offered.  “Hey, how ‘bout we visit that little cathouse near the docks; you know, the one with all those Asian cunts?  I’ve got a yearning for some yellow poon-tang!” 
 
    I shook my head.  “Some other time,” I said as my tortured wrist began to throb.  “I’m gonna hit the sack early tonight; big golf tournament at the club tomorrow.”  Frank went to his car and I went to mine.  I clutched the leather-wrapped steering wheel of my Mercedes with one hand; the other was in too much pain to hold anything.  “Fucking cunt,” I muttered under my breath.  “There’ll be hell to pay if I run into her again.”  But, as I drove off into the inky darkness, a cold wave of fear coursed through my body.  I felt like a mouse scurrying for cover, while a big bad alley cat sat nearby, waiting for the right moment to devour it alive. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    I’ve always been a quick healer, so by Sunday afternoon the wrist pain had all but disappeared. My anger at the mysterious woman from the bar still burned deep inside, but all my efforts to discover her identity led to dead ends.  “Sorry, Randy,” said Caldwell when I called him on Saturday.  “Never saw her before that night and I hope to never see her again.” 
 
    “You have a package, Mr. Taylor,” said the receptionist as I arrived at work the following Monday.  “It was sitting at the foot of the door this morning.  I’m amazed no one walked off with it.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I said, taking the small box from her hands.  My eyes scanned the label.  The person who addressed it had written FRANK TAYLOR in small, precise letters, along with the building address.  They used red ink.  I tossed it onto my desk as I walked into my office, then fired up my computer and glanced over my to-do list.   
 
    In those days I was a hot-shot Los Angeles realtor who specialized in commercial properties.  LA is a fast-growing town that offers unlimited opportunities for getting rich.  I had built a sizeable financial empire over the past 10 years with a combination of smooth talk and shady deals.   
 
    Some of the buildings I unloaded weren’t quite the way I described them to customers.  But the buyers usually flipped them over so quick that they didn’t care.  It was a matter of finding the biggest sucker, the person with the deepest pockets and the emptiest head.  The guys in my circle of friends made plenty of cash, and that was all we cared about.  If occasionally a buyer got stuck with a fire trap that burned down around him…well, that was his fault for being stupid. 
 
    Around 11 a.m. that morning I got a call from Frank.  He ran a small ad agency, and his building was only a few blocks from mine.  “Hey, buddy,” he said.  “Hope your wrist is better!” 
 
    “Of course it is,” I growled into the phone.  “What’s up?” I said, changing the topic. 
 
    “Nothing much,” he said.  “Just wondering if you’re up for getting some drinks tonight.  I’m off tomorrow and feel like hitting the town.  Hell, I’ll even buy you a round if you like.” 
 
    Nothing got my attention faster in those days than a chance to score some free booze.  “Sound great!” I said.  “Where should we meet?” 
 
    “Remember that cathouse near the docks I mentioned the other night?” he asked. 
 
    “Sure,” I said, smiling as I realized what he had in mind. 
 
    “Good,” he said.  “There’s a great bar on the next block; it’s called Persuaders.  They’ve got ‘buy one-get one free’ after seven.  Maybe we can loosen up and pay the ladies a call.  I’ve got it on good authority that their girls are all young and clean; straight off the boat from the Philippines.” 
 
    “Hell,” I snorted.  “You really have a thing for gook pussy!” 
 
    “You know it!” he said.  “So why don’t we meet about 7:30 and get the party started?” 
 
    “See ya then,” I said as I hung up the phone.  I spent the rest of the day surfing the net and grazing on free porn; my people were well-trained and could run the place with little effort on my part.   
 
    I got so wrapped up in what I was doing that I almost forgot about the package from that morning.  Then, as I was getting ready to leave late that afternoon, I noticed it sitting on the edge of my desk.  Almost absent-mindedly I reached for it.  Tearing open the brown paper in which it was wrapped, I discovered that it contained a small wooden box with hinges. I opened it. 
 
    Inside, wrapped in a red silken cloth, was a small hourglass.  Knotting my brow in puzzlement, I lifted it out, holding it in my hand.   
 
    Hanging from the object was a small piece of parchment-like paper.  Unfolding it, I saw a message written in the same, small precise handwriting as the address.  It read TIME’S ALMOST UP, MR. TALBOT.  ENJOY YOUR FREEDOM WHILE IT LASTS.   
 
    My blood ran cold as I read the words.  Then, my anger rising up to quench my fear, I tossed the hourglass in the waste basket and stormed out of the building. 
 
    An hour and a half later I sat across from Frank at the bar he had recommended.  On the table in front of me sat the remains of a cheeseburger and fries.  It was the first time I ate that day, so I had torn into the food with ferocious intensity.   
 
     “Gotta hand it to ya, buddy,” I said, looking around at the scantily clad waitresses that seemed to be everywhere, “you sure know how to pick ‘em.” 
 
    “I thought you’d like this place,” Franks said.  “I just found out about it myself a couple of weeks ago.” He leaned forward and spoke in a hushed tone.  “They say these girls are real sluts; they’ll polish a guy’s knob for 20 bucks!”  
 
    I felt the hardness rift in my pants as I looked around the room.  “Ya don’t say,” I replied.  “I might just have to test that theory.  Some of these bitches have world-class blowjob lips!”  
 
    Had I been thinking with my big head and not my little one, I might have noticed a couple of odd things about the wait staff: one, that they were all unusually tall and well-muscled for women; two, that there were an awful lot of them for such a small place.  As it was, however, I was too involved with my lurid thoughts to pay more attention to my surroundings.   
 
    Frank was in a buying mood that night – another red flag that I should have seen.  But I was never one to turn down free alcohol.  So, as he paid for round after round, I kept imbibing.  We smoked cigars and made lewd comments to the waitresses, who smiled tightly but said nothing about our smoking.  Despite the weird package and the incident from a few nights before, I was feeling on top of the world.  But that would not last. 
 
    Around 11 p.m.  I glanced at the clock on the wall.  “Jesus fucking Christ,” I said.  “Tomorrow’s a work day!  Let’s get out of here, Frank.” 
 
    “Relax, buddy,” he said.  “You’re the boss, remember?  Just call in sick!” 
 
    Ordinarily I would not have found that crack funny.  But I was so drunk by then that I doubled over laughing.  “Goddamn right!”  I said.  “That cunt receptionist can run the show tomorrow; hell, I pay her enough!” 
 
    We stayed till midnight, when Frank looked at his watch and said, “Randy, I hate to call it a night; but, unlike you, I don’t run the show at my office.  How ‘bout I walk you to your car?” 
 
    “Y-y-yeah,” I said, my thoughts in a fog.  “Works for me…let’s go.” 
 
    I stood up, felt my head spin, then fell back into my chair.  “Damn!’ I said, “this is the drunkest I’ve been in years…can’t even coordinate myself…”  I shook my head, put my hands firmly on the table; and then, with a supreme effort, got back on my feet. 
 
    “Easy, big boy, easy,” said Frank, grabbing my arm.  “Let me guide you out the door.”   
 
    My memory of the next few minutes is a blur; all I remember is seeing my Mercedes sitting in the parking spot where I had left it a few hours before.  “There she is,” I said, my voice slurred, my legs like rubber.  “I’m gonna drive that beauty back to my place, and if a cop gives me shit, I’ll kick his ass…fuckin’ cops!” 
 
    Glancing to my left, I saw Frank right beside me, still clutching my arm as he walked me to my automobile.  “T-thanks, Frank,” I said, “You’re a great pal.” 
 
    Don’t mention it,” he said, smiling.  “Gotta watch out for my best friend.”   
 
    As we approached the car, my eyes made out the dim outlines of two people standing around it.  We were in a parking lot patrolled by private security, but the guards were nowhere around.   
 
    “Who…who the fuck is that?” I said, sudden fear whisking away my mental fog.   
 
    I heard Frank snicker.  “You’ll find out soon, buddy,” he said. 
 
    I felt my heart skip a beat as the pair of blurry shapes turned razor-sharp.  The redhead from the other night stood a few feet in front of another women who towered over her; I guessed her height at close to seven feet.  The giant’s blond hair cascaded down her body to her hips.  Both women were dressed the same: leather boots and corsets, golden necklaces, and a rawhide bag slung over their shoulders. 
 
    “Hello again, my pet,” said the scarlet-haired lady, in a voice that was almost pleasant.  “Your time is up, I’m afraid.” 
 
    Frank let go of my arm and I tumbled to the ground.  The dizziness I had felt over the last several minutes retuned with a vengeance.  I slapped myself, trying to fight off the wave of unconsciousness that was rushing over me.   
 
    I rolled over on my back and looked upwards.  The cold fluorescent ceiling lights burned holes through my eyes; I closed them and covered my face with my hands.  Waves of pain thundered through my skull.  Oh god, no, I thought.  This is it; I’m going to die.   
 
    The giant Amazon woman reached down, wrapping her paws around me.  In a flash she lifted me off the ground, then tossed me over her shoulder like a sack of potatoes.  My belly crashed against her rock-hard physique; she was insanely strong.  My nostrils filled with the musky scent of her lean, sweaty body. 
 
    I saw Frank looking at the redhead; he held out his hand, palm up.  “I drugged his sorry ass for you and brought him here,” he said.  “Now give me the money!” 
 
    The red-headed woman reached into a leather pouch slung across her chest and produced a giant wad of cash.  “It’s all here - $50,000.00, as we agreed,” she said, holding it out to Frank.  But, instead of accepting it, he half-turned from her and sneered. 
 
    “That was the deal when we first talked,” he said.  “But I’m changing the terms.  After all, I could turn you cunts in for this shit you’re doing,” he said.  “How ‘bout we make it an even $100,000.00 and I keep my mouth shut?” 
 
    You fool, I thought to myself.  You poor, pitiful fool. 
 
    Silence fell over the lot as the redhead stared at my once-friend.  “$50,000.00, Mr. Crowder,” she said.  She loosed her grip on the money and it fell to the concrete floor at her feet.  “Take it and get out of here – now.” 
 
    Frank glared at her as he pulled a pistol from his pocket.  “I’ll blow a 9mm round up your ass if you don’t pay up,” he said, pointing the barrel of the weapon at the redhead.  “Now give me the hundred grand, you stupid whore!  I got it coming!” 
 
    If either of the women were scared, then they didn’t show it.  The redhead looked at the massive blond who now stood beside her.  “You heard the man,” she said to the giant.  “Give him what he has coming.” 
 
    What happened next occurred in a flash.  The immense woman dropped me, then snatched the gun from Frank’s hand and tossed it to a far corner of the lot.  Then she wrapped her arms around him and lifted him high off the floor.  
 
    Frank barely had time to cry out before I heard a sickening CRACK sound.  Then he fell to the hard concrete floor.  His dead, uncomprehending eyes stared up at nothing.  A pool of blood poured from his broken body, which was folded over backwards like a bent playing card. 
 
    “Nice work,” said the redhead to her companion.  Then she turned towards me.  The woman had grabbed me once more and was carrying me over her shoulder, her arm cinched around me like a vise. 
 
    “Please…please,” I begged.  “Don’t kill me.  I’ll give you anything you want.  Just let me live.”  I wailed mournfully as I spoke, expecting each moment to be my last. 
 
    The scarlet-locked woman’s face softened for a moment as she gave me a wicked smile.  “Don’t worry, my pet,” she said.  “I have far more…interesting plans for you.”   
 
    I fainted on the spot, just like the terrified sissy bitch I was well on my way to becoming. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    How long I was unconscious I don’t know.  Every so often I would start to wake up.  Once I heard a creaking sound and felt my body swaying back and forth, as if I were on a ship.  At one point I felt an object in my right hand and heard someone say, “Sign it – now.”  My hand made a motion, as if I was affixing my signature to something.  Then all was blackness. 
 
    The next thing I knew I was lying on a metal table.  The cold metal chilled me to the bone.  I saw a figure in a white gown and surgeon’s mask standing over me.  Someone in the background said, “Make them as large as possible.”  Searing pain cut through my chest, but I was unable to scream.  Again I passed out. 
 
    When I awoke, I saw a bright light overhead.  The glow sent a wave of pain through my skull.  I tried to cover my eyes with my hand, only to realize that my wrists were held down by straps.  Slowly my vision adjusted to the glare and I could see around me.  I was in what looked like a hospital room.  My surroundings were sterile and metallic.  I tried to sit up, but a strap cinched around my stomach kept me immobilized.   
 
    I heard the clack of footsteps against the floor as someone entered the room.  “Well, there you are, number 2336!” a female voice said.  “We thought you might not make it; but you pulled through after all.”   
 
    Standing over me was a dark-haired woman in a lab coat.  Behind her was a petite Asian lady dressed the same way.  They regarded me with a cool, emotionless glare.  The woman in front took my pulse while she looked at her wristwatch.  “65 beats a minute,” she said, glancing over her shoulder at the Asian.  “Strong and steady.  Number 2336 is well on its way to its new life.” 
 
    Through the haze in my mind I somehow found the ability to speak.  “Who...who are you?” I said.  “Where am I?” I noticed my voice was unusually high. 
 
    “All in good time, Number 2336,” the lead woman said.  “For now you should sleep.”  She stepped aside, and the Asian woman approached me with a massive syringe in her hand.  I cried out as she buried it deep in my arm and injected a brown fluid into me.  Then, once again, I was out. 
 
    “Wake up, number 2336!” said a deep, commanding voice.  As I opened my eyes, I expected to see a huge, muscle-bound male standing over me.  But instead I saw the same gigantic woman who had slung me over her shoulder the night I was abducted.  She looked down at me with a grim expression.   
 
    “W..what?” I said, my mind still groggy from all the chemicals injected into me.  My body felt cold; I glanced around and saw that I was lying on a huge, flat marble slab. I rolled off of it and onto my feet. The air was filled with an antiseptic odor that stung my eyes and nostrils.  
 
    “Who are you?” I demanded, backing into a corner. “Where the hell am I?”   
 
    “SILENCE!” the massive Amazon screamed, slapping my face so hard I saw stars.  I shrieked as the pain from the blow echoed through my body.  I noticed that my voice sounded girlishly shrill.   
 
    “Perhaps you should let it look in a mirror,” said deep male a voice from behind my tormentor.  “Anything to stop its ridiculous whining.” 
 
    “Good idea,” said the hulking she-brute.  She left for a moment, then returned with a pane of silvery glass.  “Look at yourself,” she said, holding the mirror in front of me.  I did as she ordered. 
 
    I gasped, closed my eyes in disbelief, and then looked again.  There, staring back at me, was the face of a woman!  She had blond hair, full, pouty lips, a slender neck, and a small, upturned nose.  On her right cheek I saw a huge red welt in the shape of four fingers; it was beginning to swell. 
 
    As my eyes followed the image downward, I saw that I had somehow grown breasts, huge ones, like those of the strippers I used to fondle.  Each had a perfectly formed pink nipple.   
 
    “Oh…oh, god,” I said.  “What happened to me?” 
 
    “Welcome to Eunuch Island, number 2336,” said the woman.  “You’ve taken the first steps towards feminization.”  She reached out and touched my inflamed cheek.  “I must be gentler with you, however,” she said.   “Bruised merchandise fetches lower prices on the slave market.” 
 
    I began to sob.  
 
    “Oh, don’t be that way!” said the woman. “You’ll get used to being a slut-slave after a while.  In fact, we may as well work on your cock sucking skills while you’re here.”  She glanced over her right shoulder, speaking to the shadowy figure that stood at the edge of the room.  “Number 2336 is all yours, captain,” she said. 
 
    “Good,” said a booming voice.  “I’m horny as hell.”  A giant, bald black man stepped forward, heavily muscled and naked from head to toe, with deep set eyes that glared at me like a ravenous wolf sizing up a wounded rabbit. He spoke with what sounded like a Jamaican accent. 
 
    I saw what looked like a baseball bat jutting out from between his legs. As my eyes adjusted to the gloom, I realized that I was staring at his cock! 
 
    My mouth fell open in horror. My ass and throat started to ache as I pictured him violating me with his massive, mahogany sex-spear.  
 
    The giant blond stood nearby, her flawless face adorned with a cold, cruel smile. “Now so tough now, are you, number 2336?” she said in a mocking tone. “Your kind are all alike. You bluster and brag and strut around like roosters, thinking you can treat women anyway you like.”  
 
    The smile fell from her face as her tone tuned dark and threatening. “But strip away your money and your fancy clothes and your shiny toys and the sissy inside reveals herself every time.” She nodded at the man she called “Captain.” “She’s all yours.” 
 
    I cowered in a corner of the room, whimpering and starting to cry. The captain’s massive cock stared at me with its single eye, silvery drops of pre-cum dripping from its thick, thirsty tip.   
 
    “Please, sir,” I begged. “Don’t hurt me!” 
 
    He laughed. “What a pathetic little sissy!” he said. “If I wasn’t so goddamned horny, I wouldn’t waste my load on you. Now on your knees, slut!” he ordered, pointing to the floor with one hand while wrapping the other around his gargantuan organ. “Close your eyes and open wide, cause you’re gonna get a big surprise!” 
 
    “No!” I shrieked, clawing at the wall with my fingernails. “I can’t! It’s too big! It’ll hurt me! Please! I’m sorry I was bad!” 
 
    The captain growled, his patience wearing thin. The blond, sensing that he was about to break me in two, was across the room in a flash, grabbing a handful of my hair and dragging me out of the corner. “On your knees, number 2336!” she bellowed with rage. “Now!” 
 
    I tried to stand but she kicked my feet out from under me. I fell to the floor, pain shooting through my knees as they slammed into the cold, hard concrete floor.   
 
    I clamped my mouth shut, panic overwhelming me. The blond let go of my hair and wedged her strong fingers between my lips, forcing my jaw open.  
 
    “You’ve got an open porthole, captain!” she shouted. “Shut it!” 
 
    “With pleasure!” the man said, moving almost as fast as the blond as he rammed his man-stick into my mouth. Roaring with lust, he went about the business of fucking my feminized mouth, each thrust forcing his obsidian organ deeper down my throat.  
 
    Stepping back, the blond leaned causally against the wall, her arms folded across her massive chest as she watched this bronze brute use me for his pleasure.  
 
    My terror ran away with me as I struggled to breathe. I felt as if I was being asphyxiated by a sweaty, rock-hard salami that was as thick as my waist. My brain screamed for oxygen as I began to see red. This is it, I thought. This is how I die.  
 
    Sensing that I was on the edge of death, the blond offered me a bit of advice. “You’re a sissy cocksucker now, sweetie,” she said. “You have to learn how to please a man if you want to stay alive.”  
 
    She gestured towards the captain’s testicles, which hung low around his knees. “Try stroking his nuts with your soft little fingers, number 2336,” she said. “The quicker he cums, the sooner you’ll be able to breathe again.” 
 
    I did as she suggested. “Yeah, sweet cheeks,” the captain growled in approval. “That’s the way to do it. Show this old sailor how you dock whores please a man!” 
 
    The moments dragged by as I fondled the captain’s balls. Each of them felt like a warm, fleshy grapefruit between my fingers. Pre-cum started to coat his cannon-rod cock, giving me just enough room to sneak in a few precious breaths.  
 
    I felt a warm tingling sensation spread through my body, as the captain groaned with pleasure. I’m doing it! I thought, feeling giddy like a school girl going down on her college jock boyfriend. I’m pleasing him!  
 
    A cold shudder of fear ran through my body as I felt him tense up. I was terrified that I had done something wrong, that he was going to punish me for being a bad little sissy.  
 
    But no, just the opposite. He began to cum! With a manly roar, he shot gallons of his steaming jism down my throat and into my yearning stomach. I sucked it down like it was an ice cream shake. 
 
    After pumping me full of his seed, he stepped back. I inhaled huge mouthfuls of sweet, precious oxygen, letting the air revive my brain.  
 
    It felt wonderful to breathe freely again. Yet still I felt a twinge of sadness. Why? 
 
    The realization hit me like a tsunami as I faced the awful, unavoidable truth. Oh my god, I thought. I just gave a man a blow job! And I liked it! I actually liked it! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    I curled up into a ball on the floor and wept, the salty taste of the captain’s orgasm still on my trembling lips. The world around me seemed to fade away, as the aftershocks of the experience began to rewire my brain.  
 
    “You can leave now, captain,” I heard the blond say. As he exited the room, she knelt beside me, stroking my hair and comforting me. “There, there, honey,” she said. “it’s okay. You did just fine tonight. Before long, you’ll be a first-class cock whore.” 
 
    She helped me to my feet, then led me down the hall to a tiny room with a small dresser and two cots. As I lay down on one of the cots, she took a soft pink blanket from the dresser and covered me with it.  
 
    “Sleep well, number 2336,” she said, giving me a kiss on the cheek before leaving. The last thing I remember before falling asleep was my tiny cock standing erect between my soft, girly legs.  
 
    I was still lying on the cot when I awoke.  I heard someone quietly humming nearby; looking up, I saw a gorgeous brunette sitting on the other cot. 
 
     “Well, there you are!” said the woman, smiling as she saw me open my eyes.  “I was wondering when you would come to.  How was the captain last night? As brutal as usual?” 
 
    I shook my head to clear away the cobwebs, then I spoke.  “Please,” I said.  “Tell me where I am, what’s going on.” 
 
    My companion adjusted herself on the cot and crossed her legs; she wore a micro-skirt that showed ample amounts of skin.  Then, once more, she spoke.  “Get ready for a shock, sweetie,” she said.  “You’re on an island somewhere in the middle of the ocean, god-only-knows-where exactly.  It’s a place where they transform men into feminized playthings for the rich and powerful.”   
 
    She smiled faintly.  “I’ve been here for several months,” she said.  “I used to be in the military.  Then one day I started getting threatening letters from a redhead woman, whom I believe you have met already.  Now I’m a sissy maid in training.”   
 
    The blood ran from my face.  “You can’t be serious,” I managed to say.  “But I’m an American citizen; I have rights! I –.” 
 
    The brunette held up her hand to cut me off.  “Save me the speech, honey,” she said.  “I’ve heard it a thousand times before.  None of that matters.  This is a sovereign nation ruled by Mistress Victoria.  Here, you’re her property – end of story.” 
 
    “’Mistress Victoria?’” I said. 
 
    “Why, yes, of course!’ said the brunette, giving me a “duh” look.  “The kick-ass redhead who abducted you!  She’s Queen Bitch in these parts!”  “By the way,” she continued, “my name is Karen.  Nice to meet you.”  She reached out her right hand.  I reached out as well and clasped her warm, rosy palm against mine.   “My name is…” I started to say.  Then I stopped myself, realizing that I was no longer the man I used to be. 
 
    Karen, understanding my hesitation, smiled once more.  “Right now you’re nobody, honey,” she said sadly, “just the number on your tummy.”  She pointed at my stomach.  Glancing down, I saw “2336” burned into my belly.   
 
    My mouth dropped open, and I looked up at Karen.  “You’re only a number here until you complete initial training,” she said.  “Then Mistress Victoria will give you a sissy name.” She dropped her eyes and said quietly, “I once went by ‘Ken;’ now I’m just a feminized sissy faggot named Karen.”  She wrapped her arms around herself and grew quiet. 
 
    I realized for the first time that I was still nude.  Standing, I looked in the mirror.  My brain rebelled at what my eyes were telling it.  Staring back at me was the same female face I had seen earlier.  My boobs shook slightly with each movement of my body.   
 
    My belly was tight and lean; they had probably starved me for weeks while I was anesthetized.  I had a glowing tan that covered me from head to toe – they must have exposed to me to UV rays as well.  My eyes followed my new body to my cock.  I started to touch it. 
 
    “No!” came the hysterical voice from behind me.  As I turned, Karen grabbed my hand, yanking it away from my balls.  “Don’t!  None of us can ever touch ourselves down there again!” 
 
    “Why not?” I shouted, my former male pride flickering back to life for an instant. 
 
    Karen dropped her panties, showing me her genitals.  “This is why,” she said, her voice cracking.  My heart stopped in my chest as I saw what the surgeon had done to her.  Her cock was sutured to her body, pointing upwards towards her belly button.   
 
    She covered her face and looked away as her face turned red.  “They did this to me when they caught me masturbating one night,” she said.  “When I piss it shoots upward and soaks my body; they make films of it and sell them on the Internet.  This is only one of the punishments they use.  I’ve heard that, when a sissy is really bad, they will castrate her with a knife and seal the wound with heat; it’s the same method the ancient Romans used when they turned men into eunuchs.” 
 
    For once in my life I had nothing to say.  I just stared in abject horror, imagining what it would be like to endure such total humiliation.  Then, despite my revulsion, I felt my cock grow stiff.  Why am I getting excited?  I thought.  Does the idea of being dominated and humiliated turn me on at some level?   The question burned in my mind as my throbbing penis stood at attention, waiting for relief that would never come. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    The rest of that day went by quickly.  Karen showed me around the room.  Then she lent me some of her clothes and led me out of the room and down the hallway, showing me what she could of the compound in which we were imprisoned.  It consisted of a long hallway with 12 rooms like ours.  At one end there was a communal bathroom.  Past it, a massive steel door with no knobs or windows blocked our path.   
 
    There were other sissies on the hallway, each in various states of transition.  I met a tall African-American named Nicole who used to be a big game hunter, a petite sissy named Jane who was once a computer analyst, and a broad-shouldered but very quiet sissy named Rachel whose face was badly bruised.   
 
    “What happened to her?” I asked Karen when we got back to our room. 
 
    “She dared to talk back to Mistress Cruelty,” she said. 
 
    “Who?” I asked. 
 
    “The giant blond super-woman you met,” she said.  “They say she’s some sort of genetic experiment – one of Mistress Victoria’s soldiers.  She will lead the others into battle when the final war comes.” 
 
    “War?” I asked, raising my eyebrows.  “What war?” 
 
    “The one that will turn all men into sissies and give women control of the earth,” said Karen.  “You’ll learn about it during your training, which will probably start tomorrow.” 
 
    I was about to ask her what she meant by my “training” when a loud bell sounded throughout the building.  “Follow me,” said Karen glumly.  “It’s dinnertime.”   
 
    I did as she said.  As we went into the hallway, I noticed that the giant steel door was now open.  A woman in a black uniform stood against the wall; she had a firearm and other devices in a holster around her waist.  “Move, sissies!” she ordered, giving us a cold, stony look.  I kept my eyes down as I shuffled past her. 
 
    The hallway led to a small cafeteria.  Karen and I shuffled through a serving line; the people who dished out our meal had a vacant look in their eyes.  They scooped our food from large silver bowls using ladles, and dropped it onto our plates with slow, almost mechanical movements.  I nearly retched when I saw what we were expected to eat: steamed vegetables and tofu.  The only drink was water. 
 
    “Is this he only food they give us?” I asked Karen as we sat together. 
 
    “Yes,” she said.  “They say it’s good for us.  It has plenty of vitamins but almost no protein.”  She took a bite, swallowed, then continued to speak.  “And very little flavor,” she said. 
 
    “Why is everything pink?” I asked, looking around me. 
 
    “Because pink is a sissy color,” she said.  “It’s part of the way they reprogram us.” 
 
    “’Reprogram us?’” I said.  “You mean like computers?” 
 
    “Exactly,” she said.  “They dominate our minds and our bodies.  We’re like clay to them.” 
 
    “What do they want to turn us into?” I asked, a cold chill running through me. 
 
    “Feminized sissy slaves,” she said, “with no mind or will of our own.” 
 
    I tried to put those words out of my mind as I continued to eat.  We sat through the rest of dinner in silence.  Afterwards we returned to our room.  The guard closed the giant steel door behind us with a loud THUD and we were trapped in our tiny section of the complex. 
 
    A minute or two later we were lying on our cots when we heard the door open again.  We looked into the hallway to see what was happening.  Three female guards were marching down the hallway; they were dressed head-to-toe in black leather.  All of them were blond, with enormous breasts and hourglass figures.  The heels of their boots clacked against the tile floor as they walked.  I felt my cock stir to life once more. 
 
    Ignoring the other sissies who stood in the hall looking at them, they approached Karen.  One of them held a coiled whip in her right hand; she pointed it at my roommate.  “Sissy Karen!” she said.  “Step forward!  You broke the rules and must be punished.” 
 
    Karen’s hands covered her mouth as she took a step backwards.  Her face turned pale and she begin to quiver.  “Oh…oh god, no; please, mistresses; have mercy!” 
 
    “Silence!” shouted the lead guard.  “You revealed information to number 2336 that it was not supposed to know until training period.  You will suffer for your actions.” 
 
    “Wait!” I said, stepping forward.  “What is this about?  Why punish her when I asked the questions?”   
 
    One of the guards buried her fist in my abdomen, then followed up with a knee to my groin that lifted me off the floor with its force.  I doubled over and collapsed on the floor. 
 
    Rolling over onto my back and looking up, I noticed for the first time that a set of manacles hung from certain sections of the ceiling.  The guards encased Karen’s wrists in the bonds, so that she hung suspended from them.   
 
    Then the woman with the whip went to work.  The rawhide strips shredded Karen’s clothes and cut into her skin. I saw red welts appear as the cords drew blood.  She screamed for mercy that never came.   
 
    A cruel smile crept across the guard’s face as she struck over and over.  The lean, firm muscles of her upper arm flexed every time the whip made contact with its victim.  The sight reminded me of a nature show I saw once, in which a lioness attacked and killed a male gazelle.  I watched that program in fascination as the hungry animal tore into its prey.  The guard had that same air of utter ferocity as she did her work. 
 
    When she was done flailing at Karen’s back, she focused her attention on her ass, then her upper thighs.  Streak after crimson streak appeared on Karen’s body as the weapon did its work.  The other sissies and I watched helplessly, too scared to do otherwise. 
 
    When it was over, Karen hung exhausted from the manacles, her breathing forced and uneven.  Her clothing lay in tatters on the floor beneath her feet.  I looked at her surgically altered cock, at the way it was stitched into her body so that it would never function properly again.  
 
     I shuddered at the sight of her raw, open wounds.  I saw the look of utter hopelessness in her eyes as she endured the pain in silence.  Is that how I will end up?  I asked myself.  What will become of me before this is through? 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    After they whipped Karen, the guards lowered her from the ceiling, undid her bonds, and carried her limp form away with them through the blue steel door.  I returned to my room and tried to sleep, but the images of my roommate’s abused body made it nearly impossible to rest.  Eventually my fatigue overwhelmed my terror and I nodded off. 
 
    “Wake up, number 2336!  Time to begin your training!” 
 
    The command tore me from my slumber.  I looked up to see Mistress Cruelty towering over me.  She pointed to the hallway.  “Get up and follow me,” she said.  “You have a long day ahead of you.” 
 
    I shuffled to my feet.  “Hurry up!” shouted Mistress Cruelty.  “Or you’ll get the same treatment as Karen!” 
 
    The thought of being flogged made me quicken my pace.  I followed the blond super-woman down the hallway, past the open steel door, and through a maze of twisting passages.  Several minutes later we entered what appeared to be a medical clinic.  At its center was a hard wooden chair with a hole cut in the center of the seat and four chrome-plated handcuffs attached at different points.   
 
    Mistress Cruelty ordered me to sit; I did so.  She locked my wrists and ankles in the cuffs and told me to look straight ahead.   
 
    “Sit still,” she said.  Then, with no warning, the jabbed a hypodermic needle into my arm and injected me with a fluid. 
 
    “What was that stuff you shot into me?” I cried out. 
 
    “Shut up!” she screamed, striking the top of my head with her palm.  I saw stars for a moment, then forced my mouth to stay closed. 
 
    A few feet in front of me was a pink curtain.  It raised into the air, and behind it was a huge flat panel TV.  It began to play a standard porno flick, the kind I used to watch all the time.  A big guy with muscles was fucking the hell out of a woman beneath him.  “Oh, baby,” the woman said.  “Fuck me with your big, manly cock.  Oh god, I can’t get enough!”  My organ grew stiff as I watched. 
 
    Then a wave of nausea began to surge through me.  It began as a churning in my stomach, then it spread upward into my throat and mouth.  I squirmed in the seat as the cuffs held me in place.  “Help me!” I shouted.  “I’m getting sick!  Someone help me!  Please!”  I turned my head towards Mistress Cruelty, who stood in a corner watching me.  “Please!” I screamed at her.  “I’m going to throw up!” 
 
    “Shut up, number 2336!” she said.  “Keep your eyes on the screen or I will beat you!” 
 
    Remembering Karen from the previous night, I did as I was told.  The movie was getting hotter as the man drove his giant shaft into the slut beneath him, but my queasiness wouldn’t let me enjoy the images.  Suddenly, with a massive spasm that shook my body, I vomited on myself. 
 
    “Excellent!” said Mistress Cruelty.  “Well done!”  The TV screen went black as she spoke. 
 
    I looked back at her.  “Why are you doing this to me?”  I pleaded with her. 
 
    “For your own good, number 2336,” she said, walking towards me.  “You see, men are filthy, degenerate creatures who think with their dicks.  These sessions will break you of those bad habits.  Whenever you think of sex with a woman you will become uncontrollably sick.”   
 
    She took a key from her belt and used it to release me from the cuffs.  Then she pointed at a door on the other end of the room.  “Through that door is a shower stall,” she said.  “Go in there and clean yourself up.  Then return here.” 
 
    I did as she commanded.  The stall was cramped and the water ice-cold, but I found a small sliver of soap and a towel.  I rinsed off my body then went back into the room.  The puke on the floor was gone, but its smell lingered in the air. 
 
    “Mistress Cruelty cuffed me to the chair once more.  Again she injected me with a fluid; it had a different color than the first compound. 
 
    Then I heard a whirring sound from the floor underneath me as a piece of metal rose up and made contact with my ass cheeks through the hole in the chair.  I screamed, expecting the object to hurt, like the captain’s cock had felt the day before.  But, to my surprise, it slid into me easily.  The dildo was smooth and cylindrical; it began to rotate slowly.  I could tell from the ease with which it moved that it was lubricated. 
 
    I began to feel pleasure. 
 
    Then the TV flickered to life once more.  But this time the images were different; they showed a feminized sissy on her knees giving a man head.  I watched the sissy slide her mouth over the guy’s shaft as she gently cupped his balls in her hand.  The man moaned with pleasure and arched his back.   
 
    “That’s a good sissy,” he said, pushing her head forward and forcing his organ deep into her mouth.  She must have been an experienced cock sucker, because she had no trouble taking every inch of his massive pole into her throat 
 
    The pleasure in my ass grew.  It spread into my balls, into my swollen penis, and through my body.  My eyes stayed glued to the screen as the sissy continued to pleasure the man.  At last, with a powerful yell that split my ears, he came.  His sperm ran out of her mouth and onto the floor in front of her.  She lapped it up like a dog. 
 
    The spinning dildo began to force its way deep into my body. “Oh, oh…wow,” I said, as raw ecstasy poured through me.  Then the screen went black for a moment.  When the images came back, I saw the words YOU ARE A SISSY QUEER flash across the monitor in bright pink letters.  A female voice came from the speakers.  It said, “You are a sissy queer, you are a sissy queer, you are a sissy queer,” over and over. 
 
    As the pleasure overwhelmed my senses, I began to say, “I’m a sissy queer, I’m a sissy queer, I’m a sissy queer.”  
 
    Mistress Cruelty whispered in my ear.  “Are you a sissy queer, number 2336?” she said. 
 
    “Oh yes,” I said in a sweet, pretty voice.  “I am a sissy queer.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    How long the experience went on I can’t say.  All I know is that, when it was over, I was on the edge of cumming but unable to push myself into an orgasm.  And, with my hands tied, there was nothing I could do, though I wanted to touch myself more than anything in the world.   
 
    In the end Mistress Cruelty released me from my bonds and told me to stand.  “Follow me,” she said.  “And don’t even think of masturbating or I will give you a whipping you’ll never forget.” Then she wrapped a metal collar around my neck.  It was attached to a long leather leash that she took hold of as she walked.  I trailed behind her meekly as she led me down the hall.   
 
    Despite my raging hard-on, I obeyed her order.  I felt pre-cum pooling on the end of my shaft, but I left it untouched.   
 
    After a long walk we arrived in front of a door.  A sign over the entrance read FOUNDATIONS DEPARTMENT.  “Through there,” said Mistress Cruelty, opening the door and pointing to the room beyond.  I did as she said, noticing as I crossed the threshold that I smelled the fragrant scent of women’s perfume. 
 
    The room was filled with mannequins, the kind used by department stores to display feminine undergarments.  On each of them was a different type of lingerie: panties, bras, stockings, garter belts, and so on.  At the far end of the room sat a lady at a large metal desk.  Like every other woman I had seen on the island she was remarkably beautiful.  She wore wire-rimmed glasses that perched on the end of her dainty nose.  Her hair was a lovely shade of chestnut.    
 
    “Ah, there you are, number 2336!” she said, looking up at me.  “I have been expecting you!”  Her voice sounded vaguely German.  “Come here,” she said, gesturing me towards her.  “You may address me as Mistress Gwendolyn.”  
 
     As I approached her, she looked me over from head to toe, sizing me up.  “Sit,” she said, pointing to a padded chair.  My naked ass sank into the soft leather.  
 
    Ahh, I thought.  This is more like it. 
 
    “Lean forward,” she said as she sat in the chair opposite mine.  Between the two of us was a small table.  She opened a box that sat on it.  Glancing at its contents, I saw that it contained makeup of various kinds.   
 
    “What are you going to do?” I said, pulling my head away!” 
 
    “SILENCE!” she screamed.  Her formerly pleasant face turned icy cold as she gave me a venomous look.  Then she pointed at my face with her right index finger.  “You need to learn right now, number 2336, that you are NEVER to question what a woman tells you to do!  Ever!  Do you understand?” 
 
    Too scared to speak, I just nodded my head.   
 
    “Much better,” she said, using the soothing tone with which she had greeted me earlier.  “Now lean forward.”  This time I obeyed without hesitation.  Using the makeup brush and eyebrow pencil in the box, she applied cosmetics to my face.  She started with a light foundation, then painted my lips and eyes.  She put blush on my cheeks.  When she was done, she held up a mirror.   
 
    “See how beautiful you are now, number 2336!” she said. 
 
    Once more I couldn’t believe the image that was looking back at me.  I had become a lovely woman!  The cosmetics hid my blemishes and brought a rosy glow to my skin.  I saw myself blush in the looking glass. 
 
    “Very good, number 2336,” the woman said, noting my reaction.  “Your male persona is rapidly dissolving.  I think you might make a serviceable sissy in time.  Now stand.”  Again I obeyed.  She directed me to stand in front of a full-length mirror.  As I did, she approached me from behind; I saw that she held a dainty, peach-colored bra in her hand. 
 
    “Hold up your arms,” she ordered.  As I did, she slipped the bra’s silky straps over my shoulders, tucked my new breasts into the cups, and fastened the clasp.  By this point my erection was stiffer than ever.  Every nerve burned with the urge to masturbate, but fear of punishment kept my hands away from my organ. 
 
    “You should know, number 2336,” said the woman as the stood beside me, “that your days of being a man are forever gone.  You are now, and will always be, a sissy. An inferior creature whose only purpose is to serve women and dominant men.  You will be used as your owner decrees, but you will never, ever cum again.  Do you understand?” 
 
    I felt a tear run down my cheek as the utter finality of her words sunk into my mind.  She brushed it away.   
 
    “Now don’t be sad, dear,” she said.  “Being a sissy is a wonderful life – so long as you please those who control you.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Gwendolyn,” I said in a tortured whisper. 
 
    Over the next several hours Mistress Gwendolyn dressed me in an array of panties, from silky black ones to lacy, frilly pink pairs.  I shaved my body, slid stockings up my long, luscious legs, and tried on multiple outfits.  Each of them included a mini-skirt and a low-cut top.   
 
    “You’re to be a whore, number 2336,” Mistress Gwendolyn said at one point.  “It will be your only purpose; so you must look the part.” 
 
    In the end I was indistinguishable from a woman, save for my cock and balls.  But they were concealed by my clothes.  A faint bump jutted out from where I retained an erection.  Seeing it, Mistress Gwendolyn frowned.  “Very unsightly, number 2336,” she said.  “We will have to fix that.  Otherwise, though, you’ve come along magnificently in a short time.” 
 
    “Thank you, mistress,” I said, feeling a rush of my pride at her words. 
 
    Later that day I returned to my room with armfuls of things to wear.  The other sissies on the hall came by to congratulate me.  I was actually happy, which amazed me since the experience prior to this moment had been so traumatic.  The others asked me to strut my stuff for them, which I did, showing off my newly acquired feminized walk.  They cheered and stomped their feet. 
 
    The only thing that dampened my joy was seeing that Karen’s things were gone; her side of the room was cleaned up and empty.  “What happened to her?” I asked another sissy named Veronica. 
 
    She held her index finger over her lips to shush me.  “Don’t ask,” she said quietly.  “When someone disappears, we’re not to inquire about it.”  I nodded in silence, not wanting to spoil the happy mood I was enjoying. 
 
    That night at dinner the food actually tasted good.  I ate in small bites and wiped my lips with my napkin properly, just like a proper sissy should.  I looked at the girl sitting next to me.  “I’m so glad the worst of this is over,” I said to her.   
 
    She gave me a “you can’t be serious look!” along with the others who sat at my table.  The sissy across from me reached across the table, taking my hand in hers.  “I hate to tell you this, sweetie,” she said.  “But the worst is yet to come.” 
 
    “Oh god,” I said, a lump forming in my throat.  “Are you serious?’  
 
    “Yes I am,” said the other girl.  Those around her nodded in agreement.  “And, if you don’t perform well enough during the next test, then they will make you do it over and over.  It has happened to all of us more times than we can count.” 
 
    The wound to my raped sphincter flared up, making me grimace in pain.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    That night I slept surprisingly well, given the disturbing news from the other sissies.  When I awoke the building was silent.  I got out of bed, slipped into panties and a bra, applied a little makeup, and walked out into the hallway. 
 
    “Stop right there!  You’ve broken the rules!” said a voice from behind me. I turned to see Mistress Cruelty, who had appeared out of nowhere, glaring at me.  As usual, she was dressed in black leather: knee-high boots, corset, wristbands, and a mask that covered her face.  She held a huge bullwhip in her right hand.  Seeing it made my nerves stand on end. 
 
    “What’s wrong, mistress?” I said, using a meek, submissive tone.  “Have I behaved incorrectly?” 
 
    “Shut up!” she screamed.  “You know better than to question a woman!”  She raised her hand above her head and lashed out with the whip.  The tip whistled through the air, striking my balls through my soft, silken panties.  I cried out. 
 
    “Please don’t beat me, mistress!” I said.  “I’m sorry!” 
 
    “Now you think you can order me!” she shouted, and again the whip came down, this time tearing a bit of flesh from my shoulder.  Blood trickled down the meat of my arm.  I curled up into a ball, trying to protect myself form her blows.  She struck again and again, working on my back.  The more I screamed the more she flogged me, till at last I lay whimpering and sobbing, still curled up into a fetal position. 
 
    Through the fog of pain in my skull I heard her walk away.  At last, I thought.  It’s over.  Then my ears picked up the sound of several people walking towards me.  I summoned the nerve to peek through my fingers.  There were three women walking down the hallway in my direction.  Each was dressed in high-dollar, fashionable outfits, like the kind worn by rich housewives and female business executives.  The trio gathered around me, shaking their heads and giving me disapproving looks. 
 
    “Number 2336,” said one of them.  “I told you to start cooking dinner!  Now I find you watching television!  I should beat you for being so lazy!” 
 
    “Mistress?” I said weakly, looking up at her.  “I don’t understand.  When did you ask me to-?” 
 
    “That’s enough!” screamed a second woman.  “I told you to clean the living room, number 2336!  Now I find you trying to touch yourself!  You’re worthless!” 
 
    I gave her a dazed, confused look.  What’s happening?  I asked myself.  Am I going crazy? 
 
    “There, there, number 2336,” said the third woman, bending down to rub my arm soothingly.  “It’s not your fault that you couldn’t make my husband cum.  After all, you’re almost as bad at cock sucking as you are at washing dishes.  Look up at me, sweetie, please. I won’t hurt you.” 
 
    I did as she said; then she spat in my face.  “There!” she said.  “There’s your reward for not touching yourself!” 
 
    The spittle ran down my face as I looked from one woman to the next.  “Please,” I begged.  “Please; tell me what’s going on.” 
 
    The three of them glanced at each other, then looked at me and started laughing.  “Number 2336,” said one of them.  “You burned the toast yesterday!  Just for that I’m going to shove a hammer up your ass!”  Then the women fell silent and walked away all at once.  They passed the blue steel door, turned down the hallway, and vanished from my view. 
 
    I lay there curled up, my body sore and bleeding from Mistress Cruelty’s flogging.  Then slowly, timidly, I get to my feet, staggered back to my room, and fell onto my cot.  Several minutes passed. 
 
    Then I heard someone else approaching.  This time I stayed on the cot, afraid of more punishment if I moved. 
 
    “Wow; look at that hot slut!” said the male voice at my doorway.  I looked up to see a man standing there, utterly naked and with a giant erection. 
 
    Another man appeared behind him.  He was nude as well, with a hard-on that rivaled his friend’s. “You’re right, buddy,” the second one said.  “Hey, slut!” he said, looking at me.  “Get over here!  I’ve got a ‘big’ surprise for you!” 
 
    “Y…yes sir,” I said, looking at his cock; suddenly I felt very hungry. 
 
    I started to stand.  “No!” shouted one of the men.  “Crawl!” 
 
    I got on my hands and knees and did as he said.  When I got near him, I put my lips to his crotch.  But I was unable to take his dick into my mouth; I had never sucked a man before and wasn’t sure how to do it right.   
 
    “Well, hurry up!” he shouted.  “Get to work or my friend and I will beat you worse than Mistress Cruelty did!” 
 
    I forced myself to open wide, then gently slid his massive shaft into my mouth.  I ran my tongue up and down the length of his manhood, the same way that street walkers used to do to me before I came to the island. 
 
    “Oh…oh yeah, baby,” the man said, riding my mouth with his hips.  “Suck it good; oh yeah!’ 
 
    In a few seconds we had developed a rhythm, with the man going back and forth and me swirling my tongue around his cock while my lips remained tight around him.  I almost gagged at one point, but controlled myself and focused on being the best cock sucker I could be.   
 
    After a couple of minutes he began to moan.  “Oh…oh god,” he said, then shot his steaming load into my mouth.  I sucked the delicious nectar down into my yearning stomach. 
 
    Then he pulled away from me.  I looked up at him with a smile, his cum tainting my lips.  “Did I please you, master?” I said. 
 
    “Get away from me, you fucking perv!” he shouted.  “What’s wrong with you?”   
 
    “Yeah!” said the other man.  “We thought you were one of us; now it turns out that you’re some kind of freak!” 
 
    Tears began to run down my face.  “But I thought I was giving you what you wanted!” I said in my defense, still on my knees looking up at the men. 
 
    “Nobody cares what you thought!” shouted the woman who appeared from behind the men; she was one of the three women who had abused me a few minutes before.  “Now make the bed and scrub the toilet, like I told you!  But first - “she showed me the bottom of her shoe; it was a fancy designer pump that gave her calf a deliciously sexy curve – “lick it clean.  And do it right, or I’ll ship you back to the island for retraining!” 
 
    I nearly threw up when I looked at her sole; it was covered in some kind of green filth with a putrid stench.  But I extended my tongue, lapping at the slimy material.  The taste and smell were overpowering; but somehow, I found the ability to follow her order.   
 
    A few minutes later the sole of her shoe was immaculate.  She removed the pump and examined it for herself.  “Good enough, number 2336,” she said.  I felt a flush of pride at earning her approval. 
 
    She showed it to the two men, who were still standing there.  “Number 2336 did a great job, don’t you think?” 
 
    “Absolutely!” said one of the men.   
 
    “Incredible!” said the other.  “I’ve never see a sissy degrade itself better than number 2336 did just now!” 
 
    “Congratulations, honey,” said the woman, still clasping the shoe in her hand.  I looked up at her, giving her a faint smile as I did so.  “Thank you, mistress,” I said. 
 
    “You’re most welcome, number 2336,” she said.  Then she tossed the shoe at me; the spiked end of the hell struck me in the temple.  I cried out in pain, touching the wound with my right hand.   
 
    “Goddamn it!” I shouted, anger bubbling up within me and overcoming my fear.  “What the hell is wrong with you people?  You’re all nuts!”  I gave the three of them a defiant glare but stayed on the floor. 
 
    Silence fell once more as they looked down on me, their faces set in stone.  Seconds passed.  “Please,” I said,” terror quenching my momentary courage.  “I don’t understand.  Please tell me what you want; please…”  My voice cracking, I curled up once more and sobbed. 
 
    Then a stream of piss began to soak my hair.  I tried to look up, but a blast of urine filled my eyes with acidic fluid.  One of the men was peeing on me!   
 
    “Ah…. nothing like a good piss,” he said.  I heard movement above me but was still blind from the rancid liquid.  The smell made me heave, and I began to vomit up chunks of half-digested tofu and broccoli from the previous night’s dinner. 
 
    When I was done the floor was covered in piss and puke.  My stomach was giving me fits and my head as aching.  I was alone; my tormenters had left, with me too sick to notice their exit.    
 
    I tried to stand, but the pain and abuse I had endured drove me back to the floor.  I lay there for what seemed like hours, slowly being engulfed in a lake of vomit and urine. 
 
    “Lesson over for now, number 2336,” said the woman’s voice.  I blinked, found I could see again, and saw a woman standing over me.  She was alone. 
 
    I started to speak, but stopped myself before I did, fearing it would lead to more punishment. 
 
    “I know you’re wondering about the reason for this training session,” she said.  “Well, it’s simple.  You see, my pet,” she continued, her voice softening just a tad, “as a slave, everything you do is wrong.  No matter how much you try to please your owners, you will always screw up.  That’s because you’re a miserable sissy.” 
 
    “But I did what I was told…I did…” I said, my voice cracking with despair. 
 
    She bent down and looked me squarely in the eyes.  “I know you did,” she said.  “But, even when you do things right, you do them wrong.  It’s just the way you sissies are.” 
 
    My mind struggled for words, but none came.  In the end I just hung my head low.  “Yes, mistress,” I said, shame filling my soul. 
 
    “You admit that ’m right,” she said.  “That’s wrong.  You deserve punishment, but I will be merciful this time.  Stand up.”   
 
    I did as she said, still averting my eyes to show I was beaten. 
 
    “There’s a janitor’s closet down the hall,” she said, pointing past the steel door.  “Clean up this mess you made.  Then take a shower and return to your room.  I order you to spend the rest of the day thinking about how worthless you are.” 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” I said.   
 
    The woman walked away, disappearing as she turned a corner in the hall.  I found the closet, cleaned up the floor, then returned to my room.   
 
    I looked in the mirror, saw my pathetic sissy face gazing back at me, and said, “I’m no good; I do everything wrong.  I’m a worthless sissy slave, not a man,” over and over and over.  
 
    At one point I heard a woman laugh.  I glanced around but saw no one.  Then I saw a small video camera mounted to the ceiling.  They’re watching me all the time, I said to myself.  There’s no escape; I’ll be their slave forever. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
    I had no dinner that night and saw none of the other sissies.  I passed out on the cot and fell into a deep sleep.  I dreamt of the torments I had endured during the day. At one point I started crying out in my sleep; the sound was so loud I woke myself up.  “No, mistress, no, master, please; I’ll behave!” I heard myself shouting.   
 
    I got to my feet, left the room, and looked around the hallway; it was dark and vacant.  When I returned the first thing, I noticed was a glowing red light in the ceiling.  I gasped and covered my mouth, thinking it was a monster; but it was just the crimson LED light of the video camera. 
 
    I laid down on the cot once more and slept for what seemed like forever.   
 
    When I woke up, my mouth fell open in amazement.  I was in a different room, a much larger one.  I was lying in a bed with a soft mattress, not a cramped cot.  The walls were still pink, but the ceiling was free of cameras as far as I could tell.   
 
    I looked at myself in the mirror; amazingly, the wounds from my beating were gone.  My skin was soft, supple, and free of scars.   
 
    Against one wall was a huge dresser.  I opened it to see all sorts of pretty sissy things: panties, stockings, and bras.  I looked in the closet and squealed with delight.  It was packed with beautiful female clothing in my size!  I found skirts, tops, dresses, and all sorts of items.   
 
    Neatly arrayed on the closet floor were a dozen pairs of high heel shoes.  “This is wonderful!” I said to myself.  I reached out to touch some of the items, and realized for the first time that, mysteriously, I now had long fingernails; each was painted the nicest shade of blue to match my eyes.  I was in sissy heaven! 
 
    “Good morning, Jennifer,” said the voice behind me.  I turned to see who had spoken.  Standing in my doorway was a tall African-American woman with lovely caramel skin and an incredible figure.  She was wearing a red sleeveless dress that ended just above her knees, white stockings that showed off the curves in her legs, and professional-looking black pumps.  In her hands she held a pink notebook.  She was smiling at me. 
 
    “I think you have me confused with someone else,” I said to her.  “My name is number 2336.  I’m a sissy slave.” 
 
    “No, sweetie,” she said.  “You WERE number 2336.”  She gestured to the chair in the room.  “Have a seat and let me explain.  You may address me as Mistress Nicole.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Nicole,” I said as I sat down. 
 
    “Good girl,” she said.  “Now, you need to know that you are in phase two of your feminization training.  In the past two days we began to break down your ego, destroy your male identity, and change your sexual orientation to gay.”  Her brow knitted together as she gave me a sympathetic look.  “I know that it has been rough; but, believe me, honey, it was for your own good.  We had to be brutal in order to make your mind pliable.” 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” I said, absorbing ever word. 
 
    “The good news is that you have proven easier to train than we imagined.  Last night we observed your reactions to humiliation training; not only did you accept the discipline you received, you even helped it along by admitting your own stupidity and worthlessness.  That is very impressive!” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress Nicole,” I said.  Then I mentally suppressed the desire to feel proud about what she had said.  Remember, you’re a worthless sissy who does everything wrong, I thought. 
 
    “Ah, now see!” she said, smiling at me.  “I could tell by your body language that you fought the urge to feel pride in yourself.  That’s excellent; it means that your mind and will are almost gone.  We can start reprogramming you to suit our needs.”  Mistress Nicole took a moment to cross her, long lovely legs.  My cock stirred for a second; I clamped my thighs around it tightly to smother my erection. 
 
    “Outstanding!” she said, seeing my action.  “Very good!  It’s always better when our slaves willingly participate in their own emasculation!  It means we don’t have to be quite as sadistic in our training methods.” 
 
    “Thank you again, Mistress Nicole,” I said.  This time I couldn’t help but feel a little pride in myself for being such a good sissy. 
 
    “My pleasure,” she said.  Then she held the pink notebook out to me.  “Look through this,” she said.  “It’s your training guide for the next several weeks.  It will help to guide you through advanced sissy training.” 
 
    I did as she said, flipping through the material.  I saw sections on walking in heels, on how to curtsy, on how to give men and women oral pleasure, on how to cook, clean, and sew, and on how to self-torture my cock and balls for other’s amusement. 
 
    “Remember that I called you, ‘Jennifer’ earlier,” said Mistress Nicole.  I nodded.  “That is the name Mistress Victoria has selected for you,” she said.  “She told me to let you know how proud she is of the progress you’ve made so far.” 
 
    “I’m very glad to hear that,” I said.  “I’m trying hard to be a good sissy.” 
 
    “I know,” she said.  “And, because you’re working so hard, you have my permission to feel good about yourself for the next three hours,” she said.  “After that, however, you must remind yourself that you are a weak, pathetic sissy who is letting women run your life.  Is that understood?” 
 
    I glanced at the clock on the wall.  “Yes, Mistress Nicole,” I said.

“Excellent!” she said.  “It’s always better to let your superiors decide what you should think and feel; after all, it’s not like you really have much of a mind anyway, you stupid bimbo.” 
 
    “You’re right, mistress,” I said, dropping my eyes to the floor.  “This slave is a stupid bimbo.” 
 
    “Perfect!” she exclaimed.  “You’re well on your way.” She stood in front of me and lifted the edge of her dress.  She was wearing no panties, just a garter that held her stockings in place. “Before I leave you alone, however, you will service my pussy.  On your knees, Jennifer.” 
 
    Her hot, musky scent reached my nostrils, driving me wild with desire.  I knelt in front of her and buried my lips in her cunt.  My tongue explored the walls of her pussy till it found her oversized, throbbing clit.  I flicked my tongue over it rapidly, breathing in the aroma of her sex while I pleasured her. 
 
    “Yes, yes, that’s how to do it, Jennifer,” she moaned, digging her fingernails into the back of my head and thrusting me deeper into her.  “Eat mistress out with your slut tongue; show me what a good pussy eater you are.” 
 
    My cock was on fire, but I let it hang suspended in front of me unsatisfied; all that mattered was pleasing Mistress Nicole.  I sucked on her clit with my lips, then opened my mouth to lick its wet, hot exterior.  My fingers stroked her smooth, silky thighs.  She loved it! 
 
    After several minutes she let out a piercing scream, shoving my head even deeper into the heart of her pussy.  Then, as she came, warm juices flooded her cunt and ran down my face.   
 
    Breathing heavily, she staggered for a moment, then she grabbed the open doorway for support.  She looked down at me and smiled.  “Nicely done, Jennifer,” she said.  “Now start reading your manual.  You need to know every word of it for your classroom training, which begins tomorrow.”  With that she turned and left. 
 
    I was so horny from the experience that I could hardly think, but I forced myself to focus on the material.  I learned that Eunuch Island has existed for over 100 years.  It was founded by Mistress Victoria’s great-great-grandmother, who passed it on to her female heirs.   
 
    The isle offers sanctuary to strong, controlling, intelligent women.  Many of them are accomplished doctors and scientists who were passed over for recognition by male colleagues.  On the island they receive their just rewards.  They’re also free to experiment on men, which explains how they were able to heal my body and remove the scars in such a short time.   
 
    As I kept reading, I learned about how men have caused all the world’s problems.  I realized for the first time that being born male is a sickness.   Women are smart, sensitive, and peaceful, while men are stupid, egotistical, and violent.   
 
    As a sissy, I learned that I had the high privilege of serving women – and a select group of men who serve women with their cocks.  I learned that I am inferior to both genders, since I am neither a man nor a true woman.  But that’s okay, because my betters need slaves like myself to perform housekeeping duties and give them sexual pleasure.  By being a good sissy, I can help to make up for all the wrong men have done throughout history.   
 
    I read for three hours, until my time to feel good about myself ran out.  Then, setting the notebook aside, I stood and looked in the mirror.  
 
    “I am a worthless sissy queer,” I said to myself.  “I do everything wrong.  Women are my superiors; real men are my superiors.  My purpose in life is to eat pussy, suck cock, and never be allowed to cum.  I am a sissy maid who cleans house, washes dishes, and cooks for my owners.  I am a worthless sissy queer.  I am a worthless sissy queer.” 
 
    I repeated these words over and over; as I did, they sank into my brain, and the tiny part of me that was still a man faded away, till it was a dim glow on the verge of being extinguished forever. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
    The next day I rose early and went to class.  There were several other sissies who were in advanced training – though none of them had been promoted as fast as I.  Our teacher was a gorgeous Hispanic woman named Mistress Luna.  She led us through the next four weeks, showing us how to prepare delicious meals for our future owners, how to clean house, how to scrub floors on our hands and knees, how to tuck our cocks between our legs, and how to punish ourselves for having thoughts of our own.   
 
    Mt favorite part of training was learning new cock sucking techniques.  Each week we serviced a group of well-hung men; the sissy who could get her man to cum the fastest received special praise and extra broccoli during meals.  Once we were even allowed to have sissy-on-sissy sex – though we were strictly forbidden to orgasm, of course.  “Some of your masters may want to stage scenes between two or more sissies, “the instructor said.  “Just remember; it’s all about their pleasure, not yours.” 
 
    The hardest part of our training was learning to stop ourselves from having orgasms.  One sissy would play with another sissy’s cock until the one being touched was about to climax; then Mistress Luna would lovingly administer an electric shock to our testicles.  This forced our brains to equate orgasms with pain and punishment.  After those sessions I not only couldn’t cum, but my cock actually started to shrink. It became tiny and flaccid, more of a clit than anything else.  Mistress Luna allowed me to feel pride for having such a small, useless organ, which made me deliriously happy. 
 
    As graduation neared, we began to hear rumors that we at last get to meet Mistress Victoria herself.  The other sissies and I whispered among ourselves as to whether the wonderful news was really true.  Mistress Luna gave us no hint, though: “be patient, sissies,” was all she would say. 
 
    Finally the big day arrived.  Graduation was held in a huge, hollowed-cut cavern cut into the island’s stone foundation.  We sat in our chairs with Mistress Luna at the head of the group.  At the front of the room was a huge oaken throne with gold scrollwork carved into it.  Behind it stood a giant statue of a woman driving a sword into the earth.  Torches burned on each side of the throne and a pot of boiling acid sat in front.  But the throne’s seat was bare; no one sat upon it. 
 
    Mistress Cruelty emerged from a darkened hallway; in her right hand she held a trumpet.  “All rise!” she shouted.  “Mistress Victoria approaches!” 
 
    Everyone hopped to their feet and stood at attention.  In the distance, walking down the hallway from which Mistress Cruelty emerged, we saw a figure dressed in emerald approaching.  As the person came nearer, we saw her long, flowing red hair, her flawless features, and her tight, well-muscled body. She filled out the green robe she wore with perfection, each curve of her body a testament to her beauty.  On her head she wore a gold crown with giant diamonds set in a circular pattern.   
 
    It was the first time I had seen her since the night I was kidnapped.  Back then I was terrified, but as I saw her walking down the hallway I was in awe.  She glided towards the throne like a conquering angel, took her seat, and regarded us coolly.  My heart pounded in my chest. 
 
    “Be seated,” she said.  We did so. 
 
    “You are here tonight because you have completed your forced feminization training,” she said.  “Some of it was delightful, other parts of it were viciously cruel.”  She stopped for a moment and smiled, then continued.  “But it was all done with a single purpose in mind: to break you of your male urges and transform you into perfect slaves: obedient, compliant, and with no mind or will of your own.” 
 
    She looked at Mistress Luna.  “Mistress Luna,” she said, “do you vouch for the worthiness of this training class?” 
 
    “I do, my goddess,” she said. 
 
    “Then let each member step forward to receive your token of accomplishment.” 
 
    Prior to that point, none of the sissies in my class knew what we would receive at our graduation.  But. As we came forward one by one, we learned what would be our reward.  First Brenda went forward.  Mistress Luna removed a small object from a jewel-encrusted box.  It was a chastity device!  She slipped it in place over Brenda’s shriveled organ, locked it secure, and tossed the key into the vat of acid.   
 
    “Sissy Brenda,” said Mistress Luna, “you are now completely feminized.  You will never think or function as a man again.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress Luna,” said Brenda, a blank, soulless look in her eyes.  Then she returned to her seat.   
 
    Each of us went forward in turn.  I was so excited when my cock was encased that I squealed.  The other sissies giggled.  “Silence!” shouted Mistress Cruelty, who stood beside the throne, and we fell quiet. 
 
    After all of us were encased in chastity, Mistress Victoria looked at our group.  “Each of you has done well,” she said.  “You may feel proud of yourselves for the rest of the evening.  This weekend you will be auctioned away to your new owners.  These men and women are traveling to the island from all parts of the world.”   
 
    Who will own me?  I thought to myself.  Will my master be kind or cruel? 
 
    “Some of you will serve in many roles: cook, housekeeper, chauffeur, and whore.  Others will be used exclusively for sex.  Still others will be modified physically and mentally to serve your owner’s requirements.”  Again Mistress Victoria smiled.  “But all of you will be a credit to Eunuch Island and to the women who transformed you into meek, mindless sissies.  And, when women take their proper roles as mistresses of the earth, you will have helped that glorious day to arrive.  So I say to you tonight, ‘well done!’” 
 
    My face turned red and a tear ran down my cheek; I was overwhelmed with pride and happiness. 
 
    Mistress Victoria looked at Mistress Luna.  “Tell the alpha slave to step forward.” 
 
    “Yes, my goddess,” said Mistress Luna.  Then she looked at me.  “Sissy Jennifer,” she commanded.  “Approach Mistress Victoria!” 
 
    My head swam with fear, and my stomach churned with fright.  What’s wrong?  I thought.  Have I displeased her in some way?  Will I be punished?  My terror froze me in place. 
 
    “Sissy Jennifer!” said Mistress Luna, louder this time.  “Approach Mistress Victoria – NOW!” 
 
    My body quivered.  Every nerve was on edge.  but I moved towards Mistress Victoria, afraid that each moment would be my last.  I tried to kneel when I got to her throne, but I was so exhausted with fear that I collapsed into a heap instead. 
 
    “Stand up!” Mistress Victoria shouted.  My urge to obey overrode my fear, and I did as she said. 
 
    “I was highly skeptical of your prospects for survival here on the island, Jennifer,” she said, her tone suddenly becoming softer, almost warm.  “But you surprised me.  You adapted amazingly well to your conditioning; in fact, you lost all traces of your male identity faster than any trainee has done in years.” 
 
    She turned her gaze from me and towards the assembled group.  “For that reason, I am making Sissy Jennifer my new alpha slave.  Mistress Cruelty, who formerly served in this role, will now serve as chief trainee for our rapidly-growing army, which is even now gathering on the far end of the island.  Soon women will rule the earth!”  The audience came to its feet, cheering and clapping.   
 
    My face beamed.  “Thank you, Mistress Victoria!” I said, gushing with gratitude. 
 
    “You’re quite welcome,” she said.  “Now return to your quarters, along with the rest of the sissies.  Your new duties will begin in the morning.” 
 
    I curtsied to my mistress, then the other sissies and I went to our rooms.  We stayed up for hours talking excitedly, comparing each other’s hair and nails, and dreaming of life with our soon-to-be owners.  Finally each of us said our goodnights, then went to our rooms and drifted off to sleep, full of pride and looking forward to the future. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 10 
 
    “Hey Randy, wake up!” 
 
    The voice pierced the fog of sleep that engulfed me.  Opening my eyes, I looked up to see a dark figure hovering over me.   
 
    I reached for my bedside lamp, but a strong, masculine hand stopped me.  “Keep it dark in here,” the person said.  “I can’t be seen.” 
 
    “Who…who are you?” I said, trying to wake.  “Are you my new owner?  Do you wish me to pleasure you?” 
 
    “Stop talking like that, you brainwashed fool!” said the person.  Then he struck a match and held it under his chin.  I saw his face.  It was my old roommate, Karen! 
 
    “Karen?” I said.  “Where have you been, honey?  I thought you were…” 
 
    “Dead, right?” she said.  “Well, I’m not.  And try calling me by my real name, willya?  It’s Ken.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said.  “This is all very confusing.  Is this a test?  Am I to be punished?” 
 
    Ken grabbed me by the throat, cutting off my air.  I saw stars.  “Sorry to do this, old pal,” he said.  “But I can’t take the chance that you’ll scream.” 
 
    Then he punched me on the jaw and I plunged into blackness. 
 
    When I woke, my head was leaning against a tree in the forest.  The bright tropical sun was shining through a clearing; I held up my hand to block it out.  Lush foliage was all around me.   
 
    “What’s going in?” I said.  “Where am I?” 
 
    “Welcome back, Randy,” said a familiar voice.  I looked up; Karen – or rather Ken – was sitting nearby, cooking a small animal over an open fire.  I smelled the roasting flesh, and it seemed to trigger a long-dormant switch in my brain. 
 
    “Damn, that smells good!” I said. 
 
    Ken laughed.  “I thought the scent of meat would help to bring you back,” he said. 
 
    I sat up, looking at the man who had rescued me.  His body was still feminized but he had a masculine voice.  His hair was trimmed away from his face and shoulders.  He was naked except for a loincloth.  I could tell tate he had been in the open for a while; his skin was deeply tanned.  I felt my cock start to stir, but the chastity tube kept it locked tight. 
 
    “Where are we, Ken?” I said.   
 
    “We’re in the woods, about 10 miles from their compound,” he said. 
 
    “’Compound?’” I repeated. 
 
    “Yes,” he said.  “The place where you have been living for the past month.”  Using a stone knife, he cut away a part of the game he was cooking.  “Here,” he said, offering it to me.  I hesitated for just a moment; we had been taught that sissies were never allowed to eat animal flesh.  But my growling stomach had the last word on the matter; I took the food and put it in my mouth. 
 
    “Oh….oh yeah,” I said, old memories and associations coming back to me.  “That is good; damn good!”   
 
    “Feeling like a man again?” Ken asked, smiling. 
 
    “I’m beginning to,” I said.  Then I thought about all the abuse and brainwashing I had endured over the last month.  “My god,” I said.  “Was it real?  It seems like a nightmare.” 
 
    “Oh, it’s real, buddy,” said Ken.  “I can vouch for that.” He glanced at his loincloth; I wondered if his organ was still in its mutilated condition.  “That Victoria bitch is running her own private slave market.  She abducts guys like you and I and ships them here to be turned into sissies.” 
 
    I reached out for another piece of the game; ken handed me the creature’s well-cooked wing.  I devoured it, bones and all. 
 
    “How did you escape?” I asked, savoring the taste in my mouth. 
 
    “The night they dragged me away after the beating,” he said, “they took me to an isolation room and locked me in.  But, fortunately, I was a Marine prior to being brought here; I was trained to escape captivity.  So I loosened a ventilation screen, crawled through the ductwork, and found my way outside.”   
 
    He stopped talking for a minute to eat.  “I set up this camp you see around you,” he said, “and have been living here since.” 
 
    “Damn, you’re a regular bad-ass!” I said. 
 
    Ken snorted.  “Just a man doing his duty for his gender,” he said.  “I’ve been spying on them.  Besides the facility where they were keeping you, they have a huge complex on the other end of the island,” he said.  “There’s some crazy shit going on in it.  They’re breeding immensely strong super-women, clones of that ‘Mistress Cruelty’ cunt.  That must be the army they’re creating to take over the planet.” 
 
    “They told us about all that in training,” I said.  “We learned how men are the real problem, and how women will take over and rule us for our own good…”  I felt my mind start to slip away as my training began to reassert itself.  “We’ve disobeyed, Karen,” I said.  “We must return and submit ourselves to Mistress Victoria…” 
 
    The back of Ken’s hand struck my cheek.  “Snap out of it, dumbass!” he shouted.  “That’s the brainwashing talking!” 
 
    The sting of his blow broke the spell.  I shook my head to ward off the effects.  “Holy shit,” I said.  “They really fucked up my brain, didn’t they?” 
 
    “They sure as hell did,” he said.  “Luckily I was too tough for them to break.  They kept me in what they called ‘basic training’ for months.  But I resisted their bullshit and kept looking for a way to get the hell out of there.”  He glanced around.  “This camp isn’t much, but it’s better than being their slave.” 
 
    “Why didn’t you get off the island?” I asked. 
 
    “I’m working on that,” he said.  “I’m building a raft about a mile from here, in some brush not far off the shoreline.  It should be large enough to hold food, fresh water, stuff we’ll need till we find civilization.” 
 
    “’We?’” I said. 
 
    “Yes, sir,” said Ken.  “I knew when you first showed up in that place that you were a real man like me.  So I hung out, waiting my catch to bust you out.  Besides,” he said as he stood to his feet, “I need someone to help me finish the raft and drag it to the coast.” 
 
    “What happens then?” I asked, my old male ego reasserting itself.  “Do we call Uncle Sam and have him send in the army?” 
 
    “Goddamn right!” said Ken.  “Either that or some private mercenaries.  In fact that might be better than regular troops,” he said.  “They don’t give a shit about prisoner rights and all that crap.”   
 
    He rolled his eyes and snarled.  “We’ll come back and exterminate those bitches – either that or turn them into our slaves,” he said.  “I can’t wait to get hold of that ‘Mistress Cruelty’ freak and show her what it’s like to have a man inside of her!” 
 
    I laughed.  “Those bitches won’t know what to do with a cock showed between their legs!” I said. 
 
    Ken nodded.  “Of course,” he said, ‘we’ll have to find a plastic surgeon first, get him to undo this shit they did to us.”  He glanced down at his feminized body, with its trim waist and huge breasts.  “But that’s no big thing.  Then we’ll come back and have our revenge.  Hey!” he said suddenly.  “I know what will make you feel better: a cigar!’   
 
    He produced a crudely shaped roll of tobacco leaves tied in a narrow bundle.  “Made these myself, he said, “from plants growing wild.”  He handed it to me.  “Smoke up, buddy,” he said.  “Feel like a man again!” 
 
    I took the stogie from him, lit the end in the campfire, and took a long puff.  “Oh…oh yeah!” I said.  “That brings back some good times!”  Ken snorted and nodded. 
 
    Later on we walked to the raft.  I helped him lash poles to it.  Ken had found some discarded canisters in the jungle and filled them with fresh water from a stream.  He also located some empty crates and filled them with fruit and smoked wild game.  The watercraft measured about 10 by 20 feet; just enough for two guys and some supplies. 
 
    As the sun started to go down, we put the finishing touches on the raft.  “When do we set sail?” I asked. 
 
    “No time like the present,” Ken said.  “They send out patrols just after dusk.  I’ve managed to evade them so far, but the sooner we’re out to sea the safer we’ll be.” 
 
    The two of us dragged the boat to the water’s edge.  Ken waded out into the ocean.  “Okay, Randy,” he said.  “Push!”  I did so; he tugged from the other end.  We climbed aboard, and soon the current was carrying us away from Eunuch Island.  We shouted and high-fived each other, exhilarated and feeling our manhood return in all its glory. 
 
    “Goodbye for now, you sick cunts!” shouted Ken.  “Next time we meet I’ll shove my M-16 up your ass!” 
 
    “Fuck you, bitches!” I shouted, giving the island the finger as it disappeared from sight.  The sun sank below the horizon and the stars came out.  I lay down and looked up at the sky.  “So this is what freedom feels like,” I said.  “I had almost forgotten.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 11 
 
    “Goddamn it, Randy, wake up!  The fucking raft is coming apart!” 
 
    Ken’s anxious voice stirred me from slumber.  I looked up.  The sun was just breaking over the eastern sky.  “There’s something wrong with the cords I used,” he said.  “They’re dissolving!” 
 
    I sat up and looked around.  The craft was beginning to break up in the water.  “Fuck!” I shouted.  “What the hell do we do?” 
 
    “Grab two sections and hold them together with your hands!” he shouted.  “I’ll do the same; maybe we can keep the thing in one piece long enough to find land.” 
 
    I did as he said, stretching out as far as I could to grab pieces of the raft and keep them from floating away.  My body felt like it would be torn in two, but my companion’s solution worked, at least for the time being. 
 
    “Why did the ropes come apart?” I asked Ken. 
 
    “Not sure,” he said.  “It’s like they were made of some weird material.  If I didn’t know better, I would swear that those cunts knew what I was doing and let me find the cord on purpose.” 
 
    A moment later I felt something brush against my fingers; they were bobbing in the water as I kept my grip on the logs.  “Shit,” I said.  “What was that?’ 
 
    Then, looking up, I saw the shark fin gliding through the ocean; it was inches from Ken’s hand.  “For god’s sake, Ken,” I shouted. “Watch out!” 
 
    Ken screamed as the vicious predator sank its teeth into his wrist.   “Help me, please!” he screamed as blood gushed from the stump where his hand once was.  His part of the raft began to break up.  I watched in terror as the water filled with crimson gore.  He gave me a pleading look.  “Please, Jennifer, do something…help…” 
 
    Then the shark leaped from the water, clamped its jaws around Ken’s head, and decapitated him. 
 
    My bladder and bowels emptied at the site of the headless corpse less than two feet away.  “No, no, no!” I shrieked, my voice going high and whiny.  “I’m sorry I disobeyed!  Please, Mistress Victoria. Take me back!  Please!” 
 
    What happened after that is still foggy.  I remember grabbing hold of something that would float and clinging to it for dear life.  I seemed to drift forever on the water, the hot sun frying my skin. 
 
    Then at some point I washed ashore.  I got to my feet and staggered forward.  Dizziness and fatigue came over me, and I fell face-first into the sand. 
 
    I heard footsteps and looked up.  “Welcome home, Jennifer,” said the woman’s voice.  Towering over me was Mistress Cruelty; Mistress Victoria stood beside her.   
 
    I buried my head and wept loud and long, knowing that my days of being a man were over forever. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
    “Jennifer, you stupid bimbo!  Hurry your ass up!  We’ve got customers waiting!” 
 
    “Yes, mam,” I said. 
 
    “You’re pretty fucking worthless, you know?” said my owner, a tall blond woman named Constance.  “You move slow, you think slow, and they say you’re not even a good cock sucker!” 
 
    I looked around the crowded bar.  It was filled with businessmen from a local realty office.  They had just closed a huge contract and were celebrating.  “We did it! We’re the best! Yeah!” they shouted.   
 
    “May I take your order?” I said to a pair of guys sitting at a table in the corner. 
 
    “Fuck, yeah!” one of them said.  “Bring some prime rib and a couple of draft beers for my pal and me!  And make it quick or I’ll shove my cigar up your ass!” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” I said, scribbling the order on my pad. 
 
    Later, after the bar closed, I was cleaning up the mess made by the customers.  Constance sat at a table nearby totaling the day’s receipts.  “Excellent!” she said.  “I’m richer than ever.” 
 
    Mistress stopped adding for a moment and looked up at me.  “Tell me, Jennifer,” she said.  “How does it feel to be a waitress in the same bar you where you first saw Mistress Victoria?” 
 
    “I have no feelings of my own,” I said as I continued to work.  “You control how I think, mistress.” 
 
    Constance smiled.  “That I do,” she said.  “That I do.  And, so long as you’re my property, you will feel humiliated and worthless.  Is that clear?” 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” I said, letting my brain drift away into a dark place as I worked robot-like to finish my tasks. 
 
    Later on I sat on the toilet in the ladies’ room, voiding my bladder through the catheter that the surgeons inserted the day after I was castrated.  The area between my legs was a mass of scar tissue.  My male genitals were gone forever.  I would never know sexual pleasure again. 
 
    As I walked back out into the dining room Mistress Constance was watching the news.  “Big story from Asia tonight,” said the announcer.  “Chinese forces are battling an army that seems to have appeared out of nowhere.  Witnesses say the troops are huge and freakishly strong.  They also appear to be women.  The Chinese military is barely holding its own against them.” 
 
    “Glory to Mistress Victoria!” shouted my owner.  “The final battle has begun!” 
 
    I hung my head low and tended to my duties, just like a good slave should. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
 
    FORCING KEN TO BE KANDI: FORCED FEMINIZATION AND FEMALE DOMINATION AT THEIR MOST EXTREME 
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    CAUTION: THIS STORY FEATURES HARD-CORE DESCRIPTIONS OF FORCED FEMINIZATION, FEMALE DOMINATION, MALE HUMILIATION, AND OTHER TABBO TOPICS. 
 
    Ken Compton is a cocky college kid with a bad attitude towards women. Little does he know that he will soon find himself at the mercy of sadistic, super-dominant women, including the woman he calls “mommy.” These ladies will destroy every trace of his male identity and turn him into Kandi, a feminized bimbo slut who thinks only of pretty dresses and makeup! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   



 

 SPECIAL NOTE:  This account is based on multiple sources collected over the past two years. The diary left behind by the student named Ken Compton gave me the information I needed for the first few chapters. I assembled the rest of the story from scraps of paper found in an abandoned underground warehouse located about 100 miles north of L.A.  
 
    The material shows a clear digression from neat handwriting and coherent thoughts to scrawled comments and confused, bimbo-like thinking. I believe this is due to the intense brainwashing the subject experienced as “he” gradually became a “she.” This narrative contains the details of Ken’s forceful transformation into Kandi, a cock-craving tramp obsessed with makeup, jewelry and slutty clothes. 
 
    The documents I have assembled are proof that forced feminization does indeed take place, although the general public remains unaware of this fact. All around us, in secret lairs and hidden slave compounds, dominant women are transforming men into feminized slaves for their enjoyment.  
 
    Never make the mistake of thinking that these things only happen in foreign countries or backwoods locations. For all you know, that sweet, unassuming woman who lives down the street may have a group of male captives shackled to the walls of her cellar.  
 
    Remember those poor, trapped souls who are enduring the exquisitely painful process of forced feminization while you’re sitting alone at home or walking down a dark, deserted street. And be very, very careful to give women the worshipful respect they deserve. Otherwise the same thing might happen to you. So enjoy your freedom – and your manhood – while you can, my little pets. The clock is always ticking… 
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 Chapter One 
 
    “But why, Ken?” Becky Caldwell whined in her usual pleading, pathetic tone. “Why are you dumping me?” 
 
    “For the tenth time, you stupid cunt,” I said, “I’m dumping your ass because you suck in bed; and not in the good way.” She dropped her chin, shame darkening her features as she struggled to wipe away a fresh onslaught of tears.  
 
    “I’m sorry, Ken,” she said. “I thought I pleased you.” 
 
    “Plus,” I added with a laugh, “you’re getting fat. And you want me to call you and talk to you and shit.”  I shook my head and waved a dismissive hand at her. “You’re more fucking trouble than you’re worth.” 
 
    I turned my back on her and started to walk away when I heard her feet scampering after me. I grimaced as she clutched my arm from behind. “Please, Ken!” she cried. “If you leave me, I’ll die!” 
 
    I turned to confront her, scowling as I stared into her tear-streaked face. “If you’re going to die,” I said, “then do it already! I don’t give a shit! Just get off my back, you dirty wench!” I shoved her away. She took a step or two as she flew backwards, teetered on unsteady feet for an instant, then lost her balance.  
 
    Her book bag went flying, landing in the grass nearby. She held out her hand to break her fall and her palm skidded along the hard, rough concrete of the walkway. I heard a sound like someone ripping apart two strips of Velcro as she let out a blood-curdling scream.  
 
    She clutched her injured hand next to her, then held it out to me. The accident had ripped the top layer of flesh from her hand, leaving it a scarred, bloody mess.  
 
    “Please, Ken,” she cried. “Please.” 
 
    I snickered. “Hell, bitch,” I said, “you’re bleeding more now than when I popped your goddamn cherry! You stupid slut!” With that I walked away, her cries growing fainter as I left her behind to drown in her sorrow and suffering. I didn’t look back. 
 
    Six hours later I was at a sports bar enjoying some icy brew and watching football. I was alone, though I was expecting a couple of my friends to show up. The Seahawks were playing the Packers. “Goddamn it, you clumsy motherfuckers!” I shouted at the TV when a Packer intercepted a pass. “You let that bastard steal that fucking ball!”  
 
    “That fucker steals passes like you steal pussy!” said the voice behind me. I spun around to see who it was, then I smiled and laughed like hell.  
 
    “Rory!” I shouted, clasping his hand and waving him towards an empty chair. “Have a seat, you miserable cock sucker!” 
 
    “Don’t mind if I do,” he said, pulling up a seat across from me. “Hey,” he said, glancing around. “I know it’s only Thursday night, but this place is dead.” 
 
    I shook my head. “Not as dead as you think, you blind bastard,” I said, nodding towards a pair of girls at the bar. One was a hot blond in a tee shirt and tight jeans. the other was an Asian wearing a red top and black mini-skirt that showed off her killer legs.  
 
    Rory let out a long, low whistle. “Man,” he said, “those are two fine pieces of ass! I’ll take the blond. You’ll have to settle for the Oriental.” 
 
    “Fuck that shit!” I said. “I don’t do gook cunt. You get slant-eyes; I’ll take the white bitch!” 
 
    Rory snickered. “Hell, Ken,” he said, “you aint exactly politically correct, are you?” He raised his hand to get the bar maid’s attention. 
 
    “Why the fuck should I be?” I retorted. “It’s a man’s world and we all know it, my friend.” I finished my beer and stood up. “How’s my hair?” I asked Rory. 
 
    “Perfect as always,” he said. “You making your play now?” 
 
    “Hell yeah,” I said. “I’ll break the ice and signal you when it’s time to come over.” 
 
    Rory nodded. “Got it,” he said. 
 
    I laughed. “Not yet, man,” I said. “But you’ll get it soon, even if we have to rape these bitches.” I sauntered over to the girls like a horny rooster stalking a pair of hens. Had I been thinking about their feelings and not my own lust, I might have noticed the grieving looks on their faces. But in that moment, I only cared about my dick, not their feelings. 
 
    “Hello ladies,” I said, leaning against the bar. The blond had her back to me. I waited for a moment for them to shut their traps. But they seemed unaware of my presence. I put up with being ignored for half a second before my patience ran out.  
 
    “Hey!” I shouted, slamming my hand on the bar. “I’m talking to you two!” 
 
    The blond looked over her shoulder at me. “What do you want?” 
 
    I took that as my cue to sandwich myself in between them. So I did. “Nothing much,” I said in answer to the question. “Just to buy you fine ladies a drink and keep you company. You could use a man to watch over you.” I looked around the bar. “There are some shady characters in here. Like that bastard over there,” I said, nodding towards Rory, who was waiting for my cue. He got out and walked over, sidling up alongside the Asian girl. 
 
    “Good evening, ladies,” he said to the pair. “I see you’ve met my friend Ken. I’m Rory.” 
 
    The girls looked at each other and rolled their eyes. “Look, boys,” said the Asian, her tone testy, “we’re talking about something important. So why don’t you make nice and go bother somebody else?” 
 
    “WOO HOO!” I said. “Hear that, Rory?” I said. “Looks like Tokyo Tammy here needs a pair of glasses.” I leered at the girls. “My buddy and I aren’t boys, darling,” I said, puffing out my chest. “We’re all man, from our heads to our…” I grabbed my crotch. “Hell, you get the idea!” I blustered. “We’ve got enough man meat between the two of us to leave you ladies satisfied for a long time to come.” I tapped the bar with my forefinger. “So quit your yapping and let’s get busy!” I said.  
 
    “Maybe we should just leave,” said the blond to the Asian, touching her hand. “We can talk in my room.” 
 
    “No,” said the Asian, fire in her voice. She glared at me and said, “for your information, one of our best friends committed suicide today. We’re trying to support each other and process our grief. The last thing we need is a pair of dickheads pestering us. Now go away!”  
 
    “Sorry to hear about your friend,” said Rory, with more sympathy in his tone that I thought he could muster. 
 
    “Thanks,” replied the blond in a halfhearted tone. The Asian nodded in silence. 
 
    “Yeah, hey, I’m sorry too,” I said. Stupid bitches are grief-stricken, I thought. I’ll use that to my advantage. “What was your friend’s name?” I asked.  
 
    The Asian gave me a poison look. “Her name was Becky Caldwell,” she said, her voice icy but tinged with sadness. Hearing the name of the girl I had dumped a few hours earlier sent a cold chill down my spine. But my libido overruled my conscience, enabling me to keep a straight face. 
 
    Rory looked at me aghast. He started to speak but I mean-mugged him. He clamped his mouth shut and played dumb, which for him was no great feat. I nodded at the girls. “That’s tough,” I said.  
 
    “She killed herself over some guy named Ken Compton,” said the blond, her eyes blazing as she spit out my name like a curse. She shook her head and looked up to the ceiling. “A fucking guy!” she said. “Can you believe it?” 
 
    “Well, maybe this guy was something special,” I said, looking over at Rory, who was keeping quiet and letting me do the talking.  
 
    “He stole her virginity then dumped her,” said the Asian as tears poured down her face.               “She was one of those old-fashioned girls; the kind who still believes in romance and marriage and saving yourself for the right person. That callous bastard told her he loved her. He wormed his way into her heart just to get into her pants.”  
 
    I shook my head. “That’s a stone cold motherfucker for sure,” I said, giving Rory a wink. “I wish he was here so I could kick his ass.” 
 
    The blond gave me a distrustful look. “What did you say your name is?” she asked. “Wasn’t it Ken?” 
 
    “No,” I said, my brain scrambling for the right comeback. “It’s Brad,” I said. “Brad… Smith.” Rory gave me a stunned look but said nothing. I silently congratulated myself on my cunning. Attaboy, Ken, I thought. You still got it. 
 
    I’m pretty quick at spotting threats to my life, at least most of the time. But I had two or three beers in me that night. The blond took full advantage of my buzzed condition as her fist flew forward like a pile driver, hitting me square in the jaw. I saw stars as her bony knuckle collided with my chin. “What the fuck?” I screamed as I hit the floor ass first. 
 
    “You bastard!” the tow-headed harpy shrieked as she threw herself on me. “You’re Ken Compton!” The claw-like nails of her right hand raked my cheek. The fingers of her left hand dug into my crotch. Pain erupted from my balls and my face as she tore into me like a bobcat going after a rabbit. I tried to push her away but her assault was too fierce.  
 
    At some point I began screaming, just like a bimbo actress in a bad horror flick. “Help!” I shrieked. “Somebody get this crazy woman under control! Please!” That just made her pour on the hurt even more. I felt hot, sticky blood run down my face and into my mouth, making me choke. I coughed and gagged and fought for every breath as the mad woman pummeled me like a rag doll. 
 
    I was barely conscious when the bouncer finally succeeded in restraining her. He was a huge guy with biceps as big as watermelons. But he was barely able to pull her off me. I got to my feet, swaying on rubbery legs as my head spun like a top. I grabbed a bar stool for support and managed to plant my ass in the seat. 
 
    “Hey, dumbass!” yelled the bartender as he looked at me. “Go to the bathroom and clean yourself up! You’re bleeding all over my goddamn club!” I tried to respond but my throat was swollen shut with terror and tears. I staggered to the men’s room and leaned against the counter for support as I splashed tepid water on my face.  
 
    I looked at myself in the mirror, unable to believe what I saw. My handsome face was black and blue. Long, jagged scars ran down my cheek where that she-devil dug her talons into my flesh. I washed away the gore as best I could, then brushed my hair and tucked my shirt in. The bleeding had mercifully stopped. I went back out into the bar. Rory and the girls were gone.  
 
    “Hey,” I said to one of the bar maids. “You see my friend? The guy who was standing at the bar with me?” 
 
    The girl gave me a sad look. “He took off,” she said, laughing, “right after blondie tore you a new one.” 
 
    “Cunt!” I retorted, storming out of the bar. The cool outside air washed over me, reviving my senses. I fished my phone out of my pocket and called a number I knew well.  
 
    “Hello,” said the female voice on the other end. 
 
    Mom?” I said. “It’s Ken. I need help. I’m in trouble.” 
 
    I heard a long sigh on the other end. “Again?” she asked. The frigid tone of her voice hit me like a ton of bricks. People passed by, staring at me and laughing at the pathetic pussy who just got his ass kicked by a girl. At that moment I thought that nothing could be more humiliating. But I was wrong. Dear god, how wrong I was. 
 
      
 
   



 

 Chapter 2 
 
    Three hours later I sat on an oxblood leather sofa in my mom’s living room, my eyes wandering around the room as she sat in his recliner regarding me with apathetic eyes. The doctors at the emergency room had bandaged the scars on my face but the pain from the thrashing persisted. I felt a sharp stabbing jolt in my cheek. It made me wince. 
 
    “Well,” mom said, “Tell me the story. How did you fail me this time?” 
 
    I started to respond but my nerves made my teeth chatter. “I…” My addled brain try to come up with the right words to pacify her but only drew a blank. “Could… could I have a brandy, please?” I asked her. 
 
    “You most certainly may not,” she said. “Brandy is for grown-ups. You’re a child. Now answer my question.” 
 
    I took a long, deep breath, steadied my nerves as best I could, and spoke. “I had an argument with my girlfriend.” 
 
    “And…?” mom asked. 
 
    “And,” I said, “things went bad. She must’ve been mentally ill because she didn’t take the breakup well.” 
 
    “Go on,” said mom, tapping a finger on her chair.  
 
    “And,” I said, “she, well, she killed herself today. I ran into a couple of her girlfriends at the sports bar. One of them figured out who I was.” 
 
    I was quiet for a moment, trying to steel my nerves. My brain was screaming for alcohol but I didn’t dare ask for it again. I sat there in stone-faced silence as the hands on the wall clock ticked by. 
 
    “Ken,” mom said, her annoyance becoming increasingly obvious. “I’m still waiting to find out what this is all about.” 
 
    I sighed. “The thing is,” I said,” I’m worried about the story spreading across campus. If those crazy feminists get wind of it, then I might find myself hauled before the disciplinary committee. It’s happened twice so far this year, as you know. This time I may get worse than a fine.” I shook my head. “Hell, I could get kicked out of school!” 
 
    “I see,” said mom. “And you want me to handle the situation for you.” 
 
    “Yeah; yeah,” I said in a quivering voice. “I thought maybe you could call that same guy you used before,” I said, “the time I hit that kid on the bike when I was driving.” 
 
    She gave me a cold smile. “You mean Mr. Tagliero,” she said. “But his services do not come cheap, Ken. Perhaps it’s time to let you face the consequences of your actions for once, like an adult.” 
 
    Terror rose up from within me as she spoke. “Mom, no!” I cried. “Please! I swear this will be the last time I come to you for help! I can’t get kicked out of school! I might…” 
 
    Mom smirked at me. “You might have to actually get a job and pay your own way in this world. Right?” 
 
    I looked away from her, too ashamed to meet her stare. We both knew she was right. I would never make it in the real world without her help.  
 
    I tried to come up with words but could find none that might arouse a sense of pity within my mother. So I just sat there looking around the room, my eyes growing moist. 
 
    Mom stood and shook her head. She wore a silk bathrobe that covered her from her shoulders to the tops of her feet. She paced around the room for a minute or so, letting me stew. Uncertainty built up within me as the time passed. Finally she said, “you know you’re not really my son, right?” 
 
    “I know. I was adopted,” I said. “You never fail to mention it. In fact, you’ve mentioned it every time we’ve talked for the last eight years.” 
 
    “That’s because it’s worth mentioning,” she snapped at me. “Russell wanted children. I didn’t. I just wanted his money. But he kept nagging me about it till at last I agreed to consider adoption. Hence you came along. Despite my best efforts, you have been nothing but trouble, especially since Russell died.” 
 
    “I know mom. I know,” I said, anger making my cheeks flush red. “I’m the worst son that ever walked the planet. Now are you going to help me or not?” 
 
    She regarded me for a while, her finger pressed against the side of her jaw. Her mouth began to form words, but oh so slowly. Jesus Christ, I thought. She’s really drawing this thing out. I buried my face in my hands, knowing I had no choice but to play her little game if I was to get the prize I was after. 
 
    “Okay,” she said. “I’ll help you one more time. Since, as you said, this will be the last time.” 
 
    My face lit up. “Mom, thanks!” I shouted as I jumped to my feet. 
 
    “Don’t mention it, dear,” she said. “Of course, now that you’re all grown up and everything, you don’t get my help for free. When you’re an adult there is always a price to pay, my boy. Always.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” I said as my blood ran cold. 
 
    She gave me a cruel smile.  “I think you know,” she said, then pointed towards the basement door. “You haven’t played the role of my bad little girl for several months. It’s time you did.” 
 
    “Oh, mom,” I begged. “Please don’t make me do it! Not again!” 
 
    “Fine,” she said. “I’ll just let the college administrators do with you as they will. And I’ll cut off your allowance. It’s time you entered the working world anyway.”  
 
    The color ran from my face. I knew that I had no choice but to obey her. My shoulders slumped and my head hung low I walked towards the basement door. She followed me, stopping me on the ass as she did so.  
 
    “Hurry up!” she ordered. “We don’t have all night!” 
 
    “Yes, mom,” I said meekly. 
 
    She clubbed me on the side of my head from behind. “Don’t call me ‘mom,’ you stupid little girl! Not when we’re getting ready to do a scene! I’m always mommy dearest during these times.” 
 
    “Yes, mommy dearest,” I said, the words bitter in my mouth. 
 
    I shuffled down the creaking wooden steps, hoping against hope that they would collapse under her weight; mom is a curvy woman. I think they used to call it “voluptuous.” The air was cold and dank. I smelled something that reminded me of rotting meat. The foul stench turned my stomach. But I submitted to mom’s cruel domination as we descended into what felt like the bowels of Hell. 
 
    I struggled to see in the cellar’s dim light. Cobwebs hung from the ceiling. The walls were made of ancient brick. The concrete floor was as cold as mom’s dark heart. I stood in the center of the small room, looking at her. She smiled at me with approval, hands on her hips as she looked me over head to toe.  
 
    “Such a pretty little girl,” she said. “Now take off your clothes. Let mommy dearest see you in all your naked glory.” 
 
    Trembling with fear, I slipped off my T-shirt and took off my shoes. I undid my belt and let my jeans fall to the floor, stepping out of them. I stood there facing my stepmom wearing nothing but a thin pair of cotton undies. She frowned at me. “All of it,” she said, pointing at my briefs. I hesitated for the briefest of moments before complying with her order. In the end I was naked, vulnerable, and utterly at her mercy. I shivered, not just from the chill air but from my terror of what she might do. 
 
    I will admit, my cock was rock hard at this point. You see, some deep part of me loves being abused and humiliated. But what happened next made my organ nearly pop out of my skin. Mom let her bathroom fall to the floor, revealing her magnificent body in all its glory. She wore knee-high, black leather boots that glistened in the yellowish glow cast by the overhead light bulb. She also wore a matching leather bustier that cinched around her waist while boosting and showing off her considerable cleavage.  
 
    Around her neck she had a rawhide collar. From it hung a small, rectangular silver piece of metal with the words MOMMY DEAREST etched into the surface. It was suspended by short, silver links of chain. Despite my fear, I gasped in sheer admiration of her. 
 
    She sauntered towards me cat-like, reminding me of a feline who has found a bird with a broken wing and is getting ready to pounce on her victim. She touched my shoulder with her left hand, stroking my nipples with the fingers of the other. “At least you have kept yourself in shape, my little girl,” she said. I’ll say that much for you. You have no idea how hard it was for me to wait until your 18th birthday to begin enjoying you physically. Still, we must have rules. Our kind of fun is appropriate only for consenting adults like ourselves.”  
 
    She ran her index finger down my mangled cheek, taking a moment to press a manicured nail into the still-fresh wound beneath the bandages. “You are consenting, aren’t you, my girl?” she said. “Because if you’re not then you’re free to leave right now.” She cocked her head. “Of course, that means you will have to suffer the consequences of your actions. But why endure agony and degradation when you could have your freedom simply by manning up for a change? It’s your choice, of course. Do as you freely choose.” 
 
    I looked up into her merciless eyes; mom is a couple of inches taller than me. Some tiny part of my brain urged me to get dressed, tell her to go fuck herself, and deal with the consequences of my behavior head-on. But that distant voice was a near whisper compared to the screaming din of my cowardice. She’s right, I thought. I’m no man. I’m a gutless pussy pretending to be a tough guy. 
 
    “Well?” she said after a time. “What’s your decision?” 
 
    “I’ll stay,” I said in a tiny, almost childish voice, then added, “mommy dearest.” 
 
    She grinned. It was not a happy grin or a friendly grin or even a pleasant grin. It was the sort of grin you might expect to see on the face of Satan as he welcomes the newly damned to his kingdom. It was both sublimely seductive and endlessly evil. Mom knew she held all the cards. She knew I didn’t have the guts to stand up to her. She could do with me as she pleased, in that moment and forevermore. I knew it as well. 
 
    She began fondling my balls. Her touch was gentle at first. Had it been any other woman I would have been moaning in ecstasy. But when my stepmom gives pleasure it’s only to make the inevitable pain that will follow more intense. So I wasn’t surprised when, with a sudden twist, she squeezed my testicles in an iron grip and wrapped them round and round, like a carnival worker spinning cotton candy.  
 
    I screamed and fell to my knees, covering my injured parts with my hands. “Good,” she said. “That’s where you belong, my little girl: on your knees. Stay in that position while I get something.” I was in far too much agony to stand, giving me no choice but to obey. She took a pair of handcuffs and shackled my wrists together behind my back, pulling them tight so that they dug into my skin. After that I watched her go to a dresser in the corner, reach in, and take out a pair of lacy panties. 
 
    I clenched my teeth and tried to get to my feet. That was a mistake. “Idiot!” She blurted out. “Stay on your knees as I ordered!” I did. She walked up to me, stretching the panty’s elastic waistband between her thumbs. “We’re going to do things a little differently this time, Kandi,” she said. With that she pulled the satin garment down around my head. I felt its erotic smoothness against my flesh, making my cock throb with arousal. My balls, however, were still in horrific pain.  
 
    “’Kandi?’” I repeated, my curiosity piqued by her use of the term.  
 
    “Yes,” said mom. “My new name for you. To the world you will remain Ken, at least for now. But to me you will be Kandi from now on. It sounds slutty and bimbo-like, which makes it perfect for you, my whorish little girl.” 
 
    I had just begun to wonder what she meant by “at least for now” when I felt the rope’s jagged fibers against my neck. A moment later my windpipe compressed as mom tightened the cord. Suddenly oxygen became the only thing in the world that I cared about. I was able to breathe, but just barely. It took all my energy just to suck a few precious molecules of air into my starving lungs. 
 
    “Relax your throat, sweetie,” she whispered in my ear. “It will help.” She stepped away once more. I heard a drawer open, then a whistling sound slicing through the air nearby. “I just bought a new whip, little girl,” mom said. “It has wire cords. You’re the first person I’m going to use it on. So feel honored.” 
 
    Despite her admonition to relax, every muscle in my body was tense, which helps to explain the nerve-rending pain that tore through my back a moment later. I let out a garbled shriek in response. “Good!” said mom. “That’s what I wanted to hear. I wish to savor every moment of your pain. Your misery is my ecstasy.” 
 
    The second blow was harder than the first. It ripped into my back, causing hot blood to flow down my body and my butt. A stream of it flowed into the crack between my ass cheeks, mixing with the shit encrusted inside and filling my nostrils with a vile malodor. Along with my near-asphyxiated condition it made waves of nausea erupt from the pit of my stomach and flow throughout my body. If there is a Hades, then I was there, suffering the worst kind of pain and degradation any human being can go through. But, despite all of that, my penis was harder than ever. 
 
    I turned my head sideways. This somehow loosened the rope’s grip, enabling me to breathe more freely, but only by a microscopic amount. I had just inhaled when, without warning, mom struck again. This time the wire tore open my left bicep, once more making gore run down my body.  
 
    I think I screamed. I’m not sure. My morning was clouding over as I went into shock. Then nothing. I gritted my teeth and waited for the next blow. Long, almost eternal moments dragged by as I prepared myself. But the attack didn’t come. I dared to hope that mom had either been interrupted by something or had, against all aspects of her character, decided to show mercy this one time. 
 
    I was wrong, of course. My brief respite was due only to her repositioning herself. I know this because the next lash came down, not on my back but on my balls. This one was not quite as fierce as the others. Mom wasn’t trying to rip open my sac, as she had done to other parts of my anatomy. She only wanted to inflict pain. That she did with brutal efficiency, as every cell in my body shrieked in agony. I cried out as well, though my scream sounded more like a choked gasp. I fell face first, my forehead slamming into the unforgiving concrete floor. 
 
    “No fair!” yelled mom. “You’re hiding the most tender parts of your body from me! I will punish you for that!” She made good on her threat, raining down blow upon blow against my calves, thighs, ass, back, and even the balls of my feet.  
 
    As she continued to torment me, each blow melted together with the one before it, till I was at last one giant mass of unrelenting pain. Tears flowed from my eyes and drenched the panties cinched around my head. My body collapsed into a loose heap of muscle, bone, and nerve as I surrendered to the assault. 
 
    I’m not sure how long the beating lasted. It might have been a minute. It might have been an hour. All I know is that, in the end, I could hear mom breathing like a race horse that had just completed a grueling marathon race. She moved around a bit, then released me from my handcuffs. “Clean up this mess down here, Kandi,” she ordered. “Then come up to my bedroom.” I heard her ascend the creaking stairway and shut the upstairs door behind her. Only then did I undo the cord around my neck. Air flooded my body, making my head spin.  
 
    Slowly, with every effort a new experience in pain, I got to my feet. The floor beneath me was stained with my blood, though surprisingly little, given how much I had suffered. I went to the cleaning closet in a corner, took out the mop, and began the task of cleaning up. As I did, the heady scent of my stepmom’s pussy juices filled the air, a sure sign that she had orgasmed while flogging me.  
 
    I saw a pool of her fluids near where I had knelt. I ran my index finger through it, lifted the dripping essence of her womanhood to my mouth, and closed my lips around it. The musky, sweaty, primal taste of mom’s juices make my hand instinctively go to my cock.  
 
    I knew she would never approve of me jacking off. But I was so horny I didn’t care. I stroked my organ like a man possessed, which in many ways I was. I closed my eyes and pictured myself lying under mom while she unleashed a torrent of steaming piss all over my naked body followed by a storm of soupy brown turds. I relished the mental picture of my body covered in her waste, letting it carry me up to and over the edge.  
 
    I started to cry out when my climax came, then clamped my lips shut for fear that she would hear me. I spurted jism all over the floor I had just mopped, then looked shamefully at the silvery proof of my lack of self-control.  
 
    “Mommy dearest is right,” I said out loud. “I’m a miserable slut.” I fell to my knees once more, leaning forward to lick up my come. It tasted salty and bitter, nothing like mom’s sweet she-liquid. Still, I swallowed every drop.  
 
    I climbed back onto my feet, dressed and tried to walk without aggravating the wounds my stepmom had inflicted to the bottoms of my feet. I tidied up a bit more, then put the cleaning supplies away and climbed the steps one agonizing stair at a time. 
 
    When I got upstairs, I repeated the arduous chore, ascending the second stairway with just as much difficulty. At last I staggered into the bedroom where my stepmom lay on the bed naked, her magnificent legs spread wide, her cunt glistening in all its glory. My mouth fell open in awe of her beauty. 
 
    “Come over here, Kandi,” said mom, her arousal evident in her throaty voice. “Eat your mommy’s pussy. Be sure to lick it clean, slut. Or I will beat you worse than before.” 
 
    I approached her slowly, partly because my body could barely move and partly out of reverence for the sexual goddess whom I was about to pleasure. I staggered to the edge of the bed and dropped forward, my mouth landing conveniently on top of her pussy. I began licking her labia, eliciting a moan of pleasure from her. My fingers stroked the creamy insides of her thighs as my tongue went to work. I probed the insides of her vagina, tracing the edges of her sugar walls before flicking along the tip of her clit. She began to writhe as her arousal became more intense. 
 
    “That’s a good little girl,” my stepmom said, running her fingers through my hair. “Take care of mommy.” Her faint praise made me go at the job with added gusto. I buried my face in her bush, stroking, licking and sucking as my hands caressed her legs and ass.  
 
    She arched her back and thrust her hips forward.  For the second time that night I found my mouth and nose unable to inhale. But I didn’t care. I was determined to bring my stepmom to the swirling heights of orgasmic ecstasy, even if it cost me my life. 
 
    She began writhing with unimaginable ferocity as the pleasure built inside of her. I glanced up and saw her pinching her own nipples, drawing blood as her nails dug into her rosy tits. Then I closed my eyes and shut my mind off to everything else but accomplishing the task for which she had chosen me. Her juices began to flow freely. I sucked them greedily down my throat. My cock pressed into the mattress but I left it ignored and unsatisfied. This moment was all about mom, not me. 
 
    Her screams echoed against the bedroom walls as she came, not once but multiple times. She let go of her breasts and pounded her fists into the side of my skull, taking one last opportunity to mix her pleasure with my pain.  
 
    I endured the beating even as it came close to knocking me unconscious. I had to satisfy her fully if I wanted to leave her home while I was still in one piece. Yet the knowledge that I was pleasing her made her all the more sweet to my tongue, so that I cried out, “Oh mommy, mommy dearest, you taste so good!”  
 
    When it was all over my head rested beside her hips. I breathed deeply and freely while she did the same. We laid there for several minutes, letting ourselves unwind from the experiences of the evening. At last she said to me, “you can go now, Kandi. Mommy will make sure you stay in school. Just get the hell out of my house. Now that I’m satisfied, I no longer care about you, you pathetic slut.” 
 
    “Yes, mother,” I said, slinking down the stairs and out the front door to my car. The September air had a chill in it. Overhead the stars bathed me in their cold light. I slid into the front seat, leather material rubbing against my fresh wounds and igniting new sparks of pain in me. I endured the agony in silence as I drove back to the frat house where I lived.  
 
    My friends would needle me endlessly about the ass kicking I took at the bar. But at least it gave me a reasonable cover story for the wounds that covered most of my body. I would shower alone and wear a T-shirt whenever anyone else was around till I recovered sufficiently.  
 
    Still, the humiliation and degradation had served my purpose. My problems were behind me, or at least so I thought. Had I known what was coming, I would have left town that night. Instead I sped unknowingly towards the horrific fate that was already trapping me in its inescapable web. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    “I’ll say this for you,” Bob Rodriguez said. “you’re one lucky bastard.” 
 
    “What can I say?” I responded with a smug grin. “Some of us were born under a lucky star.” 
 
     “So when does your ‘sensitivity training class’ begin?” he asked. 
 
    “Monday morning, bright and early,” I said. “Eight AM in the basement of Crowder Hall.” 
 
    “Crowder Hall?” Bob retorted. “That dumping ground for every bitch on campus who’s too ugly to get laid?” 
 
    I nodded. “The one and the same,” I said. “And you’re right. That dorm should be turned into a dairy farm. Let some dumbass farmhand squeeze milk from those cunt’s udders. Then they’d at least have a reason to live.” 
 
    Bob snorted. “You got that right,” he said, then added, “How you got the disciplinary committee to let you off so easy is a mystery to me.” He glanced at his watch. “Well, potna, I gotta head to class. Watch your back. A lot of those witches still want to castrate you.” 
 
    I shook my head. “Like it’s my fault that Becky was ate up with the dumbass. I did her a favor by going out with her. But that’s what happens when you try to be a gentlemen: the world shits on you.” 
 
    “Roger that,” said Bob. “I’m outta here.” I shut the door behind him, locked it, and went to the bathroom, where I took off my shirt and faced myself in the mirror.  
 
    “Goddamn mom,” I said as I turned slowly around to inspect my wounds. I peeked over my shoulder to check out the gashes on my back. They were still pretty deep. I took a bottle of hydrogen peroxide out of the medicine cabinet and soaked a cotton swab with it, reaching around as best I could to dab the marks. The liquid stung like hell as it soaked into my mutilated flesh.  
 
    I faced the mirror once more to inspect the cuts on my. Luckily for me, Brad spread a story around school that it was a biker who jumped me that night, not a crazed feminist amazon. That’s the kind of lie that only friendship, along with $500 in cash, can buy. 
 
    My mind relived the feeling of being on the floor of the bar, helpless before the blonde’s fury. I felt my cock stiffen as the images flashed through my brain. I tried to ignore the urge to jack off, but I found my feet grounded to the spot as my hand reached into my jeans. I felt my fingers circle around my organ, which twitched and throbbed as it responded to my touch.  
 
    I was just about to begin stroking myself when I thought of something. I opened a drawer and reached into its depths, retrieving an object I kept carefully hidden. It was a dildo, huge, thick and black as coal. The mushroom-shaped head had two silvery drops of pre-come etched into it.   
 
    My heart pounded in my chest and my mouth turned dry as dust as I stared at its massive length. I let my pants fall around my ankles along with my underwear, closed my eyes, and tried to relax my sphincter. Then, with a quick, sudden thrust, I inserted the sex toy deep into my ass.  
 
    It felt like it would split me in two. But it also felt wonderful. 
 
    I fell into a familiar rhythm as I rammed the dildo even further into me every time I stroked my cock – one instant of pleasure and an equal moment of agony. As I worked myself to orgasm, I began whispering, “I’m a stupid sissy queer. I’m a stupid sissy queer. I’m a stupid sissy queer” over and over and over.  
 
    My mind raced with memories of how mom had whipped me on my 18th birthday until I passed out, how she told me I was a stupid bimbo who was no more of a man than my dad had been. I recalled how the first girl I asked out laughed in my face and told me she liked real men, not worthless sissies like me.  
 
    I thought about how I had always felt weak and insecure and inferior to other people, especially women. I reminded myself that the manly image I projected to the world was total BS, that I was really a craven coward who liked to imagine himself with boobs and a pussy.  
 
    I got more and more excited till I was on the verge of coming. That’s when I whipped the dildo out of my ass and clubbed my dick with it, not once but multiple times. “Bad sissy! Bad slut!” I shouted. “No orgasm for you! Not now! Not ever!”  
 
    As a final touch I struck myself square in the balls, then dropped the dildo and fell face forward against the bathroom sink. The shock I had just dealt my nervous system radiated through my body like lightning. I vomited my breakfast, watching chunks of bacon and the runny remains of half-cooked eggs swirl in the basin. The acidic stench filled my nostrils, making me throw up again. I stared at the bile as it drained away, then pulled up my pants, hid the dildo in the back of the drawer, and cleaned myself up.  
 
    As I left my room, I reapplied the façade I presented to the outside world: that of a cocky young man who had life by the tail and was destined for greatness. If I was lucky, no one would notice that the mask was cracked around the edges, like the face of a broken china doll sitting alone and unwanted, forgotten in a dark corner of a third-hand thrift store on the bad side of town. At least I could hope. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    Ms. Dominique – she insisted on being addressed as “Ms.” – was tall, athletic, and tan. Her hair was raven-colored and perfectly straight. It ran down and across her shoulders, surrounding but not concealing her ample cleavage. Her eyes, which were emerald, glowed with a ferocity I had never seen, except perhaps in my stepmom’s face when she was flogging me. In short, she was as far from what I had imagined as she could possibly be. And I loved her for it. 
 
    I sat in the room with half a dozen other male students, each of whom had committed some sort of infraction against a member of the school’s female population. Their offenses paled in comparison with mine. One had referred to his girlfriend, who was now his ex-girlfriend, as a whore. Another had scrawled racial epithets on the car of a female African-American student.  
 
    The rest had, in some way or another, fallen short of the rigorously intolerant standards applied to today’s college students in the name of tolerance.  None of them however, had driven a girl to suicide. That dubious honor belonged to me alone, giving me the unofficial title of “class bad-ass.” I reveled in the mock celebrity it afforded me. 
 
    “Let’s be clear,” said Ms. Dominique as she stood at the front of the room, her towering height and muscular arms reinforcing her authoritative demeanor. “You are here because you have, in one way or another, failed to respect a woman’s intelligence, value, or talent. You have shown yourselves to be in need of an attitude adjustment, one which I will be happy to administer over the next four weeks.” 
 
    The guy sitting across from me gave me a “wow, is this lady serious?” look. That was an error on his part, a major one. Ms. Dominique spotted his failure to pay attention. She leapt across the room like a cheetah, her hands planted firmly on the edge of his desk, her sensuous face mere inches from his pudgy mug.  
 
    I watched him melt like ice before her fearsome stare. “You got a problem paying attention?” she demanded.  
 
    He swallowed hard before answering. “Um…no…no. mam,” he said, his body trembling as he ran his finger across the inside of his shirt collar, which I suspected felt more like a noose at that moment.  
 
    “Good,” she said, then returned to her position at the head of the class. After that, every eye remained focused on her as she explained to us why men were the scum of the earth while women were all saints and angels. In many ways her diatribe was much like the verbal abuse mom had dealt out to me on countless occasions, except that it was dressed in academic terminology. But as she spoke, I found myself falling under her spell, first reluctantly, then with ever-growing eagerness.  
 
    She talked about prehistoric cavemen dragging women around by the hair and fucking their brains out. She told us about ancient patriarchs who bought and sold women like cattle. She covered wife beating and female chastity belts and corsets and every other tool males have used to oppress the fairer sex since the beginning of time.  
 
    Hearing that you’re what’s wrong with the world could shake the convictions of even the most stalwart believer in male supremacy. To me it was confirmation of what I had always suspected but was too scared to say openly: that I was inferior to every woman on earth. 
 
    The class was set to run for a month, after which our offenses would be expunged from our records and we would be pronounced rehabilitated and worthy to rejoin the ranks of civilized human beings. It was on the last day of the first week that she called to me as I walked out of the room. “Mr. Compton,” she said. “Stay. I want a word with you.” 
 
    I was halfway out the door when I heard her beckon to me. I froze in mid-step and spun on my heels to look at her. “Come here,” she said, gesturing to a desk at the head of the class. “Now.” 
 
    “Yes,” I said, eagerness obvious in my voice. “Yes mam.” I ran more than walked to the front of the room, taking a seat in the desk at which she had pointed. She looked down on me with her hands on her hips, reminding me of a strict school teacher from ages past who was preparing to discipline an errant student. The image was intoxicating, both to my eyes and my cock, which sprang to life with unusual vigor. 
 
    She paced back and forth with her hands clasped behind her back as she addressed me. “I have been looking into your case,” she said. “I attended the funeral of the young lady who you drove to suicide. I spoke with the female student who so courageously stood up to you at the bar when you tried to harass her.” I accepted her version of past events in silence. 
 
     “I even interviewed your mother,” she continued after a brief pause, “who is a woman of exceptional character and strength. She told me how you have berated and defied her throughout your life, never giving her the respect she so richly deserves, both as a woman and as the one who gave you life.” 
 
    That slight factual error made me speak up. “Um, excuse me, Ms. Dominique,” I said. “She's my stepmom, actually, not my biological one.” 
 
    “SHUT UP!” she bellowed, smacking the palm of her hand on the desk with such a resounding thud that it made my ears ache. “I said ‘gave you life,’ not ‘gave you birth!’ Can’t you even summon the mental candlepower needed to LISTEN to a woman for once in your miserable life?” 
 
    “I’m sorry!” I blubbered out. “I’m sorry! Please don’t hurt me!” The blood ran from my face as I stared at this magnificent woman who was asserting her power over me. I felt like I was at the mercy of a she-grizzly, one who had just awoke from a long winter’s nap and was looking for a tasty snack to start her Spring day. I cowered accordingly. 
 
    “Are you scared, Mr. Compton?” she asked, her face stone-like, her hand raised as if I was a fly and she was about to swat me.  
 
    “Yes, Ms. Dominique,” I managed to squeak out. 
 
    “Do I intimidate you?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes, Ms. Dominique.” This time my reply was more of a choked whisper.  
 
    “Are you hard?” she asked, a cruel, mocking grin creeping across her face. 
 
    “Mam?” I said in confusion. 
 
    Her face was inches in front of mine in less time than in takes to blink. “ARE – YOU - HARD?” she repeated, this time with an emphasis on “hard.” 
 
    “Yes, mam,” I said. “I am hard.”  
 
    “Very good,” said Ms. Dominique as she mercifully withdrew to a semi-comfortable distance. “Very, very good.  I’ve decided that there may be hope for you. But you will need a more, shall we say, hands-on form of instruction.””  
 
    She scribbled something on a notepad and handed the paper to me. “This is my address. Show up tonight at precisely nine, not a moment earlier or later. And be prepared for an intense instructional experience.” 
 
    “Okay, then,” I said, looking at the painfully neat penmanship with which my instructor had written her message. 
 
    She waved a dismissive hand at me. “Get out of my sight, worm,” she said. “And don’t play with yourself between now and tonight. I want you nicely frustrated.” 
 
    I leapt to my feet and fled the room. As I passed through the doorway she said, “have a nice day, Kandi.” That remark made my heart seize. I stopped for a moment, trying to decide whether I should look back at her, if I should confirm what my ears told me she had said.  
 
    I almost did. But my fear overpowered my need to know, and I scampered away like the frightened sissy I am. Yet I knew that, no matter what, I would be at Ms. Dominique’s front door that night at nine, ready to take whatever she dished out, even if it cost me my life. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    The sun was below the distant horizon and night had just begun to settle across the landscape when I knocked on the door of Ms. Dominique’s sprawling house. What a spread, I thought as I looked at it. How does a college prof afford a place like this? I scarcely had time to ponder the question before the door flew open and there before me was the mistress of the estate.  
 
    My eyes popped when I saw her standing there silhouetted in the doorway. She wore a scarlet negligee that followed every delicious curve, matching thigh highs held in place with a frilly black garter belt, and gleaming black leather stiletto heels. My breath froze in my throat as I stood there in amazed adoration of this academician turned sex goddess.  
 
    “Well?” she said, “Don’t just stand there, idiot. Get your ass in my house.” 
 
    I did as she ordered. As she slammed the door shut behind me and locked it, I wondered if I had just stepped through the gateway to Hell or the entrance to Heaven. Either way, it didn’t matter. I was in no mood to leave.  
 
    I turned and looked at her. She smiled. “Like what you see?” she asked, leaning with one hand against the wall and her hips thrust out. I stared stupidly at her, too transfixed by arousal to speak. When I tried to form words all that came out was a pathetic choking sound.  
 
    She shook her head. “You men are all alike,” she said, approaching me with a sexy stride. “You think only with your little heads, never your big ones.” Her long, luscious legs rubbed against each other as she walked. The sound of the fabric of each stocking touching its mate was indescribable. Had she ordered me to drive a knife into my heart I would have done it, so powerful was her hold over me.  
 
    She ran her index finger along the edge of my chin, almost making me faint on the spot. “Yet that is what we women love about you,” she said. “It makes you so easy to control.” She glanced at my crotch. “Have you denied yourself as I commanded?” she asked. I nodded vigorously. “Are you sure?” she asked. Once more I nodded. “Excellent,” she said, then pointed at the sofa. “Sit,” she said. I did.  
 
    She sauntered over, settling into the opposite end of the couch from me and spreading her oh-so-perfect legs. I watched as she ran the perfectly manicured nail of her right index finger along her vaginal lips; she wore no panties. My tongue hung from my mouth as I panted like a horny mongrel.  
 
    She extended one leg, rubbing my calf with her toes. “Why don’t you lean over and eat me raw, young man?” she said. “I’m sure you’ve eaten your share of pussy in your time.” 
 
    I looked at her in stunned disbelief. “Are you serious?” I asked. “You really want me to?” 
 
    “More than anything else in the world, Ken,” she said, her voice low and seductive. “Show teacher what a good student you are. If you’re lucky, then I might even give you an ‘A.’” 
 
    Warning bells were clanging in my brain, urging me to get out of that house before whatever trap she was preparing came crashing down against my spine. But what man could say no to the offer she was making me? So I did as any member of my gender would have. I jumped at the chance and buried my face in her cunt. 
 
    She responded with savage force, grabbing my head and shoving it backward and forward over and over. It bobbed up and down as I lapped at her inner regions, savoring every microsecond of contact with the heart of her sex.  
 
    The flavor of her cunt was even sweeter than mom’s, like the taste of imported chocolate twice-dipped in honey. After much probing, the tip of my tongue finally made contact with her massive clit, which was hotter than fire and more sensitive than a gay poet overdosing on estrogen. She shrieked and moaned and growled as I lapped at her greedily, like a man dying of thirst trying to suck water from a stone.  
 
    My cock was screaming at me for relief but I fought the urge to touch myself, knowing it would only provoke her wrath. In that moment I was not a man, not even human. I was just a tool to serve her with utter, selfless devotion, then to be kept or discarded as she saw fit.  
 
    She had already come three times and was well at the peak of her fourth climax when, with a blood-curdling note of terror, she cried “RAPE! HELP! THIS MAN IS RAPING ME!”  
 
    She let go of my hair and I pulled away from her. 
 
     “What?” I shouted. “What’s wrong? What did I do?” As I stared at her in disbelief, I saw several huge figures in blue uniforms pour into the room. They were swinging batons and charging straight towards me. I stared in shock as they descended on my helpless form.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
    Just before the first intruder drove her fist into the side of my head I looked into her face and realized she was a woman. “Rapist!” she yelled as she lashed out at me.  
 
    “Predator!” another voice exclaimed just before its owner drove her lead-weighted club into my balls. I clutched my crotch and tumbled off the sofa onto the hardwood floor, feeling blows pouring down on my legs, back, and arms – everywhere but my head.  
 
    “Stop!” I cried. “Have mercy! I’m sorry I was a bad little girl! I’m sorry! Please don’t beat me anymore!” 
 
    “Enough, girls!” a familiar voice said. The assault instantly stopped. I peeked up through the spaces between my fingers. There were seven forms standing over me, including Ms. Dominique. She regarded me with a triumphant sneer. But that is not what terrified me the most. What truly filled me with horror was the long, wicked-looking hypodermic needle in her right hand.  
 
    A gray-sludge-like solution dripped from the instrument. A single drop hit me on the face and ran down my cheek, oozing past the bandage that covered my wounds and into the open flesh beneath. It was sickly warm.  
 
    “Time to say nighty-night, Kandi,” said Ms. Dominique as she shoved the hypo into the side of my neck. I was far too exhausted and paralyzed by fear to resist. Within seconds I plunged into overwhelming blackness as the drug pulled the curtains on the theatre of my mind.  
 
    “Wake up!” the booming voice shouted, wrenching me from the blissful nothingness into which I had descended. My eyes flew open and I immediately realized I was tied to a chair. In front of me sat the same six women who had beat me to a pulp right before I blacked out. They were arranged like members of a jury, their faces somber, their arms crossed in front of them.  
 
    Behind them sat Ms. Dominique, her statuesque form towering over the others. The room was black except for a light that shone from overhead. The setting reminded me of mom’s basement but even more ominous.  
 
    I stared helplessly at the macabre assembly of females who were arrayed in judgment over me. I shook my head to clear the cobwebs away. My vision went in and out of focus a few times before it sharpened to crystal clarity. The setting was like a scene from a horror movie, except that it was really happening.  
 
    “What’s going on?” I asked, my voice reflecting the horror I felt at this latest turn of events. 
 
    Ms. Dominique approached. She no longer wore lingerie. Instead she was dressed head to toe in black; black boots, black jeans, and a black long-sleeved shirt. The ensemble blended with her hair’s midnight color, giving her the look of a witch who presided over a coven of sinister sisters. “’What’s going on,’” she said, her face grim and foreboding, “is your trial, Mr. Compton. You stand accused of abusing and exploiting women, including me.” She brushed her hand against her chest. “I had hoped that you might see the error of your ways.” She shook her head as her eyes narrowed. “But I guess I was wrong.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” I said, anger about my mistreatment overwhelming my fear. “Everything we did was consensual! You showed up at the fucking front door dressed like a high-dollar hooker and asked me to eat your pussy!” I struggled against the bonds that held me fast. “Let me out of here!” I shouted. “You people are crazy!” 
 
    One of the women leapt to her feet and walked over to me, pointing an accusatory finger in my face. “Do you deny that you treated Ms. Dominique like a sex object?” she said. “That you thought only of her body and not her mind? That you didn’t take the time to listen to her, ask her about her day, affirm her emotions?”  
 
    I stared at the maniacal female in defiance. “You’re fucking nuts, bitch,” I said as I looked around the room. “All of you are.” I leered at them, my jaw thrust out, every muscle in my body coiled. “I know what you’re trying to do. You want to drive me nuts. You’re probably working with mom. She’s as bat-shit crazy as the rest of you.” 
 
    Another woman walked over to me. “And what about the girl you killed?” she said. “She offered you her open heart and you stomped on it. You ended her life just as it was getting started. And you did it in such a heartless way.” 
 
    I snorted. “Bull shit. I was kind and sweet and caring with Becky. I sat down with her and told her how much I cared for her. I let her talk while I sat beside her and gave her emotional support. I did everything a guy could possibly do to uplift and respect a woman.” I shrugged my shoulders. “Can I help it if she was mentally ill?” 
 
    A third figure got to her feet. “Really, Mr. Compton?” she said as she stood alongside Ms. Dominique and the others. “Is that your official story?” 
 
    “You’re goddamn right,” I said, spitting the words at her.  
 
    “If that’s the case,” said Ms. Dominique, “then you won’t mind if we play a video recording for you.” A dark curtain at the back of the room parted, revealing a massive TV screen. It flared to life and I saw myself standing next to Becky talking to her. It showed exactly what had happened the day I dumped her! I gawked at the images in disbelief, my mind unable to accept what my eyes were telling me they saw. 
 
    “Oh, god,” I said. “No.” 
 
    “Yes, Mr. Compton!” snapped Ms. Dominique. “We have been watching you for some time now. We have recorded everything you do when you’re outside your frat house!” She kicked the seat of the chair on which I sat, nearly knocking me backwards. “There is no escaping us! We see all!” 
 
    I watched the screen as Becky pleaded with me, as I laughed at her and left her in despair. I hung my head in shame as I saw the pitiful result of her fall, the wound that tore open her flesh. As the video played, I dropped my head and wept.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” I wailed. “I’m sorry for what I did. I’m sorry for being a man. I’m sorry for everything!” Bitter tears soaked my face and drenched my shirt. I tried to control myself but did not have the force of will to do so. 
 
    “Now!” shouted Ms. Dominique to the girls who were still seated. They jumped out of their chairs and circled me as I sat there bawling.  
 
    “Sex harasser!” one shouted.  
 
    “Racist!” another said.  
 
    “Misogynist!” another called out.  
 
    Each epithet hammered away at the crumbling walls of my mental defenses, turning my brain to goo. My body sagged forward as every ounce of mental and physical strength forsook me.  
 
    Quiet fell over the room as I sat there, limp and utterly docile. After a time Ms. Dominique approached me. “You are indeed a sad, sorry creature, Mr. Compton,” she said. “But you admit your own worthlessness, which means there is still a shred of hope for you.” 
 
    I looked up at her, feeling like a child staring up at the parent who had just spanked his little ass. “Really?” I said, hope dawning in my voice.  
 
    “Really,” said Ms. Dominique, smiling as the other women nodded in unanimous affirmation. “You can atone for all the wrongs you have done to women throughout your short, sad life. You can redeem yourself.” 
 
    “How?” I asked. “How can I make up for being a man?” 
 
    Ms. Dominique nodded at one of the other women, who approached me with a razor knife in one hand. I thought she was about to slit my throat. But instead she cut the ropes that held me captive. I moved about freely, enjoying the feeling of blood circulating throughout my limbs. My professor took me gently by the hand, helping me to stand. I was naked. “Come with me, dear,” she said. “We have something to show you.” 
 
    “Yes, Ms. Dominique,” I said, letting her lead me out of the room. The other ladies followed, forming a single file formation as they trailed behind me. We went into a much larger room, one with stark white walls. In the center was a small butcher block table. A huge mirror covered one of the walls. I saw the image of my abused, mutilated body staring back at me as I stumbled along, guided by my instructor. She led me to the table, the top of which was level with my genitals.  
 
    “Lay your sac on the table,” Ms. Dominique said. 
 
    “Mam?” I said, confused at the direction the events were taking. 
 
    “LAY YOUR FUCKING NUT SAC ON THE TABLE, IDIOT!” she shouted, raring back and preparing to slap me across the face. 
 
    I cowered before her. “Please don’t hit me, Ms. Dominique!” I cried. “I’ll obey!” I pressed my body against the table edge, cupped my balls, and laid them on its smooth, cool surface. 
 
    “Very good, little girl!” said Ms. Dominique. She looked around the room at the other women. “Isn’t little Kandi a good girl?” she asked them. 
 
    “Yes,” they said in unison. “Little Kandi is a very good girl.”  
 
    Ms. Dominique opened a drawer on the opposite side of the table from where I stood. The object she retrieved revived my lagging fears. It was a rubber mallet with a huge black head and a long wooden handle. She laid it on the table in front of me. 
 
    “Atone,” she said, her eyes locked on mine. 
 
    “Huh?” I said. 
 
    She gave me a disgusted look, then shook her head as she addressed the other women. “Isn’t that typical for a sissy, girls?” she said. “Too stupid to follow even the simplest order.” She took my hand and placed the mallet against my palm, closing my fingers around it. “Atone.” 
 
    I looked at her blankly, still not understanding what she wanted. 
 
    “You’re exasperating, you know that?” she told me. “Let me make it plain. I want you to beat your stupid, fucking balls with the mallet. Got it?” 
 
    My willpower, which had practically disappeared when the women surrounded me in the other room, was beginning to reassert itself. I tried to summon the willpower to tell her that, no, I would not beat my balls with a rubber mallet. She seemed to sense my thought, because once more the other ladies encircled me.  
 
    “Beat you balls, sissy,” said one. “Atone.”
“Beat your balls, sissy,” chimed in the one beside her. “Atone.” 
 
    The one to her right repeated the order, then the other, then the other. Ms. Dominique stood nearby, observing the events with keen eyes. My mind, which had just begun to emerge from the fog, slipped back into a robotic state. I watched my hand as, seemingly against my will, it tightened around the mallet. I raised it over my head. I stared at my balls, realizing for the first time how utterly loathsome they were, how disgusting, how unnatural. I hated them. And I wanted them to know how much I hated them. 
 
    I brought the hammer down with all my might, squashing one of my testes. I struck again, crushing the other one. Then I did it again. And again. And again. As I did, the women watched intently. Some of them licked their lips. Others just smiled. 
 
    There are no words that can describe how my self-abuse felt. But somehow, I was able to continue my auto-torture for what felt like an eternity. My balls turned red and began to swell. That made me glad. I beat them harder. 
 
    “Tell him to beat his cock now, Ms. Dominique!” said one of the girls gleefully. 
 
    “You heard her, Kandi!” said Ms. Dominique. “Pound that cock! Now!” 
 
    “Yes, Ms. Dominique,” I said, grateful to hear an approving tone in her voice. I pounded my dick multiple times, watching it turn white, the purple. The more I punished myself the more excited I got, till I was giddy with laughter. I continued till, at long last, my arm was too sore and my body too tired to continue.  
 
    I dropped the mallet, looked around at those assembled, and said, “I did it. I atoned.”  I staggered, swayed, and at last collapsed into a heap on the floor. The last words I heard before I slipped away were from Ms. Dominique.  
 
    “What an idiot,” she said. Then I was out. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
    Sunlight streamed into the cracks between my eyelids, rousing me from my rest. I looked around, amazed to see that I was lying in a soft bed. It wasn’t just any bed, in fact. It was my bed, the one in my room at the frat house. I held my hands in front of my face and looked at my open palms, then at my arms, then down my naked body to the tips of my toes.  
 
    No scars! I thought. None at all! 
 
    I looked around, expecting to see a crazed feminist descending on me with a billy club. I didn’t. Everything was as I recalled it: the posters of cheerleaders, the disheveled piles of clothes, the musty smell of old socks that were badly in need of washing. I even saw the stain on the rug where I had puked after a night of binge drinking. 
 
    I rolled out of bed and got to my feet, walking over to my dresser. I examined my body head to toe. I saw the faint outlines of what might have been scars at one time. But, if they had been there, then some amazingly gifted plastic surgeon had all but erased the evidence. Even my face was unmarred.  
 
    “Was it all a dream?” I asked myself. I remembered hearing something in psych class about how coma victims sometimes had hallucinations that seemed real as life. Maybe I had been in the hospital after a car wreck or some accident.  
 
    I looked myself over once more, even turning around to see if there were marks on my back. I saw one. I looked at my face in the mirror. The cheek that the crazed blond had torn into was reddish. I saw what looked like minuscule jagged lines running along it. But that could have been due to almost anything. 
 
    I breathed a deep sigh of relief. Maybe I got hold of some bad 420, I thought. Probably from that shithead dealer who lives in the projects.  Yeah, that was it. I made a mental note to call the cops and have him busted. Serves the motherfucker right, I thought. Selling that shit to college kids. 
 
    I gave myself one more look-over. Everything was still as it had been since I woke up. The only part of my anatomy I hadn’t checked was my groin. That was concealed by the briefs I wore. Better make sure that’s still in good working order, I thought with a smile. A chill ran over me as I prepared to look. Don’t, a voice inside my mind said. 
 
    My fingers froze just inside the lining of my underwear. Great drops of sweat ran down my face. My limbs quaked. The voice spoke for a second time. DON’T! it screamed at me. JUST DON’T. 
 
    I swallowed, summoned my nerve, and peeked inside my briefs. The world seemed to stop for an instant as I did so. My lip parted as I gazed at where my private parts should be. 
 
    They were there. My cock was small and shriveled, as it usually was when I wasn’t horny. But it was intact nonetheless. Relief washed over me. “Whew!” I said, gratitude making my face glow. “Glad to see you, old buddy!” 
 
    I was just about to get dressed when I took a second look, a closer one. My dick was fine and my nut sac was as well. Or is it? I thought. I reached down to touch it. That was when I realized it seemed flat and shrunken.  
 
    “Oh my god,” I whispered as terror overwhelmed me. “It can’t be. Where are they?” 
 
     
 
    I had no balls! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
    I yanked my hand out of my briefs and opened my dresser drawer, fishing out a pair of jeans and a shirt. I threw the clothes on, slipped into a pair of shoes, and bolted from my room. What I saw as I walked out the door shocked me nearly as much as the image of myself with no testicles.  
 
    I was in a building I had never seen before. A long, narrow, dimly lit hallway ran in both directions. The walls, floor and ceiling were pink. I stood in the middle of the corridor and peered one way then the other. But I could not see the end of the hall no matter how much I strained my eyes. It seemed to go on to infinity. 
 
    “Ah, there you are, Kandi!” said the voice behind me. I turned and gasped when I saw who was there. It was Ms. Dominique dressed in a white lab coat with a stethoscope around her neck. Next to her stood mom, who wore a leather bodysuit with a spiked collar around her neck.  
 
    I tried to ask the women where I was and what was going on. But, as with so many times in the past, fear froze my tongue in place. Ms. Dominique reached out, offering me her hand. “Come now, Kandi,’ she said. “Let’s get you down to surgery. It’s time for you to get your breast implants!” 
 
    “Yes,” said mom, a psychotic smile on her face. : My little girl must have her own boobs!” 
 
    My mind, which had just begun to recover from the nightmarish abuse I endured earlier, snapped at that moment. Instinct overtook me as I ran. I didn’t know where I was going. I didn’t have a plan or even a beginning of an idea. I was a panicked little mouse running from the predators that wanted to consume it.  
 
    I looked for a door, a bend in the hallway, anything that might suggest an escape route. I saw nothing of the kind. So I just kept going. Red mist formed around the edges of my vision as my lungs began to ache. What the hell is wrong with me? I thought. I used to be able to run for hours!   
 
    I felt like I was about to fall dead from fatigue when I saw a door come into view straight ahead of me. It was a huge steel portal with a tiny glass window near the top. I forced my exhausted body to close the distance between me and it, then threw myself against the unyielding surface. I felt something crack in my chest as I did My ribs! I thought. I shattered my ribs! 
 
    I fell to the floor and pounded my fists into the entryway. “Open it!” I begged, weeping and slobbering as I did so. “Please! They’re coming to get me! I’m scared! Please! I’ll give you money! I’ll suck your cock! I’ll let you fuck me in the ass! I’ll do anything! Jet me in!” Behind me I heard the regular, rhythmic clacking of shoes against the tiled floor.  
 
    “That’s a good little girl, Kandi!” I heard Ms. Dominique say. “Just stay there. Your mother and I will be there in a second.” 
 
    My lips touched the cold, merciless metal of the door as I whimpered like a scared puppy. I scratched at it. I begged and promised and pleaded. Still it remain locked as the footsteps from my rear grew ever closer. 
 
    I’m just going to give in, I thought as I lay there. I’m going to let them do whatever they like with me. Maybe then the torture will stop. Maybe then I’ll have some peace. I stopped trying to claw my way through the door and just lay there, like a rabbit that has exhausted itself trying to get away from the she-wolf that wants to devour it. The fear in my mind drifted away, replaced by a sort of peace. It was at last over. I had lost.  
 
    Then, with a shrill creaking sound, the door opened. My head, which had been leaning against it for support, plopped down with a hard CRACK. I looked up, staring into the enveloping blackness that awaited me on the other side.  
 
    “Get in here!” a furtive voice said. “Now!” I dragged myself forward, too spent to stand. The footsteps were right behind me.  
 
    The door shut with a resounding THUD. Suddenly there was a foot of steel between me and my tormentors. I dared to crack a smile. The rabbit had gotten away. The she-wolf would have to find another meal to satiate her ravenous appetite. If she couldn’t find one, then let her starve. Fuck her. Fuck all women. I would become a monk. A monk with no balls. So fucking what? I could still pee. 
 
    The last thing I expected at that moment was to hear a male voice, much less a familiar one. Nonetheless that’s exactly what happened. It belonged to a friend of mine, a guy named Doug Chandler, who was president of my frat. The words he said were not kind. “What a fucking pussy!” he shouted.  
 
    A chorus of mocking laughter erupted in response. “Goddamn right, Doug!” said another male voice. “How did that sissy ever get in our frat?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” said a third voice. “But it looks like we fucked up. She needs to be in a sorority!” 
 
    I looked around me but saw nothing other than pitch darkness. Then, with a flash of light so intense I thought my eyes would explode, the room burst into light. I looked up and saw my frat buddies displayed larger than life on screens all around me. They seemed closer to me than my own skin. Their faces were crimson with the effects of riotous laughter. They all seemed to be pointing at me. 
 
    Then the image panned away from them and pointed at whoever they were talking about. I saw a poor, pathetic wretch on his knees before them. He was dressed like a girl, with a white, lacy bra, pink panties, and white stockings. The humiliated figure had a sign with the message I’M A STUPID SISSY QUEER WHO WANTS TO SUCK YOUR COCK written in red lipstick and hanging from his neck. His head was hung low in shame 
 
    As I looked closer at the cowering sissy, I noticed that his face reminded me of someone, someone I knew. Who is that? I thought. Who is the worthless faggot they’re ripping on? 
 
    Then the truth of the matter became clear to my disordered mind. The object of their abuse was me. I was the pathetic sissy on his knees drinking in the humiliation and degradation my frat brothers were dishing out. I could tell the images weren’t fakes. They had actually happened. I knew it. At some deep, primitive level of my brain I remembered the torturous agony and utter despair I had felt in that moment. 
 
    The screen went blank and overhead lights came on. Ms. Dominique appeared on one side of me and mom on the other. I looked up at them, my mind void of thought. 
 
    “As you can see, Kandi,” said Ms. Dominique in a quiet, almost comforting tone, “your days of being a man are over for good. That video you just saw has been shared millions of times all over the internet.” A trace of a smile crossed her face, then vanished. “I guess that makes you a celebrity. Congratulations.” 
 
    Mom took my hand “Come now, my little girl,” she said. “Let’s finish the purpose for which we brought you here. Let’s complete your sissy training and obliterate all traces of manhood from you for good and all.” 
 
    “Yes, mommy dearest,” I said as I took her hand. The two women helped me to my feet and led me back down the hallway. I didn’t put up a struggle. There was no “me” left to carry on the fight. I was Kandi, a brainless queer bimbo who lived only to serve her owners. Perhaps I had always been her. I really wasn’t sure. But one thing I did know: she was all I had left. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
    “That’s a good girl, Kandi,” said mother. “Run the razor along your calf just as I showed you. You’ll soon be silky smooth and ready for your first pair of stockings.” 
 
    I smiled at mother. “Do you really think so, mommy dearest?” 
 
    “I do indeed,” she said. “You’re coming along nicely now that you’re not a man.” 
 
    I shook my head. “Honestly, mommy dearest,” I said, “I don’t know what came over me for all those years.” I rolled my eyes. “To think that I could have what it takes to be a man! I’m much too weak and cowardly for that sort of thing.” 
 
    “Yes, you are,” said mother. “You’re nothing but a stupid cock-craving bimbo. But, by learning how to be properly feminine and submissive, you increase your chances of pleasing your owner.” 
 
    “Oh, I can’t wait to be auctioned off!” I cooed. “Do you think a man will take possession of me? Or will it be a woman?” 
 
    “I don’t know, dear,” mother said. “But either way you must please them. Remember: a sissy always deserves her punishment. Try to keep that thought in your stupid brain. Or I’ll use the cattle prod on you again.” 
 
    “Yes, mommy dearest,” I said, dipping the pink razor into a bowl of soapy water to clean the hairs from the blade. I took a momentary break to admire how pretty my legs looked, then went back to shaving away the evidence of my fading masculinity. As I did, I pictured a strong, domineering man holding me down and using me. The image turned me hard as stone. But I was forbidden to touch myself ever again, so I suffered in submissive silence. 
 
    *** 
 
    “These will do until your implant surgery,” said Mistress Dominique as she slipped the breast forms into the cups of my bra. “They will get you used to walking around with a rack.”  
 
    I nodded. “Remember,” she said waving a finger in my face, “you are always to let a man feel you up, no matter who he is or how rough he handles you!” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Dominique,” I said. “I will welcome any man’s attention. My body doesn’t belong to me, so I get no say in such things.” 
 
    “Excellent!” said Mistress Dominique. “You’re coming along nicely, my dear. Soon we will wipe the final traces of manliness from your mind and body forever. You will then be nothing more than a sissy slut for the rest of your life.” 
 
    “I’m so happy, Mistress Dominique!” I said. “I’m so sorry I gave you such trouble at first.” 
 
    “You were wrong to resist our control of you,” my former college professor said. I cast my eyes down in shame as she spoke. “At times I thought of euthanizing you. But your dear mother persuaded me to be patient. She is a wonderful woman, a jewel.” 
 
    “That’s so true!” I said, admiring my curvaceous form in a full-length mirror. The breast forms gave me the look of a two-bit stripper strutting her stuff for the crowd. “I hope mommy dearest lets me eat her cunt soon. I’ll do anything to please her!” 
 
    “You had better please her, Kandi,” said Mistress Dominique. “Or we will punish you with the power drill again.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Dominique,” I said. 
 
    *** 
 
    “How about this perfume?” Mistress Dominique asked mother. “Does it suit her?” 
 
    “That’s better than the first one,” said mother. “But it’s too sweet and dainty, not to mention too expensive.” 
 
    “How about this one?” said Mistress Dominique, spraying a bit of cologne on her arm and letting mother take a whiff. 
 
    “Much closer,” said mother. “How much is it?” 
 
    “$4.95 a bottle at most bargain stores.” 
 
    Mother scrunched her nose. “Not cheap enough. I want something a crack whore would wear to blow construction workers with. Something with no class or dignity at all.” 
 
    Mistress Dominque’s face lit up. “I have it!” she said. She sprayed a different scent in the air. Mom inhaled it deeply.
“Smells like a whorehouse that was just sprayed for cockroaches,” said mother approvingly. “How much is it?” 
 
    “99 cents a quart,” said Mistress Dominique. “50 cents on sale.” 
 
     “Good news, Kandi!” mother said. “We’ve found your scent at last.”  
 
    *** 
 
    “Her hair has grown out nicely,” said the stylist. “I think a nice chestnut color would match her complexion.” 
 
    “No,” said mother. “make here a platinum blond.” 
 
    “That will require lots of peroxide,” said the stylist. “It could damage her follicles.” 
 
    “So what?” said mother. “If her hair falls out, we’ll just put a wig on her.” 
 
    *** 
 
    “Oh, I’m so nervous!” I said to mother. “I hope I don’t make a mistake!” 
 
    “Don’t worry about that, dear,” said mother as she gave my hair, clothes and makeup one last inspection. “Just remember to curtsy to everyone and smile no matter what they say.” 
 
    “But what if I make a mistake?” I asked her. “You know how stupid I am!” 
 
    She laughed. “That’s for sure,” she said. “You’re a dumb whore. But we have trained you thoroughly, even ruthlessly. I suspect you will perform adequately.” She took me by the hand and led me to the door. It opened from the other side. I looked up in awe at the beautiful yet imposing woman who stood guard at the entryway.  
 
    She smiled at mom, then looked at me as if I was a used tampon floating in her bowl of cereal. “Is this gutless thing ready to serve us?” she asked mother.  
 
    “As ready as she will ever be,” mother said.  
 
    “Good,” said the huge figure. She looked at me. “Well, what are you standing there for, idiot?” she said. “Get in here!” 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” I said, curtsying to her and rushing into the room. It was filled with ladies chatting and enjoying snacks. I saw a platter filled with food and went over to it, picking it up and circulating among those present. 
I presented the treats to a lovely African-American women, who took a chocolate chip cookie. She glared at me for a brief second, making me wince in fear. But then she turned her attention back to the woman with whom she was chatting.  
 
    The aromas of meat, sugar and chocolate tantalized my sense of smell. They also made me sad, since I would never taste those things again. I wandered among the crowd with my platter, never coming so close as to imply I had a right to be in their presence - which, of course, I didn’t. Sissies have no rights at all. 
 
    *** 
 
    “No, no, no!” said Mistress Raquel. “You’re doing it all wrong!”
I looked at her in terror as I took my lips off the dildo. “Please don’t beat me, mistress!” I said. “Please tell me my mistake.” 
 
    “You mean other than being born?” she said.  
 
    I hung my head low. “I’m sorry, mistress,” I said. 
 
    “As you should be,” she said, rubbing salt into the wound. “Now try again. But this time remember to stroke the mannequin’s balls while you suck. Your owner might turn out to be a drug lord or Arab sheik. Or simply a demanding master who refuses to accept anything less than perfection. Those kinds of men have been known to break a sissy’s legs just for breathing the wrong way.” 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” I said, then took the soft, flesh-colored object in my mouth again. 
 
    *** 
 
    I looked up from the examination table at the women in nurse uniforms. One had a bottle of rubbing alcohol in her hand. The other held what looked like an oversized stapler. Mistress Dominique and mother stood behind them. Once more I felt like a scared rabbit about to be eaten. But this time I was held down by steel manacles, preventing me from moving. 
 
    “How new is this method?” said mother. 
 
    Our European friends just developed it,” said the woman with the stapler. “It eliminates the need for an expensive chastity cage.” 
 
    “How does it work?” asked Mistress Dominique. 
 
    “We pull the foreskin forward with pincers,” said the woman with the stapler. She looked at the other nurse. “Show them, Carol.” The woman set down her bottle of rubbing alcohol and picked up a huge clamp made of gleaming metal. I saw sharp silver tips at the end of each arm. She opened and closed the instrument a couple times, then pointed its business end towards me. 
 
    “Help me, mommy dearest!” I cried. “I’m scared!” 
 
    The women ignored my pleas. A moments later the steel ends of the forceps dug into my cock shaft. I emitted a blood-curdling scream as the woman pulled the tender skin forward till it draped over my glans. 
 
    “Now I will simply apply two surgical staples to the bit of skin in front of the glans,” “the first nurse said. “This will end the sissy’s ability to have an erection.” 
 
    “How will the sissy piss?” asked mother. 
 
    “It will have to sit down,” said the nurse. “The urine will leak past the conjoined flesh and dribble into the commode. Urination will take significantly longer than with a normal penis. But that need not concern the slave’s owner.” The nurse smiled sadistically. “In fact, it will give her one more excuse to punish the slave.” 
 
    I lay there helpless and horrified as the nurse prepared to destroy my penis forever. 
 
    “This would be easier if the sissy was not fully erect,” said the nurse. “I guess she’s a little pain slut.”  
 
    “Speaking of pain,” said Mistress Dominique, “will this hurt her?” 
 
    “Oh, yes!” said the nurse, enthusiasm evident in her voice. “Very much so.” She drove two extra-length staples into the foreskin stretched over my cock. I screamed. I screamed loud and long. The women thought that was very, very funny. 
 
    *** 
 
    “Oh, mommy dearest!” I said, admiring myself in the mirror. “They’re just perfect!” 
 
    “For once I agree with you,” said mother, who stood beside me. “I thought a C cup would be just right for your build. The men will enjoy fondling them and the women will enjoy tormenting them. I had the surgeon bury small flakes of metal in them just beneath your nipples. That way, you will only experience pain and misery when you wear a bra, never pleasure.” 
 
    I nodded. “That’s exactly what I deserve,” I said, “after forgetting to add cream to your coffee.” 
 
    Mother snorted. “You’re a brainless bubble-headed bimbo, Kandi,” she said. “And you’re deeply indebted to the foundation for all the therapy they have provided for you over the last year. Since you’re not allowed to make money, you will be in hock to them for a very, very long time to come.” 
 
    “Has it really been a year?” I asked mother. 
 
    “Yes it has,” said mother. “One year ago today you began your forced journey to becoming a sissy queer. Poor Becky; she was a marvelous young lady. Too bad she made the mistake of falling in love with you.” 
 
    My face turned dark as I began to cry. “I feel so guilty for what I did to her,” I said. “For what I did to all women everywhere!” 
 
    “Feeling sorry doesn’t help,” said mother.  “Becky’s still dead. You will pay for your crime until the day you die – which, if you get a cruel owner, won’t be long from now.” 
 
    “It’s only fair,” I said. 
 
    *** 
 
    “She’s here!” sad Mistress Dominique. “Your owner is here!” 
 
    “Wonderful!” I said, squealing as I clasped my hands together. “I can’t wait to meet her!” 
 
    “She looks forward to meeting you as well, Kandi,” said mistress. “I’ll hook your leash to your collar and lead you out to the main room.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Dominique,” I said, remembering to curtsy. She attached my leash and led me away like a cow to slaughter. I pictured seeing my permanent mistress for the first time. Would she be beautiful? Would she be kind? Would she be young? So many questions went through my poor confused brain that I could hardly contain them all. 
 
    As we entered the main room, I saw a small group assembled in front of a podium. A door swung open. I looked in its direction and saw mother enter the room. All eyes were upon her as she took a position behind the speaker’s platform. 
 
    “Welcome to Facility 37,” she said. “We are proud to have such an array of assembled guests with us today. Over the past year we have led the way in developing cutting edge forced feminization techniques. Kandi here has been our guinea pig.” She gestured towards me. I curtsied to the crowd. They glanced in my direction for an instant then turned their attention back to mother.  
 
    “I think you will agree that the results are well worth the money and time we have invested, “she said, her voice proud and strong. “We have proven that any man, any man at all, can be feminized. We will soon propose a method for implementing our methods across the globe.”  
 
    Mother stopped speaking for a moment and closed her eyes as a look of joyous anticipation lit up her face. “When we do that,” she said, “the world will, at long last, belong to women forever.” The crowd jumped to its feet and applauded wildly. Many cheered. There wasn’t a man in sight.  
 
    “We’re going to treat you to something extra special before we begin your tour,” said mother. “We would like you to watch the sissy’s reaction when she meets her new owner.” A buzz of excited whispering spread through the crowd.  
 
    Mother looked at me. “Kandi, get over here,” she said. 
 
    “Yes, mommy dearest!” I blurted out, scurrying over to stand by her side.  
 
    “Kandi,” she said, addressing me directly, “You have always been a sad excuse for a child and an even sadder excuse for a man. You are as close to worthless as any creature could be. But Ms. Dominique and I have devoted the last year of or lives to redeeming what portion of you we could.”  
 
    I nodded, my hands folded in front of me. “I’m sorry for being born, mommy dearest,” I said. 
 
    “So am I,” she agreed. “Luckily you weren’t born to me. The good news is that, by selling you, this hospital will earn crucial operating funds that will enable us to carry on our great work.” 
 
    “I’m glad, mommy dearest,” I said. “May I meet my new owner now?” 
 
    “Yes you may,” said mother. “Let her in!” she said to a girl standing alongside a door at the far end of the room. The entryway swung open as the attendant complied with my mother’s order. A woman entered. I stared in disbelief. 
“No,” I said, convinced I had lost my mind. “It can’t be.” 
 
    “Yes, it can, idiot,” said the young lady who was now my owner. She approached me, touching my cheek and snickering maliciously. Her beautiful face expressed the delight she felt at seeing the shocked confusion in my eyes. 
 
    “But Becky,” I said, still trying to save what little was left of my sanity. “You’re dead! You killed yourself over me!” 
 
    My ex-girlfriend threw her head back and laughed long and hard before replying. “Don’t be so damn stupid, sissy,” she said. “That was make-believe. It was all part of the plan. Why would any woman kill herself over someone as pathetic as you?” 
 
    My brain, what was left of it, tried to understand what had really happened to me over the past 12 months. But it couldn't make the pieces fit together. The thoughts swirled away into nothingness as my mind went blank. I curtsied to Becky. “I am very pleased to be your new slave, Mistress Becky. Will you take me to your home now?” 
 
    “Yes, Kandi,” she said. I have much for you to do: cooking, cleaning, and servicing my cunt.” She took hold of my leash. “Let’s go.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Becky,” I said as she led me away to begin my new life. I looked back at mother and Mistress Dominique. They watched with utter contentment, knowing their victory over me could not be more complete. Ken Compton, the man I had once been, was dead forever. 
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 Total Control: The Ultimate in Forced Feminization 
 
      
 
    By 
 
    Scarlett Redd 
 
      
 
    Belladonna and her stepmom are the most beautiful, and most deadly, pair of domes you’ll ever meet! They make their living by seducing rich men, then forcing them to become brainwashed sissy maids with no mind or will of their own. Just wait till you see what they do to their latest pair of lucky victims… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Prologue 
 
      
 
    “Crawl to me, slave,” I said, spreading my long, luscious legs as I reclined on the plush carpeted floor. “Crawl to me and eat my pussy like the worthless whore you are.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, mistress,” my feminized slave Bambi said. Her massive DDD breasts brushed against the floor as she crawled to me, her weak, slender arms barely able to support the massive weight of her new bosom. 
 
      
 
    “How wonderful!” said stepmother, running her finger along my tight, lean waist and making me gasp with pleasure. “Note your slave's dull, vacant eyes, her robotic movements, the lifeless tone of her voice. She's like a robot!” 
 
      
 
    “Indeed she is,” I said. “Though I prefer to think of her as a mannequin.” 
 
      
 
    “The important thing is that she's an object,” said stepmother. “I will say, however, that the plastic surgeon did a marvelous job on her body. She's lovely.” 
 
      
 
    Yes, she is,” I said, taking mom's hand in mine and covering it in gentle kisses. “Still, even the most feminized sissy will never be as beautiful as you or me, dear mother.” 
 
      
 
    “True,” said stepmother, sighing dreamily. “Lying next to you like this, savoring the beauty of our naked bodies pressed against each other, watching your brainwashed, feminized boy obey your every command – it makes me proud to be your stepmom.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled. “Being a heartless, controlling bitch does have its rewards,” I said. I looked with longing into mom's deep, dark, devilish green eyes, her lightly freckled complexion, and her chestnut hair. My lust burned for her, made all the more intense by the feel of my feminized sissy's breath as she closed her lips around my cunt. 
 
      
 
    “Goddamn it, mom,” I said. “I want you so bad. Kiss me.” 
 
      
 
    She smiled. “Whatever you say, daughter,” she said, pressing her lips into mine. I tasted the sweetness of her saliva, felt the heat of her passion. Her hand closed over my right breast, squeezing it like a ripe melon. She slid her tongue down my throat just as my sissy inserted her own tongue into my cunt. Is it any wonder that I orgasmed in both my mouth and my pussy?  
 
      
 
    Mom broke our lip lock so I could catch my breath. I sucked great mouthfuls of oxygen into my lungs, letting the fresh air revive and refresh my wicked mind and equally wicked body. Bambi’s tongue slid out of my pussy as she pulled away from me and tried to stand up. I shot her and angry look that made her freeze in her tracks. “What the fuck are you doing, tramp?” I demanded. “No one told you to move!” 
 
      
 
    Bambi dropped her gaze, giving me a perfect look at her painted eyelids. I had chosen a purplish shade for her eye makeup. It was actually quite becoming, at least in a very “five dollar crack whore” kind of way. “Please forgive this stupid sissy, Mistress Belladonna,” my slave said, sounding ashamed and contrite.  
 
      
 
    “Don’t apologize, Bambi,” I said as I rolled over onto my stomach. “Just get over here and start massaging my ass cheeks.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, mistress,” said Bambi, positioning herself on her knees to begin her new task. I’m not sure which felt softer: her hands or the deep pile carpet that enveloped my body in its billowy comfort. I let out a contented sigh as I laid my head down and enjoyed the experience.  
 
      
 
    “Life is good,” I said with a contented sigh. 
 
      
 
    I heard someone enter the room. I glanced up to see our second slave, Tiffany, standing there. She wore a French maid uniform with a spotless white apron, black high heels, and black stockings. Like Bambi, she was blond, with dark, heavy makeup and fingernails painted a sparkling blue, - mom’s favorite color. “Please excuse me, mistresses,” she said to mom and I. “Dinner will be ready in about 15 minutes.” 
 
      
 
    By this point mom had slid back into the tee shirt and athletic shorts she was wearing before our lovemaking session. I studied her beautiful, cruel face, her long sculptured neck, and the delightful shape of her lady-mounds jutting through the thin fabric of her shirt. Even without a bra her breasts are perfect, as is the rest of her splendid body. I felt a tingle in my cunt as I ravaged her with my eyes. She’s a goddess, I thought. As am I.  
 
      
 
    Mom glared at Tiffany as the idiot stood there with a blank look on her face. “We got the message, Tiffany, you stupid tramp,” mother said to the slave. “Get back in the kitchen and finish preparing our meal! And it had better be delicious or I’ll take you downstairs and teach you the meaning of pain!” 
 
      
 
    Tiffany’s face turned pale. “Please, mistress!” she begged. “Don’t flog me again! Last time I couldn’t walk for a week!” 
 
      
 
    “GET OUT!” mom screamed at the pleading servant, grabbing a marble statuette from a nearby table and winding back her arm as if she was going to throw it. Tiffany shrieked and scampered away, looking like a frightened mouse fleeing a bloodthirsty alley cat. Mother and I laughed at the ludicrous sight. Meanwhile, Bambi continued my massage, her face showing no sign of personality or even a mind.  
 
      
 
    “Stop, Bambi,” I said as I started to get up. She withdrew her hands and laced them together in front of her, dropping her head and remaining on her knees as I got dressed. Mom and I walked together down the long hallway that led to where our dinner awaited. Tiffany sent plates and silverware in front of our customary seats. We settled into our chairs just as she brought our meals to the table. Mom had lobster tail with oven-fresh buttered bread and mixed greens. I dined on a petite sirloin steak - rare, of course - with potatoes lyonnaise and green beans on the side. As we ate, Tiffany stood beside the table ready to attend to our needs.  
 
      
 
    Both mother and I love wine. I drink red, she prefers white. Tiffany filled our glasses with our favorite vintage. The bouquet was superb, the flavors excellent. Mom and I took our time, savoring our food and every so often looking at Tiffany to make sure her head was bowed; we allow neither of our slaves to make eye contact with us. She remained in her customary docile position as we took our time enjoying the fruit of our victory. 
 
      
 
    Mom had just finished her meal when she looked at Tiffany and scoffed. “Can you believe this sad creature was once a billionaire businessman, daughter?” she said, shaking her head. 
 
      
 
    I chuckled. “How times change,” I said, smiling as I saw Tiffany’s face stiffen for a moment before resuming its usual docile expression. “Now she’s a feminized slave serving at our beck and call.” 
 
      
 
    Mom gave the slave a mocking grin. “How do you feel about the new order of things, Tiffany?” she said, malicious glee dripping for her voice. “Are you happy with the direction your life is taken?” 
 
      
 
    “I don't know what you're talking about, Mistress Olivia,” said Tiffany. "I have never been anything other than the worthless sissy queer." "I rubbed my thighs at the marvelous sound. Seeing the slaves suffer always turns me on."  
 
      
 
    “That's exactly right,” said mom, a familiar glint in her eyes, “I'm glad you remember it so well!” Mom grinned at me. I grinned back.  
 
      
 
    "Bambi and I have always been gutless feminized losers," said Tiffany, despair in her voice. “I remember the boys in high school forcing me to walk in heels for them while they shouted and stomped their feet.” She dropped her head and cried. “I wanted to stand up for myself, “she blubbered. “But I wasn't strong enough.”

I stared at mom, fascinated by the look of glee on her face as she relished Tiffany’s suffering. Then my conscience - yes, I have one of those, a small one - started to nag me. “Okay, mom,” I said, forcing myself to sound concerned. “You’ve had your fun. Now tell the sissy to be happy.”

Mom gave me a nasty look, then, after a moment said, “oh, alright” in a sullen tone. “Sissy Tiffany!” she snapped at the distraught slave. “Now become happy!”  
 
      
 
    The change in Tiffany’s demeanor was instant. An idiotic smile spread across her face as she said, “I’m such a lucky sissy! I have pretty clothes, a lovely body, and no thoughts to cloud my empty bimbo brain! My tummy is filled with cum and so is my ass! I’m a lucky sissy! I’m a lucky sissy! I’m a lucky sissy...” She repeated the last sentence over and over. 
 
      
 
    “Goddamn it, mom,” I said. “The thing’s brain is stuck in an endless loop now.” 
 
      
 
    “No problem,” said mom, walking over to Tiffany and slapping her across the face. “Reset your programming, you stupid cunt!” she shouted. The sissy spun on her feet from the force of the blow, staggered, and fell to the floor, landing on her face. She looked up at mom and said, “thank you for disciplining this stupid sissy, Mistress Olivia.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re welcome,” mom said, “Now clear the table and wash the dishes.”  
 
      
 
    “Of course, mistress,” said Tiffany as she complied with the order. Mom and I left her to her work as we exited the dining room.  
 
      
 
    “How about we go to the playroom?” I asked her, taking her hand. “The new fucking machine arrived today.” I rolled my eyes. “You should see the size of the new dildo! It’s carved from polished ebony with rubber rings inserted around its glans!”

“MMM,” mom said. “Sounds marvelous. “But isn’t there something you forgot? Something in the living room?” 
 
      
 
    I thought for a second, then slapped my forehead. “Of course!” I said. “Bambi! We left her there!” We walked down the hallway to the living room, where Bambi was still on her knees in the same position in which we had left her. She had gone into sleep mode, just like a computer that sits idle for a few minutes.  
 
      
 
    “Bambi!” I said, snapping my finger. “Get up from there, you ugly whore!” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress Belladonna,” she said. She struggled as she tried to stand; her legs had gone to sleep along with her brain. She reached out for the edge of the sofa and tumbled forward, just like a tree crashing down during a storm. Mom and I doubled over, laughing at the sorry spectacle. Afterwards we ordered Bambi to help Tiffany clean up the kitchen.  
 
      
 
    “We’re lucky, you know,” said mom as we entered the playroom. “We have perfect lives: nothing but sex, shopping, and sadism.” 
 
      
 
    “Truer word were never spoken,” I said as I revved up the fucking machine. “But it was a close call for a while. I thought we were busted the day of the wedding. That meddling prick almost spoiled the entire plan.”  
 
      
 
    “Yes he did,” said mom as she stripped out of her clothes and positioned herself in the support chair. I secured her ankles with straps and reached for a tube of lubricating jelly.  
 
      
 
    “Need a little greasing up?” I asked her.

“Sure,” she said. “Do you mind?” 
 
      
 
    “Are you kidding?” I said with a chuckle. “It will be my pleasure!” I squeezed the tube and the jelly oozed across the tips of my index and bird fingers. I inserted them into mom's cunt, which by this point was sopping wet and steaming with erotic energy. She licked her lips as I spread the lubricant deep into her womanhood and applied a little extra dab to her massive, throbbing clit. 
 
      
 
    “Jesus Motherfucking Christ,” she said in a throaty whisper. “You're the best fucking daughter on the planet! Your touch is like silk! No wonder you make your mommy so horny.” 
 
      
 
    “And you're the best mother a girl could have,” I said. “Now just relax as I guide the dildo into your cunt.” She smiled and closed her eyes as I turned the machine's crank. The massive, gleaming cock moved towards her waiting pussy. She moaned in ecstasy as it pressed past her pussy lips and against her sugar walls. Joyful tears streamed from her eyes as I flicked the switch and the dildo began to rotate inside of her.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, good goddess!” she screamed. “That feels too good for words!” 
 
      
 
    I laughed. “Glad you're enjoying it!” I ran my index finger along the inside of her soft, well-tanned right leg, sending jolts of pleasure through her exquisite body. As I watched her writhe and moan with pleasure my mind drifted back in time to six months before, when our plan to feminize Greg and his teenage son Terry almost exploded in our faces... 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter One 
 
      
 
    I'm not sure which sight I enjoyed more: my mom about to snag a rich husband or the sweaty nervousness of my soon-to-be stepbrother Terry as he gawked at my legs. I wore the red micro-skirt and fishnet hose that day on purpose, knowing I would be sitting next to him in the front row. A lacy bra supported my soft, silky, sensuous breasts, giving Terry quite a show as he pretended to focus on the ceremony. He would look to the front of the church then back at me, stealing glimpses of my majestic body. 
 
      
 
    “Everything okay, dear brother?” I said a whisper, looking at him with a mischievous smile on my face. 
 
      
 
    “S... sure,” he whispered back, his hands shaking, his collar damp with sweat. “J... just glad for my dad and your mom. That's all.” Terry's face was attractive, even pretty in a way. He had high cheekbones, full lips, sandy blond hair that hung just past her ears, and big blue eyes. His fit, slender body came from endless hours of swimming in the heated pool at her dad's estate. He wore a navy blazer, white open collared shirt, and new jeans. 
 
      
 
    I found Terry desirable in my usual sadistic way. I pictured him on his knees, naked and bleeding, those lovely indigo eyes filled with tears as he looked up at me and begged for mercy. The thought sent hot sparks of erotic energy through my cunt. Luckily, I had thought to use a pad that day; it soaked up the juices that would otherwise be flowing down my legs and pooling on the floor at my feet. 
 
      
 
    I touched Terry's knee as I gestured towards the front of the church. “They're about to exchange vows!” I said. “Isn't this exciting?” Terry nodded and turned his attention to the ceremony. Mom looked resplendent in her emerald dress with lace cuffs and shimmering sequins. Her spaghetti strap pumps and semitransparent white hosiery showed off the graceful curves of her legs. I wanted to leap across the church and throw myself on her right then and there. But I forced myself to remain seated. All in good time, Belladonna, I reminded myself. Let mom close the trap first. Then later the two of us can ravish each other while her husband jacks off into a cup. 
 
      
 
    Beside mom stood her lone bridesmaid Agnes, looking as drab as ever in an off the rack dress. Her limp brown hair was pulled away from her thin, shallow face and pinned in a bun behind her ears. She wore black heels bought at the same Wal-Mart where mom found Agnes's dress. Greg and Terry believed that Agnes was mom's oldest and dearest friend, a plain-Jane old maid who was as dull-witted as she was homely. That story is far from the truth, as I will explain later.  
 
      
 
    "Do you take this woman to be your lawfully wedded wife?" said the minister, a short, gray-haired codger with a whiny voice.  
 
      
 
    "I do," said Greg, Terry's dad, as he looked at my mom with adoring eyes. Such a stupid little sheep, I thought. Trotting along merrily to his own shearing. 
 
      
 
    "Then by the power invested in me by the state of California," said the clergyman. "I pronounce you man and -.”  
 
    I was so excited I could barely sit still! Here we go! I thought. Now the fun really begins! 
 
      
 
    The sound of the chapel doors bursting open to my rear made me spin around in my seat. Standing there at the back of the church was Greg's older brother Ron. "Stop the wedding!" he shouted, clutching a sheet of paper in his right hand. "I've got proof that this woman and her daughter are scam artists!" 
 
      
 
    Mom glared at the unwelcome new arrival. "What is this?" she demanded. "How dare you interrupt our wedding!" 
 
      
 
    Ron strode towards the front of the church, holding the paper in front of him as if it was a cross and mom was an old-school vampire. "I've got to hand it to you, Olivia," he said. "You hid your tracks pretty well. I had to hire an army of private detectives to dig up the dirt on you and your slut daughter." 
 
      
 
    I studied mom's face as she surmised this new threat to our plan. Overall, she was keeping her cool, although her eyes burned like glowing embers from the pit of hell itself. Greg stood there with a stunned, blank expression, looking at mother as if to say, "tell me what to do now, boss!" 
 
      
 
    I looked over at Terry. He had the same stupid, confused look on his face as his father. I shook my head. The apple doesn't fall far from the tree in this family, does it? I thought. I scowled at Ron as he brushed past me and ascended the steps to the platform, shoving the paper into mom's face. "Your first husband didn't die of cancer," Ron said. "He was killed in a car crash a year ago."  
 
      
 
    Mom's face remained stoic as her accuser babbled on. "The cops wanted to charge you with murder, “Ron said. "But the DA refused to press charges. You collected $10 million from that heist. Then you and Belladonna disappeared." He shot an evil look in my direction, then turned his attention back to mom. "Well?" he said. "What have you got to say for yourself, you evil shrew?" 
 
      
 
    Mom's fingers curled up like claws, and for a moment I thought she was going to tear Ron's eyes out. She started to say something, caught herself, took a deep breath, and then spoke. "Ron, I'm ashamed of you," she said, speaking in a voice a mother might use when scolding her little boy. She glanced at Greg, who looked more confused than usual. "This is your brother's wedding, for heaven sake!” Ron stiffened up and balled his fists. But he kept his peace.  
 
      
 
    “Greg and I hoped you would join us in this celebration," she said, giving her dumbfounded fiancé a sympathetic look. “Instead you chose to barge in here, defiling a place of worship to satisfy your petty jealousy.” 
 
      
 
    Ron's face turned purple as his face contorted into a mask of rage. "Now you look here, you filthy tramp," he said, his body trembling as his blood pressure shot into the stratosphere. "You have no right…" 
 
      
 
    Mom ignored him as she continued her comeback. "It's not Greg's fault that your parents left the estate to him." She stood beside her husband to be, encircled his arm in hers, and gave him an admiring smile. Way to go, mom, I thought. You should get an academy award for this acting job!  
 
      
 
    "Your parents, God rest their souls," said mom, "knew that Greg was mature and responsible. You, on the other hand, wasted their money on that crazy stock market scheme you cooked up." 
 
      
 
    "God dammit, Olivia!" Ron blurted out, waving his fist in mom's face. "You'd better cut this shit right now! My detectives dug up enough dirt on you and your whore daughter to send you both to prison! You two had better get the hell out of town.” He glared at Agnes. “While you're at it,” he said with a sneer, “take this sorry excuse for a shemale with you!” 
 
      
 
    At that point the minister summoned the nerve to speak. “See here, Ron,” he said, “that term is offensive to transsexuals! Please watch your language!” 
 
      
 
    Ron slapped his forehead. “What the hell is wrong with you, Reverend Peabody?” he said. “My brother wants to marry a murderer and the only thing you're worried about is political correctness!” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, that does it!” Mom shouted, throwing her bouquet on the floor. “I can forgive you bursting in here and making an ass of yourself, “she said. “I can even forgive you sprouting all kinds of crazy lies about Belladonna and me.” She turned to Agnes, touching her arm and giving her a sympathetic look. “But I cannot and will not tolerate you trying to marginalize my oldest and dearest friend! You can spread your filthy lies and your transphobic nonsense all you want. But, as for Belladonna and Agnes and me, we're out of here! “She stormed out of the church, the guests looking at each other in bewilderment. 
 
      
 
    I looked over at Terry and rested my hand on his shoulder. “Go to your father, dear brother,” I said, trying to sound sincere. “He'll need in this difficult time.” I followed mom as she left the church. Agnes trailed behind the two of us, staggering along as she tried to keep her balance in her cheap, ugly shoes.  
 
      
 
    As I stepped outside, I saw a silver Lexus speeding at me with toilet paper and tin cans streaming from its rear. I jumped out of the way, then looked inside to see mom behind the wheel. 
 
      
 
    “Dammit, mom!” I shouted at her through the open window. “You nearly ran me over!” 
 
      
 
    “Get in!” she snapped. I did as she said. Mom was about to stomp on the accelerator when I said, “aren't you forgetting something?” 
 
      
 
    She whipped her head around and shot me a look that could kill. “What the fuck are you talking about, Belladonna?” 
 
      
 
    “Agnes,” I said. 
 
      
 
    Mom let out a string of curse words that would make a sailor blush. “Where is that idiotic backspace transvestite?” she demanded. Right at that moment Agnes emerged from the chapel. 
 
      
 
    “Get in the car, Agnes!” I barked at her. She got in the backseat and remained silent as mom spun out of the parking lot. 
 
      
 
    I heard a rattling sound and looked in the rearview mirror. “Classy, mom,” I said. “We're riding in a car with cans tied to it and a JUST MARRIED sign taped to the trunk. People will think the three of us just got hitched!” 
 
      
 
    A cold laugh issued from mom's throat. She reached over to me, running her hand up my thigh. “That's what I love about you, daughter,” she said. “You're always a smart ass, even when our world is falling down around us.” 
 
      
 
    I lifted the hem of my skirt and slid mom's hand up my leg. Her pinky traced the edge of my black satin panties. "I assume we're going back to the hotel," I said. "Maybe we can blow off some steam in the hot tub." 
 
      
 
    “Nothing I'd like better,” she said, giving me a lecherous grin. “But first I've got to come up with a counter-plan. I never expected Ron to pull a stunt like that.” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head as we drove along. “Sounds like he's got us all figured out,” I said. “I'll be amazed if you turn the tables on him.” 
 
      
 
    Mom's fingers dug into my thigh, making me cry out. “By the time I get done with that prick,” she said, “he'll be more feminized and humiliated than Agnes back there.” 
 
      
 
    “I looked back at Agnes.” Sounds like you may be getting a playmate soon, I said to her. “What do you think of that?” 
 
      
 
    Seconds passed by as Agnes summoned the courage to speak. “I… I… I don't think of it, Mistress Belladonna,” she said at last. “I'm only allowed to have the thoughts you and Mistress Olivia choose for me.” 
 
      
 
    Mom looked back at Agnes with a devilish gleam in her eye. "If you think I've humiliated you in the past," she said, "wait till we get back to the hotel suite. Believe me, you have no idea what fear is." 
 
      
 
    Despair overtook Agnes's face as she absorbed mom's comment with her usual docile resignation. “Yes, Mistress Olivia,” she said, a single tear running down her face. “I am an unworthy sissy. Please do with me as you choose.” The pain in her voice made me rub my legs together. I slipped my hand under my top and fondled my breasts, troubled by the events of the church but looking forward to the fun to come once we were back at the hotel. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    The portly, pimply, pasty skinned geek who served as the hotel clerk stared at us as we entered the lobby. “Thought you were getting married, ma'am,” he said to mom. "Where is your new spouse?" 
 
      
 
    "Fuck you," said mom, storming past him on her way to the elevator. 
 
      
 
    "She did get married," I said to the clerk with a wink. "To me." 
 
      
 
    He looked at me with shock. "But – but I thought she was your mother." 
 
      
 
    "She is!" I said, leaving him to ponder what I had said.  
 
      
 
    Agnes scurried to keep up with me and mom. I waited till she was almost in the elevator then closed the door in her face. As mother and I were whisked to the top floor I said to her, "So how are we going to fix this mess?" 
 
      
 
    "I have some ideas," she said. "But first I need to blow off some steam." 
 
      
 
    "You'll get no argument out of me!" I said, my thighs feeling warm and wet. 
 
      
 
    "Oh, we will get it on, dear daughter," she said. "Don't worry about that. But first I'm going to punish Agnes." 
 
      
 
    "Delightful!" I said with a coy grin. "But you know she's still in the lobby." 
 
      
 
    "She'll be up soon," mother said, her voice dripping with sadistic intent. "And we'll be ready for her when she arrives. Prepare the needles, the nipple clamps, and the enema kit when we get back to the room.”  
 
      
 
    I arched my eyebrows. "Sounds like we're in for a fun night!" I said, my mind filled with exquisite images of Agnes bound to the bed, needles skewering her balls like a shish kabob while her ass plug made bathrooming herself impossible.  Mom and I would make love to each other while our feminized slave suffered. The warmth between my thighs turned into a supernova. 
 
      
 
    When we got back to the room, I prepped the toys for Agnes's arrival. Mom changed from her wedding outfit into a black leather bustier and glimmering high heel boots that rose halfway up her thighs. She took the bull whip from her suitcase, whirled it over her head, and cracked it with a flick of her wrist. It made a sizzling sound as it arced through the air. This is going to be fun, I thought as I opened a small bloodwood case. Affixed to its black, velvet-lined interior were 12 seductively sharp, chrome plated needles, each held in place by a thin strip of elastic. The needles ranged in length from 4 to 8 inches. I removed the longest one from the case and gazed at it in admiration. The light reflected from its gleaming surface.  
 
      
 
    I held the longest needle in front of me as I admired its gleaming metal exterior. Then a flash of inspiration came to mind. I placed the tip of my right index finger against the point and pressed hard. The razor-sharp surface pierced my soft skin and dug into the muscle underneath. The pain was delicious. I forced the needle deeper into my finger, only stopping when it touched a bone.  
 
      
 
    I jiggled the needle to make the pain worse, wincing as my nervous system howled in protest. I released my grip on the torture device and it dangled from my mutilated finger, the shaft buried deep in my flesh. I withdrew the needle, licked the blood from its shaft, and pressed my thumb into the wound to halt the bleeding. I swirled my tongue against the roof of my mouth to savor the salty flavor then reinserted the needle in the case. I was about to clamp it shut when I heard someone rapping at the door. The sound was hollow, weak, and timid, which meant it could only be Agnes. I smiled. 
 
      
 
    Mom opened the door and in walked Agnes. “I'm so sorry, mistresses!” she whined. “The elevator door shut in my face before I could get in with you. Feel free to punish me for being so stupid and slow.” 
 
      
 
    Mom grinned. “Oh, don't worry,” she said to the apologetic sissy. “You'll pay for the blatant disrespect you showed us downstairs. She gave me a wink and a nod. ” Won’t we, dear daughter?”  
 
      
 
    “Indeed she will,” I said, holding up the box of needles for Agnes to see. “Remember your old friend, Agnes? The ones that destroyed your cock forever?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress Belladonna,” she said, her face turning ashen as she imagined the tortures she would soon endure. “You and Mistress Olivia used them to punish me when you caught me playing with my sissy clit.” 
 
      
 
    “That's right,” said mother with a chuckle. “You had this silly belief that your so-called 'penis' could still function. Well, Belladonna and I soon relieved your mind of that stupid notion!” 
 
     "Yes, Mistress Olivia," said Agnes. "I thought I still had a chance to be a man." 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. "Stupid is the perfect word for it, Agnes," I said, opening the case and fondling the longest, thickest needle as if it were a stud slave's monster cock. I held it in front of Agnes's face. "This lovely harpoon drove that idea from your moronic brain forever, didn't it?" 
 
      
 
    Agnes glanced up for a second, saw the needle I was holding, and dropped her head once more. "Yes, Mistress Belladonna," she said, the fear in her voice morphing into full-blown panic. "That's the needle which destroyed my ability to get hard. You pushed it into my urethra while I begged you for mercy.” 
 
      
 
     “You screamed and screamed as I buried the needle deep in your body,” I said, closing my eyes as memories of that divine evening flooded my mind. “When you finally recovered months later you found you could no longer have an erection.” 
 
      
 
     I raised the hem of my dress and shoved my fingers into my womanhood and pounded my pussy like a high school quarterback going down on the captain of the cheerleading team. I knew I was beating the hell out of my pussy-cave. But I didn't care. I needed some relief right then and there or I would explode. I dropped the needle and cradled my hand around my left breast, my pointed fingernails digging into it as I worked myself towards an explosive climax. “Oh, oh God,” I moaned, my eyes rolling up and into the back of my head as desire overwhelmed me. “Oh God,” I said, the breath going in and out of my lungs in quick, short gasps. “I want myself so bad.” 
 
      
 
    My mind was so clouded over with self-lust that I barely noticed when mom order Agnes to strip. I heard the sissy scream as a needle pierced her wilted cock and skewered her testes. “Mistress Olivia, please!” she screamed. “Have mercy!” But her pleas only made mother more cruel. The sound of the slave's suffering supercharged my already overheated hormones, forcing me to cum much sooner than I wished.  
 
      
 
    To make my disappointment worse, I orgasmed not once but four times, each climax coming right after the previous one with no pause in between. That amount of erotic pleasure was too much even for me. I swooned, my head smacking the floor with an ominous THUMP. I lay there trying to catch my breath while mom inserted needle after needle into Agnes's tortured genitals. She saved the final two skewers for the sissy's tits, shoving them deep into her massive DDDD breasts. 
 
      
 
    “Careful, mom,” I said. “If your puncture the saline bags we'll have to take her to the hospital. Remember how much that cost last time?” If mother heard my remark, she showed no sign of it. Agnes's cries faded to incoherent babbling, then to silence as she lost consciousness. How ironic, I thought. Agnes passes out from pain, I pass out from pleasure.  
 
      
 
    I have no memory of what occurred over the next hour or so, though I do recall a dream in which someone was dragging me across the floor by my hair. When I came to, I was lying down. I tried to move, only to realize my wrists and ankles were held tight by handcuffs. "What the fuck?" I said, struggling in vain against my bonds. 
 
      
 
    "Well, well, well," said a female voice from the corner of the room. "Look who's back in the land of the living." 
 
      
 
    "Mom?" I said, recognizing her tone. "Who the hell shackled me to my own bed?" 
 
      
 
    Mother walked over to me, giving me a malevolent look as she smacked her riding crop against the palm of her left hand. "I did," she said. 
 
      
 
    "Then unlock these goddamn handcuffs right now!" I shouted at her. "I'm not a slave!" 
 
      
 
    "No, you're not a slave," said mom, "at least not yet. But you have been a very bad girl. And for that I must punish you.” At first, I thought this was all an elaborate joke on her part. But the deadly serious look in her eyes convinced me otherwise. A chill ran down my spine as I tried to figure out what was going on.  
 
      
 
    "Come on, mom," I pleaded. “Let me out of these damn cuffs.” I gave her a seductive smile. “I'll make it worth your while, I promise!” 
 
      
 
    “No!” she shouted, whirling the crop over her head. The sound of the leather straps slicing through the air made my heart clutch in my chest. “The world doesn't revolve around you and your diseased cunt!” 
 
      
 
    “What the hell are you talking about, you crazy bitch?” I cried out. "Release me now!" That was a mistake. She lashed out with the riding crop, striking me between the legs and ripping open my labia. I howled in agony. "God damn you, you crazy old hag!" I said, spitting the words at her. "I'd kill you if I wasn't cuffed to the bed!" 
 
      
 
    "Really?" she said, giving me an inquisitive look as she twirled the riding crop in a circular pattern. She laid it on the bed, picked up a key, and said, "let's find out." She inserted it in the manacles that held me down, freeing my limbs one at a time. I tensed my muscles, preparing to strike as soon as I was able. As she unlocked the cuffs around my right ankle I kicked at her face, my heel striking her on the chin. Her body flew backward, driven by the force of the blow and setting her crashing to the floor. 
 
      
 
    I leapt off the bed and onto her back. I wrapped one arm around her throat to choke off her air supply as I pounded the side of her head with my fist. I heard her gag as she struggled to breathe. "I'll kill you, mom!" I shrieked. "Tonight's the night you die!" 
 
      
 
    Mother fought back like a she-devil, reaching over her head to claw at my face as she buried her elbow in my solar plexus, driving the air from my body. I relaxed my hold on her throat for a fraction of a second. That was all the time it took for her to break free of me. I charged at her, flailing my arms and bellowing like an incensed maniac. She countered with a palm strike that caught me just under the nose. My head whipped backwards as if struck by a tornado powered baseball bat. My body did a backwards somersault flip as I crashed to the marble tile floor.  
 
      
 
    In a flash mom was on top of me, sinking her hands into my hair and pounding my head into the cold, unyielding floor. I lay there barely alive as she picked me up and tossed me face-first onto the bed. Blood gushed from a wound across my forehead. I felt as if a testosterone-fueled stonemason was inside my skull with a sledgehammer trying to smash his way out. 
 
      
 
    Mom whispered in my ear as I lay there spinning in and out of awareness. “Sorry to be so rough with you, dear daughter,” she said. “But, back in the other room, you put your own desires ahead of the chore of tormenting Agnes, forcing me to do your job for you. That was selfish on your part. So now you're going to discover a whole new dimension of pain as I fuck your gorgeous ass with my new strap on.” 
 
      
 
    “Please, mom,” I begged. “That damn thing will split me in two. I'm sorry I didn't punish Agnes a few minutes ago. Let it slide and I promise I will make up for it.” 
 
      
 
    Mother laughed. “Oh, I will 'let it slide,' that's for sure!” she said as she thrust her hips forward, impaling my fragile sphincter with her strap on she-cock. I screamed. Mom began a rhythmic back-and-forth motion, working the oversized black dildo in and out of my ass. At first the pain was overwhelming. But soon the agony faded away, replaced by arousal. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, oh yeah,” I cried out. “Fuck your whore daughter's worthless ass, mom! Treat me like the piece of meat I am!” My willing admission of my slut-status drove mom to unimagined heights of sadistic frenzy. The strap-on plunged deeper and deeper into my body, each thrust nearly breaking my back. The masochistic joy of enduring such horrific agony revived my libido, till after a few moments I was begging mother to punish me all night. I laughed and sobbed and wailed all at once as the wildly disparate sensations I was experiencing drove me towards a sort of sexually fueled insanity. In those precious moments I learned why slaves crave abuse. The most profound delights comes only at the cost of hellish suffering. 
 
      
 
    At last, with an Amazonian battle cry, mom came. He withdrew the blood and shit-covered from my mutilated ass, retired to the bathroom to take a long shower, then returned and tended to my wounds. After that we held each other for what felt like hours, kissing and embracing and proclaiming our mutual love. It was the most romantic experience I've ever had in my life. 
 
      
 
    "So, what are we going to do about Greg and Terry?" I asked her later as we sat curled up in a contented mound of entangled limbs. 
 
      
 
    "I'm glad you asked," he said. "It just so happens that Victoria is coming to town tomorrow. We'll pay her a visit and ask her advice." 
 
      
 
    "Outstanding!" I said, my mood perking up. "If she can't help us, then nobody can." 
 
      
 
    "Very true," said mom as she fondled my left nipple. "You know Victoria, though. Even if she can't assist us with our men problems, we're sure to have a lot of fun anyway." I nodded and gave mother a deep, passionate kiss just before we fell asleep in each other's arms. Had I known what awaited me the next day, I might never have gotten out of bed again. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    "Welcome to today's training class on cock sounding," said Victoria to the ladies who were assembled in the conference room. Mom and I stood side-by-side towards the back of the large crowd, trying to peek over the heads of the other attendees. 
 
      
 
    "Do you think that slave is scared?" I asked mother as I chuckled at the male sissy lying helpless in front of Victoria. His naked body was smooth and soft, his eyes wide as saucers, and his limbs quaking despite the straps holding him to the examination table. 
 
      
 
    "Terrified' is more like it," said mom with an evil smile, “and with good reason. If I know Victoria, she has a nasty surprise waiting for the poor creature.” 
 
      
 
    One of the women, a beautiful African-American with glowing caramel skin and a tight, toned body, raised her hand. "Yes?" Victoria said, acknowledging her. 
 
      
 
    "What if the sissy is accustomed to the pain and degradation of sounding?" the black woman asked. "I've sounded my slave boy so often that his urethra stretches to accommodate even the largest probes. He never cries out in pain anymore, sadly." 
 
      
 
    Victoria nodded. "Believe me, that's a common problem. Fortunately, I have a remedy." She held up a small metal case for the attendees to see. "And it's in here." 
 
      
 
    One of the women, a queen -sized female with a New York accent, scoffed. "Whatever you got in there is way too small to inflict pain on my victims!" she said with an air of derision. 
 
      
 
    "Kindly withhold judgment," said Victoria. "You know what they say: don't judge the present by the package it's wrapped in." She opened the case and took out a sounding rod. It wasn't much to look at in terms of girth. But its hard metal surface twisted like a corkscrew! Mom and I looked longingly at the beautiful object. 
 
      
 
    “That will do some damage for sure!” said the lady in front of me, letting out a long, low whistle.  
 
      
 
    "Your words were never spoken," said Victoria. "What do you think, Betty?" she said, holding the vicious device over the trembling sissy's face. 
 
      
 
    "I've seen worse," he said, his face a mask of defiance. "I've endured so much torture from you over the years that nothing really shocks me anymore. So do your worst, you so-called mistress." 
 
      
 
    "WOO-HOO!" said one of the onlookers. "Looks like Victoria has a rebellious slave on her hands!" 
 
      
 
    "Sure does," said the skeptical New Yorker. "Maybe this time she's bitten off more than she can chew." 
 
      
 
    If the comments bothered Victoria, then she didn't show it. She reached into the case that had held the corkscrew and took out a small black bottle. "I can understand why you ladies are skeptical,” she said. “I forgot to mention there are two parts to this technique. One involves the corkscrew. The other relies on the contents of this vial." She popped the cork on the container and the air filled with an acidic odor that burned my nostrils. I stepped backwards and waved my hand in front of my face. 
 
      
 
    "What's that?" asked mom, scratching her face in disgust. 
 
      
 
    "This," said Victoria, pride in her voice, "is the distilled extract of a pepper that grows only in the Amazon rain forest. It's 1000 times hotter than a Carolina Reaper." 
 
      
 
    "What in the world is a 'Carolina Reaper?'" I asked, my curiosity overwhelming my aversion to the odor. 
 
      
 
    "Excellent question!" said Victoria. "Here's the answer. The Carolina Reaper is a hybrid species of chili pepper made from a red habanero and an Indian variety known as the naga jolokia. It's the hottest pepper on earth." 
 
      
 
    "But you say the stuff in that bottle is even hotter?" asked mom. 
 
      
 
    "Extremely so," said Victoria. I glanced down at the slave, whose face was turning pale. I saw that he was gritting his teeth but trying to keep up a brave front. 
 
      
 
    "What does any of this have to do with inflicting pain on our sissies?" a tall, blonde woman with a southern drawl asked. 
 
      
 
    "Another excellent question," said Victoria. "Just watch." She tipped the bottle over and drizzled it's amber contents down the length of the corkscrew. I pinched my nose and blinked my eyes several times; by this point the smell had become almost unbearable. The sissy had lost his defiant attitude and was looking up at Victoria with panic in his eyes. 
 
      
 
    "Please, mistress," he begged. "Don't use that stuff on my cock! I'm sorry I backtalked you! I'll be a good sissy from now on! Please!" 
 
      
 
    Victoria brushed his cheek with the tips of her fingers. "I'm sorry, my love," she said. "But it's too late for that!” She glanced at his penis, which was hard as a stone and jutting upward like a flagpole. "Besides, if you're so worried, how come you're all worked up? I think you're looking forward to being punished." She looked around at the ladies, who were watching the unfolding events with keen interest. "What do you say, sisters?" she asked them. "Does my pain slut Betty want me to twist this corkscrew into her pathetic sissy-clit?" 
 
      
 
    "Hell, yeah!" shouted the black woman who had spoken before. "She's begging for that shit!" 
 
      
 
    "She sure is!" said another woman, voicing her affirmation. "Give the bitch what she wants! Drill her, Victoria! Drill her piss slit hard!" The crowd began stomping their feet and chanting DRILL DRILL. DRILL. Mom and I joined in the chorus, which rose to a thundering tumult as Victoria held the corkscrew over the slave's erect organ. A drop of the pepper juice fell from the corkscrew's tip, landing on the sissy's shaved balls and blackening the spot where it landed. Smoke rose from the burn wound. I licked my lips in anticipation of what was coming. 
 
      
 
    Victoria pushed her pinky finger into Betty's urethra, sliding it in and out to make it wider. Then she inserted the tip of the corkscrew into the gap and began twisting it with deft wrist motions. It took a few moments for the sissy to start screaming; but, when he did, it was music to my ears. Her face turned a lovely shade of purple as she shrieked like a cat with its tail stuck under a rocking chair leg. 
 
      
 
    “Take it out of me, Mistress Victoria! I'll do anything!” Betty begged. “Just take it out of me! Please!” Victoria kept twisting the corkscrew, burying it deeper into her victim's body. Betty's tortured cock twisted into the shape of a coiled spring. The sight was breathtaking! 
 
      
 
    “How much is that pepper stuff?” asked the rubenesque New Yorker, her skepticism transformed into ardent belief. “I gotta have some of it!” 
 
      
 
    “Me too!” shouted another woman. The other ladies chimed in their affirmations. 
 
      
 
    Victoria held up the bottle. "These single-dose vials normally sell for $5000. But, for you good people, I can let them go for $2500." 
 
      
 
    “Got a larger bottle? “asked another lady, yelling at the top of her voice to drown out the slave's ongoing screams. 
 
      
 
    Victoria pulled a larger glass container from the case. “This holds five doses,” he said. “You can buy one today only for the special reduced price of $7500.” 
 
      
 
    "I'll take three!" cried a woman behind me, holding up a wad of hundred dollar bills. 
 
      
 
    "Give me four!" shouted another, waving her credit card in the air. "Just shut that whining sissy up!" 
 
      
 
    "Your wish is my command!" said Victoria, shoving a gag in her victim's mouth to muffle his screams. The women fought each other like wildcats, each of them wanting to be the first to buy a bottle of Victoria's miraculous torture juice.  
 
      
 
    I looked at mom. "What you think?" I asked her. "Should we invest as well?" 
 
      
 
    "I would love to," she said, shaking her head sadly. "But we're down to our last $200,000. Like it or not, we have to economize for the time being." 
 
      
 
    "I know, I know," I said, green with envy at the women around me who had money to burn. "When all this is over, I'm going to cut off Ron's balls and shove them down his worthless throat." 
 
      
 
    Mom laughed. "Excellent idea!" she said. "Or feed them to a dog while he watches. I would love to see the despair on his face when his nut sack gets devoured." 
 
      
 
    I nodded. "So would I,” I said. "I'm just worried that he's ruined our chances. We may never get our hands on Greg's money now." 
 
      
 
    "Don't worry," said mom with a confident smile. "We'll fleece my unfortunate fiancé yet. When we do, we'll make sure his brother suffers for his interference.” We hung around waiting for the frenzy over Victoria and her marvelous product to calm down. Her customers gradually dispersed and moved on to other vendors at the BDSM convention.  
 
      
 
    We watched with jealousy as Victoria, who is a stunning, statuesque redhead, counted her well-deserved earnings. The sight of so many greenbacks in her hands was almost as arousing as the image of her sissy's prone form. Betty lay unconscious on the table, her breathing labored and uneven, the corkscrew still inserted in her sissy clit. I could see blisters forming on her scrotum from where drops of the pepper juice had seared their way into her flesh. Gotta get me some of that stuff when mom and I are rich again, I thought. 
 
      
 
    "Hello, my old friend," said mom, glancing at the mountain of cash Victoria was tucking away in a portable safe. "Do you never worry that traveling so much hard currency might attract robbers?" 
 
      
 
    Victoria's flashing emerald eyes stared at mom and me for a moment before her face lit up with welcome recognition. She let out a spry laugh. "Don't let it trouble you, Olivia," she said. "The last person who tried that is now lying on that table over there with a corkscrew in his urethra." 
 
      
 
    "I see," said mom as she touched my arm. "You remember my lovely daughter Belladonna, I'm sure," she said. 
 
      
 
    Of course! said Victoria, regarding me with a lustful grin. "I attended her 18th birthday party. That was a…" - she was silent for a moment as she searched for the right word to express her thought - "memorable evening," she said at last. 
 
      
 
    "Indeed it was," I said. "When I woke up the next day your thighs were wrapped around my face and the two of us were covered in strawberry jam." 
 
      
 
    "I remember!" said Victoria, chuckling. "Strawberry is still my favorite flavor." She took a moment to make sure her money box was locked then shifted her attention to us. "What can I do for you ladies?" she asked. 
 
      
 
    "We have a minor problem," said mom. "My fiancé’s brother has been sticking his nose where it doesn't belong. He managed to dig up some dirt on Belladonna and me. So my nuptials are now on hold." 
 
      
 
    Victoria's eyebrows knotted together in sympathy. "Damn, that sucks!" she said. "I heard about that scam you two are running. Word on the street is that your target is worth billions." 
 
      
 
    "3.5 billion, to be exact," said mom. "But we won't get our hands on any of it if the poor sap backs out of marrying me. And that's exactly what he's going to do unless we figure out a way to discredit his brother." 
 
      
 
    Victoria scratched her chin and looked at the ceiling as her brilliant mind went into problem-solving mode. "I have a solution," she said after a moment's introspection. "My scientists are working on a new forced feminization procedure. It's costly. But the results are amazing. It can turn any man into a cross-dressing sissy, even this troublesome brother-in-law of yours." 
 
      
 
    "Sounds like exactly what we need!" said mom, her tone reflecting her sudden optimism. "There's only one problem, though." She looked at me. "My daughter and I are… well, let's just say money is tight for the moment." 
 
      
 
    "Oh. I see," said Victoria, sounding less than overjoyed at the news of our money woes. "That is indeed a problem." She thought for a second, then looked at me. "Tell me, child," she said. "Have you ever fisted a sissy?" 
 
      
 
    "Indeed I have!" I said, the question arousing both my curiosity and my libido. "Why do you ask?" 
 
      
 
    "Let's just say I have a disobedient slave upstairs in my room," said Victoria. "One who needs some loving discipline. I was planning on handling the matter myself. But, as they say, sometimes it's more fun to watch." 
 
      
 
    "Hey!" said mom, sounding indignant. "What about me? I was fisting sissies before my daughter here was even born!" 
 
      
 
    "I know, dear," said Victoria in a gentle, diplomatic tone. "But your little girl here needs to hone her skills. It's up to seasoned sadists like you and I to give her the occasional opportunities she so desperately need.” 
 
      
 
    "True," said mom, looking at me. “Her skills could use some work.” 
 
      
 
    “What the hell is that supposed to mean?” I demanded. 
 
      
 
    Victoria rolled her eyes. “Now is not the time for family squabbles, ladies,” she said, taking us both by the arm and leading us away from the conference center. "Let's go to my room. Belladonna can pay for my services through the joys of manual labor.” 
 
      
 
    "Shut your mouth!" I said. "Manual labor and I don't get along!" 
 
      
 
    "Merely a figure of speech, my dear," said Victoria as the elevator took off with a start, zooming straight up to her penthouse. The car moved so fast that I thought I would pass out.  
 
      
 
    “Aren't you worried about the money you left behind?” mom asked Victoria. “Not to mention your sissy?”

“Not at all,” said Victoria. “My private guards are down there monitoring my property.” 
 
      
 
    Moments later the elevator door opened with a swish. “Wow!" I said as we stepped out of the elevator car. "This is some place!"   
 
      
 
    "You aren’t kidding," said mom as and when he gawked at our surroundings in slack-jawed amazement. The cathedral -like ceiling seemed to stretch to infinity. Massive oil paintings of beautiful, powerful looking women covered the plaster walls. Some were dressed in armor and carried swords. Others wore long flowing robes and held massive leather bound books with obscure titles. One painting showed a silver-haired lady bent over a lab table pouring liquids into a beaker. One painting in particular caught my eye. It showed a thin, tall woman with jet black hair like mine and piercing eyes. 
 
      
 
    "Who is she?" I asked Victoria, pointing at the image. 
 
      
 
    "That," said Victoria, "is Mileva Maric, the physicist who developed the theory of relativity." 
 
      
 
    I gave her a startled look. "Didn't Einstein do that?" I asked. 
 
      
 
    "That's what the history books will tell you," said Victoria. "In reality, MIleva came up with the ideas and worked out most of the math. But her husband took credit for her ideas." 
 
      
 
    "And who was her husband?" I asked, noticing an air of sadness about the figure in the portrait. 
 
      
 
    "Albert Einstein," said Victoria, spitting out the name with contempt as she turned her back on the picture. "Never mind all that," she said, directing our attention towards a massive paneled door. "I want you to meet my rebellious sissy." Mom and I followed her as she swung the door open and entered the room that waited for us beyond. The first thing I noticed was a peculiar burning smell. As my eyes adjusted to the gloomy atmosphere, I saw a series of flaming torches secured to the walls and casting a dim yellowish glow on our surroundings. Next, I noticed a gleaming steel chain hanging from the ceiling in the center of the room. Hanging from it, wrists secured in iron manacles, was Victoria's unruly sissy. It took a few moments for me to make out her form. When they did, I looked at our hostess with contempt.  
 
      
 
    “This can't be!” I said as I turned away from the sickening sight and glared at Victoria. “What the hell is wrong with you, you sick bitch?” I screamed. 
 
      
 
    Victoria's prisoner, whose frail, tortured body spun in the air like a pig roasting over an open flame, was a woman! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    “You treacherous cunt!” I shrieked. “I'll kill you!” I snatched up a statuette that sat on a nearby table and hurled it at Victoria. She dodged the makeshift missile and countered with a punch to my midsection. I doubled over, then found myself flying through the air backwards as she swept my legs out from under me. My body slammed into the marble floor, driving the breath from my lungs. 
 
      
 
    Victoria towered over me like a victorious gladiator. "Are you ready to behave yourself now, child?" she said. 
 
      
 
    "Fuck… you," I said, giving her the finger.  
 
      
 
    "Defiant to the end," said Victoria, an approving smile on her face. "I like that." 
 
      
 
    I looked around the room, trying to see my mother. She had wandered away somewhere. Slowly, painfully, I rolled over and got on my knees. I stared into the inky blackness beyond the pale torchlight and saw her eyeballing Victoria's captive. She reached out and squeezed something hanging from between the person's legs. Then she laughed. "Just as I thought," she said. 
 
      
 
    "Goddamn it, mom," I said as I rose to my feet. "You just watched your own daughter get her ass kicked and instead of defending me you're over there fondling that poor woman. You're as bad as this crazy redheaded cunt." 
 
      
 
    "Shut up, Belladonna," said mom. "You have no idea what the hell you're talking about." 
 
      
 
    I staggered over to her, each step an experience in agony as pain radiated from my bruised ribs throughout my body. As I approached the figure, I saw something that made my eyes do a double take. My mouth fell open as I gawked at the object mom had just been squeezing. "Holy fucking shit," I said. "It's not a woman after all! Least ways not a cis woman." 
 
      
 
    "That's right," said Victoria as she sidled alongside me. “My ungrateful little sissy is what they refer to in the adult entertainment industry as a 'chick with a dick.' I covered the tab for her feminization surgery and even let her keep her cock. In exchange, she was supposed to service a select group of my clients.” Victoria looked up at her captive's face. "But you didn't honor our bargain, did you, Misty? You told me to go fuck myself. Then you ran off to New York and started doing porn videos. You thought you were going to get rich and famous off the feminization surgeries I paid for." 
 
      
 
    "Please, Mistress Victoria," said the tormented transsexual. "Don't flog me anymore. I'm sorry I didn't keep my word. Take my poor, weak hands out of these manacles and let me have some food and water. Then I'll do anything you ask. I swear." 
 
      
 
    "What do you think, ladies?" Victoria asked mom and me. "Should I give Misty one more chance?" 
 
      
 
    "It's up to you," said mother. "What do you think, daughter?" she asked me. 
 
      
 
    "I'm not sure I have any business voicing an opinion," I said, hanging my head in shame. "Forgive me, Mistress Victoria. I should never have believed something so horrible of you."  
 
      
 
    "No," said Victoria in a grim tone. "No, you shouldn't. But what's done is done. So give me your two cents. Should I remove Misty's shackles and let her eat and drink? Or should I leave her hanging here for a day or two longer?" 
 
      
 
    I gave the pathetic pseudo-woman a contemptuous look. "Leave her there to rot," I said. "It's exactly what she deserves." 
 
      
 
    Victoria nodded. "You're absolutely right," she said. "But I'm in a good mood today. I think I'll show mercy just this once.” 
 
      
 
    "Oh, thank you, Mistress Victoria!" Misty said. "You're wonderful and kind." 
 
      
 
    "Don't thank me yet, sissy," Victoria said with a sadistic grin. "You don't know what I have in mind." Misty's face turned pale. 
 
      
 
    Half an hour later the defiant sissy, now free of her bonds, was sleeping in one of the back bedrooms. The other two ladies and I went downstairs in the hotel bar, where we drank chilled wine and talked. 
 
      
 
    "So what's your plan?" mom asked Victoria. 
 
      
 
    The redhead smiled in silence, took a drink of wine, and said, "have you two ever experimented with forced feminization hypnosis?" 
 
      
 
    "Of course," I said. "It doesn't work." 
 
      
 
    "I wish it did," mom said. "I've always fantasized about controlling a man's mind directly." She shook her head sadly. "But it's just not that easy." 
 
      
 
    Victoria looked around the bar, lean forward, and whispered, "that's what you think." 
 
      
 
    Mother and I looked at each other, then turned to our hostess. "What are you talking about, Victoria?" I said. 
 
      
 
    Victoria drained her glass and stood up. "Let's get back upstairs," she said, motioning to us to follow her. "I'll let you see for yourselves." Minutes later we were standing over Misty, who was sleeping on a thin rubber mat on the floor. 
 
      
 
    "Wake up, you worthless piece of traitorous filth!" Victoria said, kicking her in the shoulder. 
 
      
 
    Misty rolled over, rubbed her eyes and gave us a nasty look. "What's going on?” she demanded. “I was sleeping!" 
 
      
 
    "Whoa!" I said. "Sounds like your slave still has a bit of an attitude problem, Victoria." 
 
      
 
    "Indeed she does," said Victoria, giving Misty a dark look. "But that's why you're here, child. You're going to introduce this faithless sissy to the pleasures of fisting." 
 
      
 
    "Oh, I've heard of that!" cooed Misty as she got to her feet. “It's like having a giant, rock-hard cock in your ass!” She grinned ear-to-ear, pressing her palms together and scrunching her shoulders like a love-struck teenage girl. “Every sissy's dream!” 
 
      
 
    “Or her nightmare, Misty,” said Victoria. “All depending on whether the sissy has been good or not.”  
 
      
 
    “What do you mean, Mistress Victoria?” Misty asked in a fearful tone. “Tell me, please!” 
 
      
 
    The red-haired domme ignored her slave's pensive petition. “How limber are your hands, Belladonna?” she asked me.  
 
      
 
    I smiled. “I think I know what you're getting at,” I said. “Don't worry. I've done things with my fingers that have made my dear mother swoon in delight.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes you have, my sweet little girl,” said mom, her face glowing. “Yes you have.”  
 
      
 
    “Glad to hear it,” said Victoria. “But, for this job, you will have to inflict pain, not pleasure.” 
 
      
 
    Misty's face turned ashen. "Um, I need to go to the bathroom, Mistress Victoria," she said. "Please." 
 
      
 
    "Don't worry, my pet," she said, giving Misty a sadistic leer. "You'll pass your feces with ease after Belladonna gets through with you. Please follow me, ladies," she said, turning to leave the room. She looked back over her shoulder at her shivering sissy. "Oh, and you too, Misty." 
 
      
 
    "Yes, mistress," said Misty, trailing behind the three of us like a whipped puppy. Victoria led us to a room on the other end of her suite. "Prepare yourself, ladies," she said as we stood outside the door. "You're about to enter my dungeon of discipline." 
 
      
 
    Mom and I looked at each other wide-eyed. Victoria took a plastic card from her pocket and slid it through a slot on the door. The lock popped open with a sharp CLICK and the entryway swung open on noiseless hinges. 
 
      
 
    "Well, that's disappointing," said mom.  
 
      
 
    "What do you mean?" Victoria asked her. 
 
      
 
    "I was hoping for a creaking sound at least," said mom. "Something to match the theme." 
 
      
 
    "You've been reading too many fantasy stories," the redhead said with a coy grin. "Forced feminization is all about science these days, not superstition." Victoria entered the room. We followed behind her. I looked around, shaking my head in disbelief.  
 
      
 
    "This is it?" I said. "Your so-called 'dungeon?'" Mom just scoffed. 
 
      
 
    The room was tiny. It had white walls and gray carpet. A bright LED light fixture shone down on us from the ceiling. In the center of the room was a large, substantial looking wooden table like you might see in a public library. A padlocked metal chest sat alongside one wall. 
 
      
 
    I sighed. "Well, Misty," I said, turning to address the sissy. “Looks like you have nothing to worry a-...” 
 
    My eyes darted around. "Misty?" I said. The sissy was nowhere in sight. From outside the room I heard the sound of scampering feet. 
 
      
 
    Victoria brushed past mom and me, cursing under her breath as she did so. She returned moments later, pushing Misty ahead of her. "Move!" she ordered. "You're getting what's coming to you, whether you like it or not." 
 
      
 
    "No, mistress!" Misty begged. "Please don't do this!" 
 
      
 
    Victoria's powerful arms shoved her slave with jackhammer force. Misty flew through the air like a cannonball and slammed into the table with a resounding THUNK. Her body lay strewn across the table, spasming for a few moments before it became still and motionless.  
 
      
 
    "Oh my God," I said to Victoria. "You didn't kill her, did you?" 
 
      
 
    Victoria shook her head. "No such luck," she said with a note of disgust. "She's just stunned. She'll come out of it in a minute or so." She walked over to the metal footlocker, opened it, and removed a black leather glove covered with silvery, half-moon shaped metal nodules. She brought it to me. 
 
      
 
    "Put this on," Victoria said. "It's designed to fit the right hand." 
 
      
 
    I did as she said. The glove was a little small but it expanded as I flexed my hand. I enjoyed the feel of the rough leather against my skin. I ran my index finger along the metal nodules. They were smooth and quite cold. 
 
      
 
    "What am I supposed to do with this, Victoria?" I asked. 
 
      
 
    "Don't be naïve, my dear," said mom with a delighted chuckle. "That's a fisting glove. You're going to use it to tear that unfortunate sissy a new ass hole." 
 
      
 
    "I see," I said, smiling. 
 
      
 
    Misty groaned as she came to. "Oh, mistress," she said, rubbing her battered forehead. "I think you fractured my skull. Maybe I should see a doctor." 
 
      
 
    "Don't worry," said Victoria. "You'll need a doctor for sure before this day is over." She pulled the sissy's panties down around her ankles and motioned me to approach. Victoria took a pair of white rubber gloves from the chest, put them on, and spread her slave's ass cheeks apart, revealing Misty's gaping sphincter. "As you can see," said the redhead, "I've modified her hole to accept even the largest cock with ease." 
 
      
 
    Victoria slid a cloud finger into her slave's ass. "OOO, mistress!" Misty said. "Now THAT feels heavenly!" 
 
      
 
    "Enjoy it while it lasts," said Victoria. "This is what I want you to do, Belladonna," she said, looking at me, "shove your fingers into Misty one at a time." 
 
      
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. "Okay," I said. “Though I can't understand how this counts as punishment. Sounds more like a reward to me.” 
 
      
 
    "Me too!" said Misty. The sissy moaned in delight as I slid my index finger into her anus, following up with my other fingers one at a time till only my thumb remained visible. I slid that in as well, till at last my hand was buried past my wrist in Misty's rear. 
 
      
 
    "Oh heavens!" said the sissy. "That feels just dreamy! Please, Mistress Belladonna! Shove your hand and deeper! It's just like having a horse's cock inside of me!"  
 
      
 
    "For god's sake, Victoria," I said. "If this is how you 'punish' your sissies, then I can understand why they're so eager to defy you."  
 
      
 
    I looked up see her rummaging around in the metal footlocker. "Dammit," she said, "where is that thing? I know it's in here somewhere. Ah, here it is!" She held what looked like a pair of welding goggles with wires running out of the stems into a small black metal box. She looked at me. "Just keep doing what you're doing, my dear," she said. "This little device will handle the rest."  
 
      
 
    Misty was so engrossed in enjoying herself she didn't notice when Victoria slid the odd-looking spectacle over her face. The redhead made sure the glasses fit snugly before taking out her iPhone and tapping on the screen for a few seconds. 
 
      
 
    I looked over at mom, who was standing nearby watching the scene with intense interest. "Can you tell me what the hell is going on?" I asked her. 
 
      
 
    She shook her head. "Really, Belladonna," she said, "you must learn patience, my dear." 
 
      
 
    I was about to tell mom to go fuck herself when Misty started screaming, her body gyrating wildly as she plopped around the table like a fish out of water. "Take it out of me!" she cried. "I'll do anything you want! I'll suck cock! I'll castrate myself! Just take it out of me! Please!" 
 
      
 
    I started to pull my hand out. "Don't!" Victoria snapped. "Keep fisting Misty, Belladonna. Move your fingers around inside of her and twist your wrist!" 
 
      
 
    I did as I was ordered, shoving my arm deeper and deeper into Misty's ass as the sissy's screams echoed against the walls of the tiny room. I gritted my teeth and tried to drive the awful racket out of my mind. 
 
      
 
    "What are those goggles you put on Misty's face?" mom said, her voice barely audible above Misty's caterwauling. "Are they some kind of virtual reality device?" 
 
      
 
    "Smart lady!" said Victoria, sounding like a teacher acknowledging a bright pupil. "But this is no run-of-the-mill VR technology like you'd find kids wearing at the mall. Our scientists have enhanced the device so that it reaches directly into the wearer's mind. We can make our victims see or feel anything we please."  
 
      
 
    She nodded at Misty. "My disobedient slave here thinks your daughter's lovely hand is a jungle python's massive head. Her mind is telling her the smooth metal nodules are needle-sharp fangs injecting venom into her bloodstream." 
 
      
 
    "Fuck!" I shouted. "You two get over here and hold this sissy down! She's about to break my arm jumping around like that!" Mom and Victoria each grabbed one of Misty's arms and held her down. 
 
      
 
    Victoria looked at her iPhone with her free hand and frowned. "Looks like her stress levels are becoming critical," she said. "I better shut this thing down." She tapped the screen and Misty fell motionless, like a marionette with its strings cut.  
 
      
 
    I pulled my hand out of her ass, shook the glove off, and kicked it into a corner of the room. "Damn thing's covered with shit!" I said. The air filled with the pungent odor of the slave's filth. But I was the only one who seemed to notice. Mom and Victoria were high-fiving each other. "What the hell are you too so excited about?" I demanded. 
 
      
 
    Mom leaped across the room and swept me up in a tight embrace. "Don't you see, daughter?" she said. "It's everything we have ever dreamed of! It's a miracle!" 
 
      
 
    "Or as close to a miracle as anything will ever come," said Victoria, removing the goggles from the terror stricken sissy's face. "In the past, we ladies have had to work to keep our men in line. We had to let them fuck us while we listened to their inane babble and showered them with compliments." She held the headset high above her head and try. "This frees us from having to do any of that crap,” she said. Plus, it's a million times more effective!" 
 
      
 
    "Please," Misty blubbered, tears streaming down her face. "Please don't do that to me again; please! I swear I won't defy you anymore, mistress. I'll cook your meals and clean your house and suck your lover's cocks and make sure my body is always nice and smooth! Just don't send me back to that awful place!” 
 
      
 
    Victoria set the goggles down and hugged her shaken sissy, cradling Misty's face against her ample bosom and stroking her hair. "There there, now," the domme said in soothing tones. "Don't worry, my sweet thing. Mommy will never punish you in that way again, not so long as you remain my good little girl." 
 
      
 
    "! will!" said Misty. "I swear it!" 
 
      
 
    "Very good," said Victoria, giving her newly obedient slave a gentle kiss on the forehead. "Now run along." 
 
      
 
    "Yes, mistress!" said Misty. She pulled up her panties and hurried out of the room. 
 
      
 
    "How long have you had this technology?" mom asked Victoria. 
 
      
 
    "Only a few months," said Victoria, returning the goggles to the footlocker and locking it shut. "My scientists have just about got it perfected. But we need a few more live trials before we begin mass production. I was thinking we could try it out on your billionaire, his son, and that meddling brother. In return I expect a small finder’s fee; not much, just a few hundred million.” 
 
      
 
    Mom and I looked at each other. "What do you think, my dear?" she asked me. 
 
      
 
    "Do you even have to ask?" I said. I looked at Victoria. "Give mom and I access to those goggles for a few days and I promise you won't regret it." 
 
      
 
    "Very good," said Victoria, her green eyes twinkling with dark desires. "Very good." 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    I snickered as I listened to mom on the phone pleading with her wayward fiancé. “Please, Greg!” she said, doing her best to sound desperate and contrite. “Just give me a chance to explain! I really do love you!”  
 
      
 
    That last line was too much; I broke out in a silly giggle for a few moments before having my mouth shut. Control yourself, Belladonna, I thought. All is lost if Greg figures out we're conning him. I pictured me and mom out on the streets panhandling or, goddess forbid, working. The image sent a cold chill down my spine. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I understand,” she said. “Yes, eight o'clock will be fine. I'll be there, my dear. I swear it! Thank you, sweetheart!” She ended the call, tucked her phone in her purse, and said to me, “Put on your hottest outfit, daughter. You and I are having dinner with my idiot fiancé tonight. I want him so horny he can't think straight.” 
 
      
 
    “Understood,” I said. “Should I wear the black evening dress or the red satin top and leather miniskirt?” 
 
      
 
    Mom thought for a second. “Better go with the black dress. It's tasteful enough to get you through the door at Le Petit Chateau while still showing plenty of skin.” 
 
      
 
    I let out a long, low whistle.  “Le Petit Chateau?” I said. “Quite the swanky joint! That song and dance of yours must have really worked!” 
 
      
 
    Mom snorted. “Don't be too confident, child,” she said. “Remember, the condemned party always get a hearty last meal.” 
 
      
 
    “True,” I said as went to rummage through my closet for the outfit mom had suggested. “Ah, there you are,” I said, taking the dress by the hanger and giving it an admiring look. “You've saved me from a homicide rap, two shoplifting charges and god knows how many speeding tickets. But tonight I need you to go above and beyond. Otherwise mommy and I are out of options.”  
 
      
 
    I laid the outfit out across the bed and stripped to the raw, taking a moment to admire my flawless body in the full-length mirror. “So wicked you are, Belladonna,” I said, looking at myself in lustful admiration. “Yet so very beautiful. No wonder men destroy themselves over you.” 
 
      
 
    Moments later I was rubbing myself all over with my favorite sea sponge as the shower drenched me in water so hot it would scald anyone with a warmer heart than mine. “God, I am so fucking horny,” I said, my mind filled with images of Greg and Terry on their knees, their minds devoid of thoughts, their wills utterly broken, their bodies smoothly shaven and ready for total feminization. I pictured slicing off their tiny testicles with a blunt knife, taking a moment to spit on their severed organs before tossing them in the waste basket. Then I would trade the knife for a pair of scissors and set my eyes on their cocks... 
 
      
 
    “Belladonna!” The sound of mom shouting tore me from my fantasy. “Hurry up! We can't be late!” 
 
      
 
    “Aw, but mom!” I whined. “You taught me to always make men wait!” 
 
      
 
    “There's an exception to every rule, sweetie,” she responded. “We must feign respect for the time being.” 
 
      
 
    “I suppose,” I said, turning off the water and getting out of the shower. Mom was in the bedroom putting the finishing touches on her makeup. She wore a knee-length Harvey Nichols skirt that gave me a great view of her calves, black Gucci pumps, and an ivory Saint Laurent satin blouse. Her hair was arranged in a fetching semi-formal style and she wore dangling diamond earrings. "Why don't you lay down on the bed and spread your legs?" I said with a wink and a smile. "I would love to eat you out before we leave." 
 
      
 
    She returned my smile and walked over to me, giving me a peck on the cheek. "And I would love for you to do that," she said. "But we have work to do first." Her hand brushed across my shaved crotch, making my heart skip a beat. "But later tonight we will tear into each other's body just like the loving mom and daughter we are." 
 
      
 
    “I can’t wait,” I said as I put a leash on my hormones and got ready for the evening's hunt. 
 
      
 
    Le Petit Chateau, as the name suggests, is a tiny, very exclusive French restaurant known for its succulent cuisine and scandalous prices. We arrived at 7:30 that evening and the waiter showed us to our table. It was in a cozy alcove towards the back of the building.  
 
      
 
    "Mom, this is unheard of," I said as we settled into our seats. "We're a half hour early!" 
 
      
 
    "All part of the plan, my dear," said mother. "This gives us ample time to stake out our surroundings and strike just the right pose for when Greg and Terry arrive.” 
 
      
 
    "What the hell does that mean?" I asked. 
 
      
 
    Mom shook her head. "Honestly, Belladonna," she said, "sometimes I wonder if you've learned anything from me at all." She pulled her chair away from the table. Then, with a smooth, silky motion, she crossed her legs, slipping the hem of her skirt up her thighs almost to her cunt. Anyone who entered the room what have an unobstructed view of her gams. 
 
      
 
    "Mom!" I said, mimicking her pose, "that is just fucking brilliant!" 
 
      
 
    "Stick with me, honey," she said. "You'll learn a lot." 
 
      
 
    The waiter returned and asked if we would like anything. We ordered chevre with herbs, olive oil, and lemon zest and nibbled at the dish while waiting for Terry and Greg. The two of them entered the restaurant precisely at 8 PM.  
 
      
 
    "Punctual as always," I said under my breath. 
 
      
 
    Mom put on her best fake smile as her estranged fiancé and his son approached us. "Darling!" she said, giving Greg a hug and peck on the cheek. "I've missed you so! Thank you for agreeing to meet us!" Terry stood behind him, wearing his usual clueless expression. 
 
      
 
    "Hello, Olivia," said Greg in a guarded tone. He glanced at me. "Good evening, Belladonna," he said with a curt nod. 
 
      
 
    "Good evening, stepfather," I said, then turn my attention to Terry. "Hello again, stepbrother," I said. 
 
      
 
    "H-hi, B-Belladonna," he responded, his hands shaking almost as much as his voice. I noticed his eyes on my exposed legs. I ran my hand along my left calf to see what kind of reaction I could elicit. His mouth fell open as he gawked at my charms. Then, regaining his composure, he took a seat alongside his dad 
 
      
 
    The four of us looked at each other nervously for a few moments before Greg broke the silence. "My brother and I had a long talk yesterday after he walked into the church," he said to mom. "He showed me the detective reports on you and Belladonna. You two have quite a racket going, don't you?" 
 
      
 
    I studied mom's face as her mind searched for just the right lie. "Really, Greg," she said, mock outrage in her voice, "there's no reason to humiliate my daughter and me. I'm just a lonely widow trying to raise her beloved stepdaughter as best she can." She rubbed at her eye as if brushing away a tear. "When I met you, I thought you were the love of my life." Her voice cracked. "The fact that you no longer trust me tears my heart in two." She buried her face in her hands and began crying. 
 
      
 
    "There, there, mother," I said, taking her hand in mine. "It's going to be okay." I looked at Greg. "I'm sure a man as smart as your fiancé will see through the lies his brother's lives." 
 
      
 
    Greg rolled his eyes. "Cut the shit, you evil cunt," he said to me. "You're as evil as your mom" 
 
      
 
    "Now see here!" I shouted. "There's no reason for mother and me to endure this kind of treatment!" I pounded my fist on the table. "I'm sorry you fallen for your brother's lies, Greg. Can't you see that he wants your money for himself?" 
 
      
 
    "It's true, my darling," said mom, addressing Greg with all the faux sincerity she could muster. "Your brother is the real villain here. He couldn't stand the thought of you and I being happy together. So he found a third-rate muckraker to dredge up a bunch of half-truths and innuendos. Ron hates you. He wants to destroy our happiness and live off your hard-earned money." 
 
      
 
    Greg looked at Terry. "Let this be a lesson to you, son," he said. "Never trust a woman." He looked back at mom. "It's not going to work, Olivia," he said. "You murdered your first husband, simple as that. You and your psychopath daughter burned through his money; then you set your eyes on me." His face turned hard as stone. "How long were you going to wait before you killed me as well?" 
 
      
 
    "Is that so?" said mom, taking on the air of a defense attorney, "Tell me Greg, since you're so sure of yourself, please explain to me why the police cleared Belladonna and I of any wrongdoing?" 
 
      
 
    Greg leaned across the table and stared mom straight in the eye. "Because you're the most cunning bitch to ever walk the planet," he said. "You used that magnificent body and twisted mind of yours to beat the rap." 
 
      
 
    I studied mom's face as she tried to come up with a response. She had nothing. We're fucked, I thought. He knows everything.  
 
    Greg got to his feet and motioned to Terry to do the same. "Let's go, son," he said. "Our business is done here." He looked at mom. "I told the manager to treat you and Belladonna to whatever you like, “he said. A triumphant scowled crossed his face. "Eat hearty, girls,” he said. “After tonight you'll have to earn your own way in the world." 
 
      
 
    They say that people never know what they're really made of until they're on the verge of losing everything they care about. That's most certainly true in my case. In that heart wrenching moment, when mom and I faced the twin the specters of abject defeat and utter poverty, I defined myself as the brilliant bitch that I am. I looked at mother and said, "you stupid, stupid whore. I told you he was too smart for us!" 
 
      
 
    She looked at me with a mixture of disbelief and rage, unable to believe the words that had just come out of my mouth. She started to speak but I cut her off. "'Let's go after that billionaire in California,' you said. 'He'll be an easy mark. We'll take his money and then knock him off. It'll be so easy!'" Greg froze in place, studying me as I heaped scorn and abuse on my mother. He was fascinated. So was Terry. Neither could fathom what was really going on in my mind. 
 
      
 
    I looked at the aghast billionaire, tossing my hair over my shoulder and giving him my most seductive smile. "Only a fool sticks with the losing side," I said to him. "Let me go with you two. I'll tell you everything you need to know to put mom away for the rest of her life."  
 
      
 
    I could tell from the look on Greg's face that he was considering my unexpected offer. "I'll even blow you and Terry," I added. "I miss the feel of a man's cock in my mouth anyway." 
 
      
 
    "Belladonna!" shouted mother. "You treacherous skank! I'll kill you for this!" 
 
      
 
    I winked at her. "Don't be a bore, mother," I said. "Remember the lesson of the lost mariner." 
 
      
 
    A trace of a smile crossed her lips before her face transformed into a hateful scowl. “Fuck you," she said with cold finality. "You're dead to me now." 
 
      
 
    "Whatever," I said taking Greg and Terry by the arm. "Let's get out of here, gentlemen,” I said. “I've got a lot to tell you. Then we can have some fun." 
 
      
 
    Greg still looked unsure. Terry was a different story. "Come on, dad," he said. "You know how long I've wanted to ball Belladonna. So have you. Now is our chance." 
 
      
 
    Greg nodded, a lecherous grin on his face. "Well, it's like I've always told you son, “he said. “Opportunity waits for no man." He slapped my ass. "Let's get out of here, slut," he said. "Tonight you're getting fucked by a pair of real men. Then we'll call the cops and have them pick up your mother." 
 
      
 
    "Sounds like fun to me, daddy," I said, resting my head on his shoulder as he and Terry led me out of the restaurant. "I can't wait to show you what a good little girl I can be." I glanced back at mom. She was crying again. But this time the tears were real. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    "Wow, your legs sure are soft!" said Terry as he ran his hand up my thigh. "I hope the rest of your body is just as nice!" 
 
      
 
    Oh, I assure you it is, I said, running my finger along the zipper of his slacks. His organ strained against the metal teeth. I took his hand in mine and held it next to my cheek, kissing his knuckles one at a time as I ran my tongue down his fingers. 
 
      
 
    "Oh wow," he breathed, "Belladonna, you're simply amazing!" 
 
      
 
    "Hey!" his father shouted, looking back at us. He sat behind the driver, who was in the front seat. “Save some for me, dear daughter!" 
 
      
 
    "Don't worry, daddy," I said to him. "You'll get yours. I promise." 
 
      
 
    "I'd better," he said. "Or I'll send you to prison with your mom."  
 
      
 
    Not if I kill you first, you SOB, I thought. I turned my attention to Terry. I unbuttoned his shirt and touched his chest, noticing for the first time that it was smooth as a peach. 
 
      
 
    "Don't worry," he said in a goofy tone. "I think I'm going to start growing chest hairs soon." 
 
      
 
    "I hope so," I said. "I can't wait to run my fingers through them." He reached over to kiss me. My eyes scanned the limo. I looked up at the driver, noticing he had red hair. I smiled, then Terry and I began making out like two teens on prom night. 
 
      
 
    "Blow me, Belladonna," he said after a few minutes, leaning back in the cushy leather seat. "And you better do it right, you stupid slut. Otherwise I'll have to get rough." 
 
      
 
    "Of course, honey," I said, fighting the urge to rip off his balls. I unzipped his pants and slid my hand into the opening. "I'll do whatever you say. Just think of me as your little love slave." 
 
      
 
    Greg's head leaned over the back of his seat. "Oh, I gotta see this," he said. I saw his shoulder doing jerking motion as he jacked off. "Always wanted to see my boy's cock." 
 
      
 
    "Greg!" I said, nauseated by the comment. "That's sick! He's your own son! Your BIOLOGICAL son!” 
 
      
 
    "Exactly," Terry shot back. "That's what gives me the right. A man's children are his to do with as he pleases. “He looked at me as if I was a piece of meat. "Now you belong to me too, Belladonna," he said. "I spent a lot of money on your mom and you. I intend to get it back with interest. So start blowing my son already! Earn your pay, tramp!" 
 
      
 
    I looked at Terry, expecting him to show shock or disgust at his father's comments. I was wrong. "You heard dad," he said, barking the words at me. "Wrap those lips of yours around my dick and start sucking! From now on you work for us!" 
 
      
 
    I stared at him, then back at his father, saying the same icy, lust-crazed look in both their faces. I remembered something mom had told me many years ago. "Never feel bad about what we do to our victims," she had said. "They would do the same thing to us if they could. You think we're bad? Men are more evil than any woman who has ever walked the earth. That's why we must dominate and feminize them. The world will never know peace until we women seize power." You were right mom, I thought. Goddess help me, you were right. 
 
      
 
    Terry's little organ was hard as stone. Drops of silvery pre-cum glistened around its piss slit. I felt a churning deep in my stomach. Can't believe I'm about to do this, I thought. I would rather die than spend one more second with these monsters. I gritted my teeth and summoned my willpower, opening my mouth to swallow the mushroom shaped head. My tongue darted out, hovering a fraction of an inch above Terry's waiting cock. 
 
      
 
    A moment later the limo plunged into darkness as the driver slammed on the brakes. The huge vehicle dd doughnuts in the middle of the street, tossing me around and Terry around like a rag doll. My head smashed into a window and I saw stars. I smelled the noxious odor of burning rubber and wondered if I was about to die. Then I blacked out. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    "Wake up, Belladonna," a gentle voice said. 
 
      
 
    Blinding white light flooded my brain as I opened my eyes. I clamped them shut. "Dim the lights," someone said. I opened my eyes again. This time the room was draped in semi-darkness. 
 
      
 
    I shook my head to dispel the dense fog that hung over my mind. I saw the outlines of two women sitting beside the bed in which I lay. "What's going on?" I said in a thin, weak voice. 
 
      
 
    "Still as curious as ever," said one of the ladies to the other. Her voice sounded vaguely familiar.  
 
      
 
    "Victoria?" I said. "Is that you?" 
 
      
 
    "It is indeed," she said. My vision was still blurry but I could make out her fiery hair color. The other woman's features were strange to me. "Who are you?" I asked her. 
 
      
 
    The question seems to hurt her feelings. "Don't worry," said Victoria, laying a reassuring hand on the woman's shoulder. "Belladonna had a mild concussion during the accident. Entirely my fault, I'm afraid. I shouldn't have been going quite that fast before I hit the brakes." 
 
      
 
    Memories came rushing back to me as she spoke. I remembered the limo ride, the driver's red hair, and the two disgusting male brutes who had disrespected me. My fuzzy thoughts sharpened to crystal clarity and suddenly I knew who the second woman was. "Mom!" I shouted, reaching up to embrace her. My head began spinning and I fell back onto the bed. 
 
      
 
    Mother touched my face gently. "Don't strain yourself, my darling," she said. "You'll need lots of rest before you're fully recovered." 
 
      
 
    "But what about you?" I asked. "What happened after the restaurant? Did you understand that I wasn't betraying you, that I wanted to fool Greg and Terry into believing they had won?" 
 
      
 
    "Yes and yes," she said reassuringly. "Your comment about the mariner was the tip I needed." 
 
      
 
    "Mariner?" said Victoria, sounding puzzled. "What mariner?" 
 
      
 
    "A story my mom told me once, Victoria," I explained. “About a mariner who lost his life when he heard the sirens singing. He crashed his ship into the rocks and drowned in the sea, his male stupidity overwhelming his better judgment. Mother says it's a parable about how women will always have the edge over men, no matter how rich or powerful they may be. They can never resist our beauty, our cunning, and our undying loyalty to each other." 
 
      
 
    Victoria looked at mom, profound respect showing in her features. "Well, Belladonna," she said, "your mother is certainly a wise woman." She looked down at me. "As are you. Now get some sleep. “I closed my eyes and drifted off into slumber land, knowing that all was well. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    "What do you think, Belladonna?" Victoria asked me. She stood between mom and I as we looked through the massive glass panel at the three figures strapped to the examination table in the adjoining room. 
 
      
 
    "It's the most beautiful thing I've ever seen," I said. "I never imagined such technology exists." 
 
      
 
    I smiled as Terry's body convulsed for a few seconds. His limbs struggled in vain against the bonds that held him fast. "No, no, please," he said, trying to shake the goggles from his face. "Please don't take them away. Please." 
 
      
 
    "He's talking about his memories, isn't he?" I asked Victoria. 
 
      
 
    The redhead nodded. "Bingo," she said. "The device rips them from his brain one at a time." She pointed to the TV screen mounted to the far wall. I saw a small figure lying on the ground being kicked and beaten by a gang of older boys. "That monitor shows what's going on in his brain,” said Victoria. “We're inserting false memories in his mind. In them he's a helpless victim unable to defend himself." 
 
      
 
    "So basically you rewrite their entire life story from the beginning," said mom. "It's like wiping a disk drive clean with a magnet and reformatting it." 
 
      
 
    "Exactly," said Victoria. "By the time we're done, Terry and Greg will think their entire lives have been nothing but one humiliation after another.” 
 
      
 
    "Look at that!" I said, pointing at one of the other monitors. It showed Greg shaving his legs while a stern looking woman stood over him with her hands on her hips. "Don't you dare miss a single hair, Tiffany," she said. "Or I'll take the riding crop to you again." 
 
      
 
    "Yes, mother," said Greg in a whiny, effeminate voice. “I promise to be a good little girl.” 
 
      
 
    “Hilarious!” chortled mom.  
 
      
 
    “Will Greg have any memory of his wealth?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Not a bit,” Victoria said with glee. “Look at his mind monitor.” I saw an image of him driving a silver Mercedes convertible dissolve before my eyes, replaced by the sight of him standing on a street corner turning tricks as a transvestite hooker.” 
 
      
 
    “It's like you take away everything that gives them confidence and self-esteem,” said mom in wonder, “and replace it with thoughts of abuse and degradation.” 
 
      
 
    “That's the idea,” said Victoria, her voice beaming with pride. “Greg and Terry – or I should say Tiffany and Bambi – will think you found them sleeping behind a dumpster and offered them food and shelter if they agreed to become your slaves.” 
 
      
 
    “No!” I heard Terry yell. “It's not true!” I saw an image of him graduating college fade from his screen, replaced by a teacher telling him, “you might as well drop out, Bambi. You're much too stupid to learn how to read.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Miss Clover,” the TV version of him said as he his head in shame. I could see the elastic waistband of his pretty pink panties sticking above his sagging jeans as he left the classroom. “What a fucking sissy!” shouted a student. 
 
      
 
    I licked my lips. “That's wonderful!” I said. “They will really believe these things happened to them!” 
 
      
 
    "What are those tubes running into their arms?" asked mom. 
 
      
 
    "That's how we feed and water them, " said Victoria. "It takes our software several weeks to rewire their brains. So we pump liquids and vitamins into their bloodstream during the process." She chuckled. "After all, we couldn't let the poor creatures die on us, could we?" Cold steel pipes ran from their asses and piss slits into dingy gray buckets. 
 
      
 
    I looked at the third figure in the room. It was Greg's brother Ron, who had tried to defy mother and me. "I don't see a monitor on the wall for him, Victoria," I said. "What are you doing to his brain?" 
 
      
 
    Victoria gave me a strange smile. "Let's just say I've chosen a more… aggressive form of brainwashing where he's concerned," she said. "It's a little unorthodox. But I think you'll be delighted with the final results." A long, wailing sound of despair escaped his lips as he lay there, helpless to resist what Victoria's device was doing to his mind.  
 
      
 
    A fire began to blaze in my cunt as I watched him suffer. I touched mom's arm. "Kiss me, mommy dearest," I said. "Right now." 
 
      
 
    Mother looked at Victoria. "What do you think?" she asked our hostess. "Has Belladonna recovered enough to have sex with her mom?" 
 
      
 
    "Absolutely!" said Victoria. "In fact, I insist upon it." 
 
      
 
    That's all I need to know,” said mother. She knelt before me, parted my gown, and kissed the creamy insides of my long, luscious thighs. I gasped as white-hot spark of ecstasy radiated through my body. I felt Victoria's hot breath on my neck as she wrapped her arms around me from behind. Her soft, strong hands each grabbed one of my breasts and squeezed hard. She kissed my neck and shoulders as mom threw herself into the work of eating my cunt. The sensations of Victoria fondling and kissing my body blended with the heavenly feel of mom's tongue greedily licking my inner regions.  
 
      
 
    My knees buckled as I surrendered to the experience. But Victoria's strong arms held me up. I became a love doll, my muscles turning to rubber as the two women took my body for their own. Mom inserted her fingers deep into my ass. She slid them in and out, in and out, driving me towards orgasm.  
 
      
 
    I hovered for several unbearable moments on the edge of the most intense climax of my life. But I could sense that something was keeping me from going over the edge. I needed one more stimulus if I was to cum. I began to writhe in frustration, wanting to orgasm more than anything in the world but unable to do so. 
 
      
 
    Then I heard Greg cry out, “I'm a worthless sissy queer! It's all I have ever been! It's all I will ever be!”  
 
      
 
    That was all I needed to get off. My orgasm started in my ears, in my pussy, in my tits, and in my neck and shoulders all at the same time, each point of pleasure building to hurricane force before rushing through my body with the force of a tsunami. I came over and over, Victoria holding me up as my loving mother kept probing and licking and impaling me with her fingers, creating an overload of ecstasy that I feared would drive me mad. Then, in a triumphant masterstroke, she bit my clit. The exquisite agony of her action sent another wave of orgasm rushing through me. I tossed my head backwards, catching Victoria on the bridge of her nose and stunning her just enough to make her loosen her grip on me. I collapsed to the floor; and, as I lay there, I laughed. I laughed with all the anger and aggression only a woman as evil as me can know.  Joy poured from deep within me as I clung with animal-like ferocity to that supreme moment, knowing that mom and I would never lack for anything again. We would spend the rest of our lives locked in lustful union as our feminized slaves tended to our every whim. "Life is good," I said with a contented sigh. "Life is good indeed." 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    "Victoria just called," mom said. "She'll be here in a few minutes." 
 
      
 
    "Oh, good!" I said, looking up from my copy of Vogue. "She keeps talking about a surprise she's bringing us. Have any idea what it is?" 
 
      
 
    "I'm not sure," said mom. "But whatever it is, I'm sure it'll be worth the wait." 
 
      
 
    "No doubt," I said, nodding my head. 
 
      
 
    Tiffany entered the room, curtsied, and said, "Mistress Victoria has arrived." 
 
      
 
    Mom and I looked at each other excitedly. Moments later Victoria entered the room holding one end of a silver metal leash in her hands. At the other end of the leash was a most amazing sight: a human male, naked and on all fours! 
 
      
 
    "Well, well, well," said mom, taken by our guest's unusual pet. "What do you have here?" 
 
      
 
    "This," said Victoria, "is my new dog. His name is Dumbass." She stroked the creature's long, silky hair, which hung almost to the floor. "Isn't that right?" she said. "Your name is Dumbass, isn't it, my dear?" The man looked up at her, panting with his tongue hanging out of his mouth. In his eyes I saw no intelligence, no dignity, not even the slightest trace of humanity. He truly believed he was a dog! 
 
      
 
    I got up from the couch and approached the statuesque redhead and her pet. "Victoria," I said, my tone expressing the awe I felt, "this is incredible!" 
 
      
 
    "It most certainly is," said mom in agreement. "I assume this is the latest innovation from your laboratories." 
 
      
 
    "Absolutely right," said Victoria. "In the case of Dumbass here, we went beyond destroying his masculinity and took away his humanity as well." 
 
      
 
    "Do you plan to do this to all your victims?" I asked her. 
 
      
 
    Victoria shook her head. "No," she said. "We will merely feminize the vast majority of them. We developed this technique as a particularly cruel punishment, one reserved for those who resist our glorious cause." 
 
      
 
    "That's odd," I said, looking into Dumbass's scruffy, slobbery face. "His face looks familiar." 
 
      
 
    "Now that you mention it, it does," said mom. Her face lit up. "Oh my Goddess!” she cried out. It's -" 
 
      
 
    "It's Greg's brother Ron!" I blurted out. "The one who ruined the wedding six months ago!" 
 
      
 
    "One and the same," said Victoria. "I told you I had special plans for him."  
 
      
 
    "Please pardon me for asking," said Tiffany, who was standing in a corner with her head hung down. "But who is Greg?" 
 
      
 
    Mom shot her a poison look. "Why do you ask, Tiffany?" she demanded. "Are you being surly?" 
 
      
 
    "Oh, no, mistress!" Tiffany said. "It's just that… Well, the name rang a bell in my poor, confused brain." 
 
      
 
    "What name, Tiffany?" Victoria asked her. 
 
      
 
    Tiffany began to reply, then her eyes fogged over as she said, "the name Mistress Olivia just mentioned." 
 
      
 
    "And what name is that?" I asked her. 
 
      
 
    Tiffany shook her head. "I've already forgotten," she said with resignation. 
 
      
 
    "That's good," mom told the confused sissy. "You shouldn't trouble your stupid brain with things you can't understand. You're barely intelligent enough to perform her household chores." 
 
      
 
    "That's so true," said Tiffany. "I remember my teacher telling me I would never learn to read because I'm so stupid. I remember it clear as day." 
 
      
 
    "That's nice," mom said to the sissy. "Now get out of here and leave us in peace." 
 
      
 
    "Yes, Mistress Olivia," said Tiffany, curtsying and leaving the room. 
 
      
 
    "I must say, Victoria," said mom as she petted Dumbass's head. "This goes beyond anything I ever imagined you could achieve. It's, well, it's magnificent." 
 
      
 
    "Just wait," said Victoria. "You haven't seen the best part yet." She took her iPhone from her purse. A faint glimmer of humanity dawned in Dumbass's face as she tapped the screen. He looked at mom and me and said, “Olivia! Belladonna! I beg you! Please help me! I'm not an animal! Don't let her do this to me anymore! I don't want to be a dog anymore! I want to be a man!" Tears poured down his face. "I want to be a man!" 
 
      
 
    "That's quite enough," said Victoria. "You're being very bad, Ron. Time for you to go away." She tapped the screen on her iPhone a second time and the light of intelligence vanished from Ron's face. He whimpered and rubbed his head up against his mistress's thigh. "That's a good boy, Dumbass," said Victoria soothingly, petting his head. 
 
      
 
    Mom looked at me and smiled. "I want one!" she said. 
 
      
 
    "So do I!" I said. 
 
      
 
    "I thought you ladies would say that," said Victoria. "That's why I brought Dumbass with me today." She handed me the leash. "You ladies are now proud pet owners."  
 
      
 
    "Is it housebroken?" I asked her. 
 
      
 
    "It is," said Victoria. "In fact, it will piss or shit anywhere you tell it to." 
 
      
 
    My face lit up. "That gives me a wonderful idea," I said. "Bambi! Tiffany!" I shouted. "Get in here now!" 
 
      
 
    "What are you going to do with them?" mom asked me. 
 
      
 
    "I'm going to order them to lie down on the floor," I told her. "Then I will tell Dumbass to lift up his leg and pee on them." 
 
      
 
    Mom's face beamed with pride. She turned to Victoria. "I ask you, my friend," she said. "Could any mother ever ask for a more splendid child than mine?" 
 
      
 
    "Never, said Victoria," looking at me and licking her lips. "Not in a million years." My libido roared to life as I pictured the interesting evening to come… 
 
    

  

 
   
    How my Wife Turned me into a Forced Feminization Sissy Maid 
 
    By 
 
    Victoria Marlowe 
 
      
 
    Charlie is in for a life-transforming experience when he meets his new boss, a strong, statuesque redhead named Scarlett. She will sink her claws into his body and mind, turning him into Chastity, the feminized sissy maid slut he always wanted to be. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “That's right, Chastity!” said my wife Scarlett. “Turn your ankle ever so slightly! Wonderful! Now the camera can capture your curvy, creamy thighs!” 
 
      
 
    I blushed. “Flatterer!” I said. “You make me so glad I'm a sissy!” 
 
      
 
    The camera lens clicked as she took shots of my stocking-clad legs. The feel of the silky material against my soft, shaven skin made me tingle from head to toe. My thighs rubbed together as I pranced to one end of the stage, turned, and walked to the other. Scarlett whistled in admiration.  
 
      
 
    “I must say,” she said, her face beaming with pride, “you've really learned how to walk in heels!” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, darling,” I said in my sweet, dainty voice. “I could never have done it without you.” 
 
      
 
    She nodded. “Truer words were never spoken,” she said. She took my hand as I descended from the stage; stairs are still a bit of a challenge for me. She knelt before me and ran her finger along my Achilles tendon. “How's the pain?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “All gone,” I said. “Thank you again for finding such an excellent surgeon!” 
 
      
 
    “My pleasure!” she said, brushing her fingers along my cheek. “So I assume you've accepted the fact that you'll be wearing heels the rest of your life.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yes indeed,” I cooed. “I actually prefer them to the silly male shoes I wore when...” My mind fogged over for a moment as it filled with unwanted memories. “I mean, you know; when I was a m...” I choked on the word. 
 
      
 
    “When you were a man,” said Scarlett, completing my sentence. 
 
      
 
    I dropped my head in shame. “Yes, dear,” I said. “I hate to think of those times. Why did I resist you?” 
 
      
 
    “You were confused,” she said in a gentle tone. “But that's all over now.” She set the camera down and slipped her arm around mine. “Let's speak no more of it,” she said, leading me out of the studio. “Why don't you take a nice bath and change into something extra sexy? You should look your best when Derrick comes over!” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, you're so right, dear!” I said. “Silly me! I almost forgot your lover is coming over for dinner!” 
 
      
 
    She laughed. “You're such a bimbo, Chastity!” she said, teasing me. “Whatever will I do with you?” 
 
      
 
    I giggled. “Can you blame me for being bubble-headed?” I said. “After all, men don't want me for my brain!” 
 
      
 
    “No they don't, sweetie,” said Scarlett, her eyes settling on my breasts. “They prefer your other qualities. Which reminds me; wear your reddest lipstick tonight. I want to see scarlet streaks running along Derrick's manliness while you worship him.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, my!” I said, feeling a slight soreness at the back of my throat as I pictured myself going down on my wife's well-hung bull. “I do love getting him nice and hard for you! Do you think there's any chance I will ever taste his sweet cum?” 
 
      
 
    “Anything is possible, honey,” she said. “Now get ready! Tonight's a big night!” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, dear,” I said as she closed the bathroom door behind me. I looked at myself in the mirror, overjoyed at the sight of my perfectly feminized body. My royal blue mascara complemented by soft, doe-like blue eyes and long lashes. My skin glowed with a rosy hue that made me look 10 years younger than my real age of 35. My curly blond hair fell in cascades across my shoulders, brushing against the tops of my shapely DD bosom. The facial feminization surgery had erased all traces of masculinity from my features, leaving me with full lips, high cheekbones, and a pert little nose that curved upwards ever so slightly. 
 
      
 
    “You're a beauty, Chastity,” I said as I admired myself. “Absolutely passable in public. And it's all thanks to your smart, strong, sexy wife. You're lucky to have her; lucky indeed.” I began to strip, laying my black mini-dress across an empty shelf and slipping out of my push-up bra. I took a moment to admire my boobs. I could see faint hints of the bruises where Derrick's strong, manly hands fondled them a month before. “Wow,” he had said, “these feel like the real thing! You never would know they're implants.” I was so grateful for his kind words that I sucked his organ almost to orgasm before guiding it into my wife's warm, wet, willing womanhood. 
 
      
 
    I slid out of my satin panties and frowned as I stared at the one part of my body for which I had no use. My so-called “cock” had shrunk to the size of a thimble, drawing up into my body along with my limp, soggy scrotum. “I can't wait to get you chopped off, you pathetic little deformities,” I said, looking at my genitals in contempt. I want a vagina so bad! I thought. I want to feel a man's penis slide in and out of me. I want him to fill me with his seed! Ass fucking is fine, but it's time I became a woman all the way. So close and yet so far... 
 
      
 
    I pushed the unhappy thoughts out of my head as I drew my bath water. I squirted liquid soap and lotions into the tub then got in, letting the bubbly, sudsy water caress my skin. I took the pink razor from its holder and ran it down my calves, smiling as the blade removed what little peach fuzz there was. 
 
      
 
    My thoughts drifted back to when I first learned that Scarlett was taking over as my new boss. What would I have done if I had known she planned to feminize me? Would I have fought? Would I have run away? Or would I have submitted to her wise and loving domination? There was no way to know for sure, though I suspected my efforts to escape her control would have been just as futile. Her manners might be gentle but her will is strong as iron, a fact I had learned as our relationship took shape over those six amazing months. It all seemed so long ago... 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    “Hey, Charlie,” said Trent, startling me as he poked his head into my cubicle. “You heard about the new supervisor?” 
 
      
 
    I clicked my mouse to bring up the screen saver, then spun my chair around to look at my visitor. “No, I haven't,” I said. “And I never will, if you keep trying to give me a heart attack!” I felt my heart pounding in my chest. 
 
      
 
    “Sorry, buddy,” he said. “I know you're covered over with work. But get this: they say we're getting a woman boss!” 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck?” I blurted out. The old bitty who sat across from me shot me a nasty look. “Oh, sorry, Mabel,” I said, noticing the large gold cross hanging around her neck. She scowled and turned away. Uptight bitch, I thought. Needs a good hard fucking to loosen her up. 
 
      
 
    “It's true,” said Trent. “The head office is sending us a female boss, somebody named Scarlett Redd!” He glanced around the room, then leaned forward and whispered in my ear. “And they say she's one stone-cold bitch.” he shook his head. “It can't be good.” 
 
      
 
    “No shit,” I said, keeping my voice down. “The last thing we need is some high-and-mighty cunt busting our balls.” 
 
      
 
    “You got that right,” he said. “They're sending an email this afternoon with the details.” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “This has disaster written all over it,” I moaned. 
 
      
 
    “No doubt,” he said. “Hey, you going to O'Malley's for lunch?” 
 
      
 
    “Damn straight,” I said. “And I'll be drinking. I want to be hammered when they break the news to us.” 
 
      
 
    He snorted. “I hear that,” he said, patting me on the shoulder. “I gotta get back to my station. See you at O'Malley's. We'll get sloshed together.” 
 
      
 
    “Works for me,” I said as he left. I was about to get back to what I had been doing when a second visitor appeared beside me. It was Jason, one of the manager trainees. He was a real gym rat; lifted weights for an hour every day before work. It showed. His massive frame blocked out the light from behind him, draping me in shadowy darkness. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, Charlie!” he said. “You hear the news?” 
 
      
 
    “Let me guess,” I said, looking up at him. “We're getting a woman boss.” 
 
      
 
    He looked puzzled at my response. “How'd you know?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Trent was just by here,” I said. “He spilled the beans.” 
 
      
 
    “Gotcha,” Jason said. “Question is, what are we going to do about it?” 
 
      
 
    “What can we do?” I asked, shrugging my shoulders. “The home office makes the rules. We take whatever shit they deal out.” 
 
      
 
    “Not this time,” said Jason, rolling thunder in his voice. “This time we're taking a stand.” 
 
      
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked, my curiosity piqued. 
 
      
 
    “I'll tell you about it later,” he said, his face looking like a storm cloud about to erupt. “At lunch. I assume you're going to O'Malley's.” 
 
      
 
    “Where else?” I said with a sheepish laugh. 
 
      
 
    Jason nodded. “Good. See you there.” I watched as he walked away. The earth seemed to tremble with each step he took. God, I wouldn't want to piss that man off, I thought. 
 
      
 
    I spent the rest of the morning pretending to work. At noon sharp I clocked out and headed across the street to O'Malley's. I smiled as I entered the dark, cool pub and heard classic rock blaring from the speakers. The clientele was a mixture of working class men and white collar guys like me. 
 
      
 
    The smells of rosemary and sage filled the air, a sure sign that O'Malley himself was in the kitchen whipping up his famous shepherd's pie. I watched a buxom waitress fill a frothy mug with rich amber liquid from an oaken keg. The TVs were tuned to sports channels, as usual. From the back of the building I heard the dry crack of pool balls striking each other as a pair of hefty bikers played billiards. 
 
      
 
    I grinned as I stood there savoring the manly atmosphere. Then, looking around, I saw a crowd from work seated at one of the massive trestle tables in the center of the bar. “Hey, guys!” I said as I approached. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, look who's here!” said Trent. He held out a chair for me. “Plant your sorry ass right here, you son of a bitch,” he said, “and join the party.” 
 
      
 
    “Don't mind if I do,” I said. “But how did you guys get here so quick? I left the office right at noon and you fucking bastards still beat me!” 
 
      
 
    Jason, who sat at the head of the table, snorted. “We didn't wait till noon,” he said. “We walked out at a quarter till.” 
 
      
 
    “Really?” I said, giving him a wide-eyed look. “Not worried about getting written up, are you?” 
 
      
 
    “Fuck no!” blurted out Larry Thompson, a short, fat, greasy slob of a man who worked in payroll. “We do as we please!” He took a swig of beer from his glass, sat it down, and said, “for now, at least. God knows what will happen once super-bitch takes over.” 
 
      
 
    “Who?” I asked. I glanced at a menu as a waitress approached. “Give me a big-ass serving of O'Malley's shepherd's pie,” I said, “and a rum and coke.” I looked her up and down and said, “plus your phone number!” That was good for a laugh from the other guys. The barmaid offered me a tight smile and said she'd be right back. I studied her cute little ass as she left the table. 
 
      
 
    “See?” said Jason, his bull-like roar slicing through the noisy din as he waved his meaty paw at me. “That's what I'm talking about!” 
 
      
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “I mean,” he said, balling his hands into fists, “the way you talked to that waitress, the way you checked her out as she strutted away. That's the kind of shit real men do! It's what's makes us better than those squishy faggots who talk about 'sensitivity.'” 
 
      
 
    “You got that right!” blurted out Craig Talbot, one of the guys from the 
 
    marketing department. “This modern culture wants to chop our balls off!” The other men around the table nodded and shouted their agreement. I sat there in silence, a tingling sensation spreading through my loins as I looked at Jason. I caught myself smiling as I studied his broad chest and barrel-like arms. My arousal turned to shock as I felt my cock stir inside my pants. 
 
      
 
    Oh, motherfucking god, I thought. I'm turned on by a dude! As Jason continued his pep talk, I bolted to my feet and scurried to the restroom. I ducked into a stall and sat there, my arms cinched around my stomach as I swayed back and forth. “It didn't happen,” I whispered to myself. “I'm not gay. I like women. Only women.” 
 
      
 
    I repeated those reassuring words over and over till my erection fell limp, after which I stood up and took a few deep, calming breaths. The urge to piss came over me as I left the stall. I looked around for a urinal but saw none. Then I noticed the air smelled like flowers. The walls, which were pink, had tampon machines mounted to them. My jaw fell open and my mouth went dry as I gawked at my surroundings. 
 
      
 
    “Jesus,” I said, “how could I do something so damn stupid?” I started to leave when the door swung open on noisy hinges, almost clipping me in the nose as it did so. A pair of women stood framed in the doorway, too focused on chatting with each other to notice me standing there. I retreated several steps till I felt my back press into the cold, hard tile wall. The ladies and I stared at each other for a few long, tense moments, till one of them pointed at me and started to giggle. 
 
      
 
    “Sorry, honey,” she said, “but you're in the ladies room!” 
 
      
 
    “What's wrong, sweetie?” said the other woman. “Need a tampon?” 
 
      
 
    I dropped my head in shame, my eyes turning foggy as the pair's cruel laughter echoed through my brain. At last, summoning my fading courage, I scurried past the women like a scared mouse, brushing a tear from my cheek as I did so. 
 
      
 
    “I'm sorry!” I said, my voice high, my tone whiny. “I'm sorry!” 
 
      
 
    “Come back soon, honey!” one of them called out as I made my escape. “We'll teach you how to pee sitting down!” 
 
      
 
    I breathed a sigh of relief as I settled into my chair. Jason was lauding the virtues of unbridled masculinity, his deep, domineering voice sounding throughout the restaurant. My co-workers gazed up at him with glowing smiles, like a football team drawing strength from the coach's pre-game pep talk. I joined in as a chorus of cheers erupted from those seated at the table. So far, so good, I thought. Nobody saw me come out of the ladies' room. 
 
      
 
    A tall, slender figure appeared behind Jason just as his speech reached its thundering crescendo. The big man's hulking mass kept the newcomer shrouded in semi-darkness, making it impossible to see the person's features. I saw a hand reach out from the shadows and tap my co-worker on the shoulder. 
 
      
 
    “Excuse me,” said a crisp, cool voice. “But I think you've pounded your chest enough for one day.” 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck?” Jason bellowed as he spun around to confront the intruder. The glow from an overhead lighting fixture shone on the face of the new arrival. A hush fell over the table as we stared at the person who had dared to interrupt our King Kong-sized co-worker. 
 
      
 
    “It can't be,” said the guy seated next to me. Some of us gasped. I just stared in shocked disbelief. 
 
      
 
    The object of our attention was a woman. She was a towering woman, a beautiful woman, a woman with a clenched jaw and cat-like emerald eyes. Her long, curly, crimson hair parted in the middle and fell across her broad shoulders in silken, scarlet locks. She wore a black short-sleeved top that revealed her smooth yet firm arm muscles. Her waist was tight and slim, her chest bountiful, her face soft yet firm, like a granite statue draped in velvet. Her full, sensuous lips were locked in a scowl that sent cold waves of fear through me. Yet I also felt my erection return with renewed ferocity, each beat of my heart making it tingle as it struggled to burst out of my britches. 
 
      
 
    Jason's face showed anger, then awe, then acrimony as he tried to assert control over the impudent female invader. His fists clenched and his eyes narrowed as he papered over his unease with a brave facade. “I don't know who the hell you are, lady,” he growled through gritted teeth. “And I don't really care.” He waved his beefy arms in the air. “My co-workers and I are having a private company meeting,” he said. “So, unless you work for Crowder and Caldwell Marketing, you need to spin your hot little ass around in the other direction and get the hell out of here!” 
 
      
 
    The redhead didn't back down. She didn't flinch. She didn't show the slightest hint of fear. Fire gleamed in her eyes as a cool, confident smile crossed her face. “I'm glad you said that, Jason,” she said. “My employer just happens to be Crowder and Caldwell.” Jason's face turned pale. “In fact,” the woman continued, “I'm your new boss, the 'fucking cunt' you've ranted about for the last 10 minutes.” 
 
      
 
    “Holy shit,” said the man seated across from me. “It's really her. I saw her picture on the HQ web site.” 
 
      
 
    I studied my co-workers as they absorbed the news. Our new mistress, against whom we had spent the last several minutes chanting our defiance, was going toe-to-toe with our hulk-like champion. My blood ran cold as I looked up at this insanely, almost impossibly beautiful woman and realized she was my superior. Warm, sticky blood drooled from my glans as my cock head pressed itself into the jagged metal along the edge of my pants zipper. This woman terrified me. But she also made me wild with desire. 
 
      
 
    Jason looked around the table, his face pleading for someone to back him up. It was no use. We were bold as lions so long as no one challenged us. But our courage evaporated when faced with the object of our hatred. We slid our chairs away from the table and looked at the floor, our quivering hands revealing our pseudo-manhood. 
 
      
 
    In desperation, Jason decided to wage a one-man war against the lady who had robbed him of his followers. “I don't give a damn who you are,” he told her. “You're in for a hell of a fight if you think you can waltz in here while we're on our lunch hour and interrupt a private meeting.” 
 
      
 
    The woman regarded Jason with a shake of her head and a sad, almost sympathetic smile. “Really, Jason,” she said, “you disappoint me. From what I read in your work history, I thought you were smarter than this.” She looked at the rest of us. “You would-be 'alpha males' entered this restaurant a full 20 minutes before noon.” she said to us. “That means you abandoned your work stations well before your scheduled mid-day break.” 
 
      
 
    She paused for a moment to let that settle in. “I can issue written reprimands against all of you,” she continued, “and put them in your permanent records.” We looked at her aghast, our faces white with terror. “Or,” she continued, her voice cool with confidence, “you can pay your tabs, go back to the office, and get back to work. You'll need to stay late tonight to make up your time.” I felt a sinking feeling in my stomach at the sound of those words. “But at least you'll still have your jobs.” 
 
      
 
    I glanced at my co-workers and they at me. We shook our heads in defeat and slowly, sullenly started to file out of the restaurant; all except Jason, that is. He stood behind our new boss, his nostrils flared, his hands balled into fists, his chest puffed out. She turned to him. “You too, Jason,” she said, throwing her thumb over her shoulder. “Move!” 
 
      
 
    The expression on Jason's face made us stop in our tracks. “Anger” is far too weak a word to describe the way he looked. Even “homicidal rage” is less than adequate. It was like looking into the soul of a person who had lost all traces of rationality and self-restraint. His features revealed a primal, bestial fury, the kind that emerges when someone rips away a man's rugged facade to reveal the scared little boy hiding underneath. A hush fell across the restaurant as everyone turned their attention to the drama unfolding in front of them. 
 
      
 
    If Jason's berserk appearance frightened Scarlett, then she showed no sign of it. She smirked at him and said, “Aw, what’s wrong, Jason? Am I too much woman for you to handle, poor baby?” She nodded towards the kitchen. “Tell you what; if you're too weak to work for me, then I'll talk to the owner of this place. Maybe he can hire you as a waitress!” 
 
      
 
    The following events unfolded with blinding speed. Jason swung at Scarlett. Her hands shot out, deflecting his blow away from her face. The next thing Jason knew, he was flying through the air upside down and backwards; Scarlett had used the force of his punch to flip him across the room. The big man slammed into the oak floor, making the entire building shake. The impact echoed through my skull like a thunderclap. I clasped my hands over my ears and curled up in my chair, making a faint, frightened peeping sound. 
 
      
 
    Those sitting around the table stared at their new boss in utter shock, their jaws gaping open and their faces white as snow. Scarlett's cool, confident eyes scanned them for a few tense moments. “Don't just sit there,” she said at last, pointing to the exit. “Get back to work!” We leapt to our feet and fled the restaurant, scurrying across the street and back to the office. The other guys hurried to their desks but I went straight to the restroom and locked myself in a stall. My hard-on had returned with a vengeance and I craved some relief. I stood in the tiny space and stroked my organ furiously, playing the sight of Scarlett dominating Jason over and over in my mind. 
 
      
 
    My excitement grew as my thoughts turned to the two women who had laughed at me and offered me a tampon. I licked my lips as I pictured myself in pink panties and white stockings, my face covered in makeup and a blond wig on my head, my body shaved smooth and my feet clad in high heels, while a roomful of women laughed and stomped their feet. 
 
      
 
    Wow! one of them shouted. Look at that sissy! She can really strut her stuff! 
 
      
 
    Are you queer, honey? asked another of the women in my fantasy. Do you love women's clothes and men's cocks? 
 
      
 
    Oh my, yes! I replied with glee. I'm a brainless bimbo who craves abuse and humiliation! 
 
      
 
    My brain was so filled with arousal that I barely noticed it when I began muttering the words, “I'm a sissy queer. I'm a gutless sissy queer. I'm a gutless, man-craving sissy queer with a tiny cock that can't please a woman.” My face flushed and my head spun as I worked myself towards orgasm. I felt dizzy and grasped the top edge of the stall door, continuing to stroke myself with my free hand. 
 
      
 
    The edge of my hand struck my ball sac with each downward stroke, sending throbbing shocks of agony through my nervous system. The dull pain merged with the billions of tiny flashes of ecstasy from my warm, slightly rough palm rubbing against my shaft's tender flesh, blurring the lines between pleasure and pain. I imagined myself as the prisoner of a tall, powerful dominatrix who lashed me to the wall of her cellar and tore into me with her whip, lacerating my skin as I screamed and wept, begging for mercy that would never come. 
 
      
 
    The idea of being soft and weak and vulnerable supercharged my arousal, sending me careening towards a massive, irresistible climax. Jets of steaming cum sprayed from my cock-head, soaking the stall walls and drizzling down them to form puddles of grayish-white goo on the floor at my feet. I looked at my still-erect penis, noticing for the first time how it barely fit inside my hand. I blushed in shame at my tiny member, wiped the jism from my genitals with a sheet of toilet paper, and pulled my pants up.  
 
      
 
    As I exited the stall, I noticed the walls were painted pink, just like the ladies' room I had mistakenly used at O'Malley's. Or was it a mistake? I wondered. 
 
      
 
    I had little time to ponder the question. When I left the stall, Mabel Grant was standing in the middle of the restroom glaring at me. I looked around, realizing with horror that, once again, I had used the ladies' room unknowingly. The Bible-thumping bitty stared at me, her hands on her hips and her beady eyes glaring at me. “What were you doing in that stall just now?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Uhm...” My voice froze in my throat as I gawked at her. “Uhm...Mabel, look, I'm sorry! I just went into the wrong bathroom by mistake!” I tried to brush past her but she blocked my escape route with her body. “What are you doing?” I asked her in a frightened, unsteady tone. 
 
      
 
    “I'm serving notice on you, you filthy sinner!” she said. “I heard you in that stall abusing your body! You're a threat to decent people everywhere!” 
 
      
 
    “Now wait a minute,” I said. “Mabel, I - “ 
 
      
 
    She held up her hand to cut me off. “I'm reporting you to our new boss, Ms. Redd,” she said. “When she hears about your debauchery, she'll fire you on the spot.” Her face turned dark with glee. “Let's see you laugh that off,” she said.  
 
      
 
    My hands shook and my heart froze in my chest. I imagined myself jobless and out on the street, a sex offender charge on my work record and nothing but hunger and homelessness for the rest of my life. Things couldn't get any worse, or so I thought at the time. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    “Here he is, Ms. Redd,” said Mabel, pointing at me as if I was the accused in a mass murder case. “He's the sex harasser and pervert I told you about. He had the nerve to enter the ladies' room and fondle himself!” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Ms. Grant,” said Scarlett, eyeing both of us from behind her massive wooden desk. She sat in a tall office chair crafted from rich black leather with gleaming gold metal accents. The seat made her look like a queen atop her throne. “I'll take it from here,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Don't you want me to stay here and help discipline him?” said Mabel, looking at our boss with indignant disbelief. 
 
      
 
    “No, Ms. Grant,” said Scarlett, sounding a bit annoyed. “I can handle it quite well on my own. Now please leave.” A sour look darkened Mabel's face as she sulked out of the room. Scarlett turned her attention to me. “Have a seat,” she said, gesturing to the chair in front of her desk. I obeyed her order with docile promptness, my hands sweating and my heart pounding against my ribs. As I planted my ass into the chair's hard metal surface, I noticed that the statuesque redhead was several inches taller than me. 
 
      
 
    I looked up into her magnificent green eyes, seeing in them a deep-set, glowing intensity which suggested she possessed extraordinary powers, the like of which a mere man like me could never comprehend, much less withstand. I felt my hands begin to tremble as a lump formed in my throat. She placed her elbows on the desk, laced her fingers together, and regarded me with a faintly amused expression. “Now, Mr. Moore,” she said, “tell me what transpired in the ladies' room earlier.” 
 
      
 
    I went into a bullshit story about how I had simply gone in the wrong bathroom to take a piss when Mabel followed me in and started accusing me of a bunch of crazy nonsense. I said she had always wanted to date me but I turned her down, which I said was probably why she was out to get me. Scarlett sat in silence as I spewed my fictitious account, nodding every now and then but letting me finish what I had to say without interrupting me. When all was said and down, she leaned back in her chair and stared at me. Long moments passed while her eyes bored into mine. I dropped my head to avoid her all-consuming gaze, the memories of what she had done to Jason earlier rushing through my mind. 
 
      
 
    She leaned forward with a look of cold, controlled anger on her beautiful face and said, “Tell me, Mr. Moore; how stupid do you think I am?” I started to speak but a lump in my throat choked back my words. Beads of sweat glided down my face as I struggled to come up with a response that wouldn't end in her treating me worse than she had my burly co-worker. But my mind was a blank, terror-filled slate. I threw my hands in the air and shook my head, feeling like the proverbial goose whose ass was just cooked. I dropped my head again and felt my face turn moist with salty tears. 
 
      
 
    I heard her move around in her chair but was too scared and whipped to look up. She walked around the desk and stood beside me. I cringed, terrified that she was about to beat me. “Please,” I said in a tiny, terrified voice, “Please don't hit me. I'll clean out my desk and leave right now.” 
 
      
 
    I started to get up but felt her firm hand on my shoulder. “Stay seated,” she ordered. Again, I complied without hesitation. She knelt beside me, wrapping her strong arm around my shoulders and leaning over to whisper in my ear. “It's okay, sweetie,” she said, her tone calming, almost gentle. “You needn't worry. I won't hurt you; not as long as you do as you're told.” 
 
      
 
    I glanced over at her, astounded by her sudden kindness. For a moment my eyes met hers. “Head down!” she snapped. I looked away from her, staring at the floor. “I'm sorry, Ms. Redd,” I said. “I didn't mean to disobey.” 
 
      
 
    “Of course you didn't,” she said, patting my head as if I was an errant dog and she my mistress. “You're simply stupid and weak.” She held her peace for a moment as that comment sunk in. “Aren't you, my dear?” 
 
      
 
    What's going on here? I asked myself. This woman is my boss. Yet she's treating me as if I'm her slave. But my desperation and fear drove me to say, “Yes, Ms. Redd. I'm a stupid, weak man.” 
 
      
 
    She stood and circled around me like a vulture about to swoop down on a rotting carcass. “That's a bit redundant, don't you think?” she said. “After all, a man is, by definition, 'stupid and weak.'” 
 
      
 
    “What do you mean?” I snapped at her, feeling my anger rise. “Not all men are weak and stupid!” 
 
      
 
    “Oh no?” she said with a chuckle. “Then tell me; your friend Jason, the one who attacked me in the restaurant, is he stupid and weak?” 
 
      
 
    “NO!” I said, looking right at her. “Jason is the strongest man I have ever met!” 
 
      
 
    “Then how did a mere woman kick his ass so bad?” she asked. “Big muscles are useless if a girl like me can so easily use them against her assailant. Right?” I fell silent, trying to come up with an answer. 
 
      
 
    “Right?” she repeated. 
 
      
 
    My mind drew a blank. I could only stammer out a bleary, “I guess.” 
 
      
 
    “Then you admit that a big, strong man is really just a weak clod,” she said. “Good girl; you're learning. Now what about you?” 
 
      
 
    “Me?” I asked. “What about me?” 
 
      
 
    “You don't go to the gym; I can tell by how flabby your arms are. So you're even weaker than your friend Jason.” 
 
      
 
    “Look,” I said, my temper really starting to boil. “I don't have to take this shit!” 
 
      
 
    “You're right,” she said. “You could walk out the door now. I'm sure you've got quite a nest egg saved up. You could live off what you have in the bank while you start your own business. You might become a wealthy entrepreneur, end up on the cover of Business Weekly, live life on your own terms.” She nodded towards her office door. “So what's keeping you here? The world is a piece of cake for a tough, decisive man like you! Go on, leave!” 
 
      
 
    My shoulders sagged as I dropped my head. She laughed in my face. “Sit down, your poor, weak creature,” she said. “you have no strength, no courage, and almost no brains. So sit down and stare at the floor while I, your boss, order you around.” 
 
      
 
    I felt my fading strength abandon my limbs as I collapsed into the chair. I buried my head in my hands and began to cry, feeling lower than a bitch with a busted cherry and no boyfriend. “You're right,” I sobbed. “I'm a gutless little pussy!” 
 
      
 
    “There, there, little girl,” said Scarlett, her voice shifting back to the gentle, comforting tone she had used earlier. “It's okay, honey, it's okay. Mommy will take care of you. You'll never have to pretend you're a man ever again. You can be yourself around me.” 
 
      
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked, keeping my head low to avoid another verbal slap. 
 
      
 
    “I mean,” she said, cradling my head in her arms, “that I'm going to help you bring out your inner sissy. I'm going to strip your soul bare and remake you into the pretty little thing you have always wanted to be.” She gave me a peck on the cheek. "Then I'm going to marry you." 
 
      
 
    I gave her a bug eyed stare. "What are you talking about?" I asked, my whole body quaking. 
 
      
 
    "Oh, it won't be a real marriage, of course," she said with a chuckle. I'll still fuck whoever I please, whenever I please. I'll have plenty of orgasms. You, on the other hand, will never cum again. I'll lock your boy clitty in a cute little cage that will keep it nice and soft, even when I get you so worked up, you'll feel like you're about to burst. “A sadistic smile crept across her face, making her look not only evil but insane. “You'll beg and beg and beg for me to let your so-called cock out of its prison. But I never will. I'll use your eternal frustration to keep you on a tight leash, subservient and stupid. I'll own your body and soul, my little slave girl.” 
 
      
 
    My cock strained against the fabric of my underwear as my entire being burned with arousal. I imagined myself all silky and smooth, my hair blond and my chest adorned with massive breasts. I knelt before a huge man sitting in an executive-style office chair. He had black hair with silver streaks, rippling muscles, and a cock that was bigger than a baseball bat. He was naked. I opened my mouth wide, eager to receive his massive, throbbing organ. 
 
      
 
    Scarlett sat nearby watching the erotic scene, her sleek, suntanned body nude, her fingers buried deep in her cunt. The fragrance of her arousal filled the air. I breathed deeply of its sweet, musky aroma. "Go ahead," she said, looking at me. "Take the nice man's penis in your mouth. Show him what a good little faggot you are!" 
 
      
 
    "Yes, Mistress Scarlett," I said, bending forward to obey her order. I felt the smooth hardness of the man's cock slide past my lips and down my throat. I tasted the salty essence of his pre-cum against my tongue. 
 
      
 
    I felt my hand slip under my waistband and encircle my organ as I pictured myself going down on the man. I had just begun to fondle myself when a tiny, frightened voice inside my mind spoke up. Get out of here! it cried. She's trying to turn you into a queer! My eyes popped open and I looked at Scarlett, who was standing over me with her fingers curled like claws. Her eyes glowed with a fiery intensity. Her mouth was open, revealing her alabaster teeth; two of them had gleaming points on their tips like a she-wolf's fangs. The image was more than disturbing. It was demonic. My mind exploded with terror and I leapt to my feet, backing away from her. 
 
      
 
    "Lady, you're crazy," I said, fumbling at the doorknob as I looked back at her, my face flush with terror. "I'm getting out of here!" 
 
      
 
    She regarded me with an amused grin as I fled her office. “See you soon, Chastity,” she said, giving me a little wave and blowing me a kiss. I slammed the door shut, went to my cubicle to get my briefcase and keys, and fled the building like a scared little pussy running from a bully. I glanced across the street at O'Malley's. In front of the building was an ambulance. I watched as a pair of paramedics wheeled a stretcher out the front door. Jason was laying across it, his battered, blood-streaked face a mask of defeat and despair. His eyes met mine for just a moment. 
 
      
 
    I started to cross the street. He opened his mouth to say something just as the EMTs loaded him into the back of the ambulance and drove off. The vehicle sped away from me, its siren blaring and its red light flashing. I watched as it cut a path through city traffic, turned a corner, and vanished from my view. Poor Jason, I thought. If he couldn't stand up to Scarlett, then what chance do I have against her? Fear gave flight to my limbs as I hurried to my car. I started to get inside when I saw a note tucked under a wiper blade. I reached for it, my hands quaking as I did so. I unfolded it and saw a simple message written across the page: 
 
      
 
    SEE YOU SOON, MY DEAR CHASTITY. LOVE, SCARLETT 
 
      
 
    I crumpled the note and tossed it away as if it was a red-hot coal burning my fingers. The engine flared to life as I turned the car key and pulled out of the parking lot headed for home. I glanced into the rearview mirror every few seconds, expecting to see a red-headed wraith chasing me, like a huntress hot on the track of a terrified rabbit that knows its life is about to end. In the weeks ahead I would find out just how accurate that feeling would turn out to be. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    “Hey, what's up, Charlie my man?” Brock Turner asked as I got out of my car. He and a bunch of his weightlifting buddies were hanging out in the parking lot of the apartment complex where I lived. 
 
      
 
    Brock lived a few doors down from me. He was a fitness instructor at a local health club and had arms bigger than most men's thighs. He drove a huge pickup truck and spent his off days either at the pistol range or fucking girls he met at the gym. 
 
      
 
    “Not much, Brock,” I said. “Just headed up to my place.” 
 
      
 
    He nodded. “Well, come see us at the gym sometime. We've got a new member's special. I'll have you bulked up in a month!” 
 
      
 
    “Sounds good,” I said to him as I ran up the stairs to my apartment. “See ya, Brock.” He gave me a thumbs up, then went back to telling his friends how he had banged one of his students the night before. 
 
      
 
    I burst through the front door, locked it behind me, pulled the shades down, turned my phone off, and retreated to my bedroom. I threw off my shoes, got in bed, and pulled the blankets over my head. I lay there staring into the gloom of my undercover surroundings till my fear subsided and I felt an urge to pee. I slid out of bed and went to the toilet. As I stood taking a piss, I glanced at myself in the mirror. That morning I had left for work calm, cool, and collected, a smile on my face and a take-no-shit attitude in my mind. Now I looked like a hunted, hounded man who had spent the past week on the run and sleeping in the woods. My hair was disheveled and my face was pale as death. 
 
      
 
    As I look at myself my eyes drifted down to my cock. I studied the stream of urine pouring out of my urethra into the bowl. As I did, an image flashed through my mind of me as I had imagined myself in Scarlett's office earlier. In my vision I was kneeling with my head hung low as Scarlett soaked me in a stream of her golden, glimmering piss. 
 
      
 
    "Sorry to be so cruel, my pet," she said to me. "But, in time, you'll understand that I'm doing all this for your good." 
 
      
 
    My blonde hair sagged as streams of pee drizzled through my platinum locks and formed a pool of acidic liquid around me. My oversized boobs hung low, so that their rosy tits brushed against the cold tile floor. The sensation was degrading but it was also arousing. As I imagined myself in that humiliated condition my hand grasped my shaft and began stroking it. Physically I was still standing in my bathroom. Mentally I was a million miles away, my mind and body feminized, my will broken, my mind a confused mass of stupid, submissive, bimbo-like thoughts. 
 
      
 
    "Thank you for disciplining me, mistress," I said to Scarlett. "May I clean myself up afterwards?" 
 
      
 
    "Not right away, my pet," she said. "My lover is coming over soon and I want him to see you like this, crushed and humiliated and on your knees like the pathetic slut you are." Her bladder empty, she pulled up her pants and positioned herself in a victorious pose, standing over me like an Amazon warrior issuing terms of surrender to a defeated, pseudo-male opponent. 
 
      
 
    The mention of her well-hung male stallion brought a smile to my face. "I'm glad to hear your lover is coming over," I said, looking up at Mistress Scarlett. "May I please service his cock when he arrives?” 
 
      
 
    Her face twisted into an expression of blind rage. "Stupid sissy!" she cried. "Did I give you permission to raise your eyes?" I saw stars as she brought her fist down on the top of my head. My skull flew forward, crashing into the hard, unyielding floor. 
 
      
 
    I rolled over into a fetal position, wrapping my arms around my head and crying out, "Mistress, please! I'm sorry! Please don't beat me!" Bitter tears filled my eyes as I pleaded for mercy, I knew I would never receive... 
 
      
 
    The knock at my front door tore me out of my fantasy and back to reality. I released my cock, pulled up my pants, smoothed my hair with my fingers, and went to answer the summons. “Who could this be?” I said as I crossed my living room. My heart froze as I pictured Scarlett standing on the other side of the door. “What the hell?” I said. 
 
      
 
    Standing on the other side of my door were two cops, both female. They were tall and broad-shouldered, with trim waists and arms that were muscular in a feminine sort of way. They wore the short-sleeved shirts most police officers don during the summer. One was blond, the other dark-haired. They had grim looks on their faces. For a second, I was tempted to go back to bed and hope they went away. Another knock, this one loud and forceful, disabused me of that notion. Taking a deep breath, I unlocked the door and swung it open. 
 
      
 
    “Charlie Moore?” the blond said in an inquisitive tone. 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” I said, noticing the high-pitched, sissyish tone in my voice. I cleared my throat. “Yes,” I said, trying to sound manly. “Yes, that's me.” 
 
      
 
    “Can we come in?” said the dark-haired woman, her voice revealing a Latino accent. Her skin was flawless with a light caramel tone. Her name tag read OFFICER LOPEZ in crisp black lettering. The blond was fair-skinned with Nordic features and shimmering aqua blue eyes. Her name tag said OFFICER ERIKKSON. 
 
      
 
    Both women were drop-dead gorgeous. At any other time I might have tried flirting with them. But my fear kept me docile and quiet, so that I stared at them in silence after confirming my identity. 
 
      
 
    “May we come in?” said the blond, repeating her partner's question, this time with a hint of annoyance in her voice. 
 
      
 
    “Oh – oh yes,” I said, stepping back from the doorway and ushering them into my home. They entered. Standing next to them, I realized they were both towered over me. I was about to offer them a seat but they brushed past me and sat on my sofa. 
 
      
 
    “Have a seat,” said Officer Erikkson, gesturing towards my recliner. I settled into the seat across from the pair. The duo and I looked at each other for a few seconds as I fidgeted. What the hell do they want? I asked myself. I glanced at the clock on the wall, feeling my heart begin to beat faster and faster as the second hand ticked by. 
 
      
 
    Officer Lopez broke the silence. “Where were you today around noon, Mr. Moore?" she asked, reaching into her shirt pocket to take out a notepad. I studied her fingers as they brushed against her ample bosom; I envied them. My mind fogged over as I imagine her topless... 
 
      
 
    “Mr. Moore!” said Officer Erikkson, snapping me out of my libido-driven lethargy. “Answer Officer Lopez's question!” 
 
      
 
    “Oh...oh, yeah,” I said, shaking my head and blinking several times. “I... I was at lunch at O'Malley's; you know, the Irish pub downtown.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, we know,” said Lopez, scribbling something on the pad. “But we want to know what happened during the assault.” 
 
      
 
    “'Assault?'” I repeated. 
 
      
 
    Erikkson rolled her eyes. “Yes, Mr. Moore,” she said, her tone turning strident. “The one in which a male aggressor tried to harm your superior, Ms. Redd. Tell us about it.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh yeah, that!” I said. “It...it was bad. People got hurt and shit.” I shook my head. “It was pretty rough.” 
 
      
 
    “We know that,” said Erikkson. “But we need to know more. Your co-worker Trent Osborne is accusing Ms. Redd of attacking him by surprise and breaking his arm with a hammer.” My eyes grew wide. “Is that your version of the story? Did you see her use a hammer on your friend?” 
 
      
 
    My mind felt trapped in a deep, dense fog as I struggled to make my mouth form words. “I'm – I'm not sure what you women want,” I said. “Trent was...he was just talking about work and shit. “I felt my hands trembling as my eyes darted around the room, as if I was a cornered mouse looking for an escape route and seeing none. The cops leaned forward, their eyes glowing with the kind of eager anticipation a lioness shows when she has her prey trapped in a corner. 
 
      
 
    “That's an interesting interpretation of events,” said Officer Lopez with a wry smile. “Your boss says Mr. Osborne assaulted her as soon as she entered the bar. Are you calling her a liar?” Office Erikkson remained silent, but I saw her hand brush against her holster. 
 
      
 
    My heart became a lead weight in my chest. My throat went dry. I threw my hands up in the air. “No, no, no!” I said. “That's not what I mean at all! You got it wrong!” 
 
      
 
    “What do we have wrong?” said Officer Erikkson. “That you're calling your boss a liar?” 
 
      
 
    “It has to be one or the other, Miss Moore,” said Lopez, her face turning hard. “Surely you're a smart enough woman to know that.” 
 
      
 
    Anger stirred within me as I absorbed her remark. “You two are harassing me,” I said, clenching my fists. “I'm not under arrest here.” Their silence before my growing defiance fed the spark of courage growing within me. “And what do you mean calling me 'Miss' and 'woman,' by the way?” I thumbed my chest. “I'm a man!” 
 
      
 
    Silence again fell across the room as the officers and I stared at each other. After what felt like an eternity, they looked at each other, then back at me. “all right then,” said Officer Lopez, putting her notepad back in her shirt pocket. “I guess we're done here. Thank you for your time, Mr. Moore.” The pair stood up. I started to as well, but Erikkson motioned to me to stay seated, saying, “We'll see ourselves out, Miss Moore.” I shot her an angry look. “Excuse me,” she added, giving me a wink. “I meant 'Mr.' Moore.” I settled back into my chair and gave them the evil eye as they left my home. 
 
      
 
    Officer Eriksson's hand was on the doorknob when her partner touched her arm. Wait a second,” Lopez said, turning back to me. “May I see your ID, Mr. Moore?” 
 
      
 
    “Huh?” I said with a snicker, feeling cocky by this point. “Why? You worried I'm not old to drive?” 
 
      
 
    “Show me your license please,” said Lopez with her hand out, advancing back towards me with Erikkson at her side. 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “I'm no criminal,” I said, spitting the words at her. “I don't have to show you anything.” 
 
      
 
    A look of cold rage flashed across the Latina woman's face for a second, sending a cold shudder of dread through me before Offer Erikkson whispered something in the other woman's ear. Lopez's expression turned transformed from anger to something like amusement. “Never mind, Miss Moore,” she said, half-turning away from me and back towards the exit. “You have a good day.” Erikkson matched her gestures but said nothing. 
 
      
 
    “No!” I said as I reached into my pocket for my wallet. They stopped and turned back to face me. I crossed the room with my license in my hand. “Here!” I said, shoving it at the cops. “Go ahead! Run a records check or do whatever the hell you want! I have nothing to hide!” 
 
      
 
    “As you wish,” said Lopez, taking the ID from my hand and scanning it with her amber eyes. “Mind staying here for a moment, Katrin?” she asked the blond. “I just want to radio in and check on something.” 
 
      
 
    “Not a bit, Jennifer,” said the Swede, a trace of affection in her voice. She looked at me. “Mr. Moore won't mind, will you?” 
 
      
 
    “Hell, no,” I said, maintaining my defiant facade even as I felt a small, worried voice nagging at my brain. “Take your time.” 
 
      
 
    Lopez left my apartment, license in hand. She shut the door behind her. Erikkson and I faced off, she looking down on me from her superior height. I found myself unable to take my eyes off of her. She was more than just hot. She was breathtaking, with high cheekbones, aqua eyes, full lips, and a pert nose which was in perfect proportion to her other features. Her fingers were bare of jewelry. 
 
      
 
    “Officer Lopez will only be a moment,” she said, folding her arms across her chest. Her breasts were neither tiny nor huge. They fit her athletic frame just as perfectly as her other features. Her hands were square, just a little bit big for a woman's but still utterly feminine. Her nails were painted with clear polish; they shimmered just a bit. The look on her face was cool but not vacant. She had an air of confident authority about her that both aroused and intimidated me. My cock couldn't decide if it wanted to get hard or tuck itself up inside my body and hide. I wondered if she might be trans, but her creamy, slender throat showed no sign of an Adam's apple. 
 
      
 
    My mind struggled for the right words to say to this woman. I was just about to venture a remark when Officer Lopez reappeared, gesturing to her friend to come outside. “Need to talk to you for a minute, Katrin,” she said, urgency in her voice. 
 
      
 
    “What's up?” I asked with rising unease. “something wrong?” 
 
      
 
    Lopez not only ignored my query, she averted her eyes from me. Erikkson followed her outside, shutting the door behind her. I peeked through the window, watching them talk as they stood outside the door. Erikkson nodded as Lopez talked. The blond glanced towards me and I realized she could see me standing there at the widow. My fear returned in force, morphing into full-blown panic as the two women drew their service weapons. 
 
      
 
    “What the hell is going on?” I cried as they barged through the front door, Lopez in the lead. 
 
      
 
    “GET ON THE FLOOR! NOW!” the Latino cop shouted, her gun pointed between my eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Why?” I said, my voice shrill and shaky, my knees turning to rubber. “What's wrong?” 
 
      
 
    Officer Erikkson swung the butt of her weapon at my head, catching my skull on the tip of the right temple. My head exploded in pain and I tumbled to the floor like a marionette with its strings cut. A tiny fraction of a second later she was twisting my hands behind my back, my wrists shrieking in agony as she locked me tight in a pair of handcuffs. Lopez stood over me, her firearm still pointed at me. “Don't move, asshole!” she ordered. “Don't breathe; don't even fucking think!” 
 
      
 
    Tears poured from my eyes as I began to blubber. “Please don't hurt me!” I begged. “I'll be good! I swear! I'll do whatever you want! Just don't hurt me anymore!” 
 
      
 
    “Shut up!” shouted Officer Erikkson, hoisting me to my feet and shoving me out the door. The sunlight flooded my eyes, burning them. I held my head down and did my best to keep up with the two women as they forced me to stagger towards their waiting vehicle. I caught a glimpse of Brock and his buddies watching me. “Look, guys!” I heard someone shout. “Poor little Miss Moore is going to jail!” 
 
      
 
    “Be careful down there, honey!” another male voice said. “Don't drop your soap!” A chorus of laughter erupted from the men as the officers threw me in the backseat and slammed the doors shut. Moments later the siren began to wail as the cruiser catapulted forward, tossing me around like a bag of groceries. I sobbed and wailed, imploring the women to tell me what was going on. But they stayed silent as they sped me towards whatever fate awaited me at the end of the ride. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    “Get in that cage!” said the burly jail keeper as he shoved me into the holding cell. “Now!” 
 
      
 
    “At least tell me what I did!” I begged as I held fast to the bars outside the pen. 
 
      
 
    “We told you, asshole!” the huge officer said in a gruff, gravelly voice. “You're wanted for shoplifting! You were stealing panties and makeup from a mall!” 
 
      
 
    “That's a lie!” I said. “I've never stolen anything in my life!” As I struggled against the jailer I stared in horror at the men inside the cell. Most of them had deep, grisly scars on their faces and arms. They either had long, greasy hair or were bald. All of them looked at me as if I was a piece of fresh meat and they were a pack of starving wolves. They smelled foul, like mixture of sweat, piss, and general BO all blended together. 
 
      
 
    “I SAID GET IN THERE!” shouted the cop, giving me one final heave that sent me flying forwards. One of the inmates held out his foot to trip me as I vaulted past him. I tried to break my fall with my hands but I was too weak. My nose exploded in a shower of blood and mucus and turned the floor beneath me the color of crimson snot. I lay there as my life fluids gushed from my shattered face. 
 
      
 
    The men in the cell laughed and high-fived each other. “Stupid faggot!” one of them yelled. This is it, I thought. I'm in Hell. 
 
      
 
    “There, there, honey,” said a gentle voice that cut through the haze of horrific agony that clouded my brain. I felt a strong, reassuring hand across my shoulders as he helped me sit up. He pressed a cloth into my face. “Just bend your head backwards,” he said. “It'll stop the bleeding.” I did as he said. “Trust me, honey,” he continued. “I'm a paramedic.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at him. He was tall and slender, with silver hair and soft blue eyes. He had a lean, muscular body like a track athlete's. His wire-rimmed glasses sat perched on his long, angular nose. He was much cleaner than the other men and radiated an aura of compassion that washed away my fear. “Thank you,” I said, my heart swelling with gratitude at this unexpected show of kindness. 
 
      
 
    “Don't mention it,” he said. “Step back!” he barked at the other men who were surrounding me. “Let this poor creature lie down!” To my amazement the other inmates did as he ordered. He helped me to lay down on my back and kept the cloth pressed into my face. “Jailer!” he shouted at a guard who was standing nearby doing nothing. “Send someone in here with a mop to clean up the blood! And bring me some first aid supplies while you're at it!” 
 
      
 
    “Who are you?” I asked the man. 
 
      
 
    He shook his head. “Just a man who has some degree of influence around here,” he said. “Call me Doc.” I glanced around at the other men in the cell. They huddled in small groups, muttering among themselves and trying not to look at me and my benefactor. Moments later a porter entered the cell with a cleaning cart and mopped up my blood. He also brought a cot into the cell on which I could lie while Doc tended to me. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” I said, offering him a weak smile. 
 
      
 
    He took a moment to adjust the bandaging around my nose. “You're lucky; it's not broken.” 
 
      
 
    “That's good to know,” I said with a laugh, trying to inject some humor into the scene. The other detainees were still huddled in their groups. They glanced in my direction every now and then. Some have odd smiles on their faces, as if they were biding their time. I realized what they were waiting for when I felt Doc slide his hand in my pants. “Hey!” I said. “What the Hell are you doing?” 
 
      
 
    “Just collecting my fee, sweet thing!” he said just before pressing his lips into mine. I felt his tongue slide down my throat as his fingers encircled my cock. I tried to push him away but I was weak from loss of blood. I made muffled struggling sounds as he forced himself on me. 
 
      
 
    The others in the cell came alive as Doc forced himself on me. “Attaboy, Doc!” one shouted. “Pop that puppy's can! Make him your bitch!” 
 
      
 
    “Feel him up, Doc!” another one cried out. “Turn him queer like you!” I tried to slide off the cot to get away. But a couple of the inmates grabbed my legs and forced me to lie still while my former benefactor molested me. Doc's mouth tasted like garlic-dipped sardines and I found myself struggling not to vomit. Meanwhile his claw-like fingers fondled my cock and nut sack. I began weeping; but my suffering only made the onlookers cheer louder. 
 
      
 
    “That's enough of this nonsense!” shouted the guard as he appeared outside the cell with half a dozen burly cops behind him. They unlocked the cell and entered, pushing Doc away. “Looks like it's your lucky day, faggot,” one of the officers said to me. “Your boss is here to bail you out.” As the police dragged me out of the cell, I saw Doc's face pressed into the bars. “Hurry back, honey!” he said. “We'll finish what we started!” The other inmates doubled over in laughter and patted Doc on the back. 
 
      
 
    I have never been happier in my life than when I saw the heavy steel door separating me from the cell block slammed shut, forming an impenetrable barrier between me and my tormentors. But my relief was tinged by dread at what the cop had told me; “your boss is here to bail you out.” What is that psycho bitch doing here? I wondered. Is she behind all this crazy shit that's happening? Amidst all the emotions coursing through me, however, I couldn't help but notice that my dick was fully erect, proof that I had enjoyed what Doc was doing to me in the cell, though I hadn't the courage to admit it. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    The cops dumped me in a hard metal chair and left me by myself with four blank gray walls to keep me company. Overhead a fluorescent hummed and crackled as it shone a dull monotone glow on my surroundings. Time passed as I sat there, wondering what fresh form of torture awaited me. 
 
      
 
    The door to the room swung open. I looked up to see Ms. Redd enter the room, a fat, fumbling cop in a greasy white shirt and loosened tie following behind her. "I urge you to let us station a guard in the room, mam," he said in a stupid, slurring voice. "His kind are dangerous and under-handed!" 
 
      
 
    The statuesque redhead spun on her heels and looked down at the portly peace officer. "As I said before," she said, her tone revealing her irritation with her unwanted sidekick, "I'm perfectly fine on my own. Go eat a doughnut or something. I'll take over from here." 
 
      
 
    The cop looked up at her with eyes buried deep in greasy layers of fat-laden flesh, started to speak, thought better of it, and maneuvered his massive bulk as he turned away from her. "As you wish, lady," he said as he left the room. 
 
      
 
    Ms. Redd regarded me with a look of both concern and condescension, placing her hand on my shoulder as her brow knitted together in sympathy. "Are you okay, my darling?" she asked. "I heard about the nasty incident with your nose." She traced the outline of my nostrils with her index finger. "Have no worries; the swelling will abate in time. My plastic surgeon will fix any flaws that remain." 
 
      
 
    I brushed her hand away from me. "I'm not getting anywhere near your goddamned doctor!" I said. "You've managed to ruin my life in less than a day!" I walked over to the door and began pounding on it. 
 
    "Hey!" I shouted. "Let me out of here! Now!" 
 
      
 
    I heard Scarlett sigh as she approached me from behind. "Please, sweetheart," she said, resting her hand on my shoulder. "You're getting yourself worked up into a tizzy!"  
 
      
 
    "Stop touching me, you psycho bitch!" I shouted, turning to face her only to find myself staring at her throat. I looked up into her flawless face, noting her full, sensuous lips, alabaster skin, and sparkling emerald eyes which were open wide in an expression of utter sympathy. "I'm calling corporate HQ and filing a complaint again...against.." I began to stutter and stammer, my mind fogging over as I felt myself falling under her spell; "against you." 
 
      
 
    A thin smile crossed her lips as her face took on a look of amusement. "Suit yourself, honey," she said. "I must admit, you do a fine job of pretending to be brave." 
 
      
 
    "Whatever," I said, turning back towards the door. "We'll see how much you laugh when they bust your crazy bitch ass down to receptionist." 
 
      
 
    I grasped the doorknob and gave it a good shake; the door was locked. I heard her pacing the room behind me. 'Tell me, Charlie," she said. "How would you like to be rich?" 
 
      
 
    That question caught my attention. I stopped trying to get the cop's attention and looked at her. "What do you mean?" I asked. 
 
      
 
    She reached into her purse and removed an overstuffed manila envelope. From it she withdrew the thickest stack of bills I had ever seen in my life. She waved it at me; as she did, I lost all interest in escaping the room. "Holy fucking shit," I managed to say after a long moment of stunned silence. I collapsed into the seat, keeping my eyes on the mountain of money she held between her flawlessly manicured fingers.  
 
      
 
    She held the cash out in front of her, only to snatch it away as I reached out for it. "Not just yet," she said, clutching the wad of greenbacks next to her chest.  "You have to do something for me first." 
 
      
 
    I groaned. "What?" I asked. "Chop my balls off and become your slave?"

She laughed. It was a long, loud but utterly feminine laugh. "Not a bad idea!" she said merrily. "But no; that would be a bit premature at this stage." She thumbed the stack of cash like a dealer getting fancy with a deck of cards, licked her lips as she inhaled the scent of the bankroll, then batted her eyes as she looked at me. "There's $50,000.00 in this stack of hundreds, my dear," she said. "And I've got 20 times as much stashed away in a safe." My jaw fell open. "That's $1,000,000.00 plus 50K to spare," she continued. "And I will give it all to you if…" Silence fell across the room as her voice trailed off.

"'If' what?" I demanded.

"If," she said, tucking the currency back in the envelope and sliding it into her purse, "You give me 48 hours to prove to you that you'd be happier as my feminized sissy slave." She brushed her fingers against my cheek. This time I didn't flinch from her touch. "I see such potential in you, Charlie. I could make you into the ideal spouse for a woman like me: blond, buxom, and totally bimbo." 
 
      
 
    The sheer audacity of her offer overcame my lust for the loot. "You're out of your fucking mind, lady," I said, backing away from her. "I'm through with you." 
 
      
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. "Have it your way, honey," she said. "But hear the rest of my proposal before you decide." She held out an index finger as if she was counting. "First of all," she said, "I promise not to harm you in any way." She counted two. "Second, I promise I won't hypnotize, brainwash, blackmail, or betray your confidentiality."  
 
      
 
    She counted three. "Third, not only will I give you the cash free of strings, but I'll give you the best blow job of your life." My eyes almost popped out of my head. "I'll even let you shoot your load into my mouth! How does that sound?" 
 
      
 
    My mind raced with images of $100 bills falling from the sky like manna from heaven, showering me in easy money as I reclined on a sumptuous mattress with Scarlett's scarlet lips wrapped around my cock. My greed-crazed arousal silenced the nagging warning voice at the back of my thoughts. I looked up at the smiling redhead and nodded. "Okay," I said. "I'll do it."  
 
      
 
    "Wonderful!" she said, clasping her hands together. "You'll be so happy as my wife, sweetheart," she said, her face beaming with delight. "I promise." I said nothing in response, just stared at her trying to focus on the fortune that would soon be mine, if only I could survive whatever sinister plan, she had in mind for the next two days.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
    "That's a good girl," said Scarlett as she watched me glide the pink razor down my calves. "Shave in the opposite direction once you reach your ankles. That way your legs will feel nice and smooth." 
 
      
 
    I shook my head as I complied with her directive. "This is ridiculous," I muttered. "I'm a guy, a STRAIGHT gay, not some crossdressing faggot!" 
 
      
 
    "Most transsexuals are straight," she said. "You're falling victim to stereotypes." 
 
      
 
    "Whatever," I said, rinsing the razor in the cup of water sitting beside me. I watched my leg hairs swirl in the soapy suds for a moment, then returned to the task. "I'm sitting here in a corner of your bathroom, running one of her razor blades up and down my legs because she has the nutty idea that I'm a woman trapped inside a man's body." I scoffed. "It doesn't get crazier than that." 
 
      
 
    "Not a woman, silly girl!" she said, pulling up a chair alongside me. "You're a sissy; an inferior member of a third gender whose only purpose is to serve men and women!" She gave me a peck on the cheek. Her velvety lips felt like heaven against my face, but I forced myself to continue scowling. "I still love you, of course," she said. "I think I'll make you a platinum blond, give you kind of an Anna Nicole Smith look. My lovers will get a kick out of that!" 
 
      
 
    "Tell me," I said as I finished shaving my left leg and went to work on the right, "who's at the top of your food chain?" 
 
      
 
    "Women, of course!" she said. "We rule the world, though men are too stupid to realize it. Then, at the bottom, there are creatures like you. Your purpose is to serve and obey your betters." She patted me on the shoulder as she stood. "Be a good sissy and finish up here. I've got something in the bedroom for you. Be right back!" 
 
      
 
    I watched her as she left, then stared at myself in the mirror for a second. My mind traced the events that had occurred over the last couple of hours… 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    She bailed me out of jail right after we formed our pact and took me to her home. She drove a champagne-colored BMW M760i. When we left the jail, she whipped out of the parking lot in a flash, throwing me backwards as she maneuvered the sedan into city traffic with an air of casual assurance that enthralled me. What kind of woman is this? I wondered as we sped out of the city, the BMW's V12 engine noiseless as she pressed the pedal nearly to the floorboard.  
 
      
 
    "Hey!" I screamed as I glanced at the speedometer and saw we were traveling at 117 miles per hours. "Slow down! You'll kill us!" 
 
      
 
    She chuckled. "Have no fear, my scared little sissy," she said. "If I ever kill you, it won't be in a car crash. There's no panache in that sort of thing whatsoever." 
 
      
 
    "Christ!" I said when we pulled up to the entryway. "How the fuck can you afford a spread like this? The CEO's house isn't this fancy!" She lived in a massive estate out in the boonies surrounded by a cast iron fence. 

"A girl must have her secrets," she said. She tapped the screen of her iPhone and the gate slid open. I can still get out of this, I thought, beads of sweat forming on my forehead. I can jump out of the car and hitch a ride back to town.  
 
      
 
    "Last chance, sweetie," she said, reading my mind. "After we're inside the fence you belong to me for the next 48 hours." 
 
      
 
    "How much money do I get if I back out of this deal now?" I asked her.

"Ha!" she said with a cold, sharp tone. "Forget it! I'm no fool, Charlie. You get zero, zilch, nada! You'll go back to your miserable job with me as your boss! And you'd better toe the line or I'll treat you worse than I did your Neanderthal friend Jason!"

I tried to decide what to do: run away or face what awaited me on the other side of the gate. In the end, the image of the wad of bills she showed me at the jail made the decision for me. I nodded and said, "Okay, then, Let's do this." 
 
      
 
    "Excellent choice," she said as the car crept its way down the long, winding driveway to her home. "You'll thank yourself when this is all over."

Sure I will, I thought as her imposing mansion loomed into view above the trees. Sure I will. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    "Charlie!" The sound of Scarlett's commanding voice shocked me from my reverie. I looked up to see her standing in the doorway with a pair of stockings, a white garter belt, and a pair of peach colored panties in her hand. "Come into the bedroom, my love," she said. "I've got some pretty things for you to try on!" 
 
      
 
    Sullenly, silently, I shuffled to my feet and did as she ordered. She patted her mattress. "Lie down," she said. "Face up." I did. She took a pair of nail clippers form a small leather pouch and went to work on my toe nails. "Really, honey," she said as she trimmed my cuticles, "You should take better care of your body! No man likes a sissy with unsightly feet." 
 
      
 
    "Wow," I said, my voice laced with acid sarcasm.  "Guess I'll never make it as your feminized slave, then."

She gave me an indignant look. "Charlie!" she said. "You shouldn't think such negative thoughts. A sissy should be happy all the time." She brushed away a flake of cuticle from my left big toe. "Unless she's being punished, of course."

"You do realize you're crazy, right?" I said. 
 
    

Ignoring my comment, she took out a bottle of pink nail polish and a tiny brush out of a drawer and painted my freshly clipped nails. "I just knew this color would suit you, my darling," she said. "It's so pretty!" 
 
      
 
    I sighed. "Tell me, Scarlett," I said as I watched her feminize my feet, "What made you pick me for this little project?" 
 
      
 
    "I studied your work records when I found out about my transfer to your office," she said. "I could tell that you have the ideal combination of cowardice, low IQ, and lack of confidence I find so alluring." She glanced up at me and smiled. "Plus, your face is girlish and your frame is small, making you an ideal candidate for forced feminization." 
 
      
 
    "Assuming that's true," I said, "Why do you want a sissy for a husband?" 
 
      
 
    "I don't want a sissy for a husband," she said. "I want a sissy for a wife!" 
 
      
 
    I snickered. "So you're a dyke! Big surprise. So why don't you hook up with another carpet muncher? It's legal now, you know."

She told me to raise my right leg straight in the air. She slid one of the stockings down my butter-soft calf. I felt my cock twitch with arousal and tried in vain to suppress the growing excitement I felt churning within me.  
 
      
 
    "I'm not gay," she said. "I'm bi. I'm into both hot women and men with big cocks. I like to have a bull's huge shaft in my cunt sliding in and out. But I also enjoy the feel of a woman's tongue and lips on my clit."  
 
      
 
    She cinched the lacy cuffs of the stockings around the top of my thigh. "But by far my biggest turn-on is controlling another person, reshaping their body and mind to suit my requirements." I saw her breath quicken as she spoke. "It makes me horny beyond belief." 
 
      
 
    "That so?" I said. "Well, when it comes to me you've bitten off more than you can chew. I'm my own man. Nobody pulls my strings." 
 
      
 
    "Really?" she said. "Let's find out." she grasped my cock in her left hand and began stroking it. The feel of her soft hands clutching my shaft felt too good for words, the sudden burst of pleasure flooding my nervous system with raw ecstasy.  
 
      
 
    "Oh...oh god," I cried out, panting like a dog as she jacked me off. But the pleasure lasted only a few seconds, replaced with agonized frustration when she released my shaft and pulled her hand away. "What are you doing?" I cried out. "Keep touching me! Please!" 
 
      
 
    A smirk crossed her face. "So much for the tough, independent loner," she said.  
 
      
 
    "Whatever!" I cried out. "Just keep playing with me! Please!" I reached out to her, every fiber of my being yearning for her touch. "That felt so good! Please, Scarlett! I beg you!" 
 
      
 
    Silence fell across the room as she looked at me, her face registering indecision as she pondered what to do next. "Hmm," she said, touching her index finger to her chin. "Tell you what, honey. Be a good girl and slide the remaining stocking up your left leg. Do it nice and slow; and say 'I'm Scarlett's sissy gay boy, I'm Scarlett's sissy gay boy' as you do. Comply with that order and I will consider your request." 
 
      
 
    Good god, is she serious? I thought, staring at her in stunned disbelief. "Either do as I say or forget about me ever touching your pathetic organ again!" she barked.  
 
      
 
    "Yes mam," I said, swallowing hard as I held the hosiery in my quaking hands. I studied the way the light reflected through the smooth, sultry material, how it felt butter-soft against my fingers. Scarlett stood nearby, her fiery eyes focused on my every movement. Part of me wanted to bolt off the bed and flee from her home before... 
 
    Before what? I asked myself. What should I do?  I'm so scared and confused!  
 
      
 
    I fought for the courage to toss the stocking away and salvage what was let of my fading manhood. But, in the end, my strength evaporated and I surrendered to the drives building within me. I slid the pretty stocking up my leg, moaning with ecstasy as the fabric rubbed against my feminized flesh.  
 
    "Ohhh...ohhhhh….OHHHHHH!" I cried. "It feels like heaven!" 
 
      
 
    "Very good, my darling," said Scarlett, running the tip of her index fingers along my stocking-clad thighs. "You're well on your way." I gasped as her palm closed around my cock. "Remember, sweetheart," she said, "from now on your orgasms depend on your obedience. Do as I say and I will allow you to cum every now and then. Disobey me, however," she said, her tone turning sharp as she pulled her hand away from my genitals, "and I will never, ever allow you to climax again. Is that clear?"

"Yes!" I blurted out. "It is! I'll submit to whatever you say! Just keep touching me! Please!" 
 
      
 
    Her hand hovered over my cock, so near that I could feel the heat from her fingers against my throbbing shaft. My balls ached from the load of jism they held. How I wanted her to drain them! 
 
      
 
    Scarlett regarded me with a cold smile as she pleasured me, looking like a huntress towering in triumph over her vanquished prey. "Such a weak creature," she said, the words shredding what little self-esteem I still had. "So easy to dominate." 

"It's true," I said, tears flooding my eyes. "I'm a helpless, pussy-whipped sissy, not a man. I want to wear pretty clothes and serve you the rest of my life."  
 
      
 
    Tell me, sissy," she said, her fingertip flicking the head of my cock, "Have you always wanted to be a woman?" 
 
      
 
    I pressed my hand against my chest in a vain attempt to still my racing heart. "Yes," I said, the words gushing out of my mouth. "When I was a teenager, I used to take my mom's panties and bra from her underwear drawer. I would lock myself in my room and put them on." 
 
      
 
    "I see," said Scarlett, the tips of her fingers brushing against my ball sac. "Did you play with your little toy?" 
 
      
 
    "Yes," I said, the words forcing themselves from my unwilling lips. I had never told anyone the things I was telling her. They had always been my best kept secret. "I jacked off in her panties. Then I licked the cum off my fingers and told myself I was a cheap, stupid, crossdressing slut." 
 
      
 
    Scarlett nodded, sliding her thumb and index finger over one of my balls and applying gentle pressure. I winced. She laughed. "Poor little baby," she said. "Does that hurt?"

"Yes, mam," I said. 
 
      
 
    "Call me mistress," she said, pressing my tortured testicle harder.  
 
    "Oh!" I cried out. "Please, mistress! That hurts!" 
 
      
 
    "I'm sure it does," she said, applying even more pressure. "That's why I'm doing it." 
 
      
 
    "Please don't hurt me anymore, Mistress Scarlett!" I pleaded. She released my sac and stroked my injured ball with soothing gentleness.  
 
      
 
    "There, there," she said. "Don't cry, my love. See? Mistress's wrath lasts but a moment." She returned to stroking me. "Did your parents ever find out about your dirty little secret?" she asked.

"Yes," I said, my voice cracking with despair as painful memories rushed through my mind. "Mom walked in on me when I was on the verge of cumming! 'Oh my god, Charlie!' she shouted. 'What the hell are you doing?'" 
 
      
 
    Mistress Scarlett giggled. "How humiliating!" she said. "Caught by your mom masturbating in her underwear. You must have felt degraded and worthless." 
 
      
 
    "I did," I said, blubbering by this point. "She told dad when he got home that night and he took his belt to me. He told me I was a little faggot pervert who would never have a normal relationship with a woman."

"You enjoyed it, didn't you?" asked Mistress Scarlett as she began to stroke my cock faster.

"Huh?" I said, confused. "No! Not at all." 
 
      
 
    "She bent over and ran her tongue along the edges of my cock head. I shuddered.

"See?" she said as she went back to stroking my shaft. "You're reliving the humiliation your parents inflicted on you when they found out you're a crossdressing sissy. Yet you're feeling intense pleasure at the same time."

I breathed faster and faster as she began working me towards orgasm. "You're right, mistress," I said, surrendering to her control. "Pain and humiliation feel good." 
 
      
 
    "You're right, honey," she said. "They do. That's why you crave them. You're a trashy little whore who longs for abuse." She squeezed my sissy-clit harder. "You're about to cum, sissy," she said. "When you do, I order you to close your eyes and focus on the degradation and humiliation your parents caused you when they found you wearing your mom's clothes. Push all other thoughts out of your head. Got it?"

"Yes, Mistress," I said, desperate for release from the sexual tension she had created within me. "I'll do whatever you say."

"Good girl!" she exclaimed. She went into overdrive with the stroking, her hand sliding up and down my cock like a piston. I began to moan.  
 
      
 
    "Oh, oh, ohhhh, Mistress Scarlett!" I said. "That feels so good!" 
 
      
 
    "Now, slave!" she shouted. "Close your eyes and imagine your parents punishing you! Recall every second of the experience! Do it now!"

I clamped my eyes tight, my thoughts traveling backwards in time to that fateful day. I relived the shame of the awful moment when mom caught me. My ass and legs felt the searing, skin-tearing pain of dad's thick leather belt as he flogged me and told me I was more of a daughter than a son, a no-good little queer who would never be a real man. 

Simultaneous with those feelings came the unbelievable, unimaginable moment of orgasm, in which joy and release and utter delight exploded from my cock and coursed through every inch of my body, radiating to the tips of my fingers and the ends of my toes. The climax subsided for just a moment before rushing forward in a second wave, this one more intense than the first, the flood of pleasant sensations battering my mental circuits and threatening to overload them. Jism gushed from my piss-slit like a bubbling fountain, soaking my body. 

I hovered on the edge of madness, my brain and body struggling to process the billions of pleasure signals rushing through me all at once. I looked up at the ceiling and screamed, long and loud and with no hesitation whatsoever. The sound reverberated off the walls of the room and echoed through the darkest, deepest corners of my soul. It was a cry of agony and of ecstasy, of ultimate victory and of abject surrender. I had come to terms with my true nature, and, in the process, said goodbye to my days as a man. I was Scarlett's sissy slave, hers to do with as she pleased. I was property, not person. 
 
      
 
    After I caught my breath, Mistress Scarlett ordered me to change the cum-soaked sheets on the bed for fresh ones. "Looks what you've done, slut!" she shouted. "You defiled my property with your worthless slut cream!"  
 
      
 
    "I'm sorry, Mistress Scarlett!" I said. "I'll clean it up! Please don't punish me!" 
 
      
 
    "I'll whip you to within an inch of your miserable life if you don't make it spotless, slave!" she threatened. I whimpered in terror, then hurried to comply with her command. When I had gathered up the stained bed clothes, she ordered me to sit on the bed while she left the room for a moment. When she returned, she wore latex gloves. "Come here," she said, holding a cum-drenched pillow cover in her hand.

I shook my head. "Why, Mistress Scarlett? I don't understand." 
 
    She leaped across the room like a she-tiger, her hand lashing out to bitch-slap me. The force of her blow made me see stars. I spun around like a whirligig, staggered, and fell to the floor.  
 
      
 
    "Get up!" she shouted. "Get on your feet now!" I rose to unsteady feet. She wrapped one hand around the back of my head and used the other to cram the pillow cover down my throat. "I want you to taste your own slut-cum," she said, "while I flog you." From a nightstand drawer she produced a small but wicked looking black leather riding crop. I tried to cry out but only managed a strangled GMPPH sound as she laid into me. The thin rawhide cords tore into my arms, back, thighs, wherever they made contact with my flesh.  
 
      
 
    My knees buckled and I tumbled to the floor face up. She whipped my cock and balls as I lay there, her lean, muscular arm flexing as she struck with blinding speed. Each lash sent unimaginable pain through my body. But the mental and physical suffering also revived my waning libido, so that I craved every delicious moment of the torture she was doling out. The salty taste of my semen filled my mouth. It was sweet and bitter at the same time, a reminder that I was a worthless sissy who craved abuse above all. I looked up at her in awe, astounded at how her body moved with sleek, catlike grace.  
 
      
 
    When it was all over, I lay helpless, sprawled out across the bed struggling to catch my breath. Mistress Scarlett cuddled up alongside me, cradling my head against her bosom and running her fingers through my hair. "It's alright, baby," she said, giving me a gentle kiss on my forehead. "It's all over. You're mine forever." 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
    "Just lay your head back and relax," said the makeup artist. "And I'll feminize your face." 
 
      
 
    "Yes, Mistress Roxie," I said. 
 
      
 
    "See?" said Mistress Scarlett, who stood beside the salon chair in which I sat. A week had passed since she had whipped me for soaking her bed in my pathetic sissy-cum. Over that time she had applied ice packs to my balls on a daily basis, reducing the swelling caused by my well-deserved punishment while taking the edge off the lingering pain.  
 
      
 
    She treated my welts with hydrogen peroxide and changed the bandages every few hours. I was amazed by how fast they healed. Within a few days I could hardly see them anymore. "That's the sign of a skilled flogger," she told me. "The wounds hurt like hell, but they leave few lasting marks." 
 
      
 
    Every day I shaved my body head to toe under her strict supervision. I learned to paint my finger and toe nails, to walk in heels, to curtsy, and to tuck my sad excuse for a cock between my legs whenever I sat. That morning mistress had woken me early. "Get ready to go to town," she ordered. "You're spending the day at a beauty parlor for sissies." Two hours later I found myself sitting in the salon while the cosmetologist, a tall, rubenesque blonde named Mistress Roxie, was using makeup to soften and sissify my face. 
 
      
 
    After the first few minutes she stopped to let Mistress Scarlett inspect the results. "Beautiful work as always, Roxy," said mistress. "But use softer tones for her eyelids and cheeks. I want my wife to look like a sweet, gentle housewife with just a hint of whorishness about her." 
 
      
 
    "Of course," said Mistress Roxy. "how about I use navy blue for her mascara and soft pink for her cheeks?" 
 
      
 
    "Perfect!" said Mistress Scarlett. "Please proceed!"  
 
      
 
    "When can I see what I look like?" I asked. "I'm so excited!" 
 
      
 
    "Patience, sissy," said Mistress Scarlett.  
 
      
 
    "Yes, mam," I said. 
 
      
 
    When she was done, Mistress Roxie looked at Mistress Scarlett, and said, "What do you think?" 
 
      
 
    Mistress Scarlett was silent for a moment or two before an approving smile spread across her face. "Beautiful!" she said, nodding. "You've outdone yourself this time, Roxie!" 
 
    "Oh please let me see now!" I whined. "Please." 
 
      
 
    Mistress Roxy pointed to the large mirror on the wall in front of the chair. "See for yourself, honey." My mouth fell open. "Oh, my," I said. Staring back at me in the glass was a beautiful, mysterious stranger. Her lips were full and red, her eyes sparkling blue, her cheeks soft and rosy. I wore the chestnut-colored wig Mistress Scarlett had ordered me to use until my hair grew out, so there was nothing in my facial appearance whatsoever that suggested I was anything other than a woman. I was so happy I began to cry. 
 
      
 
    "Don't do that!" Mistress Scarlett ordered. "You'll ruin the look Roxie just spent the last 45 minutes perfecting!"

"Yes, mistress," I said, blinking my eyes several times to dry up my tears.  
 
      
 
    "Well, her face is feminized," Mistress Roxie said to Mistress Scarlett. "What's next on your list?" 
 
      
 
    "We'll leave things as they are for now," said Mistress Scarlett. "Please show her how to do her makeup. After that I'll take her home for some private lessons in femininity." 
 
      
 
    "Very good," said Mistress Roxie. She spent the next hour showing me how to apply my own cosmetics. At first my efforts were pretty sad, but after a few tries I obtained respectable results. Mistress Victoria left the salon during the instruction time but she returned soon after it was over. In her hand she held a small bag. 
 
      
 
    "What do you have there, mistress?" I asked her as she led me back to her car. 
 
      
 
    "You'll see soon enough, sissy," she said. "For now, just keep your whore mouth shut." I clamped my lips tight, terrified of provoking her wrath. Minutes later we arrived at her home. She led me into the bedroom and ordered me to fall to my knees. I did so. She reached into the bag, taking out a gleaming metal contraption with a twisting corkscrew-like shape and a tiny padlock. 
 
      
 
    "What's that?" I asked her, feeling aroused and uneasy at the same time. 
 
      
 
    "This," she said with a note of pride in her voice, "is what will keep you from playing with that foul little toy of yours ever again." 
 
      
 
    "I don't understand, mistress," I said, shaking my head.

"Of course you don't," mistress said. "You're a brainless bimbo, after all." She removed the item from its packaging and held it in front of my face. "Notice the way the steel wraps around itself, the jagged tooth at its tip, the locking metal band at its base. Does any of that tell you what you're looking at?"
  
 
    I tried to imagine a purpose for the object in mistress's hand. After a minute or so the truth dawned on me. "Oh...my...god," I said. "Is then. I mean, does that do….is it…" I spit out the words in staccato fashion as the truth of my dilemma dawned on me.

"Yes, slut," said Mistress Scarlett. "This is a chastity device. Its purpose is to deny you access to your so-called 'cock.' It will allow you to piss from a seated position. But it will prevent you from touching yourself." She touched the metal tooth at the end of the metal spiral. "This will dig into your skin if you start to become erect," she said. "Over time your brain will associate erections with horrible, stabbing pain, making you impotent." 
 
      
 
    Shit! I thought. What have I gotten myself into? "What are you talking about?" I said. "You want to destroy my cock?" 
 
      
 
    'Bingo!" she said with a vicious gleam in her eye. "A sissy has no use for a functional male organ! My plan is to make it shrink by exposing it to constant pain, till it becomes a flaccid, shrunken husk. In the end you will beg me to castrate you!" 
 
      
 
    "No way!" I said, my horror at what she was saying overcoming my fear of provoking her punishment. I tried to get to my feet but she held me down with her superior strength.  
 
      
 
    "Stay right where you are sissy," she said. "Remember our deal? You gave up control of your life in exchange for me letting you cum the other night. Not to mention the fact that I know your naughty little secrets. How would you like the guys at the office to find out about how you got off on your father whipping you?"  
 
      
 
    That not-so-subtle threat make my heart freeze in my chest. "No, mistress, please!" I begged. "Anything but that! Please don't tell anyone about that!" 
 
      
 
    "Very well, slave," she said, a note of reluctance in her voice. "I'll keep the lid on your perverted little desires, for now at least." She gestured towards the sofa. "Go over there and lie down." I did as she said. She followed me to the couch. the metal parts of the cock cage jingling as she walked. The noise reminded me of the sound a jailer's keys might make as he locks a prisoner away for life. The thought was less than pleasant. But I had no choice but to submit to whatever Mistress Scarlett wanted to do. Besides, my cock was hard as stone, proof that I had wanted her to put me in chastity, though I was too weak and gutless to admit it. 
 
      
 
    She took my organ in one hand, said "don't cum" in a commanding voice, and began to force to force my trembling, pulsating shaft into the chastity tube. I grimaced as she bent my cock to fit the cage's cold, curving metal surface. Sensing my pain, she laughed. "Poor baby," she said. "Can't take it, can you?" 
 
      
 
    "It hurts so bad, mistress!" I cried out  
 
      
 
    "That's the idea, my dear," she said. "The other night I trained your mind to associate humiliation with pleasure. Now I'm teaching it to associate your cock with pain - not the fun kind, but the to-be-avoided-at-all-costs kind." 
 
      
 
    "Why, mistress?" I asked her as she twisted my tortured organ to fit the confines of the cage. "Why do you want to hurt me?"

"Think of it not so much as 'hurting' you as 'helping' you. This is all for your good, even though you may not realize it now." With that she wrapped the metal band around my sac and slipped the lock in place. "Now!" she said. "You're in chastity and I have the key. That makes this the perfect time to reveal to you the new name I have chosen for you." 
 
      
 
    "New name?" I asked. "What new name?" By this point the steel cage was digging into my cock, bruising and twisting it and punishing me for trying to get hard. I wished my organ would just go limp forever and spare me the agony I was enduring. That's the point, though. I thought. She wants to destroy my manhood at its source. And I'm letting her do it. I'm even enjoying it! I really am a gutless sissy queer. 
 
      
 
    "Your new name is Chastity, of course!" she said. "As for what you were thinking just now, yes right as rain. You really are a gutless sissy queer." 
 
      
 
    "Huh?" I said, startled by her remark. "How did you know what I was thinking?"

"You and I are soulmates, Chastity," she said. "Meant to be together from the dawn of time. I know everything about you." She took my hand, pulling me to my feet and pointing me towards the full length mirror in a corner of the room. "Go over there," she said. I obeyed as best I could; I was still unsteady in heels.  
 
      
 
    Mistress Scarlett stood behind me as I looked at the feminized sissy slave I had become. I felt her hand slide under my skirt and into my panties, rubbing my ass. My cock struggled against its confinement, sending pricks of pain through my body. "Look at yourself, Chastity," she said. "Look at what I've turned you into. Your days of being a man are over forever. I will fuck whoever I please, whenever I please. But you will forever remain my chaste little slave, unable to function normally in society. I will control every moment of your life, even reaching into your mind to rearrange your thoughts as I see fit." 
 
      
 
    "Yes, mistress," I said, choking up as salty tears ran down my face. "Why, Chastity!" cried mistress. "What's the matter, my love?" 
 
      
 
    "It's just that…" I rubbed a tear from my eye…"it's all so...well, overwhelming. And permanent. You've really feminized me, haven't you?" 
 
      
 
    "No, my dear," said mistress, inserting her finger deep in my anus and wriggling it around. "I've only forced you to face the truth you've been denying all your life. You have always been a gutless, feminized sissy. You were just too scared and confused to admit it." She kissed my cheek and ran the fingers of her free hand through my hair. "Do you enjoy my finger fucking you, sissy?" she asked. 
 
      
 
    "Oh, yes!" I said, my voice sounding prissy and feminine. "I love it very much." 
 
      
 
    "Good," said mistress. "I'm glad to hear it, because tomorrow is your graduation day." 
 
      
 
    "What do you mean, mistress?" I asked, my confused mind falling under a bimbo-like fog 
 
      
 
    "I mean," she said, "that tomorrow you will have a man's cock up your ass." She laughed at the shock on my face. "And one in your mouth as well. You will beg the nice gentleman to fuck every hole in your body. You will thank them for the privilege. And, when it's all over, you will drink their cum! Doesn't that sound fun?" 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. "I don't know, mistress," I said. "I'm not sure I'm ready for that." 
 
      
 
    She pulled her finger out of my ass and wrapped her arm around my throat, pressing against my windpipe. My face turned ashen as she cut off my breath. "I don't care if you're ready or not, sissy!" she said. "These men are clients of the company you and I work for and you WILL make them happy! Got it?"  
 
      
 
    She held me in that position for well over a minute before loosening her hold on my throat. I fell to the floor in a heap, sucking great mouthfuls of air into my starving lungs. "You'd better do as I say, Chastity," said Mistress Scarlett, "or I promise you, I will make you very, very sorry." The grim finality in her voice sent waves of panic through my mind. I had best do as she says, I thought. If I hope to live much longer. She laughed long and hard as I lay there, wondering if each breath I took would be my last. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
    "I'm so nervous!" I said to Mistress Scarlett as she checked my makeup. "What if I fail to please the men?" 
 
      
 
    "Relax, Chastity," she said. "You'll do just fine. Just remember to relax your throat and ass muscles when they penetrate you. And watch your manners! You're to call them 'sir' and thank them for whatever they do to you, no matter how humiliating or degrading. Got it?"  
 
      
 
    I replied with a forlorn nod; mistress's words were small comfort, given the threats she had voiced the day before. Why does she go back and forth like this? I wondered. I feel like she's trying to drive me crazy. Or maybe it's just to keep me confused and controlled. I feel so stupid and afraid all the time! 
 
      
 
    We were in a ladies room at a swank hotel on the east side of town. The company was hosting a social for select clients from San Francisco, a group of fashion designers who used our company to promote their products. Mistress and I were staying in a suite of rooms on the hotel's 8th floor.  
 
      
 
    Mistress had dressed me in a blonde wig with locks that fell across my shoulders, a red dress with micro-skirt that showed off my legs, white stockings with frilly cuffs held in place by a garter belt, white stiletto heels, and a gold bracelet with heart-shaped links on my right wrist. I was wearing press-on nails that Mistress Roxie had taught me how to apply; they were painted a slutty shade of red.  
 
      
 
    I was horny, a state which was constant since mistress had begun dominating and feminizing me. But my cock was soggy and limp; I had to use a tampon to soak up the semen which oozed from its tip. I knew something was wrong with my penis; it no longer functioned like a man's. But I also knew the chances of seeing a doctor about the problem were nil. Mistress Scarlett wanted to destroy my cock so I would never feel like a man again.  
 
      
 
    "Let's go," said Mistress Scarlett as she led me out of the restroom and into the reception area that lay beyond. My eyes opened wide as I looked at the lavish buffet table piled high with cold cuts, cheeses, pastries, and assorted finger foods. I longed to taste a slice of the roast beef that sat on a silver platter. But mistress had put me on a diet of vegetables and water to make me skinny. I looked longingly at the feast before my eyes, knowing I would never taste such delights again. 
 
      
 
    Circling around the room were the clients about whom Mistress Scarlett had spoken. They were older men, tall and very distinguished, with silver hair and tight, lean builds. They wore tailored suits that must have cost more than most people's homes. They chatted among themselves while violin music played on the sound system.  
 
      
 
    Standing in each corner of the room was a male attendant, four altogether. They wore tight leather pants and were bare-chested except for red bow ties around their necks. Each was built like a Greek god. The sight of their big muscles frightened me. I clung to mistress. "Please don't let the men hurt me!" I begged.  
 
      
 
    "Have no fear," she said. "You will be fine, Chastity, so long as you obey the orders I laid out." She led me to the center of the room, standing beside me as she said, "may I have your attention, please?" Silence fell across the room.  
 
      
 
    "Thank you for coming," she said. "This meeting symbolizes a crucial joint venture between our respective firms. As you know, there's a huge market for fashion clothing geared towards transsexual women. Yet, up till now, the attire choices available to this market segment have been rather limited." 
 
      
 
    A number of heads went up and down in agreement; someone in the back of the room said, "Amen to that!"  
 
      
 
    Mistress placed her hand at the small of my back and pushed me forward. "I'm happy to say that those days are over forever. As proof, I bring you this lovely creature, a trans woman herself, showing off one of the outfits your seamstresses are busy crafting even as we speak." Every eye in the room turned towards me. "Gentleman, I present to you Chastity, the future of transgendered style!" 
 
      
 
    The men in the room crowded around me, touching my clothes and running their fingers along the fabric. "This is exceptional!" one of them said. "Sheer perfection!" 
 
      
 
    "And what a lovely model you chose to present this ensemble, Scarlett!" one of the admirers said to mistress. "This creature is breathtaking!"  
 
      
 
    "Thank you, Aristide," said mistress, looking at me with pride in her face. "She's my own personal creation." 
 
      
 
    "In that case," said another of the fashion designers, "compliments are due to you both! I have never seen such a lovely example of male-to-female transformation."

I had gone into the room expecting the men to rape and abuse me. Instead they were showering me with praise and positive attention! I beamed with joy at the pleasant surprise. I gave mistress a grateful smile. She returned it with a grin and a wink.  
 
      
 
    I basked in the men's adulation while Mistress Scarlett stood nearby, looking like a proud mom at her daughter's debutante ball. After about 15 minutes of this star-level treatment she clapped her hands together. "It's time for Chastity to retire to our suite," she said, to the great disappointment of those present. "However," she continued, "I invite any man interested in getting to know her on a more...personal level to accompany us." 
 
      
 
    The news brought hearty cheers from those present, including the servants. As mistress led me away most of the guests followed, forming a line behind me. "But, Mistress Scarlett!" I said, noting the eager expressions on their faces. "What if I'm unable to please so many men? I'm sure their cocks are huge, while I'm just one novice sissy queer!" 
 
      
 
    "Don't let it trouble you, my dear," she said, giving me a reassuring pat on the back. "You'll do fine."  
 
      
 
    "I hope so," I said. "I so want to taste their sweet cum!" 
 
      
 
    "You will, sweetheart," said mistress. "You will." 
 
      
 
    The elevator took forever to reach our 8th floor suite. I didn't mind, though. The men crowded around me in the carriage and ran their hands along my legs and arms. One reached up under my skirt and felt my ass and balls. My cock tried to get hard but the cage kept it small, which made me happy. I was beginning to realize that my sex organ was a source of shame, not pleasure. Mistress had done me a favor by making sure it was off-limits forever! 
 
      
 
    "Here we are!" said mistress as the elevator door opened. She led me and the group of men into our suite, through the many exterior rooms, and into the main bedchambers. She pointed to the center of the room, which was bare except for a thick Persian rug. "Kneel there, Chastity," she said. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, mistress," I said, obeying her order without hesitation. The excitement of being in a kneeling position surrounded by my mistress and a roomful of gay men was heavenly. My mind raced with images of the visitors fucking my mouth and shooting their steaming loads down my sissy whore throat.  
 
      
 
    "You gentlemen may do with my slave as you please," said Mistress Scarlett. The men wasted no time getting undressed. They tore off their shirts, tossed their pants in a corner, and kicked off their shoes. Soon they were nude except for their underwear. That was the next thing to come off. The men helped each with their briefs, their fingers brushing against each other's cocks as they became totally naked.  
 
      
 
    I stared in lustful anticipation at the roomful of horny gay men and the flagpole-like erections each of them displayed. Their waists were narrow, their abs tight, and their chest, shoulder and arm muscles long, sleek, and well-defined. My throat hurt as I pictured them having their way with me. This is heaven! I thought.  
 
      
 
    My sissy clit tried to get hard but the jagged end of my chastity cage dug into its tender flesh, punishing me for getting excited. It's no more than I deserve, I thought. I have no right to cum. My only purpose is to serve others. My sissy clit is a worthless appendage that could never please anyone.  
 
      
 
    "Okay, who goes first?" said one of the gentlemen, a 60ish looking executive with a thick, cut cock. I saw silvery drops of pre-cum on its glistening head. I opened wide, yearning to feel his manliness in my mouth. 
 
      
 
    "I'll let you have the honors," said mistress with a casual wave of her hand. The man leered at me as he approached, his man-meat at full attention and leading the way by at least 12 inches.  
 
      
 
    I arched my jaw forward and licked the air with my tongue, yearning for him to honor me with his organ. The world seemed to move in slow motion as he got ever nearer. "Please, sir," I said to him. "Let me taste you. I want you so bad!" 
 
      
 
    Then, with a thrust of his hips, he inserted his shaft in my mouth. I wrapped my lips around his cock and sucked on it greedily, swirling my tongue around its stone-hard circumference. "Oh...oh, wow!" he said. "This slut is a first-class cock sucker!" His kind words were like music to my ears. I cradled his ball sac in one hand and stroked it with the other, feeling joy every time he shuddered in ecstasy.  
 
      
 
    His pole was so thick and long that my jaws ached. It filled me with its massive girth, treating my mouth like a whore's pussy on prom night. I tasted the salty sweetness of his pre-cum as he drizzled jism down my throat. I swallowed his lust-liquid like a person dying of thirst sucking at a damp rag. I was nothing to him but a tool, a toy, a craven coward whose only virtues were my feminized body and my sex-crazed bimbo brain. He would use me as he wished, and I would thank him for the privilege. 
 
      
 
    I was so focused on taking care of him that I almost failed to notice when a second man approached me from behind. He knelt behind me and inserted his throbbing rod into my ass. It was so large that for a moment I thought it would split me in half. But my pain lessened as he began a rhythmic back-and-forth fucking motion.  
 
      
 
    The feel of two cocks inside me at the same time was indescribable. I felt like a sacrificial animal being impaled on a spit, with red-hot spikes driven into holes on opposite ends of my body.  
 
      
 
    Then another man approached, standing alongside me. I reached up and took hold of his cock, stroking it in my soft, feminized hand. A fourth man followed his lead, taking up position on my other side. I grasped his organ as well, feeling its slick yet firm surface against my fingers as I massaged him towards orgasm.  
 
      
 
    "Gotta hand it to you, Scarlett," said one of the men. "You know how to feminize a man! This whore is not only beautiful, she's a walking pleasure machine!" Those words were like gasoline poured onto the erotic fires raging within me. I redoubled my efforts to please the men, making my ass night and tight for the one behind me, swirling my tongue around the cock in my mouth with renewed frenzy, and stroking the men on my sides faster and faster. One of them began to moan. Another yelled, “I’m about to cum!" 
 
      
 
    At last came the ultimate reward, when sizzling sperm erupted from the four cocks at the same time. I struggled to swallow the gallons of man-juice pouring down my throat even as the man behind me filled my queer ass with his seed. The men on either side of me ejaculated as well, soaking my ears and hair and face in their fragrant juices. I fell to the floor, lapping up their tribute to my sexuality like a dog.  
 
      
 
    I was able to rest for only a few moments before I was surrounded by another foursome of well-hung studs, then another and another and another, until at last I had given orgasms to 20 men in total. Several of them rubbed my face with their cocks, till their cum ran down my chin and drenched my clothes. I was so flattered by this honor that I began to weep! 
 
      
 
    When it was all over Mistress Scarlett ordered me to shower while she had some final words with our guests. When I came out of the bathroom the suite was empty except for me and her. I almost fainted when I saw her lying naked on the bed, her magnificent body beckoning me towards her.  
 
      
 
    "Like what you see, slave?" she asked, twirling her hair with her fingers as she gave me a coy smile. 
 
      
 
    "Mistress," I said, astounded at the sheer perfection of her body. "I'm...I'm amazed; I'm…" My mind struggled for words worthy of such a goddess as Mistress Scarlett; finding none, I could only say, "wow." 
 
      
 
    My dumbfounded reaction made her laugh. The sound was like tinkling bells. "Get over here, sissy," she said. "Eat my pussy while I tell you what a dirty whore you are." 
 
      
 
    "Yes, mistress!" I said, rushing to the bed and burying my face in her cunt. I had never given her oral pleasure before; in fact, I had never her naked before that moment. But what I lacked in experience I more than made up for in enthusiasm. I sucked at her gigantic clit, holding it in my mouth and running my tongue across it as I inserted my fingers inside of her and stroked her sugar walls. 

She bucked like a wild woman, grinding her sex into my mouth and screaming profanities at me, telling me I was a no-good little tramp who was only good for sex. But her insults only made me love her more. I felt my cock begin to bleed as the needle-like tip impaled it like a harpoon. I was glad; the sooner I was free of the cursed thing the better. What sissy needs a penis? 
 
      
 
    Mistress Scarlett's orgasm was the most vicious, and the most beautiful, thing I have ever seen in my life. She sank her hands into my hair and pulled great handfuls of it out by the roots, battering my skull with her fists as she rode the waves of one climax after another. 
 
      
 
    Much, much later, after I showered for a second time and cleaned up the evidence of the day's fun, Mistress Scarlett and I cuddled together in bed. "You've made me so happy, my goddess," I said. "More so than I could have imagined. One thing I have to know, though. Have you been manipulating me this whole time? Did you set up the events that led to me becoming your sissy slave?" 
 
      
 
    Her only response was silence. I looked up to see her giving me one of her mysterious smiles. "Forget your silly question, my love," she said. "All that matters is that you're my precious pet, and you will remain that way forever." That was all I needed to hear. I rested my face against her chest and drifted off into a deep, peaceful sleep.  
 
    

  

 

 My Dominant Daughter 
 
      
 
    by 
 
      
 
    Victoria Marlowe 
 
      
 
    Tiffany’s dad thinks he has the right to tell his daughter what to do. How wrong he is! She has a plan to break his will, bust his balls, and turn him into her feminized sissy maid slave. You’ll love how this erotic tale turns out! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    My daughter's hand exploded against my cheek with a CRACK sound, like a bullwhip wielded by a demented cowgirl. “Shut up, Jennifer!” she screamed, her eyes filled with rage. My body spun around like a top, driven by the force of her blow. I tried to regain my balance but tripped over a table leg instead. The next thing I knew I was on my knees, cringing before my 22-year-old daughter as I pressed my palm against my injured face, tears stinging my eyes and making my mascara run down my cheeks. 
 
      
 
    "Please, Mistress Tiffany!" I shrieked. "You said I could have a bite of meat tonight if I finished my chores early!" I began blubbering as the words poured out of my mouth. "I'm just so tired of eating nothing but vegetables and water!" 
 
      
 
    She glared at me as I lay helpless on the floor before her, hands on her hips as she spoke. "Don't tell me what I said, you stupid slut," she said. "Or I'll beat you till you're uglier than you already are." She waved her arms around the room. "Anyone can see this place is filthy," she said. She walked over to the sofa and pulled it away from the wall, running her fingertip along the baseboard then shoving it in my face. "See what I mean," she said. "Nothing but dust and dirt everywhere!" 
 
      
 
    I looked at her finger. It was immaculate. "I don't see any dirt, Mistress Tiffany," I said, shaking my head. That was a mistake. Her fist plowed into the side of my skull. I cowered on the floor in a fetal position, sobbing in terror and cradling my pain-wracked head. "I'm sorry," I said, "my voice cracking with terror. I'm sorry. Please don't beat me anymore, Mistress." 
 
      
 
    "You should be sorry," she said. "Of all the days to embarrass me, you chose my 22nd birthday! Jermaine and the other guys will be over soon and they expect a clean place and quality food.” She glanced at her watch. "You have an hour to get this place in shape and have dinner on the table. If you don't do as you're told, then I swear you'll regret it for the rest of your miserable life." 
 
      
 
    "Yes, Mistress Tiffany," I said, scampering to my feet and rushing towards the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    "Don't forget to wear your pink satin panties tonight," she called after me. “The ones with the hole I cut in the back. Jermaine will want to want to fuck your sissy ass before he bangs me. ” She let out a short, cruel laugh. "I bet you'll like that, won't you, Jennifer?" she said. 
 
      
 
    The image of her boyfriend's giant black cock shoved deep in my behind made hormones rush through my feminized body. "Yes, Mistress Tiffany," I said as I opened the refrigerator and took out the steaks the others would be eating that night. "You know I love that sort of thing." 
 
      
 
    "Indeed I do, Jennifer, indeed I do," she said. "That's why I enjoy abusing you so much. How can I respect a father who's a worthless sissy queer?" 
 
      
 
    I let her question hang in the air without a reply because both of us already knew what the answer was. My daughter had lost all regard for my feelings when she began forcibly feminizing me. I will never forget the day my journey towards full-time sissy status began… 
 
      
 
    TWO YEARS AGO 
 
      
 
    “Fuck you, dad!” Tiffany screamed. “I can date anyone I want!” 
 
      
 
    I stood in the open doorway, my hands folded across my chest as I stared down at my rebellious 20 year old. “Not as long as you live in this house you can't,” I said, meeting her insane expression with my own steel-hard stare. “You'll live by my rules or get out.” 
 
    Her body was coiled like a cat ready to pounce on a cornered rodent. Her features turned dark as she spit out her next words. “I'm 20 years old today,” she said, eyeing me with sheer hatred, “and I'm going to spend it with Jermaine and his friends at the lake.” She picked up an empty flower vase from the table and waved it at me. “And if you don't get out of my way, I’ll break this over your head. At least mom had the good sense to walk out on your ass. She knew what you really are, you hypocritical phony.” 
 
      
 
    A chill ran through me as I saw the insane intensity in her eyes, but I held my ground nonetheless. “Put that vase down and go to your room now, young lady,” I said. “Or I'll call the cops again. Remember what they told you last week? They said next time you would go to jail.” The fire in her eyes cooled a little when she heard those words. “And don't think I'll bail you out,” I continued, pushing my advantage. “I'll let you rot in there.” 
 
      
 
    For a moment I thought I had won when the blast of a car horn intruded on the scene. I looked behind me to see Jermaine's car pull up in the driveway. It was solid black with silver rims and tinted windows, lowered so that it hovered less than an inch above the road surface. From within I heard the THUMP THUMP THUMP of the stereo blaring angry ghetto rap. I tensed my muscles, preparing to go out and tell him to get the hell off my property. But Tiffany brushed past me, shoving me to one side as she ran to meet her ebony lover. I yelled at her to stop but she ignored me. A moment later the passenger side door swung open and she hopped in. As Jermaine spun out of the parking lot, he spooled down the window and gave me the finger. The image was distinct enough for me to make out the chiseled lines of his muscular forearm. A lump formed in my throat as I savored the image of his manly muscles… 
 
      
 
    Five minutes later I was lying in bed jerking myself off. As I masturbated, I pictured Tiffany's gangster boyfriend fucking me while a crowd of ghetto thugs cheered him on. In my fantasy I had on red silk panties and sheer fishnet hose held up by frilly garters. I was shaved smooth from head to toe and wore a lacy black bra with a handwritten sign that said I SUCK BLACK COCK hanging from the strap. My hair was long and blonde and I had huge breasts with little rosy nipples. It took less than 60 seconds for me to start spurting cum all over the mattress. "Fuck me, Jermaine!" I cried. "Make me your bitch!" 
 
      
 
    When it was over, I went to the bathroom, took a tube of red lipstick that was carefully hidden in the bottom drawer, and painted my mouth with it. I returned to the bed, got down on my hands and knees, and licked the semen off the sheets. I was careful to lap up every precious drop. It was delicious, like honey!  
 
      
 
    Soon I was hard again and playing with myself. This time it took a little longer to orgasm, but I sent myself over the edge by pinching my left nipple with my free hand and closing my eyes, imagining Jermaine's manhood spraying jism all over my face.  
 
      
 
    "Thank heavens no one knows about this," I said as I composed myself afterward. After all, a guy who sells wholesale hunting supplies for a living can't afford to come across as anything less than 100% manly. If the guys in the office ever found out, then my career would be over quick. 
 
      
 
    I went to bed early that night, got up the next day at 6:30 AM as usual, and dressed for work. As I walked into the office, most of my friends were gathered around a computer monitor laughing their asses off.  
 
      
 
    "Hey," I said, dropping my briefcase on my desk and walking over to where they were sitting. “What's so damn funny, fellas"?" 
 
      
 
    One of them, a tall, muscular jock type named Trent, looked up at me with a knowing smirk and said, "see for yourself, buddy boy." 
 
      
 
    "Don't mind if I do," I said as I strutted over there. "It's got to be pretty good to have you guys in stitches like this."  
 
      
 
    "Oh, it is," said another person, one of the supervisors. He pointed at the screen. "It is, believe me." 
 
      
 
    I looked at the monitor, expecting to see someone making a fool of himself on YouTube. But the blood drained from my face as I stared directly at the image of myself in bed the night before, stroking my tiny cock and saying, "Fuck me Jermaine. Make me your bitch." 
 
      
 
    "Gotta say one thing for your daughter," said Trent, "she hid that camera pretty damn well. You had no idea she was recording your sissy antics to put on the web later." He regarded me with a mocking grin as he said, "We always thought you were probably queer. Guess this proves it." 
 
      
 
    My face fell as I folded my hands in front of me and began weeping. The guys just stood by, laughing and laughing and laughing as my last tiny glimmer of manhood died within me. 
 
      
 
    I was fired, of course, and the neighbors began shunning me. That was when Tiffany took control of everything. She sauntered into my bedroom that night as I lay there in shock. I looked up at her and tried to be angry, but all I could feel was shame and utter submissiveness to the woman who was now my mistress. 
 
      
 
    "Heard you got fired today, dad," she said, smiling. "Well, no problem. There are plenty of ways to make money on the Internet. Lots of men enjoy looking at sissies like you being humiliated. But, if you want them to like you, then you have to look, talk, and act like a woman." She held up a pair of panties she had just picked up at the mall. "Your training begins tonight. From now on, I'm in charge around here." 
 
      
 
    "Yes, Mistress Tiffany," I said, feeling fear and despair course through my body as I knew my daughter had won... 
 
      
 
    "Jennifer!" shouted Tiffany from the living room. "Get those nachos in here now! We're hungry!" 
 
      
 
    "Yes, Mistress Tiffany," I said, rushing out of the kitchen with a silver platter filled with snacks in my hands. I set it on the coffee table and the crowd began devouring the food. I look longingly at the delicious ground beef oozing with melted cheese poured over tortilla chips, hoping against all hope that I could taste one of them. 
 
      
 
    Jermaine guessed what I was thinking. "What the fuck you looking at, bitch?" he said. "Get your ass back in the kitchen and bring out some beers. Else you won't be getting any of this tonight." He made a great show of grabbing his crotch, making his friends laugh. Tiffany thought it was hilarious as well. She gave him a high five as I hurried back into the kitchen to get their drinks. 
 
      
 
    After serving their beverages I excused myself with a curtsy and went to the restroom. I looked at myself in the mirror and smiled. In the time Tiffany had been feminizing me my hair had grown out to just below my shoulders. It was dyed platinum blonde and arranged in kind of a slut/two-bit streetwalker style. My face was heavily made up, again in emulation of the stereotypical cheap prostitute.  
 
      
 
    I looked at my chest, smiling in approval of my recently acquired DD breasts. The nice surgeon who did the work gave us a break on the price after Tiffany blew him. My face was just as feminine, thanks to the same doctor. Sadly, I still had a bit of an Adam's apple, but that was scheduled for removal in a few months.  
 
      
 
    As for my cock, the hormones Tiffany injected me with had made it shrink till it was a little smaller than the average thimble. As for my balls, the surgeon removed those the day he did my boobs. He gave them to Tiffany. She had them dipped in gold and a jeweler made them into dangling earrings, which she wears all the time. She says it's a constant reminder of her absolute control over my life. 
 
      
 
    One consolation for all the humiliation I endure is the lovely wardrobe Tiffany bought for me. As I looked in the mirror, I admired how my white stockings flattered my shapely legs. I also adored the silver pumps that adorned my feet, the black leather miniskirt with a hem well above my knees, and the red top with plunging neckline to show off my breasts. Tiffany makes me wear lots of gaudy jewelry she bought at a flea market. It just reinforces my image as a low-rent bimbo and cock craving slut. 
 
      
 
    After I finished in the potty, I went back out into the living room. The football game was over and Tiffany and her friends were talking and laughing. She looked at me and said, "Well, Jennifer, I guess you've been a good girl today. So, as a reward, I'm going to let Jermaine and his friends use you for a little bit before they fuck my brains out." She saw my face light up as she spoke. She smiled. "You like that, don't you, my little sissy?" 
 
      
 
    "Oh, yes!" I said, clasping my hands in front of me. "I would like that very much!" 
 
      
 
    "Then stop wasting our time, 'ho!" Said Jermaine. "Get in the kitchen!" 
 
    I looked at him, confused at his order. "I don't understand, Master Jermaine," I said, my eyes bobbing around blankly, stupidly. "Why should I go to the kitchen if you're going to fuck me?" 
 
      
 
    Tiffany shook her head sadly and said, "because you're a piece of meat, you dumb bitch." Her words were unusually cruel, even for her, and I began to cry. "So there's only one room that's fit for you." She pointed towards the kitchen. "Get in there! Now!" she ordered. As I complied, Jermaine and the others followed close on my heels. 
 
      
 
    "Go stand in front of the table, Jennifer," Tiffany said. 
 
      
 
    I looked back at her with pleading eyes. "Please, Mistress Tiffany," I begged. "I don't understand what you're doing." That was my second big mistake of the day. Jermaine shoved me forward till my crotch collided with the table. My head flew forward and smacked against the hard wooden surface. Again, I saw stars. A vicious headache began in my skull and radiated through my body.  
 
      
 
    My daughter and her friends pulled my hands forward till I thought they were going to tear out my arms, encased my hands in handcuffs, and fastened the other end of the manacles around the legs on the table's far end. I was stretched out like a piece of taffy, my thick bubble butt poking towards the ceiling. 
 
      
 
    I felt strong hands tearing at my clothes moments later, tossing my skirt up and fondling my ass cheeks. "Want the lube, Jermaine?" I heard Tiffany ask.  
 
      
 
    "No, baby no," her boyfriend said. "I'm going in dry this time. I can take it if she can." 
 
      
 
    Moments later I screamed as I felt something akin to a flagpole forcing its way into my body. Then Jermaine began the rhythmic thrusting that's typical of the way gangsters like to fuck. Every time he shoved his body forward, I thought he would pound my hip bones into powder; it was that hard and rough. The agony of the act overwhelmed the pleasure I normally felt. I began screaming and begging for mercy that never came. Mistress Tiffany and her other friends stood by laughing and making fun of me. 
 
      
 
    "Oh, oh yeah!" Jermaine bellowed as he orgasmed. His white hot cum filled my sissy ass and ran down the backs of my thighs, pooling on the floor at my feet. He pulled out moments later and the next man took his turn at me. His organ was nearly as big as Jermaine's, so my suffering continued. Seconds later he filled me with his essence. Then came another hard black cock, and another, and another, and so it went on and on and on for what felt like the whole night. 
 
      
 
    When it was finally all over, they freed me from the cuffs and ordered me to get on my hands and knees. I did and they told me to lick up the ocean of cum on the floor. Not all of it was sweet; some of it was bitter. But I did as I was told, till my lean belly was filled and I felt sick.  
 
      
 
    Later Tiffany and her friends fucked like animals on the living room floor while I sat there and watched, my sissy legs crossed and my hands resting on one knee. This went on until well in the night. Then, much later, after everyone showered and was getting dressed, Jermaine approached my daughter, fell on one knee, and took her by the hand. He stunned everyone when he said, "Tiffany, will you marry me?" 
 
      
 
    Her mouth fell open as she stared at her long-term boyfriend in amazement. Then, her face a picture of delighted surprise, "she said, “of course I'll marry you! Of course!" as she jumped up and down in joy. Everyone clapped and congratulated the couple as I stood by silently.  
 
      
 
    Tiffany had made a fortune feminizing and degrading me for a huge Internet audience.  
 
    Now she was getting married and her new husband would move in with her. I would have to serve both of them as a dutiful sissy, enduring their abuse and humiliation every moment of the day. If I had a functioning cock, then it would have been hard as stone as that realization dawned on me. I guess I am pretty lucky after all. 
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 Feminized by a Female MMA Fighter 
 
      
 
    by 
 
    Victoria Marlowe 
 
      
 
    Rose is a gorgeous, tough-as-nails lady MMA fighter who loves to put men in their place. Dennis is a soft, shy, sensitive guy with loads of money and a love for poetry. Forced feminization sparks fly when they meet at a bar one night, sending Dennis on a one-way trip to become Denise, Rose’s feminized sissy maid slave.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Round One: How I Met Dennis 
 
      
 
    Some fighters practice their kicks with a punching bag.  Others use a striking board. I use my husband’s balls. After all, with his pathetic little cock no longer functioning, it’s not like he’ll ever come again. 
 
    I first met Denise back when she was still Dennis. I was fighting a scrappy little bitch named Margarita Dominguez. Mexican brawlers are usually tough, and she was no exception. She tagged me on the chin late in the third round and I saw stars. But I came to myself just in time to duck a roundhouse kick and sweep her leg out from under her. Sweeps aren’t something you see much in MMA, but I’ve found that they’re brutally effective.  
 
    Margarita twisted her knee as she fell and screamed in pain as she rolled around on the mat, holding her ruined leg and bawling like a baby.  Did I feel sorry for her? Not really; those are the breaks in my business. 
 
    As I stood in the center of the ring with my hand in victory, I saw a pale, spindly man near ringside. He was seated while everyone else was on their feet cheering like hell. I thought at first that he had bet on Dominguez and just lost a shitload of cash. But, as I studied his face, I could tell that he was queasy. I also noticed that he wore a shiny gold watch and expensive clothes. That told me two things: that he had bank and that he was a fucking wimp. I knew then that I could use him. 
 
    I went into the crowd to look for my quarry. My fight was the opening bout in a ticket of four, so the mob wasn’t going anywhere in the near future. But, as my eyes scanned the arena, I spotted an empty chair where Mr. Wimp had been sitting. Fuck, I thought, that bitch snuck out on me.  
 
    Cursing under my breath, I walked away. I hit the showers before leaving the auditorium. 
 
    I headed to my favorite bar to get a beer and unwind. As I sat on a stool, a couple of guys tried to approach me. One was okay-looking but obviously broke and the other was a waste of DNA. So I told both of them to kiss my ass and kept company with my brew instead.  
 
    Then I saw him: my prey from the arena, Mr. Wimp, sitting on the other side of the bar sipping some wussy drink with fruit in it. I checked my look in a mirror, made sure my lipstick was on straight, and sauntered over to break the ice. 
 
    “Hi,” I said, taking the seat next to his. 
 
    His drink was the focus of his attention, so I took him by surprise-he jumped a few inches in the air like a terrified rabbit. Then, when he looked at me, his eyes nearly popped out of his head. “H-hi!” he said.  
 
    I waited a few moments for him to say something else. But he just sat there with shaking hands drinking the crap in his glass, every once in a while, sneaking a sideways look at me. I could tell he liked my boobs. I’m pretty busty for a fighter, which doesn’t help in the ring but is a big plus when I’m looking to get laid.  
 
    I decided to go aggressive on his ass, so I held out my hand. “My name is Rose,” I said. “Rose Black. What’s yours?” 
 
    “Uh…” his brain went blank for a second as he fidgeted. It was early in the game and he was already showing me that he was a wuss. ” My name is Dennis,” he said, “Dennis Johnson.” When he said that I wondered just how small his “johnson” was. But I was after his cash, not his cock. So I just nodded and smiled. “Well, Dennis,” I said, “are you going to buy me a drink or just sit there gawking at my chest?” 
 
    “Um – okay,” he said. He held his hand up to get some service. The girl tending the bar was a short, fat cunt with an attitude problem and a name tag that said KAREN. She ignored my sucker and kept yapping at someone on a cell phone. It took me about half a second to lose my patience with her crap. I looked at Dennis and said, “Wait here. I’ll take care of this bitch.”  
 
    “Hey, you can’t come back here!” snapped little Miss Cell Phone as I went behind the bar and marched up to her.  
 
    “That’s where you’re wrong,” I said, yanking her cell phone out of her hand. I held it to my mouth, said, “Karen’s done talking, asshole,” and ended the call. Then I dropped it on the floor. 
 
    “You’re in trouble!” said Karen. “I’m getting the bouncer!” 
 
    I snorted. “You mean Jim Taylor?” I said. “Forget it. He and I are old fuck buddies.” Then I pointed at Dennis, who was watching the scene with his mouth open and his face pale as a sheet. “Now get me a Jack and Coke and my friend there whatever he wants, before I beat you like the bitch you are.” 
 
    The other patrons must have been fed up with Karen as well, because the place broke out into a standing ovation as Karen hung her head like a whipped puppy and said, “yes, mam, right away.” She poured my drink then mixed some green liquid with shaved ice and fruit for Dennis. 
 
    “What the fuck is that?” I asked her. “Strained peas?” 
 
    “It’s a virgin margarita,” she said, nodding at my prey. “It’s what he always drinks.” 
 
    I looked at Dennis. He was eyeing me like a schoolgirl with a crush on a gang banger. I smiled, thinking this is going to be almost too easy.  
 
    An hour later I was sitting in Dennis’s car as we talked. It was a champagne-colored Mercedes ragtop with all the toys. “I majored in literature in college,” he said, “so I could indulge my love of poetry. It’s my passion, you see.” 
 
    “Poetry?” I said, arching my eyebrow. “You make a living from that?” 
 
    “Oh, no,” he said, with a laugh that was almost a giggle. “Mother was generous with my trust fund. She made sure I was provided for prior to passing on.” 
 
    I nodded, glancing around the car for signs of just how loaded the fool was. He did not disappoint; I noted an iPad in a leather case sitting on the back seat, gold cuff links on his silk shirt, and a watch that must have set him back at least $10,000.00. 
 
    I also noticed that Dennis had light blond hair and a soft face that was almost girly. That gave me an idea. I had always wanted to feminize a man. In fact, it was a major fantasy of mine since my teen years. But I had never found the right victim.  
 
    That night we ended up in the sack. Dennis was nervous and almost didn’t get it up, so I got on top and rode him like a rodeo star breaking in a mare. But no matter how hard I thrusted I couldn’t get off-his cock was just too small! But, as I looked down on him, I imagined him in a wig and makeup, on his knees giving another guy head while I watched. That was more than enough to send an orgasm through me like a tidal wave.  
 
    I held him down by his wrists as I climaxed, then rolled over and looked at him. It took a few minutes for him to catch his breath. I spent the time fingering my clit and laying out my game plan. 
 
    “Wow,” he said at last. “That was…intense.” He blushed and grinned at me like an idiot. I forced myself to smile back. 
 
    “Believe it or not,” he said, lying there and looking at the ceiling, “this is my first time having sex.” 
 
    I tried to control myself but couldn’t. Instead I just burst out laughing! “No shit!” I said, my body quaking with amusement. “I thought you were an old hand at it!” 
 
    He looked away from me and I saw his body tense up. “Oh, don’t be that way,” I said, touching his arm. “I was just kidding.”  
 
    He looked at me, his face drawn and pale. “I-I have always liked strong women,” he said. “They – they excite me.” The bump between his legs got bigger as he spoke. “I think it’s because I’ve always been in touch with my feminine side. So I’m naturally drawn to dominant, commanding ladies,” he said. “Women like you, Rose.” 
 
    I decided to see how far I could probe into his mind for weak spots. “Tell me, Dennis,” I said, “have you ever thought about being with another man?” 
 
    His face fell as he turned red. Then he looked up at me. “Promise you won’t laugh, Rose?” he said. I nodded. 
 
    “Sometimes” …. he started to cry as he summoned the courage to speak…” sometimes I wonder what it would be like to be all soft and pretty, and…” he clammed up. 
 
    “’And’ what?” I said. 
 
    “And be dominated,” he said. “By a strong woman – a woman who likes weak, submissive men, the kind who read poetry and get scared when they see fights and are open to bisexual experiences.” He covered his mouth and shook his head. “I can’t believe I told you that!” he said, embarrassment evident on his womanish face. 
 
    At this point I was ready to tell him that he was the biggest pussy I had ever met and walk out on his ass. But then I looked around the room. I saw his fat wallet on the bed stand, the French antique furnishings, the giant flat-screen TV against the wall. So I summoned my willpower and said instead, “why, that’s the sweetest thing I have ever heard, Dennis!” 
 
    “Really?” he said, his voice shrill and giddy. 
 
    I held my right hand in the air. “I swear,” I said. “You see, a woman like me rarely has a chance to meet a kind, sensitive man like you. That’s why you caught my eye in the arena. It’s why I was so glad to see you at the bar.” 
 
    Dennis’s face glowed. He started to speak then stopped, his voice choked with emotion. “That’s the most wonderful thing I have ever heard,” he said at last. He fanned his face with his prissy little fingers. “Oh, Rose, you’ve made me so happy!” 
 
    I said nothing in return, just plastered a big smile on my face as my mind rang like a cash register. And you’ve made my happy, you stupid little sissy, I thought. You’re going to be my ticket to the good life. The thought renewed the fire smoldering in my cunt, and I lied back to enjoy the feeling. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Round Two: I Lay the Trap 
 
      
 
    Jim Taylor grinned as he looked at my naked body. “Want me to fuck you again, Rose?” he said, his massive pole at full attention. 
 
    “In a minute, baby,” I said as I placed my hand against his hairy, muscular chest. “Right now I’ve got to finish telling you more about this poor fool I met!” 
 
    He took my fingers in his hand, kissing them. I felt a wave of desire rush through me, but I kept it in check. “Okay,” he said, smiling, “tell me more.” 
 
    I snorted. “So I walk into the bar where you work security and there he is, sitting all by himself and looking like a little lost lamb. He’s drinking some crap with no alcohol in it! Can you believe it?” I rolled my eyes. 
 
    Jim bellowed in laugher. “Shit!” he said. “This poor sap is pathetic! What a fucking wuss!” 
 
    I laughed too. “That he is, sweetie. Still, he’s got serious bank. His mommy kicked off and left him millions!” 
 
    Jim stopped laughing as his face registered keen interest in my words. “Really?” he said, reclining his head on his palm as he lay beside me in his giant bed. “Tell me more, honey.” 
 
    “He’s not gay – at least I don’t think so,” I said. “But he’s fantasized about guys fucking him in the ass, so he’s clearly bi. His dick is tiny, he reads poetry, and has no family and no job, just a big house, a Mercedes, and more money than he could ever spend.”  
 
    Jim’s eyes grew wide. “And he wants me to dress him up like a woman; lacy undies, stockings, all that crap!” 
 
    Jim shook his head. “Hell, Rose,” he said, “at first I felt sorry for this loser, but he sounds like he deserves to get ripped off! What a wimp!” 
 
    I nodded. “That he is, baby. Still, the idea of doing that shit to him–making him all soft and pretty and feminine–does kind of turn me on. I’m getting horny just thinking about it!” 
 
    Jim smiled. “Well, if that’s the case,” he said, “then I’ve got just the thing for you right here!” He wrapped his meaty paw around his swollen penis.  
 
    I kissed him on the lips. “And I need it, Jim,” I said. “After spending last night with that moron I need to have a real man inside of me!” Those were the last words passed between us for the night. We fucked like two goats till sunup. 
 
    The next morning I called a friend of mine who works for the cops. “Hi, Joanie,” I said, “what’s up?” 
 
    “Rose!” said the voice in the other end. “Goddamn, it’s good to hear from you, girl!” Then she paused. “You’re not in jail again, are you? I told you I can’t bail you out!” 
 
    I snorted. “Nothing like that,” I said. “I remembered you telling me about some bad-ass dominatrix you met once. You said she helped you with your marital shit.” 
 
    “Victoria!” shouted Joanie. “Hell yes she did! Ever since I followed her advice Roger has been wrapped around my finger! She’s a fucking genius!” 
 
    “Sounds like exactly what I need,” I said. “You told me she does private consults for other domme women; she still in that business?” 
 
    “Hmm,” she said. “Far as I know.” She paused for a second. “I’ve got her number somewhere; hold on.” Another brief pause. “Here it is.” She read it off to me. “Tell her I sent you,” Joanie said. “You won’t regret it!” 
 
    I thanked her, let her go, and called the number. “Hello,” said the cool, professional voice of the woman who answered. “This is Victoria Marlowe.” After a few minutes of back-and-forth she agreed to meet me at a coffeehouse at one in the afternoon the next day. I hesitated a little when she told me that an hour of her time would set me back $500.00. But then I remembered how much I stood to gain, so I agreed to the price. 
 
    Twenty-four hours later I was sitting at a table in a near-deserted establishment on the far end of town when in walks a tall, imposing woman with broad shoulders, crimson hair that hung almost to her waist, and a lean, muscled body. I’m not gay, but she was so fucking hot that I got worked up just watching her strut.  
 
    She wore a dark green top, black slacks, and black high heels. Instead of a purse she had one of those laptop bags; it was burgundy leather with lots of zippers and buckles. 
 
    I stood as she approached the table. “Victoria?” I asked. “I’m Rose – Rose Black.” 
 
    She extended her hand. I was impressed by her grip; she was at least as strong as me. “Victoria Marlowe,” she said. “Pleased to meet you.” I handed her an envelope with five one hundred dollar bills in it. She took the money and slid it into her bag without counting.  
 
    We sat down and she ordered a glass of Irish whiskey. I gave her a surprised look. “Does my choice of drink surprise you?” she said with a thin smile. 
 
    “Well, yes!” I said. “From your clothes and all I had you pegged for a wine or champagne kind of girl.”  
 
    She chuckled. “A lot of people think that,” she said. “They find out different once they get to know me.” She opened her bag and took out a pad and pen. “Tell me about this man you mentioned,” she said.  
 
    I spent the next half hour recapping the story of how I met Dennis. She nodded on occasion and scribbled down pages of text. The bartender brought our drinks. I sipped at my beer but Victoria inhaled her whiskey and ordered another. I was impressed as hell! 
 
    As the hour came to an end, she put the pad and pen back in her bag and zipped it up. “I have all I need,” she said. “I will be back in touch.” We shook once more. As we did, I noticed her looking at my cleavage. “You’re nicely built,” she said with an appreciative smile. 
 
    Flattered yet embarrassed, I glanced down at my ample bosom; I was wearing a low-cut top that showed off my assets. “Well, thanks!” I said, blushing. 
 
    “You’re quite welcome,” she said. “Perhaps next time we’ll meet in my office.” Then she turned and walked out. My eyes tried to follow her but she melted into the crowd and out of my sight. I stood there trying to digest the events of the past hour. I noticed that my hand was still warm from her touch. I held it to my face, and a fire lit in my clit. Damn, I thought. Am I turning lesbian?  
 
    I spent the rest of the day exercising, shopping, and hanging out with friends. Jim called and I dropped by his place for a quickie, then Dennis called and asked if he could see me that weekend. I hadn’t heard from Victoria yet, so I told him I would let him know. I wanted Victoria’s advice before I made my next move. 
 
    My phone rang that night. “Rose?” said the voice on the other end.  
 
    “Victoria?” I said, surprised at how excited I sounded.  
 
    “I’ve worked up a plan of action for you,” she said. “Can you drop by my office tomorrow?” 
 
    “Sure!” I said. We set a time for the late afternoon and she ended the call. That night I masturbated four times, the image of a tall redhead in my mind as I pleasured myself. 
 
    The next day dragged as I waited for my appointment time to arrive. I left home earlier than I had to, getting to Victoria’s office several minutes early. The receptionist was a large, well-built man with expensive clothes and perfect hair. I might have been attracted to him had it not been for his high, lilting voice and his effeminate mannerisms. I also noticed that he was wearing a black leather collar around his neck with a silver ring like a dog leash.  
 
    At the top of the hour he said, “Mistress Victoria will see you now” and gestured towards the office door beyond his. As I walked through the entrance I was astounded at the décor. The walls were covered with all kinds of ancient weapons: swords, spears, pieces of armor. Even though the items had to be older than hell they were polished and gleaming without a hint of rust.  
 
    “Wow,” I said, gawking like a country bumpkin during his first trip to the big city. 
 
    “Ms. Black?” said the familiar voice, shaking me from my reverie.  
 
    “Oh!” I said with a start, my eyes refocusing to look at Victoria, who was sitting in an imposing-looking dark chair. She waved her hand towards a smaller chair that sat facing hers.               “Please be seated,” she said.  “I reviewed the information you gave me about your target. I also did a background check on him.”  
 
    She held up a freshly printed form with a bunch of numbers on it. “It seems that you have hit the proverbial jackpot, Rose,” she said. “Dennis Johnson is heir to a sizable fortune. He’s worth approximately $100 million in cash, plus stocks, real estate, and gold.”  
 
    I whistled.  “Holy fucking shit!” I said. 
 
    Victoria grinned. “’Holy fucking shit’ indeed,” she said. “He’s also, as you surmised, a mental and physical weakling–soft of mind and body, deeply insecure, and weak-willed.” She sifted through some papers, finding one with the information she wanted. “He was controlled by his mother, never knew his father, and was privately tutored by domineering women. He has no family and only a handful of friends, most of whom are as rich and naïve as him.”  
 
    I nodded. “In short, Rose,” said Victoria, her eyes locking on mine, “you’ve got a goose ripe for plucking. But you’ll need the guidance of a woman who is an expert at feminizing and humiliating men.” She pointed at herself. “That’s me,” she said. “I have been dominating males for” - her eyes darted around the room, glancing at the displays – “well, let’s just say I have been at it for a while.”  
 
    I was so excited at this point that I was tempted to jump up and down shouting. But then a thought gave me pause. “Umm,” I said, “how much is this going to cost me?” I looked down at the shiny hardwood floor. “I mean, I do okay but I’m not exactly rich.” 
 
    If my lack of funds worried Victoria, then she didn’t show it. “Not an issue,” she said. “I will take thus case on a contingency basis, provided “- she held up her index finger – “provided that you give me twenty percent of your eventual windfall.”  She nodded for emphasis. “That’s non-negotiable.” 
 
    I did some quick figuring in my head. Even if I gave her twenty percent of the hundred million in cash, then I would still pocket eighty million. That was a hell of a lot more money than I had ever imagined having.  
 
    “Agreed,” I said. “When do we start?” 
 
    Victoria gave me a dark smile. “Be here at eight in the morning sharp,” she said. “We’re going to have some fun.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    Round Three: Serving Victoria 
 
      
 
    The next three days were like my four years of high school plus Marine basic training all wrapped up into one. Victoria taught me how to tease a man mercilessly, how to find and attack his weaknesses, how to embarrass and humiliate him, how to destroy his male identity, how to implant feminine and gay urges in his brain, and how to feminize his body. I thought I was skilled in most of these areas before meeting her, but after my sessions with her I knew enough to open up shop as an ass-kicking dominatrix! 
 
    On the first day she taught me that I needed to get Dennis on the verge of coming and then deny him release. I had been messing with guy’s brains for years, but Victoria took my abilities to the next level. She taught me to always hint at sex but rarely put out.  
 
    I could let Dennis kiss me, I could let him feel me up, and I could let him service me with his tongue. But no way in Hell should I let him fuck me, except maybe once in a blue moon. The idea was to promise endlessly yet rarely deliver. That way he would remain submissive and compliant, just on the off chance that I might give him some. 
 
    On the second day I learned how to needle, nag, and harass him to the point of mental breakdown. She taught me to use insults and orders like these: 
 
    ” Are you sure you were hard during the sex, honey? I mean, I’m not sure I felt anything inside of me.” 
 
    “Oh come on, admit it: you were checking that guy out!” 
 
    “I’ll understand if you ever decide to come out of the closet. I’m not telling you you’re gay, I’m just sayin’.” 
 
    “The biggest problem with you, Dennis, is your body hair; it’s gross. Why not try keeping yourself smooth?” 
 
      
 
    Those were just for starters. After a while I could turn up the heat with more hard-core shit like this: 
 
    “You just don’t have it, Dennis. I had better find a real man if I want to get fucked!” 
 
    “I’m sick of your poetry and your whining. I want a man, not a wuss!” 
 
    “I should leave you. What’s that? You want me to stay? Then understand that I’m going to cheat on you – take it or leave it.” 
 
    “Of course I threw away all your male underwear! After all, you’re a sissy fag. So wear the panties I put in your drawer instead, you little queer!” 
 
      
 
    For the end game, I was to force Dennis to wear women’s clothes. He would end up a nervous wreck, unsure of himself and terrified of me walking out on him. Then I would propose marriage to him, on the condition that we forego a pre-nup. I would end up in control of his money and property, while he became my full-time slave. I could piss on him all I wanted and he would thank me for the privilege! 
 
    The further we got into my training the more aroused I became. By the end of the third day I was hornier than I had ever been. It was on that day that Victoria wore a micro-skirt that showed off her gorgeous legs, a revealing top that gave me a great view of her breasts, and a perfume that sent my hormones into overdrive. I was ready to rip off her clothes and get it on right there in her office. But she stayed in control of me even as she was teaching me to control others. My pussy was soaking wet all the time! 
 
    Finally, about 8 p.m. on the last day, she told me, “Oh by the way, Rose, I’ve decided to alter our arrangement.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” I said, eyeing her with suspicion. 
 
    She sat in her chair while I stood watching, then pulled her skirt around her thighs and revealed her sex to me in all its glory. She was wearing no undies! My mouth dropped open as she spread her labia wide; I could see her throbbing, oversized clit beckoning to me. My head spun with arousal, and my cunt was on fire with lust. 
 
    “You will have to service me with that sexy mouth of yours,” she said, “and use lots of tongue. I want to feel you licking and caressing me.” She tapped the floor with her foot. “Now get on your knees like a good girl,” she said, “and hurry, or I’ll charge you extra.” 
 
    Before I met this mysterious redhead, I had never considered being with another woman. But in that moment, she was all in the world I wanted. So I fell to my knees in front of her, leaned forward, and buried my face in her sex. 
 
    Though it was my first time eating pussy, I was soon going at it like a lifelong dyke. I licked and sucked the walls of her cunt and flicked my tongue in quick, snake-like motions across her clit. Her vaginal hairs were the same color as that on her head, which made her all the more irresistible.  
 
    What am I doing? I thought. Has this woman turned me gay? But I couldn’t fight the urge to please her, so I gave in to her will. 
 
    “That’s a good girl,” Victoria said, leaning forward in the chair and thrusting her hips forward. As her pleasure mounted, she grabbed me by the back of my head and shoved me deeper into the heart of her essence. I tasted her sweat and the musky juices of her body and smelled the heady aroma of her arousal. I held fast to her thighs and stroked them while I served her. I was her toy, her slave, her plaything, her bitch, and she was all I wanted in the world. 
 
    Victoria screamed like a banshee as her climax came. She grabbed big handfuls of my hair and almost tore it from my skull. The pain was horrific, yet I welcomed every moment of the sweet agony through which she was putting me.  
 
    My vision went red, and I realized that I hadn’t taken a breath in over a minute. She had buried me so deeply into her cunt that she was depriving me of air. But I didn’t care. I could fall over dead in the next few moments so long as I kept serving her. 
 
    I must have passed out at some point, because the next thing I knew I was lying on the floor inhaling huge mouthfuls of oxygen. I looked up and saw her giving me a contented smile.               “You did well, Rose,” she said. “Now you’re ready to turn Dennis into your slave, and together we will bleed him dry.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Victoria,” I said, dropping my head in reverence to my goddess. In that moment I knew that I had become both dominatrix and submissive. It was the happiest realization of my life. 
 
      
 
    Round Four: From Dennis to Denise 
 
      
 
    “Dennis!” I shouted. “Get over here and rub my feet, you clumsy moron!” 
 
    “Yes, dear,” he said, leaving his book of poetry behind to obey my order. Before he knelt, he reached for a cushion on the sofa. 
 
    “What the fuck are you doing, dumbass?” I said. 
 
    He gave me a confused, frightened look. “I was just going to pad my knees; you know, because the floor is so hard.” 
 
    I shook my head and gave him an evil glare. “Uh-uh, no way,” I said. “You don’t deserve any comfort. Just get down on your knees and rub my feet before I bust your goddamn balls, you stupid faggot.” 
 
    Dennis’s face turned red as he began to cry, but he did as I ordered. His quiet sobbing was music to my ears. It was a sign that he was beginning to crack.  
 
    As Dennis rubbed my feet, I ate small pastries and said, “You know, I’ve been living with you for a month, and during that time I’ve come to realize that it’s not a woman you want; no, not at all.” 
 
    “What do you mean, dear?” he said as he massaged my tootsies. 
 
    “I mean,” I said, “that all that shit you told me the first night we met–that stuff about being dominated and all–what you were really saying is that you’re a faggot who can’t handle women. You’re only good enough for other men.” 
 
    But that’s not what I said!” he muttered in a whiny tone. 
 
    “Never mind your actual words,” I said. “I know what you meant, and that’s all that matters! You want to be a gay crossdressing slut; admit it.” 
 
    Dennis stopped rubbing my feet and looked up at me. His face was pale. His lips were quivering. His eyes were red. “But I’m not gay, dear,” he said. “And I don’t want to dress like a woman. I was just curious about those things!” 
 
    I gave him a cold look. “I see,” I said. “So you were just bullshitting me. You got me to follow you to that bar and lied to me so you could fuck me. I’m just a whore to you, right?” 
 
    “No!” he said. “It’s not that way at all!” The pain on his face was like an aphrodisiac. It turned the sparks in my cunt to a roaring blaze.  
 
    “Then make up your mind!” I shouted. “And who the hell said you could stop rubbing my feet? Get back to it, before I beat your brains in!” 
 
    “Yes, dear,” he said in a tiny voice, his head low, his will to resist all but gone. I savored the pastry I was enjoying at Dennis’s expense, knowing that it was just a taste of the pleasures to come. 
 
    I called Victoria the next day to give her an update on my progress. “It’s going great!” I told her. “I’m busting his balls all the time now. I’ve got the run of the house and he gives me cash any time I want it. It’s heaven!” 
 
    “I’m proud of you, my dear,” said Victoria. “Now it’s time to feminize his body like you’ve done to his mind. I want you to start today.” 
 
    “Yes, mam,” I said. 
 
    That night I was sitting in the living room when Dennis came in. He was holding a lair of ladies’ silk undies in his hand. “Dear,” he said, “why is my drawer filled with women’s undergarments?” 
 
    I looked at him as if his question baffled me. “I don’t know what you’re getting at,” I said, giving him an innocent look. “What else would be in your drawer? After all, you’re a woman!” 
 
    He shook his head. “I’m confused,” he said. 
 
    “Honey,” I said in the condescending tone Victoria had taught me to use, “we’ve been over this a hundred times. I came into your life to help you face the truth about yourself.”  
 
    I turned back towards the TV. “You’re a woman, not a man; we both know it.” I snickered. “I’ve seen that thing between your legs. If that’s not a clit, then I don’t know what it is!” 
 
    I felt his presence as he stood there. I ignored him for a few minutes as he gawked at me, unsure of what to say. Then I looked at him once more. “Why don’t you try them on?” I said. “You might like the way they feel against your skin!” 
 
    I watched his face as he looked at the panties. His fingers stroked the material. His hands shook. Go on, you fool, I thought. Put them on. You know you want to. 
 
    Well, I guess it wouldn’t hurt,” he said.  
 
    “Excellent!” I said. “So drop your pants and slip them on!” 
 
    “Right here?” he said, his eyes darting around. 
 
    I gave him a “duh” look. “Why not?” I said. “No one will see but me! Besides, I’d love to see how you fill them out.” He gave me another hesitant look. “Go ahead, sweetie,” I said. “Show Rose how pretty you can look.” 
 
    It took a few seconds more of coaxing, but within a minute his slacks were on the floor and he was slipping the panties up his legs. His body was almost hairless, so they actually didn’t look bad on him! He stared at himself, licking his lips. Then he looked at me, wondering if I would approve. I applauded. “Wow!” I shouted. “They are really becoming on you, Dennis!” 
 
    He blushed at my unexpected praise. ‘Really?” he said, squealing like a girl. 
 
    I nodded. “Yes!” I said. “In fact, you look sexier now than you have since I met you.” That was true. Even in the earliest stages of physical feminization he looked better than he ever did as a man. 
 
    “I have an idea,” I said. “Let’s go to the bedroom and you can try some other things on.”  
 
    “I don’t know,” he said.  
 
    “Oh, come on, silly!” I said. I stood and held out my hand. “Come with me, Dennis,” I said. “Let’s explore your girly side together.” 
 
    “Okay,” he said, putting his hand in mine. I led him through the massive house. His cold, clammy paw made me want to retch, but I held on to it. Enjoy touching me while you can, you poor sap, I thought. It won’t last long. 
 
    When we got to the bedroom, I had him take off everything but the panties. Then I made him lie across the bed as I went to the bathroom. I returned with a shaving mug filled with soapy water and a pink razor.  
 
    Dennis watched, his chest pounding, as I ran the blade up and down his legs, then across his chest and arms and back. As I said, his body had little hair anyway, so the task didn’t take long. 
 
    When I was done, I made a fuss over how he looked. By this point he was starved for any kind of affection or approval from me, so he drank it up like a wino with a bottle of hooch.  
 
    I had him stand in front of the bathroom mirror as I slid one of my bras over his shoulders and hooked it in the back. I stuffed the cups with tissue paper so Dennis looked as if he has a bust line. He said little, but I noticed a small bump in the front of his panties, so I knew he was turned on. 
 
    I slid pretty pink stockings up his legs and fastened them to a garter belt; I had ordered all kinds of frilly, pretty things for him, so everything was on hand and ready for him to wear. I put pumps on his feet and told him to strut his stuff for me. He had trouble at first balancing himself on the heels, but in a few minutes, he was shaking his ass like a street walker. I have to admit, he made a pretty fair girl! 
 
    “You look wonderful, my dear,” I said as he stood there in his feminine garb. “But we need to complete your ensemble.” I sat him down in front of the bedroom mirror and applied makeup to his soft, tender face. I painted his lips a pink sissy shade, gave him rouge and blush, and applied little touches here and there.  
 
    Then, as a crowning touch, I “found” a platinum blond wig I had purchased with this moment in mind. I arranged it on his head, then told him to look at himself in the mirror. 
 
    He gasped. “Oh, my!” he said. He smiled in approval. 
 
    I knelt beside him and looked in the mirror at my feminized boyfriend. “You look great,” I said. “Now let’s see if I have an outfit for you.” I of course had just one on hand. I dressed Dennis in a pink silk top and white skirt, then pressed fake nails onto the tips of his fingers. “These will do for now,” I said.  
 
    The poor schmuck was so aroused that he never figured out that all the things he was wearing fit him perfectly–meaning that none of them could be mine as I am taller and more muscular than him. Just goes to show that Victoria was right-take charge of a man’s dick and his brain will go blank. 
 
    When all was said and done, I had a passable crossdresser in front of me. I looked at him with my index finger on my chin. His face showed he was eager for my final opinion. “Well,” I said. “It’s good and all, but…” 
 
    “What’s wrong?” he asked. “Don’t I look girly enough?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said with deliberate hesitation. “But it’s just that…well, I’ll be honest, Dennis. It’s weird seeing you all decked out like a woman when I know that you’re straight. It seems perverted, unnatural.” 
 
    He put his hands over his mouth as a look of horror crept across his face. “I’m sorry,” he said. “I thought you approved...I thought I was pleasing you…” 
 
    “Oh, I do, honey, I do!” I gushed. “But we need to do one more thing to make your journey complete. Then I’ll be content to live with you as you are now.” 
 
    “What’s that, dear?” he asked. 
 
    “Trust me,” I said, taking his hand. I led him through the house and to the garage, snatching up my purse and his car keys along the way. “Get in,” I ordered, pointing to the passenger’s side door. “I’ll drive.” He froze for a moment, and I feared that there was still some tiny piece of a man inside of him that was putting up a fight. But he did as I commanded and we pulled out of the driveway and into the dark streets, the lights of the city beckoning us towards them. 
 
    I knew which gay bar I was going to take Dennis to before we left his house. Victoria had recommended it herself.  
 
    “Where are we?” asked Dennis when we pulled into the parking lot. 
 
    “Just a little place I know,” I said. “It has lots of nice people who are going to help you in your journey.” 
 
    The place was filled with buff guys wearing skin-tight jeans and leather boots with no shirts. I couldn’t help but give them a close look, even though I knew they were hot for each other, not me. 
 
    I led Dennis to the bar. A woman with long, jet black hair and piercings in her nose and cheek looked at me. “Yeah?” she said in a hostile tone. “What do you want?” She wore a shirt that said I’M GAY AND YOU CAN KISS MY ASS. 
 
    “Victoria sent me,” I said, just as I had been instructed. “Dennis here is ready.” I nodded at the man in drag I had in tow. 
 
    Those words had a magical effect on the woman’s demeanor. “Oh,” she said, her voice bright and cheerful. “Well, in that case, please follow me!” She led me and Dennis through a back door into a small office. The layout of the room was odd. It had a plush recliner next to a tiny wooden stool. The floor was covered in small tile, like the kind found in commercial restrooms. In the center of the floor was a drain.  
 
    “You may sit in the recliner,” said the barkeep. “Would you care for a drink? On the house, of course.” 
 
    “No thanks,” I said. 
 
    “What about your dog?” 
 
    “My what?” I asked, 
 
    She pointed at Dennis. “The stupid, simpering creature you brought with you,” she said, looking at Dennis. “I can bring it a bowl of water if you like.” 
 
    “Umm – no, that’s okay,” I said, shaking my head. What’s going on here? I wondered.  
 
    “Your pet may either use the stool or plant its sorry ass on the floor,” said the woman. “As you choose.” With that she left the two of us alone. 
 
    “Sit on the stool,” I said to Dennis. He did as I said, rocking back and forth with his arms folded across his chest.  
 
    “I don’t like this,” he said. “What’s going on, Rose?” 
 
    Fuck if I know, I thought. But I decided to act as if I did, so I said, “you’ll find out soon enough. In the meantime, just shut up.” Dennis complied, but with a sullen look that made me worry. What if he gets up and walks out? I asked myself. What if he remembers that he still has a pair of balls between his legs? 
 
    My concerns vanished in the next instant, as the hottest man I have ever seen in my life entered the room. He had a full head of auburn hair combed straight back, an angular face with firm jaw and deep-set blue eyes, and a rugged, muscular body with just a little chest and arm hair.  
 
    His body was well defined, like a bodybuilder’s. He wore black jeans and boots, like the other guys in the club, but he was shirtless. It was lust at first sight for me, but I figured he was queer so I restrained myself from jumping him right then and there. 
 
    When he saw me in the recliner I started to stand, but he motioned to me to stay seated. As he approached me, he bowed deeply, his forehead almost touching the floor. “I’m honored to meet you, Mistress Black,” he said. “My name is Joseph.” 
 
    “Likewise!” I responded. My hormones kicked into high gear as I smelled his cologne. Like him, the scent was rugged and manly.  Control yourself, Rose, I thought. He’s gay. 
 
    Joseph’s expression turned from reverence to disgust as he looked at Dennis. “This is the creature you brought for the initiation?” the newcomer said. 
 
    “Yes,” I said, playing along. “Exactly. He’s here to be…initiated.” 
 
    Dennis was still squirming in his tiny seat. I saw worry in his eyes and even a little fire, as if he was thinking of defying Joseph and me. 
 
    “Well,” said Joseph, rubbing his chin. “You’ve done a marvelous job, Mistress Black,” he said, “given the materials with which you had to work.” Then he shook his head. “Still, he’s quite pathetic, even by sissy standards. I’m not sure he’s worthy to receive my essence.” 
 
    “That does it!” said Dennis, jumping to his feet. “I’m out of here!” 
 
    “Sit down, worm!” shouted Joseph, pointing to the stool.  
 
    “No!” said Dennis to the larger, stronger man. “I don’t have to and I won’t.” My prey turned to me, his eyes narrowed. Even through the makeup I could see traces of a man underneath.  
 
    “You’ve been manipulating me,” he said. “You want to turn me into a gutless sissy and take my money!” Then he turned on his heels and started towards the door. “I’m going home!” 
 
    Joseph shrugged his shoulders and held his hands palms up, as if to say, “You’re the one in charge. Do something!” My mind raced as I recalled the things Victoria had taught me, trying to come up with something that would stop Dennis in his tracks. He had his hand on the doorknob when the solution came to me. 
 
    “You can leave, Dennis,” I said. “But, if you do, then you’ll never see me again. You can forget about me or anyone else helping to feminize you.” He stopped dead in his tracks but didn’t return to the stool. 
 
    “You’ll have to go through life pretending to be a man,” I continued. “And you know you’re not up to the job. You don’t have the willpower or courage a man needs to make it in life.”  
 
    Dennis was still frozen, but I heard him begin to cry. I stood. 
 
    “You’re a weak, craven, cowardly sissy,” I said, walking over to him. “That’s why you came to see me fight. You knew that only a strong woman would take you in hand and force you to face the truth.” I touched him on the shoulder.  
 
    He half-turned and looked at me. The fire in his eyes had faded to dying embers. 
 
    “Your mother knew you were a weakling inside,” I said. “That’s why she coddled you all your life. It’s why she let you read poetry and gave you a trust fund.” Tears were still flowing down Dennis’s eyes, but he nodded his agreement with my words. 
 
    “You don’t want to hide your true self anymore,” I said. “You want to have breasts. You want to wear pretty things and suck cocks and serve me.” I shook his arm. “Admit it!” I said. 
 
    “You’re right,” he said as he returned to the stool. “I’m a pathetic sissy queer.” His head was hung low, his hands folded in his lap. 
 
    “That’s better!” said Joseph. The shirtless gay man looked at me. “May I proceed, Mistress Black?” 
 
    “By all means,” I said. 
 
    Now, I have seen big-ass cocks before, but never one like the monster between Joseph’s legs! He unzipped his jeans, unbuckled his belt, and let his pants fall to the floor. He wore black bikini briefs that barely concealed his raging beast. Those came down as well, and I gasped as I saw his manhood revealed in all its glory. 
 
    “Oh my god,” said Dennis, looking at Joseph’s erect flag pole. 
 
    “Like what you see?” I said to Dennis. 
 
    I saw him swallow hard. “Yes – yes, I do,” he said in a sweet, girly voice. “I want to suck it.” 
 
    “That’s why I’m here,” said Joseph. He crossed the room and positioned his shaft in front of Dennis’s painted lips. “Get to work, sissy. And do it right or I’ll beat the hell out of you!”  
 
    “Yes, sir,” said Dennis. Then he reached up, took Joseph’s super-cock in both hands, and leaned forward. The gay man’s cockhead disappeared inside the sissy’s mouth. I could tell that Dennis was using his tongue to lick and caress the superior male’s organ, and the sight got me so worked up that I reached inside my jeans to fondle myself. 
 
    Dennis sucked and played with Joseph’s dick for about a minute, but most of the stud-cock remained exposed. “Deeper, sissy!” I said. “Swallow all of it! Or I’ll beat you myself!” 
 
    Dennis tried to obey, but he began to gag. Joseph balled his fists, ready to pound on the disobedient sissy. 
 
    Then a familiar voice behind me said, “relax your throat muscles, you idiot! That way you can do as you were told.” Spinning around, I saw Victoria standing to my rear! She put her hand on my shoulder. “Nice work,” she said.  
 
    “You’re here!” I shouted, embracing the taller, more powerful woman. She returned the hug. 
 
    “I wouldn’t miss this for the world,” she said, smiling. “I live for these supreme moments.” 
 
    Our eyes returned to the gay sex scene in front of us. Dennis must have heard Victoria’s words, because he had somehow managed to contain all but the last few inches of Joseph’s man-meat in his mouth. His hands were cradling the other man’s sac.  
 
    I watched with intense fascination. I was still working my clit, but I felt someone pull my fingers away. Victoria inserted her own hand into my cunt and began fondling me. Feeling faint, I fell back against her strong, supportive body. Her other hand found its way under my shirt and cupped itself around my left breast. I moaned in ecstasy, letting this magnificent woman use me as she pleased. 
 
    A bull-like roar pierced the air as Joseph came. His jism sprayed into Dennis’s mouth like a geyser, pouring down the sissy’s lips and chin. A pool formed on the tile floor, and Dennis knelt down to lap up every drop. The sight brought me to climax, and my nails dug into Victoria’s thigh as I came. My scream of pleasure was even louder than Joseph’s. 
 
    “Well, well,” said Victoria, stepping forward and towering over my feminized, humiliated boyfriend. “There’s no going back now, Dennis.” She nodded towards a small black dot in the ceiling. “This little episode is streaming live on the Net!” 
 
    Dennis’s head jerked up. He saw the lens of the hidden camera. “No!” he shrieked. “No! Now everyone will know that I’m a faggot!” Once more he began to sob. “I’ll never have a woman, never be respected! My life is over!” 
 
    “That’s correct,” said Victoria. “Dennis just died.” She reached down, placing a comforting hand on top of his head. “But look at it this way, sweetie,” she said. “While Dennis is gone, Denise is alive and well!” She looked at Joseph. “Go get your friends,” she said. “It’s time to christen Denise!” 
 
    Joseph bowed to the crimson-haired domme. “Yes, mistress,” he said, putting his clothes back on. Then he left the room. Moments later he returned with five other men just as buff and hot as him. Each dropped his pants, and each had a magnificent cock, though none was quite the equal of Joseph’s. 
 
    Denise was on her knees over the drain. I soon realized why it was there, because three of the men began to piss on the humiliated sissy! The other two moved behind Denise and started to jack off. Denise hung her head in shame as the men drenched her in a golden shower. 
 
    Seeing the exposed cocks revived my libido, and I stepped in between the two masturbating studs, taking their poles in hand. Did they mind? Hell, no! They moaned in delight as I stroked them. The other men, now void of piss, moved closer and began jacking each other off. Their cocks were pointed at Denise. 
 
    The two I was stroking came at the same time. Their white-hot cum soaked the back of Denise’s head and ran down her back. Seconds later the remaining three men shot their loads as well. Denise was covered in sperm and urine, front and back. One of the men, his dick still hard, rubbed his cockhead on her face, spreading the liquid all over her features.  
 
    All at once, the five men pointed at Denise and began to taunt her. “What a pathetic sissy!” one shouted. “She’s a worthless cock whore, that’s for sure!” said another. Their laughter echoed against the walls. 
 
    I saw the total defeat and despair in Denise’s face as the last tiny shred of her dignity and self-respect vanished. That sight sent me into yet another orgasm, and I arched my back and bellowed as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through me. Meanwhile, standing in the background with an approving look on her face was Victoria. A warm glow filled me as I realized that she was very, very pleased. 
 
      
 
    Round Five: Knockout 
 
      
 
    Denise and I married soon after that. She signed all her belongings over to me. I made arrangements for her to get breasts. She now works as an unpaid domestic servant for dominant men and couples. Her sense of identity has vanished. Nowadays she seems more like a remote control doll or toy than a human being, which delights me to no end. 
 
    I feared that the details of what Victoria and I did to Dennis would ruin my career as an MMA fighter. But just the opposite occurred. People started calling me Rose “Ballbuster” Black and I got offers to fight from venues all around the world. I still battle other women most of the time, but Victoria is encouraging me to take on men as well. She says that any woman who could destroy Dennis as effectively as I did is tougher than any male.  
 
    Is she right? Of course she is! Women were meant to rule over men and use them as slaves. Now our goal is to help the rest of the world accept this truth. Once it does, the fighting will be over and the victory celebration will begin.  
 
    In the meantime, I have to practice my kicking skills. Denise is hanging from the ceiling, waiting for me to bust her balls. It’ll be a fun workout! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   

 

 A Week in the Life of a Sissy Husband 
 
    by 
 
    Scarlett Redd 
 
      
 
    Sissy Jennifer knows she’s not allowed to touch herself. But she thinks she can break the rules and get away with it. Sadly for her, she’s dead wrong! 
 
      
 
    “No, mistress!” I shrieked as the whip tears into my flesh. “Have mercy!”  
 
    Her merciless laughter echoes against the cellar walls. “And why should I have mercy, Jennifer?” she says. “This is the third time I’ve caught you masturbating in the past year!” She raises the whip over her shoulder, preparing to strike again. “If you can’t control yourself, then perhaps a little discipline is what you need!”   
 
    She brings the lash down again, this time aiming for my right buttock. Unimaginable agony erupts in white-hot shocks through my nerves as the rawhide cord splits my tender skin. I feel blood run down the back of my thigh. A tormented scream rips from my throat, followed by weeping and blubbering. “I’m sorry,” I moan. “I’m sorry…please…” 
 
    She lets the whip fall to her side as she regards me with a long, sad look. Her sweat-drenched body glistens in the basement’s dim light. The black leather bodysuit she wears reveals every inch of her voluptuous form.  
 
    Her long, straight scarlet hair falls in cascades around her shoulders and reaches down to just above her perfectly shaped rear. Her emerald eyes glow with an inner fire that the ocean itself could never hope to quench. Even in my pain-wracked state, I cannot help but gaze upon her flawless form with wonder. She is beautiful in every possible way. 
 
    “Perhaps I should show mercy – this one time,” she says, her tone revealing a tinge of doubt. “Since it’s your birthday and all.” 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” I say. “I’m 30 years old today; remember?” 
 
    “I know, Jennifer,” she says, “I know.” She touches her chin with the fingers of her left hand as she looks upwards in thought, the yellowish bulb overhead reflecting off her exquisitely manicured scarlet nails. Seconds passed as she keeps me in suspense, like a cat toying with a bird it has caught. 
 
    “Very well, then, Jennifer,” she says, turning to hang the whip from a nearby hook. “I won’t flog you anymore today.” 
 
    “Oh, thank you, mistress!” I cry out. “Thank you, thank you!”  
 
    My relief turns to terror as I see her reach for a large, dark object leaning against the wall. My eyes bulge as I look at the immense paddle she holds in her hands. The rough-hewn wood is filled with gouges and splinters. I swallow hard. “No! No!” I plead. “Don’t spank me with that! Please!” 
 
    Mistress’s lips curl upwards in a wicked smile as she approaches me, whacking her left palm with the thick slab of wood she clutches in her right hand. “Come now, Jennifer,” she says with a slight chuckle. “It’s only appropriate for you to get a birthday spanking. 30 whacks for your 30 years on earth.” 
 
    I moan in despair as she rears back. Then, once more, intense agony radiates throughout my body as she beats my naked, vulnerable ass. She takes her time administering the blows, savoring the sight of my pitiful form as I swing from an oaken overhead timber like a slab of beef in a slaughterhouse. 
 
    ***** 
 
    “Did your wife lay into you this weekend, Jim?” asks my boss, a mocking grin on his face. “Is that why you have such a pathetic look on your face?” 
 
    “Yes, sir, Mr. Taylor,” I say. “She beat me for masturbating.” I sigh as my eyes fell to the floor. “That’s why I’m standing at my desk instead of sitting down.” 
 
    Mr. Taylor snorts. “You’re such a loser, Jim,” he says. “No real man would put up with the way that woman abuses you.” Then he nods at my chair. “But, loser or not, we have a strict rule here: everyone must sit while doing their work. Now plant your ass in that seat!” 
 
    “But, Mr. Taylor!” I cry out. “I can’t! It will hurt too much!” 
 
    He laughs. “I know, you little faggot!” he says. “That’s why I’m making you do it!” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” I say as I begin to comply. 
 
    “Wait!” Mr. Taylor says, his face lighting up as an idea comes to him. “Hey, everyone!” he shouts out to my co-workers. “Get over here! Ol’ Jim got his ass beat by his wife this weekend and I’m going to make him sit down!”   
 
    “Great!” says a tall, muscular man named Bob who loves to make fun of me. His desk is directly behind mine. 
 
    “Gotta see this!” Says Carol the receptionist, dropping her work and planting herself on the edge of my desk. Seconds later I am surrounded by a dozen of my fellow employees. Even the janitor leaves his cleaning cart to enjoy the show. 
 
    “Well, Jim?” Says Mr. Taylor. “Everyone’s here, so give them what they want!” 
 
    I feel the eyes of my co-workers on me as I stare at the hard wooden chair. “Please, Mr. Taylor!” I plead. “Don’t make me! It will hurt!” 
 
    “Shut up and sit down, you pathetic sissy!” shouts my boss.  
 
    “Yeah, you stupid wuss!” says Carol. “Get to it!” 
 
    “Plant your bitch ass in that chair, Jim!” says Bob, a sadistic leer on his face. 
 
    “Do it now,” adds Mr. Taylor. “Or you’re fired.” 
 
    I look around the room, hoping to see a merciful face; there is none. I try to sit down slowly and carefully, but Mr. Taylor places his wide, powerful hands on my shoulders and shoves me down onto the seat. I squeal as the nerves in my mangled ass blaze with pain.  
 
    The sound of my high-pitched, girlish shriek makes everyone roar with laughter. “What a sissy!” Bob shouts, pointing at me. The rest of the employees chortle their agreement. 
 
    ***** 
 
    “Of course you can have my number!” my wife says to the man who is flirting with her. “Here, I’ll write it on this napkin!”  
 
    “That’s great!” he says. “I think we’ll have lots of fun together!” 
 
    “I’m sure we will,” she says, handing him the tissue. He winks at her and walks away. 
 
    “Isn’t he hot, Jennifer?” my wife says, smiling at me. “I bet his cock is bigger than your entire body!” 
 
    “Yes, dear,” I say, my head hung low. 
 
    “Oh, come on, Jennifer,” she says, laughing at me. “You’re supposed to be happy; we’re celebrating your birthday – a few days after the fact maybe, but, hey, better late than never!” 
 
    “You’re right, dear,” I mumble, my eyes moist with tears of humiliation. 
 
    “Where’s the birthday boy?” asks the waitress who appears by our table. 
 
    “Right over there,” says my wife, pointing at me. 
 
    The waitress smirks. “Ha!” she says. “Looks more like a lady than any man I’ve ever met!” 
 
    “My husband is transsexual,” says my wife. “He’s transitioning towards becoming a woman.” 
 
    “Is that right, honey?” the woman says, her voice becoming tender. 
 
    “Yes,” I say, happy to hear a voice with a kind tone. 
 
    “That’s sweet,” she says. “Why made you realize you’re female?” 
 
    I start to speak, but my wife holds up her hand to silence me. “Jennifer has no desire to become a woman,” she says to the other woman. 
 
    “But I thought you said she’s transgender,” says the waitress. 
 
    “Oh, she is,” says my wife. “But not voluntarily. I’m forcing the whole thing on her, draining her manhood away in the process.” She nods at me. “Isn’t that right, Jennifer?” 
 
    “Yes, dear,” I say, the tears flowing freely now. 
 
    The waitress snorts. “Wow!” she says.  “Her voice takes on a mocking tone as she says to me, “I guess you’re just a pathetic wimp then, right?” 
 
    “Yes, mam,” I say. “My wife has turned me into a sissy queer.” I drop my head to the table as the two women laugh at me long and hard. 
 
    ***** 
 
    “Hurry up, Jennifer!” my wife shouts as I scurry about the room. “The guests will be here soon!” 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” I say, remembering to use the “M” word to address her when we’re in our home. One time I forgot to do so. That error cost me a testicle. 
 
    The doorbell rings. My wife answers the door, while I finish applying my makeup and making sure the seams of my stockings are straight. Seconds later I see the first group of guests arrive. One of them is my boss, another is the guy Bob from my office. There are two other men with them, both younger than me. Each is tall and has rugged good looks. I feel my pathetic little organ begin to twitch inside my soft, silken panties. 
 
    “Welcome!” says my wife, embracing each of the guests as they enter the home. Mister Taylor, slips his hand under her blouse to fondle one of her enormous breasts. She giggles as he feels her up. Then she gives him a quick peck on the lips. “They’ll be plenty of time for that later, honey,” she says.” You and the other guys have a seat on the sofa. Jennifer will serve you in a moment.” 
 
    The men take their places on the couch. I approach them with a silver platter that holds the sandwiches I made minutes before. “I hope you enjoy these,” I say as I present the food to the men. “I just prepared them.” The men grunt as they wrap their beefy hands around the food. I return a few seconds later with drinks for each of them. They guzzle the beverages like thirsty animals. 
 
    I stand nearby as they finished their drinks, then collect the glasses and take them to the kitchen. I return with a plate of various desserts: cookies, small slices of cake, and assorted pastries. They inhale the food while ignoring me. Then I freshen their beverages. “I hope you enjoyed the sandwiches,” I say. 
 
    “Whatever,” says one of the men, snickering at my co-worker Bob, who sits beside him. ” Is this hag always so mouthy?” He says, referring to me. Bob shakes his head, a sad smile on his face. “Pretty much,” he says. “I just tune her out most of the time.” Their words hit hard as a fist, but I restrain the urge to cry. Instead I scurry off to the kitchen, like a frightened mouse running from a predator. 
 
    When I return to the living room Bob has slipped his hand up under my wife’s skirt. She’s wearing no panties. “Oh, oh God,” she moans in pleasure, “that feels so good. Yeah, that’s it, baby. Run your finger right along my clit. God, you’re better at this than Jennifer could ever be.”  
 
    My face turns red with shame as my co-worker strokes my wife’s sex while I watch helplessly. But, along with my embarrassment, I feel deep arousal as my organ turns rock-hard.  
 
    I see the bulge between Bob’s legs and suddenly I feel thirsty. One of the other guests glances up at me and reads my mind. “Hey, Bob,” he says, “looks like that slut over there wants your man-shaft.” 
 
    Mister Taylor chimes in. “Yep, I’ve seen that look before. The little faggot wants to blow you, Bob!” 
 
    My wife is recovering from the orgasm Bob just gave her. I see her juices dribbling down the inside of her thighs as she sits in an armchair. The sight arouses me all the more. “Is that true, sweetie?” she says to me. “Do you want to blow Bob?” 
 
    My heart pounds against my chest as I say, “yes, please. I want to suck his organ while everyone watches.” 
 
    The people in the room look at Bob and laugh. He stands and begins loosening his belt. “Well, then,” he says, “get over here and get to work, you stupid whore!” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” I say, the eagerness evident in my voice. I feel hormones rushing through me as I approach the man who was so recently running his hands along my wife’s legs. As I stand before him my eyes meet his. 
 
    “Jennifer!” screams my wife. “You know better than to look a man in the eye!” Leaping to her feet, she dashes across the room and slaps me hard. I see stars as I stagger around the room, my legs turning to rubber.  
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” I say, rubbing the side of my head where she struck me. “I’m sorry. You’re right.”  
 
    “I don’t give a damn if you’re sorry,” says my wife. “You’re wasting everyone’s time. Now get over here and start sucking Bob. And make sure you swallow every drop of his come, or I’ll beat you worse than I did last weekend!” 
 
    I stumble over to my co-worker and fall to my knees. Kneeling on the hard wood floor hurts, but I’m too horny to care. As I look at Bob’s swollen shaft, I realize I want it more than anything in the world. I flick my tongue along his glans. I hear him sigh as he as he arches his back. “Yes,” he says. “That’s a good sissy.” 
 
    I drink in the faint praise as I continue to pleasure him. I run my tongue along the length of his penis, swirling it around the circumference of his shaft. Then my lips brush against the head, and I swallow the organ whole. I feel its tip against the back of my throat as I begin to work my mouth back and forth, back and forth. 
 
    “Attagirl, Jennifer!” shouts my wife in approval. “Show us what you can do!” 
 
    Spurred on by my wife’s words, I reach up to Bob’s scrotum, running my fingers along his nut sac. This elicits a moan of pleasure from him that encourages me. So I stroke his upper thighs with one hand while running the other hand along his right ass cheek. Silence falls across the room as my wife and the guests watch me go to work. 
 
    I’m doing it, I think to myself. I’m pleasuring him! 
 
    My head bobs back and forth with increasing speed as I work on bringing my co-worker to orgasm. Then, with a lustful cry, he grabs the back of my head and forces it forward, impaling my mouth on his shaft as he climaxes. White-hot sperm spurts out of his head, spraying my tonsils and drooling down my throat.  
 
    He keeps pumping out his man-juice as his orgasm goes on and on. It fills my mouth and dribbles down my chin. A single drop touches the floor. I bend over, lapping it up greedily like a bitch in heat. As I gulp his liquids down my throat, I feel my thirst being quenched. 
 
    “Well, well, well,” Bob says as he catches his breath, “That wasn’t half-bad!” He begins to zip up his jeans. 
 
    “Wait!” cries my wife, reaching out to grab his hand before he can put his penis away. “Before you do that, why don’t you give Jennifer a nice cream pie for her efforts?” She strokes the back of my head, like a pet owner praising a favored dog. “After all, she deserves it.” 
 
    “Good idea,” says Bob. “Hold your head up, slut.” As I do, he runs the end of his semi-flaccid shaft along my face, coating it in the residues of his recent climax. I feel a rush of pride, knowing he has honored me in this way. 
 
    “Good girl, Jennifer,” says my wife. “Now clean yourself up and bring out the toy box.” She looks at the guests with a wicked smile. “It’s time for the entertainment to begin.” I go to the bathroom, reapply my makeup, and go to the hall closet to retrieve a medium-sized wooden box. The container is a little heavy for my girly muscles to support, but I manage to bring it into the living room and set it on a side table. 
 
    Mistress brushes past me, takes one of the keys hanging around her neck, and inserts it into the hasp, opening the box. She takes out a pair of gleaming silver handcuffs. A rush of fear courses through me as I see her holding the manacles. “Oh, Mistress,” I say, my voice trembling, “Do you plan to use those tonight?” 
 
    “Shut up, Jennifer!” She snaps. I fold my hands in front of me and clamp my mouth shut. She hands the cuffs to one of the guests. “Terry,” she says, “you’re pretty tall. Can you hook these through that iron ring?” She points at a circular piece of metal dangling from the ceiling. 
 
    “I’m sure I can,” he says, taking them from my wife. He has to reach up on his tip toes, but he is able to lock one end of the cuffs into the ring hanging from the ceiling. I watch him, my stomach churning as I realize what Mistress has in mind.  
 
    My wife looks at me with a concerned expression. “What’s the matter, Christie?” She says, clucking her tongue. “Not in the mood for a little torture tonight?” 
 
    “Well – well, I,” I stammer and struggle for the right words to say. “It’s just that – well, I’m still recovering from last week’s spanking and all.” 
 
    “That’s right,” says Mistress. “Well, I wish I could give you a little more time to get over your last beating. But our guests are here tonight, and it would be rude to not entertain them, don’t you agree?” I just drop my head and nod in silence, knowing that any resistance I show will only make her punish me more. 
 
    “Very good then!” she says. Then she looks at one of the guests I’ve never met. He’s a muscular African-American with broad shoulders and thick arms. “Tyrone,” says my wife, “I hate to ask you to touch my husband’s weak, quivering flesh. But, if you could give Jennifer a boost, I promise you an amazing reward afterward.” 
 
    “Hey, you don’t have to ask me twice!” says the burly black man. He wraps his arms around my waist and lifts me off the floor. 
 
    “Very good,” says Mistress. “Now Jennifer, slip your wrist into that handcuff and lock it tight - and I do mean ‘tight,’” she adds for emphasis. 
 
    “Mistress, please!” I say, looking down on her and begging for mercy. “Don’t do this!” 
 
    “Do it now, Jennifer,” says my wife. Her face is as hard as flint and her voice has a note of finality to it. “You know what will happen if you don’t.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” I say, slipping my hand into the open end of the handcuffs and locking the steel tight around my wrist. 
 
    “Now, Tyrone,” says Mistress, “just let her go. Don’t worry about being gentle; just drop her like a bad habit.” 
 
    “You got it,” says the man holding me aloft. He releases me and my body falls. The steel circle around my right wrist stops my descent with a jolt, sending hot shocks of pain through my arm. I scream as I hang suspended from the ceiling, my toes inches above the floor. I feel something snap in my upper arm, and I fear that, once again, I’ve dislocated my shoulder. 
 
    My wife and the guests laugh as they hear me cry out. “Poor baby!” says Mistress. “She can’t take it!” 
 
    “Always was a wimp,” says my boss, grinning at my tortured condition. 
 
    For what feels like forever I hang from the ceiling, my helpless form twirling slowly, like a pig being roasted in a spit. Then Mistress turns to the box, this time taking out a coil of thin wire attached to a round wooden handle. “Feast your eyes on this, gentlemen,” she says, unraveling the length of metal cable for everyone to see. “I made this myself. While the wire is thin, I assure you it does its job well.”” 
 
     I hear whistles of admiration. “That’s nice work!” Says Bob. “You’re a talented lady!” 
 
    “Thank you, kind sir,” she says, bowing towards him. Then she turns her attention to me. I hear the wire whistle through the air as she begins twirling it above her head. As it rotates faster the air begins to shriek. I close my eyes, awaiting the first blow. 
 
    “Remember, Jennifer,” my wife says, “you can’t hide anything from me. I noticed you had a hard-on when you were blowing Bob. You know I’ve forbidden you to have erections. Well now, my dear, sweet husband, you’re going to pay for defying me.” 
 
    I hear the wire whipping through the air faster and faster. I feel a wave of heat from the friction. But still the first blow doesn’t come. For a moment I hope against hope that it’s all a bluff, that she’ll release me from the bonds and send me to my bedroom to rest and recover. Perhaps this one time she’ll show mercy. 
 
    Then the cord finds its mark as its tip strikes my scrotum. I scream and shriek and blubber at the unimaginable pain. The guests, aroused by seeing me suffer, cheer my wife on. She strikes again. This time the whip opens up the skin on the edge of my penis. 
 
    “Help!” I cry out. “Someone please help me!” My cry falls on deaf ears, though, as Mistress spins the cord above her head then lashes out again. This time the wire rips across my abdomen. Again I scream. Again the guests laugh. Again Mistress looks up at me with a maniacal expression, savoring every moment of my torment. She whips me over and over and over. 
 
    My brain fogs over from the torture as Mistress, breathing hard, lays the whip on the floor beside her. She looks at our four male guests. “God,” she says, “this is getting me seriously horny! How about you studs come over here and fuck me?” She lies on the floor and spreads her legs, the fabric of her short skirt parting to reveal her sex in all its glory. Even in my bruised and battered state, I gaze in awe at her body. 
 
    “I’ll hop on that,” says Tyrone, sliding out of his slacks and revealing his massive Nubian organ. In a flash he’s on top of my wife, thrusting deep into her essence. It only takes moments for him to reach climax. Grunting and groaning, he ejects his seed deep into my wife’s willing body.  
 
    Bob follows after him, my boss after that, and finally the man named Terry has his way with her. Meanwhile I hang helplessly from the ceiling by one arm, watching the spectacle and feeling the utter shame and humiliation to which they are all subjecting me. And, somewhere underneath all the pain and degradation, I realize that I’m enjoying it. 
 
    At the end of the night the men unshackle my wrist and lower me from the ceiling. Mistress bids them all a fond good night, after thanking them for a good time and letting each of them have a last good feel of her body. Then she carries me to my bedroom, lays me tenderly on the mattress, and rubs salve into my open wounds. 
 
    “I talked to your boss tonight”, she says as she’s applying the creams. “He says you can have the next several weeks off while you recover from tonight’s fun.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress,” I whisper. 
 
    “Don’t mention it, sweetie,” she says. “It’s what any good wife would do.” She pulls the blanket over me and gives me a gentle kiss on the forehead. “Rest well, my love,” she says as she leaves the room and turns out the light. 
 
    “Good night, my darling,” I say with my last ounce of energy. Then I fall asleep, knowing I will dream of her, my beloved wife, owner, and mistress, as I rest. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Forced Feminization Confessions 
 
    By 
 
    Scarlett Redd 
 
      
 
    People love telling Mistress Scarlett their secrets! In this all-new collection, you’ll find 20 sizzling-hot confessions she has received over the past 10 years. The names have been changed, but the events are all true-to-life. Each retelling will give you a first-hand look at how any man can be transformed into a feminized plaything at the hands of a powerful woman.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    FEMINIZED CUCKOLD HUSBAND DESCRIBES WIFE’S HARDCORE DOMINATION AND HUMILIATION TECHNIQUES 
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
    “It’s like a limp carrot,” said my wife Sherry. “Small, soft and only fit for the garbage can.” 
 
    “I can see that,” said her lover Tyrone as he slipped one of his strong, burly hands under her sweater to fondle her breasts. “But I think it’s more like a Vienna sausage: short, tiny, and not worth putting in your mouth - or anywhere else.” 
 
    “What do you think it’s like, honey?” said my wife with a giggle just before giving Tyrone a deep, passionate kiss. 
 
    “It’s useless,” I said, tears streaming down my cheeks as I looked down at my tiny, flaccid cock. “Like me.”  
 
    “Truer words were never spoken!” said Sherry. “Luckily, I’ve got a real man here to take care of me!” She gave Tyrone a longing look as she stroked his massive, muscular chest. I wept like a little girl as she removed her sweater and unhooked her bra, giving Tyrone full access to her body. The pair fell onto the bed, their limbs tangled together in lustful union as they kissed and sucked and nibbled at each other’s perfect forms.  
 
    As for me, my wrists and ankles were chained to the walls of the bedroom, my pink sissy panties pulled down around my thighs. A sign hung from my neck that said I’M A WORTHLESS SISSY HUSBAND WHO CAN’T GET IT UP. I felt my penis tingling as it tried desperately to get hard. But, no matter how much I focused on becoming erect, my organ hung limp and lifeless between my legs.  
 
    Sherry got on her knees and ran her tongue down the gargantuan length of Tyrone’s manliness, making the ebony bodybuilder gasp. He sank his fingers into her honey-blond hair and forced her to take in the full length of his superior black cock. She did so willingly, swallowing the horse-like shaft with amazing ease. Watching the huge African use my wife for his pleasure reminded me of my utter lack of manhood. I hung my head in shame, surrendering to the despair and degradation washing over me like a tidal wave. 
 
    The scene I’m describing for you, Mistress Scarlett, is typical of what happens in my home on Friday nights. That’s when my wife indulges her voracious sexual appetite with one or more lovers while I watch helplessly.  
 
    Do I sound like the sorriest excuse for a man on earth? Well, that’s exactly what I am. I’m a 40-year-old crossdressing sissy with a 25-year-old dominant wife who never tires of humiliating me. I was interested in forced feminization before Sherry and I met. But she has taken my curiosity and pushed it farther than I ever imagined, demolishing my masculine identity while taking every opportunity to show me who’s boss in our house. 
 
    Sherry and I met three years ago at a meet-and-greet for members of the local BDSM community. We clicked instantly. She’s a passionate domme with strong sadistic and cuckolding tendencies. She’s also tall and beautiful, with natural blond hair, DD breasts, long, shapely legs, and a curvy figure that’s tight and lean without a hint of flab.  
 
    The only thing I brought to the table was my money and a willingness to endure whatever she chooses to dish out. I’m thin, short and bald, with spindly limbs and pale skin. I tried to please Sherry in bed, but my clumsy lovemaking skills and tiny penis just couldn’t get the job done. So, when I proposed, she said, “I’ll marry you, but only if I’m in charge. You’ll just have to get used to me calling the shots. If that doesn’t work for you, then I’ll find another rich man to take care of me. But you’ll never get another woman with my looks, even if you did inherit $10 million.” 
 
    Her words it me like a baseball bat against my skull; they were so cold and cruel! But they also turned me on. So I meekly agreed to her conditions. That was when my life as a man ended forever. I’m now Sissy Rebecca, Sherry’s full-time slave and sissy maid. I cook her meals, clean the house, and massage Susan’s perfect body as she lounges beside the swimming pool.  
 
    Sherry’s unbelievably gorgeous in a swimsuit, a fact that draws men to our house like flies. They hang around just outside the gate that surrounds our property and shout things like, “Wow! That’s the finest looking woman I’ve ever seen!”  She laughs and thanks them for the compliments. Sometimes she struts alongside the fence, shaking her perfect ass and giant boobs while they stomp their feet and cheer. Every so often she rips off her top and gives them a good look at her boobs. 
 
    Last week she let them reach through the fence. They grabbed her breasts and ran their hands down her legs. Afterwards she ordered me to thank the men for admiring her. “Who the fuck are you?” one of them asked. 
 
    “I’m Sissy Rebecca, Sherry’s sissy maid and slave husband,” I said, my cheeks turning red with shame. The men doubled over in laughter. One of them stuck his hands through the bars and grabbed my nut sac, clamping down on it with a fierce grip and twisting it hard. I fell to my knees and shrieked in pain.  
 
    “Please, sir!” I begged the stranger. “Have mercy!” That just made them laugh harder. Sherry laughed too, then invited the men into our home. I spent the next hour serving them drinks and snacks. After that, Sherry led them into our bedroom, where they took turns fucking her.  
 
    Seeing the men make love to my wife turned me on. I wanted them to screw my sissy ass, but they said I wasn’t worthy of receiving their seed. However, a couple of them did let me suck their cocks, which I enjoyed very much. After they came in my mouth, they rubbed their cock heads all over my face, coating me in their sperm. I lapped it up with my tongue, like a dog. It was delicious!  
 
    Later that evening Sherry paddled my balls and fucked my ass with a block of rough-sawn wood till I screamed and blubbered for mercy. My wife says I’m a stupid sissy queer who deserves everything I get. She’s right. But I’m also very happy with our life together and wouldn’t trade it for anything. 
 
    Your Worthless Sissy Slave, 
 
    Rebecca 
 
    Denver, Colorado 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    DEMANDING DAUGHTER TURNS HER FATHER INTO WHIMPERING, CROSSDRESSING SLAVE 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
    My daughter has ordered me to write this letter to you. I’m grateful to have the chance to contact another human being. Usually Brandy forbids me to speak to others at all. It’s part of the way she controls every aspect of my life. 
 
    I’m a 40 year old trans person in the process of transitioning to full womanhood. I already have breasts. They’re immense - well beyond a normal D cup. Soon I’ll go under the knife to lose my cock and balls forever. Brandy says she will turn me into a street whore once I have a vagina. She will be my pimp and take every penny I make, but she will give me some food and a spot on the floor to sleep at night. She will buy my makeup, clothing, and other essentials. I suppose this arrangement is the best I can hope for at this point. My chances of ever living as a man again are pretty much nil. 
 
    Brandy started me on my forced feminization journey two years ago, when she caught me with my boyfriend at a hotel on the other side of town. I have been gay as long as I can remember, but I lived in denial of my orientation while carrying on a marriage and all the outward signs of a normal straight life. Brandy says she always suspected I was queer but she didn’t try to prove it until I cut off her access to my credit cards when she turned 20.  
 
    That sent her on a mission to destroy me. She began by revealing my orientation to my wife, who promptly left me. Brandy then persuaded her boyfriend, a 21 year old college jock, to humiliate me by starting a fight and soundly kicking my ass while my lover watched. After seeing how poorly I fared he deserted me too. “I like real men, not little pussies who can’t defend themselves,” he told me before he walked out of my life forever. 
 
    I’m not sure if my urge to dress as a woman came from my own mind or if Brandy planted the desire in me. She says she plays mind control CDs in my bedroom while I sleep. Over time the messages have worn down my masculine identity and transformed me into a feminized sissy.  
 
    After months of her humiliating domination of me I finally surrendered to my submissive, crossdressing longings. Brandy guided me each step of the way, keeping my body smooth and selecting my outfits. She also forces me to wear a chastity device that keeps my cock bent sideways all the time. I can only pee sitting down, and even then with great pain. I tell Brandy how much the cage hurts, but she just smiles and tells me I have to take whatever she dishes out. 
 
    Brandy recently arranged a new marriage for me to her bisexual boss, a fashion designer who plans to turn her into a famous model. He’s a physical and emotional sadist and enjoys inserting pins and needles throughout my body, especially my balls. I’ll be glad when I finally get a pussy; my genitals are in constant pain and I’m ready for the doctor to cut them off. I’m sure my husband will still find ways to torment me, though. I’ve searched for clit and vagina torture videos online. Watching them terrifies me. I shiver when I picture those clamps and probes cutting into my new genitals. 
 
    I have to go now because Brandy’s boyfriend will soon arrive – yes, the same man who beat me up. I will blow his cock until it’s throbbing, then guide it into Brandy’s waiting pussy. My life is all about her pleasure and my pain, and I know I’ll never escape her control. 
 
    Sissy Cheryl 
 
    Boston, MA 
 
      
 
      
 
    SADISTIC WIFE HUMILIATES SISSY HUSBAND AT A LOCAL BIKER'S BAR 
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
    My name is Jackie Purcell. I’m a dominant wife with strong sadistic urges; in other words, I'm a cruel, heartless bitch. I love finding new ways to humiliate my sissy husband. I came up with one of my best ideas a few weeks ago when I visited a biker’s bar on the other side of town on a Thursday night. There I met four members of a local gang called the Devil’s Disciples. They were so manly with their rippling muscles and black leather jackets, nothing like my pathetic spouse Jill!  
 
    One of them bought me a drink and kept me company as I nursed it, just like a gentleman should. After that, I let the foursome screw my brains out right there in the bar as I leaned against a pool table. It was nice having real men fuck me. There’s nothing like the feel of a biker’s calloused hands fondling and squeezing my boobs while he pounds me with his rock-hard tool! I came multiple times, then got on my hands and knees and blew each of the men till he sprayed his sweet jism down my throat. One of the nice bar maids recorded the whole thing so I could enjoy watching it later.  
 
    After an hour of raw animal sex, I bought beers for my new friends. As we sat around a table, I told them how I had cuckolded and feminized my husband. They snickered when I described how Jill, formerly Bill, prances around the house in a French maid uniform doing the cooking and housekeeping. I showed them pictures of his red, swollen nut sack after a good hard paddling; I keep the images on my phone. That made them double over in laughter. 
 
    “What a pussy!” said one of them, a guy named Spike. “I’d love to make her watch us screw the hell out of you. I bet she’d weep like a baby right then and there!”  
 
    “Hey,” I said. “Let’s do it! I’ll bring Jill here and make her watch us!” The guys shouted their approval and promised to be there at 10 PM Saturday night. I was so excited I bought a round for the house, using one of Jill’s credit cards of course. I had to call a cab to take me home afterwards. Not only was I drunk, I was too damn sore to drive. That’s what a good hard fucking will do to a girl! 
 
    Jill was watching a chick flick on TV when I got home. The house was filled with a delightful aroma; she was baking cookies. 
 
    “Hello, darling,” I said, approaching her. 
 
    “Good evening, Mistress Carol,” she said with a nice curtsy. “I hope you enjoyed your evening out. I am preparing some chocolate chip desserts for your enjoyment.” 
 
    I smiled as I turned off the TV and slid onto the couch beside her. “Thank you, Jill!” I said, using my sweetest tone. “I’m so lucky to have a spouse as thoughtful as you.” 
 
    She eyed me suspiciously, fear evident in her face. “Did I do something wrong, mistress?” she asked with a quiver in her voice. “You rarely praise me unless you’re setting me up for some horrid punishment.”  
 
    I laughed. “Of course not!” I said, taking her hand. “No, quite the opposite, in fact. You’ve been so good lately that I want to give you a special reward. This Saturday night I’m going to take you out for a lovely dinner, just the two of us. I’ll even let you buy that outfit you’ve been begging for, the navy blue one with all the laces and frills.” 
 
    “Thank you, mistress!” cried Jill, clasping her hands together. “I’ve been dreaming of having that dress for months!” 
 
    “I know, my darling,” I said, stroking her cheek with my fingers. “Afterwards, I’ll even release your little toy from its cage and let you play with it for a full 60 seconds. You might actually get to cum if you try hard enough!” 
 
      
 
    Jill’s mouth dropped open. She looked at me with adoring eyes. “I’m speechless, mistress,” she said, her eyes glowing. “You’re not cruel at all. In fact, you’re kind and considerate to me!” 
 
    “How nice of you to notice,” I said. The dinging of a bell from the kitchen interrupted our conversation. “That must be the oven timer,” I said. “Why don’t you take out the cookies and let them cool? You may have one of them for yourself, as long as you promise to purge yourself later on. I'll enjoy the rest myself over the next few days.”  
 
    Jill’s face glistened as tears of joy filled her eyes. “You’re the most wonderful wife in the world!” she cried, then hopped to her feet and rushed to the kitchen. I climbed the stairs and went to bed, keeping my composure until I shut the door behind me. Then I laughed long and hard. “What a stupid, pathetic wimp!” I said as I pictured the fun I would have come Saturday night. I was so aroused by the thought that I had to masturbate three times before I could drift off to sleep. Talk about having a sore clit! 
 
    The next two days rushed by and before I knew it Saturday afternoon had arrived. Jill was taking a long, relaxing bubble bath in the tub. Over the past three years I have kept her on a strict diet, so her body is quite slim. It’s also very smooth thanks to the hormones I inject into her. I made her get breast implants and facial feminization surgery last Christmas, so she’s one of the most feminine looking sissies I have ever seen.  
 
    The only sign that she was once a man is her “cock,” which I have kept locked in chastity for over a year. I milk her balls twice monthly, both for her health and because I love the sound of her screams as I crush her nuts between my fingers. The semen oozes from her piss-slit like goo squeezed out of a package of dough. I catch the liquid in a small plastic cup, then make her drink every drop. Afterwards she eats my cunt till I spurt my lady-juices all over her face.  
 
    I then tell her she’s a stupid, useless slut and spank her till she begs for mercy. It’s one of my favorite family rituals. Jill isn’t quite as fond of it as I am, strangely. It’s no wonder we’re childless, since it takes a man to knock a lady up and Jill is anything but.  
 
      
 
    I patted Jill dry as she got out of the bathtub, then told her to shave her legs. I watched as she ran the pink razor up and down those lovely gams of hers. She also shaved her chest and arms. All the estrogen swimming in her bloodstream keeps her body hair very fine.  
 
    “All finished?” I asked her as she looked at me, her body freshly scrubbed and smelling vaguely like coconut. 
 
    “Yes, dear,” she said with an idiotic grin on her face.  
 
    “Well, then,” I said, “go lay down on the bed and wait for me. I’ll be right there.” 
 
    “Yes, dear,” she said. 
 
    I looked through her wardrobe, picking out the daintiest, most prissy items she owned. I wanted her to look like the world’s biggest, sluttiest sissy when she walked through the door of the bar. I settled on a pair of white stockings, a matching garter belt, black high heels, a bra with push-up cups, and a fake gold bracelet for her wrist. As for her outer garments, I would permit her to wear her blue dress, just as I had promised. I knew it would be in shreds once the Devil's Disciples were through with her.  
 
    “Raise your legs, Jill,” I said to her as I entered the bedroom. She did so, and I slid one of the stockings down her calf and along her buttery-smooth thigh. I followed up with the other leg. Her cock twitched in its trap as she gasped with pleasure. Move around all you like, little worm, I thought. You’ll get no pleasure tonight.  
 
    “Ohhh, mistress,” said Jill. “The sheer fabric feels so good next to my skin!” 
 
    I made her stand as I attached her garter belt and hooked the straps to her stockings. I let her put her panties on herself, then I draped her bra straps over her shoulders and hooked it in back. I sat her down at the vanity and began applying her makeup.  
 
      
 
    I made her lips scarlet, added blush to her cheeks, and used lots of black liner and blue eye shadow to give her face a “two-dollar hooker” look. I added thick fake lashes for a finishing touch. I figured the bikers would like that. 
 
    I curled Jill’s shoulder length, platinum blond hair in a ditzy style reminiscent of Anna Nicole Smith. I let he slip into her new dress and looked with satisfaction at the final results. She looked like a slutty secretary who works for a sleazy politician, the kind who spends more giving head than taking notes.  
 
    “Wow” I shouted as she posed for me. “You’re a vision!” 
 
    She blushed like a school girl. “Do you really think so?” she asked. 
 
    “Of course, silly,” I said. “Now get your purse. Our dinner reservations are at 10.” She trailed after me as we left the house, like a mongrel pup following its owner down the street.  
 
    “If I may ask, mistress,” she asked as I pulled out of the driveway, “where are we going to eat?” 
 
    “Why?” I said as I glanced in her direction. “Are you criticizing my taste in restaurants?” 
 
    “Oh, no, dear!’ she cooed. “As a stupid sissy, I would never dare to do that!” 
 
    “Are you sure, Jill?” I said with an accusatory tone. “I think you’re defying your mistress. I think you might need a little punishment.” 
 
    “I swear I meant no disrespect!” Jill cried. “I’m just curious. After all, 10 PM is quite late to have dinner.” 
 
    I slammed on the brake pedal without warning, making Jill’s frail body catapult forward. She shrieked and covered her face with her arms. “Please, mistress!” she screamed. “I’ll be a good sissy! I’m sorry I asked a question! Don’t punish me!” 
 
    I gave her an angry glare. “Now you’re telling me what to do, eh? My, you have become quite defiant as of late.” She said nothing in return, just cowered in her seat and regarded me with terror-stricken eyes. I let her stew for a few seconds, then patted her knee as I gave her a reassuring smile. “But I’ll overlook it this time. Now settle back and enjoy the ride. We’ll be at our destination soon.”  
 
    She unwound and relaxed as we continued the half hour ride to the biker bar. Good, I thought. Just chill, sweetheart. I want your defenses down when you get your big surprise.  
 
    Jill remained silent as I turned off the main road and headed down the side street that led to the club. Her lips parted as she began to say something. Then, thinking better of it, she clamped her mouth tight. Her eyes grew wide when we pulled up in front of the shabby building that housed the bar. The streets were dirty and debris filled the gutters. Pale yellowish light filtered through the window blinds. The sign above the door read The Devil’s Den. A flashing neon sign said BEER AND GIRLS. Best of all, I counted two dozen Harley Davidsons parked outside.  
 
    Jill’s in for quite a shock! I thought. She will remember the humiliation and pain of this night forever. My pussy dripped with excitement, filling the car with a musky scent. I pulled into a spot and killed the engine. “Here we are, sweetie,” I said. “I hope you’ve got a big appetite, cause you’re going to have your mouth full tonight!” 
 
    Jill’s eyes darted around as she took in her surroundings. She whimpered, looked at me in panic, and quaked like a leaf blowing in a hurricane. “Where are we?” she asked. “This isn’t a restaurant! This is a biker hangout!” She clutched my shoulder and began shaking my arm. “Please, mistress!” she squealed. “Take me home! Please!” 
 
    “Shut up!” I shouted, backhanding her across the face. “Get out of the car now! Or I’ll spank your balls till they burst!”  
 
    Jill dropped her head, sobbing in despair as she said, “yes, mistress. I will obey.” She shuffled out of the car and stood alongside it, her hands folded in front of her. I walked over and looked in her eyes, smiling with satisfaction as I saw they had glazed over. They always do that when Jill feels trapped and helpless. A wave of sadistic joy swept through me as I drank in the wondrous sight like erotic nectar. Taking her by the arm, I half lead/half dragged her to the bar.  
 
    A roar of lust-crazed approval greeted me as I entered the bar. The four bikers who had fucked me two nights before walked up to me. I gave each of them a big hug, the smell of their muscular, sweaty frames stoking the flames of my desire.  Spike leered as he grabbed my crotch. “This thing is wet, boys!” he said to the crowd. “I think Jackie here is happy to see us!” I laughed and gave him an affectionate peck on the cheek. Then I grabbed hold of Jill's arm, dragging her forward. “Boys,” I said, “This is my sissy spouse. Feel free to use her however you like!” 
 
    “Well, well, well,” said one of the bikers, a huge bald man named Rex, as he sauntered forth from the rear of the crowd. “She's as fine a piece of sissy ass as I have ever seen, and I saw plenty when I was in prison!” He wrapped his big, meaty paws under her chin and jerked her head up, eyeing her like a raw steak tossed to a pack of wild dogs. “Face aint bad,” he said. He reached out with his other hand, squeezing one of her massive boobs. “What the fuck?” the biker said. “This bitch has a rack on her!” I saw a trace of a smile cross Jill's face at the crude compliment. “What's your name, sweet thing?” he asked. 
 
    Jill mouthed some indecipherable comment under her voice. Rex shook his head, gave her a hard stare, and said, “Look, bitch, I said tell me your name!” 
 
    I slapped her on the side of the head, making her stagger. “Tell the nice man your name! Now!” 
 
    “My name is Jill, sir,” she said. “I'm my wife's feminized sissy slave.”  
 
    Rex nodded. “Now that's better!” he said. “Tell me, Jill, do you like to suck cock?” 
 
      
 
    The question made Jill's face brighten. “Yes, sir,” she said. “I like sucking a man's cock very much.” 
 
    “Excellent!” said Rex, loosening his belt and letting his jeans fall around his ankles. “Get on your knees, slut. I've got a meaty treat for you!”  
 
    “Yes sir!” said Jill gleefully. She fell to her knees as Rex exposed his shaft for everyone to see. Just looking at it made my throat hurt. It was at least 12 inches long, thick and cut, with pearly drops of pre-cum glistening on its head. Jill looked at me with a pleading expression. “May I suck the big man's cock, mistress?” she asked.  
 
    “Feel free!” I said. “Just make sure you use your tongue and throat muscles the way that prostitute showed you!”  
 
    “Yes, mistress!” said Jill, wrapping her lips around Rex's Godzilla-sized rod. The biker's eyes grew wide as he arched his back. Jill inhaled as much of the biker's love-muscle as she could fit into her sissy mouth. I watched her red lipstick smear the length of the oversize cock as she threw herself into the task. 
 
    “Oh...oh god,” said Rex, wrapping his hands around the back of Jill's head and moving it back and forth in a bobbing motion. Silence fell across the bar as the bikers crowded around to watch. I stood nearby, glowing with pride at how well I had trained my sissy. She was going down on Rex like a real pro. She traced the outline of a huge purplish vein with a manicured fingernail, then stroked his balls softly. Rex moaned in pleasure as Jill worked him to a heart-pounding orgasm. 
 
    Minutes later, with a mighty thrust, the biker's cock erupted in a volcano-like climax. I watched, fascinated and a little jealous, as cum gushed straight into Jill's willing mouth. She gulped the liquid as if she was dying of thirst. Then she swirled her tongue around the head of the cock, licking it clean. It was a thing of beauty! 
 
    When it was all over, Rex pulled up his pants, turned to the assembled crowd, and said, “let's hear it for Jill, boys! She's a first-class sissy!” Cheers exploded from those assembled, then the bikers lined up so Jill could blow each of them. By the time it was over she was drenched in sweat and struggling for breath, but she also wore a huge grin. I was so happy for her. 
 
    At some point, I felt Spike's hands tearing my clothes off. I let him do it, longing to feel his touch against my body. Jill had just blown him to a body-shaking orgasm, but he was already hard as a stone. I bellowed in animal lust as he pounded me like a slab of meat, then closed my eyes in blissful ecstasy as he filled me with his man-seed.  
 
    A lot of other things happened that night, Mistress Scarlett, too many to mention here. Jill did indeed watch the bikers fuck me; and, as I predicted, shame covered her face. But she was a good sissy and accepted the humiliation in silence.  
 
    Jill and I staggered from the bar as the sun was just peeking over the horizon. We got in my car and I drove us home. Once we got there, Jill and I collapsed into bed side by side. As we lay there overwhelmed with fatigue, she asked me, “mistress, my I touch myself now?” 
 
    I laughed. “Seeing other men fuck me turns you on, doesn't it, my pet? You enjoy being degraded that way.” 
 
    “Very much so, mistress,' she said. “I'm a gutless sissy who could never please a woman on my own. I have to let real men satisfy my wife.” 
 
    I gave her a glowing smile, fondled the golden key hanging around my neck, and said, “Maybe I'll let you play with yourself tonight. For now, go to sleep. You've earned a few hour's rest. Later I'll whip you for being such a dirty slut with those bikers.” 
 
    “Thank you, my goddess,” she said, closing her eyes and drifting off into slumber-land. I looked at my sissy husband with warm affection, glad to have such a docile and obedient slave. She truly makes my life complete.  
 
    Dominantly Yours, 
 
    Jackie Purcell 
 
    Atlanta, Georgia 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Jackie, 
 
    Thank you so much for your marvelous letter! I must say, you have an amazing grasp of the mistress/slave relationship. You've wiped every trace of dignity and masculinity from Jill, transforming her into the ideal brainwashed sissy. 
 
    It sounds like she has indeed earned a few moment's pleasure. Nonetheless, I urge you to keep her cock firmly encased in chastity, for two reasons. One, it will give you sadistic pleasure. And two...well, I guess that first reason is all you need!  Thanks again for your note and I wish you all the best. 
 
    Warm Regards, 
 
    Mistress Scarlet 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PATHETIC SISSY HUSBAND LOVES BEING HUMILIATED BY CONTROLLING WIFE 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
      
 
    My name is Jill. I am a worthless slut and the devoted slave of my wife Jackie. My dear spouse is always looking for ways to remind me of my inferiority, which is good because we sissies are stupid and forgetful. Recently she took me to a bikers' bar, where I had the privilege of servicing two dozen real men with my mouth and ass. It was a sissy's dream come true! 
 
      
 
    When we first arrived at the bar I was petrified. But mistress wisely forced me to enter the club, where she offered me to the gang as a present. As a cock-loving slut, I was in heaven with so many strong, ruthless men to use me. I blew each of the men to orgasm, then licked up every drop of their manliness, just as I should.  
 
      
 
    Afterwards the bikers took turn fucking my wife, which is good because my pathetic cock is far too soft and small to do the job. At one point my wife lifted the edge of my dress and dropped my panties, showing the men my worthless organ in its chastity cage. Tears of shame rolled down my face as they bellowed in laughter. Mistress said I deserved the humiliation for being such a pathetic loser. She must be right, because she's a real woman and I'm a brainless, feminized bimbo. 
 
      
 
    My favorite part of the evening was when several of the men took me to a back room, where they drew cards to be the first one to fuck me. A man named Killer won the bet. He cut a hole in the rear of my panties with his hunting knife, then shoved his organ deep into my queer little ass. He was so big I screamed, but he made me shut up by holding the blade to my throat as he fucked me. I was so terrified I could do nothing but submit.  
 
      
 
    At the time, I thought what he did was wrong, but mistress explained later that Killer did me a wonderful favor by honoring me with his massive cock. I should have realized that at the time, but, as I said, I'm just a stupid sissy whore. 
 
      
 
    After Killer fucked me the other men each took a turn. By the time they were through they had ruptured my sphincter and sent me into shock, which was my fault of course for not relaxing and just letting them use me as they saw fit. Mistress punished me later the next day by burning the bottoms of my feet with an iron. Walking in my high heels was unbelievably painful for several days, but it's my fault for being so stupid and useless. 
 
      
 
    I must beg you to excuse me now, Mistress Scarlett. My wife sold me to the leader of the biker gang, a man named Rex. I will spend the rest of my life as an unpaid bar maid and cock sucking prostitute. The gang will keep most of the money I earn, but they will let me keep a little, which I plan to sue for makeup and clothes. After all, a sissy should look her best! 
 
      
 
    Pathetically Yours, 
 
      
 
    Sissy Jill 
 
    Atlanta, GA 
 
      
 
    Dear Jill, 
 
      
 
    Thank you for your letter. I agree that you're worthless. But you're also lucky to have a wife who reminds you of that constantly. Be sure to obey your new owner, no matter what he tells you to do. If you please him, then he may not beat you quite as often – though, if he does, then it's exactly what you deserve. Now run along and remember: you're a stupid, brainwashed sissy and always will be. 
 
      
 
    Regards, 
 
      
 
    Mistress Scarlett 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Woman Transforms her Boyfriend into her Girlfriend 
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
    I first realized my boyfriend has a submissive side six months ago. I was poking around on his computer trying to discover his browsing history. I wanted to know if he had any online relationships I wasn’t aware of. But, instead of finding out he was a cheater, I learned instead that he is a huge perv! He especially loves images of men wearing panties and stockings getting spanked and dominated by women.  
 
    As I scanned the sites, he had visited I found myself getting wet. Before I knew it, I had spent six hours looking at all kinds of crossdressing and femdom sites. I was horny as Hell as a result! So I began wondering how I could use my boyfriend’s hidden side to control and feminize him. Luckily, I have a friend who is a professional dominatrix; she was glad to give me some tips. With her to guide me I began a hard-core campaign to transform to turn my man into a sissy, with me as his ball busting domme. 
 
    I began by making little demands of him right before sex. I would tell him to rub my feet or my back or eat my pussy before he could fuck me. At first, he grumbled a little. But soon he began meekly complying with my orders. After a few weeks I had him cleaning house, cooking dinner, and performing all the chores I used to do. On the rare occasions he complained I simply denied him sex, which always turned him into a whimpering little puppy. Knowing I had that kind of control over him was amazing! 
 
    After asserting my dominance I began destroying his manhood by humiliating him. Again, I started out with little things. I would put him down in front of others or tell him how other men had bigger muscles or made more money than him. This time he really put up a fight, but I could see his cock was rock-hard through his jeans, so I knew I was winning the war.  
 
    In time I was kicking and slapping him in restaurants, bitching about every little thing, and openly flirting with other men while he sat nearby. He would hang his head in silence as I treated him this way, enduring my abuse with a throbbing boner between his legs. It was heaven! 
 
    As time went on, I wore him down, increasing my control over him as he meekly complied with my demands. Then came the night that changed everything. I was sitting in the living room watching TV when he came in. “Tricia,” he said, “we need to talk.” 
 
    I turned off the TV and looked at him. “So talk,” I said. 
 
    He started out talking in circles, saying he was concerned about the way our relationship was going but not mentioning specifics. Then, as he got around to what was really bothering him, his tone became angry. He told me that I had become a total bitch with no regard for his needs and concerned only with my own desires. I nodded my head as he talked, knowing where this conversation was leading. 
 
    When he was done, I asked him, “well, what do you want, Brad?” 
 
    “I want you to start treating me with respect and consideration,” he said. “Or it’s over.” 
 
    “I understand,” I said, giving him a smug grin. “That’s fine with me. I can always find a better man than you anyway.” He tried to interrupt; I held up my hand to cut him off. He fell silent. “But you might have a hard time finding another woman, especially after I spill the beans about your naughty little online habits.” 
 
    Those words hit him like a baseball bat to the skull. His face turned pale and he began quivering. “W…what do you mean?” he asked in a timid, frightened voice. 
 
    I laughed as I leaned forward and put my hand on his knee; he was sitting in a chair across from me. “I mean,” I said in a condescending tone, “that your secret is out, my dear. I know that you dream of being a submissive little crossdressing slut. You watch videos of men fucking other men dressed in pretty pink undies. You get hard when I treat you like shit.” 
 
    As I spoke his whole body began to shake. His eyes filled with terror as he realized I knew everything.  “You even ordered a few pairs of panties recently,” I said. “You thought I wouldn’t find them stuffed in a hole in the wall. But I did; they even have cum stains on them.” I laughed as I saw the color drain from his face. “You’re quite the little slut, aren’t you, my dear? I’m sure your friends and your co-workers would love to know about all your secret yearnings.  Imagine them sitting around laughing at Brad the little sissy!” 
 
    He stared at me in shock in endless seconds as his mind came to grips with the situation. “You win,” he said at last, hanging his head in defeat. “What do you want?” 
 
    “This is how it will be from now on,” I said. “First, I run things, got it? You will obey my every command – no back talk. I get the last word in every discussion. I say how the money gets spent. Got it?” He nodded in silent acceptance of my demands. 
 
    “Second, I take charge of your feminization. No more sneaking around behind my back. I will show you how to dress, act, and talk like a woman. During the day you can still be a man. But, as soon as you get home, you put on feminine clothes and serve me! You’ll be my little girlfriend and private slave. Understand?” Again he nodded in silent defeat, tears forming in his eyes as the reality of my victory over him became obvious. 
 
    “Third,” I said, “I am going to cuckold you. There are plenty of real men out there, ones with big muscles and big cocks. Unlike you they can give me what I need. So every Friday night is date night for me. I will get my brains fucked out by a hung stud while you stay home and clean house. Is that clear?” 
 
    This time his face turned hard, and I thought for a moment I had overplayed my hand. But, in the end, his willpower vanished as she succumbed to my dominance. “It’s clear,” he said. “From now on I’m your sissy slave.” 
 
    Hearing him say those words lit a fire in my cunt. I had to have some relief or the arousal would drive me mad. So I ordered him to go to the bedroom, put on a pair of his panties, and return to me. As he did, I slipped out of my clothes and laid back on the sofa, my legs spread wide. When he came back the sight of the silky material against his crotch make my clit tingle! I ordered him to fall to his knees and eat me. He obeyed without hesitation, licking and sucking and pleasuring my womanhood as I pinched my nipples and moaned in pleasure.  
 
    After several minutes I came, drenching his face in pussy juice as a body-shuddering orgasm ripped through me like a tidal wave. We spent the night with me in bed and him curled up on the floor beside me like a dog. It was the most incredible evening of our lives. 
 
    It has been a couple of months since Brad and I redefined the nature of our relationship. Not only has he accepted my domination of him, he actually seems happier than ever. It just goes to show that the best households are those in which women wear the pants! 
 
    Tricia Cummings 
 
    Atlanta, GA 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Tough, Bossy Woman Dominates and Feminizes Husband 
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
    Living here in the Pacific Northwest affords a dominant woman like myself a number of advantages, including easy access to large groups of horny, physically powerful men like lumberjacks. I made use of that fact a few months ago when I was forcing my husband to assume the feminine role in our household. 
 
    First a little background information. I’m a 33 year old woman who has always been in touch with her masculine side. I’m not totally butch; I do wear a little makeup and ladies undergarments. My hair is shoulder length and I do enjoy a little bedroom play with a well-hung male. Overall, though, I’m what they used to call a “tom boy.” Growing up I could out-run, out-fight, and out-drink any of my guy friends. I guess that’s why Devan was attracted to me. My strength and dominance drew him to me like a fly to a spider’s web. 
 
    Devan is my husband. He’s my physical opposite, tall and slender with pale skin and a face that’s more girlish than mine. In high school he was into acting and poetry, which got him beaten up on more than one occasion. He has always been kind of whiny and prissy, a true metrosexual. Fortunately for me, he’s also from a wealthy family. His mom kicked off a few years back and left him several million dollars. So, when he asked me out, I said “yes,” but in a casual way that made him wonder if I really cared for him at all. You see, I can spot an insecure man a mile away, and I used Devan’s self-doubts to play him like the proverbial fiddle, 
 
    While I have a healthy sexual appetite, I can control my hormones when I need to. Devan, on the other hand, is horny as a whore in a room filled with sailors. I used this fact to control him, letting him kiss me and even feel me up on occasions, but cutting off his efforts to get in my jeans with a firm “no.” This would frustrate him to no end, which I would use against him: “you only want my body, you don’t love me for myself.”  
 
    This made him feel horribly guilty, which just reinforced my growing control over him. He spent a fortune on flowers, jewelry, and dinners, blubbering pathetic apologies as he showered me with gifts. I took everything he threw my way but always found a way to put his gifts down. “These roses are wilted; this diamond doesn’t really sparkle; this new car looks like shit.” This just made him all the more desperate to please me, tweaking his massive insecurities and placing me in an ever more dominant position over him. I began ordering for him in restaurants without asking him what he wanted beforehand. “I’ll have the filet mignon, extra rare, with a cold brew,” I would say, “and my wife here will have the vegetarian platter and a glass of tepid water. She’s getting a little fat, the stupid slut.” The waiter would laugh and say something like, “well, I guess we know who wears the pants in your house!” Devan would cringe and drop his head in shame. It was wonderful! 
 
    After a year of suffering my abuse he proposed. I told him I would let him know, then demanded $10,000.00 so two of my girlfriends and I could go to Vegas for the weekend. We flew first class, went through most of the money at the crap table in the first few hours, then went to a male stripper’s club where we slipped $100 bills in the dancer’s undies. I got a chance to stroke one’s cock; it was huge! Later that night he and a couple of his buddies dropped by our room and fucked the living shit out of the three of us!  
 
    When I got back to Seattle, I told Devan every detail, then said I would marry him so long as he remembered that I was, and would always be, my own woman. Now, at this point any real man would have told me to go to Hell. But he said, “I understand. I’m just glad you want me at all,” in his quiet, sissyish voice. The whole thing was so sad I laughed in his face; I couldn’t help it! He just curled up in a ball and pouted.  
 
    We tied the knot in a lavish ceremony a week later. My friends from Vegas were my bridesmaids. The three of us went out a couple of days before the ceremony and picked out the sluttiest dresses we could find. Mine was made with white lace and had a veil, but the skirt was short enough to show the crotch of my panties while I strutted down the aisle. I wanted every man there to see my assets, just in case I wanted to fuck one of them later that day. 

Afterwards my friends congratulated me on landing a rich man. Devan’s buddies, on the other hand, just shook their heads sadly. “You deserve exactly what you’re going to get,” one of them told him. “This she-devil will bleed you dry.” Then that same guy walked over to me, sat down, and began flirting! Devan broke out in tears when the guy kissed me and ran his hand down my thigh for everyone to see.  
 
    On my wedding night I had sex multiple times, but not with my new husband. He laid in his bed alone and jacked off. I made him cum into a paper cup so he could drink it afterwards. Seeing him degrade himself in that way made me climax all by itself! 
 
    This leads to the point where I started this letter, Mistress Scarlett. After a few months of married life I finally told Devan that his chances of ever fucking me were zero. When he begged to know why I told him, “because you’re gay, sweetie. You’ve been in denial all your life, but everyone around you spotted it right away.” This was total bullshit, but he was so beaten down that his confused mind decided it was true. I began feminizing him right away, tossing out all his male clothes and dressing him in pretty satin and silk things. The feel of the material against his freshly shaven skin keeps him aroused all the time. But I have forbidden him to ever masturbate again, so he never gets release; his balls are blue from all the cum built up in them.  
 
    Degrading him was getting a little boring at this point, since he never put up a fight. That’s when I got the idea of sending him to a lumberjack camp. I told him that some gay men orgasm from a good hard ass-fucking. This made him brighten up right away. Then I told him there was a group of really tough guys cutting trees up I the mountains along the river. “They have been up there for six months,” I told Devan, “and haven’t seen a woman the whole time. They’re probably ready to screw just about anybody, even a sad little pseudo-woman like yourself!”  
 
    I dressed Devan in a red mini-skirt with black fishnets and scarlet pumps, put him in a blond wig, got him a pair of pink panties and a matching bra, and dolled his face up like a street walker’s. He actually looked pretty good in a cheap kind of way. Then I drove him up into the hills in my SUV, dropped him off at the entrance to the lumber camp, and wished him good luck as I sped away, stranding him 25 miles from civilization at the mercy of 20 sex-starved lumberjacks. 
 
    The results were better than I could have dreamt. A big pickup truck dropped my husband off at our house a week later. His clothes were in shreds, his body was covered in bruises, and his eyes had a vacant, glazed over look. He stumbled across the yard and collapsed at the front door. I dragged him into the house a few hours later an examined him, delighted with what I had found. The lumberjacks had made him their slut and pounded him like a slab of beef in a slaughter house. Sadly for Devan, he still hadn’t had an orgasm.  
 
    It took him a month to recover from the ordeal, after which he asked me to take him back. It seems my dear spouse has at last learned his place in this world. So I called the camp and told them they could have him for a full month, but only if each of them kicked in $100. We went back and forth on the price till I finally agreed to accept $5 total. I know; it’s not nearly as much as I wanted. But Devan – now Denise – is a cheap whore, so it just seems right. Besides, I don’t need the money. I’m busy burning through Denise’s inheritance. Life is great! 
 
    Ms. Roxy Thorne 
 
    Seattle, WA 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Dominant Wife Keeps her Feminized Husband in Line with Intense Physical and Mental Discipline 
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
    Personally, I think women who want to castrate their men, yet stop at cutting off their balls, are half-ass dommes at best. When I decided to forcibly feminize my husband, I made up my mind to destroy not only his testicles but his cock as well. Three years later, after using aggressive and, frankly, brutal methods to turn him into a woman, I completed the task by ordering him to undergo a penectomy. Fortunately, overseas doctors are both affordable and discrete, so the procedure was both quick and affordable. As a result, Paul is now Paula. She now serves my every whim as a full-time sissy maid and utterly chaste toy on which to inflict my sadistic desires. 
 
    Paula begins every day on her knees while I tell her the ways she has failed me over the past week. She is required to remain silent with her head hung low while I berate her for her failings. Usually this makes her weep, which gives me the pleasure of seeing those salty tears of despair glide down her pretty face. This in turn drives me wild with arousal, so I usually have her eat me to a body-quaking orgasm while still on her knees. Then I spank her for being a dirty little slut and leave for work while she begins her daily duties. 
 
    Paula keeps the house immaculate at all times. She understands that even one speck of dirt will result in severe punishment. Once I discovered a dust bunny clinging to the underside of the living room sofa. I made her stand barefoot on a red-hot iron grate until her feet blistered. I then required her to wear high heels for the rest of the week. The shoes aggravated the wounds and amplified the pain she endured. Yet I forbade her to show any sign of discomfort, else I would hold a plastic bag over her for several seconds to choke off her breath. She managed to make it till Saturday, when I saw her wince while bent over taking my boyfriend’s cock up her whore ass.  
 
    I denied her access to oxygen for well over a minute in retaliation for that act of blatant disobedience. Then I hung her from hooks in the ceiling and beat her with a metal rod until her eyes glazed over and her screams faded into a dull silence. This drove me wild with sexual tension, so I invited my boyfriend to stay over for the night and fuck me as many times as he liked. We made love on the living room floor while Paula looked down on us, helpless and humiliated, her mind spinning in and out of consciousness. 
 
    Now, I don’t want you to think I am needlessly cruel to my beloved Paula. In use only the precise amount of discipline needed to keep her docile and easily controlled. In return, I allow her the high privilege of serving me with utter devotion and no possibility of ever experiencing freedom or dignity ever again. This keeps her so fixated on despair that she can never entertain thoughts of escape or rebellion. Without me to dominate every aspect of her life she might begin to develop self-esteem; and what good would that do the poor thing? She belongs under my heel, where I can care for her as a good wife should. 
 
    I almost forgot to mention what became of poor Paula’s organs. I had her testes dipped in liquid gold and made into earrings, which I wear on a daily basis. As for her cock, I keep it in a jar one my desk at work. When I’m feeling stressed out, I look at the tiny object floating inside. It reminds me that, no matter how the rest of my life is going, my marriage is right where it belongs: under my thumb at all times. Now that’s a refreshing thought! 
 
    Ms. Jeanette Powers 
 
    Chicago, IL 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Controlling Sister Turns her Brother into a Brainwashed Sissy 
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
    I’m a female bully, plain and simple. Whereas other people deny that side of themselves I embrace it. That’s why I found it so easy to feminize my brother. Forcing others to match my desires is exactly what I do best. I know it may sound strange hearing a woman talk this way, but I guess that is what makes me unique. 
 
    I began driving my brother towards his sissy side soon after he turned 19. I was tired of his ultra-masculine, testosterone-fueled mania and the way he broke girl’s hearts without a hint of remorse. I started my slipping performance-lowering drugs into the sports drink he would guzzle right before playing football. At the time he was the quarterback for a local college team. He was quite good at it, to be honest, which accounted for most of his insufferable arrogance; no more, though. Not only did the concoction destroy his athletic ability, it left him with minor muscle tremors for the rest of his life. It was a small price to pay for his feminization, though, especially since I’m not the one who paid it. 
 
    His coach not only banished him from the team, he made him a laughing stock in front of the other players. Oh, you should have seen how that devastated his ego and his self-esteem! In his pain he turned to me for comfort, which gave me the perfect opportunity to sink my claws into his brain. Several times he wept himself to sleep while I played the role of the supportive sister. Then, after he passed out, I played hypnosis CDs that tore apart his subconscious, reshaping it in a form more to my liking.  
 
    His mind put up a good fight; sometimes he would wake up in a cold sweat screaming, “No!  I won’t do it!” But, with the use of another of my potions, I was able to keep him under for the whole night. Watching his slumbering body thrash about while the subliminal messages raped his brain gave me the most intense orgasms of my life! 
 
      
 
    After a few months of this intense brainwashing his will finally snapped. He told our parents he was coming out of the closet as a trans woman. Dad just laughed at him; “I knew you were nothing but a pussy after you failed at football. Guess I have two daughters now!” My brother cried like a baby upon hearing our father say those stinging words. Mom, on the other hand, just smiled and gave me a wink. She’s in on the whole thing, you see. 
 
      
 
    Over the next year I feminized my brother’s body just as I had done to his mind. I shaved him head to toe, rubbed all kinds of prissy scented lotions into his body, slid silky stockings up his legs, dressed him in frilly panties, and bought him a training bra. I then began injecting him with hormones until his breasts grew into a respectable B cup. I painted his face in soft pastel tones that gave him a nice sissyish hue, made him grow his hair out shoulder-length and dyed it platinum blond, and inserted a vibrator in his ass to train him to cum from anal stimulation.  
 
      
 
    The moment of no return came when I invited some of the girls who he had dumped over to the house one Friday night. They walked in on him just as he was putting on his panties! Let me tell you, Mistress Scarlett, the look of shock and despair on his face when he saw his old girlfriends was priceless! He just dropped his head in shame while they laughed and made fun of him. Then they joined in prettying him up and we all took him out to a gay bar to begin his new life as a “her.” That night my brother sucked a dozen cocks to orgasm and swallowed every drop of the men’s cum. I then bent him over a table and let the whole bar pound his sissy ass until he passed out from pain and exhaustion. That evening forever destroyed any hope he might have had that I would ever let him live as a guy again. 
 
      
 
    I know most dommes castrate their slaves, but in my case, I decided to leave his organ intact. I just think it’s cute to see it try to get hard. With all the estrogen in his bloodstream the best he can achieve is a pathetic semi-flaccid erection that’s more of a tiny bump than anything else. He’s unable to orgasm anymore, so it guess my poor brother – or should I say sister? – is doomed to never cum again. Sometimes when I’m feeling especially mean I hold a pair of open scissors around its base and threaten to cut the stupid thing off. This always makes him so scared! He shrieks and whines, “No, sister, please! It’s all I’ve got left! Please don’t cut it off! I’ll suck cock! I’ll do anything! Please!” When he does that I just laugh and laugh and laugh! It’s fun being the sister of a forcibly feminized slave. Now mom and I plan to do the same thing to my dad! 
 
      
 
    Sadie St. James 
 
      
 
    Rochester, NY 
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    Slave Husband Treats his Wife like a Goddess, Just Like He Should 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
    My name is Sissy Sheila. My mistress, who is also my wife, has spent the last two years transforming me into her submissive crossdressing slave. Our lifestyle is based around total power exchange, which means she has complete control over every aspect of my existence. She decides what I will wear, what I will eat, when I may go to the bathroom, and even what I think. I’m allowed no freedoms whatsoever. She has forbidden me to watch television, make phone calls, or have friends.  
 
    My day begins at 5 AM, when mistress releases me from my bonds. I prepare breakfast for the two of us. She usually has scrambled eggs, bacon, toast, and coffee. I drink a glass of skim milk from a dog bowl on the floor.  
 
    She leaves for her job as an advertising executive at 6 AM, at which time I begin my daily chores. I wear a French maid’s outfit as I vacuum, dust, and wash dishes. The lacy material rubs against my cock, keeping me horny all the time. But I am forbidden to touch myself or seek release in any way. So I spend every waking moment tormented by unfulfilled desires as I keep our home to mistress’s excruciating standards.  
 
      
 
    Mistress performs weekly white glove inspections. If she finds the slightest bit of dirt, or even a piece of furniture out of place, then she hangs me by my wrists from ceiling hooks in the living room. Sometimes she beats me. Other times she just lets me hang there for hours until my arms are numb. She pulls back the curtains so passersby can see me in that condition.  Sometimes they tap on the glass and point at me, laughing.  
 
    At noon I prepare a little snack for myself from mistress’s list of approved meals.  Sometimes I eat tofu and steamed broccoli. Other times I have a small slice of vegan pizza and a side salad. I’m strictly forbidden to eat meat or dairy products. Mistress created this rule to keep me thin and to remind me that I’m a sissy, not a man.  
 
    After eating, I shave my body head to toe and rub moisturizer into my skin to keep it soft and smooth. I use a pink ladies’ razor and lotions mistress purchases from a store at the mall. I’m then allowed to bathroom myself, dress in my afternoon maid’s outfit, and, once more, clean the house top to bottom. 
 
    At five PM I begin preparing mistress’s dinner. She arrives home by six most days. Sometimes she has sirloin tips and a baked potato. Other times she enjoys a grilled chicken breast and mixed vegetables or salmon and roasted potatoes. She eats leisurely while I stand by her side ready to attend to her slightest wish. After she dines, I again drink skim milk from a dog bowl, although she permits me to add pieces of tofu or some other protein source to the liquid. I also take a women’s multi-vitamin and drink a diet soda. 
 
    I clean up after dinner, then mistress inspects the house and my body for flaws. If she finds the slightest thing she doesn’t like, she inserts a needle in my balls or rubs my nipples with sandpaper till they’re raw. Once I accidentally left a spot on the kitchen floor while mopping. Enraged, mistress slapped me and beat me with her fists till I passed out from the pain. 
 
    Mistress usually spends an hour or so in the evening answering emails or having conference calls with employees. Around her office she’s known for being highly capable and utterly merciless, so her employees work night and day to keep her happy. Unlike me, though, she pays them and gives them healthcare and other benefits, while I am never allowed to have money. This arrangement keeps me docile and compliant like a whipped animal, as I could never survive on my own. Her extensive contacts with other business owners ensures no one would ever hire me anyway. So I am both her prisoner and her slave.  
 
    Around 8-8:30 mistress retires to the living room, where she relaxes on the sofa and reads a book. I rub her feet and shoulders and serve her a cup of cocoa or hot tea. I’m permitted to enjoy a small serving of microwave popcorn and a cup of water, assuming I have not angered her that day. 
 
    10 PM is bedtime for both of us during the week. She follows me to my room, where she manacles my wrists and ankles to my cot for the evening. She places a bad pan under me in case I must void my bladder overnight. After this, she kisses me gently on the lips and wishes me a good night. She finishes the night falling gently to sleep between the silken sheets of her sumptuously appointed bedroom. 
 
    Mistress has several lovers who keep her satisfied during the weekends. Sometimes she spends the night at their homes. Other times she invites them to our house, where they engage in wild, uninhibited sex for hours while I watch. The men laugh at me and call me names. I find their behavior cruel, but mistress laughs and agrees with their insults of me.  
 
    Sometimes mistress orders me to serve one of her gay clients. On such occasions she lends me to the man for a day or two. I clean his house, cook his meals, and suck his cock. I’m required to swallow every drop of his cum or mistress tortures my balls with a stun gun afterwards.  
 
    One time mistress made me the property of a reclusive, wealthy sadist. The man forced me to wear a huge black dildo that nearly ruptured my sphincter muscles. At night he would remove the object and fuck me in the ass repeatedly.  
 
    On my final night in his home he entertained a group of his friends by abusing me while they watched. The man ordered me to sit naked on the top of his stove while he turned one of the burner knobs higher. He and his friends watched as I blubbered and begged for mercy.  
 
    I found out later the stove was unplugged. The incident was his idea of a joke and the heat was all in my imagination. I wasn’t physically harmed, of course. But the humiliation was so bad it made me cry in front of the men.  
 
    When I told mistress about it, she laughed at me and told me I was a weakling. To punish me, she attached a clamp to the tip of my penis that choked off my piss slit, preventing me from relieving myself for the rest of the night. Since then I have never dared to mention how her clients mistreat me. 
 
    I suppose you think I’m the biggest sissy on earth for allowing my wife to treat me this way. I guess I am. But I find my enslaved existence wonderfully fulfilling. I love my mistress and wouldn’t trade my life with her for anything on earth. 
 
    Sissy Sheila 
 
    Las Vegas, NV 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Weak-Willed Husband Submits to Wife’s Sadistic Urges 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
    I don’t have long to write this letter. My wife has ordered me to shave my legs and slip into a pair of silk stockings for tonight’s party. I’ll be on my knees for most of the evening giving head. Mistress promises that she won’t beat me if I make the men cum. But she has been known to change her mind about things like that. In any event, I’m sure I’ll be taking loads of steaming jism down my sissy throat, while getting nothing in return but pain and abuse. 
 
    I wasn’t always such a sad excuse for a man. I used to be a confident, masculine, domain male. But that was before I met Jacqueline, my owner and mistress. Over the past five years she has transformed me into a weak, whimpering slave.  
 
    At first her methods were subtle. She started by making small demands of me, refusing sex when I didn’t obey her right away. She talked about how attractive she found other men.  She put down everything I did or said. When I tried to point out her abuse, she would turn things around so that I, not she, looked like the person in the wrong.  Over time she wore down my ego, like water rushing over a mountain until it reduces a once-mighty peak to rubble. 
 
    Over time her tactics grew more brutal. She began insulting me in public, bossing me around while others watched. She flirted with guys who were younger or in better shape than me. She let men touch her, hug her, even kiss her, while I stood by with my head hung low in humiliation. Yet the more she mistreated me the more obsessed I became with her. 
 
    After a year of putting up with her abuse I decided to stand up for myself. I told her I felt disrespected and devalued by her. I poured out my heart while she sat across from me in silence. 
 
    Then I asked her to tell me her side of the story. That’s men are supposed to do, after all:  show women how they can be sensitive and sweet. At least that was what I had always believed. But nothing could have prepared me for her response. Instead of offering apologies or compassion she gave me a vicious, merciless smile that made my blood run cold. “You’re right,” she said. “I’m not only a bitch, I’m the proverbial bitch from Hell, the man-killing shrew that eats pathetic wimps like you and spits them out.” She rubbed her clit through her jeans. “It’s the only thing that really gets me horny,” she said.  
 
    I tried to come up with a response, but her brutal honesty left me speechless. I sat there in terrified silence as she continued. “I’m a cold, vicious, cruel woman, Greg,” she said. “I enjoy the process of tearing men down, of grinding away at their egos and their self-esteem they dissolve into quivering masses of cowardly flesh.” 
 
    I stared at her in shock, unable to believe my ears. Yet I also felt my cock turn rock-hard a she spoke. She was turning me on! She glanced at the boulder growing between my legs and smiled. “Once I’ve broken them,” she said, “I recreate them in whatever form I please.” Her eyes traced my shaking body from head to toe. “In your case,” she said, “I’m going to transform you into a feminized sissy queer. I’m going to deck you out in pretty outfits and destroy your cock. I’m going to force you to blow other men over and over until you like it.” 
 
    She stopped long enough to take a sip of wine before continuing. “You’re going to bend over and let them fuck your sissy ass till they shoot their cum deep into your feminized body,” she said. “And I’m going to stand beside you the whole time, nagging and bitching and talking about how worthless you are. And you’re going to let me do it, because that’s exactly what you want, you pathetic little faggot.” 
 
    Her words were like the jagged edge of a razor-sharp hook gouging out my soul, crushing what little self-esteem I had left and drawing me under her control. “You’re right,” I said, salty tears gliding down my face. “I’m no man. I’m just a worthless sissy queer.”  
 
    “Yes,” she said, a triumphant smile spreading across her cold, cruel, beautiful face. Her laughter echoed against the walls of the room as I buried my face in my hands weeping like a baby as I let go of what little hope remained in my heart. In that moment I became hers, body, mind and soul. 
 
    Now I must beg you to excuse me, Mistress Scarlett. My wife is calling for me. Her guests have arrived, and I will be pleasuring them with my lips and ass as she watches in glowing approval. Afterwards she may flog me until I pass out. Or maybe she will use me as a human toilet. Or perhaps she will hang me by my wrists from the ceiling, letting me twirl there helplessly while she makes love to another man. Whatever she does, I will endure it in meek, docile silence. I’m her property, after all. 
 
    Sissy Ginger 
 
    Atlantic City, NJ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Terrified Sissy Learns his Mistress Runs the Show, Both in the Kitchen and Out 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
    The wounds from my most recent beating are slowly healing. My offense, as usual, was trying to touch myself. I wish I could obey Mistress Danielle and resist the urge to masturbate. Sometimes I think she should either lock me in a chastity cage or just cut my genitals off with one of her ultra-sharp kitchen knives. But she says I must learn to obey without any help; otherwise she will sell me to a foreign drug lord who will make each moment of my life a living hell. As harsh as my mistress is, the thought of being sent to another country to serve a vicious criminal terrifies my sissy soul. 
 
    I first met my owner during a food preparation expo in Minneapolis. She is a gorgeous Hispanic woman with rich, cocoa-colored skin, curly black hair that flows halfway down her back, and fierce, mysterious eyes that glow with a fiery intensity. Her body is lean and long with pert breasts and lots of strong, supple muscle like that of a female swimmer or dancer. She is also world-famous chef who markets her own line of German-made cutlery.  
 
    I was a sales rep hoping to persuade her to buy my company’s bakeware. I attended one of her demonstrations of her utensils, hoping to establish a business relationship. I watched in fascination as her knives sliced through produce with super-fine precision, coming dangerously close to the tips of her deft, slender fingers yet never actually touching them. I felt a sharp, stabbing pain in my balls as she hacked a sirloin steak into slivers for one of her stir-fry recipes. The sheer perfection of her movements fascinated me as I imagined those same hands caressing my body… 
 
    To make a long story short, we ended up sleeping together that night. Normally I wasn’t into kinky stuff, but I was so entranced with this amazing woman that I let her bind my wrists and ankles with plastic ties that cut into my skin, setting my nerves on fire with pin pricks of raw pain and even drawing a little blood. Then to my horror, she held a butcher knife to my throat as she mounted me! She kept the blade pressed against my flesh as she rode me like a rodeo star breaking a bucking bull into submission, the gleaming edge of the blade pressed against my carotid artery. Had she increased the pressure a microscopic amount I would have bled to death underneath her, but she maintained utter control over the instrument as her hips pounded my poor body into the firm, unforgiving mattress. My mind glazed over with terror as she used me for what felt like an eternity, till, with a lusty scream, she climaxed.  
 
    After she was done, she rolled off of me, took a few deep breaths, and said, “You didn’t cum, did you?” 
 
    “N-no mam,” I said in a squeaky, quivering voice. 
 
    “Excellent,” she said. “Get used to it. You’re now my slave. Your days of cumming are over forever.” 
 
    That statement engulfed me in terror. I began screaming and fighting in vain against the bonds that held me tight. But my efforts were useless. She kept me in that position throughout the night as she degraded me in various ways. She slapped my face, whipped my cock and balls with a leather strap, told me I was a sissy bitch, and even held a sheet of plastic over my face to choke off my breath for several seconds. By the time the sun came up I was a blubbering, sobbing mess.  
 
    She kept me awake for the next 48 hours while she played brainwashing CDs at an ear-splitting volume. I heard a commanding female voice say, “You are a sissy queer. You serve Mistress. You are a sissy queer. You serve Mistress. You are a sissy queer. You serve Mistress,” over and over and over until my exhausted brain cracked and I submitted to what the message was saying. That experience transformed me into a docile, feminized slave for Mistress Danielle’s amusement. 
 
    As I’m writing these things my cock is turning rock hard inside my red silk panties. The feel of the material against my erect organ is driving me wild with desire, but I dare not touch myself. Mistress will find out; she always does. My life as a man is over forever, and I belong only to her. 
 
    Sissy Jasmine 
 
    Miami, FL 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Cruel Wife Uses Wire Flogs to Punish Emasculated Husband 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
    I’ve read a lot about dominant wives who keep their sissy husbands in line with whips or riding crops. In my house, though, the instrument of choice is a wire coat hanger.  
 
    While the idea was mine, the actual torture device was fashioned by my feminized spouse Emma under my strict supervision. I had her straighten the wire out with a pair of pliers and curl the tip into a wicked hook shape with a pointed end. It’s over two feet long and makes a high-pitched shrieking noise when I flick it. You better believe Emma cowers in terror when she hears that sound! Seeing her cringe as the cold steel whistles through the air is heavenly! 
 
    One way I assert my control over my spouse is by keeping a tally of her offenses in a small black notebook that I carry with me at all times. Emma isn’t allowed to see its contents or to know what I jot down on its pages. Nor do I give her hard and fast guidelines for how to please me. The rules change from day to day, depending on my mood. This keeps her in a constant state of fear that she has displeased me. 
 
    For example, the other day I disciplined Emma for adding cream to my coffee. She has been making it that way every day for five years and usually it’s just fine. But, on that particular morning, I would have preferred to drink it black. Emma failed to realize I had changed my mind, so I took the wire flogger to her ass cheeks and upper thighs. Seeing those delightful slash marks across her tender, yielding flesh while she blubbered like a baby was music to my ears! I’m getting wet right now just thinking about it. 
 
    Like all women, I need a real man’s cock inside of me or I’ll go insane. But Emma’s organ long ago shrank to near-microscopic proportions. So I go out whoring 2-3 times a week while she stays home tied to a chair. Often, I bring the man home and let him fuck me while she watches. I require her to thank the gentleman for tending to my needs. After all, it’s not like she’s capable of doing the job! Sometimes I order Emma to blow my lovers or let them fuck her sissy ass.  
 
    A few months ago I allowed Emma to attend an office party with me. Prior to the event she asked me if she had to dress as a woman for the event. She was afraid my co-workers would laugh at her. Well, do you think I tolerated her defiance? Of course not. I shoved a needle in her cock and clamped her nipples so hard they turned purple. I forced her to go to the event with those torture devices firmly in place.  
 
    The entire evening she trailed behind me like a dutiful puppy shadowing its mistress. I drank liberally of the alcohol that flowed freely. Emma was only permitted to drink water. After an hour or so she begged me for permission to bathroom herself. I gave her the go-ahead. When she returned from the restroom, she told me the needle I had shoved up her cock prevented her from urinating normally, making her soak her panties.  
 
    Well, when she told me this, I simply lost it; the mental image was just hilarious! I ordered her to show my colleagues her mutilated organ. Some of them gasped in shock, but most of them thought it was as funny as I did. Emma stood there in the middle of the room as everyone pointed their fingers at her and laughed. I saw a single tear glide down her reddened face as she absorbed their scorn helplessly. Seeing her humiliation made me orgasm on the spot! 
 
    After the festivities were over, I invited three of my male co-workers to come home with me. Once we were back in my house, I told Emma to fall to her knees and blow each of the men till their cocks were throbbing and rock-hard. Then my dear spouse guided each of their organs into my wet, willing cunt. This began a fuck-fest that went on until daylight.  
 
    Afterwards Emma cooked for my guests and me. While she stood by the table one of the men slipped his hand up her skirt and fondled her ass and balls. Later Emma told me she found his actions uncomfortable, but I know she was lying. That little faggot loves any attention she can get, especially from a man! 
 
    When my guests left, I removed the needle from Emma’s cock out of my boundless mercy. But then I spanked her for, once again, putting cream in my coffee. She endured the pain in silence, the perfect feminized sissy submitting to her wife’s loving touch. Her utter docility is a monument to my dominance and her utter lack of manhood. We make the perfect pair! 
 
    Ms. Alexa Thornblade 
 
    Columbus, OH 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Feminist Professor Forces Male Student to Become a Woman 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
    I can’t begin to tell you how very excited I am about tomorrow! I will finally lose my testicles. The surgeon will snip away those horrid things and throw them in the trash where they belong. With the ability to create testosterone forever stripped away, my body and mind will no longer resist Mistress Bridget’s loving efforts to change me into a woman. It will be bliss! 
 
    A year ago I was a typical male college student. I was brash and loud and self-centered, thinking only of myself and my ego. As for girls, they were playthings for my amusement. I would use and abuse them, then toss them aside and move on to the next one. As a gifted swimmer and tennis player, I always had lots of women flocking to me, hoping for a taste of my money and fame. 
 
    Luckily for me, one of the girls I mistreated turned me into the campus administrators. My punishment was to attend a semester-long class in sensitivity training. That is how I met Mistress Bridget. She is a professor of feminist studies in my school and one of the world’s leading academics on the history of women. She’s a tall, slender German woman with lovely blond hair, chestnut eyes, and a stern yet beautiful face. She speaks with a crisp, commanding voice that leaves no doubt as to who is in charge in her classroom. She’s 50 years old but looks much younger. She keeps her athletic body toned by playing endless hours of racquetball against men, whom she almost always beats. 
 
    On my first day in class I sat there sullen and resentful, surrounded by dowdy lesbians who glared at me like I was some kind of diseased slug. Despite my awful attitude, however, I couldn’t help but be drawn to the instructor, who I now know as Mistress Bridget but back than as Dr. Weber. My stupid male desires had me craving her from the moment I first saw her, and in my mind I began plotting ways to get her in the sack. 
 
    I waited till after class had just ended to make my move. “Excuse me, Dr. Weber,” I said as she was packing papers into her briefcase. “I have some questions about your lecture today and was wondering if you might have a few minutes to discuss them with me.” As I spoke, I leaned forward and held by backpack in front of me, hoping to conceal the rock-hard erection jutting out from my shorts. 
 
    She looked me up and down with a stony expression and those razor-sharp, piercing eyes of hers. I shuffled from one foot to another as she sized me up, feeling a churning in the pit of my stomach and a vague sense of fear tugging at the back of my brain. At last she said, “Report to my office in the basement of Fowler Hall tonight at 8.” With that she brushed past me and left the classroom. As she walked away, I studied her perfect ass, how it moved with flawless efficiency like the rest of her body. I’m going to enjoy nailing this bitch, I thought to myself. It will be the conquest of a lifetime. 
 
    I showed up that night as she had commanded. The building was dark and deserted and I glanced around me as I walked down a blackened hallway towards her office, which sat at the end of a gloomy, foreboding hallway. The sense of fear I had felt before returned, morphing into panic as I closed the distance between myself and Dr. Weber. But my libido overwhelmed my unease, keeping me moving towards the appointment with destiny that awaited me. 
 
    The door to her office was open, but I knocked on it anyway to announce my presence. Dr. Weber was seated at her desk scribbling some notes in a journal. “Sit down,” she ordered, gesturing to a chair in the corner. I did so. She ignored me as she continued to write.  
 
    “Are we going to talk?” I asked her, impatience reflecting in my tone. 
 
    “In a bit,” she said, giving me an odd smile. “For now, just sit there like a good boy.” She returned to her writing. 
 
    I was close enough to her to make out the tiny, precise letters of her penmanship. The script, like everything else about her, was flawless. I felt an urge to simply sit and admire this incredible example of feminine beauty that sat only a few feet away. As I did so, my mind slipped into some sort of erotic trance. 
 
    Then the sharp prick of a needle in the back of my neck jolted me back to full alertness. “What the fuck?” I shouted, grabbing the back of my head. I spun around to see one of the girls from my class standing there, a huge hypo in her right hand. She gave me a smug grin. Dr. Weber looked up at her. “Good job, Greta!” the professor said. “He never even knew you entered the room.” 
 
    Rage overpowered by other emotions as I leapt to my feet. “What the hell are you cunts doing?” I shouted. “You don’t want to mess with me! I’ve got money and…” Those were the last words I said before the drug kicked in, swallowing my mind in a black cloak as my body crumbled to the floor, like a marionette with its string cut.  
 
    I can’t say the next several days were pleasant. But they were for my own good, as I now understand. There was almost no food and as little sleep. Mistress Bridget and several of the disciples broke down my male ego during that time. They inserted needles in my scrotum, tortured my cock with live electric wires, and flooded my mind with sounds so loud I thought my eardrums would burst. They told me over and over that I was evil for being a man and that they were only trying to save me from myself.  
 
    At first, I fought back, but over time the fear and fatigue and hunger broke my will. Then, as I lay there utterly defeated, they filled my mind with the truth. At last I came to see that men are inferior to women and that my gender’s only purpose is to serve females and obey their every command. The world came together for me, and at last I saw things as they really are. 
 
    After they remade my mind, they began modifying my body to suit their needs. I lost weight. My skin became soft and smooth after they shaved me head to toe and injected massive amounts of estrogen into me. They untied me from the table to which I was strapped and showed me how to apply makeup, how to walk in heels, how to cross my legs, how to curtsy, and how to cover my face with my hands when I blush. They dressed me in pretty, dainty things like pink satin panties and white stockings and the loveliest pair of pumps! I got several dresses and silk tops as well. My hair began to grow out and they dyed it blond. My cock shriveled and I lost the ability to get hard.  
 
    Somewhere along the way I signed some papers absolving Dr. Weber and the other women of any fault in what they had done to me. I also signed over my money to the Militant Feminist Alliance. At the end of the month-long training session Dr. Weber told me how very proud she was of the progress I had made. She also told me my new name was Cassandra and I was to address her as Mistress Bridget from then on. I felt so privileged I broke down and cried like the girl I now am! 
 
    These days I serve as my mistress’s classroom assistant and housekeeper. I dress in sissy clothes all the time and spend my evenings in bondage so I’m not tempted to escape. I speak at feminist meetings about how much happier and fulfilled I am now. The women applaud approvingly and tell me how smart I was to submit to Mistress Bridget’s loving discipline. I couldn’t agree more! 
 
    This leads to the most exciting part of my story, Mistress Scarlett. Tomorrow, in an operating room at the nearby medical school, a female surgeon is going to castrate me! I will lose my male identity forever as a glittering scalpel slices my boy-parts away. Mistress Bridget and her disciples will be there to watch. Just the thought of what will happen makes me so very happy. I’m a lucky slave and would never change the way my life has turned out, even if I could. In fact, the very thought of defying my owner fills my mind with terror. I guess I’m just a gutless sissy after all. 
 
    Cassandra 
 
    Los Angeles, CA 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Controlling Mother-Daughter Team Break a Slave's Spirit with Hard-Core Humiliation 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
    In the forced feminization process, there usually comes a time when the victim's psyche passes the point of no return. For some, that can be after they're castrated. For others it may arrive after their wife or girlfriend dumps them. For my current slave Roxanne, the moment came after my daughter Nicole destroyed the sissy’s last remaining link to masculinity: a college football trophy. 
 
    I first met Robert (now Roxanne) at a local singles bar. My daughter and I had just exhausted my former husband's estate and were on the hunt for fresh game. We sized up Robert as he sat on a stool nursing a beer and trying to look more manly than he really was. I strutted over to him and placed my oh-so-perfect ass on the seat next to his.  
 
    I began with my usual, "well, aren't you a handsome fellah!" routine while Nicole stayed at her table and studied Robert, looking for signs of weakness. That’s how we usually work, you see. I keep the guy focused on my huge breasts while I twirl my scarlet hair and smile. She hovers in the background like a cheetah stalking a gazelle. Then later we compare notes and plot our course of action. 
 
    I let Robert take me home after a few drinks. Nicole tailed us in her silver BMW. Fortunately it was night, so her normally high-profile car didn't stand out in the gloomy twilight. I let Robert feel me up and eat my pussy, but when the moment came for him to fuck me his organ failed to rise to the occasion. Of course, that was my doing; I slipped a little something into his beer back at the bar. This humiliated him, naturally, which made him emotionally vulnerable to my techniques.  
 
    I feigned disappointment, told him it was okay, and gave him my phone number when he asked.  I told him how sweet he was when he offered to pay for my cab ride home. I glanced inside his wallet as he opened it and saw what I was hoping for: plenty of cold, hard cash. His tile flooring business was earning a nice profit, which meant he could support Nicole and I in high style, at least for a time. 
 
      
 
    I should mention that I'm 42 (yes, real age) and Nicole is 21. I have trained her to be a man-hunter since she could walk. She began working with me the day after she turned 18. Now that she can legally drink, she's able to visit adult places with me and scout out fresh victims. I'm very proud of how my daughter has taken after her mom! 
 
    Robert and I dated for a few months. I tried to keep him out of my pants, but I actually had to let him screw me a couple of times before the wedding (disgusting, I know; what woman would ever want a man inside of her?). But that all stopped the moment we were legally married. Nicole moved in with us and the two of us made Robert's life a living Hell. I nagged and insulted him while she used his credit cards without his permission.  
 
    When he found out what she did, he threatened to punish her, which I used against him. "You're not the kind, sweet man I thought you were," I said. "you have no compassion or sensitivity for either Nicole's feelings or my own." This shamed him into apologizing, which just gave my daughter and I an opening to really pile in the guilt.  
 
    After a year, Robert was going to feminist lectures and telling us how sorry he was for how his gender has oppressed women throughout the ages. No matter how much he groveled, however, I never let him feel that it was quite enough. Berating him was not only effective at shattering his ego, it was also a lot of fun!  
 
    After 18 months of wedded life I had my husband convinced that he was in denial about his homosexuality. He denied this, of course, but I bullied him into wearing a pair of my panties and letting a gay friend of mine fuck his sissy ass, just to explore his feeling. I took pictures of the sex without Robert's knowledge and sent them to his friends and family.  
 
    They went nuts, telling him about how they always knew he was queer deep inside and how no real man would ever let another guy treat them that way. Robert was crushed, which only made him more pliable. Long story short: as of our two year anniversary last week he is totally feminized and kept in chastity 24/7.  
 
    This leads to the topic I began this letter with. Despite my best efforts, Robert/Roxanne refused to part with a silly trophy he won when he was a college quarterback. I guess it reminded him of the days before he met me, when he was a man instead of a pathetic sissy. For whatever reason I let him cling to this final, fragile connection with his former gender. I shouldn't have, of course; I guess I'm getting soft as I get older.  
 
    This is where Nicole finally surpassed her mom. Last night she smashed the trophy in front of Roxanne, daring her to do anything about it. I watched from close by, worried that this final act of abuse might kindle what tiny sparks of dignity still smoldered in my husband's soul.  
 
    Was I concerned? Yes!  But I shouldn't have been. Nicole stood there with her hands on her hips glaring at the craven, cowering fool in front of her. "Well, sissy?" she said to Roxanne. "Are you going to do anything or not?"  
 
    A fire lit in Roxanne's eyes as her body tensed. Seconds passed as my fears began to mount. Then the light in my husband's eyes faded to a dull glow before winking out forever. I breathed a sigh of relief as she dropped her head and folded her manicured hands in front of her, mumbling a half-ass apology to Nicole as tears ran down her feminized face. 
 
    Nicole made a "humph!" sound and said, "that's what I thought. You're a sissy queer, Roxanne. You always have been and you always will be. So get used to me and mom doing whatever the hell we like from now on!" She snapped her fingers in front of Roxanne's face, making the beaten sissy shriek in terror and cringe, like a whipped puppy learning its place. 
 
    I tell you now, Mistress Scarlatti, I have never been more proud of my offspring than I was in that moment. Seeing her take charge like that reminded me of why I became a mother in the first place. I embraced her on the spot, then ripped Roxanne's purse away from her and fished out her credit cards. "My child and I are going out on the town tonight," I said. "We're going to max these things out buying clothes and jewelry!" 
 
    Roxanne, her head still hung low, said, "yes, dear" in a tiny voice. It was wonderful! 
 
    "That's right," said Nicole. "Then we're going to pick up two hung studs to take care of us! We're going to bring them back here and you're going to watch them fuck us!" She laughed cruelly as Roxanne began openly weeping. "If you're good," said my daughter, "we might, just might, let you suck them so they're nice and hard for us!" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Nicole," murmured Roxanne in between girlish sobs. 
 
    My child and I made good on her promise, Mistress Scarlett. We brought home two exceptionally endowed black men, both of whom my husband sucked to the verge of orgasm before they began screwing us. Fortunately, they were able to contain themselves till Nicole and I climaxed, then they blew their steaming loads deep into our throbbing cunts. Afterwards they fucked Roxanne's whore ass and slapped her around while we laughed.  It was heaven! 
 
    Sadly, I must end this letter on a down note. I just checked my husband's bank account and realized we have wiped out it out. So I guess this mother-daughter team of us will have to hit the hunting grounds again, leaving Roxanne a broken, impoverished husk of her former self. No worries, though. I'm sure Nicole and I will find a new victim soon. My darling Nicole is the joy and pride of my life! 
 
      
 
    Beverly LeCroix 
 
    Detroit, MI 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Powerful Black Woman Enslaves White Couple and Feminizes the Husband 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
    Last night I caught my slave girl Betty trying to escape. It wasn't the first time, so I had to be extra brutal in disciplining her. I think she will be able to walk again in a few months, though she will probably always have a limp. That doesn't concern me so long as I'm able to dig my nails into her milky white breasts and drag her around by her long blond hair. 
 
    My other slave, Jill, is far more docile. Feminized males usually are. I think it's because men are submissive by nature. They simply need someone to force them to face reality. Luckily, applying force is one of my specialties. 
 
    I first began dominating Cindy soon after she came to work in my law office. I'm one of LA's top corporate attorneys, with a well-deserved reputation for ruthlessness. I have never let the occasional racism of white people prevent me from taking what I want; I'm far smarter than most of them, anyway. Not only did I graduate from law school at the top of my class, I passed the state bar exam with one of the highest scores in history. But my brain is only one weapon in my arsenal. There's also my long, tall, expertly sculptured caramel-colored body. I have long hair that flows past my shoulders, lovely chestnut eyes, C cup breasts that fit perfectly inside my designer bras, and an hourglass figure that's trim yet curvy. I look as good in a business suit as I do in lingerie - and I know it.  
 
    Betty first came to work for me as a paralegal. I fell in lust with her at first sight. She's a little shorter than me, with straight golden hair that almost touches her delicious bubble-shaped ass, DD boobs that manage to remain pert despite their size, a narrow waist, and legs that go on forever - though one of them is now just a tad shorter than the other, due to her recent disobedience. 
 
    While I'm bi, she is totally straight by nature, a fact that didn't concern me because her needs never mattered anyway. I used my position as her boss to force her to sleep with me. She apparently thought that putting out would help her to earn a promotion. In fact, I put that idea in her head, now that I think about it. In reality, of course, all I wanted was to see her on her pretty white knees servicing my Nubian cunt with her pretty pink tongue. 
 
    I was able to convince her she was a lesbian with the help of some powerful brainwashing techniques I learned from a Middle Eastern client of mine. This destroyed her marriage to her husband Jack.  
 
    I began flirting with him after the divorce. His vulnerability made him easy prey for my methods. I dumped him after a few months, shredding what little self-esteem he had left. Then, with the help of a drag queen friend,  
 
    I transformed him into a cute transsexual with lovely skin and boobs that are bigger than Betty's. Along the way he lost other body parts in return. But you can't make an omelet without breaking a few eggs, can you?  
 
    I use Betty for sex and Jack-now-Jill (get it? LOL) as an unpaid domestic servant. Betty is expert at cunnilingus. She starts most of her days licking and sucking my oversized clit to a magnificent orgasm. 
 
     After she's done, I whip her ass and thighs for being a tramp and confine her to her tiny cell for the day. Jill rises at 4 a.m. seven days a week. She cleans, cooks, and, on occasion, services some of my more open-minded clients as both maid and cum repository.  
 
    I have forbidden my slaves to speak to each other or be in the same room together. Sometimes this makes them sad, but they exist for my needs, not theirs. And don't they say a little suffering is good for the soul? 
 
    I hate to cut this letter short, but I hear Betty in the other room clanking into things with her new wheelchair. If she ruined any of my priceless antiques, I may have to discipline her again. Sometimes I think owning slaves is more trouble than it's worth. But I guess it's my destiny to bear such burdens. 
 
    Ms. Chevonne Power 
 
    Los Angeles, CA 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    SCHEMING SISTER FORCES HER BROTHER TO BECOME A FEMINIZED SISSY 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
      
 
    You always say that women should keep men in their place. I've been doing that in regard to my brother, who always thought he was more intelligent than me. Over the past year I've taught him that I'm by far the smarter one. I did it by destroying his dreams and forcing him to feminize. It's been a wild ride, Mistress Scarlett, and a profitable one. 
 
      
 
    First a little background information. We live with our mom in a mobile home park in rural Mississippi. Dad died years ago. Some say mom killed him for his insurance money. I don't know if that's true or not, but I do know that she collected $200,000 shortly after the funeral. 
 
      
 
    We planned to use the money to buy a bigger trailer and take a trip to Dollywood over in Tennessee. Unfortunately, mom developed health problems that her insurance didn't cover, forcing us to spend the cash on medical treatments. So, I took a job as a stripper to help pay bills. Most nights I'm able to bring home at least $200 in tips. Guys around here love seeing my gorgeous body gyrating against a metal pole. And I get off on seeing them all hot and bothered. 
 
      
 
    Then there's my brother, who never fit in with the rest of the family. He thought he was better than folks around here because he made all A's in high school. For most of his life he walked around with his nose stuck in the air, talking about going to a fancy college out of state and leaving the rest of us behind forever.  
 
      
 
    One day I got sick of all his bullshit and decided I was going to get even with him. That's when I ran across your books and learned about female domination and forced feminization. The idea got me so horny I let some of the customers at the club fuck the hell out of me in the backseat of my car. Then I started planning how to use your ideas against my brother. 
 
      
 
    His dreams of going to college depended on him winning a scholarship. That in turn required him to take a series of exams at a local testing center. I slipped some drugs into his glass of milk the night before he was scheduled to take the tests. The next day my brother failed his tests miserably. The scores were so bad the school ordered him to take a drug screening. The stuff I poured in his drink made him test positive for all kinds of illegal shit, getting him in trouble with the sheriff and ruining his dreams of college. 
 
      
 
    Afterwards he was an emotional wreck. I took advantage of his frazzled state, pretending to be kind and supportive. One day he asked for my honest opinion of him. "Look, Bob," I said, "your problem is that you're in self-denial. Truth is, you're obviously gay. Mom and I have known it all your life. Until you admit it, you'll just keep screwing up." Of course, this was total BS. But it made him confused and insecure, giving me the opening I needed to really fuck with his brain. 
 
      
 
    Bob had to take a job washing dishes at the truck stop since he lost his shot at a scholarship. My boyfriend Jake was his supervisor and I made sure he treated my brother really bad, constantly putting him down and telling him he was too stupid for kitchen work. Bob would come in most nights after 1 AM, exhausted and depressed from his minimum-wage job.  
 
      
 
    I waited till he fell asleep, then played some forced feminization hypnosis CDs I bought online. I tell you, Mistress Scarlett, those things really work! One day I noticed some of my panties were missing. I looked through Bob's dresser drawers and found them buried under his socks. That made me laugh my ass off. I knew he was wearing them and didn't want me to know. 
 
      
 
    I let it slide for a few weeks, then decided to move in for the kill. I called Jake and told him to be extra mean to Bob that night. I showed up at the truck stop about midnight; Jake let me go back into the kitchen, where my brother and the other workers were cleaning up after a busy night. My cunt tingled when I saw Bob all sweaty and dirty, scrubbing a huge, food-encrusted pot. I could see the pink elastic waistband of the panties he was wearing sticking out just above the belt line of his jeans. 
 
      
 
    "Ready?" I asked Jake, who stood nearby glaring at Bob. 
 
      
 
    "Hell, yes!" he said gleefully. "Let's teach the little faggot a listen he'll never forget!" He gave me a quick kiss, then walked up behind my brother, who was too engrossed in his work to notice. It only took Jake a moment to yank Bob's pants down around his ankles, exposing his cross-dressing secret for the world to see!  
 
      
 
    My brother spun around, got tangled in his jeans, and fell. His face burst into tears as his knee slammed into the concrete floor. He cradled his injured leg as he lay on the floor weeping like a baby. It was beautiful!  
 
      
 
    “Hey, everybody! Look!” shouted Jake, pointing at Bob and laughing. “The little sissy is wearing his sister's underwear!”  
 
      
 
    The color drained from Bob's face as he heard Jake's cutting remark. A chorus of laughter spread through the kitchen staff as everyone began pointing and laughing at the humiliated sissy. My brother just laid there on the floor, bleeding and broken. He hung his head low and wailed mournfully; and, as he did, I went over to him and stood over his prone form, hands on my hips as I smiled at him. He looked up at me, his face filled with pain and shame and utter despair. “Why, Tammy?” he begged me. “Why do you do these things?”

“Well, dear brother,” I said with a smirk. “who's the smart one now?” 
 
      
 
    As you can imagine, that was the end of Bob's dreams of getting out of Mississippi. Now he's a transvestite prostitute named Brenda, hanging out at the truck stop near the interstate blowing drivers for 20 bucks a pop. I'm his pimp, so I keep most of the money.  
 
      
 
    I'm married now, BTW. Jake and I tied the knot at one of those roadside wedding chapels and he moved into the trailer with me and mom. The three of us spend a lot of time laughing about how I feminized my stupid sibling. It just goes to show that women are always smarter than men! 
 
      
 
    Hugs and Kisses, 
 
      
 
    Tammy Johnson 
 
      
 
    Laurel, Mississippi 
 
      
 
    Dear Tammy, 
 
      
 
    It sounds like you taught Brenda a valuable lesson. She should be grateful she has someone like you to watch over her. Make sure you never let her start thinking those high-and-mighty thoughts again. Constant humiliation is the secret to keeping a sissy under your thumb. Congratulations on your marriage and I wish you and Jake all the best! 
 
      
 
    Warm Regards, 
 
      
 
    Mistress Scarlett 
 
    FEMINIZED SISSY DESCRIBES HER NEW LIFE AS SISTER’S HUMILIATED SLAVE 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
      
 
    I’m writing to tell you how much I agree with everything my sister said in her letter. I had no business thinking I was smarter than her. After all, she’s a real woman and I’m just a pathetic sissy queer. I’m glad she forced me to face that fact, even though the lesson was painful and degrading.  
 
      
 
    I still think about what it might have been like to go to college, but those dreams are destroyed forever. Nowadays I must focus on being a good little cocksucker and obeying whatever my sister and her husband tell me to do.  I have learned to swallow every drop of the precious cum the truck drivers shoot down my throat, even though sometimes it’s dark and bitter. I have also learned to relax my sphincter muscles and let them fuck me till they get off inside my pathetic sissy ass. I’m honored to have so many men use me for their pleasure. Sometimes I service 20 to 30 in one night! 
 
      
 
    After my sister humiliated me in front of the other workers at the restaurant, she took me home, tied me down, and shaved my body till it was smooth and hairless. I cried for a little while, since I’m such a sad little whiny bitch. But Jake put a stop to that by holding a pillow over my face till I blacked out.  
 
      
 
    When I woke up, I felt groggy and slow-minded, like I had lost part of my brain and become a stupid bimbo. But what use does a sissy have for a high IQ anyway, right? If I’m smart enough to dress in girly clothes and blow a man to a heart-pounding orgasm I don’t need my brain for anything else.  
 
      
 
    My favorite part of being a sissy is my chastity cage. I wear a metal tube that bends my cock in an L-shape, so I can barely pee and will never again live as a man. Jake helped to destroy my genitals when he put little metal camps on my balls. I’ll tell you the truth, Mistress Scarlett, at first my poor little nuts hurt like Hell! But after a few weeks the pain changed to a dull, constant ache. My sister says I deserve it for thinking I had a right to better myself. I’m sure she’s right, of course. She always is.  
 
      
 
    I also enjoy wearing lacy panties and fishnet stockings. I also have a frilly garter belt that holds the silky material next to my silly legs. It really drives the truckers wild when they see me wearing a mini-skirt and platform heels! My sister taught me to walk in pumps. She’s proud of how I strut my stuff when I’m cruising the truck stop.  
 
      
 
    My makeup skills are coming along nicely. I usually wear red lipstick because I’m such a tramp, LOL. I have a blond wig that, when paired with heavy mascara and my naturally blue eyes, really makes me look like a street walker. I paint my fingernails and toes a nice crimson color, so I’m like a complete slut when I’m fully dressed.  
 
      
 
    I’m sure I have lost most of my IQ. I tried reading one of the gossip magazines on the truck newsstand recently, but it had so many big words I gave up after a few seconds. Sister says I used to read big, fancy textbooks and remember everything they said. Those days are over forever, I guess. 
 
      
 
    I must go now, Mistress Scarlett. It’s almost sundown and I need to prowl the truck stop parking lot for johns. Sister says that, if I’m extra good, she may let me keep enough money to buy some food. I’m a lucky girl and wouldn’t trade my life for anything else! 
 
      
 
    Sissy Brenda 
 
    Highway 20 Truck Stop 
 
    Laurel, Mississippi 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Brenda, 
 
      
 
    I’m glad you’ve accepted your new life as a cock-craving slut and feminized slave. Remember to obey your sister’s orders and do it with a smile. That way you’ll be punished less often and you’ll please lots of men with your mouth and ass, which is all you’re good for anyway. As far as reading books and other silly ideas, you’re much too stupid now to concern yourself with such things. Now run along and earn your wonderful sister a lot of money! She’s a marvelous girl and I’m so proud of her. 
 
      
 
    Regards, 
 
      
 
    Mistress Scarlett 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    AMBITIOUS COLLEGE GIRL DOMINATES AND FEMINIZES HER PROFESSOR 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
    I spanked my sissy’s balls last night. She didn’t do anything to merit the punishment. In fact, she has been especially well behaved over the past few weeks. I just felt like having some fun and her nut sack seemed like the perfect outlet for my playful desires. And it’s not like I did any permanent damage to the poor creature. She’ll have trouble walking and urinating for a month or so, of course. But isn't a little suffering good for the soul?  
 
      
 
    I should mention that my sissy is also my spouse. Her name used to be Michael before I changed it to Michelle. She’s an instructor at the liberal arts college I graduated from last year. She teaches courses in the gay and women’s studies departments, including a class on the history of feminism, which is where we met. Michael was a lonely 45-year-old academic from a wealthy family, an ultra-liberal who was constantly apologizing for being white and male. I was a hyper-ambitious 22-year-old woman with a killer body and a taste for the finer things in life. I was clear to me from the moment laid eyes on him that he was the victim…excuse me, I meant to say “man…” I had been searching for my entire life. 
 
      
 
    I first got Michael's attention by wearing low-cut skirts and sitting in the front row where he would have a perfect view of my legs. I crossed and uncrossed them numerous times during his lectures, sometimes rubbing my thigh with my palm, sometime stroking my calves with my long, tapered fingers. About a month into the semester I asked him to give me some private evening instruction, just him and I alone in his office. Afterwards I asked him if he would like to go to a local coffeehouse where he could continue tutoring me. He said “yes!” so fast it almost made my head spin!  
 
      
 
    Later that night I let him feel me up as we sat on a sofa in his giant living room. I pulled back just as he made the move to touch my legs. “Sorry,” I said as I pushed him away, “but it’s late and I better get some sleep. Thanks for the coffee and all.” 
 
    He stared at me in goggle-eyed bewilderment. “What?’ he said. “But – but I thought…I mean, I assumed…” 
 
      
 
    I gave him a poison look. “You ‘assumed’ what, Michael?” I said, spitting the words at him. “That you could treat me like a piece of meat?” He dropped his face in shame. “I thought you were a sensitive, intelligent man who respected women. Guess I was wrong.” I stood, turned my back on him, and headed for the front door. 
 
      
 
    “Wait!” he cried, following me like a child trailing after his mother. He sounded so pathetic I almost burst out laughing on the spot! But I forced myself to keep a straight face as I turned to face him, my arms crossed and a stern look on my face.  
 
      
 
    Tears were streaming down his cheeks as he said, “I know you must be bitter about the way my gender has treated women over the years. But I swear to you I’m different. Please give me a chance to prove it to you.” 
 
    Tense silence hung over the room as I toyed with him, like a cat playing with a mouse just before breaking its neck. At last I said, “I’ll think about it” and walked out of the house. I cackled like a victorious witch as I strutted to my car. “Got him right where I want him!” I said as I inserted the key in the ignition. “Now all I’ve got to do is reel him in.”  
 
      
 
    I’m not gay, but that night I was so horny I let my lesbian roommate feast on my sopping-wet cunt. I writhed in ecstasy as she probed my womanhood with her tongue. It was heavenly!  
 
    In the weeks and months that followed I treated Michael like my own private bitch, getting him worked up then shaming him for wanting sex. By the end of the semester he was buying me jewelry and giving me A’s for assignments I never bothered to do. I finished the course with the highest marks of anyone in the class, even though I partied the night before the final and missed almost every question on the test.  
 
      
 
    Michael proposed to me during the following summer. My eyes almost popped out of my head when I saw the sparkling five-carat ring cradled in his sweaty palm. I was tempted to snatch it out of his hand, sell it at a local pawnshop, and head for the beach in the Corvette he had bought me a month earlier. But I kept a firm grip on my impulses as I took the ring from his hand and gave it a close visual inspection.  
 
      
 
    My mom was a jeweler before she retired, so I’m pretty good at evaluating diamonds. The stone in my hand was utterly flawless. Nevertheless, I knitted my eyebrows together, turned it over a few times, and gave Michael a disappointed look. "It's got some flaws," I said. "Not unlike you." His face turned pale as I issued my verdict. "However," I said, "I guess it will do okay." I sighed and shook my head as I slid the ring onto my finger. "Okay, I will marry you, I guess," I said, shrugging my shoulders. 
 
      
 
    His face lit up like a Christmas tree. "Oh, thank you! Thank you!" he said, reaching out to hug me. "You've made me the happiest man on earth!" 
 
    "I said I would marry you," I said, shoving him backwards. "I didn't say you could touch me.  
 
      
 
    Apparently, you don't respect women after all. I'm not surprised." 
 
      
 
    "I'm sorry," he said, wringing his hands as he wailed pitifully. "I guess it will take years for me to recover from the brainwashing forced on me by our patriarchal society!" 
 
    "Well, at least you realize how screwed up you are," I said. "I'm willing to help you, Michael. But you must do exactly as I say. Otherwise this marriage thing just isn't going to work out." 
 
      
 
    "Please don't say that!" he begged. "I'll do anything to please you!" 
 
      
 
    I nodded. "Good," I said. "We'll begin by getting you in touch with your feminine side. I've decided you should change your name to Michelle and begin dressing as a woman. That will help you to understand the centuries of oppression my gender has endured." 
 
      
 
    I thought he might balk at my demand. But instead his pupils dilated and he began breathing hard. "I see," he said. "So you intend to feminize me? Is that right?" As he spoke, I saw a bulge grow in his jeans. He's into it! I thought. The pathetic little loser is turned on! I have him by the balls for sure! I gave him a wicked smile, my mind racing with ideas for turning him into my sweet, submissive sissy slave. 
 
      
 
    Michael, who is now Michelle, and I have been married now for a little over a year. The relationship has succeeded beyond my wildest dreams. The feminization of her body is coming along nicely. I forced her onto a low-protein vegan diet that destroyed most of her muscle tone, making her thinner than most fashion models.  
 
      
 
    The doctor prescribed massive doses of female hormones that have made her skin soft and smooth while giving her the cutest little B cup breasts. I make fun of her because my chest is a healthy D cup size, which gives my black boyfriend Tyrone plenty to fondle when he pounds me during our thrice-weekly dates. When Michelle complained about me having sex with another man, I reminded her that African-Americans were first brought to this country as slaves by evil white men. She apologized profusely. Now she sucks Tyrone's cock nice and hard right before he and I make love.  
 
      
 
    I enjoy the look of pain and shame on Michelle's face as she watches Tyrone and I fuck like animals in front of her. It gives the sex a nice sadistic edge that makes me scream like a banshee when I cum.  
 
    Mistress Scarlett, if there are any women out there who are wondering if they should feminize their husband, my advice is to go for it. They have nothing to lose and everything to gain. I should know. I'm living proof! 
 
    Karen Shockley 
 
    King of Prussia, PA 
 
      
 
    Dear Karen, 
 
    Thanks for sharing your amazing story! And congratulations on showing your spouse that you wear the pants. Remember to keep a tight grip on her balls, no matter how much she cries or whimpers. Better yet, just chop them off. Your relationship is about your needs and desires, not hers. Never let her forget that. Her happiness in life, what there is of it, should come from serving you. Best of luck and thanks again for your wonderful letter. 
 
    Affectionately, 
 
    Mistress Scarlett 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    FEMINIZED COLLEGE TEACHER DESCRIBES HER LIFE AS A SISSY MAID 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
      
 
    My owner Mistress Karen has ordered me to write to you as a follow-up to her earlier letter. She says that, if I do a good job, she won’t let her lovers call me names when I service their cocks tonight. Don’t get me wrong. I love it when a real man cums in my mouth. I’m just not quite used to the way they slap me around and kick my balls.  
 
      
 
    I thought that the liberal atmosphere at the college would embrace my new transgendered identity. But just the opposite has happened. My students lost all respect for me when I told them the story of how my wife feminized me. They snickered at me when I tried to lecture and shot spit balls in my face. One day it was just too much and I fled the classroom sobbing.  
 
      
 
    Later the administrative board summoned me to a meeting and told me I was fired. Since I don’t have tenure, there was nothing I could do but accept their verdict. They did offer me a job on the school housekeeping staff, however. Now I work 40 hours a week cleaning up three of the campus frat houses. The men who live there sometimes kick over my mop bucket when I’m mopping the restroom floors. Other times they steal the housekeeping supplies for my cart, forcing me to walk across campus to the supply room to get more. The students laugh when they see me, saying things, “Hey, there goes that stupid little sissy whose wife beats him up! What a loser!” I used to tell them they were being cruel and insensitive, but that only made them meaner.  
 
      
 
    My life isn’t all humiliation, though. Each month Mistress Karen lets me play with my cock for a few seconds. I haven’t been able to cum yet, but I hope to have at least one more orgasm in my life before she castrates me. I learned today that she has scheduled my surgery for next month, so my time is very short. Do you think you could persuade her to left climax once more before the doctors chop everything off? 
 
      
 
    Submissively Yours, 
 
      
 
    Sissy Michelle 
 
      
 
    Dear Michelle, 
 
      
 
    I’m insulted by your request. Do you think I’m crass enough to tell another domme how to treat her slave? I told Karen about your insolence and she has moved your surgery date up to next week. Your days of being a man are long gone, my dear. Get used to it. 
 
      
 
    Regards, 
 
      
 
    Mistress Scarlett 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
      
 
    DOMINANT WIFE DESTROYS HUSBAND'S COCK AND FORCES HIM TO FEMINIZE 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
      
 
    Roger and I had been married for six months before the idea of feminizing him came to my mind. I knew since we first met that he was submissive, which is one of the reasons I married him. You see, I'm one of those ladies who enjoys getting her way all the time. So, when I noticed Roger's personal ad on a kinky site, I took the initiative and contacted him. That led to a one-year dating relationship that turned into a lifelong commitment. 
 
      
 
    The first thing that struck me about Roger was his face. He has very  
 
    soft features and is tall and slender, giving him a feminine look even when he represents as a man. After talking for a while, I learned that he prefers chick flicks to watching sports, is obsessively neat and tidy, and thinks most men are insensitive dolts. To be honest, I was surprised he was straight!  
 
      
 
    The first thing I did during our first date is lay down the ground rules. "This is the way it will be," I said as we sat across from each other at the restaurant. “I get to date other men, and women, for that matter, whenever I like; but – “I held up my index finger to stress the point – “you are only allowed to see me. Got it?” 
 
      
 
    "Yes," he said, his breath quickening and his eyes growing wide. Very good, I thought. He gets excited when I dominate him.  
 
      
 
    “'Yes' what?” I said with a stern look. 
 
      
 
    He stared at me like a deer staring into the headlights of the car that's about to take its life. At last he said, “yes...dear?”  
 
      
 
    “NO!” I shouted. “I am not now, nor will I ever be, your 'dear.' Got it?” His face turned pale and his hands began to quake. Beautiful! I thought. He's afraid of me! I glowered at him for a long moment, then continued. “You will address me as Mistress Pamela, both in private and public. Got it?”  
 
      
 
    “Yes,” he said, then added “Mistress Pamela!”  
 
      
 
    “Good girl,” I said. “You might do after all.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Mistress Pamela,” he said, his face going white as he swallowed hard. I knew then that he was mine to do with as I pleased. 
 
      
 
    We tied the knot in Vegas 12 months after our first meeting. I wore a leather bodysuit and carried a whip. He was dressed in a lovely wedding gown and carried a bouquet. That was the first time I saw him in female garb; he was gorgeous! That planted the idea in my mind to feminize him.  
 
      
 
    I started the project by systematically dominating and humiliating him more every day. I declared Friday and Saturday nights to be my date nights. I told him that, during those evenings, I was free to go whoring as much as I pleased, while he was to stay home, read housekeeping magazines, and soak his feet in rose water.  
 
      
 
    After a few weeks of this routine I began bringing my lovers home and letting them fuck me while my husband watched. Most of them were muscular black guys who loved banging a white woman while her gutless sissy husband watched in helpless passivity. Looking up from the mattress to see the shame and degradation on his face was all I needed to cum! Afterwards I ordered him to show the bull his tiny cock, which was always good for a laugh.  
 
      
 
    One time my lover for the evening grabbed my husband's pathetic sissy penis and gave it a good yank, driving him to his knees. I thought it was hilarious, but the doctor we saw at the emergency room later that night told us Roger's cock was fractured and may never function normally again. Lucky for me, the physician's prediction proved true. My husband can no longer have erections and his organ leaks a syrupy sissy-cum most of the time. I solved the problem by making him wear tampons.  
 
      
 
    These days, Roger must sit to pee, which reinforces the fact that he's not a man, not even close. I decided that, since he was using tampons anyway, I should just burn his male underwear and force him to wear panties instead. I didn't bother to tell him about the change ahead of time. You should have seen how surprised he was when he looked in his dresser one morning and saw all the pretty things I had bought for him! His eyes nearly popped out of his head! “Surprise, honey!” I shouted. “Now you're my panty slave!”  
 
      
 
    He cried a little as he slid into a pair of lovely red panties. “You destroyed my penis, now you're making me cross-dress. I have no dignity left,” he said in despair. “What do you have planned for me next?” That question was like a light bulb turning on in my brain. Of course, I thought. Roger is more of a woman than a man anyway, so I'll just feminize him!  
 
      
 
    Over the next few days I studied the dynamics of forced feminization, since I'm one of those people who insists on doing everything to perfection. I read online articles, chatted with some long-time dommes, and even paid a professional dominatrix $200 just for her advice (though the two of us did end up in the sack together; but that's a topic for another letter, LOL). I also read your book “The Stepford Sissies” BTW, which was both informative and exciting!  
 
      
 
    After a week of intense and exhilarating research, I had a plan of action for transforming Roger into my brainwashed sissy slave. I started by demanding he eat my cunt to orgasm every day. I yelled at him and slapped him when we went out to eat. I refused to let him order alcohol or anything with meat in it. I flirted with other men while he sat nearby. I even told a few of his co-workers about his defunct cock. They teased him mercilessly about it, making him cry.  
 
      
 
    After a few weeks of this hard-core abuse, Roger's male ego, which was never very strong to begin with, was on the verge of vanishing forever. One night I was in the living room watching TV when he came to me in tears. “Can we talk, honey?” he asked in a tiny, sissyish voice. 
 
      
 
    “Sure,” I said, turning off the TV. “What do you want to talk about?” 
 
      
 
    He sat beside me and poured his heart out. He told me over and over how much he loved me and wanted us to stay together. He also told me how my recent ultra-dominant behavior had confused him and hurt his feelings. As he whined and moaned, he began to weep, which was so hysterical I had to force myself not to laugh. I mean, he wasn't even pretending to act like a man! In fact, he sounded more like a pathetic love-struck cheerleader who just got her heart broken by the team quarterback. I let him talk for almost an hour while I sat there stone-faced.  
 
      
 
    When he finally shut up, I said, “give me your hand, dear.” 
 
      
 
    He eyed me with suspicion for a moment then did as I said. I took his hand in mine, then, using a move I learned in martial arts class years before, I bent his wrist sideways and twisted his arm, forcing him to his knees. He shrieked in pain and looked up at me with a terrified, agonized expression. I kept my eyes locked on his as I applied the pressure, using my willpower to beat him down mentally while my superior strength controlled him physically. 
 
      
 
    When I let him go, he yanked his hand away and clutched it next to his chest, looking up at me like a whipped puppy as he said, “Why, Pamela? Why did you hurt me? I was caring! I was sensitive! I showed you my open heart!”  
 
      
 
    “I know, sweetie,” I said, stroking his reddened, tear-stained cheek. “But you have to understand I'm trying to help you.” 
 
      
 
    “Help me?” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, honey,” I said, putting all the fake compassion I could muster in my voice. “You see, you're on a journey that you can't understand. In the end, it will all turn out for your good. For now, though, you'll just have to trust me and submit to my loving discipline. Will you do that?” 
 
      
 
    I saw uncertainty, even a remote flicker of manly resolve, in his eyes as he tried to process what I was saying. Did I push him too far too fast? I wondered. He might tire of my abuse and stand up to me. That would ruin all my careful planning!  But then his eyes glazed over with a dull, defeated look. He hung his head low and said, “Yes, Pamela. I won't resist. Do with me as you like. I'm yours, now and forever.” 
 
      
 
    They say that women can't cum without being touched. But, Mistress Scarlett, “cum” is exactly what I did as I watched Roger let go of his dignity and surrender to my absolute control. Searing bolts of erotic electricity shot through my body as I looked down at my whimpering spouse cowering helpless at my feet. I clutched the sofa and rubbed my thighs together to maintain my composure, then ordered Roger to go to our bedroom, take off his clothes, and lie on his back.  
 
      
 
    He did as I said, allowing me a few quick moments to cool down before putting the next phase of my plan into action. I walked into the bedroom minutes later and stood over my prize, who was laying spread-eagled on the mattress.  
 
      
 
    “Very good, little girl,” I said. “You're coming along very nicely.” Our bed has restraints attached to each corner and I used these to bind Roger's arms and legs. I made them tight because I knew it would cause him pain and, therefore, give me pleasure. I gave his ruined cock a playful little slap, which made him wince. After making his escape impossible I took a moment to savor the sight of my broken, beaten husband laid out for me to use as I pleased. It was the most pleasurable and fulfilling experience of my life, Mistress Scarlett! 
 
      
 
    I went to our bathroom, got one of my ladies' razors and a can of flower-scented shaving gel, and returned to the bedroom. “What are you doing, Mistress Pamela?” asked Roger when he saw what was in my hand.  
 
      
 
    “I'm going to modify something I own to match my preferences,” I said with a cold smile. “Namely, you.” I lathered his long, slender legs and ran the razor up and down their length multiple times. Fortunately, Roger has little body hair, so the task didn't take very long. When I was done, his legs were as smooth as the proverbial peach.  
 
      
 
    “Please tell me why you're doing this, mistress,” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “I told you, slave, that's none of your business,” I said, this time adding an edge to my voice to show him I was serious. I wiped his legs dry with a towel, then went to work on the hair around his genitals. He whimpered a few times when the razor nicked his balls, which sent a tingle through my cunt. Shaving his sac took a bit longer than his legs, but in the end his nuts were hairless. I ran the blade across his cock, just to remind him of who was in charge.  
 
      
 
    By the time I was done, Roger's body was free of hair except for the top of his head. I looked him over with pride, filled with satisfaction at how I had destroyed another emblem of his maleness. My clit was throbbing and I was yearning for release, but I didn't want to unbind him just yet. So I stripped, straddled his chest, and knocked another wish off the bucket list when I snaked my hands around his throat and began choking him. He tried to escape but the bonds held him in place, like a fly hopelessly entangled in a spider's web.  
 
      
 
    Seeing the terror in his features while I throttled him supercharged my libido. I started grinding my cunt into his chest, shrieking and screaming like a witch riding her broom. I bucked and writhed like the she-demon I am, watching Roger's face turn red, then white, then a lovely shade of purple.  
 
      
 
    I climaxed when he was at the point of death. As I rode the wave of ecstasy, I released my grip on his neck. He inhaled huge chestfuls of air as my she-cum coated his body. The air filled with the musky scent of my juices, adding a nice touch to my moment of triumph.  
 
      
 
    I stared into his panic-stricken face and told him, “You'll never escape me, my pet. I own you; and, as a sign of my ownership, I'm changing your name to Veronica. You are now my feminized sissy slave.” He whined and wept and begged for his freedom, while I regarded him with a cruel gaze from my vantage point atop his chest. It was amazing!  
 
      
 
    And that is the story of how my submissive husband became Veronica, my sweet little brainwashed slave. There's more to the story, of course which I'll share in my next letter. Right now, my black lover is waiting in the bedroom for me. Veronica has sucked his cock till it's rock hard, so I'm about to get my brains fucked out. Afterwards my spouse will rub my feet while I eat chocolates. It just goes to show that a girl can have her heart’s desires once she feminizes her husband. I just wish I had started earlier!

  
 
    Affectionately, 
 
      
 
    Mistress Pamela 
 
    Miami, FL 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Pamela, 
 
      
 
    Thank you so much for sharing your incredible story. I'm delighted that you found my writings helpful in feminizing your spouse. Always remember, though, that sissy husbands need constant bullying and domination; else they might forget their rightful place. I recommend kicking him in the balls every now and then without warning, just to remind him who runs the show. I also recommend letting him keep his ruined cock, since it doesn't work anyway. Make fun of it often and force him to show it your friends for a good laugh. That will keep him beaten down and ensure you'll have Roger/Veronica at your mercy forever. Best of luck and thanks again for your wonderful letter! 
 
      
 
    Mistress Scarlett 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    SISSY VERONICA DISHES ABOUT HER NEW LIFE 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
      
 
    It’s a high privilege for an unworthy slave like myself to address such a powerful and commanding woman as yourself. I’m so glad Mistress Pamela forced me to accept the truth about myself. I’m much happier in my new role as her sissy maid than I ever was as a “man.” My only regret is that she didn’t feminize me sooner. In any event, I’m quite lucky and am looking forward to a lifetime of service to my wise, loving goddess.  
 
      
 
    Most Truly Yours, 
 
      
 
    Sissy Veronica 
 
      
 
    Dear Veronica, 
 
      
 
    I was delighted to get your little note. Your attitude is a refreshing change from the usual whiny drivel sissies send to me. You recognize your inferiority and willfully submit to your wife’s loving control. Unfortunately, you misspelled the word “regret” in your letter, which was blatantly disrespectful on your part. So, I called your wife this morning and told her to punish you severely. You’ll be spending the next few days with an anal plug shoved up your sissy ass and a needle in your urethra. Good luck bathrooming yourself for a while! 
 
      
 
    Regards, 
 
      
 
    Mistress Scarlett 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    DOMINANT WIFE FORCES FEMINIZED HUSBAND TO PLEASURE PIZZA DELIVERY MAN 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
      
 
    I learned a long ago that the way to keep my husband submissive and feminized is to subject him to endless humiliation. I recently took advantage of an opportunity to do just that when I ordered a pizza for dinner. Before the night was over, I would satisfy both my hunger for food and my drive to embarrass and degrade my sissy spouse. Here's what happened. 
 
      
 
    The sound of the doorbell ringing tore my attention away from the TV program I was watching. “Amber!” I shouted. “Pizza's here! Go get it!” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress Deborah,” said my sissy slave, emerging from the bathroom where she was scrubbing the floor. She wore a black maid's uniform with a frilly white apron, black shoes, white stockings, and a lace bonnet. I watched as she pranced to the front door in the swishing, effeminate stride I require her to use at all times. Excellent, I thought. Three years of brutal domination have erased all traces of her old identity. 
 
      
 
    Amber opened the front door, revealing a short, pudgy, middle-aged man with greasy hair and facial blemishes. He wore a shirt and cap that identified him as a driver for the local pizza chain. “Hello, mam,” he said in a shrill, squeaky voice. “I have your order. That will be $14.95.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you so much!” said Amber. “Let me get the money to pay you.” She reached into the tiny pink change purse where she keeps the small amount of cash I permit her access to. I studied the pizza guy for a moment, thinking about how nerdy and out of shape he was. Then a marvelous idea popped into my brain.  I hopped to my feet and walked over to him. 
 
      
 
    “Why don't you come in?” I said to the driver, giving him a sexy smile as I leaned against the doorway. “You look like you could use a break.” I nodded at Amber, who was about to hand him the money. “My husband here can get you a cold drink while you relax for a while.” 
 
      
 
    “Husband?” he repeated, giving Amber a dumbfounded look.

I grinned at him. “Well, I use the term loosely,” I said. “Husbands are usually men, but not mine. She's really just a stupid sissy who dresses up like a girl.” I looked at Amber, whose face was turning red with shame. “Isn't that right, dear?” I said. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress Deborah,” Amber said, a note of dread in her voice as she guessed what I was doing. “I'm not a man, not anymore. You turned me into a gutless sissy.” 
 
      
 
    I chuckled. “indeed I did, Amber,” I said, needling her with my words. “I broke your will and destroyed your masculinity. Now you're a spineless coward who lets me treat her like a doormat. Right?” 
 
      
 
    Amber looked at the pizza guy for a second, then dropped her head like a whipped dog.  “Yes, dear,” she said. “You took away my dignity and forced me to feminize. I was too weak to resist you.”  
 
      
 
    “What's going on here?” said the delivery guy. His name tag read “Bob.” 
 
      
 
    “Tell you what, Bob,” I said, stroking my cleavage with the tips of my fingers; I was wearing a low-cup top that showed off my assets.  “Come on in and I'll tell you all about it. Sound like fun?” 
 
      
 
    He looked uncertain for a moment, then shrugged his shoulders and said, “Sure, why not?” 
 
      
 
    “Wonderful!” I said. He handed the pizza to Amber. Then he entered the house and I showed him to a cushy seat in the living room. “Get him a cold drink, slave,” I ordered her. “Is cola okay?” I asked Bob. 
 
      
 
    “That's fine,” he said, then added, “it's not diet, is it?” 
 
      
 
    I laughed. “Don't worry about it, Bob,” I said. “Amber!” I shouted towards the kitchen. “Hurry up! Don't make me flog you!”  
 
      
 
    She came rushing out into the living room seconds later, huffing like a hooker working her way through a 12-man gang bang. She gave Bob a glass of cola. “Here you are, sir,” she said. “I hope you enjoy it.” 
 
      
 
    Bob sipped the frosty caramel-colored liquid. “Not bad,” he said. “At least it's not the diet crap my mom makes me drink.” 
 
      
 
    “I'm so pleased to hear it!” said Amber, curtsying to the obese slob. 
 
      
 
    “Amber!” I shouted, pointing an accusing finger in her face. “Are you insulting our guest's mother?” 
 
      
 
    “No, Mistress Deborah!” she exclaimed. “I'm just glad he enjoys the drink I gave him! That's all! I swear!” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I see,” I said. “So now you're calling me a liar.” 
 
      
 
    “No, not at all!” she pleaded. “Please, dear! I meant no wrong!”  
 
      
 
    “Shut up!” I screamed. “You insulted our guest and now you're being sassy to me!” I shoved her as hard as I could, sending her reeling backwards and crashing to the floor. She cowered there sobbing. I looked over at Bob, who was leaning forward in the chair with his elbows on his knees watching the whole thing. The bulge between his legs told me he was enjoying the show. I settled into the sofa and glared at Amber as her cries subsided. 
 
      
 
    “Are you done pitching a hissy fit, slave?” I said to her. She nodded, keeping her head bowed down. 
 
      
 
    “Good,” I said. “Then get on your knees. You're going to service our guest Bob with your filthy slut mouth.” 
 
      
 
    “Huh?” said Bob, looking at me in shocked disbelief. 
 
      
 
    “You do like getting your knob polished, don't you?” I said to him. 
 
      
 
    “Well, y-yeah,” he said, stammering. “That is...I never.... I mean, I haven't...” 
 
      
 
    “Never mind,” I said, cutting him off. “The point is that you're here, you're hard, and there's a sissy queer on her knees ready to blow. So drop your pants and let her get to work!” 
 
      
 
    “Is it okay?” Bob said to Amber. “Will you...take care of me like your wife says?” 
 
      
 
    “Don't ask her!” I snapped. “It's not her choice. She does what I tell her to do.” I looked at Amber with a smug grin. “Isn't that right, my dear?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress Deborah,” said Amber in a weak, defeated voice. “I'm your property and I must do as you say.” 
 
      
 
    “Outstanding!” I said, “So it's settled. Amber, Bob will show you his rod and you will pleasure him.” I snapped my fingers at my sissy husband. “Chop chop!” 
 
      
 
    Bob still seemed a little unsure of what to do. But, after a few seconds of rocking back and forth, he got up, loosened his belt, and dropped his jeans, exposing his greasy boxer shorts for me and Amber to see. “Lower those as well, Mr. Pizza Guy,” I said. He slipped his hands behind the elastic waistband and pulled his underwear down, revealing to all present his “manliness.”  
 
      
 
    I must admit, Mistress Scarlett, it took all my self-control not to burst out laughing on the spot. Bob's cock looked more like a soggy cigar stub than a proper penis. Still, I'm a lady first and foremost, and ladies are always gracious to their guests. So I bit my lip as Amber wrapped her scarlet lips around the tiny sausage and began sucking.  
 
      
 
    Bob's stomach shook like a mass of whale blubber as he swayed unsteadily. “Oh...oh, wow,” He said, closing his eyes and thrusting his hips forward. 
 
      
 
    I got down on my knees next to Amber and began whispering in her ear. “Think of it, my dear; a few years ago, you were a high-powered sales executive with a six-figure salary and a sports car. Then you met me. I sank my claws into you and crushed your self-esteem even as I drained your bank account. Now you’re a worthless sissy on her knees giving head to a minimum wage drone who probably lives with his mom! Isn't the irony exquisite?”  
 
      
 
    Amber was too busy with the task at hand to respond, but I saw tears roll out of her eyes and stream down her painted face. The sight was so wonderful I found my hand moving to my clit out of sheer reflex. Hot jolts of raw pleasure shot through my body as I fondled my sex, my eyes glued on the scene of utter degradation unfolding before me.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, yeah,” muttered Bob as his arousal blossomed. “Suck me, you stupid sissy cunt. Make me cum. You're my bitch.” Hearing a fat, clumsy oaf degrade and abuse my husband supercharged my self-lust, making me work my woman-parts with a vigor I had never before experienced. It was incredible! 
 
      
 
    Bob's bloated body jerked back and forth as he pumped his semen into Amber's mouth.  She jerked her head back as he sprayed her with his seed, beginning to retch as she spit the grayish liquid out of her mouth. 
 
      
 
    “Amber!” I shouted, taking a break from playing with myself to admonish my sissy. “What are you doing? You know you're supposed to drink every drop!”

“I'm sorry, mistress,” she said between heaves. “But it's vile!” 
 
      
 
    “How dare you!” I shouted in righteous rage. “Our guest is blessing you with his cum and you're refusing it? You inconsiderate bitch!” I clubbed the side of her head with my fist. For the second time that day she curled up in a ball on the floor and wept. Seeing her in pain was all I needed to activate my orgasm. I pressed my palms against the sides of my head, looked up towards the ceiling, and bellowed like the goddess of evil I am, writhing and shrieking as wave after wave of animal ecstasy poured through me.  
 
      
 
    My head was still spinning when I heard Bob say, “I think I'll go now.”  
 
      
 
    “Whatever,” I said, waving a dismissive hand as I looked up from my position on the carpet. He pulled up his pants and fled, unnerved by his encounter but nonetheless satiated. I wondered if he would tell anyone what happened. If so, would they believe him? 
 
      
 
    Later I chained Amber to the wall of our cellar and beat her till she passed out. Usually I'm not that severe with her, but her crime made such measures necessary. As day turned to night, I noticed the pizza still sitting on the kitchen counter. I heated a slice in the microwave and took a bite; it was surprisingly good. Then I realized Amber had never paid for it. “Excellent,” I said with a smile. “Now I have an excuse to punish her again.” 
 
      
 
    Triumphantly Yours, 
 
      
 
    Alexis Royal 
 
      
 
    Chicago, Illinois 
 
      
 
    Dear Alexis, 
 
      
 
    Wonderful letters like yours remind me of why I became a domme in the first place. You exhibit every quality that makes a woman great: malice, cunning, and sheer ruthlessness. Your slave is lucky indeed to have a mistress like you. I wish you all the best in your future endeavors and hope to hear from you again. As for Amber, the next time you whip her, give her a lash just for me. Ta-ta! 
 
      
 
    Mistress Scarlett 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    SISSY SUFFERS BROKEN HAND FOR DEFYING HER MISTRESS 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
      
 
    Please forgive me for not writing sooner. Mistress caught me playing with myself a few months ago and smashed the bones in my hand with a sledgehammer. I deserved it for disobeying her, of course. But it has taken a while for the swelling to go down so I could send you this note. 
 
      
 
    As Mistress Deborah shared with you in her letter, I am her feminized slave. She controls all aspects of my life, including when I may bathroom myself. I am permitted 60 seconds to pee and have a bowel movement. If I'm not done in that time, then she reinserts my anal plug. She also clamps the tip of my cock so I can't urinate.  
 
      
 
    I'm ashamed to say that I did indeed refuse the pizza man's cum. I was being selfish and thinking only of myself, as usual. Still, I have a stern but fair owner who never lets me get out of line. She has made me into a better slave through her brutal but wise control of my life. 
 
      
 
    Fortunately, I will have the chance to make up for my mistake. Mistress just ordered another pizza and the delivery man will be here soon. I hope it's Bob. This time I will swallow every drop of his wonderful gift, no matter how it tastes.  
 
      
 
    Your Obedient Servant, 
 
      
 
    Sissy Amber 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Amber, 
 
      
 
    Bravo for admitting that you were in the wrong. You sound like a very disobedient slut, hardly worth wasting time on. Luckily, you have a patient, loving mistress who tolerates your atrocious behavior. You should remind yourself constantly of how blessed you are. Were you mine, I would have castrated you a long time ago. Perhaps I will suggest that to your wife. 
 
      
 
    Regards, 
 
      
 
    Mistress Scarlett 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    TAKE-CHARGE WIFE FEMINIZES CHEATING HUSBAND 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
      
 
    What does a wife do with an unfaithful husband? She turns him into her sissy slave, of course! That’s exactly what I’m doing to Bubbles, formerly named Brad. I’ve deprived her of her freedom and her dignity, and soon I will chop off her balls as well. That may sound cruel, but it’s exactly what she deserves for cheating on me. 
 
      
 
    I met Brad five years ago at a country-western bar called Cowboys and Cowgirls. I was immediately attracted to him, at least on a physical level. He was tall, lean but muscular, and had a handsome, almost pretty face. He wore a 10-gallon hat, rhinestone shirt, new jeans, and cowboy boots. Yeah, I know that sounds like a stereotype, but in those days, I fancied my ideal man as a rough and ready type. I’ve learned better since, of course.  
 
      
 
    I was so turned on by Brad’s looks that I gave him a smile and a wink when I caught him looking at me. “Well, hello there, pretty thing,” he said as he slid into the stool next to mine. “Name’s Brad,” he said with a tip of his enormous hat.  
 
      
 
    “Hi,” I said in my sexiest tone. “I’m Angie. Nice to meet you.” 
 
      
 
    “Pleasure’s all mine, darlin’,” he said in a tone that was smooth as suede leather. I felt my face flush and my pulse quicken as I looked him over. He’s a tall drink of water for sure, I thought. And I’m ready to take a sip!  
 
      
 
    Before the night was over, Brad and I made love in the bedroom at his trailer. Two things bothered me about him by that point. One was the Confederate flag hanging from the wall; it screamed ignorance to me. The other was his undersized, slightly soft cock. I like getting hammered by a giant, stone-hard tool, and Brad’s organ was more like a slithery worm.  
 
      
 
    When he came, the goo just kind of drizzled into me, like cream dripping from a malfunctioning milk shake machine. But, when he asked me how it was, I just smiled and said, “it was fine, honey. Just fine.” With that he rolled over and went to sleep, even though I was still yearning for more.  
 
      
 
    To make a long story short, Brad and I got married three months later. No, he didn’t knock me up; I can’t have kids anyway. But I found out he had inherited a nice-sized nest egg when his dad, a millionaire building contractor, died.  
 
      
 
    I made Brad sell his trailer and buy an upscale home in a fancy Dallas neighborhood. He grumbled a little when I urged him to do it but gave in when I refused to give him sex. That was the first time I realized I could control a man by taking charge of his cock. Most women learn that lesson early in life, but I’ve always been a little naïve. That in turn set the stage for the next part of my story.  
 
      
 
    About a year into our marriage Brad began acting suspiciously. He would stay out late on weeknights and not answer his cell phone when I called. When he finally got home, I would ask him where he had been. “Had to work late,” he would always say. 
 
      
 
    “But I called the foreman at the job site,” I would say. “He said you were nowhere around!” 
 
      
 
    “Look, just get off my back, Angie,” he retorted. “I’m tired. By the way, what’s for supper?” 
 
      
 
    As time went on, I noticed other clues that Bad was running around behind my back. I noticed the smell of cheap perfume on his shirts when I washed them. I checked his phone records and saw several calls placed to numbers I didn’t recognize. When I called the numbers, they always went to a strange woman’s voice mail.  
 
      
 
    Finally, I decided to follow him one night. I shadowed his pickup truck in my Lexus, staying far enough behind him to prevent tipping him off. That’s when I caught him going to a fancy downtown hotel. I watched with a pair of binoculars as a busty, stern-looking woman in a black leather bustier answered the door and let him enter the room. 
 
      
 
    “That son of a bitch,” I growled. “That dirty, cheating son of a bitch.” 
 
      
 
    I spent the rest of the evening researching my options. My first thought was to divorce Brad, but he had suckered me into signing an ironclad pre-nup which ensured I would walk away from the marriage broke. And I was far from okay with that; after all, I was the victim in the whole sordid affair. Didn’t I deserve some compensation? I considered hiring a hit man to kill him, but I was worried I might get caught and go to prison. In desperation, I turned to the Internet, where I found your web site and learned about forced feminization.  
 
      
 
    “That’s it!” I said, pumping my fist in the air. “I’ll get revenge by turning Brad into a sissy queer!” I spent the rest of the night researching how to transform my cheating hubby into my swishing, submissive, cock-sucking slave. 
 
      
 
    Brad never did come home that night. But he did show up the next morning, mumbled something to me as he devoured breakfast, and went to bed, falling asleep as soon as his head hit the pillow. I fished his cell phone out of his jeans pocket, looking for something I could use against him. That’s when I found the videos he had recorded the previous night. My mouth dropped open as I watched them.  
 
      
 
    What I hadn’t realized the night before was that the woman Brad went to see wasn’t just your average slut. She was a high-rent hooker who spanks and abuses her johns. I pictured showing the recording to his buddies at work. Then I noticed that the lady had “something extra” between her legs. She was a transsexual, what the porn sites call a “shemale.” And she had a huge pecker between her gorgeous legs! Brad gasped as she pounded him with her massive tool.  
 
      
 
    “Please, mistress,” he moaned in the video. “Keep fucking my sissy ass till you split me in two! Punish me for being bad!” Then, after she came, he licked her cum-and-crap-covered pole clean and shiny, making her orgasm again and spry her jism all over his face.  
 
      
 
    She rubbed the sticky brown and gray mess all over his features with her bulging, purplish cock-head as he knelt before her. Then she pissed all over him as he cowered on the carpet curled up like a baby and crying. 
 
      
 
    “This is better than I could have dreamt,” I said with an evil grin. I uploaded the video to my laptop, then kicked back with a glass of beer and waited for my husband to wake up.  
 
      
 
    Hours later I heard him stirring in the bedroom. As he stumbled out into the hallway I said, “Honey? Could you come into my office, please? I want to ask you something.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah…yeah, sure,” he said. “By the way, you seen my cell phone?” 
 
      
 
    “No, dear,” I said sweetly. “But I did find something else.” 
 
      
 
    “What you talking’ about?” he said, a tinge of fear in his voice as he entered the room. 
 
      
 
    “Not much,” I said, clicking my mouse to activate the screen. “Just this.” The next several seconds was the greatest moment of my life. The color drained from Brad’s face as he watched himself getting reamed by a chick-with-a-dick. “Oh…oh, god,” he said. The air filled with the sour stench of urine as he pissed his pants. But to me the aroma was as sweet as honey. It signaled the beginning of Brad’s transformation into my sissy slave. 
 
      
 
    “Here’s’ the deal,” I said. “You can still act like a man when you’re at work with your buddies. But, when you’re home with me, you will dress and act like the gutless sissy we both know you are. You’ll wear pretty ladies’ clothes, keep your body smooth, prance about like there’s a dick shoved up your ass, and call me ‘Mistress Angela.’” 
 
      
 
    Bob glared at me. “And what if I say not?” he said. 
 
      
 
    I chuckled. “well, then,” I said gleefully, “I’ll show this video to all your friends and they’ll know your little secret just like I do.”  
 
      
 
    “I could grab that computer now and smash it,” he said defiantly. “Do the same to my phone.” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “Really, honey,” I said. “You should keep up with modern technology.” I nodded at the PC screen. “This wonderful performance of yours is already stored safely in the cloud, where I can hold it over your head forever. So, your chances of getting out of this thorny dilemma are as tiny as your slimy little penis. Face it, Bubbles; you’re screwed, and not in a good way.” 
 
      
 
    “’Bubbles?’” he repeated. “Who’s Bubbles?” 
 
      
 
    I laughed long and hard, then said, “Silly girl; YOU are Bubbles, of course! That’s your slave name! I chose it because it sounds like something a stupid bimbo would call herself. And let’s face it. You are one stupid bimbo indeed.”  
 
      
 
    He fell on his ass and sat on the floor at my feet, his eyes turning to glass as the reality of what I was saying sank into his slow-witted mind. I watched as his facial expressions showed terror, then panic, and, at last, hopeless despair. It was not only the most beautiful but the most powerfully erotic thing I have ever seen. In that moment, Mistress, Scarlett, I knew I was born to be a dominant woman.  
 
      
 
    “Okay, then,” I said as I turned away from him to look at my computer. “Let’s start picking out your new wardrobe, Bubbles.” I spent the next hour selecting panties, stockings, bras, dresses, high heels, purses, and other items. It was a little hard at first picking out sizes to fit Brad, but I found a helpful conversion chart on a crossdressing web site that made the job easy.  
 
      
 
    The last item I chose was a male chastity cage. I liked it because it has spikes at the tip designed to sink into the wearer’s glans should he ever have an erection. I ordered Brad to put it on when it arrived from Amazon a few days later. Then I made him get down on his knees and bow before me as I said, “Well, Bubbles, say goodbye to your manhood. Now you’re mine forever.” 
 
      
 
    Most Truly Yours, 
 
      
 
    Angela LeCroy  
 
      
 
    Dallas, Texas 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Angela,

I’m glad you realized your dominance in time to put your worthless husband in his place. And congratulations on the choice of sissy name. “Bubbles” is perfect. It combines smuttiness, stupidity, and submissiveness in one glorious package. I would love to hear all about how you broke his mind and transformed his body, so please feel free to write me again. Best of luck and thanks so very much for your letter!  
 
      
 
    Affectionately, 
 
      
 
    Mistress Scarlett 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    FORMER CHEATING HUSBAND, NOW SERVILE SLAVE, DESCRIBES HER LIFE AS A FEMINIZED BIMBO 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
      
 
    My name is Sissy Bubbles. I am the feminized slave of my wife, Mistress Angela. She has ordered me to tell you what my life is like, now that I have lost my manhood and become a humiliated sissy cocksucker.  
 
      
 
    As mistress shared in her letter, she found the video of a transgender domme using mw for her pleasure. That woman’s name is Mistress Priscilla. My wife contacted her shortly after she ordered my new wardrobe to assist her in feminizing me. Mistress Priscilla said she would be delighted to help in my sissy training but would require a fee of $17,000.00.  
 
      
 
    Mistress Angela ordered me to use the funds I had been saving for a new deep-sea fishing boat. I went to the bank to withdraw the money dressed as a woman. The clerk, a long-time guy friend of mine named Nick, saw me in drag and snickered. “Wow, Brad! Is that really you? Man, you look ridiculous!” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” I said, beginning to sob. “Angela is turning me into her transvestite slave. She has ordered me to turn the money in my savings account over to her.” 
 
      
 
    Nick snorted. “I always figured you were secretly gay, Brad. All the guys did. What’s your female name, by the way?” 
 
      
 
    “Bubbles,” I said, my face turning red as I hung my head in shame. 
 
      
 
    “Hah!” shouted Nick. Then he called the bank secretary over to his station. She’s a hot Hispanic woman with huge breasts and great legs. I used to flirt with her back when I was a man. Her name is Olivia. “You got to get a look at this!” Nick said to her as she approached. “Brad’s wife has turned him into a crossdressing queer!” 
 
      
 
    Olivia stood there eyeing me head to toe, trying to suppress a smile. Then she burst out laughing. “I’ll say this, Brad,” she said, “you’re almost as ugly as a woman as you were when you were a man!” 
 
      
 
    “Stop, stop!” I cried, burying my face in my hands. “Don’t be mean to me! Please!” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, so weepy!” said Olivia. “Must be this bitch’s time of the month!” She took out a couple of quarters out of her purse, throwing them at me. One of the coins hit me in the forehead. The other slapped against my throat, making me cough and wheeze. “There’s fifty cents, sweetie,” she said. “There’s a tampon dispenser in the ladies’ room. Go buy one!”  
 
      
 
    By this point other customer were laughing and pointing at me. The branch manager, a tall guy with muscles, walked over. “You shore are purty, miss,” he said to me. “How ‘bout we go on a date?” Nick and Olivia guffawed and the three of them high-fived each other.  
 
      
 
    I finally got the money, but only after enduring a half hour of vicious humiliation. I tucked the funds in my new purse and scampered from the bank like a frightened mouse. When I got outside, I looked for my pickup truck, only to remember that my wife was driving it now. She had found a used pink Prius at a car lot and gave it to me to run errands around town. I started the engine and drove home, terrified to think about what awaited me there.  
 
      
 
    When I got back, I saw a champagne-colored Cadillac parked in the driveway. My blood ran cold as I realized it was Mistress Priscilla’s car. As I walked into the living room, I saw both her and Mistress Angela standing there, smirking at me. “Well,” said my former domme, “Hello again, Brad. Your wife here has been telling me some interesting things about you.” She looked at Angela. “Right, dear?” she said with a wink. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, indeed,” said my wife, approaching me. “Hand over the money, Bubbles,” she said. “Let’s get the financial details out of the way first.”  
 
      
 
    At that point something arose within me. Maybe it was a tiny sliver of my dying manliness. Maybe it was pure terror. I clutched the purse under my arm and turned to run away. But I had only taken a couple of steps before Mistress Priscilla leapt through the air and onto my back. She clamped her forearm across my neck, choking off my breath. I struggled furiously, but after a few seconds my strength evaporated and I collapsed to the floor.  
 
      
 
    “Excellent, Priscilla!” said Angela, snatching my purse away and fishing out the cash to give to the other woman. “Now let’s drag this worthless creature to the basement.” Each of the women grabbed one of my ankles and began pulling me across the living room and down the long, dark stairs that led to the cellar. My head smashed into each step as I descended into all-consuming blackness.  
 
      
 
    I don’t have enough courage to tell you all the things that happened to me down there, Mistress Scarlett. I know the women kept me there for three days and refused to let me sleep. They used the tools from my workshop to clamp my nipples, blister my balls, and staple my cock to my thigh. They forced me to prance around in high heels while they whistled and stomped and told me to “do it like a woman.” Mistress Priscilla fucked my tight little ass countless times while I lay helpless and chained across a work table. Mistress Angela suspended me from the ceiling and whipped me with my own belt.  
 
      
 
    At some point my will to resist collapsed. I knew my old life was over forever when my wife asked me, “who are you, slave?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m a worthless slave named Bubbles, a cock-craving slut who exists only to serve my owners,” I said in a quiet, defeated voice.  
 
      
 
    After I surrendered to the women, they became gentle. They took me upstairs to a bedroom where they nursed my wounds and gave me bread and a little water. They let me sleep for a while, then shaved all the hair from my body, following up the razor with all kinds of fragrant oils and lotions. They slipped fishnet hose up my legs and dressed me in a lovely bra. They taught me to walk in heels, put a gorgeous blond wig on my head, adorned me in makeup, and praised me when I sucked Mistress Priscilla’s cock to orgasm. I licked it clean and swallowed every drop, just like a good sissy should.  
 
      
 
    After a week of intense training I signed the suicide note Mistress Angela wrote out, using my old male name. Now my wife has all my money. As for the man I used to be, he is dead, both to the world and to me. I serve my wonderful owner with loving devotion, even when she punishes my balls with a cattle prod or sticks needles in my cock. I am a lucky sissy and would never trade my new identity for anything in the world. 
 
      
 
    Your Obedient Servant, 
 
      
 
    Sissy Bubbles 
 
      
 
    Dear Bubbles, 
 
      
 
    Your story should serve as a message to men everywhere. We women know you’re brainless sissies. That’s why we work so hard to control you. So stop resisting and just give in to the dominant female in your life. You’ll save yourself endless pain and possibly even enjoy a little pleasure. Either way, we ladies will win in the end. We always do. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Scarlett 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    How a Sexy Lady Cop Forced me to Become her Sissy Maid Bitch 
 
    by 
 
    Mistress Victoria 
 
      
 
    Here’s a tip for the male drivers out there. Whatever you do, never, ever speed while Officer Rosario Lopez is on duty. Otherwise you may find yourself imprisoned in her dungeon of forbidden delights. Trust us, you’ll never get out of there with your manhood intact! 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Do you know what it feels like to have a nightstick shoved up your ass, sissy?” she said, running the edge of her weapon along the rim of my butt.  My nerves jumped with pleasure, but I was so scared that I barely noticed.   
 
    “No mam,” I said to her. 
 
    “Well, you’re about to find out.” 
 
    Seconds later I learned what it feels like to be impaled on a flag pole.   
 
    Two months earlier, just before Mistress Lopez enslaved and feminized me, I was just another smart-aleck driver who thought he could drive as fast as he pleased.  It was a typical summer day in southern California.  As usual, I was late for work, and I was trying to make up for that fact by driving 65 in a 45 mph zone.   
 
    I cursed when I saw the red lights in my rearview mirror.  “What the fuck?” I muttered as I pulled over. 
 
    I reached for my driver’s license and registration, then waited to see what kind of human being would emerge from the cruiser behind me.  I expected the usual tough-guy cop with a giant belly and crooked cap.  But instead I had the pleasure of watching the hottest woman I have ever seen in my life get out of that cop car!   
 
    She was tall and tan, with a shape that filled out her uniform so nicely that my heart pounded as she swaggered to my car.  Her raven hair was pinned back, showing off her slightly upturned nose and wide, sensuous lips.  She wore sunglasses with mirror frames that hid her eyes, which I found out later are almond-shaped and colored a fierce emerald green.  She wore the short-sleeved uniform most officers dress in during the warm season: white shirt with navy pants and black running shoes.   
 
    A badge rested on top of her ample right breast; I envied the badge. 
 
    “License and registration,” she said as she neared my vehicle, using a short, clipped tone that left no doubt who was in charge.  Her voice had a slight Hispanic quality. 
 
    I handed her what she demanded, offering her a smile that I thought might charm her.  If it did, then her face showed no evidence of it.  “Wow,” I said, eyeing her lean, muscular 6 foot 2 inch frame.  As she examined my forms, I gave her a close look.  Her arms were firm without a trace of flab, her shoulders broad.  I thought she might be a runner or a swimmer – though I now know that she gets her exercise in other, more interesting ways. 
 
    “’Wow?’” she said to me, repeating the word that had just escaped my lips. 
 
    “Uh – yes, officer,” I said, turning on the same act that had worked with countless other women over the years.  “I mean no offense; it’s just that I’ve never seen a lady cop as gorgeous as you before.” 
 
    She said nothing, just took off her shades and glared at me.  Her eyes were knitted together in a way that revealed the rage boiling in her at that moment. 
 
    “Step out of the car – now,” she said.  I scrambled to do so. 
 
    “Turn around and face the door,” she said, touching her firearm holster as she spoke.  I did as she commanded, my heart racing as much from arousal as from terror. 
 
    “Hands against the car,” she said.  Again I complied. 
 
    “Listen here, you stupid shit,” she said, putting her lips against my ear and leaning against me.  For the first time I noticed that she towered over me by a good three inches.  “I’ve worked too damned hard and endured too many long, miserable shifts to take your crap.  Understand?”  Her voice snarled like a tiger about to leap on an unwary rabbit. 
 
    “Y-yes mam,” I said, my voice quaking.  My stomach felt sick and my head was spinning. 
 
    “You ever speed in my jurisdiction again and I will turn you into my own private bitch,” she said. Then her left hand grabbed my right shoulder and spun me around.   
 
    Trembling, I looked up into her stone-cold eyes.  She smiled.  “You’ve got a pretty face,” she said, “almost girlish.  I could do things to you, things I would enjoy very much.” 
 
    I felt my knees go weak.  My hands clutched the side of the car. 
 
    “Get back in your fucking vehicle while I check you out,” she said, waving my license in my face.  The she strode back to her cruiser with the cool, deliberate pace of a hangman on his way to an execution. 
 
    Sweat poured down my body as I endured the next several minutes in silence.  What the hell have I run into?  I thought to myself.  This woman is nuts!  As scared as I was, however, I couldn’t help but notice the raging hard-on in my pants. 
 
    Then came the merciful moment when I saw her exit her vehicle and walk towards me.  She handed me back my papers, along with a ticket.  “I’ve issued you a citation for $150.00,” she said, poking her head into my car and looking me up and down.  “Now go take care of that pitiful worm between your legs, you little faggot.”   
 
    Returning to her cruiser, she drove off into the distance.  I sat there for several minutes staring at the citation, trying to make sense of what had just happened.  Her name and title, Officer Rosario Lopez, burned its way into my memory. 
 
    For the next several days I took different routes to work than usual, leaving home early so I could stay well under the speed limit.  For a week or so I behaved.  Then, on a Friday morning, I slipped back into my old habits, stepping on the gas just a bit. 
 
    As soon as my speedometer tipped over the posted limit, I again saw blue lights in my rearview mirror. 
 
    As I killed my engine, I saw the cop already walking towards me.  I couldn’t believe my eyes.  It was her!  Officer Rosario Lopez was approaching my car once more.  I wasn’t sure if I should feel cursed or lucky as I watched her unbelievably sexy form sauntering in my direction. 
 
    Once more, she poked her head through the open window. 
 
    “Hello again, mam,” she said.  “I see your clit has calmed down for the moment.” 
 
    Speechless, I could only look at her in shocked disbelief. 
 
    Then she shipped out a pen and paper, scribbling some words down.  “Be there at 10 tonight,” she said, tossing the note at me.  “Bring wine – something red and expensive.”  Then she went back to her cruiser and disappeared yet again into the distance. 
 
    Written on the paper in my lap was her address.  My hard-on returned, raging like never before. 
 
    That evening I rushed home from work, showered, changed, and went to the store, dropping nearly $100 for a bottle of wine with some obscure-sounding French name.  At precisely 9:55 that evening I stood at the front door of a small frame house in a solidly middle-class part of town.  I ran my finger along the inside of my shirt collar, steeling myself for whatever might be waiting for me on the other side.  The bottle of wine was in my hand.  The sun had fallen a half hour before, and a bright full moon was rising in the far end of the sky. 
 
    I reached up to knock, and as I did the door opened with a start.  There, standing before me, was Officer Rosario Lopez, wearing a black mini-skirt with leather pumps and a scarlet top that hung low in the middle, showing off her magnificent cleavage.  She wore a small gold watch on her right wrist, and a strand of pearls graced her lovely neck. 
 
    “Get in here,” she ordered, looking down at me. 
 
    I scurried into her home like a frightened mouse.  “Sit,” she said, pointing at a kitchen table with a dark table cloth and a burning candle in the center. 
 
    “Yes, mam, as you say,” I said, barely managing to speak the words.   
 
    As I took a seat she walked over and tore the bottle from my shaking hands.  Her eyes narrowed as she scanned the label.  “This will do, I suppose,” she said.  In a flash she produced two glasses.  A moment later a corkscrew appeared in her hand, and I watched as her long, tapered fingers twisted the apparatus deep into the cork.  She snorted slightly as she saw me watching.  “What’s wrong?” she said with a slight snort.  “Is watching me screw something tight and hard too much for you to stomach?” 
 
    I tried to say something, but the lump in my throat made me gag as I struggled to get the words out.  In the end I only managed a wimpy gurgling sound. 
 
    She poured a little of the blood-red liquid into my glass, then added a much healthier portion to her own.  Taking a seat, she leaned back and sipped leisurely at the wine, keeping her wickedly sharp eyes focused on me the whole time. 
 
    “Tell me about yourself,” she finally said, in the same short, clip tone she always used. 
 
    Taking a deep, calming breath, I fought to speak in her presence.  “Well,” I began, “I’m 28…I work in sales…I live alone…” my mind went foggy as I struggled for something to say. 
 
    “No wife, no kids, and no girlfriend?” she asked. 
 
    “No…at least not right now…what I mean is, I have dated, but nothing serious for several years.”  I found the words coming easier as the wine began to have its usual effect. 
 
    “And you like girls, is that right?” she said. 
 
    “Oh yes…very much, in fact,” giving her the same grin I had tried to use the first time I met her.  She kept looking at me, taking a drink of wine every moment every now and then. 
 
    “What’s your name?  I know it was on your license, but tell me anyway,’ she said.  I noticed her tone soften ever so slightly. 
 
    “Chris,” I said, “Chris Taylor.” 
 
    Then she laughed – a long, hearty laugh that sounded musical and menacing at the same time.  “Oh, you are so wrong, my pet!” she said, a vicious smile on her lips as her face turned dark.
  
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked, my voice going high like a frightened girl’s. 
 
    Setting her glass on the table, she leaned forward.  Once more her eyes bored holes into my skull.  “I mean that your name is Christie, and you are now my slave.” 
 
    A moment later the drugs she had slipped into my wine kicked in.  My head plunged forward as I sank into blackness. 
 
    “I bet that hurts, doesn’t it?” were the next words that penetrated the clouds in my brain. 
 
    Then I felt the burning pain in my wrists, and suddenly I was aware that I was hanging suspended from a pair of manacles, twirling slowly from a massive oaken beam in the ceiling of a dimly lit room. 
 
    As I spun towards the flickering light of a group of candles, I once more saw Officer Lopez.  She had changed into black leather boots that rose just above her knees, with a matching black leather corset that was cinched with rawhide straps around her hourglass waist.  In her right hand she held a whip.   
 
    “What the hell is going on here?” I shouted, anger momentarily overcoming the dread that was creeping through my soul. 
 
    Lopez laughed once more – a wild, merciless shrieking sound that gave me a taste of the torture soon to come. 
 
    “Oh…god,” I said, looking at her then glancing around at the cinder block walls and cement floor that surrounded me.  “Y-you’re a witch, aren’t; you?” 
 
    She gave me a shocked look that confused me.  “Why, no,” she said in a mocking tone.  “My dear, sweet Christie, why would you say that?”   
 
    Then her eyes turned black as pitch, or so it seemed, as her voice lowered itself.  “I’m no witch, young lady.  I’m the Devil, and this is your private hell.” 
 
    She raised the whip and brought it down with a CRACK!  For the first time I realized that I was naked; the cold, damp air assaulted my quivering body. 
 
    Then the flogging began.  I felt the whip’s rough surface tear into my flesh, opening welts as she worked it across my chest, then my thighs, then along my ass cheeks. My screams echoed against the walls, ringing through my head and mixing with her laughter as she laid into me. 
 
    I felt a moment’s relief as she stopped to wipe the sweat from her forehead.  Then she struck once more; this time the cord flicked across my balls.  I shrieked and bellowed and sobbed as the stinging pain tore through every inch of my body. 
 
    I don’t know how long she kept up the beating.  But, when at last it was over, my body was one giant mass of pain.  That was when I felt the cold edge of her baton against me.     
 
    “Do you know what it feels like to have a nightstick shoved up your ass, sissy?” she said, running the edge of her weapon along the rim of my butt.   
 
    “No mam,” I said to her. 
 
    “Well, you’re about to find out.” 
 
    There are no words to describe what I felt next.  I only recall feeling as if I had been torn in two, as I spun around like a roasting chicken with a giant skewer protruding from my rear.   
 
    Then came blackness once more.  When again I awoke, I was lying in a soft bed.  Officer Lopez was rubbing lotion into my wounds.  
 
    She smiled when she saw me looking at her.  But this time her face was gentle, almost kind.  “There, there,” she said, touching my cheek with her fingers.  “It’s okay, my sweet little sissy.  We’re going to fix you up.” 
 
    My mind clouded over.  Again I went under. 
 
    Then I was awake once more.  I sat up in bed and looked over my nude form.  My wounds were, miraculously, all but healed.  But also missing from my body was every follicle of hair!  I was shaved smooth and my flesh was silky and soft. 
 
    I saw a small table against the wall with a mirror above it.  Getting to my feet, I rushed over to look at myself.  Then my mouth fell open in shock. 
 
    My features were covered in what looked like woman’s makeup.  I had red lips and eyeshadow so thick I might as well have been a streetwalker.  My cheeks were pink and blushing.  I tried to rub the cosmetics off, only to realize with horror that they had somehow become part of me! 
 
    “Don’t bother, Christie,” said the person who entered the room.  “Those marks are tattooed on.  There’s no coming back from where you’re going.” 
 
    Turning, I saw Officer Lopez standing in front of me.  “What’s going on?” I begged her.  “Please tell me what’s happening!” 
 
    Again feeling faint, I fell back onto the bed.  Lopez rushed over to me, checking my pulse with her fingers.  The look of concern on her face melted into one of relief.  “It’s okay, sweetie,” she said, her tone sedate once more.  “You’re just a little light-headed from the female hormones I’ve been injecting into you.” 
 
    I gawked at her, once more at a loss for words. 
 
    She smiled.  “I’m feminizing you, Christie,” she said.  “Your so-called ‘male life’ is done for.  From now on you will be my roommate, my maid, and my slave.”   
 
    Then she rubbed her hand over my chest, which I noticed felt puffy and swollen. 
 
    Looking down at where she was touching me, I realized with horror that I was growing breasts. 
 
    “You’ll make a wonderful feminized sissy, Christie,” said my captor.  Then she kissed me ever-so-lightly, a sultry token of affection that, despite my despair and shock, sent jolts of energy through my rapidly changing body. 
 
    I felt a tear roll down my face.  Officer Lopez wiped it away, then regarded me with a domineering look that robbed me of what little traces of my manhood were left.  I knew that, from that moment on, I belonged to her. 
 
    “Be honest, Christie,” she said.  “This is what you wanted from the moment you met me, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Lopez,” I said, knowing that I spoke the truth. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    
Forced to Feminize forever: Unforgettable Stories about Feminized Men and the Women who Own Them 
 
    By 
 
    Victoria Marlowe 
 
      
 
    Here are some unforgettable true-to-life stories about men who were forced to become sissy maid slaves. Don’t you wish you could be that lucky? 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    No Escape: How I Became a Feminized Sissy Queer 
 
      
 
    I don’t have long to write in my diary.  If my owners finds that I have been recording my thoughts, then their wrath will be even worse than normal.  As it is, I’m still hobbled in pain from the needles they inserted in my tiny cock a couple of days ago.  My offense: gagging on their friend’s 12” penis as he shot his steaming load down my throat.  It’s not that I don’t love blowing guys, but the cum was sizzling hot, and it was all I could do to not choke on his massive ebony shaft.  You see, he’s a real man, while I’m just a feminized sissy queer named Julie. 
 
      
 
    Sometimes I try to remember what it was like to cum; my last orgasm was more than two years ago, just before I met Nicole.  The one time that I dared to bring up the subject me current mistress doused me in cold water and sent me outside in freezing weather for the evening.  
 
      
 
    What inspired me to write these words is the work my owners are doing in the basement.  They’re installing soundproofing insulation in the walls to muffle the sound of my screams.  They love to inflict pain, and I fear they have darkly sadistic plans for me. 
 
      
 
    Part One: The Death of Paul 
 
      
 
    I first met Mistress Nicole three years ago through a dating website.  From my first glance at her picture I knew she was out of my league.  I was a balding engineer in his early 30s with a little bit of a paunch and a very large nose.  She was in her 20s, tall and blond, with long hair that hung almost to her ass and a smile that softened the icy glare in her steely blue eyes.  I was so floored by her looks that I sent her an email suggesting a meeting, knowing the whole time that my chances with her were almost zero. 
 
      
 
    Imagine my surprise the next morning, when I logged on to my dating account and saw she had responded!  Not only was she interested in a date with me, she suggested that we meet that night.  The location she named was on the other side of town, in an area known for its gay bars.  I was a little puzzled as to why she would choose such a spot, but I was so anxious to meet her that I agreed instantly.   
 
      
 
    A few minutes later she messaged me again, saying she was excited to see me and knew we would get along great.  She also sent me a photo of herself in a pair of black satin panties and matching bra, which made me so aroused that I could barely function the rest of the day.  Had I not been at work I would have spent the entire day jacking off. 
 
      
 
    After work that night I went straight for the bar she said we were to meet at.  As I suspected, it catered to a mostly gay crowd.  Making my way through the crowded, smoke-filled room, I felt the eyes of other men on me as I chose a table in the back. 
 
      
 
    I took a seat and ordered a beer.  I sat there nursing my drink with trembling hands as I eyed the other patrons.  I had never felt the slightest tinge of homosexual desire in my life, and I was uneasy at the open displays of man-on-man lovemaking; though I felt my cock harden while I was watching. 
 
      
 
    Then she appeared, coming in through a side entrance.  She wore a tiny black dress, her hair falling across her shoulders and almost to her waist, in tall stiletto heels that gave her thighs a deliciously sexy curve.  My eyes followed her body, noting how the skirt was barely long enough to cover her ass cheeks, and how it formed a V shape near the top that raised and parted each of her massive breasts, putting each on display for men to lust after and other women to envy.  She carried a small black handbag, wore a thin gold bracelet around her right wrist, and had exquisitely manicured scarlet fingernails. 
 
      
 
    My eyes continued to take her in as I noticed her facial features: the pouty lips, high cheekbones, skin so clear that she wore almost no makeup.  Her eyes were cold as ice and narrowed slightly, like a huntress gazing the scene in front of her for fresh game.  That’s how I felt, in fact - like an animal being stalked by a beautiful but deadly predator.  But I was so turned that I sat frozen in my chair. 
 
      
 
    Then she spotted me in the back of the club and began moving towards me.  A slight smile creased her face for a moment as she reached me.  “You must be Jim!” she said, in a tone that sounded friendly enough.  “I’m Nicole Gerda.”  I noted the faint trace of a German accent in her voice as she spoke.   
 
      
 
    “H-hello,” I said, trying to rise to my feet; my body was shaking so much that I could barely stand.  I extended my hand towards her, and she took it.  But, rather than a friendly shake, she held onto it for several seconds, turning it over and over and running her index finger down the lines of my palm.   
 
      
 
    “Such soft, unmanly hands,” she said, “more like a girl’s than anything else.”  She smiled once more. 
 
      
 
    My face blushed as I felt a twinge of anger at her comment, mixed with confusion and a little fear.  Was I her date?  Or was I a slave on an auction block being examined by a potential owner?  I started to speak, but then she took my hand in both of hers and squeezed.   
 
      
 
    I fell into my chair, my heart pounding as my head swam with both lust and a feeling I had never known before.  I’m not sure what to call it, but it must be what a fly feels just before it’s torn apart by a spider.  The same thing was happening to me at that moment, though I didn’t realize it till much later, after I became Julie. 
 
      
 
    She sat, ordered a drink, and made sure the waiter understood I would be paying.  Then she looked at me.  “Tell me all about yourself, Paul,” she said, “and we will see if we can make this thing work out.” 
 
      
 
    My head was still reeling.  But I found the words to tell her what she wanted to know: that I was a software engineer who worked from his home, single with no kids, a lifetime gamer and self-confessed nerd who had no social life to speak of.  I thought that hearing these things would turn her off, but instead I watched her grow ever more pleased as I shared my story. 
 
      
 
    “I think you will do, Paulette,” she said when I finished.  “Paul,” I said, “my name is Paul.”  Where did she get ‘Paulette’ from?  I wondered.  Couldn’t she see I was a guy?  Upon hearing me correct her, I saw her perfect face turn hard for a brief moment.  Then she was smiling again.  “You are my Paulette,” she said, “until I determine a more suitable name for you.”   
 
      
 
    Before I could speak, I saw her raise her hand to get the waiter’s attention.  As he approached, I noticed for the first time that he was a huge man, naked from the waist up, with a perfectly chiseled body gained from endless hours in the gym.  He had sandy brown hair and piercing green eyes.  I had never felt the slightest bit of attraction to a man before, but in that moment, I was aroused.   
 
      
 
    “She will pay for our drinks now, waiter,” Nicole told the man.  “We are going to my home for some fun.”  Then she looked at me, with a smile that could bring a dead man back to life.  “Right, Paulette?” she said, stroking her fingers over her exposed breasts as she did so.  I was so turned on that I could say nothing, just nod meekly in agreement as I reached for my wallet.   
 
      
 
    15 minutes later Nicole led me into her apartment, which was a few blocks from the bar.  I gazed around in astonishment; she is a woman of expensive tastes, and that showed in the massive leather sofa, fine oil paintings, and Persian rugs that decorated her living room.  “This is amazing,” I said to her admiringly. 
 
      
 
    She smiled at me as she poured a drink for each of us; bourbon and Coke for herself, skim milk for me, I looked with disappointment at the glass she handed me.  “Milk?” I said.  “I can handle something stronger, you know-.” 
 
      
 
    The blow came at the side of my head so fast that I had no time to react.  The milk splashed across my clothes and onto the floor beneath my feet.  My body shot backwards, my skull striking the edge of the sofa’s wooden frame as I fell like a sack of potatoes. 
 
      
 
    I touched my forehead, feeling a thin trickle of blood running down it.  I glanced upward to see Nicole standing high above me, her right hand still clenched in a fist.  She glared at me, rage coursing through her body.  “If you ever question me again, I will tie you to my bedpost and flog you with a special whip I own, one made with razor wire.”  Her tone was cool, her voice quiet, which made her threat all the more real. 
 
      
 
    Kneeling, her eyes bored into mine as she stared right through me.  “This is how it is,” she said.  “I am more woman than you could ever hope to have.  You have already imagined yourself making love to me; and you will - eventually,” she said, her smile returning.  “But understand this: I demand your absolute obedience and devotion, nothing less!”   
 
      
 
    She pointed towards the door.  “If that doesn’t work for you, then you can leave now.  We will never speak again, and you will spend the rest of your life masturbating to images of fantasy women on the internet.  Is that what you want?” 
 
      
 
    It’s impossible to describe all the feelings and thoughts that went through my head in the next few moments.  Part of me wanted to strike back - but she was taller and obviously stronger than me, so that would not go well.  Another part of me wanted to run like hell.  That was the side of me that I should have listened to. 
 
      
 
    But another part of me knew that what she said was true.  I would never have another shot at a woman as beautiful and as amazing as her.  I knew I simply wasn’t much of a man - more of an emasculated wimp, really.  And the idea of being controlled by this mysterious woman had my hormones in a rage.  So, after several minutes of lying there on the floor, I simply nodded my head and said quietly, “I’ll stay.” 
 
      
 
    “Good!” she said.  “Then you can begin by cleaning up the mess you made.”  She gestured towards the milk that had sprayed across her granite tile floor.  I started to stand up, saying, “Yes mam.  If you can tell me where the cleaning supplies are’’.” 
 
      
 
    Once again, she cut me off.  “You have all the ‘cleaning supplies’ you need in your mouth, Paulette,” she said.  “Use that sissy tongue of yours to lap it up, like a dog.”   
 
      
 
    I looked up at her in disbelief.  Then she tensed her body, and I knew she would beat me to within an inch of my life if I didn’t do as she ordered.  Slowly, my head still spinning from striking the sofa, I got on my hands and knees and began licking.  I tasted the residues of cleaning chemicals on my tongue, mixed with the grit of floor dust and the watery flavor of the skim milk.

She sat and watched as I complied, speaking soothingly to me.  “Good, Paulette - or, should I say, Julie?  Yes, you are Julie from now on, my submissive bitch dog.”  She laughed as she crossed her legs and sipped her own drink.  “You are Julie, my sissy queer bitch.” she said to me as I lapped up the white liquid.   
 
      
 
    I felt my eyes grow moist, and tears flowed freely down my face; I was thoroughly and completely humiliated.  My knees ached from the hard, cold floor, and my neglected cock was steel hard from the treatment I was receiving.  Nicole noticed all of it and smiled at my utter degradation. 
 
      
 
    Part Two: The Birth of Julie 
 
      
 
    Heaven and Hell: that’s what Nicole gave me in those first few days that I lived as her slave.  I soon found out just how sadistic she was, especially when it came to male genitals.  I spent the first night strapped to an X-shaped torture device with weights clamped to my balls.  I wanted to scream, but she gagged me with a pair of her soiled panties.  Then she took dozens of photos, most which would soon find their way onto her website.   
 
      
 
    By the time she finally released me, my sac was blue and purple and my testicles swollen to three times their normal size.  I had wept like a little girl the whole evening, which just made her crueler.  She told me I was a worthless sissy who would never be with a woman again.   
 
      
 
    “But you said I would have sex with you!”  I cried out.   
 
      
 
    “I lied, you stupid whore!” she screamed in my face.  Then, to show me she was serious, she grabbed my balls and squeezed like a vise.  I screamed and cried for help while she laughed and laughed.  Finally she let go, and I collapsed to the floor in a trembling little heap of pain.  Then she spat on me and walked out of the room, locking the door behind her. 
 
      
 
    I don’t know how long I laid there; I know I slept, but I’m not sure for how long.  When I came back to myself, I was lying in a soft bed.  My sac was no longer swollen, and where I had felt overwhelming pain there was now only a dull ache. 
 
      
 
    Then I realized someone was touching my legs.  Shaking the rest of the cobwebs from my brain, I saw a lovely brunette gently running a razor along my thighs.  She looked at me and smiled, a gentle expression that soothed my nerves.  ” Hello, Julie,” she said, “’m Janet, one of Mistress’s slaves.  I am here to feminize you.” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head.  “You’re here to do what?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Janet’s face turned dark as she spoke again.  “Mistress has put me in charge of turning you into a woman, you stupid whore,” she said, her tone now cold and menacing.  “She acquired your identity and has sold your home, car, everything - and maxed out your credit cards while she was at it.”  Janet fingered the shimmering gold chain around her neck.: That’s where this came from; only $5,000.00!”   
 
      
 
    I started to get up.  “This is crazy,” I said.  “I’m getting out of here!”   
 
      
 
    Then the shock hit me, shooting from the collar around my neck and pouring through my skull.  I thought it would split my head apart.  I collapsed back onto the bed with an explosive headache that made me wrap my hands around my skull and weep. 
 
      
 
    Through the agony-filled haze of my thoughts I heard Janet speak to me.  “That will happen every time you think of leaving,” she said.  “Mistress owns you now, and she wants you to be one of her sissy slaves.” 
 
      
 
    I felt the warmth of Janet’s hand against my cheek as her tone once more turned gentle.  “There’s really nothing you can do about it,” she said.  “Just go with the flow, and you will experience pleasure as you have never known before, I promise.”  Still wracked with pain and unable to resist, I simply nodded my head weakly.   
 
      
 
    By the time Janet was through with my legs I was deliciously smooth.  I felt the urge to touch my calves, and she allowed me to do so.  “They’re so soft!” I said, actually enjoying the silky smoothness of my body.  Jane smiled.  “It’s only the first step, dear,” she said.  “We’re going to transform you into the woman you have always been deep inside. 
 
      
 
    The next several days were sheer bliss, as I embraced the flood of pleasurable sensations Janet introduced me to.  She trimmed my toenails and painted them a light pink, then helped me as I slid stockings up them for the first time.  I nearly orgasmed from the sensation.  Then she removed the rest of my body hair with a combination of razors and special creams.  She took me to a boutique that catered to crossdressers, and I picked out several outfits, including three pairs of whorish looking pumps that make my calves look great.  
 
      
 
    A week later I stood in front of a full length mirror, admiring my new body as Janet stood beside me.  “You’ve done well, Julie,” she said.  “And, as a special treat, you will meet one of Mistress’s most valued employees, Terrance.”  She winked as she spoke.  “He will show you the real meaning of being a woman.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at her, my eyes widening like saucers.  “Wait a minute,” I said, “I really enjoy crossdressing, but I sure as hell am not queer!”  Then the collar, which I still wore, did its thing, and I was writhing on the floor in pain, girlish sobs escaping from my lips as tears poured down my cheeks.   
 
      
 
    “Oh, dear, “Janet said, looking down at me, “now you’re ruined your makeup!  Terrance will not be pleased.”  Once more the collar activated.  This time the pain was so intense that I blacked out. 
 
      
 
    When I awoke, I was lying face down on a mattress, my wrists and ankles strapped down.  The bonds were pulling at me so hard I thought they would rip my limbs off my body.  The sheets below me were silk, and I smelled the faint scent of lavender.   
 
      
 
    I heard a door open behind me.  There was a series of heavy footsteps.  A male voice spoke.  “So you’re the slut I’m going to fuck tonight,” it said.  “I’ve had better.” I felt a pair of rough hands exploring my naked ass cheeks.  “At least you’ve got a good firm rear,” the man said.  Then he forced two fingers into my sphincter, so hard that I cried out.  He chuckled.  “Did that sting, sissy?” he said.  “Well, get used to it. I’m all out of lube.” 
 
      
 
    Moments later I felt a hard, muscular body lying across my back, and a man’s face beside mine.  Glancing over, I saw the profile of a young fellow with dark hair and eyes and just a hint of razor stubble.  “You’re a pretty thing,” he said, regarding me.  “After your surgery you will be perfect.” 
 
      
 
    For the briefest of moments I wondered what he meant by “surgery.”  Then he raped me, riding me like a steer at a rodeo as I lay there helpless to resist.  His cock was so large that I felt like it was splitting me in half, and every time he pushed down, I thought it would come right through the front of me.   
 
      
 
    My screams only made him ride me harder.  Finally, as he climaxed, I felt a hot surge of sperm shoot itself deep into my body.  Then he collapsed on top of me, breathing heavily and saying, “damn, that was good!” over and over. 
 
      
 
    Part Three: Forever a Slave 
 
      
 
    In the next few days I was raped repeatedly by both Terrence and several other men.  I was fed very little food, and I got only an hour or two of sleep each night.  I recall hearing some odd music playing, with words just beneath the surface I couldn’t quite make out.  I think I remember a voice saying, “you’re a sissy queer” and “you love cock” over and over and over, till they penetrated to the furthest reaches of my brain. 
 
      
 
    Then came my period of rest and recovery.  My ruptured sphincter was allowed to heal, and I went with Janet to a plastic surgeon who examined my chest; I squealed like a teenage cheerleader when I was told I was getting breast Implants!  “Make them huge, please!”  I begged.  “Don’t worry,” said Janet, holding my hand.  “You’ll be the envy of every stripper in town.” 
 
      
 
    I spent a great deal of time being shown gay porn while strapped to a chair with a dildo shoved deep inside me.  By this point I could barely remember the person I used to be; I was just Julie, a totally gay and submissive whore who loved men and loved having them cum inside of her.  I also sucked a lot of cock, starting with Terrence’s massive shaft and working my way up to anonymous black men, both in person and at glory holes Janet would take me to around town. 
 
      
 
    Then came the day that I saw Mistress Nicole again for the first time in months.   I stood on a podium, like a doll on display, while she circled me slowly looking for imperfections.  She told me to lift my mini-skirt so she could check my panties for cum stains; I had long ago been told never to masturbate, and the collar made sure I never did.  She ran her finger along the back of my calves, checked my garter belt to ensure my stockings were hooked in place, and fondled my new boobs to make sure they were soft and tender.  Finally she looked at Janet, who stood nearby, and said, “Well done; this slave will fetch a handsome price on the market.” 
 
      
 
    “Market?” I said, in my newly feminized voice.  “B-but Mistress,” I said.  “I thought that, once I was thoroughly feminized, I would be with you.  I thought that I would at last be allowed to cum!” 
 
      
 
    “I can understand you thinking those things,” said Nicole, smiling at me, “you see, I wanted you to believe them. They would give you false hope.”  My heart pounded in my chest as I began to realize what she had planned for me.  “Take him to the operating room,” Nicole said to Janet.  “Whichever of our clients buys her, he will be one sadistic SOB, you can be sure of that.” 
 
      
 
    “No, no, no!”  I cried as Janet led me away.  “I want to be with Mistress!  I want to cum!  I need to cum!”  I fell to my knees weeping, begging mercy.  But Janet, who I found was surprisingly strong, didn’t care what I wanted.  She dragged me into a room with an operating table, where a pair of men waited in full surgical garb.  They had all the tools necessary to perform an operation, except for one.  They had no anesthetic. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    My balls are gone now, cut from my body.  My shriveled sac clings to the sunken remains of my ruined penis, which is stitched so that the foreskin covers the glans completely, save for a small catheter that extends past it and lets me pee. 
 
      
 
    My new master is viciously cruel.  He uses sandpaper on my ass cheeks before he fucks me, so that I feel nothing but pain from sex.  When he’s not raping me, I serve him and his wife as unpaid domestic help.  Occasionally they whore me out to friends for fetish parties, where I occasionally act as a human toilet or ashtray.  I’m in a foreign country and have no understanding of the language or local customs. 
 
      
 
    A small part of me still hopes that Mistress Nicole will one day have pity on my and take me back.  As sadistic as she is, I have never met a women so perfectly beautiful, or so totally cruel.  I am hers forever, body and soul. 
 
      
 
    -Slave Julie 
 
      
 
    2014 
 
      
 
      
 
    From Jim to Jennifer: How I Feminized my Husband 
 
      
 
    My panty budget has doubled in the last year.  So has the amount of money I spend on bras, stockings, and other feminine attire.  There is also a lot more leg and underarm hair in my sink - though I’m not the one who cleans it out. 
 
      
 
    None of these changes are the results of an underwear fetish or a hormonal imbalance.  You see, there are two women living under my roof now.  One is me, of course. The other is my feminized husband Jennifer, or, as she used to be known, James. 
 
      
 
    Jennifer is the ideal spouse.  She keeps the house spotless, cooks dinner every night, listens to my stories about my asshole boyfriends, and is free of nasty male habits like watching sports or picking her nose.  The only drawback to our marriage is the fact that her cock is as useful as a broken dildo.  But she makes up for that defect, both with her tongue and with her passivity regarding my lovers. 
 
      
 
    Jennifer wasn’t always so ideal, however.  It took months of behavioral modification to achieve her current level of emasculation.  In this account I will share how I achieved these results, for the benefit of my female readers who want the advantages only a submissive husband can offer. 
 
      
 
    Chapter One: Life in Hell 
 
      
 
    “Hey babe, come look at this!” cried the voice from my living room.  It was James, wanting to share some pathetic nonsense on TV.  Ever the dutiful wife, I left the novel I was reading to see what had him so excited. 
 
      
 
    He rewound the scene that had caught his attention.  It was a video of a drunk stumbling through a convenience store, weaving this way and that as he dropped the bottle of cheap hooch he had tucked under his right arm.  “Wow, that’s pretty funny, James,” I said through gritted teeth, hoping my husband would not detect the note of sarcasm in my voice.  He didn’t; subtlety was beyond his comprehension in those days.   
 
      
 
    “Damn right it’s funny, babe!  That due is a stupid fucking dumbass!” he shouted.  He was so caught up in the televised display of stupidity that he leapt up and like an excited monkey - all 300 lbs of him. 
 
      
 
    As he plopped back into his easy chair, he swung his arm outward, striking the half-empty bottle of beer on the table to his left.  The glass container launched into the air and spun around once before splashing its contents on the rug.  “Get that, will you, honey?” James said, pointing at the spill before turning his attention back to the screen. 
 
      
 
    I started to say something, then sighed as I reminded myself it would only start a fight.  Instead, I went to the cleaning closet for the supplies I would need.  I knelt in front of the mess, soaking up the cheap, pungent brew with a towel as James snickered at the next “reality” video on his show.  

This really, really sucks, I thought to myself as I tended to the task.  Then I gagged as James lit one of his disgusting cigars, the kind with a plastic tip that’s supposed to smell like cherries.  They sell for fifty cents each at the market around the corner. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Two: A Ray of Hope 
 
      
 
    I was thumbing through the paper a couple of days later when a classified ad caught my eye.  It read as follows: 
 
      
 
    ATTENTION LADIES 
 
     
 
    Tired of having a pathetic excuse for a man in your life?  Want to know how to transform him into a sensitive, caring, compliant servant? Then this upcoming seminar is for you! 
 
      
 
    The text also listed a date and time, as well as the address of a local meeting hall.  Best of all, the word “FREE” appeared in bold text.  Why not give it a chance?  I thought to myself.  What do I have to lose? 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    The first thing I noticed as I walked into the room was the huge poster on the far wall.  It had an outline drawing of a penis with a circle around it and a line drawn through the center.  Standing at the podium was a professional-looking woman who looked to be about 40 years old.  She was stunning, with scarlet hair pinned behind her ears and a pair of wire-framed glasses perched on her nose. 
 
      
 
    Seated in a folding chair behind her was a tall, slim blond in a short skirt.  I’m not a lesbian (I’m more bi than anything), but if I had any gay urges in me then this girl would have brought them out.  She was the image of feminine beauty: shapely legs nicely crossed, a generous bosom, and a delicate face that only needed a minimum of makeup.   
 
      
 
    I felt a twinge of jealousy inside as I sized her up.  The only thing that detracted from her looks was her height; she seemed to be about six feet tall.  She wore expensive leather pumps, a designer skirt that was hemmed just above her knee, and a silk top that revealed the flawless skin of her arms.  Her hands looked a tad large, though her fingers were slender and her nails were perfectly manicured. 
 
      
 
    The woman standing in front of her spoke.  “Welcome, ladies,” she said to the attendees in crisp, formal tones.  “My name is Constance Royal.”  She took a sip from the glass of water beside her then continued.  “I’ll come right to the point.” she said.  “You’re here because you have a man in your life who is more trouble than he’s worth.”   
 
      
 
    A light chuckle rose from the 100 or so women in the hall.  “Preach it, sister,” said the person seated next to me.  Her face was tight, her lips turned downwards in a scowl.  I knew how she felt.

“I can show you how to solve your problem,” said Constance.  “But first I would like to introduce you to someone.”  An image appeared on the screen behind her.  It was a picture of a paunchy man wearing a ball cap, ragged jeans, and a stained tee shirt.  He held a dead fish hanging from a hook in one hand and a can of beer in the other.  
 
      
 
    “This is my husband,” said Constance, nodding at the picture, “or, I should say, this is the way he looked a little over a year ago.”  She rolled her eyes as she switched off the projector.  “His name used to be Ted.  He loved fishing, sports, and bowling.  In bed he thought of only one thing: cumming inside of me as quickly as possible, so he could roll over and go to sleep.”   
 
      
 
    Constance took off her glasses and placed them on the podium in front of her. ” In short, ladies,” she said, “Ted was just like the man you’re putting up with right now.”  For the second time a chorus of chuckles came from the crowd; I laughed a little myself. 

“Ted is still alive,” Constance said, smiling, “I didn’t kill him - well, not technically, you might say I ‘transformed’ him.  To show you what I mean, let me introduce you to her.”  She turned and looked at the blond to her rear.  “Shannon, you may step up now.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, mistress,” said the gorgeous creature in a tiny, delicate voice as she stood.  A gasp fell over the audience as we understood what Constance was saying.  She had turned her smelly, beer-swilling spouse into the ravishing, utterly feminine person who was at that moment sauntering towards the microphone! 
 
      
 
    My mouth fell open as Shannon took her place beside Constance at the podium.  She was even more breathtaking on her feet than when seated.  I noticed, however, that her face seemed a little blank, her eyes glazed over.  It was as if someone had reached into her head, scooping out whatever passes for a brain inside a man’s skull. 
 
      
 
    Shannon spoke.  “It’s true, ladies,” she said, her full, sensuous lips forming the words.  “I was once the disgusting, self-centered person in that image.”  Then she looked at Constance with an adoring gaze.  “But my beloved wife and owner saved me from that fate.  She freed me from my filthy habits, my male ego, and my selfishness.  With loving care she crafted me into who I am today: a totally feminized slave, with her needs and pleasure as my only concerns.”   
 
      
 
    Looking at us, Shannon’s lovely face lit up in a contented smile.  “I am truly happy for the first time in my life.  I wouldn’t go back to the way I was for all the money in the world.”  She looked back at Constance.  “Thank you, my darling,” the tall blond said, her dainty, slightly monotone voice filled with gratitude. 
 
      
 
    “You are quite welcome,” Constance said.  “You may be seated.”  Without a moment’s hesitation, Shannon turned on her heels, sat, and crossed her ever-so-gorgeous legs once more.  Her features lost all expression as the stared at the far wall.

“And that,” said Constance, “is what can be achieved with the methods I will teach you.”  She looked at her watch.  “You have now been here 10 minutes,” she said to the assembled ladies.  “The free portion of the seminar is bow over.  Those who do not wish to hear more may leave now; we will have a five minute break.  After that time, those who remain will receive full details about my techniques, in exchange for $1,000.00.  Shannon will take your payments.  Cash or credit card are both welcome.” 
 
      
 
    I looked around at those seated near me; their faces were a mixture of shock and excitement.  “$1,000.00?” said a voice near me.  “Who does that bitch think we are?”   
 
      
 
    I felt the urge to stand up and walk out; this was so unexpected, and the whole business seemed wrong somehow.  But, almost against my will, I found myself doing some quick calculations in my head.  If I put off having my hair and nails done, and if I took a little money out of my savings account, I could probably just cover it… 
 
      
 
    Needless to say, when the five minutes were up, I was still planted in the chair, along with most of the other ladies.  The next three hours were exhilarating, intense, and, to say the least, informative.  I learned to erode a man’s ego with subtle put-downs and comments; how to use sex to make him do my bidding; and how to sneak estrogen into his system.  I’m not saying it’s all legal, but having the knowledge is certainly empowering! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Three: First his Ego, then his Dick: Down for the Count 
 
      
 
    Destroying a man’s ego is the key to the whole thing, ladies.  Without this precious quality he will be helpless before your assault.  Fortunately, there are countless ways to destroy this all-too-fragile essence.  The best technique is what I call the “dripping water” method.  Use your natural bitchiness to erode everything he takes pride in.  In time this will wear him down, just like tiny rain drops can, over time, turn the mightiest mountain into a desert plane. 
 
      
 
    -from Classified Feminization Manual # 1 by Constance Royal 
 
      
 
    I snickered under my breath, just loud enough to make sure James heard.  “What’s wrong?” I heard him say as he rolled over in my direction.  As he did, I smiled, my face turned away from his so he wouldn’t see how happy I was.  It works! I thought to myself. 
 
      
 
    Putting on my best concerned/disappointed look, which I had learned the night of Constance’s seminar, I turned to face my husband.  “James, honey,” I said, curling the blanket over my breasts as I did so, “you might want to go to the doctor.”  I touched his arm gently.  “There are all kinds of things they can do for your...problem these days.”   
 
      
 
    I glanced towards his cock, which was now shriveled and cum-soaked after the recent intercourse.  He got my drift; men always “get it” when a woman talking about their penis.  The topic cuts right through their sports-and-beer addled brains.  James looked between his legs, shock spreading across his features.  “Y-you mean…” he said, stammering, “You mean it’s not enough to please you anymore?” 
 
      
 
    Again I touched his arm, offering him a slight smile along with a doe-eyed look.  “It happens, sweetie,” I said, “especially as guys get older.  You didn’t think you would be 18 forever, did you?”   
 
      
 
    He started to say something, but I placed my index finger across his lips to keep him quiet.  “It was fine, James, honestly,” I said.  “Just call the doctor this week.  He can help, I’m sure.”  Then I rolled over and pretended to go to sleep.  My husband didn’t, however.  He spent the next three hours staring wide-eyed at the ceiling.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The best way to introduce estrogen into a man’s system is to substitute it for a pill he regularly takes - not something vital to his health, of course.  I recommend manipulating him into getting a prescription for erectile dysfunction tablets, then switching the meds out.  I will tell you about sources for safe, highly effective female hormone supplements you can buy without a prescription.
  
 
    - From class notes 
 
      
 
    I fumbled through my purse for the hundred dollar bill I had put in there the night before.  I passed it to the shadowy figure who stood in front of me in the dark alley.  In exchange she placed an unmarked prescription bottle in my hands.  “You’re sure these won’t hurt him, right?”  I said, meeting her eyes with a hard stare as I grasped her wrist.   
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry,” the hooded woman said, a reassuring tone in her voice.  “It’s for his own good.”  She vanished into the night, leaving me clutching the bottle. 
 
      
 
    James was asleep when I got home.  Opening the medicine chest, I saw the bottle of blue pills his doctor had prescribed the day before.  Opening it, I poured them into the toilet.  I hesitated for a fraction of a second before pushing the handle, wondering if I was doing the right thing.   
 
      
 
    Then I remembered the “trick” he had shown me that afternoon: the one that let him burp and fart at the same time.  That image erased the last of my doubts.  I watched as his hard-on tablets swirled round and round before vanishing into eternity. 
 
      
 
    I replaced them with the pills I had purchased in the alley an hour beforehand.  Outwardly they were identical to his meds.  But the effect they would have on his body would be decidedly different than what he expected.  Sealing the bottle, I slipped it back in the cabinet, closed the door, and left the bathroom. 
 
      
 
    James roused slightly from his sleep as I slid into bed beside him.  “Sumthin’ wrong?” he mumbled through spittle-encrusted lips.  “Need me to kick sum burglar's ass?”   
 
      
 
    “No, dear,” I said, patting him on the head.  “No ass-kicking tonight.  Go back to sleep.”  A moment later his snoring returned.  Wrapping myself up in the soft covers, I drifted off into a pleasant slumber, dreaming of better days to come. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    James was inconsolable; not that I tried very hard to console him, of course.  He held his head down in shame as he sat naked on the edge of the bed.  “Honey, I don’t know what’s wrong.  I’ve got the desire, just not the…. equipment anymore, I guess.”  His pathetic cock hung tiny and flaccid between his fatty thighs. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t let it bother you, dear,” I called to him from the bathroom as I took something from a vanity drawer.  I emerged into the bedroom a moment later with a long, hard object in my hands.  I had purchased it at a local sex shop that afternoon; just looking at its thick shaft made me wet.  It was black, of course. 
 
      
 
    James’s mouth dropped open when he saw it.  “You want me to use that on you?” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Why not?” I said.  “Honestly, sweetie, I have needs just like you.  And let’s just say that...well, let’s just say that you need a little help getting things done these days.”  I placed the giant, ebony dildo in his pale white hands.  Laying down on the bed, I spread my legs and closed my eyes, looking forward to utter bliss.   
 
      
 
    After several seconds nothing had happened.  Opening my eyes, I saw James gawking at the toy in his hand, as if he feared it would swallow him whole.  “James!” I yelled.  “Get to it!  I’m horny!” 
 
      
 
    For the briefest of moments I saw his face turn hard at my command.  Then his flash of anger dissolved into a sea of acceptance, as he slid the dildo between the sopping-wet lips of my vagina.  I moaned reflexively as it went deep inside me, rubbing against my clit and filling me up like James never had. 
 
      
 
    Then he began to move it up and down, slowly and clumsily at first, then smoothly and quickly.  He has a real talent for pleasing me with another man’s dick, I thought to myself as I surrendered to the pleasure.  “Fuck me, Jermaine,” I cried as I squeezed my nipples between my fingers.  “Do it hard!” 
 
      
 
    Then it all stopped.  Enraged, I looked up at James.  “Who is Jermaine?” he said, stupidly.

I laughed, tearing the dildo from his limp grasp and showing it back into my cunt.  “One thing’s for sure, James,” I said as I worked the insanely large object in and out of me.  “He sure as hell isn’t you!”   
 
      
 
    I wasn’t ready to cum just yet, but hearing my mouth utter those words sent waves of orgasm pulsating from my pussy all through my body.  It was the best climax in my life.  James just hung his head and turned away.  “Your dildo is more of a man than I will ever be,” he said in a quiet, defeated voice as I screamed in ecstatic triumph. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Four: Chick Flicks and Other Feminine Things 
 
      
 
    It was a couple of weeks after destroying James’ cock that I took the next step in Constance's manual.  He had been popping blue pills like crazy, trying desperately to regain his lost manhood.  Each time he did so, the estrogen gained a firmer hold in his body’s chemistry.   
 
      
 
    I noticed that his skin was smoother, less hairy.  I also noticed that he had stopped watching his idiotic “reality” shows.  As for his dick, it was even smaller than usual.  But by that point he had given up sex as a lost cause; “Jermaine” was taking care of me quite nicely. 
 
      
 
    One night I decided to see just how much the pills were rewiring James’ brain.  I rented a couple of chick flicks from the local video machine: real tear-jerker stuff.  I left the DVDs sitting on top of the TV.  I neglected to mention them to James; I wanted to see if he would notice them on his own.  I told him I was going out for the night with some girlfriends and left him alone. 
 
      
 
    An hour later I returned home, parking my car a block away so James would not hear it.  I slipped my key into the front door lock and entered the house silently.  So much for James kicking a burglar’s ass, I thought to myself, smirking.  He wouldn’t know the guy was in the house until the crook had cleaned us out. 
 
      
 
    Most of the lights were out, but I saw the flicker of the TV screen as I peeked around the corner into the living room.  Then I saw what I hoped to see.  James was watching one of the chick flicks I had left behind and bawling like the little bitch he was becoming.  I had to suppress the urge to laugh out loud; I had won.  My husband was mine to shape as I pleased. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    “Sweetie, where is my underwear?” James asked as he dug through his dresser drawer.   
 
      
 
    “Right in front of you, honey,” I said as I brushed my hair while getting ready for work.  I knew the reason for his confusion.  In fact, I had been planning this moment for days. 
 
      
 
    “Dear,” he said, “these are all your things; panties and such.” 
 
      
 
    I walked in the room as James held a soft, lacy pair of undies in his hand, staring at it as if in a trance.  What he didn’t notice was that it was his size.  I had ordered a half dozen pair of the frilliest panties I could find that would fit him 
 
      
 
    “That’s right, honey,” I said, giving him a mocking smile.  “It’s girlie things for you from now on...unless you want me to tell the boys at your office about the sob-fest you had the other night watching romantic movies.” 
 
      
 
    Even in his groggy, I-haven’t-had-my-coffee-yet state, the meaning of my words found its way into his confused mind.  For the tiniest fraction of a second, I saw a trace of defiance in his eyes.  Then it vanished, replaced by the same blank, submissive look I had seen in Shannon’s face the night of Constance’s seminar.  “Yes, dear,” said James, sliding the panties up his soft, feminized thighs as he meekly did my bidding. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Five: James Becomes Jennifer 
 
      
 
    A week later I was lying on my back totally naked, having one of my nightly sessions with “Jermaine” as James sat in the living room staring blankly at the wall.  It was taking all his mental energy to make it through each day at work.  When he got home his mind slipped into a fog, as his thought processes and self-identity rearranged themselves according to my will. 
 
      
 
    I cried out in pleasure as a body-shuddering orgasm coursed through my frame, then collapsed into a content, utterly satisfied heap on the feather-soft mattress.  Then I heard someone standing in the doorway.  Looking up, I saw it was James.   
 
      
 
    I gazed at him in silent approval.  He had only been on the diet I selected for him for a few days, but already he was becoming slimmer.  I noted two tiny bulges in his tee shirt; my husband was growing breasts!  A wave of satisfaction swept through me as I gazed at the fruit of my labors. 
 
      
 
    “Honey?” my husband said in a slight, ever-so-girly voice. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, dear?” I said, looking at him coyly as I clutched the dildo against my bare chest.

“Would you -” he fumbled to get the words out - “would you use ‘Jermaine’ on me tonight, please?”  His eyes had a delightfully pleading look in them. 
 
      
 
    “Why, James,” I said, “are you telling me you want to know what it’s like to have a cock inside of you?” 
 
      
 
    He started to open his mouth.  Then his lips froze.  I watched his eyes twitch slightly; I knew that the gears in his brain were shifting like crazy.  “Yes,” he said, with no doubt whatsoever.  “I want to be fucked like a woman.” 
 
      
 
    “Then come over here, sweetie,” I said, patting the mattress, “and I will fuck you like the whore you are.” 
 
      
 
    James laid down beside me.  I spread his ass cheeks, then slid my toy deep into him.  As I did, I heard him moan.  Then his queer, sissy ass writhed in ecstasy as the massive dildo spread his sphincter wide.  He winced just a tad.  “Not hurting you, am I, sweetie?” I said as I began the up-and-down motion.  There was no need for lube; my own juices had made the toy slick enough for even James’ untrained ass to receive.  James shook his head.  “Keep fucking me - please,” he said. 
 
      
 
    Constance had taught us that men could be trained to cum from anal stimulation.  I can tell you with authority that she’s right.  James climaxed three times that evening. 
 
      
 
    Her first pair of stockings, her boob surgery, even her first blow job were still in the future at this point.  But it was just a matter of time.  That night, when she first took a dildo up her ass, James became Jennifer.  The man was dead, a sissy was born, and my victory was complete. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    I have been living with a completely feminized husband for about a year now, and the two of us couldn’t be happier.  Jennifer is gorgeous; slim, toned body, nice breasts, and shoulder-length blond hair.  What’s left of her penis is encased in a chastity device that curves sideways and slightly upwards.  She sits down to pee.  My husband will never function as a man again. 
 
      
 
    I never quite lost my taste for cock, so I have a series of men who fuck me on a regular basis - along with “Jermaine,” of course.  Jennifer graciously helps my boyfriends by sucking them until they’re nice and hard.  She even guides their huge cocks into my willing pussy.  Every now and then I let one of my bulls fuck her in the ass, both for milking purposes and as an occasional treat when she’s extra good. 
 
      
 
    I have one more juicy detail to share with you.  I received a visit from Constance Royal recently, along with her feminized slave Shannon.  Jennifer was aroused both sexually and with jealousy when the two sissies met.  But both girls squealed with delight when we said they could play together while Constance and I talked.  They were soon in the bedroom together, sharing makeup tips and pleasuring each other with Jermaine. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll be honest, my dear,” said Constance as she slipped her hand across my knee.  My heart pounded as she did.  “I’ve been keeping tabs on you.  You’re an excellent student.  In fact, I would like you to become my first franchisee.”   
 
      
 
    She leaned forward, kissing me full on the lips.  “Oh course, there w be...fees,” she said as she looked approvingly at my bust line.  Then her hand slipped inside my blouse, and the next few hours were better than anything a man could ever provide. 
 
      
 
    That steaming-hot encounter started a new chapter in my life, as I embarked on a career as a consultant for women looking to take charge of their lives.  If you’re reading these words, then keep your eyes on the classified section of your paper.  You never know when Jennifer and I might show up. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Feminized for Life: How my Friends and I Turned our Male Boss into a Woman 
 
      
 
    I think the best part of feminizing my boss was sliding stockings onto his freshly shaven legs.  That, more than rubbing moisturizer into his skin, applying his makeup, or humiliating him in front of a crowd, was the most rewarding - and most arousing - part of the whole adventure.  In fact, my pussy is getting wet just thinking about it. 
 
      
 
    But I’m getting ahead of myself.  My name is Jennifer Jenkins.  I’m co-owner of one of the most popular restaurants in town.  We serve everything from fettuccini to fried clams.  Most nights we’re so packed that customers end up waiting more than an hour for a table.  The food is so good that I dine there myself most nights.  The crew works hard, but my partner and I pay them well and give them insurance, so our turnover rate is nearly zero.   
 
      
 
    Things weren’t always so good, however.  In fact, just over a year ago I was a waitress making barely enough to survive.  That wasn’t the worst part of the job, though.  The person that made it a living Hell was the owner/supervisor, Frank Castellano.  Frank goes by Frances now, and she spends most of her time hanging out on street corners in the gay part of the city.  But, once again, I’m getting ahead of myself.  Let me start with what happened about 14 months ago. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Jennifer!  Get your ass in gear, you stupid bitch! We’ve got customers!” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Frank,” I said, balancing the serving platter on my hand.  I passed through the kitchen’s double doors into the dining room.  It was about 8:30 on a Saturday night, and the place was full of hungry customers with growling stomachs.  I pasted on my fake smile and did my best to sound cheerful as I endured the rude comments and lewd stares from men.  I still remember the things they would say to me in those days: 
 
      
 
    “Hey, baby, shake that thing!” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll have a burger, fries, and a blow job, you hot little cunt!” 
 
      
 
    “Give me your number and I’ll phone in my order about midnight.” 
 
      
 
    “How about a lap dance, honey?  You’re built for it!” 
 
      
 
    “Why don’t you suck my dick while I drink my beer?  I promise to cum in your mouth!” 
 
      
 
    Even worse than the snide remarks was the abuse I had to put up with from my boss.  When he wasn’t yelling, he was trying to get his hands on me or one of the other girls.  One night was especially bad.  We had just gotten a new waitress named Pam.  She had never waited tables before and was a little slow.  Frank was merciless to her. He stayed on her back throughout her whole shift.  The poor girl was on the verge of tears by the end of the night.   
 
    He did something even worse after the place closed for the night.  Frank was in his office counting up the night's receipts.  Me and the other girls were working our asses off, trying to get everything cleaned up.  Pam was scrubbing pots and pans alongside the guy who washed dishes.  Her face was streaked from tears.  We were patting her on the back and giving her hugs.  “Don’t cry, sweetie,” we said.  “You did fine.  What does Frank know anyway?” 
 
      
 
    Then he stuck his fat, ugly head out of the office door and shouted, “Pam!  Get in here now; I need to talk to ya!”   
 
      
 
    She gave us a wide-eyed look, the color draining out of her face.  “Do I have to?” she said in a tiny voice.  “He scares me.”   
 
      
 
    “It’s okay,” I told her.  “He probably just needs some information for your forms.”  
 
      
 
    She nodded, her whole body quaking as she went into the room with Frank.  He slammed the door shut behind her. 
 
      
 
    The other girls and I went back to our jobs.  Time got away from us as we poured ourselves into the work.  Finally, at just before midnight, the place was spotless.   We headed to Frank’s office to get our checks; it was pay night.  But, before we could get there, the door burst open and Pam came running out.  Her blouse was torn and there was a large bruise on the side of her head.  Tears pouring down her face, she ran past us and out of the building. 
 
      
 
    We started to go after her, but Frank yelled at us.  “Ignore that dirty cunt!” he shouted.  “Get in here and take your checks before I shred ‘em!”  We did as he said.  “Get out of his restaurant,” he screamed at us.  “And be back tomorrow at noon.  You’re all working a double shift!”  
 
      
 
    “That dirty motherfucker,” I said under my breath as my co-workers and I crossed the parking lot to our cars.  It was a muggy summer night, and sweat rolled down my body in buckets, drenching my thin cotton shirt.  Some of it soaked into my bra; if felt good on my tits.  “I’m gonna rip his eyes out of his head and feed them to him.”   
 
      
 
    But my friend Joanie touched my arm.  “Don’t, Jen,” she said.  “The cops are all his buddies.” 
 
      
 
    I turned to her, glaring, “We gotta do something!” I said.  “He tried to rape Pam!”    
 
      
 
    I fumbled for the small pocket knife I carried in my purse; I was going to go back in the place and cut him up.  But she grabbed my wrist, stopping me from pulling out the blade.  “Let’s go have a drink at the place around the corner,” she said, locking her eyes on mine.  “I have an idea.”  
 
      
 
    10 minutes later we were seated in an out-of-the-way booth in the back, nursing glasses of beer and talking.  “I have a friend who’s a psychology major at the local college,” she said.  “Her name is Kim; she’s president of some lesbian group on campus and a real man-hater.  She says they are doing some really wild stuff with these new subliminal hypnosis tapes.” 
 
      
 
    She paused for second, giving me a “sound interesting?” look.  I took a sip of beer and nodded.  “Go ahead,” I said.  But in my head, I was thinking, what the hell good is hypnosis?  We need to just shoot Frank in the head.  I smiled as I imagined his skull exploding from a shotgun blast. 
 
      
 
    Joanie continued.  “She says these new methods work on a subconscious level.  They can make people think they’re animals, for instance.”  She snorted.  “One guy started thinking he was a chicken; he was crowing and running around the lab and everything!”   
 
      
 
    I laughed so hard I spit out my beer.  “That’s hilarious!” I said.  Then I gave my friend a wicked smile.  “Wouldn’t it be fun if we could make Frank think he was a dog; he would run around the restaurant licking his balls and crapping everywhere.  Of course, that’s probably what he does at home anyway.”  I looked at my glass of beer, watching bubbles rise to the surface.  “Actually, being single with no kids,” I said, “he probably spends all his time looking at porn and jacking off.” 
 
      
 
    Joanie’s face took on a devious grin that caught my eye.  “The dog idea is good,” she said.  “But I have something even more humiliating in mind.”  She leaned in towards me, lowering her voice as she did so.  “I told my friend about how Frank treats us.  She says that, deep inside, he probably hates women.  They call guys like that ‘misoginzers,’ I think.” 
 
      
 
    I chuckled.  “Misogynists, you mean.” 
 
      
 
    She cocked her head and pursed her lips.  “Well, look at Miss Smarty-Pants over there!” she said.   
 
      
 
    I grinned, pumping my fist in the air.  “That one semester of community college really paid off!” I shouted.  People turned, looked at us for a moment, and then went back to whatever they were doing. 
 
      
 
    Joanie finished her beer and kept talking.  “The way I figure it, the worst thing Frank could ever be is the kind of person he hates most - a woman,” she said.  I saw a distant fire burning in her eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Sweetie,” I said, slapping my palm down on the table, “that is fucking BRILLIANT!  What better way to humiliate a guy like Frank than to feminize him?”  I clapped my hands together.  “You are the real smarty-pants at this table!”  I waved the bartender over.  “Another beer for my girl here,” I said, “on me!”   
 
      
 
    A moment later he brought Joanie a tall, frothy container of cold brew with tiny slivers of ice floating on the top.  We clinked our glasses together in triumph.  “To Frank’s feminization!” I said.  Then we each took a long, satisfying drink.   
 
      
 
    “We can do it, girl; we can make him pay,” she said.  The she touched my knee under the table.  The feel of her fingers sent a fire through my pussy.  I looked at her tousled hair and smelled the perspiration on her skin.  I had never been hot for another woman before.  But, at that moment, I wanted to tear her clothes off and make love to her on the table.  We hung out till 2 a.m., figuring out the details of our plan… 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Two days later we were at the local college talking to Joanie’s friend Kim.  I held the flash stick she had just given me in my right hand.  “Are you sure this will work?” I asked as I gave the drive a sideways look.  “I don’t know much about this high tech stuff.” 
 
      
 
    “Absolutely foolproof,” she said.  “That SOB will be totally feminized in a few weeks.  She smiled thinly.  “I wish I could be there to see it.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at her, the girl-on-girl lust I had felt the other night returning.  Kim was Asian, with a lab coat and little nerdy glasses perched on the tip of her nose.  Her dark hair hung just below her shoulders, and I smelled the subtle scent of her perfume.  I didn’t recognize the fragrance, but it was something musky.  Maybe I’m lez, I thought to myself.  No man ever made me feel this horny.  “Okay, thanks,” I said, looking at her. 
 
      
 
    “You’re welcome,” she said, grinning.  I noticed a twinkle in her eye. 
 
      
 
    “She’s pretty cute,” I said absent-mindedly as Joanie and I walked out of the building, “and smart.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” she is, Joanie said. 
 
      
 
    Stopping in my tracks, I looked at her.  “Oops!” I said.  “I didn’t mean for you to hear that!” 
 
      
 
    “It’s okay,” she said, smiling at me as she reached out to take my hand.  “I’m glad I did.”  We walked together to her car, holding hands as we did.   
 
      
 
    We didn’t have sex that night, but we did make out in her car a little, after Joanie told me she has been fantasizing about me for years.  My panties were soaked by the time I walked through my front door. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “It’s really simple,” I told the other girls the next day at work.  “The drive plugs into the back of the restaurant’s sound system, which plays Frank’s favorite songs over and over,” I said, grimacing, “you know - like fingers scratching a chalkboard.  It sends out a subliminal signal that no one can consciously hear.  But his brain will detect the messages and start acting on them.” 
 
      
 
    “Are you sure Frank has a brain?” said Rachel, the lady standing beside me.  The other waitresses laughed. 
 
      
 
    I smirked.  “I’m not sure,” I said.  “But something tells that dick of his to get hard.  I see him walking around with an erection every time the high school cheerleaders come in together.”  I slipped the drive into the slot on the stereo.  “And it’s not easy to spot, either,” I said.  “Just barely makes a bump in his pants.”  Once again, the girls laughed. 
 
      
 
    “Won’t it affect all the guys in the place?” said Joan, the blond with a tattoo on her back shaped like a dildo. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t I wish,” I said.  “But no, it actually says his name as it repeats the commands.  So it will only program him, no one else” 
 
      
 
    “What kind of commands does it say?” asked Rachel. 
 
      
 
    I looked at her, grinning.  “Stuff like ‘shave your legs,’ ‘shove a needle in your scrotum,’ ‘wear high heels,’ ‘suck other men’s cocks,’” I said. 
 
      
 
    “Poor ol’ Frank won’t know what hit him!” said Joanie.  Then, looking at the clock, she said, “We had better get ready to open.  He will be here any minute.”  We went to our stations to prepare for the dinner rush. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I was amazed how quickly the program on the flash drive began to work.  That night, after the place closed, Frank left before everyone else; I had the keys and could lock up for him.  On my way home I drove past a gay bar where lots of drag queens hung out.  I saw Frank’s truck parked there.  Joanie was in the car next to me.  We smiled at each other.  It was working! 
 
      
 
    Frank’s whole personality changed after that.  He began to walk with a swish, His voice became higher.  And I never again saw him with a hard-on when the cheerleaders showed up.  Instead, he got excited when the frat guys from the local college dropped in on weekends.  I caught him gazing at them more than once, sweat dripping off his forehead as his tiny cock jutted out hard as a rock - or, in his case, a pebble. 
 
      
 
    Over the next few weeks his transformation continued.  Once he bent over to pick up some boxes.  His pants dropped so low I saw his underwear; he had on a pair of panties!  Joanie saw it too; we elbowed each other and snickered.  Frank was in such a daze that he didn’t notice. 
 
      
 
    Then I came up with a way to completely humiliate him.  It would make sure that he never abused a woman again.  I would need help, though.  I called Kim at the college.   
 
    “Hello?” she said in her cute little voice.”   
 
      
 
    “Kim?” I said, my cunt throbbing just from hearing her talk.  “How would you and your girlfriends like to have a banquet here at our restaurant?” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    A few weeks later the local chapter of the Militant Feminist Alliance showed up at dinnertime for a meeting.  I had thought that Kim was joking when she said that she was bringing 100 women with her.  She wasn’t.  The place was so packed that we had to close it to everyone else. 
 
      
 
    Whoever says that lesbians and feminists are all dowdy, plain-looking broads has no idea what the fuck he is talking about.  The ladies who were there that night were all young and gorgeous.  Most of them wore low-cut tops and skirts so short their panties were showing.   
 
      
 
    Plus, a lot of them were couples.  Our table tops sit pretty high off the floor, so I could see a lot of leg-fondling and calf-stroking going on.  It was so sexy I could barely hold the plates steady as I served the food. 
 
      
 
    But the high point of the night was when Frank finally stumbled in.  His face was pale, his eyes were blank, and he had a whitish stain on his lips that looked like cum. 
 
      
 
    Everything was well in hand, so I decided to launch my little scheme.  “Hey, Frank,” I said, approaching him.   
 
      
 
    “Huh?” he said, looking at me. 
 
      
 
    “I was just thinking,” I said, touching him on the shoulder, “maybe you should go out there and tell the crowd how delighted you are to have their business.” 
 
    
Oh, oh yeah,” he said.  “Yeah, I’ll do that.” 
 
      
 
    “One thing, though,” I said, “you can’t go out there dressed like that.”  I pointed to his wrinkled shirt, baggy jeans, and untied shoes.  “That’s no way for a woman to look!” 
 
      
 
    Frank’s face lit up as soon as I used the word “woman” in reference to him.  It was like I turned on a switch in his brain.  “You’re right,” he said.  “I am a mess today!”  He touched his cheeks with his palms, in a way that was so sissy and gay I had to fight to keep from laughing out loud.  He looked at himself in a mirror, clucking his tongue in disapproval as he did so.   
 
      
 
    “No problem,” I said.  “In fact, you’re in luck.  I have an outfit with me that will fit your nicely.  It has silky white stockings, pretty pink panties, a lacy bra, a short black skirt, and a red top.  I even brought makeup and a wig!” 
 
      
 
    “That sounds gorgeous!” he said.  “Let’s go to my office and you can put it on me right now!” 
 
      
 
    We did just that.  Frank stripped completely, leaned back in his office chair and let me feminize him totally on the spot.  I rubbed a dainty smelling shaving gel into his legs, running a disposable razor up and down his calves and thighs.  He loved seeing all that nasty man-hair come off.  I shaved his balls too, just for good measure.   
 
      
 
    I painted his toenails bright red and slid a pair of black high heels onto his feet.  I had ordered them the week before from a website for transvestites, along with most of the things he wore that night.  Then I slipped the silk stockings up his legs; they hooked nicely to the frilly garter belt I had selected for him.   
 
      
 
    Sadly, I had to look at his micro-cock for a few seconds that night.  It was soon hidden by his panties, however.   
 
      
 
    The hair came off the rest of his body with a few strokes of the razor.  By the time he had on the rest of his wardrobe. Frank actually looked like a woman - a fat, frumpy woman, but a female nonetheless!  He gazed up at me, hoping for my approval.   
 
      
 
    “You look lovely!” I said to him in my best fake-sincerity voice.  “There’s one more thing,” I said, touching my lips with my index finger.  “‘Frank’ is no name for a sissy loser like yourself.  How about we change it to ‘Frances’?” 
 
      
 
    Frances’ eyes lit up at the suggestion.  “That’s wonderful!” she said, once again touching her palms to her cheeks.  “It’s so feminine!” 
 
      
 
    “Then ‘Frances’ it is,” I said.  “Now, are you ready to make your debut?”   
 
      
 
    She bobbed her head up and down giddily.  “Am I!” she said.  “I’ll show those bitches out there what a real woman looks like!” 
 
      
 
    I led her out of the office and through the kitchen, so that the other workers could see their brainwashed, feminized boss.  The busboy laughed so hard I thought he would have a stroke.   
 
      
 
    But the best response came from the head cook, a burly black guy named Tyrone.  “Looks like Frank is the pathetic, cock-sucking faggot we always thought he was!”  Thinking she was being complimented, Frances blushed and thanked him.   
 
      
 
    Laughing, Tyrone stepped out from his station, pulled off his apron, and dropped his pants to the floor.  There, revealed for everyone in the kitchen to see, was the biggest penis I had ever seen.  The walls of my pussy hurt as I looked at it.  Frances got so worked up that she dropped to her knees and started blowing Tyrone on the spot!   
 
      
 
    Everyone else gathered around, pointing at her, laughing, and kicking her in the ass.  But nothing would separate Frances’ lips from that dick!  I almost felt sorry for her.  Then I remembered how he had abused Pam, and how he had insulted and degraded me for years.  So I let the mocking and teasing go on. 
 
      
 
    Then I decided it was time to show Frances the real meaning of humiliation.  I went into the dining room and told the ladies to get ready for the show of their lives.  By this time they had finished eating and were in the mood for some amusement.  “Be right back,” I promised them. 
 
      
 
    Seconds later I appeared with Frances by my side; she had made Tyrone cum and sperm was dripping off her chin.  “Here she is, ladies!” I said, waving my arm with a flourish at my now-feminized boss. 
 
      
 
    Kim and her friends loved it.  They clapped and stomped their feet as Frances pranced about for them.  “Attagirl, Frances!” one of them shouted.  “Do it like a woman ought to!  Shake that ass!”  I got into it as well, as did the other waitresses. 
 
      
 
    Then Kim ran up to me, pulling me aside.  “I have the perfect idea,” she said, taking another flash drive out of her purse.  “We have been working on this in the lab. It can undo all the changes in Frank’s brain in a couple of seconds.  He’ll be like he was before, but he’ll be standing in front of a place full of women dressed like that!” 
 
      
 
    “I love it!’ I said, giving Kim a quick hug.  “Let’s put it in now!”  We raced to the back room where the sound equipment was.  I yanked out the old drive and plugged in the new one.  Then we hurried back to the dining room, where Frances was still putting on her act. 
 
      
 
    We got there at the perfect moment.  The new program hit Frances’ brain like a ton of bricks.  Suddenly she was Frank again.  He stopped his little show and looked at himself, shock and unbelief registering in his face.  “W-what is going on?” he said, looking up at the assembled women.  Then he stared at his painted nails and girly clothes.  “How did I get in these?” he said. 
 
      
 
    For a moment, stunned silence fell across the restaurant.  Then someone started giggling.  The sound spread through the crowd, and suddenly dozens of hard-core lesbian feminists were pointing at Frank and laughing their asses off.  I saw tears start rolling down his eyes as his fat face turned red.  Then he simply folded his hands together at his waist and hung his head in shame, as the mocking and sneering at him went on for what seemed like hours… 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Frank is now back to being Frances; it seems that some of his programming was never erased.  He was so humiliated by the events that night that he sold me and Joanie the restaurant for nearly nothing.  Now he hangs out on a street corner, offering to suck dicks for fifty cents a pop.  Most guys turn him down. 
 
      
 
    Joanie and I live together now.  Kim drops by with a couple of friends once or twice a week and we have an orgy on the floor.  I had no idea I would get so good at eating pussy; I make the girls cum every time I dip my tongue into their cunts.   
 
      
 
    Life as a horny dyke and successful business owner is heaven.  And I owe it all to that hypnosis program.  Maybe we’ll figure out a way to make it work on men in general.  They all of you will be feminized crossdressers sucking each other off, while my friends and I turn you into our slaves.  Hey, it could happen! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    A Man No More: How Victoria Feminized her Boss 
 
      
 
    Before I got breast implants, before I sucked my first cock, even before my first leg waxing - before all of that, I was the owner of an ad agency in need of a new secretary.  My feminization began when I first saw Victoria.  From that second on I belonged to her, though it would be months before I realized it. 
 
    *** 
 
     “I’m sorry, Mr. Stephens!” Beth blurted out.  “I thought the coffee was hot enough!”  She curled up in her office chair as she held her head low.  “Please,” she said, speaking in a softly whining tone, “I really need this job.  I have kids, a family.”  Then she looked up at me, and I saw just how scared she really was.  “I will do better, I promise,” she said, a tremble in her voice.  “Let me try again.” 
 
      
 
    I felt my lips curl upwards in a sneer as I studied her face: the high cheekbones, the bright blue eyes, and the full lips.  “Tell you what, sweetie,” I said, coming as close to sounding concerned as I was capable of.  “You can make up for it by doing some extra work for me in my office, just you and I.”  I nodded towards the double oaken doors that led to my private sanctuary.  “Be in there in 10 minutes, ready to do what I say.”  
 
      
 
    Her eyes grew wide as she read my mind.  For a second her features stiffened.  Then I watched as her defiant glare changed into the same sad, defeated look I had seen on my victim’s faces a thousand times before.  “Yes, sir,” she said, her voice subdued.  “I’ll be there.” 
 
      
 
    I glanced at my watch as I walked away from her desk: 4 o’clock on the dot.  By 4:20 I had cum in her mouth twice.  At 4:21 I sent her back to her desk.  My erection returned as I watched her scampering away from me, clutching her notepad to her chest as a single tear glided down her features.  
 
      
 
    At 4:30 sharp I called Susan in HR.  “This is Jack Stephens,” I said.  “I want you to fire Beth McDaniels today.  She’s totally incompetent; and she makes very bad coffee.”  I smiled as the voice on the other end said, “yes sir!” without a moment’s hesitation; I had trained my people well.  
 
      
 
    I stood and lit a cigar, drawing on it casually as I looked out the panoramic window at the city skyline.  “It’s good to be a king,” I said to myself, as the finely scented smoke curled upwards towards the ceiling. 
 
      
 
    In the glass I saw a partial reflection of my face looking back at me.  At 30 years old, I was better looking than most guys in their teens.  My hair was the same sandy blond color it had been since high school.  I wore it a little long by today’s standards, so that it draped an inch or so beneath the top of my shirt collar.  My face still had enough boyish charm to let me pass for someone 10 years younger; sometimes I even got carded when going into a bar. 
 
      
 
    The only thing that bugged me was my size – frame wise, that is.  At 5’9 and 170 lbs. I was smaller than most men and a little slight, though I had taut muscles and a trim waistline.  One guy who worked for me a couple years back dared to say I was short; he did it when he thought I wasn’t listening.  That guy no longer works in this city; he couldn’t find a job if he tried.  I made sure of that. 
 
      
 
    Two days later I sat staring at a single sheet of paper outlining the education and accomplishments of a lady who goes by the name Victoria Marlowe.  Despite myself, I was impressed.  I was also favorably pleased with her fiery red hair, which fell in curly locks around her ample bosom. Her face was lightly freckled, her makeup applied with utter precision, though she would have been just as breathtaking without any cosmetics. 
 
      
 
    The curve of her breasts was just barely visible above the ivory button that held her blouse in place.  Her slim black skirt ended a couple of inches above her right knee.  Her exquisite legs were nicely crossed, which made the lump inside my briefs harder with each passing moment.  Don’t worry, sweetie, I thought to myself. You’ve got the job. 
 
      
 
    “Your qualifications are quite...impressive, Ms. Marlowe” I said, my eyes still taking in the curves of her calves.  “When can you start?” 
 
      
 
    “At your convenience, Mr. Stephens,” she said, her tone crisp and utterly businesslike, though it had a bit of an edge to it.  “Would tomorrow be satisfactory?” 
 
      
 
    “Be here at 8:30,” I said, handing her resume back to her with my left hand as I extended my right one in greeting.  
 
      
 
    She returned the shake, her grip unexpectedly strong, especially for a woman.  “See you then,” she said, meeting my gaze with her steel-gray eyes.  Then something red-hot shot through the palm she was grasping.  I tried to pull my hand back, but she held it like a vise.  Then she released me, turned on her heels, and left the room.  I watched as the door shut behind her.  Then I collapsed into my chair, touching my temples and noticing for the first time that I was sweating. 
 
      
 
    I glimpsed at my palm, the one she had clutched in an iron grip moments before.  It still held the imprint of her manicured nails where they had dug into my flesh.  There was a single drop of blood in that spot.  Crushing my hand into a fist, I felt a wave of uneasiness flow through me.  “Who is this woman?” I asked out loud to the empty room. 
 
      
 
    The next few months were fairly routine.  Victoria showed up each day, on time and looking so incredibly hot I could barely focus on business.  She soon proved to be the ideal executive assistant, handling everything from client relations to personnel issues.  This left me time to hunt for new clients and play golf, which worked out fine for me.  I was always more fond of making money than in working for it. 
 
      
 
    One thing frustrated me, however: my failure to get Victoria in the sack.  She proved invulnerable to every tactic I knew, from seduction to simple intimidation.  She turned down my offers to get a drink after work, using just enough courtesy so that I couldn’t accuse her of being disrespectful.  Anyone else I would have simply fired.  But she had nearly doubled our revenues during her short time on the job, leaving me little to do but figure out how to hide all the new money from the IRS. 
 
      
 
    Then came the night that changed everything.  It was late on a summer afternoon, and she and I were getting a presentation ready for a new client.  The final details fell into place just as the sun went down.  I hated putting in 14 hour days back then, but sometimes it was necessary. 
 
      
 
    As she slipped some documents into her black leather briefcase, she looked up at me.  Then she did something I had never seen her do before: she smiled.  My mouth dropped open. The expression was so unexpected that it caught me completely off-guard. 
 
      
 
    “How about a drink?” she said, pursing her lips in a look so seductive that I felt my heart skip a beat. 
 
      
 
    “S-sure,” I said, struggling to get the words out.  I felt my cock harden.  Could this be the night?  I asked myself.  “There’s a bar just around the corner,” I said, getting to my feet.  Glancing down, I saw my hard-on jutting out through the fabric of my pants right in front of her face; she was still seated.  I whipped around, hoping she didn’t notice. 
 
      
 
    Standing, she walked towards me as she slipped her right hand around my left arm.  “I know a better place,” she said, as she led me out of the office.  For the first time I noticed that she was a couple of inches taller than me.  I felt my feet fall into step as she tugged at me to keep moving.  A few months before, I would have fired an employee for less than that.  But, for the moment, there was nothing but lust raging through my mind, along with an emotion I rarely felt: a slight tinge of fear. 
 
      
 
    20 minutes later Victoria and I sat at a small table in a tiny but very classy bar miles from the office.  She had driven me there in her silver Lexus and had turned corners and whipped around other drivers so quick I had no idea where we were.  I was nursing a beer, and she was lightly sipping some exotic drink with a name I had never heard of before. 
 
      
 
    We made small talk for a few minutes.  She was careful to avoid any discussion of her private life.  Then her features hardened she looked directly at me.  Her smile returned.  But this time it was matched by an icy look in her eyes, one that turned the tiny spark of fear I had felt before into a roaring blaze.  “So,” she said, in a tone that was more demanding than questioning, “How did you ever get so good at hiding your insecurities, Jack?  When did you convince yourself you’re a man?” 
 
      
 
    For a fraction of a second, I didn’t know what to say.  It had been so long since anyone had dared mock me that I didn’t realize that was what she was doing.  As my brain struggled to understand, she kept talking.  “I looked into your background before taking the job,” she said.  “You’re single, no kids, and you live alone in an apartment filled with gaudy furnishings, ones that no person with taste would dare have.”  
 
      
 
    My eyes narrowed.  I tried to respond, but my brain was foggy.  I glanced down at the glass of beer on the table in front of me.  It looked cloudy. 
 
      
 
    “You put on a good show,” she said.  “But inside you’re scared as a mouse.”  She shifted in her chair and leaned forward slightly, narrowing the distance between her face and mine.  I smelled the faint odor of alcohol on her breath, the scent of her perfume.  I got hard again, despite what she was saying; or were her words causing my erection? 
 
      
 
    “You’ve thought about being with another man,” she said.  I felt my face went pale.  “You have even thought of dressing up like a woman.”  Then her features turned dark as she glared directly in my eyes.  “According to your Internet provider, you even look at cross-dressing sites late at night.  And I bet they make you so very stiff…” 
 
      
 
    Anger surged through me, killing my arousal and clearing my head.  “What the hell are you talking about, lady?”  I returned her cold glare with the toughest look I could muster, the one I used when doing hardball negotiations with a client.  “I’m Jack Bradley, founder and president of one of the largest ad agencies in the country.  I made my first million before I was 25.”  I balled my fists and tensed my muscles, for what I thought would be a quick put-down of this upstart cunt. 
 
      
 
    Then she did something that sent my anger over the edge; she laughed.  It wasn’t a loud guffaw, but rather a faint chuckle that escaped her oh-so-perfect lips, before they turned upward in another smile.  She was amused by me, like a circus goer watching the antics of a bumbling clown. 
 
      
 
    That was more than I could stand.  I glanced around at the other customers, who were ignoring us.  Then I spoke to her in my most intimidating tone.  “And you, you red-headed slut,” I said, pointing my finger in her face.  “YOU work for ME!  Don’t forget it!  Or I will send your hot little ass packing!” 
 
      
 
    She just sat there smiling, her expression unchanged.  I leapt to my feet.  “Let’s get out of here,” I said.  “Take me back to the office.” Then my vision blurred as nausea swept up from my stomach and through my brain.  
 
      
 
    I fell back in my seat, slapping my face to fight off the blackness that was rushing over my senses.  But it did no good; I was passing out.  The last thing I noticed before everything went black was the face of the girl working the bar.  It was Beth, my old secretary.  She was staring right at me, her face as cold and bemused as Victoria’s.  Except for a different hair and eye color, they looked remarkably alike. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The first thing I noticed when I awoke was the burning agony in my ass; it felt like it had been torn apart by a pack of wolves.  I was lying face down on a mattress.  My hands and feet were cuffed to the four corners of the bed, so tightly that I feared they would rip out   I smelled the faint odor of hotel disinfectant on the sheet beneath me. 
 
      
 
    “Good girl,” the voice said.  Turning my head to the left, I saw Victoria seated at a table nearby.  “Welcome back, sleepy-head,” she said, smiling.  “You were out for three hours!”  
 
      
 
    I was still groggy, but even in that state my eyes nearly popped out of my skull when I saw how she was dressed.  Black leather boots rose to just over her knees.  Above them, stockings hugged her thighs until they stopped just below her silken, ebony-colored panties.  A tight red corset framed her magnificent breasts, her scarlet locks cascading down her shoulders and across her bosom.  Despite my panic and confusion, my erection returned harder and stronger than ever, burying itself in the feather-soft mattress. 
 
      
 
    “Wondering why your cute little ass is on fire?” she said.  I nodded, unable do anything else.  “Stop looking at me long enough to see what’s next to you.”  
 
      
 
    Turning my head, I saw the limp remains of a giant pile of used condoms.  “Oh, god,” I said, as the pain in my rectum flared up worse than before. 
 
      
 
    “That’s right, sweetie,” I heard her say as she got to her feet.  “You’ve been fucked by a dozen or so friends of mine, all extremely gay and each of them very well-hung.”  I said nothing, just stared at the pile of soiled prophylactics in shock. 
 
      
 
    I heard her step away for the briefest of moments; my head was still turned so I couldn’t see her.  Then I screamed as hot flames of pain shot across my upper thighs.  “Bad little slut!”  Victoria yelled.  I started to look at her; then the fiery streaks of pain returned, this time tearing across my ass cheeks.  “Don’t look at me, slut!” she cried out.  “You’re not worthy of the sight, you miserable little bitch!”  She brought the crop down on me again and again.  My screaming turned to sobs of pain as the beating continued.  Then, surrendering to the torment, I slipped back into unconsciousness. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Where am I?  What’s going on?  The words formed in my mind for the briefest of moments, then slipped away as the darkness swallowed me again.  I felt my right hand holding something hard and metallic as a voice in some far distant place said, “Sign it.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The next clear memory I had was of waking up, this time in what looked like a clinic.  A thick leather restraint ran across my waist, but my hands were free.  I looked at them.  What the hell?” I said; my fingers were slender and soft.  And, at the end of each of them, was a perfectly manicured long fingernail, painted a pale sissy pink. 
 
      
 
    “Good morning, Karen!” said the voice to my left, making me turn my head.  Sitting a few feet away, in a gray top and blue skirt, her logs crossed, hands resting on her knee, was a woman in a lab coat.  She was strikingly beautiful; I guessed her age as around 50.  She spoke with a vaguely European accent. 
 
      
 
    “Please tell me what’s going on,” I said.  My voice sounded unusually high and delicate. 
 
      
 
    “Sounds like your vocal feminization surgery went perfectly,” she said, ignoring my query as she gave me an approving look.   Don’t worry, honey,” she continued, cutting me off before I could speak again.  “Your transformation is nearly complete.  Victoria is back in the United States, managing the affairs of your old company.  From now on, your only worries will be about looking pretty and pleasing men with those nice new lips of yours.” 
 
      
 
    Panic sent a wave of adrenaline coursing through my limbs.  I tried to snap the bond that cinched across my waist; it was much too strong.  I felt something jiggle under the sheet that covered my chest.  It fell away, and for the first time I noticed that I now had breasts, huge ones, topped off by rosy little nipples. 
 
      
 
    My face a mask of terror, I looked to the anonymous woman for answers.  But she gave me none.  Instead she leaned forward, touching my cheek slightly as she smiled again.  “Your new master will be very pleased,” she said, then turned and left the room.  I called out for help.  But no one came. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    The flaccid remnant of what was once my penis is now held in place by a golden chastity device; I will never function as a man again.  I am in a Middle Eastern country, that much I know, a member of some wealthy sheik’s private harem of feminized slaves.  Most nights I service his massive cock at least once.  On special days, my ass – which has been modified to receive even the largest male organs, though sometimes it hurts - serves as a cum depository for his friends. 
 
      
 
    I’m actually quite happy in a way, especially when I look in a mirror and see my lovely new face staring back at me.  My sandy blond hair hangs to my waist.   My ample bosom is nicely pushed up by my brassiere, and my hairless and utterly feminized body is hot enough to arouse any man alive.  And it does just that, whether I’m dancing for a crowd in the sheik’s private club, or on my knees showing my owner what a good slut I am. 
 
      
 
    Victoria saw through me the whole time.  From the moment her sister Beth come to her sobbing after being fired, my conqueror had begun working on her plan.  She knew that my manly facade and domineering manners were a mask I had created.  I hid my submissive nature from everyone, including myself.  
 
      
 
    I had always been a sissy deep within, born to please men and obey their every word.  Brilliant dominatrix that she is, Victoria released that part of me during my long, brutal months of captivity.  If she’s running my old company as well as she controlled me, then she must be doing very well indeed. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Paid to Feminize: A Day in the Life of a Dominant Lady 
 
      
 
      “You look almost as pretty in stockings as I do,” I say to Clarice as she struts her stuff in a pair of stiletto heels.  “She” blushes at my compliment.  “Thank you, Mistress,” she says.  “I do so love the way you have feminized me.” 
 
      
 
    I start to smile.  Then I see the slight smudge in her lipstick.  My face turns hard as I glare at her.  “You little slut….” I say, putting on the tone I use when my subs disobey me.  Her face goes pale and her eyes widen, her sissy mouth forming an “O” of shock.  “What, Mistress?” she says, her voice trembling.  “What did I do?” 
 
      
 
    “Can’t you see, you idiot?” I scream as I point at her face.  “Your makeup isn’t applied right!”  I leap to my feet and march across the room to her.  My thigh-high leather boots give me an inch of height over the pathetic sissy as I look down on her quivering face.  “Lay face down on the bed - now!” I shout, slapping her hard.  Her wig shifts slightly as I do so, but otherwise her feminine touches stay in place.   
 
      
 
    Losing her balance, she collapses on the bed, her six foot frame shaking in terror at my displeasure.  She breaks out in tears as she buries her face in her hands.  Her stick-on pink fingernails make her hands look so pretty, not at all like the masculine paws she had when we first started meeting.  Secretly I am pleased at how her manhood has ebbed away.  But now is not the time to administer praise; now is the time to be stern. 
 
      
 
    Sobbing, she rolls over on her stomach, smearing her makeup even more as her features make contact with the satin pillowcase.  I lift her skirt up above her ass, exposing the pretty red panties she wears.  Her legs are still a tad too muscular, but they are smooth and nicely shaven.  Again I am pleased, but I don’t let it show.  I pull her undies down around her thighs, exposing her milky white rear.  It too is soft and hairless. 
 
      
 
    “Stick your whore ass in the air, bitch,” I say, taking my riding crop and slapping it in the palm of my free hand.  Clarice whimpers, “Please, Mistress, please have mercy.  I’m sorry…” 
 
      
 
    WHACK!  The hard leather of the crop lands across her cheeks.  She cries out in a tone that is so pitiful I have to force myself not to laugh.  But, keeping my composure, I raise the crop and bring it down again, this time harder.  She bawls as red streaks appear across her tender flesh.  Later they will become welts, and Clarice, in her male identity as Charles, will have trouble sitting in his office chair without wincing. 
 
      
 
    I feel my pussy turn wet as I strike again and again.  By the time I administer the 12th and final blow, my panties and stockings are dripping with the sweet musky odor of my cunt.  By that point Clarice is reduced to a sobbing little crybaby, her makeup now totally smeared.   
 
    I am so aroused I must have some relief.  I fall into a nearby armchair, raise my black leather skirt, drop my underwear to the floor, and spread my legs.  “Crawl, slut,” I say.  “Crawl to me and pleasure your Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    Slowly, painfully, Clarice stirs.  She starts to pull her panties up.  “Did I tell you to dress?” I say, my voice dark and foreboding.  “No, Mistress, “Clarice says.  She lets them hang loose, and they slide down her thighs as she crawls across the floor in her soft white stockings.

I watch as she inches closer, admiring how I have transformed this once supremely confident male into the weak little sissy now coming towards me.  The only thing that displeases me is the rock hard male organ between her legs.  I will have to work on that, I think to myself.  First, I will make it shrink, then I will make it hang limp and useless forever.  But all things in good time. 
 
      
 
    Clarice reaches me, her head hung low, her knees red from rubbing against the hotel carpet.  Her hose have runs in them where they made contact with the floor.  “Stupid bimbo,” I say.  “Now you have ruined your stockings.  But we will deal with that later.  For now, show me what a horny little pussy eater you are.” 
 
      
 
    I feel her lips close around my vagina as her hot tongue flicks against my clit.  I try not to show pleasure when my clients go down on me, but this time I am too worked up to restrain myself.  I let out a soft moan.  My juices run down her mouth and dribble off her chin as she serves me.  It is sheer heaven.  Reaching inside my top, I pinch my nipples.  I squeeze so hard that tiny drops of blood form on the tips of my well-manicured nails. 
 
      
 
    I feel myself on the verge of a body-shuddering orgasm. Grabbing Clarice by the back of her head, I shove her face deeper inside me.  “Work it, slut!  Show your Mistress what a good tramp you are!”  She responds with extra vigor, flicking my clit so fast I fear I will burst from the waves of pleasure coursing through it.   
 
      
 
    Finally, screaming with climax, I dig my nails deep into Clarice’s head and yank it backwards, bringing her face up to look squarely into my raging eyes and snarling teeth.  She gazes at me with a mixture of hope and uncertainty.  “Did I please you, Mistress?” she says, in the girliest tone I have ever heard her use.

In that moment I remember why I chose this profession.  Turning captains of industry into simpering little slaves is the only sane way for a woman like me to earn a living.   
 
      
 
    “Yes, dear, you did,” I say, trying to catch my breath as I give her a faint, vanishing smile.  “Now you owe me an additional $200.00 for the privilege of touching me,” I say.  “I hope you brought plenty of cash, or I’ll take the money out of your sweet little ass.” 
 
      
 
    Clarice did indeed bring plenty of cash with her.  I leave her hotel room $1,000.00 richer for an hour of “work.”  That sum includes the extra $150.00 I charge for letting her jack off.  I don’t stick around to watch her play with herself, however.  I have another client waiting for me in a five-star room across town, and he is usually good for at least $1500.00.  His fetish is cock and ball torture.  I grin as my hand slips around the box of six-inch needles in my purse. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I drive a Cadillac, not one of the old-fogey land yacht models, but a nimble, silver-gray 2014 ELR that runs whisper-quiet and handles better than my last BMW.  Like me, it purrs when it’s treated right - and, like me, it always is.   
 
      
 
    I park my ride and walk through the attached garage into my quiet suburban home.  When not doing a session I dress upscale but conservatively.  My neighbors, who are mostly attorneys, doctors, and accountants, think I work in a cushy high-tech job that demands odd hours.  I allow them to believe that story; it lets me blend comfortably into their staid little world.  
 
      
 
    I hear the sounds of scrubbing from the kitchen as I enter the main part of the house.  And I smile when I see my husband on his hands and knees scouring the floor. He could do just as good a job with a mop, of course.  But I want him on his knees as much as possible.  It keeps him in the proper frame of mind. 
 
      
 
    “I’m home, honey!” I announce, tossing my black Louis Vuitton handbag on the couch. He looks up at me, then lowers his eyes before they make contact with mine; that’s a bad habit he sometimes has.  “Welcome home, Mistress,” he says as he looks down at the suds around his naked form.  “I trust your day went well.” 
 
      
 
    I feel my clit throb as I gaze at his well-toned body, kept lean and hard from endless hours in the gym.  I permit him no junk food, beer, or TV, except for select programming I pre-approve.  He is a magnificent specimen of a man: muscular, tanned, with a full head of wavy golden brown locks.  And he is completely under my thumb, as shown by the collar fastened around his neck and the chastity device that surrounds his cock.  He is my most prized possession, and I love him. 
 
      
 
    “It was okay,” I say.  “You may stand now.”  He gets to his feet, but keeps his eyes pointed towards the floor.  “Bring me a glass of Chardonnay,” I say.  “Pour it from the bottle my Italian client presented to me last month.”  
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress, right away,” he says.  He turns to the cupboard that holds the crystal glasses.

“Not ‘right away,’ silly girl,” I say, gently chiding him.  “Clean up that mess on the floor first, you idiot.  Then I might let you rub my feet tonight.” 
 
    “Forgive me,” he says, then does as he is told.  Afterwards he brings my wine.  He kneels before me as I drink it slowly, enjoying the view of my spotless, well-furnished home.   
 
      
 
    Then I turn my attention back to my husband/slave, who is still on his knees, just the way I like him.  “Know what I did today, my little slut?” I say to him. 
 
      
 
    “No, Mistress, I do not,” he says.   
 
      
 
    “I utterly humiliated half a dozen men, some of whom sit on the boards of the largest corporations in the world.  I stripped them of every ounce of their masculinity, dressed them up as women, and did viciously cruel things to their bodies.  And, in exchange for all my abuse, they made me $10,000.00 richer.” 
 
      
 
    “They are privileged to serve you, Mistress,” my husband says, “as am I.”   
 
      
 
    “Indeed they are,” I say.  I shift my position in the chair, crossing my legs so that my right ankle, clad in an $800.00 Nicholas Kirkwood sandal, hovers less than an inch below his lips.  Reaching down, I lift his chin so that his boyishly handsome face looks up at mine.  Then I kiss him hard, shoving my tongue deep inside his throat.  I hear him gag, but he does not pull away.  Then I release him.  He looks up at me breathless, his face pale.   
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Mistress, he says between gasps of air.  “I love you.” 
 
      
 
    “I love you, too, my little slave,” I say as I get to my feet and set the now-empty glass on a side table.  “Now follow me to the bedroom.  I want to ride that chiseled body of yours for a while.  After that, you will complete your evening workout and prepare a restricted-calorie meal for yourself.  We mustn’t have you getting fat.” 
 
      
 
    He starts to get to his feet.  I spin on my heels upon hearing the sound.  My glaring eyes meet his for the briefest of moments before he drops them to the floor.  “No!” I shout, my face turning hard as his goes pale.  “You will enter the bed chambers on your hands and knees - like a dog.”   
 
      
 
    He falls into the position I demand.  He does so a little slowly, but fast enough so that I let it slide; I’m quite soft-hearted, you see.  He trails behind me as I saunter into the bedroom, then once again he assumes a kneeling position as I strip.   
 
      
 
    Moments later I stand before him naked, my hands on my hips as I address him.  “Look up, slut,” I say, “and gaze on your goddess.” 
 
      
 
    He starts to look up, then drops his head, terrified that he will incur my wrath for making eye contact.  “It’s alright, my dear,” I say.  “You may raise your head this once.  I want to reward you for your good service.”

I watch his eyes drink in every inch of my flawless body: my shapely breasts that are a perfect C cup, my raven hair, my dark, exotic skin that I inherited from my South American mother, my trim, toned waist, and my seemingly endless, exquisitely curved legs.  I leave the Nicholas Kirkwood shoes on to add a delicious curve to my thighs.  I see his cock struggle to become erect inside its silver cage.  That sends a wave of lust coursing me; control of men is the ultimate aphrodisiac. 
 
      
 
    Moments later I direct him to lie face up on the bed.  Then I shackle his wrists and ankles, cover his eyes with a blindfold, and at last remove the small key from around my neck, sliding it into the lock on his cock cage.  As I remove it his penis springs to life, hard and thick and already dripping with pre-cum.  I sheathe it in a condom; I’m not ready for kids quite yet.  Then I climb on board, shoving down so hard that he gasps, his hips taking the full force of my thrust.  I ride him for the next 10 minutes, knowing there is no chance of him cumming without my permission.

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

“You did well, slave,” I tell him, lifting the blind off his face. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Mistress,” he says, looking up at me with an odd mix of joy, adoration, and love.  He is mine, body and soul, and we both know it.

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

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

“Very good,” I say.  “Then change these sheets, you little tramp.  Later I will punish you for releasing your foul liquid.”  I free him from the rest of his bonds, make him wash his genitals in the bathroom sink, and slip his cage back in place.   
 
      
 
    He takes care of the mess he made and crawls out of the bedroom to finish the other tasks I assigned him.  Later he will sleep curled up on the floor beside me, like a beloved pet that isn’t worthy to share its owner’s bed.

I drift off to sleep that night as I look up the ceiling, my husband’s soft snoring rising to my ears as he dozes contentedly a few feet beneath me.  Life is good, I think to myself, especially when you’re a woman on top. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Under her Thumb: 
 
    A Night in the Life of a Feminized Sissy Cuckold 
 
      
 
    My cock would be rock-hard right now if it was not twisted sideways by the chastity device I wear. My key holder is running a razor down my thigh.  I married her two years ago, and during those 24 months she has cuckolded and feminized me with sadistic glee.  Later tonight I will suck her boyfriend’s cock till he has a throbbing erection.  I will guide his gigantic shaft into my wife’s warm, willing pussy.  Then I will watch, utterly humiliated, as he fucks her to a body-quaking orgasm. 
 
    Later, if I am very lucky, I will be allowed 30 seconds to jerk off.  If I am unable to cum during that time, then I will be locked back into chastity for several months.  I am permitted three chances to orgasm per year, provided my wife does not change the rules.  She is, of course, free to do so anytime it strikes her fancy.  She is my mistress and owner, and I am her emasculated sissy slave. 
 
    “Get your panties on, slut,” she says as she washes the razor in the bathroom sink.  “Wear the satin ones tonight; Tom says you look especially whorish in those.”  She gives me a wicked grin.  “You know he is more of a man than you could ever be, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” I say, looking down at my pretty, painted toes as my cheeks turn red with shame.  “I don’t blame you for preferring him to me.”  A single tear glides down my face. 
 
    “Oh, don’t be that way!” my wife says, tossing a pair of fishnet stockings at me.  “You know this is what you want, don’t you?”  
 
    She keeps talking as she struts around the room getting dressed.  “You asked me to cuckold and feminize you; and, being the good spouse that I am, I granted your wish.”   
 
    She gives me another wicked grin as she sprays perfume on her wrist.  I smell the sweet, musky odor and it sends blood rushing to my loins.  I feel my twisted, shrunken cock struggle to get hard. 
 
    “Hey, stop that!” my wife screams as she leaps across the room.  She forces my chin upwards; I look into her piercing green eyes as they narrow into a menacing glare.  Then she slaps me hard. I let out a girlish shriek.  The pain from her blow burns through my face.  I savor the feeling while it lasts. 
 
    “Remember, Christie,” she says, “I know your every thought.  You’re forbidden to have any sexual urges without my say-so.”   
 
    She reaches between my legs, taking my testicles in her hand.  For a moment she fondles them.  I feel forbidden pleasure shoot through my body… 
 
    Then, with a sharp turn of her wrist, she twists my balls in a circle, clamping down on them at the same time.  Pain shoots through my body like a thunderclap shaking a house.  I double over in pain and fall to the floor sobbing.   
 
    “Mistress, please!” I cry out.  “I’m sorry!” 
 
    “Don’t give me your pathetic excuses, Christie,” she says.  “Get up and finish dressing.  You’re going to be on your knees a lot tonight, by the way. Tom hasn’t fucked me in a week, so he’ll be horny as hell.” 
 
    My genitals throbbing with anguish, I lift myself from the floor and stagger to my dresser, the pink one my wife picked out for me.  I slide the fishnet hose up my silky-soft legs, then fasten them to a lacy garter belt.  I slip into the red satin panties Mistress ordered me to wear for the evening.  The erotic feel of the material starts to arouse me once more, but I push the feeling back down before she senses it and punishes me again. 
 
    30 minutes later I’m serving drinks to my wife and her boyfriend Tom.  Being part queer, I can’t help but admire his muscular build, wavy blond hair and baby-blue eyes.  The two of them lift their glasses and make a toast to their mutual lust.  I sit nearby with my legs crossed and my hands folded into my lap, the position Mistress has commanded me to use whenever she has company. 
 
    I watch as Tom’s callused, muscular fingers unbutton my wife’s blouse.  He slips his hand into the left cup of her bra, making her moan with arousal as he fondles her breast.  “Make love to me, Tom,” she whispers as she guides his free hand to her thigh.  “Show that little faggot over there how a real man pleases a woman.” 
 
    My wife’s lover kisses her neck as he gently removes her blouse.  Then he unhooks her bra; it falls to the floor while he suckles her nipples.  Arching her back, she moans as his right hand slides under her skirt. 
 
    “You’re amazing, baby,” he says as the two of them begin kissing.  By now his fingers are exploring the inside of her cunt, making her writhe as her panties slide down her exquisite legs.   
 
    I feel my so-called cock struggle to break free of its cage.  Then I grimace as the pressure makes my organ dig into the chrome spikes Mistress added to the cage.  I cross my legs even tighter, trying to suppress the feelings that course through me as I watch another man have sex with my wife. 
 
    “Oh-oh god!” Mistress screams out as she cums from her lover’s gentle fondling of her cunt.  I watch her manicured nails dig into the couch as she reaches climax.   
 
    Then she smiles as she lays back on the generously-sized sofa.  “Thank you, my dear,” she says, removing Tom’s hand from her sex and kissing it tenderly.  I can see her juices drizzling down his fingers. 
 
    By this point I am so aroused I feel as if I will burst.  The spikes are impaling my tiny cock, sending jolts of agony deep into the soft flesh.  But I don’t care.  Seeing my wife cheat on me while I watch makes me remember why I married a merciless, dominant shrew: because that is exactly the kind of woman I crave. 
 
    Tom and Mistress take a few minutes to catch their breath and relocate to the bedroom.  I tidy up the living room and wait until they order me to enter their presence once more.  What I see as I cross the threshold makes me gasp.  Tom is standing naked at the foot of the bed, his magnificent cock fully erect.  I am instantly aroused. 
 
    Mistress smiles as she sees my lips part.  “See, Tom?” she says.  “I told you Christie is a faggot.  Look at her lusting for you!” 
 
    “She’s hot for my dick, that’s for sure,” he said, regarding me with a smirk as he strokes his huge shaft.  “Come over here and wrap those painted lips of yours around me,” he says.  “If you’re a good girl, then I might even shoot my load down your throat!” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” I say as I swish forward in the girly way Mistress taught me to walk.  As I fall to my knees, I touch his manliness with my sissy pink nails, watching it jump as I run my finger down its considerable length.  Tom gasps.  Then I flick my tongue against the tip just before I take him into my mouth. 
 
    “Attagirl, Christie!” Mistress cries out as I go down on her lover.  “Suck that thing like a good slut should!”  She reaches between her legs to play with herself as she watches me take care of Tom.  I gag a bit from the sheer size of his penis, but I grow used to it as I work my mouth back and forth.  My lipstick smears his cock, making a scarlet streak down its considerable length.   
 
    Tom grunts as drops of pre-cum force their way down my throat.  Then he grabs my shoulder-length blond hair and shoves my face into his lean torso.  White-hot sperm erupts from his cock, filling my mouth and gushing down my chin.  My tongue greedily swirls around, licking up as much of his delicious nectar as it can.   
 
    My head spins with the intensity of the experience, and I almost climax myself.  But then I remember Mistress’s warning, and I push those feelings deep inside. 
 
    Tom falls back on the bed.  “I gotta hand it to you, babe,” he says to Mistress.  You trained this whore well.  She’s a first-class cock sucker.” 
 
    My wife smiles.  “She has her charms,” she says, giving me an approving look that lifts my spirits. 
 
    Once more I tidy up as my wife and her lover catch their breath and visit the restroom.  Then, with Tom reclining comfortably on the mattress, I suck him until he’s once again rock-hard.  Mistress lies beside us fingering her clit.  Then, as he rolls over on top of her, I guide his throbbing member deep into the welcoming heart of my wife’s pussy.   
 
    Tom likes to fuck women hard; that’s why Mistress chose him.  She wraps her legs tight around his body as he thrusts into her over and over.  Once more I feel my sissy clit try to get hard, and once more the spikes dig into it.  I try to quell the fire raging within me, but to no avail. 
 
    Hours later, after bringing my wife to multiple orgasms, Tom kisses her goodnight and leaves. 
 
    Mistress looks at me, smiles, and reaches up to caress the key she keeps around her neck.  My hopes rise as I think I might have a chance to cum after all. 
 
    She strokes it between her fingers, giving me a coy look.  She starts to remove it from her neck. 
 
    Then she lets it drop.  “Sorry, Christie,” she says.  “But I want you to suffer for a while longer.” 
 
    My head drops as I speak.  “Yes, mistress,” I say.  “As you wish.” 
 
    “That’s a good girl,” she says, brushing my cheek with her fingers as she goes to bed.   
 
    I watch as she turns out the light, leaving me in the dark.  And, as unfulfilled urges course through my feminized body, I realize that I am married to the most perfect woman on earth.  Sleep well, my love. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Crossdressed, Cuckolded, and Controlled: How a Wife and Mother-in-Law Turned Daniel into Danielle 
 
      
 
    Right now my son-in-law Danielle is applying his (I should say “her”) makeup.  Soon Danielle will be dressed as a woman from head to toe.  Then she will be on her knees servicing my pussy with her tongue, while I sip wine and enjoy imported chocolates paid for by Danielle’s money.  Whoever said feminizing a man isn’t worth the effort has never seen the lifestyle my daughter and I enjoy. 
 
    But I get ahead of myself.  Let me start from the beginning.  My name is Brittany.  I am a stunningly beautiful 50 year old woman with a grown daughter named Nicole, who is every bit as gorgeous as I was when I was 25.  I have always taught my child that men are inferior creatures who are meant to serve women.  I have also told her everything I know about how to break a man and turn him into a feminized sissy.   
 
    She has mastered every lesson I have given her.  As a result, she met, married, and transformed her husband Daniel, now “Danielle,” over the past three years.  Since Danielle was born into a wealthy family, her money is more than enough to afford Nicole and me everything we want.  As for Danielle, she is kept as a slave for our amusement, and for her ability to suck our lover’s cocks to a rock-hard erection. 
 
    Danielle’s skills with her tongue are legendary. I have whored her out to millionaires giving exclusive parties for special clientele, usually visiting businessmen from the East whose tastes run towards the exotic.  She has drank an ocean of cum in her time as a woman and has loved every moment of it.  She has also taken cocks up her ass that were large enough to split the average woman in half.  Simply put, Danielle is as queer as the proverbial three dollar bill. 
 
    She wasn’t always this way, though.  When Daniel first met my daughter, he was arrogant, brash, and very aggressive with women.  The heir to a $100 million fortune, he had never done a real day’s work in his life, and he had the soft hands and empty head to prove it.   
 
    At the time, my daughter was working as a stewardess, and she met Daniel during a cross-country flight from New York to LA.  He came on to her like a dog in heat.  After several attempts on his part, she finally agreed to meet him for drinks once the plane landed.  That was when the first part of her plan went into action.  But I will let her tell you the next part of the story… 
 
    Nicole Speaks 
 
    I looked across the table at my prey, eyeing him like a cat ready to pounce on a field mouse.  But he was too busy babbling about himself to realize the predicament he was in.   
 
    “And then I bought out that guy’s company and fired his ass right in front of the board of directors!” he said.  “The first thing I did was move the factory to China; that doubled my profits all by itself!”   
 
    On and on he went, hoping his tales of conquest were impressing me.  Instead, they told me two things I wanted to know: one, that he was rich; and two, that he was deeply insecure - the perfect candidate for feminization. 
 
    “Daniel, honey,” I said, “reaching across the table to touch his hand, “I’m sorry to interrupt you, but could you get the waiter’s attention?”  I leaned in as I spoke, giving him a good glimpse of my cleavage through my low-cut top.  His eyes nearly popped out of his head. 
 
    “Sure, baby!” he said.  Tearing his eyes from my breasts, he raised his hand in the air.  “Yo!” he shouted towards the bar.  “We need service over here!  Now!” 
 
    That moment’s distraction was all I needed to slip the pill into his drink.  He turned back a second later, took the glass in his hand, and drained its contents. 
 
    15 minutes later he glanced at his watch.  “Time to go, baby,” he said to me.  “I gotta check into my hotel.”  He leered at me as he stood.  “How about you come with me, and I’ll show you what a $3,000.00 a night room looks like?” 
 
    I gave him a half-smile.  “Gee, sweetie, I’d love to, but – “I saw his leer turn into a look of fright as I said “but” – “I have some errands to run first.  Why don’t you give me the address and I’ll meet you there later?” 
 
    Sighing, he scribbled the information on the back of a business card.  “Don’t keep me waiting too long,” he said.  “Or you might miss out.”  He handed me the card.  “See ya soon,” he said, a smirk on his face.  Then he walked out of the bar. 
 
    Smiling, I read the address.  It was in the most exclusive part of town.  You may think you’ll be fucking me later on, you poor schmuck, I thought to myself.  But that pill I dropped in your glass will kill that idea quick.  I took out my cell phone to call my mom; I wanted her advice on the next phase of my scheme. 
 
    Three hours later Daniel lay beside me, his face a mask of confusion and frustration.  “I’m sorry, baby,” he said.  “I don’t know what the problem is.  I’ve never had this…. trouble before.’  He glanced down at the limp object between his legs.  “I just can’t seem to get going.” 
 
    “It’s okay, Daniel honey,” I said, giving him a quick peck on the forehead.  “I know you tried your best.”  I adjusted my position in the satin sheets and smiled at him.  “Hey, I know what,” I said.  “Why don’t you try using your tongue on me?  That drives women wild, you know!” 
 
    His eyes grew wide.  “Wow,” he said, “I never would have thought of that.”  Then his face turned cloudy.  “But I’ve never done that before,” he said.  “What if I fuck it up?” 
 
    “Don’t worry, sweetie,” I said.  “I’m sure you’ll do fine.  Just give it a shot.  In fact, I’ll tell you what; I’ll stand up and you can get on your knees while you pleasure me.  I always cum easier when I’m on my feet anyway.”   
 
    I slid out of the bed and stood a few feet away.  Daniel looked up at me, his features filled with hesitation.  But then I put my hands on my hips and thrust my shoulder back, displaying my beauty in all its glory.  “Oh…oh, my god, you are hot,” he said. 
 
    I pointed to the floor.  “Get over here, I growled in a low, smoky voice, “and pleasure me – now!” 
 
    His face turned pale.  His flaccid shaft twitched for the briefest of moments.  He climbed out of the bed, staggered to me, and fell to his knees. 
 
    A moment later I felt his tongue greedily lapping at my sex.  I arched my back and took his head in my hands, grinding it deep into my pussy.   
 
    In this one maneuver I had accomplished three things.  I had made my target doubt his manhood.  I had manipulated him into pleasing me without getting an orgasm in return.  And, most importantly, I had him on his knees before me in a position of service and submission.  This created a solid foundation for the things I would do to him next… 
 
    Brittany Continues 
 
    See?  I told you my daughter learned her lessons well!  It wasn’t long before she had Daniel in panties and a cock cage.  You see, most “tough” guys are really just scared little wimps deep inside.  A large number of them, in fact, secretly crossdress and have strong bi or gay tendencies.  This was certainly true in Daniel’s case, as Nicole confirmed when she found his secret stash of panties and stockings buried deep in his dresser one night. 
 
    But I have said enough.  I will permit Danielle to finish the story. 
 
    Danielle Speaks at Last 
 
    I am Danielle, a feminized, cuckolded, cock-sucking slave.  My wife Nicole and mother-in-law Brittany control my actions and thoughts.   
 
    Every night I sleep in a specially built chair.  It has straps for my hands and ankles and a hole cut in the bottom.  My mistresses use it to insert a huge black dildo deep into my ass, which vibrates for hours as I slumber.  They play gay porn on the theater screen in front of me all night, ensuring that I remain under their spell even in my dreams.  That, along with the cock cage that prevents me from ever becoming hard, keeps me in a constant state of unfulfilled arousal. 
 
    Mistress Brittany has taken control of my fortune.  As far as the world is concerned, my male persona Daniel vanished from the face of the earth months ago.  Now I am Danielle, an unpaid housekeeping slave and private slut.  
 
    While I will never have sex with either of them again, this has not prevented my owners from entertaining a steady stream of well-hung male lovers.  My job is to serve them drinks and snacks, let them reach into my blouse to fondle my D cup breasts, and laugh at me as they stare at my shrunken, caged genitals.   
 
    As they do so, I sit with my hands folded, legs crossed, and head down.  Usually the only words I am allowed to say are “yes, Sir,” and “yes, Mistress.”  Being allowed to tell you this story is a rare exception. 
 
    Last week Mistress Nicole called in a tattoo artist to inscribe a message a few inches above my ass.  “Every good whore needs a tramp stamp,” she said at the time.  My new decoration is quite simple.  It’s simply the words CUM DUMPSTER with an arrow pointing to my rear. 
 
    The tattoo artist was a huge man, heavily muscled.  After he finished his work, I was ordered to lie across a table face down while he fucked me.  My ass was long ago modified to receive virtually any male organ.  Even so, his was so huge that I thought it would rupture my sissy ass-cunt with every thrust.  My two mistresses stood by and watched, laughing and talking about what a joke I am. 
 
    I found out something tonight, a bit of info that both terrifies and arouses me.  Tomorrow I am to be drugged and put on a plane for Thailand.  There I will go through the ultimate humiliation.  My penis will be surgically stitched to my stomach, so that, every time I piss, the stream gushes upward and soaks my stomach and boobs.  Mistress Nicole plans to film this and sell the videos on the Internet.   
 
    Though I hate to admit it, I love the idea of being degraded in this way.  I am a lucky sissy and would not trade my beloved mistresses for anything in the world.  Now, I must beg to you to excuse me.  It is time to service Mistress Brittany’s clit.  I hope I’m able to please her; otherwise she might use me as a human toilet again.  Oh well, such is the life of a feminized slave. 
 
    

  

 
  
   From Football Captain to Feminized Cheerleader: How I Turned a College Jock into a Humiliated Sissy 
 
      
 
    I’ve always been a sadistic, controlling bitch.  Those qualities, along with my stunning beauty, make me a dangerous person to piss off – especially if the unfortunate soul who angers me happens to be a man.  The captain of my college football team learned that lesson for himself when he tried to add me to his list of conquests.   
 
    My name is Sherry.  I’m a 27 year old dominatrix.  The story I’m about to share happened during my junior year at a state university down south.  In Dixie, football is like a religion, and the guys who play it are treated like gods, especially if they win games.  As for us females, we’re expected to wear skimpy outfits and look pretty while cheering on the team.  Then, afterwards, the players demand that we put out. The men get the glory while we get felt up. 
 
    It’s a decidedly unfair system; one that I’ve never cared for.  Nonetheless, being a cheerleader is a great way to get media attention, and I have always wanted to be a rich, famous model.  So, when I heard they were holding tryouts, I showed up.  That’s how Matt (now Mandy) first found out I exist.  That was the beginning of the end for his life as a man… 
 
    Six Years Ago 
 
    “Hey, Matt!  Check out the blond babe over there!” 
 
    I smiled as I heard the comment.  I was standing in a corner by myself, knowing that I would attract attention in my low-cut top and ever-so-short skirt.  It was the first day of tryouts, and I showed up with dozens of other girls.  Most of them were pretty hot, but none was quite my equal. 
 
    “Hey, babe,” said the handsome but oh-so-dumb looking hunk who approached me seconds later.  “This is your lucky day.” 
 
    “Oh really?” I said, flashing a smile at my visitor as I twirled my index finger around a lock of my platinum blond hair.  “Why is that?” 
 
    “Because this is the day you get to be seen with Matt Jenkins, captain of the football team and the man who will lead us to victory this season.” 
 
    My eyes darted over Matt, sizing him up.  He’s cute, I thought, but a little on the thin side for a jock.  He was actually built more like a guy who does ballet than a rough-and-tumble football player; his frame was muscular but also slender. 
 
    His face was particularly striking, not because it was overly masculine but just the opposite; he had high cheekbones, bright blue eyes, sandy hair, and full lips.  In short, he was so good-looking that he was pretty.  I found that interesting… 
 
    My face tightened just a bit as he snaked his arm around my waist, but he was too horny to notice.  “How ‘bout we cut out of here and discuss your cheerleading ambitions in private?” he said.  I noticed that his voice was unusually deep for a young man who was barely 20.  I guessed that he was over-compensating for a high vocal pitch.  He sounds girly when he speaks naturally, I thought.  And he’s taking pains to hide that fact. 
 
    “Sounds fun,” I said coyly, falling in lock-step beside him as he led me out of the auditorium. 
 
    An hour later we were in his room, making out like our plane was going down.  He was a good kisser; not as good as a woman, of course, but decent.   
 
    As our lips broke contact I felt his hand reach under my blouse, his fingers creeping up towards my bra.  Glancing between his legs, I saw the cutest little bump poking up, like a soft, delicate flower growing out of a crack in the sidewalk.  Not much going on down there, I thought, smirking.  Once again, he was too horny to notice my expression. 
 
    I let his hands reach the edge of my left nipple.  Then I stood up and glanced at my watch.  “Oh, wow!” I said.  “Look at the time!  I have a late afternoon class.”  Tucking my top back in my jeans, I gave him a forlorn look.  “Sorry, honey,” I said as his face turned red with frustration.  “Gotta run.  It was fun, though.” 
 
    He jumped to his feet.  “What the hell are you talking about, you fucking cock tease?” he said.  He must have been really ticked off, because his real voice came through in all its whiny glory.  “You’re not going anywhere!”   
 
    He grabbed my shoulder; that was a mistake.  In a flash I had his hand in a wrist lock, bending it backwards.  “What the fuck?” he screamed as I applied pressure.  I felt a tingle in my clit as I watched this supposed tough guy, who thought he could treat me like his property, fall to his knees. 
 
    “I took martial arts classes for three years,” I said, regarding him with a smug grin as I watched his face contort in pain.  “I could break your arm in a snap,” I said.  “Would you like that?” 
 
    He turned pale as he looked up at me.  “N-no mam,” he said, his voice quaking.  “I’m sorry.  Please don’t hurt me.” 
 
    I held my grip for a few seconds more, just to make sure he knew I was in control.  Then I let him go.  “Good boy,” I said.  “You will make sure I’m approved for the cheerleading squad, won’t you?” 
 
    “Yes mam,” he said, rubbing his injured wrist.  I heard the defeat in his voice as he spoke, which sent a wave of excitement through my pussy.  But what really made me smile was seeing the pebble between his legs turn into a boulder.  Being dominated by a girl really turns him on, I thought.     
 
    “Be a good boy and stay on your knees till I leave,” I said.  “You can call me later.”  Turning on my heels, I marched out of his room, grinning from ear to ear as I pictured the fun I would soon be having at Matt’s expense. 
 
    As I expected, Matt phoned me that night; several times, in fact.  And each time I let the call go to voice mail.  I had better things to do than talk to a silly boy anyway; I had picked up a girl at a local dyke bar.  I spent most of the evening writhing in ecstasy as she administered expert cunnilingus to my sopping-wet pussy.   
 
    Later I banged her in the ass with a massive strap-on until she erupted in a multi-orgasmic wave of delight.  We spent the rest of the night dozing peacefully in each other’s arms. 
 
    The next day it was back to work.  I knew that I had Matt where I wanted him.  I just needed to tighten the noose.  So I teased him mercilessly every time we went out, getting him to the edge then pushing him back.  Once I let him fondle my boobs but slapped him when he reached for my panties.  Dating a girl who wouldn’t give it up drove him crazy – and kept him coming back for more. 
 
    There comes a point in the emasculation process when a guy is ready to go from pussy-whipped man-toy to fully feminized slave.  For Matt, that time came when he blew the team’s chances of going to the state championship.  A player from the opposing team intercepted a pass he was supposed to catch, turning him from the big man on campus to a pariah.  Later that evening he sought comfort in my arms; I held the poor crybaby as he poured out his heart. 
 
    “You did your best, sweetie,” I said, wiping the tears from his pretty face as he sobbed openly. 
 
    “You’re so understanding,” he said, looking into my eyes.  “None of the other girls wanted to be seen with me tonight.  They all said I was a loser.”  His voice cracked as he spoke.  Hot, salty tears flowed down his face.  
 
    Seeing him in such pain was getting me incredibly horny, but I kept my composure.  “You know, Matt,” I said, “I can’t tell you how glad I am that you’re finally opening up to me.  That’s what women really want, you know: a guy who’s soft and sensitive, not one who acts tough and self-assured all the time.”   
 
    I had to bite my lip to keep from laughing at the absurdity of my own words, but they had the intended effect.  I watched Matt’s face as the mental virus I had just planted worked its way deep into his brain.  Long ago I learned how to read non-verbal cues; a slight twitch, a gesture, a glance in a particular direction – these things can tell a smart girl everything she wants to know about a man. 
 
    “Sherry,” Matt said, “If I tell you something a secret, something deeply personal, will you promise not to laugh?” 
 
    “Of course, my darling,” I said, brushing a loose strand of hair away from his face as I spoke.  “You can tell me anything.” 
 
    The words came out in a rush.  “I-I have always wondered what it’s like to be a woman,” he said.  “I see you and the other girls on the sidelines cheering and I imagine myself beside you, my body soft and smooth like yours, my hair long and cascading around my shoulders.  I see my long legs kicking high in the air while I cheer the players on.  And then – “  
 
    He stopped talking and turned quiet.  A silence hung in the air as he fought to say the last part.   
 
    It’s now or never, I thought to myself.  Spit it out, you wimp! 
 
    “And then I imagine the other guys fucking me.”  His eyes nearly popped out of his skull as he said the words, unable to believe what had come out of his mouth.   
 
    Yes! I thought.  I’ve made him say it!  He’s mine! 
 
    “Sherry?” he said, giving me a curious look as a smile spread across my face.  “Is something wrong?  Did I freak you out?” 
 
    I stayed silent for a moment, letting him wonder what was going on in my head.  “No, sweetie, nothing is wrong at all,” I said at last.  “I think what you said is very sweet.  In fact, I would like to help you get in touch with your feminine side.” 
 
    “Really?” he said, a tone of shocked disbelief in his tone.  “You’re serious?” 
 
    “Of course I am, silly,” I said.  “I would like nothing better than to feminize you.” 
 
    Over the next few weeks Matt and I met several times a week at a local hotel, where I administered his feminization training.  We started with me shaving every last bit of hair from his body, followed by rubbing perfume-scented lotions deep into his skin.  I slid silk stockings up his legs, which were amazingly feminine for an athlete’s.  Then I adorned him in a pair of lacy peach panties with matching bra.  His little cock was rock-hard through the whole process.  But I had forbidden him from masturbating or having sex without my say-so, which wasn’t coming any time soon. 
 
    After feminizing his body I started on his face.  I used soft, pinkish tones to accent his cheeks and lips and light gray mascara to bring out the color of his eyes.  Sometimes when I feminize men, I use black and red shades to give them the street-walker look.  But, in Matt’s case, I felt that making him appear soft and dainty would serve my purposes better.  He let his hair grow until it touched his shoulders, and I arranged it in a way that showed off his naturally girly features. 
 
    After about six weeks of these sessions Matt was an old pro at applying makeup and female clothes.  Then the time came to teach him how to walk in high heels.  Matt learned how to balance himself in his new shoes, to curtsy, and to walk with an effeminate swish that left no doubt he was a sissy.   
 
    I was impressed with how thoroughly I had destroyed his male ego.  But there was still one problem: no one but Matt and I knew about his metamorphosis.  Outside of our clandestine meetings he still played the role of college jock.  By this point the semester was well under way, and I had set a goal of destroying him in time to hit the beach for spring break.   
 
    So I pushed the schedule up just a bit by mentioning the idea of him and me visiting a gay bar during the coming weekend 
 
    I saw his face turn pale at the suggestion.  “Oh, I don’t know about that,” he said, his eyes drooping as he looked down at the floor.   
 
    “Oh, come on,” I said.  “It’ll be fun.  Besides, you know that none of your friends will find out!” 
 
    He still looked unsure, so I went over to him, wrapping my arm around his shoulders is a big-sister kind of way.  “Besides, I’d like to show you off a little,” I said.  “Lots of drag queens hang out there; you might even pick up a few beauty secrets!” 
 
    He remained silent for several seconds, then said “Okay,” in a quiet, small voice that told me he would do as I wished.   
 
    “Good girl!” I said, giving him a quick peck on the cheek.  That night I let him make out with me. I even played with his cock to add to his torment.  Then I left him on the verge of cumming, after reminding him that he was forbidden to have sex or to touch himself.  He nodded meekly. 
 
    An hour later I called on some of his buddies, telling them to drop by the bar Friday night.  They were pretty hesitant when I mentioned that it was a gay club.  “Trust me,” I said, smiling, “it’ll be worth your time.”  A few of them said they would be there.  I told them to show up at 10 p.m. sharp. 
 
    The rest of the week flew by.  That Friday afternoon Matt and I met at the hotel.  “I have a surprise for you,” I told him. 
 
    “Really?” he said, using the high, lilting tone I had taught him.  “What’s that?”  
 
    I said nothing, just reached into the bag I brought with me to show him its contents.  He gasped.  There, laid out for his sissy eyes to see, was a cheerleader’s outfit!  I had acquired it from a shop that caters to transvestites. 
 
     “Thank you, thank you!” he said, holding it in his hands and smiling. 
 
    We went through the ritual of shaving and softening his body once more. I applied his makeup and brushed his hair, which was getting quite long by this point.  Then he slipped into the costume and modeled for me. 
 
    I was amazed.  I’m as good as any domme when it comes to turning men into sissies, but in that moment, Matt looked like he was a real, honest-to-goodness woman.  I made a mental note to reward myself later on for the splendid job I had done. 
 
    Just before we left for the club, he looked at me with a soulful expression.  “Sherry,” he said, “thank you for helping me face the truth about myself.” 
 
    “My pleasure,” I said.  “Oh, one more thing,” I told him, grabbing him by the arm and looking him directly in the eyes, “tonight you’re not Matt.  You’re Mandy; got it?”  I squeezed his forearm extra-tight to convey how serious I was. 
 
    “O-okay,” he said.  “If you insist.” I saw his eyes fill with fear at my sudden aggressiveness.   
 
    “I DO insist,” I said.  Then I reached between his legs and fondled his balls; I could tell they were full of semen from the weeks of denial I had put him through.  A deep moan of pleasure came from his lips.   
 
    I let him have his moment of bliss.  Then I wrapped my fingers around one of his testicles and yanked hard.  He shrieked in a high, frightened tone and instinctively reached for his crotch.  I knocked his fingers aside with my free hand and cinched my grip tighter on his nut.   
 
    Mandy’s eyes broke out in tears as her knees buckled.  I released her as she fell to the floor in front of me.  “Why did you do that?” she cried out, tears welling up in her eyes as she doubled over in pain. 
 
    “Just to show you who the boss is,” I said, using a cold, precise tone of voice.  “Now get to your feet and fix your face; your stupid bawling ruined my makeup job!” 
 
    “Yes, mam,” Mandy said, choking back sobs as she struggled to her feet.  A few minutes later we left for the bar. 
 
    Mandy was terribly shy at first, especially when men started hitting on her.  But I soon had her so full of alcohol that she was practically gushing at all the attention she was getting.  Some of the drag queens came by and told her how lovely she looked.  That made her so happy she almost started to cry again.  The whole time this was going on she sat at the table with her hands resting in her lap and her sissy legs crossed, just as I had taught her. 
 
    At five minutes till 10 I took her by the arm.  “Let’s go sit at the bar,” I said, “where the guys can get a good look at us!”  
 
    “Sounds wonderful,” she said, her voice a little slurred from the effects of the evening’s drinking. 
 
    Moments later she sat perched on a stool, when a tall, muscular man with lots of tattoos sat beside her.  As they talked, he slid his hand up her cheerleading skirt.  I saw her blush as he worked his way into her panties.  I also noticed that she winced a little, which made me smile.  She must still be sore from that torture I put her through earlier, I thought. 
 
    She was having the time of her life when, at just the right moment, the guys from school walked in.  “MATT?” one of them shouted.  ‘WHAT THE HELL!” 
 
    A silence fell over the bar as every eye turned to the small group of young, virile men staring in shock at their feminized friend.  I loved it.  But what I enjoyed most of all was the look of panic on Mandy’s face as her fellow football players gawked at her. 
 
    Then someone in the back of the crowd started laughing.  The sound spread through the bar until everyone joined in.   Stepping away from Mandy, I stood beside her buddies, pointing my finger and shouting, “look, fellahs!  Matt thinks he’s a cheerleader!” 
 
    That brought another round of mocking laughter.  “Yeah, looks like ol’ Matt is queer, alright!”  
 
    Someone else shouted, “What a loser!”   
 
    “Hey, Matt,” said the team quarterback, “let’s see you do some cheers!” 
 
    Then it came; the moment I had been working for all those weeks.  I saw Mandy’s face turn red as she felt the utter humiliation and degradation I had planned from her from the moment we met.  She said nothing, just dropped her head and wept, while the chorus of taunts and insults went on and on. 
 
    I like to pride myself on my self-control.  But, in that supreme moment, I had to have some release.  I reached into my jeans to fondle my throbbing sex.  It only took a moment’s touch for my clit to explode with ecstasy, giving me a body-shuddering orgasm that swept from my pussy and through my entire body.  I arched my back and shouted in triumph like the sadistic bitch I am, drunk with pleasure over my victory.  Isn’t life grand? 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Up for Bids: The Auction of Sharon the Sissy Slave 
 
      
 
      
 
    “The handcuffs hurt, Mistress.” 
 
    “Of course they do, silly girl!” I say, chuckling.  “They’re supposed to!” 
 
    My feminized husband drops her head to her ample bosom as she says, “yes, Mistress,” in a tiny, defeated voice. 
 
    “Oh, alright!” I say, “I’ll loosen them just a bit, you whiner.  But you had better be on your best behavior when my guests arrive.  You will be the centerpiece of my exhibit, and you know how my clients expect perfection.”   
 
    I unshackle her for just a moment, then adjust the bonds that hold her wrists above her head.  Later I will use a winch to suspend her from the floor, and she will spend the night in that position as partygoers admire my handiwork.   
 
    My name is Mistress Beverly, and my spouse is a sissy slave whom I have named Sharon.  I have spent the last two years transforming her into the ideal slave: obedient and utterly docile.  The methods I used were at times gentle and at other times utterly cruel.  In fact, she still has some scars on her ass cheeks from the time I flogged her for an hour non-stop.  My methods are not usually that brutal, but I had to break her from touching herself; masturbation is such a filthy habit! 
 
    I step back from the pedestal in the center of the room, admiring my handiwork.  Sharon is adorned in dainty white stockings attached to a lacy garter belt, with matching white panties and a soft pink bra that nicely fits her C cup breasts.  Her hair flows just past her shoulders; it’s arranged in a lovely style that accents her full lips and soft green eyes.  Her skin has taken to the hormones so nicely that she only requires minimal makeup to look totally female. 
 
    Around one ankle is a gold anklet I presented to her the night she first had sex with a man.  She did such a good job of sucking his cock that I felt she deserved a small trinket of my appreciation. 
 
    Sharon has a tattoo.  It’s simply the words I’M A SISSY QUEER branded into her flesh in the small of her back.  When I say “branded” I mean that literally; I don’t use a tattoo gun to mark my property.   
 
    “Let’s test the winch, shall we?” I say as I push a button that begins the suspension process.  I see her wince just a bit as the cable lifts her off her feet.  I wait till she’s dangling three inches or so from the pedestal surface, then I kill the power.   
 
    “There!” I say.  “Now you’re properly displayed!  My guests will be so impressed!” 
 
    “I hope I please them, Mistress,” Sharon says as she twirls in a circular direction. 
 
    “I’m sure you will,” I tell her.  “Or at least you had better, if you don’t want me to beat you in front of them.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” she says once more.  Her utter passivity makes my clit tingle; I love nothing more than breaking a man’s will and totally humiliating him.  Sharon is my best project so far; she lost every ounce of her pride and self-will long ago. 
 
    Two hours later the party is in full swing.  Guests are circulating through the room with drinks in their hand, chatting among themselves and casting admiring glances at my centerpiece.  Sharon remains silent; she is forbidden to speak unless spoken to first – just another way of dehumanizing her.  She spins helplessly from the cuffs, her face cast down in a look of utter shame.   
 
    I circulate among the guests, accepting their congratulations at the brilliance of my artistry.  Then, as the clock strikes 11, I tap my glass with a serving spoon.  All eyes turn towards me as I stand beside my suspended display.  “May I have your attention, please?” I say.  “As you know, the evening’s festivities include an auction.  Originally, I intended to offer some of my paintings for bids.  But, instead, the high bidder will take home my ultimate creative triumph.” I gesture toward Sharon.  “My feminized sissy slave!” 
 
    At first a hush falls over the room.  Then a round of applause begins that turns into a standing ovation.  I take a bow as I drink in the adulation of the crowd. 
 
    I glance at Sharon’s face.  I did not bother to inform her that she would be sold tonight, and part of me feared that she might protest.  But, instead, her face takes on a look of resignation as she meekly accepts her fate.   Such a good slave, I think to myself.  Truly a masterpiece. 
 
    “Wait one minute!” cries a voice from the back of the room.   
 
    “Yes?” I say, looking towards the gentleman who spoke.  All eyes turn towards him.  He is a tall man whose muscular physique is evident even through the expensive tuxedo he wears.  His has a dark complexion and jet-black hair with small, fierce eyes set deep in his skull. 
 
    “I am impressed with your work,” he says as he walks towards me.  “But, before I part with my hard-earned wealth, I would like to see what lies beneath those soft white panties the object wears.” 
 
    I stand quiet for a moment, meeting the gentleman’s gaze with a steely look of my own.  The other guests exchange tense, hushed whispers as they wonder how this little scene will play out. 
 
    “Certainly,” I say.  “In fact, you may inspect the item yourself.” 
 
    He steps to the pedestal, reaching up with a thick hand to tug Sharon’s panties down her thighs.  Then his mouth drops open as he steps back. 
 
    “My heavens,” he says, admiration in his voice.  “That is amazing!” 
 
    I smile as pride fills my heart.   
 
    The rest of the crowd pushes in to get a better look.  Sharon’s eyes close, and a single tear rolls down her cheek.  Whatever tiny shred of ego she had left in her dies in that moment. 
 
    “Its cock,” one person cries out.  “It has shrunk to almost nothing!” 
 
    One lady giggles, pointing towards the tiny, nearly invisible object between Sharon’s legs.  This causes a raucous chorus of laughter to erupt among the guests, as they look with awe and admiration at what I have accomplished. 
 
    I should explain at this point the importance of destroying a sissy’s cock during the feminization process.  This is essential if the slave is to be properly broken.  Most dominants use cock cages and other such contraptions.   
 
    However, my method is both more sophisticated and more effective.  It uses brainwashing techniques perfected by third world dictators, along with prolonged periods of genital torture and constant humiliation.   
 
    The result: the penis simply loses the ability to become erect – forever.  This is what makes my artwork so unique and so very expensive. 
 
    “One hundred thousand!” shouts the man with the deep-set eyes.  “Two hundred thousand!” says another.  This ignites a bidding war that soon tops a million dollars.  By the end of the auction I have added to my fortune significantly.   
 
    A few days later Sharon is drugged and shipped out of the country.  She currently serves as a private cock whore and domestic slave for a Russian mob boss.  In fact, he is the same man who examined her the night of the party.  I sometimes wonder if she is okay, but I don’t care, really.  I have already started on my next masterpiece.  My clients will be even more amazed when they see what I have done with my current husband, Susan! 
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    More Forced Feminization Confessions 
 
    By 
 
    Scarlett Redd 
 
      
 
    Ready for a second helping of forced feminization confessions, dear readers? Here it is! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    SADISTIC WIFE HUMILIATES SISSY HUSBAND AT A LOCAL BIKER'S BAR 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
      
 
    My name is Jackie Purcell. I’m a dominant wife with strong sadistic urges; in other words, I'm a cruel, heartless bitch. I love finding new ways to humiliate my sissy husband. I came up with one of my best ideas a few weeks ago when I visited a biker’s bar on the other side of town on a Thursday night. There I met four members of a local gang called the Devil’s Disciples. They were so manly with their rippling muscles and black leather jackets, nothing like my pathetic spouse Jill!  
 
      
 
    One of them bought me a drink and kept me company as I nursed it, just like a gentleman should. After that, I let the foursome screw my brains out right there in the bar as I leaned against a pool table. It was nice having real men fuck me. There’s nothing like the feel of a biker’s calloused hands fondling and squeezing my boobs while he pounds me with his rock-hard tool! I came multiple times, then got on my hands and knees and blew each of the men till he sprayed his sweet jism down my throat. One of the nice bar maids recorded the whole thing so I could enjoy watching it later.  
 
      
 
    After an hour of raw animal sex, I bought beers for my new friends. As we sat around a table, I told them how I had cuckolded and feminized my husband. They snickered when I described how Jill, formerly Bill, prances around the house in a French maid uniform doing the cooking and housekeeping. I showed them pictures of his red, swollen nut sack after a good hard paddling; I keep the images on my phone. That made them double over in laughter. 
 
      
 
    “What a pussy!” said one of them, a guy named Spike. “I’d love to make her watch us screw the hell out of you. I bet she’d weep like a baby right then and there!”  
 
      
 
    “Hey,” I said. “Let’s do it! I’ll bring Jill here and make her watch us!” The guys shouted their approval and promised to be there at 10 PM Saturday night. I was so excited I bought a round for the house, using one of Jill’s credit cards of course. I had to call a cab to take me home afterwards. Not only was I drunk, I was too damn sore to drive. That’s what a good hard fucking will do to a girl! 
 
      
 
    Jill was watching a chick flick on TV when I got home. The house was filled with a delightful aroma; she was baking cookies. 
 
      
 
    “Hello, darling,” I said, approaching her. 
 
      
 
    “Good evening, Mistress Carol,” she said with a nice curtsy. “I hope you enjoyed your evening out. I am preparing some chocolate chip desserts for your enjoyment.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled as I turned off the TV and slid onto the couch beside her. “Thank you, Jill!” I said, using my sweetest tone. “I’m so lucky to have a spouse as thoughtful as you.” 
 
      
 
    She eyed me suspiciously, fear evident in her face. “Did I do something wrong, mistress?” she asked with a quiver in her voice. “You rarely praise me unless you’re setting me up for some horrid punishment.”  
 
      
 
    I laughed. “Of course not!” I said, taking her hand. “No, quite the opposite, in fact. You’ve been so good lately that I want to give you a special reward. This Saturday night I’m going to take you out for a lovely dinner, just the two of us. I’ll even let you buy that outfit you’ve been begging for, the navy blue one with all the laces and frills.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, mistress!” cried Jill, clasping her hands together. “I’ve been dreaming of having that dress for months!” 
 
      
 
    “I know, my darling,” I said, stroking her cheek with my fingers. “Afterwards, I’ll even release your little toy from its cage and let you play with it for a full 60 seconds. You might actually get to cum if you try hard enough!” 
 
      
 
    Jill’s mouth dropped open. She looked at me with adoring eyes. “I’m speechless, mistress,” she said, her eyes glowing. “You’re not cruel at all. In fact, you’re kind and considerate to me!” 
 
      
 
    “How nice of you to notice,” I said. The dinging of a bell from the kitchen interrupted our conversation. “That must be the oven timer,” I said. “Why don’t you take out the cookies and let them cool? You may have one of them for yourself, as long as you promise to purge yourself later on. I'll enjoy the rest myself over the next few days.”  
 
      
 
    Jill’s face glistened as tears of joy filled her eyes. “You’re the most wonderful wife in the world!” she cried, then hopped to her feet and rushed to the kitchen. I climbed the stairs and went to bed, keeping my composure until I shut the door behind me. Then I laughed long and hard. “What a stupid, pathetic wimp!” I said as I pictured the fun I would have come Saturday night. I was so aroused by the thought that I had to masturbate three times before I could drift off to sleep. Talk about having a sore clit! 
 
      
 
    The next two days rushed by and before I knew it Saturday afternoon had arrived. Jill was taking a long, relaxing bubble bath in the tub. Over the past three years I have kept her on a strict diet, so her body is quite slim. It’s also very smooth thanks to the hormones I inject into her. I made her get breast implants and facial feminization surgery last Christmas, so she’s one of the most feminine looking sissies I have ever seen.  
 
      
 
    The only sign that she was once a man is her “cock,” which I have kept locked in chastity for over a year. I milk her balls twice monthly, both for her health and because I love the sound of her screams as I crush her nuts between my fingers. The semen oozes from her piss-slit like goo squeezed out of a package of dough. I catch the liquid in a small plastic cup, then make her drink every drop. Afterwards she eats my cunt till I spurt my lady-juices all over her face.  
 
      
 
    I then tell her she’s a stupid, useless slut and spank her till she begs for mercy. It’s one of my favorite family rituals. Jill isn’t quite as fond of it as I am, strangely. It’s no wonder we’re childless, since it takes a man to knock a lady up and Jill is anything but.  
 
      
 
    I patted Jill dry as she got out of the bathtub, then told her to shave her legs. I watched as she ran the pink razor up and down those lovely gams of hers. She also shaved her chest and arms. All the estrogen swimming in her bloodstream keeps her body hair very fine.  
 
      
 
    “All finished?” I asked her as she looked at me, her body freshly scrubbed and smelling vaguely like coconut. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, dear,” she said with an idiotic grin on her face.  
 
      
 
    “Well, then,” I said, “go lay down on the bed and wait for me. I’ll be right there.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, dear,” she said. 
 
      
 
    I looked through her wardrobe, picking out the daintiest, most prissy items she owned. I wanted her to look like the world’s biggest, sluttiest sissy when she walked through the door of the bar. I settled on a pair of white stockings, a matching garter belt, black high heels, a bra with push-up cups, and a fake gold bracelet for her wrist. As for her outer garments, I would permit her to wear her blue dress, just as I had promised. I knew it would be in shreds once the Devil's Disciples were through with her.  
 
      
 
    “Raise your legs, Jill,” I said to her as I entered the bedroom. She did so, and I slid one of the stockings down her calf and along her buttery-smooth thigh. I followed up with the other leg. Her cock twitched in its trap as she gasped with pleasure. Move around all you like, little worm, I thought. You’ll get no pleasure tonight.  
 
      
 
    “Ohhh, mistress,” said Jill. “The sheer fabric feels so good next to my skin!” 
 
      
 
    I made her stand as I attached her garter belt and hooked the straps to her stockings. I let her put her panties on herself, then I draped her bra straps over her shoulders and hooked it in back. I sat her down at the vanity and began applying her makeup.  
 
      
 
    I made her lips scarlet, added blush to her cheeks, and used lots of black liner and blue eye shadow to give her face a “two-dollar hooker” look. I added thick fake lashes for a finishing touch. I figured the bikers would like that. 
 
      
 
    I curled Jill’s shoulder length, platinum blond hair in a ditzy style reminiscent of Anna Nicole Smith. I let he slip into her new dress and looked with satisfaction at the final results. She looked like a slutty secretary who works for a sleazy politician, the kind who spends more giving head than taking notes.  
 
      
 
    “Wow” I shouted as she posed for me. “You’re a vision!” 
 
      
 
    She blushed like a school girl. “Do you really think so?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Of course, silly,” I said. “Now get your purse. Our dinner reservations are at 10.” She trailed after me as we left the house, like a mongrel pup following its owner down the street.  
 
      
 
    “If I may ask, mistress,” she asked as I pulled out of the driveway, “where are we going to eat?” 
 
      
 
    “Why?” I said as I glanced in her direction. “Are you criticizing my taste in restaurants?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, no, dear!’ she cooed. “As a stupid sissy, I would never dare to do that!” 
 
      
 
    “Are you sure, Jill?” I said with an accusatory tone. “I think you’re defying your mistress. I think you might need a little punishment.” 
 
      
 
    “I swear I meant no disrespect!” Jill cried. “I’m just curious. After all, 10 PM is quite late to have dinner.” 
 
      
 
    I slammed on the brake pedal without warning, making Jill’s frail body catapult forward. She shrieked and covered her face with her arms. “Please, mistress!” she screamed. “I’ll be a good sissy! I’m sorry I asked a question! Don’t punish me!” 
 
      
 
    I gave her an angry glare. “Now you’re telling me what to do, eh? My, you have become quite defiant as of late.” She said nothing in return, just cowered in her seat and regarded me with terror-stricken eyes. I let her stew for a few seconds, then patted her knee as I gave her a reassuring smile. “But I’ll overlook it this time. Now settle back and enjoy the ride. We’ll be at our destination soon.”  
 
      
 
    She unwound and relaxed as we continued the half hour ride to the biker bar. Good, I thought. Just chill, sweetheart. I want your defenses down when you get your big surprise.  
 
      
 
    Jill remained silent as I turned off the main road and headed down the side street that led to the club. Her lips parted as she began to say something. Then, thinking better of it, she clamped her mouth tight. Her eyes grew wide when we pulled up in front of the shabby building that housed the bar. The streets were dirty and debris filled the gutters. Pale yellowish light filtered through the window blinds. The sign above the door read The Devil’s Den. A flashing neon sign said BEER AND GIRLS. Best of all, I counted two dozen Harley Davidsons parked outside.  
 
      
 
    Jill’s in for quite a shock! I thought. She will remember the humiliation and pain of this night forever. My pussy dripped with excitement, filling the car with a musky scent. I pulled into a spot and killed the engine. “Here we are, sweetie,” I said. “I hope you’ve got a big appetite, cause you’re going to have your mouth full tonight!” 
 
      
 
    Jill’s eyes darted around as she took in her surroundings. She whimpered, looked at me in panic, and quaked like a leaf blowing in a hurricane. “Where are we?” she asked. “This isn’t a restaurant! This is a biker hangout!” She clutched my shoulder and began shaking my arm. “Please, mistress!” she squealed. “Take me home! Please!” 
 
      
 
    “Shut up!” I shouted, backhanding her across the face. “Get out of the car now! Or I’ll spank your balls till they burst!”  
 
      
 
    Jill dropped her head, sobbing in despair as she said, “yes, mistress. I will obey.” She shuffled out of the car and stood alongside it, her hands folded in front of her. I walked over and looked in her eyes, smiling with satisfaction as I saw they had glazed over. They always do that when Jill feels trapped and helpless. A wave of sadistic joy swept through me as I drank in the wondrous sight like erotic nectar. Taking her by the arm, I half lead/half dragged her to the bar.  
 
      
 
    A roar of lust-crazed approval greeted me as I entered the bar. The four bikers who had fucked me two nights before walked up to me. I gave each of them a big hug, the smell of their muscular, sweaty frames stoking the flames of my desire.  Spike leered as he grabbed my crotch. “This thing is wet, boys!” he said to the crowd. “I think Jackie here is happy to see us!” I laughed and gave him an affectionate peck on the cheek. Then I grabbed hold of Jill's arm, dragging her forward. “Boys,” I said, “This is my sissy spouse. Feel free to use her however you like!” 
 
      
 
    “Well, well, well,” said one of the bikers, a huge bald man named Rex, as he sauntered forth from the rear of the crowd. “She's as fine a piece of sissy ass as I have ever seen, and I saw plenty when I was in prison!” He wrapped his big, meaty paws under her chin and jerked her head up, eyeing her like a raw steak tossed to a pack of wild dogs. “Face aint bad,” he said. He reached out with his other hand, squeezing one of her massive boobs. “What the fuck?” the biker said. “This bitch has a rack on her!” I saw a trace of a smile cross Jill's face at the crude compliment. “What's your name, sweet thing?” 
 
    he asked. 
 
      
 
    Jill mouthed some indecipherable comment under her voice. Rex shook his head, gave her a hard stare, and said, “look, bitch, I said tell me your name!” 
 
      
 
    I struck her on the side of the head, making her stagger. “Tell the nice man your name! Now!” 
 
      
 
    “My name is Jill, sir,” she said. “I'm my wife's feminized sissy slave.”  
 
      
 
    Rex nodded. “Now that's better!” he said. “Tell me, Jill, do you like to suck cock?” 
 
      
 
    The question made Jill's face brighten. “Yes, sir,” she said. “I like sucking a man's cock very much.” 
 
      
 
    “Excellent!” said Rex, loosening his belt and letting his jeans fall around his ankles. “Get on your knees, slut. I've got a meaty treat for you!”  
 
      
 
    “Yes sir!” said Jill gleefully. She fell to her knees as Rex exposed his shaft for everyone to see. Just looking at it made my throat hurt. It was at least 12 inches long, thick and cut, with pearly drops of pre-cum glistening on its head. Jill looked at me with a pleading expression. “May I suck the big man's cock, mistress?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “Feel free!” I said. “Just make sure you use your tongue and throat muscles the way that prostitute showed you!”  
 
      
 
    “Yes, mistress!” said Jill, wrapping her lips around Rex's Godzilla-sized rod. The biker's eyes grew wide as he arched his back. Jill inhaled as much of the biker's love-muscle as she could fit into her sissy mouth. I watched her red lipstick smear the length of the oversize cock as she threw herself into the task. 
 
      
 
    “Oh...oh god,” said Rex, wrapping his hands around the back of Jill's head and moving it back and forth in a bobbing motion. Silence fell across the bar as the bikers crowded around to watch. I stood nearby, glowing with pride at how well I had trained my sissy. She was going down on Rex like a real pro. She traced the outline of a huge purplish vein with a manicured fingernail, then stroked his balls softly. Rex moaned in pleasure as Jill worked him to a heart-pounding orgasm. 
 
      
 
    Minutes later, with a mighty thrust, the biker's cock erupted in a volcano-like climax. I watched, fascinated and a little jealous, as cum gushed straight into Jill's willing mouth. She gulped the liquid as if she was dying of thirst. Then she swirled her tongue around the head of the cock, licking it clean. It was a thing of beauty! 
 
      
 
    When it was all over, Rex pulled up his pants, turned to the assembled crowd, and said, “let's hear it for Jill, boys! She's a first-class sissy!” Cheers exploded from those assembled, then the bikers lined up so Jill could blow each of them. By the time it was over she was drenched in sweat and struggling for breath, but she also wore a huge grin. I was so happy for her. 
 
      
 
    At some point, I felt Spike's hands tearing my clothes off. I let him do it, longing to feel his touch against my body. Jill had just blown him to a body-shaking orgasm, but he was already hard as a stone. I bellowed in animal lust as he pounded me like a slab of meat, then closed my eyes in blissful ecstasy as he filled me with his man-seed.  
 
      
 
    A lot of other things happened that night, Mistress Scarlett, too many to mention here. Jill did indeed watch the bikers fuck me; and, as I predicted, shame covered her face. But she was a good sissy and accepted the humiliation in silence.  
 
      
 
    ill and I staggered from the bar as the sun was just peeking over the horizon. We got in my car and I drove us home.  
 
      
 
    Once we got there, Jill and I collapsed into bed side by side. As we lay there overwhelmed with fatigue she asked me, “mistress, my I touch myself now?” 
 
      
 
    I laughed. “Seeing other men fuck me turns you on, doesn't it, my pet? You enjoy being degraded that way.” 
 
      
 
    “Very much so, mistress,' she said. “I'm a gutless sissy who could never please a woman on my own. I have to let real men satisfy my wife.” 
 
      
 
    I gave her a glowing smile, fondled the golden key hanging around my neck, and said, “Maybe I'll let you play with yourself tonight. For now, go to sleep. You've earned a few hour's rest. Later I'll whip you for being such a dirty slut with those bikers.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, my goddess,” she said, closing her eyes and drifting off into slumber-land. I looked at my sissy husband with warm affection, glad to have such a docile and obedient slave. She truly makes my life complete.  
 
      
 
    Dominantly Yours, 
 
      
 
    Jackie Purcell 
 
    Atlanta, Georgia 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Jackie, 
 
      
 
    Thank you so much for your marvelous letter! I must say, you have an amazing grasp of the mistress/slave relationship. You've wiped every trace of dignity and masculinity from Jill, transforming her into the ideal brainwashed sissy. 
 
      
 
    It sounds like she has indeed earned a few moment's pleasure. Nonetheless, I urge you to keep her cock firmly encased in chastity, for two reasons. One, it will give you sadistic pleasure. And two...well, I guess that first reason is all you need!  Thanks again for your note and I wish you all the best. 
 
      
 
    Warm Regards, 
 
      
 
    Mistress Scarlett 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
    PATHETIC SISSY HUSBAND LOVES BEING HUMILIATED BY CONTROLLING WIFE 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
      
 
    My name is Jill. I am a worthless slut and the devoted slave of my wife Jackie. My dear spouse is always looking for ways to remind me of my inferiority, which is good because we sissies are stupid and forgetful. Recently she took me to a bikers' bar, where I had the privilege of servicing two dozen real men with my mouth and ass. It was a sissy's dream come true! 
 
      
 
    When we first arrived at the bar I was petrified. But mistress wisely forced me to enter the club, where she offered me to the gang as a present. As a cock-loving slut, I was in heaven with so many strong, ruthless men to use me. I blew each of the men to orgasm, then licked up every drop of their manliness, just as I should.  
 
      
 
    Afterwards the bikers took turn fucking my wife, which is good because my pathetic cock is far too soft and small to do the job. At one point my wife lifted the edge of my dress and dropped my panties, showing the men my worthless organ in its chastity cage. Tears of shame rolled down my face as they bellowed in laughter. Mistress said I deserved the humiliation for being such a pathetic loser. She must be right, because she's a real woman and I'm a brainless, feminized bimbo. 
 
      
 
    My favorite part of the evening was when several of the men took me to a back room, where they drew cards to be the first one to fuck me. A man named Killer won the bet. He cut a hole in the rear of my panties with his hunting knife, then shoved his organ deep into my queer little ass. He was so big I screamed and wailed, but he made me shut up by holding the blade to my throat as he fucked me. I was so terrified I could do nothing but submit.  
 
      
 
    At the time, I thought what he did was wrong, but mistress explained later that Killer did me a wonderful favor by honoring me with his massive cock. I should have realized that at the time, but, as I said, I'm just a stupid sissy whore. 
 
      
 
    After Killer fucked me the other men each took a turn. By the time they were through they had ruptured my sphincter and sent me into shock, which was my fault of course for not relaxing and just letting them use me as they saw fit. Mistress punished me later the next day by burning the bottoms of my feet with an iron. Walking in my high heels was unbelievably painful for several days, but it's my fault for being so stupid and useless. 
 
      
 
    I must beg you to excuse me now, Mistress Scarlett. My wife sold me to the leader of the biker gang, a man named Rex. I will spend the rest of my life as an unpaid bar maid and cock sucking prostitute. The gang will keep most of the money I earn, but they will let me keep a little, which I plan to sue for makeup and clothes. After all, a sissy should look her best! 
 
      
 
    Pathetically Yours, 
 
      
 
    Sissy Jill 
 
    Atlanta, GA 
 
      
 
    Dear Jill, 
 
      
 
    Thank you for your letter. I agree that you're worthless. But you're also lucky to have a wife who reminds you of that constantly. Be sure to obey your new owner, no matter what he tells you to do. If you please him, then he may not beat you quite as often – though, if he does, then it's exactly what you deserve. Now run along and remember: you're a stupid, brainwashed sissy and always will be. 
 
      
 
    Regards, 
 
      
 
    Mistress Scarlett 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    SCHEMING SISTER FORCES HER BROTHER TO BECOME A FEMINIZED SISSY 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
      
 
    You always say that women should keep men in their place. I've been doing that in regard to my brother, who always thought he was more intelligent than me. Over the past year I've taught him that I'm by far the smarter one. I did it by destroying his dreams and forcing him to feminize. It's been a wild ride, Mistress Scarlett, and a profitable one. 
 
      
 
    First a little background information. We live with our mom in a mobile home park in rural Mississippi. Dad died years ago. Some say mom killed him for his insurance money. I don't know if that's true or not, but I do know that she collected $200,000 shortly after the funeral. 
 
      
 
    We planned to use the money to buy a bigger trailer and take a trip to Dollywood over in Tennessee. Unfortunately, mom developed health problems that her insurance didn't cover, forcing us to spend the cash on medical treatments. So, I took a job as a stripper to help pay bills. Most nights I'm able to bring home at least $200 in tips. Guys around here love seeing my gorgeous body gyrating against a metal pole. And I get off on seeing them all hot and bothered. 
 
      
 
    Then there's my brother, who never fit in with the rest of the family. He thought he was better than folks around here because he made all A's in high school. For most of his life he walked around with his nose stuck in the air, talking about going to a fancy college out of state and leaving the rest of us behind forever.  
 
      
 
    One day I got sick of all his bullshit and decided I was going to get even with him. That's when I ran across your books and learned about female domination and forced feminization. The idea got me so horny I let some of the customers at the club fuck the hell out of me in the backseat of my car. Then I started planning how to use your ideas against my brother. 
 
      
 
    His dreams of going to college depended on him winning a scholarship. That in turn required him to take a series of exams at a local testing center. I slipped some drugs into his glass of milk the night before he was scheduled to take the tests. The next day my brother failed his tests miserably. The scores were so bad the school ordered him to take a drug screening. The stuff I poured in his drink made him test positive for all kinds of illegal shit, getting him in trouble with the sheriff and ruining his dreams of college. 
 
      
 
    Afterwards he was an emotional wreck. I took advantage of his frazzled state, pretending to be kind and supportive. One day he asked for my honest opinion of him. "Look, Bob," I said, "your problem is that you're in self-denial. Truth is, you're obviously gay. Mom and I have known it all your life. Until you admit it, you'll just keep screwing up." Of course, this was total BS. But it made him confused and insecure, giving me the opening I needed to really fuck with his brain. 
 
      
 
    Bob had to take a job washing dishes at the truck stop since he lost his shot at a scholarship. My boyfriend Jake was his supervisor and I made sure he treated my brother really bad, constantly putting him down and telling him he was too stupid for kitchen work. Bob would come in most nights after 1 AM, exhausted and depressed from his minimum-wage job.  
 
      
 
    I waited till he fell asleep, then played some forced feminization hypnosis CDs I bought online. I tell you, Mistress Scarlett, those things really work! One day I noticed some of my panties were missing. I looked through Bob's dresser drawers and found them buried under his socks. That made me laugh my ass off. I knew he was wearing them and didn't want me to know. 
 
      
 
    I let it slide for a few weeks, then decided to move in for the kill. I called Jake and told him to be extra mean to Bob that night. I showed up at the truck stop about midnight; Jake let me go back into the kitchen, where my brother and the other workers were cleaning up after a busy night. My cunt tingled when I saw Bob all sweaty and dirty, scrubbing a huge, food-encrusted pot. I could see the pink elastic waistband of the panties he was wearing sticking out just above the belt line of his jeans. 
 
      
 
    "Ready?" I asked Jake, who stood nearby glaring at Bob. 
 
      
 
    "Hell, yes!" he said gleefully. "Let's teach the little faggot a listen he'll never forget!" He gave me a quick kiss, then walked up behind my brother, who was too engrossed in his work to notice. It only took Jake a moment to yank Bob's pants down around his ankles, exposing his cross-dressing secret for the world to see!  
 
      
 
    My brother spun around, got tangled in his jeans, and fell. His face burst into tears as his knee slammed into the concrete floor. He cradled his injured leg as he lay on the floor weeping like a baby. It was beautiful!  
 
      
 
    “Hey, everybody! Look!” shouted Jake, pointing at Bob and laughing. “The little sissy is wearing his sister's underwear!”  
 
      
 
    The color drained from Bob's face as he heard Jake's cutting remark. A chorus of laughter spread through the kitchen staff as everyone began pointing and laughing at the humiliated sissy. My brother just laid there on the floor, bleeding and broken. He hung his head low and wailed mournfully; and, as he did, I went over to him and stood over his prone form, hands on my hips as I smiled at him. He looked up at me, his face filled with pain and shame and utter despair. “Why, Tammy?” he begged me. “Why do you do these things?”

“Well, dear brother,” I said with a smirk. “who's the smart one now?” 
 
      
 
    As you can imagine, that was the end of Bob's dreams of getting out of Mississippi. Now he's a transvestite prostitute named Brenda, hanging out at the truck stop near the interstate blowing drivers for 20 bucks a pop. I'm his pimp, so I keep most of the money.  
 
      
 
    I'm married now, BTW. Jake and I tied the knot at one of those roadside wedding chapels and he moved into the trailer with me and mom. The three of us spend a lot of time laughing about how I feminized my stupid sibling. It just goes to show that women are always smarter than men! 
 
      
 
    Hugs and Kisses, 
 
      
 
    Tammy Johnson 
 
      
 
    Laurel, Mississippi 
 
      
 
    Dear Tammy, 
 
      
 
    It sounds like you taught Brenda a valuable lesson. She should be grateful she has someone like you to watch over her. Make sure you never let her start thinking those high-and-mighty thoughts again. Constant humiliation is the secret to keeping a sissy under your thumb. Congratulations on your marriage and I wish you and Jake all the best! 
 
      
 
    Warm Regards, 
 
      
 
    Mistress Scarlett 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    FEMINIZED SISSY DESCRIBES HER NEW LIFE AS SISTER’S HUMILIATED SLAVE 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
      
 
    I’m writing to tell you how much I agree with everything my sister said in her letter. I had no business thinking I was smarter than her. After all, she’s a real woman and I’m just a pathetic sissy queer. I’m glad she forced me to face that fact, even though the lesson was painful and degrading.  
 
      
 
    I still think about what it might have been like to go to college, but those dreams are destroyed forever. Nowadays I must focus on being a good little cocksucker and obeying whatever my sister and her husband tell me to do.  I have learned to swallow every drop of the precious cum the truck drivers shoot down my throat, even though sometimes it’s dark and bitter. I have also learned to relax my sphincter muscles and let them fuck me till they get off inside my pathetic sissy ass. I’m honored to have so many men use me for their pleasure. Sometimes I service 20 to 30 in one night! 
 
      
 
    After my sister humiliated me in front of the other workers at the restaurant, she took me home, tied me down, and shaved my body till it was smooth and hairless. I cried for a little while, since I’m such a sad little whiny bitch. But Jake put a stop to that by holding a pillow over my face till I blacked out.  
 
      
 
    When I woke up, I felt groggy and slow-minded, like I had lost part of my brain and become a stupid bimbo. But what use does a sissy have for a high IQ anyway, right? If I’m smart enough to dress in girly clothes and blow a man to a heart-pounding orgasm I don’t need my brain for anything else.  
 
      
 
    My favorite part of being a sissy is my chastity cage. I wear a metal tube that bends my cock in an L-shape, so I can barely pee and will never again live as a man. Jake helped to destroy my genitals when he put little metal camps on my balls. I’ll tell you the truth, Mistress Scarlett, at first my poor little nuts hurt like Hell! But after a few weeks the pain changed to a dull, constant ache. My sister says I deserve it for thinking I had a right to better myself. I’m sure she’s right, of course. She always is.  
 
      
 
    I also enjoy wearing lacy panties and fishnet stockings. I also have a frilly garter belt that holds the silky material next to my silly legs. It really drives the truckers wild when they see me wearing a mini-skirt and platform heels! My sister taught me to walk in pumps. She’s proud of how I strut my stuff when I’m cruising the truck stop.  
 
      
 
    My makeup skills are coming along nicely. I usually wear red lipstick because I’m such a tramp, LOL. I have a blond wig that, when paired with heavy mascara and my naturally blue eyes, really makes me look like a street walker. I paint my fingernails and toes a nice crimson color, so I’m like a complete slut when I’m fully dressed.  
 
      
 
    I’m sure I have lost most of my IQ. I tried reading one of the gossip magazines on the truck newsstand recently, but it had so many big words I gave up after a few seconds. Sister says I used to read big, fancy textbooks and remember everything they said. Those days are over forever, I guess. 
 
      
 
    I must go now, Mistress Scarlett. It’s almost sundown and I need to prowl the truck stop parking lot for johns. Sister says that, if I’m extra good, she may let me keep enough money to buy some food. I’m a lucky girl and wouldn’t trade my life for anything else! 
 
      
 
    Sissy Brenda 
 
    Highway 20 Truck Stop 
 
    Laurel, Mississippi 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Brenda, 
 
      
 
    I’m glad you’ve accepted your new life as a cock-craving slut and feminized slave. Remember to obey your sister’s orders and do it with a smile. That way you’ll be punished less often and you’ll please lots of men with your mouth and ass, which is all you’re good for anyway. As far as reading books and other silly ideas, you’re much too stupid now to concern yourself with such things. Now run along and earn your wonderful sister a lot of money! She’s a marvelous girl and I’m so proud of her. 
 
      
 
    Regards, 
 
      
 
    Mistress Scarlett 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    AMBITIOUS COLLEGE GIRL DOMINATES AND FEMINIZES HER PROFESSOR 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
    I spanked my sissy’s balls last night. She didn’t do anything to merit the punishment. In fact, she has been especially well behaved over the past few weeks. I just felt like having some fun and her nut sack seemed like the perfect outlet for my playful desires. And it’s not like I did any permanent damage to the poor creature. She’ll have trouble walking and urinating for a month or so, of course. But isn't a little suffering good for the soul?  
 
    I should mention that my sissy is also my spouse. Her name used to be Michael before I changed it to Michelle. She’s an instructor at the liberal arts college I graduated from last year. She teaches courses in the gay and women’s studies departments, including a class on the history of feminism, which is where we met. Michael was a lonely 45-year-old academic from a wealthy family, an ultra-liberal who was constantly apologizing for being white and male. I was a hyper-ambitious 22-year-old woman with a killer body and a taste for the finer things in life. I was clear to me from the moment laid eyes on him that he was the victim…excuse me, I meant to say “man…” I had been searching for my entire life. 
 
    I first got Michael's attention by wearing low-cut skirts and sitting in the front row where he would have a perfect view of my legs. I crossed and uncrossed them numerous times during his lectures, sometimes rubbing my thigh with my palm, sometime stroking my calves with my long, tapered fingers. About a month into the semester I asked him to give me some private evening instruction, just him and I alone in his office. Afterwards I asked him if he would like to go to a local coffeehouse where he could continue tutoring me. He said “yes!” so fast it almost made my head spin!  
 
    Later that night I let him feel me up as we sat on a sofa in his giant living room. I pulled back just as he made the move to touch my legs. “Sorry,” I said as I pushed him away, “but it’s late and I better get some sleep. Thanks for the coffee and all.” 
 
    He stared at me in goggle-eyed bewilderment. “What?’ he said. “But – but I thought…I mean, I assumed…” 
 
    I gave him a poison look. “You ‘assumed’ what, Michael?” I said, spitting the words at him. “That you could treat me like a piece of meat?” He dropped his face in shame. “I thought you were a sensitive, intelligent man who respected women. Guess I was wrong.” I stood, turned my back on him, and headed for the front door. 
 
    “Wait!” he cried, following me like a child trailing after his mother. He sounded so pathetic I almost burst out laughing on the spot! But I forced myself to keep a straight face as I turned to face him, my arms crossed and a stern look on my face.  
 
    Tears were streaming down his cheeks as he said, “I know you must be bitter about the way my gender has treated women over the years. But I swear to you I’m different. Please give me a chance to prove it to you.” 
 
    Tense silence hung over the room as I toyed with him, like a cat playing with a mouse just before breaking its neck. At last I said, “I’ll think about it” and walked out of the house. I cackled like a victorious witch as I strutted to my car. “Got him right where I want him!” I said as I inserted the key in the ignition. “Now all I’ve got to do is reel him in.”  
 
    I’m not gay, but that night I was so horny I let my lesbian roommate feast on my sopping-wet cunt. I writhed in ecstasy as she probed my womanhood with her tongue. It was heavenly!  
 
    In the weeks and months that followed I treated Michael like my own private bitch, getting him worked up then shaming him for wanting sex. By the end of the semester he was buying me jewelry and giving me A’s for assignments I never bothered to do. I finished the course with the highest marks of anyone in the class, even though I partied the night before the final and missed almost every question on the test.  
 
    Michael proposed to me during the following summer. My eyes almost popped out of my head when I saw the sparkling five-carat ring cradled in his sweaty palm. I was tempted to snatch it out of his hand, sell it at a local pawnshop, and head for the beach in the Corvette he had bought me a month earlier. But I kept a firm grip on my impulses as I took the ring from his hand and gave it a close visual inspection.  
 
    My mom was a jeweler before she retired, so I’m pretty good at evaluating diamonds. The stone in my hand was utterly flawless. Nevertheless, I knitted my eyebrows together, turned it over a few times, and gave Michael a disappointed look. "It's got some flaws," I said. "Not unlike you." His face turned pale as I issued my verdict. "However," I said, "I guess it will do okay." I sighed and shook my head as I slid the ring onto my finger. "Okay, I will marry you, I guess," I said, shrugging my shoulders. 
 
    His face lit up like a Christmas tree. "Oh, thank you! Thank you!" he said, reaching out to hug me. "You've made me the happiest man on earth!" 
 
    "I said I would marry you," I said, shoving him backwards. "I didn't say you could touch me. Apparently, you don't respect women after all. I'm not surprised." 
 
    "I'm sorry," he said, wringing his hands as he wailed pitifully. "I guess it will take years for me to recover from the brainwashing forced on me by our patriarchal society!" 
 
    "Well, at least you realize how screwed up you are," I said. "I'm willing to help you, Michael. But you must do exactly as I say. Otherwise this marriage thing just isn't going to work out." 
 
    "Please don't say that!" he begged. "I'll do anything to please you!" 
 
    I nodded. "Good," I said. "We'll begin by getting you in touch with your feminine side. I've decided you should change your name to Michelle and begin dressing as a woman. That will help you to understand the centuries of oppression my gender has endured." 
 
    I thought he might balk at my demand. But instead his pupils dilated and he began breathing hard. "I see," he said. "So you intend to feminize me? Is that right?" As he spoke, I saw a bulge grow in his jeans. He's into it! I thought. The pathetic little loser is turned on! I have him by the balls for sure! I gave him a wicked smile, my mind racing with ideas for turning him into my sweet, submissive sissy slave. 
 
    Michael, who is now Michelle, and I have been married now for a little over a year. The relationship has succeeded beyond my wildest dreams. The feminization of her body is coming along nicely. I forced her onto a low-protein vegan diet that destroyed most of her muscle tone, making her thinner than most fashion models.  
 
    The doctor prescribed massive doses of female hormones that have made her skin soft and smooth while giving her the cutest little B cup breasts. I make fun of her because my chest is a healthy D cup size, which gives my black boyfriend Tyrone plenty to fondle when he pounds me during our thrice-weekly dates. When Michelle complained about me having sex with another man, I reminded her that African-Americans were first brought to this country as slaves by evil white men. She apologized profusely. Now she sucks Tyrone's cock nice and hard right before he and I make love.  
 
    I enjoy the look of pain and shame on Michelle's face as she watches Tyrone and me fuck like animals in front of her. It gives the sex a nice sadistic edge that makes me scream like a banshee when I cum.  
 
    Mistress Scarlett, if there are any women out there who are wondering if they should feminize their husband, my advice is to go for it. They have nothing to lose and everything to gain. I should know. I'm living proof! 
 
    Karen Shockley 
 
    King of Prussia, PA 
 
      
 
    Dear Karen, 
 
    Thanks for sharing your amazing story! And congratulations on showing your spouse that you wear the pants. Remember to keep a tight grip on her balls, no matter how much she cries or whimpers. Better yet, just chop them off. Your relationship is about your needs and desires, not hers. Never let her forget that. Her happiness in life, what there is of it, should come from serving you. Best of luck and thanks again for your wonderful letter. 
 
    Affectionately, 
 
    Mistress Scarlett 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    FEMINIZED COLLEGE TEACHER DESCRIBES HER LIFE AS A SISSY MAID 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
      
 
    My owner Mistress Karen has ordered me to write to you as a follow-up to her earlier letter. She says that, if I do a good job, she won’t let her lovers call me names when I service their cocks tonight. Don’t get me wrong. I love it when a real man cums in my mouth. I’m just not quite used to the way they slap me around and kick my balls.  
 
      
 
    I thought that the liberal atmosphere at the college would embrace my new transgendered identity. But just the opposite has happened. My students lost all respect for me when I told them the story of how my wife feminized me. They snickered at me when I tried to lecture and shot spit balls in my face. One day it was just too much and I fled the classroom sobbing.  
 
      
 
    Later the administrative board summoned me to a meeting and told me I was fired. Since I don’t have tenure, there was nothing I could do but accept their verdict. They did offer me a job on the school housekeeping staff, however. Now I work 40 hours a week cleaning up three of the campus frat houses. The men who live there sometimes kick over my mop bucket when I’m mopping the restroom floors. Other times they steal the housekeeping supplies for my cart, forcing me to walk across campus to the supply room to get more. The students laugh when they see me, saying things, “Hey, there goes that stupid little sissy whose wife beats him up! What a loser!” I used to tell them they were being cruel and insensitive, but that only made them meaner.  
 
      
 
    My life isn’t all humiliation, though. Each month Mistress Karen lets me play with my cock for a few seconds. I haven’t been able to cum yet, but I hope to have at least one more orgasm in my life before she castrates me. I learned today that she has scheduled my surgery for next month, so my time is very short. Do you think you could persuade her to left climax once more before the doctors chop everything off? 
 
      
 
    Submissively Yours, 
 
      
 
    Sissy Michelle 
 
      
 
    Dear Michelle, 
 
      
 
    I’m insulted by your request. Do you think I’m crass enough to tell another domme how to treat her slave? I told Karen about your insolence and she has moved your surgery date up to next week. Your days of being a man are long gone, my dear. Get used to it. 
 
      
 
    Regards, 
 
      
 
    Mistress Scarlett 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    DOMINANT WIFE DESTROYS HUSBAND'S COCK AND FORCES HIM TO FEMINIZE 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
      
 
    Roger and I had been married for six months before the idea of feminizing him came to my mind. I knew since we first met that he was submissive, which is one of the reasons I married him. You see, I'm one of those ladies who enjoys getting her way all the time. So, when I noticed Roger's personal ad on a kinky site, I took the initiative and contacted him. That led to a one-year dating relationship that turned into a lifelong commitment. 
 
      
 
    The first thing that struck me about Roger was his face. He has very  
 
    soft features and is tall and slender, giving him a feminine look even when he represents as a man. After talking for a while, I learned that he prefers chick flicks to watching sports, is obsessively neat and tidy, and thinks most men are insensitive dolts. To be honest, I was surprised he was straight!  
 
      
 
    The first thing I did during our first date is lay down the ground rules. "This is the way it will be," I said as we sat across from each other at the restaurant. “I get to date other men, and women, for that matter, whenever I like; but – “I held up my index finger to stress the point – “you are only allowed to see me. Got it?” 
 
      
 
    "Yes," he said, his breath quickening and his eyes growing wide. Very good, I thought. He gets excited when I dominate him.  
 
      
 
    “'Yes' what?” I said with a stern look. 
 
      
 
    He stared at me like a deer staring into the headlights of the car that's about to take its life. At last he said, “yes...dear?”  
 
      
 
    “NO!” I shouted. “I am not now, nor will I ever be, your 'dear.' Got it?” His face turned pale and his hands began to quake. Beautiful! I thought. He's afraid of me! I glowered at him for a long moment, then continued. “You will address me as Mistress Pamela, both in private and public. Got it?”  
 
      
 
    “Yes,” he said, then added “Mistress Pamela!”  
 
      
 
    “Good girl,” I said. “You might do after all.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Mistress Pamela,” he said, his face going white as he swallowed hard. I knew then that he was mine to do with as I pleased. 
 
      
 
    We tied the knot in Vegas 12 months after our first meeting. I wore a leather bodysuit and carried a whip. He was dressed in a lovely wedding gown and carried a bouquet. That was the first time I saw him in female garb; he was gorgeous! That planted the idea in my mind to feminize him.  
 
      
 
    I started the project by systematically dominating and humiliating him more every day. I declared Friday and Saturday nights to be my date nights. I told him that, during those evenings, I was free to go whoring as much as I pleased, while he was to stay home, read housekeeping magazines, and soak his feet in rose water.  
 
      
 
    After a few weeks of this routine I began bringing my lovers home and letting them fuck me while my husband watched. Most of them were muscular black guys who loved banging a white woman while her gutless sissy husband watched in helpless passivity. Looking up from the mattress to see the shame and degradation on his face was all I needed to cum! Afterwards I ordered him to show the bull his tiny cock, which was always good for a laugh.  
 
      
 
    One time my lover for the evening grabbed my husband's pathetic sissy penis and gave it a good yank, driving him to his knees. I thought it was hilarious, but the doctor we saw at the emergency room later that night told us Roger's cock was fractured and may never function normally again. Lucky for me, the physician's prediction proved true. My husband can no longer have erections and his organ leaks a syrupy sissy-cum most of the time. I solved the problem by making him wear tampons.  
 
      
 
    These days, Roger must sit to pee, which reinforces the fact that he's not a man, not even close. I decided that, since he was using tampons anyway, I should just burn his male underwear and force him to wear panties instead. I didn't bother to tell him about the change ahead of time. You should have seen how surprised he was when he looked in his dresser one morning and saw all the pretty things I had bought for him! His eyes nearly popped out of his head! “Surprise, honey!” I shouted. “Now you're my panty slave!”  
 
      
 
    He cried a little as he slid into a pair of lovely red panties. “You destroyed my penis, now you're making me cross-dress. I have no dignity left,” he said in despair. “What do you have planned for me next?” That question was like a light bulb turning on in my brain. Of course, I thought. Roger is more of a woman than a man anyway, so I'll just feminize him!  
 
      
 
    Over the next few days I studied the dynamics of forced feminization, since I'm one of those people who insists on doing everything to perfection. I read online articles, chatted with some long-time dommes, and even paid a professional dominatrix $200 just for her advice (though the two of us did end up in the sack together; but that's a topic for another letter, LOL). I also read your book “The Stepford Sissies” BTW, which was both informative and exciting!  
 
      
 
    After a week of intense and exhilarating research, I had a plan of action for transforming Roger into my brainwashed sissy slave. I started by demanding he eat my cunt to orgasm every day. I yelled at him and slapped him when we went out to eat. I refused to let him order alcohol or anything with meat in it. I flirted with other men while he sat nearby. I even told a few of his co-workers about his defunct cock. They teased him mercilessly about it, making him cry.  
 
      
 
    After a few weeks of this hard-core abuse, Roger's male ego, which was never very strong to begin with, was on the verge of vanishing forever. One night I was in the living room watching TV when he came to me in tears. “Can we talk, honey?” he asked in a tiny, sissyish voice. 
 
      
 
    “Sure,” I said, turning off the TV. “What do you want to talk about?” 
 
      
 
    He sat beside me and poured his heart out. He told me over and over how much he loved me and wanted us to stay together. He also told me how my recent ultra-dominant behavior had confused him and hurt his feelings. As he whined and moaned, he began to weep, which was so hysterical I had to force myself not to laugh. I mean, he wasn't even pretending to act like a man! In fact, he sounded more like a pathetic love-struck cheerleader who just got her heart broken by the team quarterback. I let him talk for almost an hour while I sat there stone-faced.  
 
      
 
    When he finally shut up, I said, “give me your hand, dear.” 
 
      
 
    He eyed me with suspicion for a moment then did as I said. I took his hand in mine, then, using a move I learned in martial arts class years before, I bent his wrist sideways and twisted his arm, forcing him to his knees. He shrieked in pain and looked up at me with a terrified, agonized expression. I kept my eyes locked on his as I applied the pressure, using my willpower to beat him down mentally while my superior strength controlled him physically. 
 
      
 
    When I let him go, he yanked his hand away and clutched it next to his chest, looking up at me like a whipped puppy as he said, “Why, Pamela? Why did you hurt me? I was caring! I was sensitive! I showed you my open heart!”  
 
      
 
    “I know, sweetie,” I said, stroking his reddened, tear-stained cheek. “But you have to understand I'm trying to help you.” 
 
      
 
    “Help me?” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, honey,” I said, putting all the fake compassion I could muster in my voice. “You see, you're on a journey that you can't understand. In the end, it will all turn out for your good. For now, though, you'll just have to trust me and submit to my loving discipline. Will you do that?” 
 
      
 
    I saw uncertainty, even a remote flicker of manly resolve, in his eyes as he tried to process what I was saying. Did I push him too far too fast? I wondered. He might tire of my abuse and stand up to me. That would ruin all my careful planning!  But then his eyes glazed over with a dull, defeated look. He hung his head low and said, “Yes, Pamela. I won't resist. Do with me as you like. I'm yours, now and forever.” 
 
      
 
    They say that women can't cum without being touched. But, Mistress Scarlett, “cum” is exactly what I did as I watched Roger let go of his dignity and surrender to my absolute control. Searing bolts of erotic electricity shot through my body as I looked down at my whimpering spouse cowering helpless at my feet. I clutched the sofa and rubbed my thighs together to maintain my composure, then ordered Roger to go to our bedroom, take off his clothes, and lie on his back.  
 
      
 
    He did as I said, allowing me a few quick moments to cool down before putting the next phase of my plan into action. I walked into the bedroom minutes later and stood over my prize, who was laying spread-eagled on the mattress.  
 
      
 
    “Very good, little girl,” I said. “You're coming along very nicely.” Our bed has restraints attached to each corner and I used these to bind Roger's arms and legs. I made them tight because I knew it would cause him pain and, therefore, give me pleasure. I gave his ruined cock a playful little slap, which made him wince. After making his escape impossible I took a moment to savor the sight of my broken, beaten husband laid out for me to use as I pleased. It was the most pleasurable and fulfilling experience of my life, Mistress Scarlett! 
 
      
 
    I went to our bathroom, got one of my ladies' razors and a can of flower-scented shaving gel, and returned to the bedroom. “What are you doing, Mistress Pamela?” asked Roger when he saw what was in my hand.  
 
      
 
    “I'm going to modify something I own to match my preferences,” I said with a cold smile. “Namely, you.” I lathered his long, slender legs and ran the razor up and down their length multiple times. Fortunately, Roger has little body hair, so the task didn't take very long. When I was done, his legs were as smooth as the proverbial peach.  
 
      
 
    “Please tell me why you're doing this, mistress,” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “I told you, slave, that's none of your business,” I said, this time adding an edge to my voice to show him I was serious. I wiped his legs dry with a towel, then went to work on the hair around his genitals. He whimpered a few times when the razor nicked his balls, which sent a tingle through my cunt. Shaving his sac took a bit longer than his legs, but in the end his nuts were hairless. I ran the blade across his cock, just to remind him of who was in charge.  
 
      
 
    By the time I was done, Roger's body was free of hair except for the top of his head. I looked him over with pride, filled with satisfaction at how I had destroyed another emblem of his maleness. My clit was throbbing and I was yearning for release, but I didn't want to unbind him just yet. So I stripped, straddled his chest, and knocked another wish off the bucket list when I snaked my hands around his throat and began choking him. He tried to escape but the bonds held him in place, like a fly hopelessly entangled in a spider's web.  
 
      
 
    Seeing the terror in his features while I throttled him supercharged my libido. I started grinding my cunt into his chest, shrieking and screaming like a witch riding her broom. I bucked and writhed like the she-demon I am, watching Roger's face turn red, then white, then a lovely shade of purple.  
 
      
 
    I climaxed when he was at the point of death. As I rode the wave of ecstasy, I released my grip on his neck. He inhaled huge chestfuls of air as my she-cum coated his body. The air filled with the musky scent of my juices, adding a nice touch to my moment of triumph.  
 
      
 
    I stared into his panic-stricken face and told him, “You'll never escape me, my pet. I own you; and, as a sign of my ownership, I'm changing your name to Veronica. You are now my feminized sissy slave.” He whined and wept and begged for his freedom, while I regarded him with a cruel gaze from my vantage point atop his chest. It was amazing!  
 
      
 
    And that is the story of how my submissive husband became Veronica, my sweet little brainwashed slave. There's more to the story, of course which I'll share in my next letter. Right now, my black lover is waiting in the bedroom for me. Veronica has sucked his cock till it's rock hard, so I'm about to get my brains fucked out. Afterwards my spouse will rub my feet while I eat chocolates. It just goes to show that a girl can have her heart’s desires once she feminizes her husband. I just wish I had started earlier!

  
 
    Affectionately, 
 
      
 
    Mistress Pamela 
 
    Miami, FL 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Pamela, 
 
      
 
    Thank you so much for sharing your incredible story. I'm delighted that you found my writings helpful in feminizing your spouse. Always remember, though, that sissy husbands need constant bullying and domination; else they might forget their rightful place. I recommend kicking him in the balls every now and then without warning, just to remind him who runs the show. I also recommend letting him keep his ruined cock, since it doesn't work anyway. Make fun of it often and force him to show it your friends for a good laugh. That will keep him beaten down and ensure you'll have Roger/Veronica at your mercy forever. Best of luck and thanks again for your wonderful letter! 
 
      
 
    Mistress Scarlett 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    SISSY VERONICA DISHES ABOUT HER NEW LIFE 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
      
 
    It’s a high privilege for an unworthy slave like myself to address such a powerful and commanding woman as yourself. I’m so glad Mistress Pamela forced me to accept the truth about myself. I’m much happier in my new role as her sissy maid than I ever was as a “man.” My only regret is that she didn’t feminize me sooner. In any event, I’m quite lucky and am looking forward to a lifetime of service to my wise, loving goddess.  
 
      
 
    Most Truly Yours, 
 
      
 
    Sissy Veronica 
 
      
 
    Dear Veronica, 
 
      
 
    I was delighted to get your little note. Your attitude is a refreshing change from the usual whiny drivel sissies send to me. You recognize your inferiority and willfully submit to your wife’s loving control. Unfortunately, you misspelled the word “regret” in your letter, which was blatantly disrespectful on your part. So, I called your wife this morning and told her to punish you severely. You’ll be spending the next few days with an anal plug shoved up your sissy ass and a needle in your urethra. Good luck bathrooming yourself for a while! 
 
      
 
    Regards, 
 
      
 
    Mistress Scarlett 
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    DOMINANT WIFE FORCES FEMINIZED HUSBAND TO PLEASURE PIZZA DELIVERY MAN 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
      
 
    I learned a long ago that the way to keep my husband submissive and feminized is to subject him to endless humiliation. I recently took advantage of an opportunity to do just that when I ordered a pizza for dinner. Before the night was over, I would satisfy both my hunger for food and my drive to embarrass and degrade my sissy spouse. Here's what happened. 
 
      
 
    The sound of the doorbell ringing tore my attention away from the TV program I was watching. “Amber!” I shouted. “Pizza's here! Go get it!” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress Deborah,” said my sissy slave, emerging from the bathroom where she was scrubbing the floor. She wore a black maid's uniform with a frilly white apron, black shoes, white stockings, and a lace bonnet. I watched as she pranced to the front door in the swishing, effeminate stride I require her to use at all times. Excellent, I thought. Three years of brutal domination have erased all traces of her old identity. 
 
      
 
    Amber opened the front door, revealing a short, pudgy, middle-aged man with greasy hair and facial blemishes. He wore a shirt and cap that identified him as a driver for the local pizza chain. “Hello, mam,” he said in a shrill, squeaky voice. “I have your order. That will be $14.95.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you so much!” said Amber. “Let me get the money to pay you.” She reached into the tiny pink change purse where she keeps the small amount of cash I permit her access to. I studied the pizza guy for a moment, thinking about how nerdy and out of shape he was. Then a marvelous idea popped into my brain.  I hopped to my feet and walked over to him. 
 
      
 
    “Why don't you come in?” I said to the driver, giving him a sexy smile as I leaned against the doorway. “You look like you could use a break.” I nodded at Amber, who was about to hand him the money. “My husband here can get you a cold drink while you relax for a while.” 
 
      
 
    “Husband?” he repeated, giving Amber a dumbfounded look.

I grinned at him. “Well, I use the term loosely,” I said. “Husbands are usually men, but not mine. She's really just a stupid sissy who dresses up like a girl.” I looked at Amber, whose face was turning red with shame. “Isn't that right, dear?” I said. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress Deborah,” Amber said, a note of dread in her voice as she guessed what I was doing. “I'm not a man, not anymore. You turned me into a gutless sissy.” 
 
      
 
    I chuckled. “indeed I did, Amber,” I said, needling her with my words. “I broke your will and destroyed your masculinity. Now you're a spineless coward who lets me treat her like a doormat. Right?” 
 
      
 
    Amber looked at the pizza guy for a second, then dropped her head like a whipped dog.  “Yes, dear,” she said. “You took away my dignity and forced me to feminize. I was too weak to resist you.”  
 
      
 
    “What's going on here?” said the delivery guy. His name tag read “Bob.” 
 
      
 
    “Tell you what, Bob,” I said, stroking my cleavage with the tips of my fingers; I was wearing a low-cup top that showed off my assets.  “Come on in and I'll tell you all about it. Sound like fun?” 
 
      
 
    He looked uncertain for a moment, then shrugged his shoulders and said, “Sure, why not?” 
 
      
 
    “Wonderful!” I said. He handed the pizza to Amber. Then he entered the house and I showed him to a cushy seat in the living room. “Get him a cold drink, slave,” I ordered her. “Is cola okay?” I asked Bob. 
 
      
 
    “That's fine,” he said, then added, “it's not diet, is it?” 
 
      
 
    I laughed. “Don't worry about it, Bob,” I said. “Amber!” I shouted towards the kitchen. “Hurry up! Don't make me flog you!”  
 
      
 
    She came rushing out into the living room seconds later, huffing like a hooker working her way through a 12-man gang bang. She gave Bob a glass of cola. “Here you are, sir,” she said. “I hope you enjoy it.” 
 
      
 
    Bob sipped the frosty caramel-colored liquid. “Not bad,” he said. “At least it's not the diet crap my mom makes me drink.” 
 
      
 
    “I'm so pleased to hear it!” said Amber, curtsying to the obese slob. 
 
      
 
    “Amber!” I shouted, pointing an accusing finger in her face. “Are you insulting our guest's mother?” 
 
      
 
    “No, Mistress Deborah!” she exclaimed. “I'm just glad he enjoys the drink I gave him! That's all! I swear!” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I see,” I said. “So now you're calling me a liar.” 
 
      
 
    “No, not at all!” she pleaded. “Please, dear! I meant no wrong!”  
 
      
 
    “Shut up!” I screamed. “You insulted our guest and now you're being sassy to me!” I shoved her as hard as I could, sending her reeling backwards and crashing to the floor. She cowered there sobbing. I looked over at Bob, who was leaning forward in the chair with his elbows on his knees watching the whole thing. The bulge between his legs told me he was enjoying the show. I settled into the sofa and glared at Amber as her cries subsided. 
 
      
 
    “Are you done pitching a hissy fit, slave?” I said to her. She nodded, keeping her head bowed down. 
 
      
 
    “Good,” I said. “Then get on your knees. You're going to service our guest Bob with your filthy slut mouth.” 
 
      
 
    “Huh?” said Bob, looking at me in shocked disbelief. 
 
      
 
    “You do like getting your knob polished, don't you?” I said to him. 
 
      
 
    “Well, y-yeah,” he said, stammering. “That is...I never.... I mean, I haven't...” 
 
      
 
    “Never mind,” I said, cutting him off. “The point is that you're here, you're hard, and there's a sissy queer on her knees ready to blow. So drop your pants and let her get to work!” 
 
      
 
    “Is it okay?” Bob said to Amber. “Will you...take care of me like your wife says?” 
 
      
 
    “Don't ask her!” I snapped. “It's not her choice. She does what I tell her to do.” I looked at Amber with a smug grin. “Isn't that right, my dear?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress Deborah,” said Amber in a weak, defeated voice. “I'm your property and I must do as you say.” 
 
      
 
    “Outstanding!” I said, “So it's settled. Amber, Bob will show you his rod and you will pleasure him.” I snapped my fingers at my sissy husband. “Chop chop!” 
 
      
 
    Bob still seemed a little unsure of what to do. But, after a few seconds of rocking back and forth, he got up, loosened his belt, and dropped his jeans, exposing his greasy boxer shorts for me and Amber to see. “Lower those as well, Mr. Pizza Guy,” I said. He slipped his hands behind the elastic waistband and pulled his underwear down, revealing to all present his “manliness.”  
 
      
 
    I must admit, Mistress Scarlett, it took all my self-control not to burst out laughing on the spot. Bob's cock looked more like a soggy cigar stub than a proper penis. Still, I'm a lady first and foremost, and ladies are always gracious to their guests. So I bit my lip as Amber wrapped her scarlet lips around the tiny sausage and began sucking.  
 
      
 
    Bob's stomach shook like a mass of whale blubber as he swayed unsteadily. “Oh...oh, wow,” He said, closing his eyes and thrusting his hips forward. 
 
      
 
    I got down on my knees next to Amber and began whispering in her ear. “Think of it, my dear; a few years ago, you were a high-powered sales executive with a six-figure salary and a sports car. Then you met me. I sank my claws into you and crushed your self-esteem even as I drained your bank account. Now you’re a worthless sissy on her knees giving head to a minimum wage drone who probably lives with his mom! Isn't the irony exquisite?”  
 
      
 
    Amber was too busy with the task at hand to respond, but I saw tears roll out of her eyes and stream down her painted face. The sight was so wonderful I found my hand moving to my clit out of sheer reflex. Hot jolts of raw pleasure shot through my body as I fondled my sex, my eyes glued on the scene of utter degradation unfolding before me.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, yeah,” muttered Bob as his arousal blossomed. “Suck me, you stupid sissy cunt. Make me cum. You're my bitch.” Hearing a fat, clumsy oaf degrade and abuse my husband supercharged my self-lust, making me work my woman-parts with a vigor I had never before experienced. It was incredible! 
 
      
 
    Bob's bloated body jerked back and forth as he pumped his semen into Amber's mouth.  She jerked her head back as he sprayed her with his seed, beginning to retch as she spit the grayish liquid out of her mouth. 
 
      
 
    “Amber!” I shouted, taking a break from playing with myself to admonish my sissy. “What are you doing? You know you're supposed to drink every drop!”

“I'm sorry, mistress,” she said between heaves. “But it's vile!” 
 
      
 
    “How dare you!” I shouted in righteous rage. “Our guest is blessing you with his cum and you're refusing it? You inconsiderate bitch!” I clubbed the side of her head with my fist. For the second time that day she curled up in a ball on the floor and wept. Seeing her in pain was all I needed to activate my orgasm. I pressed my palms against the sides of my head, looked up towards the ceiling, and bellowed like the goddess of evil I am, writhing and shrieking as wave after wave of animal ecstasy poured through me.  
 
      
 
    My head was still spinning when I heard Bob say, “I think I'll go now.”  
 
      
 
    “Whatever,” I said, waving a dismissive hand as I looked up from my position on the carpet. He pulled up his pants and fled, unnerved by his encounter but nonetheless satiated. I wondered if he would tell anyone what happened. If so, would they believe him? 
 
      
 
    Later I chained Amber to the wall of our cellar and beat her till she passed out. Usually I'm not that severe with her, but her crime made such measures necessary. As day turned to night, I noticed the pizza still sitting on the kitchen counter. I heated a slice in the microwave and took a bite; it was surprisingly good. Then I realized Amber had never paid for it. “Excellent,” I said with a smile. “Now I have an excuse to punish her again.” 
 
      
 
    Triumphantly Yours, 
 
      
 
    Alexis Royal 
 
      
 
    Chicago, Illinois 
 
      
 
    Dear Alexis, 
 
      
 
    Wonderful letters like yours remind me of why I became a domme in the first place. You exhibit every quality that makes a woman great: malice, cunning, and sheer ruthlessness. Your slave is lucky indeed to have a mistress like you. I wish you all the best in your future endeavors and hope to hear from you again. As for Amber, the next time you whip her, give her a lash just for me. Ta-ta! 
 
      
 
    Mistress Scarlett 
 
      
 
    SISSY SUFFERS BROKEN HAND FOR DEFYING HER MISTRESS 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
      
 
    Please forgive me for not writing sooner. Mistress caught me playing with myself a few months ago and smashed the bones in my hand with a sledgehammer. I deserved it for disobeying her, of course. But it has taken a while for the swelling to go down so I could send you this note. 
 
      
 
    As Mistress Deborah shared with you in her letter, I am her feminized slave. She controls all aspects of my life, including when I may bathroom myself. I am permitted 60 seconds to pee and have a bowel movement. If I'm not done in that time, then she reinserts my anal plug. She also clamps the tip of my cock so I can't urinate.  
 
      
 
    I'm ashamed to say that I did indeed refuse the pizza man's cum. I was being selfish and thinking only of myself, as usual. Still, I have a stern but fair owner who never lets me get out of line. She has made me into a better slave through her brutal but wise control of my life. 
 
      
 
    Fortunately, I will have the chance to make up for my mistake. Mistress just ordered another pizza and the delivery man will be here soon. I hope it's Bob. This time I will swallow every drop of his wonderful gift, no matter how it tastes.  
 
      
 
    Your Obedient Servant, 
 
      
 
    Sissy Amber 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Amber, 
 
      
 
    Bravo for admitting that you were in the wrong. You sound like a very disobedient slut, hardly worth wasting time on. Luckily, you have a patient, loving mistress who tolerates your atrocious behavior. You should remind yourself constantly of how blessed you are. Were you mine, I would have castrated you a long time ago. Perhaps I will suggest that to your wife. 
 
      
 
    Regards, 
 
      
 
    Mistress Scarlett 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    TAKE-CHARGE WIFE FEMINIZES CHEATING HUSBAND 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
      
 
    What does a wife do with an unfaithful husband? She turns him into her sissy slave, of course! That’s exactly what I’m doing to Bubbles, formerly named Brad. I’ve deprived her of her freedom and her dignity, and soon I will chop off her balls as well. That may sound cruel, but it’s exactly what she deserves for cheating on me. 
 
      
 
    I met Brad five years ago at a country-western bar called Cowboys and Cowgirls. I was immediately attracted to him, at least on a physical level. He was tall, lean but muscular, and had a handsome, almost pretty face. He wore a 10-gallon hat, rhinestone shirt, new jeans, and cowboy boots. Yeah, I know that sounds like a stereotype, but in those days I fancied my ideal man as a rough and ready type. I’ve learned better since, of course.  
 
      
 
    I was so turned on by Brad’s looks that I gave him a smile and a wink when I caught him looking at me. “Well, hello there, pretty thing,” he said as he slid into the stool next to mine. “Name’s Brad,” he said with a tip of his enormous hat.  
 
      
 
    “Hi,” I said in my sexiest tone. “I’m Angie. Nice to meet you.” 
 
      
 
    “Pleasure’s all mine, darlin’,” he said in a tone that was smooth as suede leather. I felt my face flush and my pulse quicken as I looked him over. He’s a tall drink of water for sure, I thought. And I’m ready to take a sip!  
 
      
 
    Before the night was over, Brad and I made love in the bedroom at his trailer. Two things bothered me about him by that point. One was the Confederate flag hanging from the wall; it screamed ignorance to me. The other was his undersized, slightly soft cock. I like getting hammered by a giant, stone-hard tool, and Brad’s organ was more like a slithery worm.  
 
      
 
    When he came, the goo just kind of drizzled into me, like cream dripping from a malfunctioning milk shake machine. But, when he asked me how it was, I just smiled and said, “it was fine, honey. Just fine.” With that he rolled over and went to sleep, even though I was still yearning for more.  
 
      
 
    To make a long story short, Brad and I got married three months later. No, he didn’t knock me up; I can’t have kids anyway. But I found out he had inherited a nice-sized nest egg when his dad, a millionaire building contractor, died.  
 
      
 
    I made Brad sell his trailer and buy an upscale home in a fancy Dallas neighborhood. He grumbled a little when I urged him to do it but gave in when I refused to give him sex. That was the first time I realized I could control a man by taking charge of his cock. Most women learn that lesson early in life, but I’ve always been a little naïve. That in turn set the stage for the next part of my story.  
 
      
 
    About a year into our marriage Brad began acting suspiciously. He would stay out late on weeknights and not answer his cell phone when I called. When he finally got home, I would ask him where he had been. “Had to work late,” he would always say. 
 
      
 
    “But I called the foreman at the job site,” I would say. “He said you were nowhere around!” 
 
      
 
    “Look, just get off my back, Angie,” he retorted. “I’m tired. By the way, what’s for supper?” 
 
      
 
    As time went on, I noticed other clues that Bad was running around behind my back. I noticed the smell of cheap perfume on his shirts when I washed them. I checked his phone records and saw several calls placed to numbers I didn’t recognize. When I called the numbers, they always went to a strange woman’s voice mail.  
 
      
 
    Finally, I decided to follow him one night. I shadowed his pickup truck in my Lexus, staying far enough behind him to prevent tipping him off. That’s when I caught him going to a fancy downtown hotel. I watched with a pair of binoculars as a busty, stern-looking woman in a black leather bustier answered the door and let him enter the room. 
 
      
 
    “That son of a bitch,” I growled. “That dirty, cheating son of a bitch.” 
 
      
 
    I spent the rest of the evening researching my options. My first thought was to divorce Brad, but he had suckered me into signing an ironclad pre-nup which ensured I would walk away from the marriage broke. And I was far from okay with that; after all, I was the victim in the whole sordid affair. Didn’t I deserve some compensation? I considered hiring a hit man to kill him, but I was worried I might get caught and go to prison. In desperation, I turned to the Internet, where I found your web site and learned about forced feminization.  
 
      
 
    “That’s it!” I said, pumping my fist in the air. “I’ll get revenge by turning Brad into a sissy queer!” I spent the rest of the night researching how to transform my cheating hubby into my swishing, submissive, cock-sucking slave. 
 
      
 
    Brad never did come home that night. But he did show up the next morning, mumbled something to me as he devoured breakfast, and went to bed, falling asleep as soon as his head hit the pillow. I fished his cell phone out of his jeans pocket, looking for something I could use against him. That’s when I found the videos he had recorded the previous night. My mouth dropped open as I watched them.  
 
      
 
    What I hadn’t realized the night before was that the woman Brad went to see wasn’t just your average slut. She was a high-rent hooker who spanks and abuses her johns. I pictured showing the recording to his buddies at work. Then I noticed that the lady had “something extra” between her legs. She was a transsexual, what the porn sites call a “shemale.” And she had a huge pecker between her gorgeous legs! Brad gasped as she pounded him with her massive tool.  
 
      
 
    “Please, mistress,” he moaned in the video. “Keep fucking my sissy ass till you split me in two! Punish me for being bad!” Then, after she came, he licked her cum-and-crap-covered pole clean and shiny, making her orgasm again and spry her jism all over his face.  
 
      
 
    She rubbed the sticky brown and gray mess all over his features with her bulging, purplish cock-head as he knelt before her. Then she pissed all over him as he cowered on the carpet curled up like a baby and crying. 
 
      
 
    “This is better than I could have dreamt,” I said with an evil grin. I uploaded the video to my laptop, then kicked back with a glass of beer and waited for my husband to wake up.  
 
      
 
    Hours later I heard him stirring in the bedroom. As he stumbled out into the hallway I said, “Honey? Could you come into my office, please? I want to ask you something.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah…yeah, sure,” he said. “By the way, you seen my cell phone?” 
 
      
 
    “No, dear,” I said sweetly. “But I did find something else.” 
 
      
 
    “What you talking’ about?” he said, a tinge of fear in his voice as he entered the room. 
 
      
 
    “Not much,” I said, clicking my mouse to activate the screen. “Just this.” The next several seconds was the greatest moment of my life. The color drained from Brad’s face as he watched himself getting reamed by a chick-with-a-dick. “Oh…oh, god,” he said. The air filled with the sour stench of urine as he pissed his pants. But to me the aroma was as sweet as honey. It signaled the beginning of Brad’s transformation into my sissy slave. 
 
      
 
    “Here’s’ the deal,” I said. “You can still act like a man when you’re at work with your buddies. But, when you’re home with me, you will dress and act like the gutless sissy we both know you are. You’ll wear pretty ladies’ clothes, keep your body smooth, prance about like there’s a dick shoved up your ass, and call me ‘Mistress Angela.’” 
 
      
 
    Bob glared at me. “And what if I say not?” he said. 
 
      
 
    I chuckled. “well, then,” I said gleefully, “I’ll show this video to all your friends and they’ll know your little secret just like I do.”  
 
      
 
    “I could grab that computer now and smash it,” he said defiantly. “Do the same to my phone.” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “Really, honey,” I said. “You should keep up with modern technology.” I nodded at the PC screen. “This wonderful performance of yours is already stored safely in the cloud, where I can hold it over your head forever. So, your chances of getting out of this thorny dilemma are as tiny as your slimy little penis. Face it, Bubbles; you’re screwed, and not in a good way.” 
 
      
 
    “’Bubbles?’” he repeated. “Who’s Bubbles?” 
 
      
 
    I laughed long and hard, then said, “Silly girl; YOU are Bubbles, of course! That’s your slave name! I chose it because it sounds like something a stupid bimbo would call herself. And let’s face it. You are one stupid bimbo indeed.”  
 
      
 
    He fell on his ass and sat on the floor at my feet, his eyes turning to glass as the reality of what I was saying sank into his slow-witted mind. I watched as his facial expressions showed terror, then panic, and, at last, hopeless despair. It was not only the most beautiful but the most powerfully erotic thing I have ever seen. In that moment, Mistress, Scarlett, I knew I was born to be a dominant woman.  
 
      
 
    “Okay, then,” I said as I turned away from him to look at my computer. “Let’s start picking out your new wardrobe, Bubbles.” I spent the next hour selecting panties, stockings, bras, dresses, high heels, purses, and other items. It was a little hard at first picking out sizes to fit Brad, but I found a helpful conversion chart on a crossdressing web site that made the job easy.  
 
      
 
    The last item I chose was a male chastity cage. I liked it because it has spikes at the tip designed to sink into the wearer’s glans should he ever have an erection. I ordered Brad to put it on when it arrived from Amazon a few days later. Then I made him get down on his knees and bow before me as I said, “Well, Bubbles, say goodbye to your manhood. Now you’re mine forever.” 
 
      
 
    Most Truly Yours, 
 
      
 
    Angela LeCroy  
 
      
 
    Dallas, Texas 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Angela,

I’m glad you realized your dominance in time to put your worthless husband in his place. And congratulations on the choice of sissy name. “Bubbles” is perfect. It combines smuttiness, stupidity, and submissiveness in one glorious package. I would love to hear all about how you broke his mind and transformed his body, so please feel free to write me again. Best of luck and thanks so very much for your letter!  
 
      
 
    Affectionately, 
 
      
 
    Mistress Scarlett 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    FORMER CHEATING HUSBAND, NOW SERVILE SLAVE, DESCRIBES HER LIFE AS A FEMINIZED BIMBO 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
      
 
    My name is Sissy Bubbles. I am the feminized slave of my wife, Mistress Angela. She has ordered me to tell you what my life is like, now that I have lost my manhood and become a humiliated sissy cocksucker.  
 
      
 
    As mistress shared in her letter, she found the video of a transgender domme using mw for her pleasure. That woman’s name is Mistress Priscilla. My wife contacted her shortly after she ordered my new wardrobe to assist her in feminizing me. Mistress Priscilla said she would be delighted to help in my sissy training but would require a fee of $17,000.00.  
 
      
 
    Mistress Angela ordered me to use the funds I had been saving for a new deep-sea fishing boat. I went to the bank to withdraw the money dressed as a woman. The clerk, a long-time guy friend of mine named Nick, saw me in drag and snickered. “Wow, Brad! Is that really you? Man, you look ridiculous!” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” I said, beginning to sob. “Angela is turning me into her transvestite slave. She has ordered me to turn the money in my savings account over to her.” 
 
      
 
    Nick snorted. “I always figured you were secretly gay, Brad. All the guys did. What’s your female name, by the way?” 
 
      
 
    “Bubbles,” I said, my face turning red as I hung my head in shame. 
 
      
 
    “Hah!” shouted Nick. Then he called the bank secretary over to his station. She’s a hot Hispanic woman with huge breasts and great legs. I used to flirt with her back when I was a man. Her name is Olivia. “You got to get a look at this!” Nick said to her as she approached. “Brad’s wife has turned him into a crossdressing queer!” 
 
      
 
    Olivia stood there eyeing me head to toe, trying to suppress a smile. Then she burst out laughing. “I’ll say this, Brad,” she said, “you’re almost as ugly as a woman as you were when you were a man!” 
 
      
 
    “Stop, stop!” I cried, burying my face in my hands. “Don’t be mean to me! Please!” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, so weepy!” said Olivia. “Must be this bitch’s time of the month!” She took out a couple of quarters out of her purse, throwing them at me. One of the coins hit me in the forehead. The other slapped against my throat, making me cough and wheeze. “There’s fifty cents, sweetie,” she said. “There’s a tampon dispenser in the ladies’ room. Go buy one!”  
 
      
 
    By this point other customer were laughing and pointing at me. The branch manager, a tall guy with muscles, walked over. “You shore are purty, miss,” he said to me. “How ‘bout we go on a date?” Nick and Olivia guffawed and the three of them high-fived each other.  
 
      
 
    I finally got the money, but only after enduring a half hour of vicious humiliation. I tucked the funds in my new purse and scampered from the bank like a frightened mouse. When I got outside, I looked for my pickup truck, only to remember that my wife was driving it now. She had found a used pink Prius at a car lot and gave it to me to run errands around town. I started the engine and drove home, terrified to think about what awaited me there.  
 
      
 
    When I got back, I saw a champagne-colored Cadillac parked in the driveway. My blood ran cold as I realized it was Mistress Priscilla’s car. As I walked into the living room, I saw both her and Mistress Angela standing there, smirking at me. “Well,” said my former domme, “Hello again, Brad. Your wife here has been telling me some interesting things about you.” She looked at Angela. “Right, dear?” she said with a wink. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, indeed,” said my wife, approaching me. “Hand over the money, Bubbles,” she said. “Let’s get the financial details out of the way first.”  
 
      
 
    At that point something arose within me. Maybe it was a tiny sliver of my dying manliness. Maybe it was pure terror. I clutched the purse under my arm and turned to run away. But I had only taken a couple of steps before Mistress Priscilla leapt through the air and onto my back. She clamped her forearm across my neck, choking off my breath. I struggled furiously, but after a few seconds my strength evaporated and I collapsed to the floor.  
 
      
 
    “Excellent, Priscilla!” said Angela, snatching my purse away and fishing out the cash to give to the other woman. “Now let’s drag this worthless creature to the basement.” Each of the women grabbed one of my ankles and began pulling me across the living room and down the long, dark stairs that led to the cellar. My head smashed into each step as I descended into all-consuming blackness.  
 
      
 
    I don’t have enough courage to tell you all the things that happened to me down there, Mistress Scarlett. I know the women kept me there for three days and refused to let me sleep. They used the tools from my workshop to clamp my nipples, blister my balls, and staple my cock to my thigh. They forced me to prance around in high heels while they whistled and stomped and told me to “do it like a woman.” Mistress Priscilla fucked my tight little ass countless times while I lay helpless and chained across a work table. Mistress Angela suspended me from the ceiling and whipped me with my own belt.  
 
      
 
    At some point my will to resist collapsed. I knew my old life was over forever when my wife asked me, “who are you, slave?” 
 
      
 
    “I am Sissy Bubbles, a cock-craving slut who exists only to serve my owners,” I said in a quiet, defeated voice.  
 
      
 
    After I surrendered to the women, they became gentle. They took me upstairs to a bedroom where they nursed my wounds and gave me bread and a little water. They let me sleep for a while, then shaved all the hair from my body, following up the razor with all kinds of fragrant oils and lotions. They slipped fishnet hose up my legs and dressed me in a lovely bra. They taught me to walk in heels, put a gorgeous blond wig on my head, adorned me in makeup, and praised me when I sucked Mistress Priscilla’s cock to orgasm. I licked it clean and swallowed every drop, just like a good sissy should.  
 
      
 
    After a week of intense training I signed the suicide note Mistress Angela wrote out, using my old male name. Now my wife has all my money. As for the man I used to be, he is dead, both to the world and to me. I serve my wonderful owner with loving devotion, even when she punishes my balls with a cattle prod or sticks needles in my cock. I am a lucky sissy and would never trade my new identity for anything in the world. 
 
      
 
    Your Obedient Servant, 
 
      
 
    Sissy Bubbles 
 
      
 
    Dear Bubbles, 
 
      
 
    Your story should serve as a message to men everywhere. We women know you’re brainless sissies. That’s why we work so hard to control you. So stop resisting and just give in to the dominant female in your life. You’ll save yourself endless pain and possibly even enjoy a little pleasure. Either way, we ladies will win in the end. We always do. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Scarlett 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   

 

 From Step-Brother to Step-Sister: Feminized in the Family 
 
    By 
 
    Victoria Marlowe 
 
      
 
    Who says that women can’t force their male family members to feminize? Not Carol and her mom, that’s for sure! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Foreword 
 
    I first saw Carol when I found out that my dad was dating one of his co-workers, a hot receptionist named Cheryl.  Though Cheryl was almost 50 at the time, she looked more like a woman in her early 30s, with shoulder-length blond hair, huge boobs, and long, sultry legs.  I couldn’t blame dad for falling in love with her – or in lust, whatever the case may be. 
 
    Cheryl has a daughter named Carol.  She’s a gorgeous 19 year old who looks more like her mom’s sister than her kid.  Both Carol and I graduated high school last year. I enrolled at a local community college.  Carol is a day student at a liberal arts school about 20 minutes away.  
 
    My name is Brad Taylor - or at least it used to be. 
 
    When I first saw Carol my dick leapt to attention; she was just as smoking-hot as her mom, with a tight waist, giant breasts, and strawberry-blond hair.  She has a delicate face with soft features that make her seem innocent, almost harmless – though believe me, she is dangerous in the extreme, especially to men.  I thought that I might one day get her in the sack.  But, as I will soon explain, she has made that forever impossible. 
 
    Dad and Cheryl tied the knot in Vegas over a long weekend.  Then she and Carol moved into our home here in Dayton, Ohio.  Dad has been divorced from my mom for 10 years, ever since my mother realized that she is gay.  I think dad has always feared that he caused my mom’s lesbianism – like he wasn’t man enough to satisfy her.   
 
    Cheryl must have seen that side of my dad as well, because she used it with good effect after they married.  To say that she is a “difficult” woman would be an understatement.  She is a first-class bitch – one with expensive tastes.  Carol is just like her.  But I am getting ahead of myself.  Let me start at the beginning… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter One 
 
    “Jim!” screamed Cheryl from across the house.  “Get in here – NOW!” 
 
    My dad was sitting on the couch when he heard his new bride barking orders.  He tried to ignore her, but that only fed her anger.  She marched into the living room, fists on her hips and a murderous glare on her face.   
 
    “Jim,” she said in a low, even tone as she looked at my dad, “I told you to come to me.  And, when I give you an order, I expect you to obey it right away.  Is that clear?” 
 
    Dad just kept staring at the TV screen, his lips quivering, his skin pale. I buried my face in a textbook. Carol sat nearby, watching the brewing confrontation like a cat eyeing a fat, juicy mouse.  
 
    I felt a stirring in my pants at the sight of my stepmother dominating my father. 
 
    A second later the television screen exploded, victim of a well-placed paperweight tossed by Cheryl. I shrieked in a girlish tone and clutched my chest. Dad curled up in a ball on the sofa.  Carol just smiled. My cock turned rock-hard. 
 
    Cheryl marched to the couch and stood over my dad, hands still on her hips, eyes narrow like a hawk’s. Dad said nothing, just trembled like a leaf caught by a hurricane. “You’re a pathetic excuse for a man, you know that?” she said. 
 
    “Yes, dear,” my father said in a small, squeaky voice. My cock was now like stone; I thought I would cum any second. 
 
    Cheryl smiled as she heard my dad’s meek response to her insult. Then, working up a mouthful of spittle, she drenched his face in her saliva. “Get a new TV – TODAY, Jim,” she growled. “Since you were careless enough to break the old one.” 
 
    Dad said nothing, just shook his head in acknowledgment of his wife’s command. Carol crossed and uncrossed her legs, a warm, satisfied smile spreading across her face; she looked like she was having an orgasm! 
 
    “Um - excuse me,” I said, dropping my book and going upstairs to my room.  I shut the door behind me, dropped my pants, threw myself on the bed, and started jacking off feverishly.  Seeing a man humiliated was a major turn-on for me – a dirty little secret that I shared with no one.  
 
    As I masturbated, I pictured Cheryl – or maybe Carol – standing over me and telling me that I was a worthless sissy fag. The mental image lit a fire in my cock.  My hand slid up and down my puny shaft like a jackhammer.  “I’m a sissy fag.  I’m a sissy fag. I’m a sissy fag,” I mumbled over and over as I reached the point of orgasm. 
 
    I was on the verge of climax when I heard a knock at my door.  Ignore it! I told myself. Can’t stop now! But then the knock returned, louder and more aggressive than before. I tried to focus on the task at hand, hoping that whoever it was would go away. 
 
    A third time the person knocked. Almost there, I thought. Just a second to go… 
 
    “It’s me – Carol,” said the voice on the other side. “Open the door.” 
 
    “Be right there,” I said.  “Only need a second…” 
 
    Then, at the instant before I was going to cum, the door swung open.  Shocked, I looked up.  Carol was standing there, giving me an amused look.  I dropped my organ and gaped at her in disbelief. 
 
    In her hand she held my spare key; how she found it I had no idea.  I grabbed my blanket and covered my exposed genitals. “Who-what the hell do you think you’re doing?” I shouted. 
 
    Carol walked up to the bed, looked down at me, and laughed. “I see the apple doesn’t fall far from the tree in this house,” she said. “You like being humiliated by women, don’t you, sweet stepbrother?”  
 
    “How dare you barge in here like that?” I shouted, doing my best to sound manly. “This is my private room!” 
 
    Carol just shook her head. “You could have locked the door, you know,” she said.  “You probably wanted to get caught; you sad little perv!” I said nothing, just dropped my head in shame. She’s right, you know, a little voice in my mind said. You wanted her to see you banging yourself; you’re a perverted little slut who longs to be dominated. 
 
    Then she glanced at my swollen organ. “Looks more like a peapod than a penis to me,” she said, smirking.  “I’ve seen bigger clits in the girl’s locker room.”  
 
    I started to speak, but she cut me off with a finger over her lips.  Then, to my shock, she dropped to her knees and took my cock in her right hand! My heart pounded so hard I thought it would burst. 
 
     “Don’t cum,” she said, giving me a stern warning look. “I’m in charge here.” Slowly, methodically, she began to stroke my man-meat from the base to the tip. I gasped. She moved slowly at first, then picked up the pace, her silken hand caressing every inch of my erect pole. I moaned and arched my back, giving her full access to my body. 
 
    “You like being jerked off by your stepsister, don’t you, you little pussy?” she said, a wicked smile on her lips. 
 
    “Oh…oh god…oh, yes,” I said.  “Yesss…” 
 
    “You men are all alike,” she said. “You think with your little heads.” Then she snorted. “Of course, it’s rare I see one that’s THIS little!” Her humiliating words aroused me all the more, and my head spun with all the hormones racing through my brain. “Oh…oh, please, Carol,” I said, “please let me cum…” 
 
    “NO!” she shouted, her face turning crimson as she turned into a she-devil.  She clenched my cock so hard I squealed.  Then, instead of stroking it, she yanked upwards, pulling me several inches in the air! I screamed like a terrified little girl. Carol laughed.  Then, with a hammer-like motion, she shoved me down on the bed hard, keeping an iron grip on my penis.   
 
    I tried to punch her, but she parried my blow with her free hand.  She slapped my face.  “Bad slut!” she yelled. Then she took that same hand and wrapped it around my balls, clamping down and twisting them sideways in one quick, sadistic move; her other hand maintained its death-grip on my cock. 
 
    “Oh, god!” I shouted, the nerves in my nut-sac screaming with agony.  “Please; please, Carol!” I shrieked.  “You’re killing me!” I started babbling like a hysterical wench as tears poured down my face.  “Please! Have mercy!” 
 
    Then she let me go.  I wrapped my palms around my injured member and curled up into a ball, just like my dad had done downstairs when Cheryl humiliated him.  
 
    Carol got to her feet and stood above me, like a demon hovering over a tormented soul.  “Might want to have that injury checked out by a doctor, stepbrother” she said.  “I’m guessing that you have a fractured penis on your hands.” Then she turned and marched out of my room, slamming the door behind her. 
 
    I looked at my mangled cock; it was bent in a weird “L” shape and turning a bluish-purple color.  My tortured balls were swelling; I could see crimson pools forming around my veins; I was bleeding internally. Got to get to a doctor, I thought. She fucked me up bad. I staggered to my feet and looked around the room for my cell phone.  It was usually sitting on my desk, but not this time. I would have to use the house phone downstairs. 
 
    I tried pulling up my underwear, but the elastic band rubbing against my mutilated penis sent a tidal wave of pain through my body.  I dropped to the ground, my mind numbing over with shock.  Slowly, with tiny, forced movements, I got to my feet, pulled my jeans up around my hips, and staggered towards the door. 
 
    As I exited the room, I heard noises coming from my dad’s bedroom.  It sounded like someone was sawing through a board. From behind the closed door I heard Cheryl laughing; but I was too worried about my own dilemma to check on my father.  I lurched down the stairs. Each step sent a fresh jolt of torture through my cock and balls, making me whimper.  
 
    When I reached the first floor, I saw Carol talking on the phone.  She was yapping at one of her friends. I reached out to her. “Phone,” I grunted. “Gotta use it…” 
 
    She paid me no mind, just kept talking to the person on the other end of the line.  “Carol!” I screamed.  “Get off the phone!  I gotta go to the hospital!” 
 
    I tried to yank the receiver from her hand, but she pulled it away.  “Hold on,” she said to her friend.  “I have to deal with something really quick.”  Then she turned to me. “I already called,” she said. “They’re sending an ambulance for you…though I doubt your dick will ever work right again.” She smiled.  “I told 911 that you hurt yourself jacking off.” 
 
    I saw red lights flashing against the living room window; outside the sun was setting.  I ambled drunkenly towards the front door.  As I shuffled out on the porch a pair of EMTs were approaching the house with a stretcher.  They met me in the yard.  “Just lay down here, son,” said one of the men, placing the gurney on the ground.” We’ll get you to the hospital right away.” 
 
    I collapsed onto the stretcher.  “Thank you, thank you,” I sobbed as the men carried me away. 
 
    “Don’t thank us yet, son,” said one of the men as they lifted me into the ambulance.  Then the two of them laughed. 
 
    “What do you mean?” I said, eyeing him suspiciously. But the other man jabbed a needle into my leg. I felt a rush through my body, then all was black. 
 
    When I woke up, I was lying in a hospital bed.  My stomach was churning, but the agony in my genitals had subsided to a dull, constant throb. My throat was dry and swollen, and I felt a pounding sensation between my temples.  “Where…where am I?” I said to no one in particular, my vision fading in and out of focus. 
 
    I pushed the nurse’s call button beside the bed.  Moments later a beefy woman in smocks entered the room.  She was well over six feet tall and had shoulders like a linebacker. She scowled as soon as she saw me. “Yeah?” she said. “What do you want?” 
 
    “To know what the hell is going on,” I said. 
 
    She looked over my chart, which hung from a clip at the foot of the bed.  “It says here that you were admitted last night with a severe penile fracture,” she said.  “Dr. Butcher operated on you – “ 
 
    “Woah!” I shouted.  “Wait a minute! I was operated on by a guy named ‘Butcher?’” 
 
    She gave me a quick, grim smile. “Yes,” she said.  “Dr. Butcher.  She’s a urological surgeon.” She put my clip back in its place.  “I don’t know what kind of perverted act you were doing to yourself, young man,” she said, a stone-cold look on her face.  “But you’re facing a long, hard road to recovery.”  Then her face lightened.  “At least you have a family member who cares about you,” she said.  “A wonderful young lady.” 
 
    “Who?” I said, though I already knew the answer. 
 
    “Your stepsister, Carol,” said the nurse.  “She was here last night and again this morning.   You have upset her and her mom terribly with your…. activities.” 
 
    “What the fuck?” I shouted at the woman.  “Carol is the crazy bitch who did this to me!” I pointed at my heavily bandaged crotch, then winced as a jolt of pain shot through my balls.  “How bad is it anyway?” 
 
    “As I told you,” said the nurse.  “You are facing a long, painful recovery.  You will probably never be sexually functional again.”  A thin smile crept across her face as she said those words.  I felt the blood drain from my face. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” I said, “looking down at my midsection. 
 
    “As I told you,” said the nurse, “you have a painful journey ahead.” 
 
    I shook my head.  “I want to talk to the cops,” I said.  “I’m not letting that cunt get away with this!” 
 
    “I will see what I can do,” said the nurse.  Then she left the room. I called to her to wait, but she ignored me. 
 
    I lay back on the bed, trying to relax.  This is nuts, I thought.  Carol and her mom are out of their minds.  What will happen to dad?  To me?   Dread filled my mind as I lay there in a cold sweat, wondering what fresh horrors the future held. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    I stared at the wall for what seemed like hours.  Then I felt the first faint urges to pee.  I looked at the bandages covering my crotch, wondering how I was supposed to piss.  I tried pressing the nurse’s call buzzer, but no one showed up.  Then I noticed the restroom in the corner.   
 
    I tried to stand up, but even the tiniest motion was torture.  I tried to ignore my bladder, but as time went on the need to urinate became overpowering.  Tensing my muscles against the pain to come, I forced myself to sit up.   
 
    “Oh, shit!” I screamed as a spasm of pain radiated out of my broken cock.  But I grimaced and put my feet on the floor. Then I began the seemingly endless journey to the toilet, one agonizing step at a time.  Sweat rolled down my face, along my body, and under the bandaging. The salty liquid must have found its way into the stitching underneath, because I felt the flesh down there begin to burn, as if someone were pouring rubbing alcohol into an open wound. 
 
    The door to the bathroom was inches away when I felt my head spin.  I staggered, my knees buckled, and I almost collapsed to the floor.  But I stopped myself just in time, crossing the final few feet to the restroom. “Yes!” I shouted.  I grasped the knob and tried to turn it. 
 
    The door was locked. 
 
    “God damn it!” I screamed as I shook and pounded at the door.  But it stayed shut.  I kicked it with my bare foot.  As I did, I lost my balance.  This time nothing saved me from colliding with the cold, hard floor.  I landed on my stomach, which also means I fell crotch-forward.  My mangled penis came between the hard tile and my 150 pound body. 
 
    There are no words for the pain I felt next.  At some point my bladder released its liquid, which seeped out of my mangled man-parts and oozed onto the floor.  I lay there in a pool of my own piss, crying and choking.   
 
    “Fuck you, Carol!” I screamed.  “I’ll get you, bitch!”  My empty threats reverberated against the walls of the tiny room, bouncing back into my ears and making my head clang.   
 
    “Oh my god!” said the voice of the person who appeared at the hallway door.  “Brad!  You poor dear; what happened?”  The voice pierced the fog of pain that shrouded my senses; it was Carol’s. 
 
    A moment later I felt two pairs of hands lift me from the floor.  I glanced around me; it was my stepsister and the nurse I had met earlier.  They dragged me to the cot and dumped me on it like a sack of potatoes. 
 
    “Please,” I said, looking up at the two women.  “Give me something for the pain; I can’t take it; please!”  I bawled like a baby as the words poured from my mouth. 
 
    “I’ll get a hypo,” said the nurse, exiting the room and leaving me alone with Carol.  She pulled up a chair and sat beside me, placing a hand on my shoulder.  I was curled up in a ball and sobbing.   
 
    “It doesn’t have to be this way, Brad,” she said, her tone surprisingly soft and comforting.  “Just let it go.  That’s all you have to do, sweetie; just let it go.” 
 
    “Let go of what, you insane bitch?” I spat the words at her through clenched teeth. 
 
    “Why, hope, of course, silly!” she said, a psychotic smile plastered on her face.   
 
    A second later the nurse returned with a giant needle.  Sher jabbed it into my right ass cheek, and I felt my body turn numb.  Oh, thank god, I thought.  Relief; sweet, sweet relief… 
 
    But as the meds took hold, I realized that the pain was as intense as ever.  The only difference was that I lost the ability to move.  My limbs, fingers, even my face muscles became unresponsive.  I tried to cry out, but my mouth was frozen in place. 
 
    “There, there,” the nurse said.  “That will fix him right up!” She looked at Carol.  “I’ll leave you with your poor, pathetic brother,” she said.  “Perhaps you can comfort him.” 
 
    “I’ll make sure he gets what he has coming,” said Carol. “Thanks so much for your help, nurse.” 
 
    “My pleasure,” said the other woman.  Then she vanished through the doorway and into the hall. 
 
    “I know you can’t talk now, Brad,” said my demented stepsister.  “My nice friend in the hospital lab switched medicines.  You were injected with a paralyzing compound, not a pain killer.” 
 
    I tried to scream, to move, to at least curse my tormentor.  But all I could do was blink.  She patted my leg.  “It sucks for you, I know.  But I don’t care.” 
 
    Reaching into her handbag, she removed a small burlap bag with a hole cut in the center.  “Now let’s put this over your head,” she said.  “Don’t worry; you’ll be able to breathe just fine.  I’m not that cruel, you know.  Must keep you alive – for now, at least.” 
 
    I felt the rough material braise against my skin as she slipped the hood over me.  She tightened the drawstring around my neck but left enough slack for me to force air in and out of my lungs.  My mind swirled with fear, but my body stayed limp. 
 
    Silence fell over the room for a while.  I stared out into the blackness created by the sack, wondering what torture I would endure next.  Then I heard footsteps enter the room.  “Is it time?’ I heard a man’s voice say. 
 
    “Yes indeed,” said Carol.  “You brought the money?” 
 
    “Yes,” the male voice said.  “But two bucks seems awful cheap.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” she responded.  “He’s a cheap whore, so I charge accordingly.” 
 
    I heard some vague noises like a hand shuffling through some bills.  Then someone with a powerful grip grabbed my hips, flipped me over onto my belly, and dragged my feet forward.  I felt my helpless feet hit the floor. 
 
    Then the sensation of thick, rough hands on my ass sent a fresh wave of terror through my mind. I struggled to move, but my body simply wouldn’t work.  The utter hopelessness of my situation began obvious, and my mind went into some dark, dismal place as I surrendered to despair. 
 
    A finger forced its way up my sphincter.  Then it was pulled out, replaced a moment later by the unseen man’s giant organ.  I had never been fucked by a guy before; I was straight, after all.  But his massive man-pole stretched my anal muscles to the breaking point and beyond; I had enough sensation left down there to know that I was bleeding.  I felt his rhythmic pounding as his cock slid in and out of me.  He was strong, whoever he was; his hips bounced me around like a jackhammer as he had his way with me.  He said nothing, just grunted with animal lust as he worked his way to climax. 
 
    I felt Carol’s lips against my left ear through the hood.  “There is no hope for you, Brad honey; none at all.”  I wept silently as the violation went on and on and on, knowing that she spoke the truth. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    I must have passed out at some point during the abuse, because I remember nothing after hearing Carol’s words.  The next thing I knew I opened my eyes and was in a different hospital room.  A nurse was standing over me.  “Welcome back to the world, sleepyhead!” she said.  “We were worried about you!” 
 
    I tried to talk, but my mouth felt like it was filled with cotton.  I nodded and made gurgling sounds. 
 
    “Don’t try to talk, honey,” said the nurse, her brow knitted in a look of concern.  “You’re a very troubled young lady.  But we’re going to see that you get better.” She brushed my cheek with her fingers.  I tried to push her hands away, only to realize that my wrists were locked to my sides.   
 
    “What the hell is this?” I said, trying to squirm out of the restraints.  A thick leather belt ran around my waist.  As for my hands, they were locked into steel manacles bolted to the bed.  I felt the edged metal dig into my flesh as I fought in vain to free myself. 
 
    “That will be quite enough!” said the stern voice from a corner of the room.  I twisted my head around, straining to see who had spoken.  Sitting in a chair about 10 feet away was a woman.  She had blond, almost pure-white hair that was pulled away from her features and held in place with a barrette.  Silver framed glasses sat neatly perched on the edge of her slightly upturned nose.   
 
    She wore a red silk blouse fastened at the top with a pearl broach, a gray skirt, and black shoes.  Her legs were clad in black stockings and neatly crossed.  A notepad sat on her lap.  Despite my confusion and fear, I couldn’t help but notice that she had striking features.  I judged her to be maybe 55-60, but very shapely and obviously very healthy. 
 
    “Who...who are you?” I said, fighting away the last of the cobwebs that clung to the corners of my mind. 
 
    “My name is Dr. Heigl,” she said in crisp, commanding tones; her voice had a slight German accent.  “I am a clinical psychologist who specializes in the treatment of gender denial and gender acceptance disorders.”  She removed her glasses, folded them carefully, and set them on the table to her side.  “I am here to help you accept your feminine identity, Christine.” 
 
    My mouth dropped open; the woman’s words hit me like a baseball bat.  I stared at her in silence, while she returned my gaze with a cold, steely look of her own.  “Lady,” I said when I regained the ability to speak, “I have no fucking idea what the hell you are talking about.  I’m a 20 year old guy named Brad Taylor.  I’m straight.  I have never had the slightest desire to be a girl.”  I smirked.  “You’ve been reading too much psychology bullshit in some weird liberal journal somewhere.”  Once more I tried to break my bonds; I succeeded in shaking the bed a bit but remained firmly held down. 
 
    Dr. Heigl focused her gaze on me as she stood, smoothed her skirt, and walked over to me.  Then her hard features broke into a look of condescending pity.  “It’s so very sad that you were raised in a male-dominated, homophobic culture,” she said in a quiet voice.  “No wonder you are so filled with self-hatred.”   
 
    Dr. Heigl placed her hand on my arm.  Her fingers seemed to radiate some special power that forced me to be quiet as she continued.  “Sweetie,” she said, “We had a long talk with your dear sister-in-law, Carol.  She told us how you confessed to her your gay urges, how you admitted dressing in her panties and bra.”  She paused for a moment, letting her words sink in.   
 
    “She caught you masturbating in those things.  When she saw you, you went mad, attacked your own genitals, trying to tear them from your body.  You shouted something about wanting a vagina and a boyfriend.” 
 
    “That’s bullshit!” I screamed, lunging upwards.  Every muscle in my body struggled against the straps and cuffs that held me tight.   “Help!” I shouted.  “Someone help!  Please!  This is crazy!”  
 
    I screamed and struggled for several minutes but remained firmly bound.  In the end, my throat hoarse from shouting and my muscles exhausted, I stopped fighting and just lay there, tears running down my face.  And the whole time Dr. Heigl stood next to me silent and stone-faced. 
 
    “Are you done yet, Christine?” she said when I finally grew quiet. 
 
    I said nothing, just nodded. 
 
    “As I was explaining before,” she said, “your sister-in-law Carol shared with use your struggles to rid yourself of your transgender identity.  She explained how you abused your rectum the other day, tearing and clawing at it with your fingers.  Do you know you could have bled to death?  And you would have no one to blame but yourself.” 
 
    “Lady,” I said, blinking the tears from my eyes as I tried to remain calm, “I was raped by some SOB she brought into the room.  He fucked me while she watched.  Please; you’ve gotta believe me.  She’s crazy!  Her mom ruined my dad and now Carol is doing the same thing to me.” 
 
    Dr. Heigl shook her head.  “Christine,” she said, “you’re a very sick young lady.  But don’t worry.  We’re going to help you come to terms with your issues.”  She touched me on the shoulder.  “Once you admit that you’re really a woman inside, all these delusions will disappear.  Meanwhile,” she said, holding up a clear plastic tube that ran into the mass of bandages around my groin, “we’ve taken care of your urinary dilemma.  Dr. Butcher sewed the other end of this tubing into your bladder; it attaches to a bag underneath your bed.”   
 
    Then she reached over and kissed me on the forehead.  “Just go along with us, honey,” she said.  “We only want what’s best for you.  In the meantime, Nurse Chopper will be by in a few minutes with your dinner.”  She gave me a warm smile that formed an odd contrast with her cold, narrow eyes, then turned and left me alone.   
 
    I stared up at the fluorescent light fixture in the ceiling; a fly walked across its surface. Beneath the silence of the room I heard a dim buzzing noise, probably from a distant medical instrument.  I stayed quiet, trying to gather my thoughts.  I’ve got to escape, I told myself.  Get away from this nutty place and these bat-shit crazy people.   
 
    Heigl said that the nurse would be by soon to feed me.  Good enough; that was when I would make my move. I was going to get free.  And, when I found the evil cunt that put me through this torment, I would make her regret the day she laid eyes on me.  My revenge was going to be sweet indeed. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    Nurse Chopper lived up to her name.  She was short and wide, with whiskers on her chin and enough hair on her upper lip to form a handlebar mustache.  She had dark, squeaky eyes buried under layers of fat that engulfed her face.  Her mouth had drool oozing from it, and her breath smelled like a slaughterhouse.  I had to fight the urge to look away in disgust.   
 
    She fed me one tiny spoonful at a time from a small, silver plate on a rolling tray.  The food was some kind of greenish-brown paste that tasted vaguely like vegetables.  I was still held fast by the bonds, so all I could do was raise my head and open my mouth.  
 
    “Good girl,” she said as I calmly and obediently took each bite from the spoon in her hand.  “This will help you to recover from your recent madness.”   
 
    As I ate, I wondered if they had drugged the food.  Just a chance I will have to take, I thought, if this is going to work.  
 
    “Nurse,” I said, in my sweetest tone, “is there any way you could let me out of these bonds?  I feel like they’re cutting me in two.” 
 
    Chopper gave me a look that would put the fear of God in Satan himself.  “I think we both know that would be a bad idea,” she said.  “You haven’t been the most cooperative patient we have ever had.”  She scooped up another spoonful of the flavorless mush I was eating.  “Just finish your supper and I will give you a nice sponge bath.”  She shoved the spoon in my mouth.  I swallowed.  Just act docile, I thought.  Win her trust… 
 
    The feeding was taking forever, so I waited a couple of minutes before trying again.  “Please, nurse,” I said, “I promise to behave!”  I gave her a sad puppy-eyed look, the one I had mastered years ago as a small child.  “I just want to sit up.  Pretty please?” 
 
    Chopper set down the spoon and gave me a long, hard look.  Come on, you stupid cow, I thought.  Take the bait.  She started to speak, stopped for a second, and then said, “You promise you’ll behave, Christine?” 
 
    “Absolutely, mam!” I said, putting on the charm as best I could.  “You’ll have no trouble from me, I swear!” 
 
    She rolled her eyes and smirked.  “I have a feeling I’ll regret this,” she said, reaching for her key set. “But I’ll give you a chance.”   
 
    Yes! I thought.  You’re going to regret this, bitch. 
 
    I watched her unbuckle the leather strap.  As she did, I shook my hips, restoring circulation to my waist.  Then, with bated breath, I watched her slip the key into the cuff that held my right wrist.  She began to turn it.   
 
    Then she stopped. 
 
    “I’m not sure I should do this, Christine,” she said. 
 
    I bit my lip, fighting the urge to scream obscenities at her.  Summoning my willpower, I pushed the anger down deep inside and plastered a phony grin on my face.  “Please, nurse,” I begged, “I will be a good girl!”  I winced as I applied the feminine noun to myself; but, if I was to be free, I would have to play their game for the time being. 
 
    Chopper looked at the key in her hand, turning it over and over as she fought to decide.  Then, with a shrug of her shoulder, she said, “I’m sure it will be fine.”  She unleashed my right hand, then walked around the table, freeing my other.  I flexed my arms and stretched.  “Oh, Nurse Chopper,” I said.  “That feels SOOO good!” 
 
    “I’m glad to hear it,” she said.  “Now finish your dinner.  I have other patients to tend.” 
 
    “Gladly,” I said, taking the spoon in hand.  She glanced away for a second, which was all the time I needed.  I swung the utensil sideways, stabbing her in the temple as hard as I could.  Chopper started to scream, but my other hand locked onto her throat.  I squeezed.  She tried to fight, but I had ahold of her windpipe.  I got to my feet, using my greater height to force her to her knees. 
 
     Her eyes turned fierce as she glared at me, punching at my arms and my head.  She was strong; one blow landed with a thud, and for a moment my grip loosened.  But my mind cleared and I kept throttling her.  She spit on me, made a gurgling noise, and then, at last, she turned blue and fell to the floor, looking up at the ceiling with vacant, glassy eyes. 
 
    Fuck, I killed the bitch! I thought.  But I didn’t wait around to check my theory.  I ran out of the room and into the hallway beyond.  My eyes darted around as I took in my surroundings.  For a hospital, the place was strangely empty.  There were other rooms, but no patients in them.   
 
    I saw an exit sign and ran towards it.  There was a giant metal door in my way with a tiny glass window that opened to the outside.  Sunlight poured through the pane.  I threw myself against the metal handle that opened it.  I feared that it would be locked, but, to my relief, it swung open with ease. 
 
    I bolted through the entry to the outside world.  Just as I did, I heard the alarm go off.  “Alert!  Alert!” said a mechanized voice over a loudspeaker.  “Test subject has escaped.  Security units apprehend at all costs!”  
 
    In my haste I still found time to ponder the sheer weirdness of this whole thing.  What kind of place is this? I thought.  Can’t be a normal hospital.  But I didn’t stop to investigate.  Instead I ran like Hell, terror giving me speed I didn’t know I had. 
 
    Ahead was a dense patch of forest, but I figured that I was somewhere close to town.  If I put enough distance between me and the lunatics who were after me, I could make it to safety, maybe find a police station… 
 
    “Stop!” shouted the voice behind me.  “Christine!  Stop right there, young lady!” 
 
    I didn’t turn to look back at whoever was in pursuit.  Instead I poured on the speed.  My bare feet struck rocks, thorns, branches.  The flesh opened up and began to bleed.  I didn’t care; I had to get away! 
 
    I saw a clearing just beyond a pair of trees. I made for it.  I heard multiple footsteps just behind me. “Almost got you, Christine!” said a voice.  It was so close that I could feel the speaker’s breath on my neck.  I felt a hand start to snake around my arm.  From somewhere I found the energy to run faster, and I left the person in my dust as I made for the clear spot. 
 
    Success!  I leapt past the trees.  My vision was blurry from the rush of adrenalin in my veins.  My ears roared with blood pumping through my skull.  I bolted towards what looked like the top of a hill.   
 
    Then I stopped myself just in time to avoid going off a cliff.  I teetered on the edge of a chasm, almost tumbled forward, but dropped to the ground to arrest my momentum.   
 
    I looked at what was beyond the cliff.  My mouth fell open.  My mind screamed with the impossibility of what my eyes were telling me.  My heart clutched in my chest. 
 
    I was staring down a long, straight bluff.  The ocean crashed against distant rocks far below.   
 
    This can’t be,” I said, staring at the restless sea that stretched to the horizon.  “I’m in Dayton, Ohio.  There’s no ocean for hundreds of miles.” 
 
    “Guess again, Christine,” said the person behind me.  I spun around.  There, regarding me with her usual insane stare, was my stepsister Carol.  A huge blond woman in a black uniform stood beside her, her hook-like hand resting on a holstered pistol.   
 
    I glanced at the endless blue sea behind me, then back at Carol.  I tried to talk, but fear and bewilderment had stolen my tongue.  I could only gawk at her, like a trapped animal too dumb to comprehend that it’s doomed. 
 
    “You’re on an island in the South Pacific,” said Carol.  “It’s a…well, let’s call it a clinic for poor souls like yourself, victims of their inferior gender.” 
 
    I shook my head, unable to accept what she was telling me.  “That…that’s impossible,” I stammered.  “It…it can’t be.” 
 
    “Oh, but it is true, my dear, sweet, stepbrother,” she said.  “You have been here for over a month.  We kept you sedated most of the time and fed you intravenously.  Rescuing a body from the curse of masculinity takes time, even with our advanced surgical methods.” 
 
    Anger overcame my fear, giving me the ability to speak.  “Carol,” I said, my voice going low and dark, “you’re a sick, crazy bitch, and I am going to rip off your head and shit down your neck.” I looked down at my body, which bore all the signs of my male gender: tight abs, lean muscles, and, underneath the bandages which were still in place, my penis.  “I am a MAN, you psychotic freak,” I said.  “You can’t change that.  Nobody can change that.” 
 
    Carol and the hulking guard looked at each other, smiled, then looked back at me.  “Prove it, sweet Christine,” said Carol.”  She nodded at the bandages covering my waist.  “Show us your big, brave manhood.” 
 
    “Yes, tough guy,” said the tow-headed guard, chuckling as she spoke.  “Show us your manliness.” 
 
    I think that a deep, distant corner of my brain knew what they were hinting at, which is why my hands froze.  But by sheer force of will I made my fingers move.  I ripped away the layers of bandages and gauze and looked at what I expected to be my genitals.   
 
    But, instead of a penis, instead of a scrotum, there was smooth flesh, marred only by the faintest hint of surgical scars.  The plastic piss-tube ran out from between my legs and reached to my knees.  It dangled in the warm Pacific breeze. 
 
    “Gotta admit, our doctors do fine work,” said Carol.  “We were going to give you a vagina, but the damage to your private parts was too severe, I’m afraid.”   
 
    I stared at her, too deep in shock to do anything more than listen. 
 
    “So now,” said Carol, walking up to me and lifting my drooping chin to look in my eyes, “you have to go through life as a eunuch – no dick, no balls, no pussy, and sure as Hell no orgasms.  Just a tube to piss from and an ass for gay men to fuck,” she said, her features contorting into a scowl that gave her face a demonic gleam.   
 
    Despair flooded my mind.  I fell to my knees and wailed, while Carol, my demented, ultra-dominant stepsister, looked down on me and laughed long and hard. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
    “Lie down here, Christine,” said the surgeon.  “Today you get your new boobs!” 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” I said in my best girly voice, doing as she said.  I felt the cold metal against my soft, delicate skin as I stretched out on the table. 
 
    “What a good eunuch you are!” said the doctor, touching my cheek and giving me a big smile.  “You will fetch a nice price at the auction!” 
 
    “I certainly hope so,” I said, batting my eyes and looking up at the pink ceiling above.  “I certainly hope the man who buys me has a nice cock.  I can’t wait to please him!” 
 
    “Well, we will see,” said the surgeon, locking my restraints in place.  “One thing is for sure, though,” she said, brushing her fingers against my mouth,” we managed to give you world-class blowjob lips!  They’re very attractive on you.” 
 
    “Thank you, mistress,” I said, blushing at the compliment.  “I have tried to be a good sissy ever since dear Carol found me in the jungle.” I dropped my eyes in shame.  “I was so confused in those days.  Thank goodness she helped me to see the truth!” 
 
    “Carol is certainly one-of-a-kind,” said the doctor, her face beaming as she looked at my freshly feminized body.  Though my chest was still flat like a boy’s, the hormones had turned my skin soft and supple, which made my satin panties and silken stockings feel so good.   
 
    The surgeon reached for the hypo on the tray at her side.  “I’m going to anesthetize you now, dear,” she said.  “When you wake up, you will have gorgeous new breasts, the kind every man-hungry bimbo slut like you craves.  Won’t that be wonderful?” 
 
    “Oh, I just can’t wait!” I said, squealing like a young teen.  “I hope my new owner fondles them before he fucks my queer little ass!” 
 
    “Don’t worry, honey, I’m sure he will.”  The doctor was about to inject me when a nurse entered the room, pushing a gurney in front of her.  Lying on it was another half-feminized sissy.  She had long, curly golden hair, and she stared into space with a blank, mindlessly content expression.  She looked oddly familiar. 
 
    “Good news, Christine,” said the surgeon.  “You’re going to have company.  We’re doing both your procedures at the same time.  Say hello to Sheila.” 
 
    “Hello, Sheila,” I said as they rolled the gurney into place beside my operating table.   
 
    “Hello, Christine,” she said, looking at me.  With her face so close to mine I remembered who she was.  My mind cleared, and for a moment I was Brad Taylor again.  “Oh…oh, god,” I said, staring at the person next to me.”  Dad…dad, it’s you…” 
 
    The words passed in one of my father’s ears and out the other.  They had done a better job of brainwashing him than they had on me.  There was no trace of a man left in him at all.   
 
    “I’m not your dad, silly,” he said.  “I’m your mom, Sheila.  You’re such a pretty daughter!”  Then he forgot I even existed as he turned his head and looked up.  “I can’t wait to have my new breasts.  I’m a lucky girl!” 
 
    Those words quenched the last spark of hope in my soul.  Sighing, I surrendered myself completely to Carol’s domination.  In that moment the man I once was died forever.  The doctor injected me with the anesthetic as darkness swallowed me whole. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Total Humiliation: A Feminized Bimbo Sissy Tells Her Story 
 
    by 
 
    Mistress Victoria 
 
      
 
    Here’s a bit of hard-core forced feminization to get you really worked up! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I earned rare praise from my wife this weekend – not for taking out the garbage or plunging the toilet but for staying quiet while her boyfriend pissed on me. After he drenched my face and body with his golden shower, my spouse made love to him while I watched.  When he had fucked her for the fifth time, I thanked him for giving her what I could never provide: the experience of being with a real man.  The whole day was one of the most fulfilling of my life. 
 
    As you can tell, I’m pretty pathetic.  I have been an ultra-submissive crossdresser all my adult life, ever since losing my anal virginity to my college roommate.  After cumming inside of me, he beat my ass with his belt until I was reduced to tears.  Then I sucked his ample cock until he ejaculated in my mouth.  We remain friends till this day. 
 
    I started wearing women’s clothes at the insistence of my first serious girlfriend, an abusive and controlling woman named Dominique.  She is now my wife; we have enjoyed 10 years of wedded bliss.  She is the ideal partner for a pseudo-man like me. 
 
    My wife is a business executive who has never wanted a family.  She works 60-70 hours a week and travels much of the year.  Sometimes she calls me from her hotel room to tell me about the men she just slept with.  I enjoy knowing that her sexual needs are fulfilled.   
 
    As for me, I clean the house, cook her meals, and occasionally service a gay male client of hers.  I dress as a woman 24/7 and have not had an orgasm in five years.  My organ is pretty useless anyway.  Female hormone shots, along with vicious cock and ball torture, long ago destroyed my ability to have an erection.   
 
    I would tell you my name, but Dominique says I no longer have one.  She refers to me as “that thing” or “that tool.” 
 
    Once a month or so, when my wife is home for a weekend, I dress in my maid outfit and she sends me to her friend’s homes for housecleaning duties.  In between locations she blindfolds me.  I lay face down in her van with a dildo in my ass.  The local cops know all about the situation. Sometimes they peek in the van and laugh at me. 
 
    Dominique lets me have a small portion of the money she receives for my services, which I use to purchase diet foods and makeup.  She buys my clothes and other items; she selects them from a variety of ladies catalogs. 
 
    I am always under my spouse’s control, even when I sleep.  She tethers me to the wall of my tiny bedroom and plays feminization tapes all night long.  I dream of trying on girly things and of pleasing men.  Sometimes I wake to find that my sperm has leaked onto the mattress.  When this happens, I try to clean up the mess as quickly as possible.  If Dominique sees it, then she beats my balls with coat hanger wire until her arm aches. 
 
    Recently my wife allowed me to have a playmate; a feminized husband who is owned by one of her best customers.  The two of us spent the afternoon shaving each other’s legs, applying makeup, and comparing outfits.  Unlike me, my playmate can still get hard.  So I sucked him off while his wife and Dominique watched.  They told me I was a good sissy for swallowing every drop of the other man’s cum. I blushed and curtsied in gratitude for their praise. 
 
    The hormones my wife injects into me have made my body smooth and soft.  I shave it daily.  My boobs have grown to a firm B cup.  Dominique pays for a stylist to come to our home and do my hair; she keeps it ultra-blond and lets it grow about halfway down my back.  I look like one of those actresses you see in cheap horror flicks – a woman prized more for her empty head and big chest than for her inane talk. 
 
    A few days ago, Dominique told me that she wants to take my feminization to the next level.  She says that soon I will be drugged and shipped to a foreign country, where doctors will remove my shriveled genitals and give me breast implants.  They will give me collagen injections and other treatments as well, so I will have full, stripper-style lips and a thick bubble butt.  I will then be a fully transgendered woman.  I can’t wait for these changes to my body! 
 
    However, I fear that, once all traces of my so-called manhood are removed, she will sell me.  I know of an online bidding site where sissies are auctioned for use as domestic help and low-status prostitutes.  One Arab sheik reportedly have dozens of feminized former males in his harem.  The slaves give his “real” wives manicures, massages, and baths, and they are on call 24/7.  Every once in a great while the sheik uses one of his sissies for sex, though of course only he is permitted to orgasm, just like it should be. 
 
    I want to be ready for the degradation and abuse I will experience, should Dominique sell me.  So I have asked her and her lover to use me as a human toilet.  They have been happy to oblige.  After relieving themselves on me they pleasure each other. 
 
    Dominique has hired a professional hypnotist to meet with me twice-weekly.  The woman is reworking my brain so that I become more of a bimbo and a sissy.  I stumble around many days in a ditzy fog, thinking only of men and makeovers.  Sometimes I even forget to tend to my housekeeping duties.  When that happens, my wife hangs me from hooks in the ceiling and flogs me till I pass out.  I know that I deserve the punishment, but sometimes it takes weeks for my bruises to heal. 
 
    All in all, though, I am quite happy in my role as Dominique’s property.  I hope she will keep me for many years to come.  But, should she decide to sell me, I will be a good sissy for my next owner.  Who knows?  Maybe it will be you! 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    How I Feminized my Son-in-Law: A Dominant Woman Speaks Her Mind 
 
    By 
 
    Mistress Victoria 
 
      
 
    Never mess with a dominant mother-in-law! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I’m not only a bitch, I’m the bitch from Hell.  That quality, along with my expensive tastes, has earned me a fierce reputation among New York’s socialites.  But I’m also cunning and extraordinary beautiful, two qualities that work in my favor.  Like a spider spinning a web, I take my time crafting the perfect trap for my prey.  Then, when he stumbles into its silken embrace, I strike without warning or mercy.   
 
    I have a daughter, a stunning 25-year-old blond named Gwyneth.  I have taught her to be exactly like me.  She has learned her lessons well; I could not be more proud of my offspring or her achievements.  During her brief career as a ball busting shrew she has captured three very wealthy men, drained them of their fortunes, and left them behind to nurse their emotional wounds. 
 
    She’s also a smart investor, which is how she and I enjoy our lavish lifestyle.  Still, money doesn’t provide the same satisfaction as does the sheer joy of dominating men.  So two years ago she went on the hunt once more, with me by her side of course.  But let me start at the beginning… 
 
    It was June 2013.  Gwyneth and I were having brunch at an exclusive bistro on the upper west side.  While we sipped our coffee, we noticed that a man sitting across the room kept stealing glances in our direction.   
 
    Whispering to each other, we compared notes on this hapless male whose attention we had captured.  Gwyneth sized up his clothes and the expensive watch on his wrist, judging him to be at least moderately wealthy.  I noted his slight paunch and the dull-witted look in his eyes and realized he was a trust fund brat with delusions of being a self-made man – in other words, the perfect victim for two women like ourselves. 
 
    We watched as he stood and walked our way, buttoning his jacket and smoothing his hair as he did so.  “Hello, ladies,” he said, taking a seat without being invited first.   
 
    “Well, well, well,” said Gwyneth, smiling as she gave me a coy look.  “Look, mother; we’ve caught the eye of a virile young buck.  Isn’t this our lucky day!”  I had to cover my mouth for a moment to hide the sarcastic smirk that crossed my face; my daughter certainly has a sense of humor!   
 
    The specimen of pseudo-manhood that sat across from us was ordinary-looking at best, with thinning brown hair and A blank, ape-like expression.  Still, I played along.  “You’re right, my dear,” I said as I nibbled at a cookie.  “What did we do to deserve this?” 
 
    Our prey was so cocky that our obvious cynicism went straight over his head.  He launched into a long-winded discussion about himself.  We found out that his name was John Morgan, that he came from money, and that his father had set him up in business right after college, virtually assuring his success.  With both parents now dead and no siblings, he was in an enviable financial position, and he made sure we knew it. 
 
    I won’t bore you with the details of John’s pathetic efforts at self-promotion.  Suffice it to say that, by the end of our exchange, Gwyneth had agreed to meet him for dinner the following evening.  That night we met at my townhome to lay out our plans for her new suitor. 
 
    “He bores me,” I told her.  “I say make quick work of him.  Capture his heart, empty his accounts, and move on to fresh game.”  I said this with a glow in my eyes and a wide smile on my face. 
 
    “That was my first thought as well, mother,” Gwyneth said, taking a moment to sip her wine.  “But there’s something different about this one.  Did you notice how soft his features are, how they’re almost female-like?  And, despite his belly fat, he has a slight frame and small hands.  He might be a good candidate – “ 
 
    “For feminization!”  I blurted out.  “My dear, you’re a genius!”   
 
    Didn’t I tell you my daughter is smart? 
 
    That began our campaign to turn John into a feminized sissy.  It started with Gwyneth keeping him perpetually on the edge of sexual gratification.  She allowed him to touch her breasts and run his hand between her luscious thighs.  But she stopped his forays towards her vagina with a firm, “no!” and a slap across the face.  He of course loved this treatment, though he pretended otherwise.  So he kept the relationship going. 
 
    In the meantime Gwyneth was gathering information about his physical proportions.  I used this feedback to acquire certain items: stockings that would flatter his legs, high heels in which he could walk, and of course bras and panties.  We decided that John’s new name would be Janice, that Janice would be a dumb blond, and that she would have breasts implants but keep her current genitals.  That would give us the fun of shrinking her cock and balls to microscopic dimensions.  
 
     It would also destroy Janice’s ability to enjoy sex or cum, which is always a huge plus when sissifying men.  Slaves must learn that pleasure is for women and real men, not feminized tools! 
 
    Weeks went by as Gwyneth tightened the proverbial noose around John’s neck.  Then, one night, she called me after midnight, breathless with excitement.  “Mother!” she said.  “You won’t believe this!” 
 
    “What, dear?” I said, already knowing what she would say. 
 
    “John cracked tonight!  He told me he has always dreamt of being a woman; that he wants to wear pretty things and feel a man’s cock inside of him!  He even showed me a secret stash of women’s undies her keeps in a hidden container!  It was amazing!” 
 
    “Excellent!” I said.  “And I assume that you recorded every word without his knowledge?” 
 
    Gwyneth’s laugh echoed through the phone receiver.  “Of course!” she said.  “We have him by the balls!  Now all we have to do is squeeze!”   
 
    At that moment I was prouder of my wonderful daughter than ever before! 
 
    The succeeding events occurred in a rushed frenzy.  That Saturday night John and Gwyneth came to my home at 6 PM.  We had a short dinner during which we made small talk.  Then I dismissed the servants for the evening and we gathered together in the “parlor,” a room I reserve for special activities. 
 
    John sat in a chair, his head buried in his hands, his body shivering slightly.  Gwyneth stood beside him, her arm draped across his trembling shoulders.  He was trying not to weep, but tears wet his girlish fingers.  The sight sent a tingle through my clit.  Seeing a man in pain is such an aphrodisiac! 
 
    “Go ahead, John,” Gwyneth said gently, nudging him.  “Tell mother what you told me earlier this week.  She won’t laugh, I promise.” 
 
    John looked up at me, his face pale.  “I-I told Gwyneth how I have always longed to experience life as a woman; how I want to shave all the nasty man-hair off my body.  And…” his voice trailed off. 
 
    I gave John my best fake smile, along with an accepting look I mastered many years ago.  “I understand,” I said, with all the fake kindness I could muster.  “Please continue, dear.” 
 
    “And I want men to fuck me!” He exclaimed.   
 
    I smiled and looked at my daughter.  “You were right to bring her to me, Gwyneth,” I said, purposely using the feminine pronoun.  Then I leaned forward and touched John on the arm.  “I think your longings are very sweet, my dear” I told him.  “And I’m delighted that you were brave enough to share them.  You see, both I and Gwyneth have always been attracted to submissive, feminine men.  Isn’t that right, honey?” I said, looking up at my daughter. 
 
    For a moment I thought she would burst out laughing at the sheer absurdity of my words.  But, like the professional huntress she is, she simply nodded. 
 
    John fell for our act, hook, line, and sinker.  Men are such simple, stupid creatures! 
 
    “Tell you what, dearie,” I said, touching John’s knee.  “Why don’t we explore your feminine side tonight, here in the privacy of my home?” 
 
    John’s face beamed.  “Really?” he said.  “You would do that?” 
 
    “It would be my pleasure!” I said.  “First let’s get you undressed.” 
 
    I thought John would hesitate at that point.  But, to my surprise, he stood and began unbuttoning his shirt. 
 
    “Mother, if you will excuse me for just a moment,” Gwyneth said, “I must visit the ladies room for just a minute.”  She looked at John.  “I’ll be right back, sweetie,” she said, giving him a peck on the cheek. 
 
    “Yes, dear,” he said, in a high, whiny voice that already sounded girly. 
 
    By the time Gwyneth returned from her quick trip I had John naked and seated.  My daughter and I massaged oils and creams into his legs, then ran a razor along them, daintily removing every bit of what John had called his “nasty man hair.”  Then we did the same to the rest of his body.  When we were through, his skin was as soft and supple as Gwyneth’s.   
 
    Then he lay back on the daybed as I slid pretty white stockings up his calves and thighs.  Gwyneth dressed him in a garter belt and hooked his new hosiery in place.  She made a point of touching his anal region several times, which sent his little cock twitching.   
 
    John eagerly slipped into a pair of satin peach-colored panties.  He nearly fainted with excitement when I showed him the bra I had in mind for him.  It had loads of lace and little pearls.  I saw his erection reach new heights through his panties.  The brassiere fit him perfectly, and Gwyneth stuffed tissues into the cups to give John a more feminine shape. 
 
    John’s skin took to makeup instantly.  We painted his in soft tones that would reinforce his new persona as a feminized sissy.  Then came the platinum blond wig I had ordered for him, along with a light blue top and white skirt that showed ample amounts of leg.   
 
    As a finishing touch I slid his feet into designer pumps.  John stumbled a bit at first, but soon he was prancing around the room like a streetwalker strutting her shift. 
 
    “You look amazing, Janice!”  I said. 
 
    “’Janice?’” said John, giving me a puzzled look. 
 
    “Yes,” I said.  “That’s your name from now one.  You are Janice, a crossdressing, sexually submissive sissy queer who will never have sex with a woman again.”  I nodded as I spoke. 
 
    “Wait a minute,” said John, his tone changing.  “I thought this was just a one-night thing!”  He looked at himself in the mirror, transfixed by his own beauty for a second before his crumbling manhood reasserted itself.  “I’m getting back into my regular clothes and leaving!” 
 
    “I wouldn’t do that, Janice,” said Gwyneth, a vicious grin crossing her face as her face turned cold as ice. 
 
    “Why the hell not?” said John, a tinge of fear in his tone. 
 
    “Because, my soon-to-be daughter-in-law,” I said, “Gwyneth recorded every word of your pathetic little confession the other night.”   
 
    I gave John’s face went pale as a sheet when he heard those words.  I gave him a moment to absorb what I had just said, then I continued.  “Plus,” I said, nodding towards the far wall, “my cameraman has been recording your transformation over the last hour or so.  I think you’ll like him.  At least you’d better, since he will soon be fucking you like a two-bit whore.” 
 
    “No way,” he muttered, reaching for his slacks. 
 
    “Darrell!” I shouted.  An instant later the man I had just summoned appeared in the room, emerging from a secret portal behind the wall.  At six feet eight inches tall he towered over John, an ebony god with rippling muscles, a lean, tight waist, and a cock large enough to make a stud horse hang its head in shame.  He was also unclothed except for a black leather loin cloth. 
 
    “You called, madam?” he said, eyeing John like a piece of meat as he did so. 
 
    “Kindly infirm Janice that what I just told her is true,” I said. 
 
    “It’s true, you little sissy fag,” Darrell said, glancing at our newly feminized prey.  “I just uploaded the video to the Net.  Soon everyone – your friends, business partners, employees – will know that you’re a crossdresser and a sissy.” 
 
    Then the three of us, me, Gwyneth, and Darrel, started laughing. 
 
    John collapsed in his chair, sobbing as he buried his face in his small, pinkish hands.   
 
    “Oh, don’t take it that way, Janice!” said Gwyneth, once more wrapping her arm across John’s shoulders.  “You know this is what you wanted!  Besides, mother and I have a special treat for you: you’re to be fucked by our friend Darrel in just a few minutes!  Won’t you enjoy having a real man reaming your gay ass?” 
 
    John looked up halfway and nodded.  “I suppose so,” he said, choking back tears. 
 
    The next hour or so were among the most fulfilling of my life.  Gwyneth and I were so aroused by the sound of Janice’s screams that we both climaxed purely from the sound!  Her tiny sphincter did all it could to accommodate Darrel’s giant shaft, as the huge cameraman pounded the newly minted sissy like a jackhammer.  I especially loved it when Janice shrieked, “no, no!  It’s too big!  It will spilt me in two!  Let me suck him instead, please!” 
 
    By the time Darrel orgasmed for the third time, John’s male ego had faded away and died, like a flickering candle flame starved of oxygen.  Soon afterward he and Gwyneth married and he signed his money and belongings over to her.  Combined with our existing funds, the haul was enough to keep her and me living in high style for decades to come.   
 
    As for Janice, we continued her training well beyond that first night.  She is now a brainwashed, cock-hungry, full-time sissy, with giant breasts and a ditzy mind that get easily confused.  Still, she serves us quite well as both unpaid domestic help and as a toy to please both Darrel and other selected gentleman.  In fact, she has never been as happy in her life as she has been since meeting the two of us.  I suppose that’s a good thing.   Now, if only all men could realize their proper role in life, the world would be a much better place! 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    How Lisa Lost her Manhood 
 
    By 
 
    Victoria Marlowe 
 
      
 
    This story takes forced feminization all the way to the cutting edge and beyond, as a sissy husband learns the price for trying to keep his manhood. Snip, snip! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “I think it’s time you became my eunuch.” 
 
    I had just finished serving my wife dinner when she dropped that comment on me.  I felt the blood run from my face as the words entered my mind. 
 
    “May this sissy ask why, Mistress?” I asked, making sure my voice sounded high and girly.   
 
    “You may,” my spouse said, then took a sip of wine from her glass, “but you needn’t do so.  I will tell you why, whether you want to know or not.” 
 
    I watched the crimson liquid swirl in her glass as she set it on the table.  My heart skipped a beat. 
 
    “Assume the position, Lisa,” my wife said, pointing to the floor.  I knew from long experience what she meant by that command.  I fell to my knees.  The hard, rough tile bruised my skin, but I knew better than to cry out.  Biting my lip, I endured the pain. 
 
    Silence fell over the room as Mistress admired her manicured fingernails and glanced around the house.  Tense seconds passed. 
 
    “I have three reasons for turning you into my eunuch,” my wife said at last.  “First, it will do you good.  With no testosterone poisoning your body, you will transition into a woman more easily.  Second, my current lover is very well-endowed.  Hence your organ is now officially useless.” 
 
    “Third,” said Mistress, an evil grin parting her lips as her face turned dark, “it will give me sadistic pleasurer at your expense.”  Despite myself, I let out a tiny, involuntary whimper as my wife’s eyes bored into mine.  She chuckled. 
 
    “Of course,” she continued after taking another drink of wine, “I will have to clear numerous legal hurdles first.  A doctor will examine you to ensure your body and mind can endure the process.  You will sign a notarized consent form.  And, last but not least, I will have to find a licensed clinic, one that ‘makes the cut,’ as it were.”  She struck the table with a karate chop.  I flinched. 
 
     “Everything must be legal and safe.” she said, standing.  “After all, I have thousands of your dollars invested in your sissy maid training.  I would hate for anything unfortunate to happen to you.” Once more she smiled as her cool gray eyes narrowed.  
 
    My mind raced as I tried to come up with a response.  “B-b-but Mistress!”  I blurted out.  “I don’t want to – that is, it wouldn’t be good – I mean…” 
 
    “WHAT?” she screamed, her features contorting into a mask of rage.  “Damn it, Lisa!  You know you are NEVER to use the word ‘I’ to refer to yourself!  The proper term is ‘this sissy’ or ‘this worm!’  I have told you over and over!” 
 
    I shook with terror as Mistress’ body quaked with rage.  “I’m sorry!  I’m sorry!” I cried out, dropping my head as I groveled in front of her.  “Please don’t discipline me!  I will never do it again!”  Tears ran down my smooth, baby-soft cheeks.   
 
    A moment later my world turned scarlet as she drenched me with the remnants of her wine glass.  “Look what you did!” Mistress screamed.  “I paid $200 for that silk top you’re wearing and now you’ve stained it! Clean it up!  And, if there’s a single spot left on that blouse after you’re done, then I will take the cleaning bill out of your pathetic little ass!”  Turning on her heels, she stormed out of the room.   
 
    I got to my feet and removed the top, exposing the bra that held my sissy breasts in its soft, lacy cups.   I spent the next three hours hand washing the blouse, trying to remove the wine stain without damaging the delicate fabric.  My fingers were nearly raw when I finished, but I was sure I had cleaned up the mess. 
 
    Hanging it to dry, I slipped into another shirt, a pink one that felt nice against my skin.  Mistress was reading a book when I entered the bedroom.  She looked up at me.   
 
    “Lisa, I have been thinking,” she said. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress?” I said, dropping my eyes to show my continued submission. 
 
    “I have decided to let you keep your miserable excuse for male genitals, provided – “she held her right index finger in the air – “provided you still feel the same way after this Saturday night.” 
 
    I felt a ray of hope break through the fog of despair that clung to me.  “May this worm ask what is going to happen this Saturday night?” I asked. 
 
    Once more Mistress kept quiet for a minute, torturing me with the silence.  She must have seen the fear in my face, because she look quite pleased with herself as she said, “My lover is coming over for some fun and games.”  I felt a cold shudder run through my body as she laughed long and hard. 
 
    That Saturday morning I rose early to ensure the house was spotless for Mistress and her guest.  Then I began making dinner for the two of them: filet mignon marinated in soy sauce with sautéed onions.  I also prepared Caesar salad, braised potatoes, and small chocolate pastries for dessert. I of course tasted none of these things.  I settled for canned soup and a bowl of water instead, as Mistress ordered.   
 
    My wife’s lover arrived that night at 7 p.m.  I had never met him before, so when I first saw what he looked like I was in awe.  At 6’6” he towered over me, with broad shoulders, lean waist, and a chiseled face with aqua eyes and jet black hair.  I felt my sissy cock stir in my satin panties as I looked at him. 
 
    I served the two of them dinner as they made small talk and held hands.  Every once in a while, Mistress’ lover would glance at me and chuckle.  “This is your ‘husband,’ eh?” he said.  “No wonder you feminized him.” 
 
    Mistress laughed at his insult, while I stood nearby.  “She truly is a sad case,” she said, looking at me.  “I knew from the moment we met that she could never satisfy a real woman.  Still,” she said, reaching out to touch my on the arm, “she serves me adequately as a housekeeper and cook.” 
 
    Mistress gestured to my bosom.  “I bought those for her last Christmas.  The damn things set me back $10,000.00!  Fortunately, she has an ample trust fund, which is why I married her.” 
 
    “What else have you done to her?” asked Ken, eyeing me like a Roman emperor sizing up a new slave. 
 
    “I pump her full of estrogen,” said my wife.  “It makes her skin very supple and prissy, which she loves, of course.  Don’t you, dear?”   
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” I said in my best female voice, hoping that Ken would notice how feminized I was.  I knew his cock must be huge, and the thought of having it in between my lips was driving me wild.  My throat ached with the thought. 
 
    After dinner Ken and Mistress retired to the bedroom.  I watched as he fucked my wife over and over, driving her to orgasm each time.  She moaned in ecstasy and wrapped her thighs around his hips as he went down on her, making the bed creak with the force of his thrusts.  His organ was even better than I had imagined. 
 
    After making love for the fourth time they lay in each other’s arms, their lean, fit bodies drenched in sweat and pussy juice.  Cum dribbled from Ken’s penis and stained the bed sheets.  I longed to have some of that delicious nectar in my mouth...   
 
    “Oh god, you’re the best,” Mistress said to her lover, giving him an affectionate peck on the cheek.  Then she looked at me.  “And now for you, Lisa,” she said with a smirk.  Once more I felt the color drain from my face.  “It’s time I introduced you to CBT.” 
 
    “May this sissy ask what CBT is, Mistress?” I asked, a tremble in my voice. 
 
    “Cock and ball torture, you little sissy faggot,” said Ken as his shaft grew hard once more. 
 
    20 minutes later I was strapped to a wooden X-shaped cross in the basement.  My wrists and ankles were on fire from the crude leather straps that dug into my soft, yielding flesh.  The cross was perfectly vertical, holding me at a rigid 90 degree angle.  My feet rested on splintery boards.  My legs were spread so far apart that I feared they would tear from their sockets.   
 
    Ken and my wife stood a few feet away eyeing me with approval.  She wore a black leather bustier and fishnets with knee-high boots.  He was nude except for a tiny G string.   
 
    “Very nice setup, my dear,” said Ken as he looked around the basement.  “You have a splendid assortment of torture devices down here.” 
 
    Thank you, my dear,” said Mistress.  “Did you bring your toys?” 
 
    “Indeed I did,” said Ken, opening a small brown case that rested on a bench at his side.  My heart froze in my chest as I saw that it held six long, silvery needles.  Wickedly sharp, they gleamed in the basement’s dim light. 
 
    Cold sweat poured down my face as my heart pounded against my ribs.  But, despite my terror, I felt my tiny cock grow stiff as Ken approached me with one of the evil-looking instruments.  I knew that part of me wanted him to skewer my pathetic genitals with those mini-harpoons.   
 
    Despite my arousal, I screamed when the point pierced my sac.   Mistress snickered as her lover skewered my testes.  Hot, salty tears flowed down my face.  Then Ken withdrew a second needle.  Lifting my swollen organ, he squeezed the tip to enlarge my piss-slit.  Then he jabbed the implement directly into my urethra.  Again I screamed.   
 
    Mistress reached between her legs to fondle her clit, while Ken stood back and began to stroke his giant cock.  Moments later he ejaculated, spraying my tits with white-hot sperm.  Meanwhile Mistress climaxed from her self-pleasuring, bellowing in ecstasy as waves of orgasm poured out of her cunt and into every inch of her body. 
 
    After what seemed an eternity, Ken slowly pulled the needles from my cock and balls, swabbed each with cotton soaked in alcohol, then reinserted them into the case.  My genitals were a throbbing mass of pain.  But my wife rewarded him with a blow job that sent the last of his precious man-cum deep into her mouth.  There would be no pleasure for me that evening. 
 
    Later that night I lay in bed, bandages covering my injured body parts.  Mistress curled up next to me, fondling one of my giant breasts as she gazed with pleasure at my genitals.  “So, Lisa,” she asked, “are you ready to become my eunuch?” 
 
      
 
    How could I say no? 
 
      
 
    

  

 
 
    How I Became My Stepsister’s Sissy Maid 
 
    By 
 
    Scarlett Redd 
 
      
 
    Stepsisters can surprise you, as the lucky male in this erotic sizzler is soon to discover.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Very nice,” said the billionaire oil tycoon to my mistress. “Her legs are smooth and silky, her breasts full and pert, and her face utterly devoid of intelligence. I like the fact that you made her blonde.” His expression turned to a skeptical frown as he said, “How are her cock sucking skills, though?” 
 
    “She’s an accomplished cock sucker,” said Mistress Ramona. “Aren’t you, Angela?” She looked at me. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Ramona,” I said, blushing. “I love sucking a big, manly cock and feeling it cum in my mouth.” 
 
    Mistress Ramona nodded. “And what do you do with the man’s seed?” she asked. 
 
    “I drink every drop, Mistress Ramona,” I said eagerly. “Just like a good sissy should.” 
 
    The billionaire nodded. “Normally I would request proof of those claims,” he said to mistress. “However, I’m familiar with your reputation. So, I will take your word for it. I’ll start the bidding at $50,000 US.” 
 
    “I’ll bid $60,000!” said the gangster, a vicious-looking man with a scar running down one cheek. 
 
    “Is the slave trained in eating pussy?” asked the female media mogul, a tall, beautiful African-American woman dressed in a grey business suit. 
 
    Mistress Ramona smiled and stroked her crotch with her left hand. “I will personally testify for her cunnilingus abilities.” She looked at me again. “The merchandise loves eating pussy. Isn’t that right, Angela?” she said. 
 
    My poor confused brain spun with the stress of trying to answer a second question so soon after the first. “I…” I shook my head as my mind went blank. “I’m sorry, Mistress Ramona,” I said. “I’m already confused.”  
 
    A hearty round of laughter erupted from the bidders. “She’s a bimbo ditz, all right,” said the gangster. “How did you make her so damn stupid?” 
 
     “I destroyed her mind with intense torture and humiliation,” said mistress in a matter-of-fact tone. “Now all she can think about is pretty clothes and pleasing her owner. What little brain is left is too weak and confused to do anything else. Isn’t that right, Angela?” She said. 
 
    My face turned red with shame as I dropped my head low. “Yes, mistress,” I said. “I’m a brainless bimbo.” 
 
    “Exceptional!” shouted the billionaire. “$150,000!” 
 
    The gangster approached me, a Cuban Corona smoldering in his left hand as he looked me up and down. “$200,000,” he said, blowing smoke in my face.  
 
    I coughed and looked away. “Please, sir!” I whined. My sissy lungs are far too weak to handle cigar smoke!” 
 
    His face became a mask of rage as he drew back his right hand. “Sassy little cunt,” he growled. “I’ll teach ya some manners!” I squealed in terror and covered my face, cowering for the blow. But mistress’s massive bodyguard Lance leapt forward, locking his vice-like fingers around the gangster’s wrist and holding it immobile. 
 
    “What the fuck?!?” the enraged killer shouted. His half-smoked cigar fell to the floor as his left hand reached into his jacket.  
 
    “Stop!” mistress shouted. The killer froze in place as mistress shoved the barrel of a Beretta 9mm pistol against the back of the man’s skull.  
 
    “Mr. Tagliero,” she said in a cold, quiet voice, “I advise you to calm down – now.” 
 
    “But that bitch back-talked me!” he snapped in protest, glaring at me like a rabid bulldog eyeing a lost kitten. 
 
    “That she did,” said mistress. “But you know the rules: no misbehaving during the auction and no abusing the merchandise prior to purchase.” She inserted her pistol back into her purse. I breathed a sigh of relief for a moment till I saw her produce another object from the bag. My heart clutched in my chest. It was a stun gun! 
 
    She handed the weapon to Mr. Tagliero. “Use this on her,” she said. “I inserted needles into her testes when she first arrived here. Over time the flesh has grown around them, but they’re still quite sensitive to electrical voltage.” 
 
    “Now THAT is a good idea!” said the gangster, his meat paw closing around the torture device. I shrieked and tried to run away. But the guard who had saved me from being shot moments before now held me in a crushing bear hug from behind.  
 
    Tagliero pressed the business end of the gun into my crotch. The bidders laughed and applauded as a pitiful cry of agony issued from my throat. Jolts of miniature lightning ignited an electrical storm in my shriveled, mutilated balls. The air filled with the stench of burning flesh and the crackling sound of electricity gone wild.  
 
    “Listen to it scream! The sound is magnificent!” shouted the female media mogul. “$200,000!” 
 
    “250,000!” countered the billionaire.  
 
    “I’ll make it $300,000,” chimed in the gangster. “But you’ll have to throw in this stun gun! I’m going to use it on her every morning!” 
 
    My legs buckled as Tagliero pressed the torture device deep into my soft, yielding flesh. The bodyguard released his grip and I fell into a heap on the floor, like a marionette with its strings cut by a sadistic puppet master. I looked up at the mobster as he towered over me, an evil grin on his face.  
 
    “Is… Is it over?” I asked, a faint glimmer of hope flickering within my soul. 
 
    “Fuck no, bitch,” he said as he got down on one knee. “In fact, it’s only just begun.” He pulled my red satin panties down my thighs and pressed the stun gun into my exposed testicles. I shrieked and wept and pleaded for mercy that I knew would never come.  
 
    The pain radiated like a million merciless pinpricks jabbing themselves into every nerve of my body. My limbs flayed as I flopped around chaotically, like a fish ripped out of its watery home by a sadistic fisherman and thrown onto the hard, cold ground to die of suffocation. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I moaned. “I’m sorry.” My brain clouded over as I slipped into shock. Then merciful blackness washed over me. The last thing I saw before passing out was mistress standing nearby and smiling in approval. 
 
    *** 
 
    “Wake up, sleepy head!” My mistress’s voice cut through the fog in my brain. I blinked my eyes and looked up from the floor where I was lying. The stench of urine filled my nostrils as I looked at my still-exposed groin and saw I had voided my bladder.  
 
    “Yes, you soiled yourself,” said mistress. “Normally I would punish you severely, but I’m in such a good mood that I’ll forgive you.” She held a giant wad of cash in her hand that she showed to me. “$800,000.00, my pet! That’s the price you fetched tonight! And it’s in cash, so I needn’t report any of it to the authorities.” 
 
    “I’m glad to hear it, mistress,” I said as I struggled to my feet. “I’m sorry I disappointed you. I didn’t want to anger the bidder, but my pathetic sissy lungs are as weak and gutless as the rest of me.” 
 
    “Never mind that for now, my dear,” said mistress. “I’ve drawn a bath for you. Clean yourself up and I will shave your body head-to-toe. “Then you may have a little ice cream for fetching such a good price.” 
 
    “Mistress!” I said. “That’s so wonderful of you! Normally you only permit me treats on my birthday!” 
 
    “I know,” she said. “It’s for your own good, of course. Nobody wants a fat sissy.” She gave me a gentle smile. “But you’ll be leaving me tomorrow So I decided to indulge you.” 
 
    “If I may ask,” I said, my voice quivering, “did the gangster purchase me?” 
 
    “How perceptive of you!” mistress said. “Why, yes he did.” 
 
    “I understand,” I said, my heart heavy with despair as my worst fears were realized. “I will do my best to please my new owner.” 
 
    “I have no doubt of it,” she said. “But we will discuss those things later. Go take your bath!” She snapped her fingers in my face. “Hurry!” 
 
    “Yes mistress!” I said, looking forward to soaking for a while in the relaxing waters. After I bathed, mistress carefully removed every follicle of hair from my body, using hair removing cream followed by close application of a ladies’ razor. Then she let me sit in her comfy padded chair while she did my nails!  
 
    The thought of serving a cruel crime lord nagged at my mind, casting a shadow over the tiny scrap of joy I felt about mistress’s newfound compassion. Still, a feminized slave must be grateful for whatever small tokens of kindness she receives. So I decided to live in the moment and not worry about the future.  
 
    That night I slept on a feather-filled mattress. It was heavenly! 
 
    The next day mistress had me stand on a pedestal, the kind brides use when being fitted for a wedding gown. She inspected my body, feeling my silicone-enhanced breasts and my rounded ass cheeks to make sure they were firm and shapely. She slid a gargantuan dildo up my ass, the same one she had used to rape me repeatedly when my sissy training first began three years before. In those days the flagpole-like object had ruptured my sphincter. But now I accepted its prodigious girth with ease.  
 
    “Good girl!” mistress said with delight.” You’ve come so far since I first acquired you!” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress Ramona,” I said, my cheeks flushing with pride.  
 
    Later that day I stood alongside the island’s airfield, a small pink suitcase beside me. I wore a red mini-skirt, black pumps that showed off my gorgeous legs, and a white silk top with pretty buttons running up the middle. Delicate, lacy frills encircled the neckline and the cuffs of the long sleeves. My blond hair was freshly shampooed and fell in cascades over my shoulders. One of mistress’s cosmetician slaves had applied my cosmetics and mistress herself had dabbed perfume behind each of my earlobes. I smelled like honeysuckles.  
 
    I looked at myself in the mirror of my makeup compact. I’m gorgeous! I thought.  
 
     “I’m so happy for you,” said mistress as she stood beside me. “You made such an awful fuss those first six months, shouting about your so-called ‘rights’ and telling me you would never submit to my gentle tutelage.” 
 
    I dropped my eyes in shame. “Yes, mistress,” I said. “I was so confused in those days. I really believed that I was once a 20 year old college student whom you had abducted. To think I could ever have enough of a mind to go to school!” 
 
    “Yes,” mistress agreed. “You were quite deluded in those days.” 
 
    “You were so patient and wonderful, though,” I said. “I know now that all the torture and humiliation you inflicted on me was for my own good. I just had to let go of my stupid delusions.”  
 
     “In the end you saw the light,” she said. “That’s all that matters.” She glanced at her watch. “It’s up to your new owners to figure out how to split you in two.” 
 
    I gave her a puzzled look, my brainwashed bimbo mind struggling to understand what she was saying. “Please forgive my stupidity, mistress,’ I said. “May I ask what you mean?” 
 
     “I won’t burden you with the math,” she told me. “I’m sure the clients will sort it out.” 
 
    “Please, mistress,” I whined, my fear returning. “Please tell this mindless sissy what you’re talking about!” 
 
    She sighed and gave me a sad look. “It happens sometimes,” she said. “Two buyers let their egos run away with them and they get into a bidding war. It’s my fault, I suppose,” she said. “I out-did myself in forcing you to feminize.” She shook her head and started to walk away, leaving me standing there.  
 
    My fear was morphing into full-blown panic. My eyes teared up. “Please, mistress!” I called out to her as she abandoned me. “Please explain what you mean!”  
 
    She stopped for a moment and looked back. “The billionaire and the gangster each own 50% of you. Neither could out-bid the other. So, in the end, they struck a deal. I’m not sure how they intend to divide you, since they’re not the kind who share. But I’m sure they will find a way.”  
 
    Mistress pointed towards the sky. “Look! Here comes one of their planes now!” she said, then waved goodbye and walked back towards the compound.  Terror overwhelmed me as I watched the jet touch down, wondering which of my owners had arrived and how he planned to “divide” me with the other winner… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
     

  
 
      
 
   

 

 How I Turned my Brother into my Sister 
 
    By 
 
    Victoria Marlowe 
 
    A college girl uses brainwashing and torture to feminize her brother 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    No, I didn’t have sex with my brother. I don’t swing that way. Besides, in his current condition he can’t get it up anyway-more on that in a bit. Suffice it to say that his cock is out of action, DOA, down for the count, whatever term you want to use. That was one of the many conditions I forced upon him when he became Janice, my sweet, devoted, and ultra-submissive sister. 
 
    Janice is much happier now than when she was Jim. She no longer wastes her time playing football or driving fast or engaging in any of the silly activities that once took up her time. She knits, sews, and bakes the most wonderful deserts. She dresses in soft, frilly, feminine clothes, curtsies to others, and agrees with me that most men are dull-witted clods. She reads romance novels, watches chick flicks, and dreams that Prince Charming will one day come riding in on a white horse to sweep her off her feet.  
 
    I help her to stay feminine by keeping her body soft and shaved from head to toe. I pick out her clothes, shop for her makeup, and hypnotize her twice a week to ensure her male identity never returns. On occasion I administer firm but loving discipline when she misbehaves. Last week, for example, I caught her trying to remove her chastity tube. I tied her to an x-shaped cross for that little infraction and beat her with a leather strap until I reduced her to a sobbing mess.  
 
    Then I impaled her scrotum with fish hooks and pulled them tight with nylon cord. She screamed and screamed as I twisted them.  I only stopped when she went into shock. That may sound mean, but it was for her own good. After all, we can’t have her cumming, can we? 
 
    Janice is gay. I insisted on that minor change to her personality when I was first feminizing her. Back in the bad old days she was a typical hormone-driven 20 year old boy who wanted nothing more than to get into a girl’s pants. I cured her of that disorder with a cattle prod and some well-chosen verbal abuse.  
 
    Nowadays Janice becomes nauseous whenever she thinks of sleeping with women. Again, that may sound cruel, but it’s the least a loving sister could do for her sibling. Masculinity is a disease, so my methods for curing it are more than justified.  That’s my opinion anyway, and in our house my opinion is the only one that counts. 
 
    Janice sucks my black boyfriend’s cock whenever he comes over.  She then guides his swollen man-meat into my pussy.  My lover is fond of abusing Janice. He slaps her, calls her a sissy fag, and punches her in the balls.  Sometimes he even pisses on her.  I’ve trained her to endure this treatment in silence.  
 
    Janice also takes abuse from me. I have a sadistic side, as you may have guessed already, and I enjoy expressing it. Janice has scars on her scrotum and her ass from when I burn her with a lit match. I clamp her nuts with locking pliers and tighten them till she passes out from the pain. I insert needles in her nipples and sometimes glue her toes together so she stumbles and falls when she walks.  
 
    To her credit, Janice is quite docile when I torture her.  That’s because I long ago robbed her of any hope that she will escape from my control. I don’t allow her to have friends, to watch TV, or to leave home unless I am with her. She sleeps in a cage, eats and drinks what I tell her to, and can only bathroom herself with my permission.  
 
    Sometimes, when I’m feeling especially mean, I make her drink large quantities of water and deny her the chance to piss. If she leaks, then I stuff her mouth with her urine-soaked panties and cane her buttocks.  
 
    Janice’s balls are packed with sperm from years of denial.  I have heard that failing to milk a feminized slave can lead to long-term health issues – which is why I never milk Janice. Her suffering is my delight. 
 
    I’m fond of injecting saline solution into Janice’s sac.  This causes it to swell and become even more sensitive than usual.  Her body absorbs the liquid over a few weeks, which gives me enough time to flog it with a wire cord. Janice used to cry and scream when I did this, but now her eyes just glass over from the pain. 
 
    I like to see Janice struggle for air. So I cover her face with plastic now and then to constrict her breathing. So far this has not led to lasting damage, which is a shame. I would love to see her become a moronic bimbo who can barely count to three. But all in good time. 
 
    I suppose you’re wondering how I transformed my brother Jim into my sister/slave Janice. Here’s the story. 
 
    *** 
 
    “Becky!” Jim shouted from his perch on the living room sofa. “Get me a snack, willya?” 
 
    “Why don’t you get it yourself?” I shouted back from my seat at the dining room table. “I’m doing homework.” 
 
    “Come on, Becky,” said the older, masculine voice that chimed in. “Your brother’s busy watching football. Be a good sister and get him a sandwich!  And bring me a beer while you’re at it.” 
 
    I sighed, closed my algebra textbook, and went into the kitchen. God, how I hate living in a houseful of men, I thought. As I put together a ham and Swiss on rye, I imagined life with me in charge, instead of my idiot father and college jock brother. I pictured Jim cooking, cleaning the house, and doing all the other household chores that I handled most of the time. The thought gave me small comfort as I trudged into the living room, where my brother and dad sat side-by-side on the sofa watching some inane sporting contest. 
 
    “Here’s your food, your royal majesties,” I said as I sat the plate in front of my brother and handed a 12 ounce can to my father. They kept their eyes glued to the screen as they raised the food to their lips. They didn’t thank me.  As I walked away, I heard Jim yell, “WOO HOO! WHAT A TOUCHDOWN!”  Then he and dad high-fived.  
 
    “I’m going upstairs,” I said as I gathered my materials and trotted up the steps to my room.  I doubt that either of the gorillas seated on the couch heard me, though.  To them I was practically invisible unless one of them was hungry; then they expected me to be at their back and call. 
 
    *** 
 
    Mention the word “professor” and most people picture a frumpy old man with disheveled hair and outdated clothes. That stereotype failed when it comes to Dr. Marlowe, the instructor for my feminist studies class. She is tall, slender, and quite fashionable in her clothing choices. She has a thing for long gray skirts and dark stockings that obscure but don’t conceal her luscious calves.  
 
    She often wears silk tops and a burgundy ladies’ blazer that made her look both sexy and professional. But the most alluring thing about her is her flinty voice. It has just a trace of roughness to it that makes my clit tingle whenever she speaks.  
 
    “As you can see, class,” she said one day during a lecture, “human history has been a long struggle between the genders, with men oppressing women and LGBT people. Until we correct this situation, males will continue to dominate and control the world.” She glanced at me. “Making things right will require a new breed of strong, aggressive women who are not afraid to seize the reins of power.” 
 
    My classmates were all women, with the exception of two crossdressing gay males. They nodded as Dr. Marlowe spoke; one girl mumbled “amen” in a low tone.  Like me, the other students in the course adored our instructor. However, so far as I knew, I was the only one who fantasized about making love to her. I imagined wrapping myself in her long, scarlet hair, running my tongue along the edges of her nipples, and burying my mouth in her cunt.  
 
    Yes, I am bi, though I prefer the company of females most of the time. Cocks are nice, but no man can equal the softness and sultriness of a woman’s form.  My idea of the perfect partner is a well-hung shemale who can please me with either her penis or her tongue, depending on my mood. If she can cook, then so much the better. 
 
    As Dr. Marlowe spoke, I studied her full, sensuous lips, the curves of her long, delicate neck, and her sparkling sapphire eyes. I knew I was either falling in love or in lust – perhaps both. When class ended, I approached her. “Excuse me, Dr. Marlowe,” I said.  “May we talk for a bit?” 
 
    “Why, certainly, Becky!” she said, her tone bright and cheery. I followed her to her office, where she motioned to a chair across from hers. “Please take a seat,” she said. As I looked around the room, I saw pictures of heroic females from the past: Amazon warriors, pioneering feminists, even a few superheroines from the comic books. This lady takes her female supremacy seriously, I thought as my eyes drank in the images. I like that. I like that a lot. 
 
    Dr. Marlowe crossed her long, lovely legs, placed her hands on her knee, and smiled at me. “How may I help you?” she said. 
 
    My mind fumbled for the right words. “Umm…well, I’m not sure how to say this, but…” 
 
    “The best way to say something is to just blurt it out,” she said, her voice direct but friendly.               “Don’t worry about offending me; that’s impossible.” 
 
    “Well, okay then,” I said. “In that case, I have a man problem.” 
 
    Dr. Marlowe grinned as I spoke; her eyes twinkled with amusement. “How did I know?” she said. 
 
    I smiled back. “I guess all problems go back to men in the end,” I said. She nodded in agreement. “But, in this case, the issue involves my dad and my brother.” I told her how the two of them made me crazy with their selfishness and insensitivity. She listened with interest, letting me finish before adding her thoughts. 
 
    “Becky, my dear,” she said at the end of my spiel, “your story is all-too-common these days.” She shifted in her chair, recrossed her legs, and continued. “Men are such dull-witted, self-centered creatures that it’s amazing they can navigate their way through daily life.” 
 
    “Don’t I know it!” I said, laughing and rolling my eyes. 
 
    Dr. Marlowe gave me an affirming nod. “If I may ask, where is your mom?” 
 
    “Mom left about five years ago,” I said, “after she realized that she’s gay. She’s living on the East Coast with her wife and working as a police officer.” 
 
    “Have you ever thought of living with her?” asked Dr. Marlowe. 
 
    “Many times,” I said. “But I won an academic scholarship to this college, one that covers my tuition and books. So, as long as I live at home instead of the dorm, I can graduate without borrowing any money. That’s just too good to give up.” 
 
    “I agree,” said Dr. Marlowe, taking a moment to jot some words down. She balanced a writing pad on her knee. I envied the pad. How I would love to touch that leg, I thought. 
 
    “I’ll be honest with you, Becky,” she said, her look turning solemn. “Men will continue to torment women as long as we allow them to. They’re stupid, selfish, simpering cretins. But,” she said, raising an index finger. “There’s a way to turn them into the submissive, sensitive creatures that nature intended.” 
 
    I raised my eyebrows. “Really?” I said with more than a trace of skepticism in my voice. “That sounds too good to be true! I would love to do that to my dad and brother.  It would be fun!” 
 
    Dr. Marlowe chuckled. “Indeed it would,” she said.  “Plus, you would only be doing what it best for them anyway. Men are better off when they’re under the thumb of a strong, controlling woman. We can guide them away from bad habits and unenlightened attitudes – and make them our devoted slaves while we’re at it!” 
 
    “All that sounds great,” I said, skepticism evident in my voice. “But how do we do it?” 
 
    Dr. Marlowe glanced around her, as if to make sure no one else was listening, then leaned in and spoke in a quiet tone. “By forcibly feminizing them,” she said. 
 
    I shook my head. “What are you talking about?” I asked. “Some kind of weird kinky sex stuff?” I was confused and a little uneasy at the direction the conversation was taking. 
 
    Again Dr. Marlowe chuckled. “Not quite!” she said, placing a reassuring hand on my arm. “What I’m suggesting is more akin to brainwashing. It uses psychological and physiological conditioning techniques to shred the male ego and identity. It takes time and effort, but, in the end, it always works.”  Her face turned dark. “The man becomes weak, docile, feminine, and compliant.” 
 
    My confusion turned to excitement as I imaged my dad and brother as brainwashed sissies. My cunt felt warm and wet. “This sounds too good to be true,” I said. “But, if you’re sure it works, then count me in!” 
 
    “Excellent!” said Dr. Marlowe. “Now let me explain the basics.” 
 
    We met for over an hour that day as she explained how forced feminization works. The more she told me the more excited I became.  We met for follow-up sessions every day for the next week. Then, at last, I was ready. But, when I mentioned feminizing both Jim and my dad to Dr. Marlowe, she held up a cautionary hand. “Start with your brother,” she said. “The techniques work better when applied to one male at a time. We will focus on your father after you have your brother in tow.” 
 
    “’We’?’” I said. 
 
    “Yes, sweetie, we,” said Dr. Marlowe. “From what you’ve told me about your dad, I want to feminize him myself; call it academic curiosity.” She gave me an evil grin. I returned her look with a vicious smile of my own. And, with that exchange, I set the plan in motion. 
 
    *** 
 
    Erika was, like me, a feminist studies major. Also like me, she was sexy as hell. She had long, perfectly straight black hair that hung well past her shoulders, a cocoa-colored complexion that advertised her Columbian heritage, full, sensuous lips, big brown eyes, and an hourglass figure accented by huge breasts. 
 
    Every guy on campus wanted her, but she was 100% lesbian, proudly so. But most people didn’t know that, which made her the perfect accomplice for my plan. The two of us met one day after class in a local coffee shop. Where I laid out my scheme. 
 
    “I don’t know,” she said. “It sounds chancy at best. Plus, even if you do succeed in feminizing your brother, I will still have to have sex with him at some point.” She gave me a sour look. “And the thought of being with a man turns my stomach.” She shivered. “All that disgusting hair on their lumpy bodies…” 
 
    “I can guarantee you won’t have to fuck him,” I said, reassuring her. “Just string him along for a while and dump his ass. Besides,” I said, taking her hand in mine. “I can promise you a good time in return.” I gave her a seductive look that instantly brought a smile to her face. “In that case,” she said, clasping my hand and smiling, “let the games begin!” 
 
    *** 
 
    “Hey, Becky!” Jim called from downstairs. 
 
    “Yes, brother dear?” I said with syrupy sweetness. 
 
    “You see my Mp3 player anywhere?” 
 
    “Yes, I have,” I said, fishing the item in question from the drawer where I had placed it minutes before. “One sec.” I carried it downstairs and pressed the device into his waiting hands. “Here you go; enjoy!”  
 
    Jim fumbled with the ear buds for a moment. He managed to guide them into his misshapen ears and walk away listening to some obnoxious rap music. What he didn’t know was that, with Dr. Marlowe’s help, I had planted subliminal messages in the recordings, ones that would have powerful effects on my poor brother’s psyche. I smirked as I watched him, knowing the seeds I had planted were already growing in his dim, pliable mind. 
 
    *** 
 
    “Hey, Becky!” shouted my dad. “Get the food on the table! Your brother has a big game tonight and needs some nourishment!” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” I said, carrying a steak-laden plate out of the kitchen and setting it in front of my unwary sibling. “Here you go, brother,” I said. “This will prime you for the evening’s sporting contest!” Jim inhaled the slab of red meat in front of him. Poor slob, I thought as I watched him attack the piece of cow hide. You have no idea how the “herb” I sprinkled on your dinner will affect your performance tonight. But I do. 
 
    *** 
 
    “I can’t believe it!” said Jim hours later as he sobbed on my shoulder. “First I fumble that pass. Then Erika dumps me! This is the worst night of my life!” Jim wiped hot, salty tears from his face and looked up at me for comfort. “You don’t think I’m a loser, do you, Becky?” 
 
    “Of course not,” I said, giving him a pat on the back and a sisterly peck on his forehead. “Everyone screws up every now and then. Besides, I’m sure you did your best.” 
 
    “But you saw me on the field tonight!” he said, his voice cracking with sorrow. “I just stood there as the quarterback threw that ball! I didn’t even try to catch it! It bounced off my helmet!” He shook his head. “It was like my mind was in a fog. I could barely think, much less move!” 
 
    “Well, I’m sure it was just some freak occurrence,” I said, stroking his hair. “Hey, I have an idea.” I showed him his Mp3 player, which was sitting in the bed between us. “Why don’t you listen to your music?  That always cheers you up!” 
 
    He took the player from me, turned it on, and stared at the wall with a blank look while subliminal messages raped his mind. As I left the room, I noticed a bulge in his jeans. 
 
    *** 
 
    It was three weeks later when Jim again approached me. I was reading. He staggered into my room with a befuddled look on his face. His gait was uneven, his hair uncombed, and his voice unsteady. 
 
    “Yes, dear brother?” I said, inviting him to sit down.  I could tell his mental gears were barely turning.  
 
    “I... I’m having funny feelings,” he said. 
 
    I gave him a concerned look as I sat up, though inside I wanted to shout yes! Victory over this poor schmuck is at hand! “Whatever do you mean?” I asked. 
 
    “I…I have been having the weirdest thoughts,” he said. “Like…like a girl might have…or a faggot.” 
 
    “Yes,” I said, nodding. “Go on.” 
 
    He leaned forward, laced his fingers together, and took a deep breath. “I’ll level with you, Becky,” he said. “I think I…well, I think I might be gay.” 
 
    I smiled at him. “And what makes you think that, Jim?” I said. 
 
    He blinked a few times, and then words dragged themselves out of his mouth. “I have been wondering what it’s like to…to be a girl – to wear panties and a bra and shave my legs and…” he fought to get out the last part…”and to suck another man’s cock.” He buried his face in his hands. “Jeez, I can’t believe I said that!” 
 
    I walked over to Jim, sat beside him, and wrapped my arm across his shoulders. “It’s okay, honey,” I said in the gentlest tone I could manage. “I’m your sister. I’m here for you.” 
 
    I watched tears glide down Jim’s face as he spoke; the sight lit a fire in my pussy. I squeezed my thighs together, wishing I could touch myself but somehow finding the courage to maintain my facade of caring. “Come on, sweetie,” I said, pulling him to me so that his head rested on my shoulder. “Spill your heart out to Becky.” 
 
    His body quaked, his voice quivered, but he continued. “The urge to cross dress keeps popping up in my thoughts. I think about trying on silk panties and a brassiere and maybe even stockings.” He looked at me with a mournful expression. “Last night I shoved a piece of round wood up my ass and pretended it was a guy’s cock. Isn’t that fucked up?  I’m a faggot, Becky! A homosexual!” He dropped his head and began to weep like a girl stood up for the prom. “What will dad think?” 
 
    “Now, Jim, my dear, sweet brother,” I said, rubbing his shoulders. “I don’t think what you shared is awful at all.” I snuggled up next to him, putting my head against his chest. “In fact, I think it’s quite sweet!” 
 
    “Really?” he said, shocked disbelief in his tone. “You mean it, Becky?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” I said, turning to look him in the eyes. “You see, my dear brother, I’ve long suspected your swaggering and football playing and chest thumping was all just a game you were playing with yourself.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” he said, confusion clouding his features. 
 
    “I mean,” I said, touching his knee, “that you have always been a little…shall we say, girly. You have a slight lilt in your voice, you walk with a swish, and sometimes I notice you staring at other guys, as if you want them.” 
 
    Jim shook his head, his mind struggling to accept what I was saying. “Me?” he said. “Are you sure, Becky? I mean, you’re my sister and all, but are you for sure that you saw those things in me?” 
 
    Of course not, you clod, I thought. I never saw anything in you but a raging hard-on and an oversized ego. But I kept up my act. “Yes, Jim,” I said in a low, matter-of-fact tone. “I’m afraid so, sweetie. You’ve always been a sissy faggot deep down inside.” 
 
    Jim’s mouth dropped open. He stared at the wall for several seconds. “Oh...oh, wow,” he said at last, holding the tips of his fingers to his forehead. “Me, a raving cocksucker. Who would’ve guessed?” 
 
    The sheer stupidity in Jim’s voice almost made me lose my composure right then and there. But I bit my lip and restrained the urge to laugh. “I want to try something,” I said. “Just a little experiment to make sure we’re on the right track.” I glanced at the drawer where I kept my lingerie. “Stand up and drop your drawers.” 
 
    “Huh?” he said, then gave me a hard look. “Look, Becky, you’re my sister, so if you’re wanting me to fuck you then forget it!” 
 
    Again I struggled to control my urge to laugh. “Nothing like that, silly,” I said, then stood so that I looked down on him like a stern mother over a stubborn child. “Now do as I say; hurry up!” I clapped my hands together once to get him moving. Jim did as I ordered, and soon he was standing in front of me, his underwear around his ankles, his erect cock jutting out from between his hairy legs.  
 
    The sight of his organ nauseated me, but I maintained my act. I opened my dresser drawer and took out a pair of my softest, silkiest panties. “Try these on,” I said, tossing them at him. His coordination had improved since the game, because he caught them in his clumsy, oversized hands. He turned them over and over, looking at them as if they were a rare artifact from a distant era.  
 
    “Don’t just fondle them, silly,” I said. “Put them on already!” He glanced at me, then back at my undies. He slid them up one leg and then the other.  
 
    “Turn so I can look at you,” I said. He did so, and I saw what looked like a satin tent with a giant pole holding it up in the center. It was absurd. Yet it was also arousing in a way, especially when I noticed the dull, hypnotized glaze in his eyes. Sparks lit a fire in my cunt. I’m doing it! I thought. I’m feminizing my brother; I’m imposing my will on his foggy, faltering mind.  
 
    “You look nice!” I said, plastering a smile across my face. 
 
    He gave me a hopeful look. “Really?” he said. 
 
    “Of course!” I said. “In fact, they’re quite becoming on you. One thing, though – all that nasty man-hair on your legs ruins the effect.” I patted the bed. “Why don’t you lie down here and I will grab my razor?” He dropped onto the mattress as I ran to the bathroom at the end of the hall. He was still there when I returned with a shaver and a tube of gel.  
 
    “Okay, pretty boy, “I said when I returned. “Let’s lather you up and make you all pretty and smooth!” 
 
    I have feminized countless men since Jim, but none of those experiences was as thrilling as this first adventure. My brother lay there, docile and complaint, as I ran my pink razor up and down his thighs and calves. It took several passes to remove all the follicles, but in the end his legs were silky and soft as butter. 
 
    “Now, isn’t that better?” I said afterwards. “Feel them for yourself.” I watched the pole in his panties grow even larger as he felt his freshly shaved flesh.  
 
    “Wow!” he said, excitement tinging his voice. “They really are nice!” 
 
    I had to agree. Jim’s legs didn’t look half bad when they were freed from all that disgusting fuzz. So, to make the job even better, I shaved the rest of his body: arms, chest, back, and face. In the end he was as sleek and soft as any schoolgirl.  His face wore an idiot grin that told me he was taking to the idea of becoming a feminized sissy. 
 
    I was quite pleased with how things were shaping up, so I decided to take the night’s events one step further. “Say,” I said, “why don’t we try dressing you like a girl from head to toe?” 
 
    Jim’s eyes almost popped out of his head when I said that. “Gee, I don’t know, Becky,” he said. “That’s a big step!”  
 
    “Oh, come on,” I said. “It’ll be fun!” I went to my closet and took out a few items that I had bought online for just this occasion. They included a white lace bra, a pair of white stockings with frilly tops, a garter belt, pumps, a hot pink micro skirt, and a silky white top.  
 
    It’s a good thing that I did the laundry in the house, because that allowed me to learn all of Jim’s sizes. My dazed brother stared at the items dumbfounded. I noticed that he breathed harder as he caught an eyeful of his new clothes. 
 
    I decided to start with the stockings. “Lie down on the bed,” I said, “and put your left leg in the air.” He did so. I started to slide one of the hose up his legs, but then I noticed that his toenails were long and jagged. “That will never do,” I said. So I took my nail scissors and trimmed his foot cuticles so they were nice and rounded. As I did, he stared at my actions with a dull gaze that told me he was under deep control. 
 
    “Hmm,” I said, examining my handiwork. “That’s okay, but it’s missing something.” Then it came to me. “Of course!” I said. “Nail polish!” I went to my dresser and chose an aqua blue shade that I thought would match Jim’s eyes. It did. As I painted his tootsies, I looked up at him.               “How ya doing?” I asked.  
 
    “I’m in heaven,” he said in a high, lilting voice that sounded so feminine I might have thought it belonged to a real girl. The fire smoldering in my cunt turned to a roaring blaze. My sex was sopping wet. I’m doing it! I thought. I’m dominating and feminizing my brother! It’s really happening! 
 
    After I was done with his toenails, I let the polish dry, then slid the stockings up his legs. His body quivered as I did so, but his face was as blank as an untouched canvas.  
 
    No pair of stockings is complete without a garter belt, so I dressed Jim up in one. I hooked the stockings into place. He smiled as I did so. “That’s so dainty and sissy,” he said in his new voice.  
 
    “Yes, it is. You’re a lovely girl, Janice,” I said, slipping the girly name I had chosen for him into the exchange. If he noticed, then he gave no sign of it, so I decided to use that name for him from that point on. 
 
    With stockings and garter belt in place the next step was to outfit Janice with her first pair of heels. They fit her feet well enough but teaching her how to walk in them took well over an hour. She stumbled and came close to tripping several times.  
 
    The experience was good, however, in that it gave me a chance to practice my verbal abuse skills. “Can’t you do anything right, you clumsy oaf?” I shouted when Janice tottered on the verge of collapse. “You’ll learn how to do this or I’ll beat your balls with a riding crop!” 
 
    “Yes, Becky,” she said as she lowered her head in shame. I saw a single tear glide down her cheek at one point, which made me hotter than ever. 
 
    After countless tries my brother was able to cross the room in the heels reasonably well. Next, I ordered him to stand in front of the mirror while I slid his bra across his chest and hooked it. I watched his face as I did so. He seemed happy, which dampened my mood. So, as I fixed the brassiere in place, I said, “you know, Janice, your days of having sex are over forever.” 
 
    “What do you mean, Becky?” she said, a hint of fear in her tone. 
 
    “Just look at yourself!” I said. “You’re dolled up like a first-class drag queen! No real girl would ever want to be with you.” I smacked the side of his head with my palm and made a “duh” look that he saw reflected in the mirror. “Women want real men, not pathetic sissies like you!” 
 
    “I guess you’re right,” Janice said, her voice filled with despair. “I’m pretty pathetic!” He began to weep.  
 
    The sight of him in such pain almost made me cum right then and there, but I cleared my head and stuck to my task. “That you are, Janice, that you are,” I said. “Still, there’s a chance that some fags might want you – that is, if you learn to suck cock like a street whore.” Her face brightened when I said those words. 
 
    “Do you really think that some man might want me to blow him?” she said, clasping her hands together and gazing at the ceiling with a dreamy look. “That would be heaven!” 
 
    “First thing first,” I said. “Let’s finish feminizing you. Then maybe we’ll find a man you can suck.  Who knows: he might even fuck your sissy ass!” Janice squealed and blushed when I said that. 
 
    After the bra came the skirt and top. I made sure the silky material rubbed against her skin; I wanted her aroused by the feel. Her sissy cock grew even harder, as I saw through the sensuous fabric that caressed her body. With my hands on her shoulders I eyed her up and down. She had a hopeful grin on her face as I performed my inspection. “Well?” she said. “How do I look, sister?” 
 
    I remembered something Dr. Marlowe had told me about the importance of degrading and humiliating my victim. So I noticed a slight run in one of her stockings. “WHAT IS THAT? WHAT IS THAT?” I screamed, pointing at the flaw. “Janice, you stupid slut! You ruined your new hose!” 
 
    Janice looked down, saw the problem, and gasped. Her face turned pale and she touched her cheeks with her palms. “Oh…oh no!” She looked up at me. “Oh, Becky, I’m so sorry!” 
 
    “Shut up!” I shrieked, slapping my brother with all my might. “You’ve ruined everything!” 
 
    I thought that Janice’s earlier hysterics were something to behold, but her reaction to this latest rebuke was beyond my wildest dreams. She fell to the floor in a heap and wailed.  “Oh, I’m such a loser!” she cried. “I can’t play football, I can’t keep a girlfriend, and now I can’t even be a good sissy!”  
 
    To this point I had kept my libido in check. But the spectacle of my brother in girl’s clothes on the floor weeping like a jilted bride was more than even I could stand. “Be right back,” I said. “Quick break.” I rushed to the bathroom, locked the door behind me, and fondled my throbbing clit. I had just started when the climax shot out of my pussy like a cannon ball and radiated through my body.  
 
    The orgasm was so intense I wanted to scream, but I clenched my teeth and forced the cry back down my throat. Still, the experience was so powerful that I almost blacked out. I had to hold onto the towel rack to keep from fainting.  
 
    After a few minutes the aftershocks began to fade. I composed myself and went back to the bedroom. Janice had gotten control of herself and sat on the bench at my vanity. During my absence she had learned to cross her legs, which made me proud! Maybe I’ve got the talent to be a pro domme, I thought when I saw her luscious gams crossed like a lady news anchor showing off her assets. 
 
    Janice looked up at me as I returned. “I’m so sorry about the stockings, Becky,” she said. She had stopped crying, but her face was covered with red splotches from her outburst.  
 
    I stood over her with hands on hips making a clucking sound. “Janice, Janice, Janice,” I said, shaking my head. “You’ll never get a man unless we do something about your complexion.” 
 
     I turned her so that she faced the vanity mirror, then I got my makeup case and began painting her face. My foundation matched her nicely – a benefit of our familial relationship. Her features were soft and glowing when I added blush to her cheeks, mascara to her eyelids, and hot pink lipstick to her mouth. 
 
    When I was done my brother/sister looked very much like a girl except for her close-cropped hair. So I took the blond wig I had chosen for her from my closet and adorned her in its platinum locks. After that I applied stick-on nails to her fingers and VOILA! Jim had become Janice, a feminized, brainwashed sissy whom I could manipulate like a puppet.  
 
    I made her strut her stuff for me as I clapped my hands and cheered her on. “Attagirl, Janice!” I shouted. “Shake that ass, girl! Show the guys what you’ve got!” My brother/sister slipped into the role like she was born to it. She grinned and curtsied and blew kisses like a beauty pageant winner.  
 
    After a minute or so of him showing off she looked at me and said, “thank you, Becky. I’m so happy this way!” 
 
    I nodded. “That’s all well and good,” I said, “But aren’t you forgetting something, Janice?” 
 
    “I don’t think so,” she said, touching her chin with her index finger. “What do you mean?” 
 
    I pointed at her legs. “That run in your stockings,” I said. “You may have thought I would forget about that, but I didn’t.” 
 
    Janice’s smile vanished, replaced by a mournful frown. “You’re right,” she said. “I’m just so ashamed of myself for doing that!” 
 
    “As am I,” I said, staring him in the eyes. “You were bad, Janice. You must suffer for your               mistake.” 
 
    “What do you mean, Becky?” she asked, her voice quaking. 
 
    I glanced around the room for ideas. Then I saw the thick, wide leather belt looped through the jeans he was wearing earlier. “I know,” I said. I pointed at the bed. “Lie down, Janice,” I said. 
 
    Instead of complying she froze. I saw her face grow ashen with terror. She stared at me with glassy eyes like a taxidermist’s brainless creation. 
 
    “LIE DOWN, YOU STUPID SLUT!” I barked at her. My tone broke the spell that kept her immobile. She reclined on the mattress and looked up wide-eyed at the ceiling. 
 
    I unlooped the belt from Janice’s pants and handed it to her. “Beat your balls, Janice,” I said, my lips curving upwards in an icy smile. “Punish yourself for ruining your stockings.”  
 
    “Do I have to?” Janice half-asked, half-pleaded. 
 
    “Yes,” I said. “Otherwise I’ll know you were faking this whole evening.” 
 
    “Okay,” she said in a tiny voice. It took her forever to raise the strap over her head. Then she brought it down on her crotch, but in a half-hearted way that enraged me.  
 
    “Harder, you stupid cunt!” I shouted. “Harder!” 
 
    She delivered the next blow with a good deal more force.  Luckily, she still had the muscles of a fit young man at this point, which made the pain all the more agonizing for her and ever more exquisite for me. She shrieked, almost dropped the belt, but I ordered her to keep going. She flogged herself again, then once more.  
 
    “That’s a good sissy, Janice,” I said. “Whip yourself till you can’t walk straight.  Keep at it, girl!” 
 
    The slow lashes turned into a quick series of flesh-pounding blows as my feminized faggot brother abused himself for my pleasure. He screamed and moaned and pleaded for me to stop him, but that only made me urge him on. The self-flagellation went on for what seemed like hours. 
 
     As it did, my arousal soared past the point it had been when I fondled myself in the bathroom. I felt hormones rushing through the veins in my skull as a forest fire raged out of control between my legs. Yet somehow, I denied myself. I wanted to see how far I could push my new slave. 
 
    At last, her body soaked in sweat and her arm aching, she dropped the belt to the floor. She had cried so much that her makeup was ruined.  Black streaks ran down her face and drenched my bed in a dark cosmetic goo.   
 
    “Is that enough, sister?” she said. 
 
    “Yes,” I said, my voice strained from my intense arousal. “That will do, at least for now. You may go back to your room. We will continue your training tomorrow.” 
 
    Janice tried standing, but the pain from her flogging had crippled her for the time being. So I made her crawl on his hands and knees like a dog as she left my room. She moved in slow, agonized jerks, her scrotum one giant, swollen mass of pain and every nerve in her body on fire. 
 
    I lost count of the number of times I pleasured myself that night. I was still going at it when the sun came up. By that point my clit was probably as sore as Janice’s balls. But I still yearned for more. 
 
    *** 
 
    It took two weeks for Janice’s balls to heal from the beating. I kept dad at bay by telling him that Jim was sick and that I was tending to him. “He should feel sick!” our father said when I told him that. “The way he blew the game the other night, he deserves to croak!” 
 
    I made sure Janice wore her Mp3 player almost every waking moment. After the first few nights I began using sleeping pills dissolved in her nightly cup of herbal tea to ensure she nodded off with the ear buds till in place. While she dozed the subliminal programming did its work, wiping out what was left of her male identity. Dr. Marlowe let me listen to some of the messages one time; she recorded them herself! Here are some of the things they say: 
 
    You’re a sissy faggot who can’t please women. 
 
    You like wearing panties and stockings. 
 
    Your dick is too small to ever take care of a lady. 
 
    You want a cock shoved up your ass, don’t you, you pathetic queer? 
 
    You’re always happiest when you’re in bondage. 
 
    You love the feel of silk against your skin. 
 
    You might as well get your cock and balls chopped off and become a woman already! 
 
    Imagine the effect those commands could have on the male mind when repeated over and over thousands of times! It’s a wonderful thought. 
 
    After Janice was ready to go back to school, I suggested that she speak in front of Dr. Marlowe’s class. “The girls would love to hear about how you discovered you’re transgendered,” I told her. “It’s always nice when a man realizes he’s really a sissy fag; it might encourage other guys to give up their masculine identity and transform into women.” 
 
    “You’re so right, Becky,” said Janice. “At first I thought that what you did to me was cruel. But now I realize you had my best interests at heart the whole time.” 
 
    I smiled at her remark, then my eyes darted across her body. By this point Janice was fully feminized mentally and her body was well on its way too. Her muscles were shrinking, her skin was softer, and she told me that her cock had become soft and flaccid. Of course, it helped that I was pumping mega-doses of female hormones into her body at this point–a gift from Dr. Marlowe. 
 
    I figured it was time for dad to discover that he had a new daughter. So I asked him to drop by my class on the same day Janice was going to speak. “I’m not into that book learning bullshit,” he said with a dismissive wave of his hand. 
 
    “Oh, come on, daddy!” I said. “You’ll love it. A retired pro football player is going to tell us what it was like to play in the Superbowl!” 
 
    That piqued his curiosity. “Well, if that’s the case,” he said, “then I’ll be there for sure!” 
 
    Janice sat beside me in my car as I drove her to school for her grand debut. “Becky,” she said, “I’m worried about how dad will react when he sees me this way. He has always been so intent on me being tough and manly.” 
 
    “Don’t let it bother you, sweetie!” I said. “I told him about your transition and he is very proud of you!” I gave her a reassuring pat on the knee. 
 
    “Really?” she said, blushing. “That’s wonderful! I hope I see him soon.” 
 
    “You will,” I said. “He has just been busy working overtime lately. But he will see you soon, I’m sure of it.” 
 
    “Oh, goody!” said Janice. “That will be such fun!” 
 
    That’s what you think now, you poor, pitiful fool, I thought. But just wait…. I smiled as I kept my eyes on the road ahead. 
 
    A half hour later I sat with my classmates as Janice told the story of her journey to femininity. She wore a knee-length black skirt, white high heels, tan stockings, and a green blouse. She had a small purse slung over her left shoulder.  
 
    As she spoke, I studied her face carefully. Though she sounded like a normal human being, I could tell from the vacant look in her eyes that she was more akin to a ventriloquist dummy than a thinking, feeling person with her own mind.  
 
    I wondered if, in some tiny part of her brain, Jim was buried in a deep hole and trying to dig his way out. Help! Help! I pictured him screaming. Someone free me from my sister’s grip on my soul! The thought made me feel warm all over, especially between my legs. 
 
    “I owe it all to my sister Becky,” Janice said as she wrapped up her talk. “She forced me to accept that I have always been a girl deep inside.” The other students looked at me and broke out in a round of applause. I nodded and smiled, taking the praise with graceful modesty. But inwardly I was worried. Class was almost over and dad hadn’t showed up yet. If he failed to appear, then I might miss my moment of greatest triumph. 
 
    “Any questions?” Janice asked the class. A girl in the back raised her hand. I glanced at my watch and scowled. Come on dad, I thought. Show up! 
 
    A second later I heard a pair of heavy footsteps behind me. I whipped around, and there, standing in the classroom door, was my father. His mouth hung open and his eyes were wide as saucers as he saw what I had done to his son. 
 
    “JIM?” he said in shocked disbelief. 
 
    “Dad?” said my feminized brother. “It’s me, Janice, your second daughter!” 
 
    I watched my father’s face go from shock to rage to disgust as the seconds ticked by. After what seemed like an eternity he said, “you’re no relation of mine, you little faggot.” He turned and walked away. 
 
    Janice chased after him. “Dad!” she wailed in her sissy voice. “Wait! Becky said you understood! She said you accepted me like this! Dad! Wait!” But our father just ignored him and kept going. 
 
    Janice staggered back in the class, her face a mask of despair and pain. She looked at me and said, “You did this to me. You robbed me of my manhood. Now you’ve turned dad against me.” 
 
    I met her gaze with a steely look. Then I burst out laughing. “Of course I did, you poor sap!” I said. “I turned you into a spineless fag no one would want!” 
 
    “But why, Becky, why?” said Janice, tears streaming down her face. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know,” I said. “Because it was fun, I guess!” 
 
    My classmates began to giggle. Within seconds they broke out in wave after wave of cruel, mocking laughter, pointing at Janice and laughing. “You fool!” one shouted. “She really did a number on you!” Janice folded her hands and dropped her head as the humiliation went on and on and on. I was doubled over in glee when I felt the flames in my pussy roar to life and sweep through my body. I orgasmed over and over as I watched my sissy brother’s ego dissolve in front of me.  
 
    ** 
 
    That night Dr. Marlowe and I cuddled in bed together, our nude bodies drenched in sweat. We were breathless from making love to each other.  
 
    “I’m proud of you, my dear,” she said, running her finger down my arm. “You did well.” 
 
    “Thank you, my love,” I said, kissing her lips gently. “But I had the best teacher in the world.” 
 
    “And I have the best student,” she said. Then I gasped as she ran her finger over my erect nipples. I rolled over on top of her, and again we ravaged each other. 
 
    Much later that night I remembered something. “Dr. Marlowe,”
 I said. “What about my dad?” 
 
    She chuckled. “Don’t worry about him, sweetie,” she said. “I chased him down after class and had a talk with him. He’s scheduled to meet with me tomorrow. I gave him a CD to listen to tonight. I told him it would help him to understand what happened to his son.” 
 
    I laughed. “Does this CD have some of your subliminal messages on it?” I said. 
 
    “Hmm,” said Dr. Marlowe. “Now that you mention it – it does!” She laughed too, and then we made love once more. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   

 

 How I Turned my Husband into my Wife 
 
    By 
 
    Scarlett Redd 
 
      
 
    Imagine what can happen when two lesbians put their heads together and decide to feminize an unwitting male.  
 
      
 
    I was lying beside my lesbian lover Rhonda, catching my breath from our latest round of lovemaking, when she looked over at me and said, "I think we should feminize your husband. In fact, I think we should turn him into a cock-sucking, cross-dressing slut with a wilted penis and no mind or will of his own.” 
 
    I regarded her with a shocked expression, my eyes my eyes and mouth wide open. "Really?" I said. "What makes you think that?" 
 
    Three things," she said. "First, it will free you from having sex with him. Second, he will make an excellent slave." She gave me a wicked smile. "Third, it will be a hell of a lot of fun." 
 
    My eyes darted up towards the mirrored ceiling, where I saw our long, lean female forms drenched in sweat and lying side-by-side in her bed. My clit still throbbed and my nipples still tingled from the orgasm she gave me minutes before. I let her idea run through my mind for a moment, then said, “I think you've got a point. Even if it only releases me from having sex with him, it will be worth the effort."  
 
    I returned her smile as I slid my palm down the inside of her creamy right thigh. She gasped with pleasure. "How do you suggest we go about it?" I said. 
 
    She leaned over and gave me a quick peck on the lips. Her kiss sent jolts of electricity radiating from my mouth and throughout my entire body. "Let me worry about that, my dear," she said. "Right now I'm more concerned with making you cum."  
 
    Our lips locked in passionate union as she slid her index finger deep into the heart of my cunt. Her touch turned the sparks of my lust into a raging fire. We pleasured each other for the next three hours. Then we laid plans for turning my unfortunate husband into a prissy, prancing, properly dominated sissy… 
 
    My name is Barbara Taylor. I'm a housewife married to a web programmer. My spouse's name is Bob – or at least it used to be. Now it's Roberta, and "he" is now a "she." But, for now, let's use her old masculine name. I married Bob three years ago, mostly for his money, although I guess I do love him in my own way. He makes a very good living writing software code for a variety of high-profile clients.  
 
    The physical aspect of our relationship might not have been so awful, if only Bob had cared at all about my needs. But, as with everything else in our home, the experience was all about him. He would grunt on top of me like a baboon, fill me with his slimy man-cum, then roll over and go to sleep. If I wanted to orgasm, I had to fondle myself while he lay there snoring. Luckily, he can’t knock me up - low sperm count or some such thing. 
 
    About six months after our wedding I met Rhonda, our next-door neighbor. She's a high-powered corporate attorney and a real ball buster. She's also incredibly hot and 100% gay. Our first sexual experience came when I went to visit her one day. Bob and I had just had a fight and I needed someone to listen to me. Rhonda was caring, sweet, and sympathetic, completely unlike my husband. Within an hour we were tearing each other's clothes off in her bedroom.  It was my first woman-on-woman experience and from then on, I was hooked. When I realized that no man, no matter how well-hung or how muscular, can compare to the beauty and grace of the feminine form, my days of being straight were over forever. 
 
    Despite my conversion, however, I had to maintain appearances at my home, not because I have kids (I don't) but because Bob is good at making money. So I endured living with him and snuck over to Rhonda's every chance I got. I usually returned from my visit with little bruises all over my body. But the minor pain I felt was worth the pleasure. 
 
    It was after the climax of one such lovemaking session that Rhonda proposed her idea to feminize my husband.  “The first step," she said, “is to visit a doctor I’ve heard about; her name is Constance Marchand and she has an office on the other side of town. She’s a psychiatrist who specializes in treating transsexual men.”
  
 
    “But Bob’s not trans!” I objected.
  
 
    “Not yet,” said Rhonda mischievously. “But we can talk about that later. Right now I want you to ravish you. We'll discuss Bob afterwards." 
 
    I took her hand in mine and began kissing and sucking on her fingers. "Sounds like a great plan," I said. She moaned in ecstasy as I ran my tongue down her wrist and along her forearm. Then I began placing long, slow wet kisses on her neck and shoulders. The light of the room glimmered against the impression of my lips on her skin. "Oh....oh, god," she said in a throaty whisper, "that feels so good." 
 
    She breathed deeply and forcefully as I pleasured her. I worked slowly, letting her enjoy every long, slow moment of my actions. I slid off the bed and onto my knees, spreading her legs wide. I smelled the musky scent of her cunt, felt the heat of her sex against my cheeks. The sensation put my libido into overdrive. "Oh, Barbara, you're incredible!" Rhonda said, her tone expressing both overwhelming love and unbridled lust. 
 
    I licked and probed as I worked my lips along the edges of her essence. I felt her massive clit on the edge of my tongue. I began sucking and kissing it, yearning to taste and enjoy my lover. She gasped and spread her legs wider, welcoming me into the heart of her womanhood. I felt her writhe as waves of pleasure poured through her fit, supple form. 
 
    As our lovemaking continued, she caressed my head and face with her long, firm fingers, running them through my hair with gentle ease. The feel of her hands on me was like an explosion of erotic energy, driving me to service her pussy with renewed vigor. I worked on her with my tongue as my hands ran along her tight abs, then down her smooth, deeply tanned legs. The experience flooded my body with adrenalin. My heart slammed against my ribs as I worked feverishly to please my goddess.  
 
    Rhonda began shrieking, then shouting, then screaming as ecstasy overwhelmed her senses. It was the sound of some ancient part of her DNA coming to the surface, some forgotten remnant of the Amazon warrior that lives at the heart of every woman. No man can understand it. No man is worthy of it. It belongs to the female race alone. 
 
    At last, with a throaty cry and a powerful thrust of her hips, she climaxed. Her juices filled my mouth and flowed down my face, drenching my clothes in her steamy, sweaty essence. The taste and aroma was like nectar, and I closed my eyes to let them envelop me in utter bliss. 
 
    After it was over Rhonda and I cuddled together in a contented heap of sensuous beauty. Then she got to her feet and reached out to me. "Come," she said. 
 
    "Where are we going, my love?" I said, sitting up and taking her hand in mine. 
 
    "To the other bedroom, of course!" she said, giving me a whimsical grin as she pulled me to my feet. "You've been a very good girl, and I want to reward you!" 
 
    Suddenly my fatigue vanished and I felt a fresh wave of desire renew my strength. "Let's go!" I said, looking at her raven hair, freckled face and chestnut eyes with sheer adoration and intense excitement. Hand in hand we dashed up the steps and into her bedroom across the hall. 
 
     As we entered, she gave me a long, deep, sensuous kiss, then picked me up and tossed me on the bed. She pounced on me like a lioness, I spread my arms and legs wide, ready to let her devour me. 
 
    I felt her hands against my wrists as she pinned me to the mattress. I knew her well enough to understand what this meant. She was going to dominate me! Yes! I thought. Take me, mistress! I'm your slave!   
 
    She growled at me with clenched teeth, her way of asserting control, then pressed her full, moist lips against my neck, working her way down my prone, yielding form. She sank her teeth into my right nipple, sending jolts of delicious pain through my nerves. I felt little drops of blood bead on my breast from the puncture mark. She licked it off the wound, then our lips met again.  
 
    I tasted the sweet, salty scent of my life fluids in her mouth. It was heavenly. Had she been a vampire, I would have let her drain me dry, just so long as our bodies could stay joined together forever. My head spun, my mind flooded with rapturous desire as she again began her journey down my body, kissing and exploring and running her tongue across my skin.  
 
    Then her mouth clamped over my sex as her hands took hold of my buttocks. As her tongue sucked and stroked my womanhood, a wave of orgasm started in my clit, then radiated along the walls of my pussy and overflowed through my vaginal lips. I came once, twice, three times, then over and over and over till I lost count.  
 
    Afterwards we clung to each other in the darkness, the bed soaked in our juices. "It gets better every time, my darling," I told her. "If only I didn't have to leave you." 
 
    She gave me a reassuring smile as she brushed her fingers against my face. "Soon, my love," she said. "Soon." 
 
    I staggered from her house an hour later, exhausted but elated. My mind was still caught up in the joy of being with her when I entered my own home, so I barely noticed Bob sitting in his easy chair. He looked up at me and said, "I wondered where the hell you were! You and Rhonda working on her scrapbook again?" 
 
    "Yeah," I said absently, barely seeing him through the tingling afterglow that clouded my mind. "Scrapbooking - that's what we were doing." I collapsed onto the sofa, still breathless. 
 
    He snorted and shook his head. "You women do the stupidest things," he said. He got out of his chair and slid over next to me on the couch. "Guess what, though?" he said. "It's your lucky night, cause ol' Bob is feeling frisky!" 
 
    I fought the urge to retch as I glanced down at the absurd bulge between his legs. The sight made me think of a can of expired meat, greenish and bloated from the gasses churning within. Once he becomes a sissy, I thought, I'm going to chop that damn thing off.  
 
    For the time being, though, I smiled and followed him to the bedroom, where I endured his dull-witted thrustings for a handful of minutes before, mercifully, he rolled off of me and fell asleep. While he lay beside me snoring, I savored the memory of my time with Rhonda earlier that night. As sleep claimed me, I dreamt of her, and of the life we would enjoy together once Bob was properly feminized. That day could not come soon enough. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    A few days later Rhonda and I sat in Dr. Marchand’s office. She was explaining how her methods work. “It’s all based on subconscious commands,” she said, holding up a CD for us to see. “The subliminal messages in this recording will reshape your husband’s mind from the bottom up.” 
 
    I gave the silver disc in her hand a skeptical look. “Are you sure it will work?” I asked her. 
 
    “Beyond a doubt,” she said, smiling. “Before long, you two will have a brainwashed, compliant, submissive sissy on your hands!” She set the CD on her desk, then leaned back and laced her fingers together, looking at Rhonda and me with supreme confidence. 
 
    I reached out, picking up the CD and giving it a close visual inspection. “It’s just hard to believe that a few inaudible messages could rewire a man’s mind,” I said, turning the shiny, pancake-shaped object over and over. I looked hard at the ultra-fine grooves etched into its silvered surface, as if trying to understand its magical powers through eyesight alone. “Especially when it comes to Bob,” I said. “He’s just so… well, straight!” 
 
    “That’s just the thing,” said Dr. Marchand, leaning forward. “I’ve spent my entire life studying the male animal. Without exception, I have found that every man is, at heart, a gay sissy.” She smiled and laughed, then continued. “But they don’t have the courage to admit the truth about themselves. “So they hide their submissive, feminine tendencies under a lot of tough-sounding bluster and bravado.” 
 
    Dr. Marchand got out of her chair and rested her oh-so-perfect ass on the side of her desk. Even through her professional-looking white skirt and lab coat I could tell she was quite shapely. “The messages on that CD,” she said, nodding to the disk, “cut through all that self-denial like a buzz saw, bringing their long-suppressed desires to the forefront of their mind. Before long, your husband will begin adopting feminine mannerisms. He will also begin craving sex with other men.” She nodded confidently. “It’s basic brain science. It works every time.” 
 
    I looked at Rhonda. “What do you think?” I asked her. 
 
    Rhonda looked at Dr. Marchand. “You’re asking a lot of money for that little disk,” she said. “What happens if it doesn’t work?” 
 
    “Then I will return your payment, no questions asked,” the doctor said with a tone of firm finality. 
 
    Rhonda looked back at me, then at the CD. She took a deep breath, and for a moment I thought she was going to say, “thanks but no thanks.” But instead she reached into her purse. “I assume you take plastic,” she said. 
 
    Dr. Marchand gave her an apologetic look. “Sorry,” she said. “I must insist you pay the $25,000 fee in cash. The last thing I need is a paper trail for the authorities to follow” 
 
    Rhonda’s eyes turned sharp as she regarded the other woman in cool silence. “Alright then,” she said after a moment. “My bank has a branch around the corner. Can you give me 15 minutes?” 
 
    “Most certainly,” said Dr. Marchand in a crisp tone. “I’ll be here when you return.” 
 
    Rhonda took my hand as we left the office. I grasped her by the arm as we stood side-by-side outside on the sidewalk. “Honey,” I said, “you don’t have to do this! I’ll just divorce Bob and move in with you! It will be so much easier.”  
 
    I looked back at the small, nondescript building that housed Dr. Marchand’s office. The words “D. Marchand” were engraved into a small plaque beside the front door. I felt an uneasy chill run through me. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Barbara,” said Rhonda, taking my hand in hers. “But that won’t do.” Her face turned dark as she spoke. “Since I met you, I have watched that disgusting pile of lard treat you like shit. I want him to get what he has coming.” Her chin jutted out and her eyes narrowed as nodded toward Dr. Marchand’s office. “I trust my instincts. And I trust her.” 
 
    I started to voice another objection, but Rhonda turned away from me and headed for her bank. I trailed behind her, the submissive girl following her dominant mistress towards whatever lay ahead. I hope she knows what she’s doing, I thought. 
 
    Minutes later Rhonda withdrew the money Dr. Marchand had demanded. I was amazed at how effortless the transaction was; it was my first real sign that my lover had plenty of money. She tucked the cash into her purse, then we returned to Dr. Marchand’s office. Rhonda passed her the money. The doctor glanced at the funds but didn’t bother to count them. She tucked the bills away in a brown manila envelope and placed it in her desk drawer. 
 
    “Alright then,” said Rhonda. “You have your fee. Now let’s have the CD.” 
 
    Dr. Marchand took the disk, which now sat in a protective case, from the file cabinet door. She handed it to Rhonda. “I’ll explain how to use it,” she said. “But first I want to show you something.” She poked her head out of a door in the rear of her office. Beyond was a large room with lab equipment and several large file cabinets. We heard someone moving around but couldn’t see who was back there. 
 
    “Rebecca!” Shouted the doctor. “Get in here now!” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” said a sweet, sissy-ish voice. Moments later a tall, pretty brunette entered the office. She wore a simple cotton dress with flats, a nondescript copper bracelet, and a black leather collar with silver rings around her neck. Her hair was pulled back, showing off her high cheekbones and full lips.  
 
    She wasn’t exactly gorgeous, but she was pretty in a plain, sensible kind of way. I noticed her hands and feet were a tad large for a female’s and her grey eyes had a strange, detached quality to them. Other than that, there was nothing to distinguish her from any woman you might see on the street. 
 
    “Barbara, Rhonda,” said Dr. Marchand, gesturing to the new arrival, “I’d like you to meet my sissy slave, Rebecca.” 
 
    Rebecca curtsied to us, crossing one foot over the other and raising the edges of her skirt. “Mistresses,” she said in a humble, reverential tone, “it is a great honor to be in your presence. I will happily serve you in any way you request.” 
 
    “That’s a good girl, Rebecca,” said Dr. Marchand to her slave. 
 
    “Thank you, mistress,” said Rebecca to the doctor, curtsying to her as well. 
 
    Rhonda and I exchanged confused looks. Then a look of realization dawned on my lover’s face. “Ah,” she said to Dr. Marchand. “Rebecca her is proof your methods work.” 
 
    The doctor nodded. “That’s right,” she said. “Sissy Rebecca used to be my husband Craig. He was a gynecologist, a business owner, and, like all men, a prick. Isn’t that right, sissy Rebecca?” she said, addressing her slave. 
 
    Rebecca hung her head low. “Yes, Mistress,” she said. “I am ashamed to say you speak the truth.” 
 
    Dr. Marchand looked at us.  “Craig is now the thoroughly submissive, completely feminized creature you see before you,” she said. “She serves me as an unpaid assistant and domestic housekeeper. She cooks my meals, rubs my feet, and, when necessary, serves as an outlet for my anger and frustrations. Isn’t that right, Rebecca?” 
 
    “It is my pleasure to serve you,” said Rebecca. “My only desire is to please you.” 
 
    “You’re ashamed of your masculinity, aren’t you, Rebecca?” said Marchand. 
 
     “Yes, Mistress,” said Rebecca, “I am deeply ashamed to be a man.” 
 
    “And why is that, Rebecca?” said Dr. Marchand. 
 
    “Because men are insensitive, stupid, and inferior to women in every way,” said Rebecca. “Our only purpose is to serve women.” 
 
    “Amen to that,” said Rhonda in a throaty voice. I nodded in silent agreement.  
 
    “As you can see,” said Dr. Marchand, “My methods are quite effective. So you need not worry about your investment paying off.”  
 
    Rhonda glanced at me, then at the doctor. “Perhaps,” she said. “But I’d like to verify Rebecca’s story.” 
 
    Dr. Marchand gave my lover a quizzical look. “What do you mean?” she said. 
 
    “I mean,” said Rhonda, “that your friend here could simply be an accomplice in your racket. So I would like to peek under her skirt to make sure she’s really a guy, if you don’t mind.” 
 
    “Of course not,” said the doctor. “Go ahead.” 
 
    “Are you serious?” I said to Rhonda, putting a restraining hand in her shoulder. “You can’t just go poking around another person’s body!”  
 
    “I doubt that Rebecca will mind,” said Rhonda, looking at the sissy. “Do you, dear?” 
 
    “My body is the property of my mistress, Dr. Marchand,” said Rebecca. “If she permits it, then I have no grounds to object.” 
 
    “See?” said Rhonda to me. With that she yanked up the hem of Rebecca’s skirt and tugged at the pretty pink panties she wore. Her underwear fell around her ankles, and I gasped as I saw what was underneath.  
 
    Rebecca had a tiny, shrunken sac and a near-microscopic penis that was encased in a curved plastic tube. A small padlock held the restraint in place behind her scrotum. On her right thigh were the words SISSY CLIT tattooed into her flesh and an arrow pointing to her genitals. It was the most pathetic example of male genitals I has ever seen. 
 
    Dr. Marchand chuckled as Rhonda and I stared at the message burned into Rebecca’s thigh. “That was a little joke on my part, I’m afraid,” she said. “I wanted to brand Rebecca’s new status into her body, so she would never forget she’s a sissy.” 
 
    Rhonda nodded. “You’re a pathetic wimp, aren’t’ you, Rebecca?” she asked the sissy.  
 
    “Yes, Mistress Rhonda,” said the shamefaced slave.  
 
    Rhonda and I looked at each other and smiled. “I think we have our proof,” she said to me. 
 
    “Indeed,” I said. “I can’t wait to see Bob’s cock shrink! Hell, it might even fall off!” 
 
    “I’m almost convinced,” said Rhonda. “One more thing, though,” she said to the doctor, “is Rebecca totally compliant? Will she really do whatever you say?” 
 
    Dr. Marchand reached into her desk and retrieved a huge wooden paddle. The sight of the hard, rough-hewn wood made my eyes pop open. What’s she going to do with that? I wondered. She placed the paddle in Rebecca’s hand. The color drained from the sissy’s face as she took hold of the giant slab of wood. 
 
    “Strike yourself in the nuts, Rebecca,” ordered Dr. Marchand.  
 
    The sissy looked at the paddle with a horrified expression. “Mistress, please, don’t make me,” she said. “It’s always so painful!” 
 
    “SHUT UP, YOU DISOBEDIENT LITTLE SLUT!” screamed the doctor. “Do as I say or you will get worse later on!” 
 
    Tears rolled down the sissy’s face as she wept. “Yes, mistress,” she said. I watched in morbid fascination as Rebecca raised the paddle over her head. I heard a WHOOSH as the weapon sliced through the air. Then I grimaced as the weapon found its mark. Rebecca must have been pretty strong, because she drove the edge of the paddle into her groin with a heavy thud.  
 
    “Oh!” shrieked the feminized wimp as her face turned scarlet. She collapsed to her knees, then fell face first onto the carpeted floor as she curled up in pain. The paddle fell from her grip as she cradled her ravaged sac in her hands. “It hurts, mistress!” she wailed as mascara-soaked tears poured from her eyes.  
 
    Dr. Marchand laughed. “Of course it does, fool!” she said.  
 
    Rebecca’s skirt fell around up and around her waist, allowing up a perfect view of her battered genitals as they turned purple and began to swell. At first, I was repulsed at seeing her in such pain. Then, as I remembered she was once a man like Bob, I began to enjoy watching her agony. I pictured my abusive husband in the same condition, and, as I did, I felt a few sparks of arousal flame to life in my clit.  
 
    Rhonda must have felt the same way, because I saw her stroke her thighs, a sure sign that she was turned on. 
 
    With the fire burning in my cunt I suddenly saw Dr. Marchand as the remarkably beautiful woman she was. My mind filled with images of her making love to…me? No. My erotic imagination pictured her and Rhonda getting it on as I watched. The idea quickened my breath. I licked my lips as my sex turned wet. 
 
    Rhonda read my thoughts. “Be honest, Dr. Marchand,” she said to the third woman, “Having this kind of power over men makes you horny, doesn’t it?” 
 
    “God, yes!” said the psychiatrist, who was looking at her agonized slave rolling around on the floor with a satisfied grin. “It’s incredibly arousing.” 
 
    Rhonda touched the other woman’s hand. Dr. Marchand took it in her own. They gave each other knowing smiles. Then Rhonda seized the doctor in her strong arms and gave her a deep, long, lingering kiss. The other woman kissed back, and soon the two of them were making out like it was their last day on earth. My mouth fell open as I watched the erotic scene. My fingers probed the edges of my cunt. I wanted to masturbate as I watched. 
 
    Dr. Marchand broke the lip-lock with Rhonda for a moment and looked at me. “There’s no need to go to that trouble, my dear,” she said. “Rebecca is quite skilled at cunnilingus.” She glanced at the injured sissy, who was slowly getting back on her feet. 
 
    “Is that so?” I said. “Well, then, tell that stupid slut to drop to her knees and take care of me!” 
 
    Dr. Marchand looked at her slave. “You heard Mistress Barbara!” she said. “Comply!” 
 
    “Yes, mistress!” said Rebecca, falling on her knees in front of me. I loosened my jeans and let them fall to the floor, then dropped my panties as well. “Eat me, sissy,” I ordered. “And do it right or I’ll hurt you worse than you hurt yourself!” 
 
    Rebecca nodded eagerly, then began running her tongue along the insides of my thighs. I gasped and parked my ass on the edge of the desk for support. The feminized slut was indeed skilled at eating pussy; she kissed and sucked around the edges of my shaved cunt before darting her tongue in and out of my vagina.  
 
    The sensation of her soft probing sent hot sparks of sexual pleasure through me. I spread my legs wide as Rebecca pressed her painted whorish face deep into my womanhood. She probed and sucked and ran her tongue along the walls of my vagina before focusing on my clit. I felt her sissy tongue swirl over my swollen sex then flick across its surface smoothly and quickly.  
 
    “Yes, yesss,” I moaned, wrapping my legs around her back, forcing her to swallow more of my womanhood.  
 
    I grasped the edges of the desk and rocked back and forth, back and forth, riding Rebecca’s face like a cowgirl atop a bucking bronco. The sissy’s face turned white, and I wondered if I was suffocating her. Who gives a shit? I thought. I’m the superior gender. I’m a true woman. She’s nothing but a slave. That thought made the sheer ecstasy of the experience even more intense. I slid my hands under my top and fondled my breasts, pinching and squeezing my nipples with my fingernails. It was heaven! 
 
    Meanwhile Rhonda and Dr. Marchand were lying naked on the deeply carpeted floor. They were scissoring each other, a lesbian sex technique in which two women grind their cunts together. I studied Dr. Marchand’s long, lean, firm body. For an older woman she was in remarkably good shape. Her legs were tight and tan, her waist narrow, her breasts ample, and her long blond hair had the slightest hint of silver, which I found incredibly hot. She had the symmetrical features of a Nordic beauty, with high cheekbones, luscious lips, and piercing green eyes.  
 
    Rebecca pulled away from my pussy to take a few badly needed breaths. “Get back to work, you stupid tramp!” I shouted, clubbing her on the side of her head.  
 
    “Yes, mistress, so sorry, mistress,” she said. I laughed when I saw her makeup smeared across her disheveled face. I even saw a few tears streaking down her cheeks. She’s totally, completely humiliated, I thought, just like she should be. I leaned back and surrendered to the sheer ecstasy of the experience.  
 
    “Oh…oh, fuck yeah! Oh god yeah!” shrieked Rhonda as multiple orgasms ripped through her body. The doctor’s climax came seconds later. Watching two gorgeous female bodies bound together in animal lust sent me over the edge as well. I screamed as raw, steaming pussy juice drenched Rebecca’s pathetic sissy face. I writhed and screamed and caressed my body, doing everything possible to prolong the experience.  
 
    Rebecca fell to the floor, coughing and choking as she struggled to breathe. I tried to stand, but my knees buckled and I tumbled onto the floor on top of Rhonda and Dr. Marchand. We began laughing, enjoying the feel of our exhausted, sweaty bodies all tangled together.  
 
    “I love you,” I said to Rhonda as I kissed her. Her lips burned against mine as we melted together in post-orgasmic bliss. Dr. Marchand, meanwhile, got to her feet, slipped her black leather heels onto her lovely feet, and stood with hands on hips over Rebecca, who by this point had regained her composure but remained lying prone on the floor. 
 
    “Well, well,” said the doctor to the craven, cowering sissy who looked up at her owner with fear-filled eyes. “It seems you’ve smudged your makeup, Rebecca,” said Dr. Marchand. “You know that’s forbidden. Now I must punish you.” 
 
    “Mistress, please don’t!” cried Rebecca, her voice cracking in terror as she groveled at the feet of the doctor. “I couldn’t help it! Mistress Barbara required pussy service, and I had to smear my lipstick to pleasure her! I’m sorry!” 
 
    Dr. Marchand looked at me as I got to my feet. “Was Rebecca’s service satisfactory?” she asked me. 
 
    I regarded Rebecca with an uncertain look as I touched the tip of my chin with my index finger. “Hmm…I don’t know,” I said, enjoying the sight of Rebecca’s hopeful yet terrified face. Seconds passed in silence as I savored the sissy’s fear. “Yes…yes, it was okay, I guess,” I offered at last. “I’ve had much better, of course. But it was satisfactory.” 
 
    Rebecca’s face lit up with joy. “Oh, thank you, Mistress Barbara!” she squealed. “I’m so happy I pleased you!” I gave her a condescending smile and a nod of my head. 
 
    “I’ll forego whipping you for now,” said Dr. Marchand to her slave. “In fact,” she added, her lips curling up in a coy grin, “this might be a good time for your annual release.” 
 
    Rebecca’s mouth dropped open. “Are you serious?” she said in disbelief. “You’ll let me touch myself?”  
 
    Dr. Marchand touched a golden key dangling from her neck as she said, “Yes. You may indulge your disgusting urges, since you pleased Mistress Barbara with your slut skills.” She took a pair of latex gloves from a box on her desk and slipped them onto her hands. She then took the key from her neck and slid it into the lock that kept the sissy’s cock from getting hard. She pulled away the metal tube.  
 
    Rhonda and I doubled over laughing when we saw Rebecca’s pathetic, nearly microscopic male organ. “Oh my god!” said my lover, her face red from amazement. “Is that what this poor creature calls a penis?” 
 
    Dr. Marchand nodded and chuckled. “I inject compounds into Rebecca that make it shrink,” she said. “Also, as you’ll note, the inside of her chastity tube has spikes that dig into her flesh, punishing for trying to get hard.” She showed us the inside of the cage. Rhonda let out a low whistle as we eyeballed the gleaming metal points. 
 
    “All that’s left of her once healthy penis is a tiny shaft that measures less than an inch at full size,” said Marchand. She patted the sissy on the head like an obedient dog. “But the sad little creature loves playing with her little toy nonetheless! Don’t you, dear?” 
 
    “Yes, mistress!” she said. “May I play with it now?” 
 
    “You may retire to your bedroom and fondle yourself for five minutes,” said the doctor. “If you don’t cum in that time, then I will reapply the cage and your penis will be off limits for the next six months. Do you understand?” 
 
    The sissy picked herself off the floor. She curtsied to the three of us then scampered away like a frightened mouse. After she left the room, Dr. Marchand, Rhonda and I put our clothes back on and sat around her desk. I was still coming down from the sex and the sight of Rebecca’s downsized pseudo-cock. My clit felt warm and happy and, for the moment at least, it was thoroughly satisfied.  
 
    “Well, what do you think now, ladies?” said the doctor to Rhonda and me. “Do you still have doubts about my methods?” 
 
    Rhonda looked at me with a barely suppressed smile. Then the two of us started giggling like schoolgirls. “Not me!” said my lover. “What about you, Barbara?” she asked. 
 
    I took Rhonda’s hand in mine and gave her a loving look. “I can’t wait,” I said. “Bob’s not going to know what hit him.” 
 
      
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    Dr. Marchand gave Rhonda and I some tips for enhancing the CD’s effects and bid us goodbye. Rhonda had to prepare for a case she was working on and I wanted to get home and start carrying out the doctor’s instructions. But first we made a quick trip to a lingerie store, where she and I picked out several pairs of panties in Bob’s size. Fortunately he’s slender so we had no trouble finding them. After our shopping trip she dropped me off in front of my house. “See you later, sweetie!” she said. “Good luck!” 
 
    When I got into the house, I inserted the CD into the whole-house audio system and pushed the play button. Then I made a quick trip to the bedroom to get rid of Bob’s male underwear. I tossed it into a garbage bag and replaced it with the items Rhonda and I bought at the mall. I smiled as I looked at the pretty pink, white, and green undies, imagining them against Bob’s skin. 

I carried the bag of his old things to the curb for the garbage men to carry away and settled into the living room sofa to watch TV. The CD broadcast its messages on an ultra-high frequency that the human ear can’t detect. On the other hand, the subconscious male mind can understand ever word. 
 
    An hour or so later Bob left his office and went to the bathroom. "Hey, Barbara!" he shouted from the bedroom a few minutes later. "Where’s all my underwear?" 
 
    "Whatever do you mean, dear?" I said, trying to sound innocent. 
 
    Bob came into the living room, upset and a bit confused. "My dresser is filled with panties!” he said. “What’s going on, Barbara?" 
 
    "Oh, that!" I said, smiling at him. "It's a funny thing; I picked up the laundry at the cleaners the other day and when I got it home it was filled with lady's undies. I called them about it. They said they would check into it but it might take a few days." I shrugged my shoulders. "Sorry," I said. 
 
    He shook his head and gave me a poison look. "Well, didn't it occur to you that I don't wear panties? Why didn't you run down the store and buy me some new underwear? Or, even better, go down to the dry cleaners and kick their asses?" 
 
    "Well, honey," I said, mustering a sympathetic tone, "I thought the panties might be yours. I figured you had made a lifestyle change and I didn't want to judge you for your choices; I mean, it's your business.” 
 
    I watched his apish face go blank as he struggled for a reaction. "Well-," he stammered and stuttered, then started speaking again. "Well, that's ridiculous!" He held up the pair of panties in his hand. They were lacy and pink. "What am I supposed to wear now?" he asked. 
 
    I shook my head and smiled at him. "Well, “I said,” you got to admit, they are kind of cute. Just wear the panties for a few days until I get you some new underwear. Who knows? You may find you like them!" 
 
    Again his addled brain tried to think of a comeback. Then he walked away, saying, "whatever. Just get me some new stuff right away.” His fingers stroked the silky material of the panties as he left the room. Interesting, I thought. Very interesting. 
 
    Late that evening he stumbled out of his office and went to bed, ignoring me as he muttered to himself. His pants were hanging down past the top of his ass crack as usual, giving me a prime view of the panties that he wore beneath his jeans.  
 
    I hopped up off the sofa and went into his office to pull up the browsing history on his computer. What I saw made me laugh! He had spent most of the day checking out gay sex sites. “Very, very good,” I said out loud, “he’s turning faster than I thought he would.” I called Rhonda to tell her the good news. She was just as ecstatic as me. We talked until well after midnight, then I went to bed, tired but elated. 
 
    Over the next several weeks Bob changed in other ways. He wore panties every day and never again asked me what happened to his old things. He started watching shows about knitting and sewing, lost all interest in sports, and began talking with a lilt. I checked his browsing history each evening and saw that he was getting hooked on hard-core man-on-man porn. 
 
    I also noticed that he lost all interest in fucking me. This both shocked and delighted me, as I had long ago lost all interest in his cock. He also began going out in the evening most nights. He said he was in meetings with clients, but I suspected he was hanging out in gay bars.  
 
    I shared my theory with Rhonda on the phone one night. “You’re probably right, honey,” she said. “God, I would love to catch him blowing some guy or getting fucked in his ass!” 
 
    Her comment made a light pop on in my brain. “Rhonda,” I said, “that’s a brilliant idea! Let’s do it!” 
 
    “Hell, why not!” she said. “There are about half a dozen gay clubs in town. We could look for his car parked in one of the lots.” We made plans to get together that Saturday night to act out her plan.  
 
    The rest of the week dragged by as I thought about the shame and humiliation Bob would feel if we caught him with another man. The idea made me so horny I had to masturbate several times a day to relieve the tension.  
 
    Unfortunately, Rhonda had been busy with a big case, so she and I hadn’t gotten together for weeks. My clit felt like it was starving, even with all the self-pleasuring I was doing!  
 
    Finally Saturday arrived. By this time Bob was spending more time away from home and almost none in his office. He was so busy looking at gay porn that I worried whether he was doing any work. But my fears turned to delight when I was going through his dresser that morning and discovered a giant dildo he had stashed in the back of one of his drawers!  
 
    I bet he’s screwing himself with this thing, I thought. What a tramp! My sex turned wet as I pictured him with the massive shaft crammed up his tight little ass. Then I threw myself on the bed and fondled my clit until I had a body-shuddering orgasm.  
 
    Despite the sweet release of that moment, I was still yearning for Rhonda. So I called her. “I can’t wait for tonight!” I told her. “Do you think we will catch Bob with another man?” 
 
    “Yes, absolutely!” said Rhonda. “We’re going to expose that pathetic slob to the world as a sissy queer! It will be great!”  
 
    About seven o’clock that evening I showered and dressed for the evening’s adventure. Rhonda swung by my house in her silver Mercedes convertible. My eyes popped open when I saw how she was dressed. She wore a black top with a plunging neckline that displayed her gorgeous boobs, a gold necklace that glimmered against her darkly tanned skin, black satin short-shorts, and a pair of scarlet pumps. Her long dark hair flowed around her shoulders. She wore just a touch of makeup that showcased her sensuous lips. 
 
    “Wow!” I said, gawking at her in stunned admiration. “I could make love to you right now, honey!” I slid my left hand over her silky right thigh. “It’s been so long.” 
 
    She gave me a smile, took my hand in hers, and ran her tongue along my index finger. I nearly came right then and there. Then she placed her palm on my lap. “Patience, my love,” she said as she shifted the car into gear. “Let’s catch Bob in the act first!” With that she stepped on the gas, and the high-powered automobile purred away from my house and into the gathering twilight. 
 
    I had looked up the address of every gay club in town the night before. I plugged them into my phone’s GPS app, so we had no trouble finding them. The first three were disappointments; no sign of Bob anywhere. While we were in the fourth one, a couple of super-hot college girls tried to pick us up. We were on a hunt for my feminized husband’ however. So we reluctantly said, “no thanks” and went to the fifth stop on our list.  
 
    Our diligence paid off when Rhonda’s sharp eyes spotted a tan Ford Focus across the street from the entrance. “Barbara! There it is! Bob’s car!” she shouted. I gave the vehicle a quick look over, then checked the license plate to be sure.  
 
    “Holy shit!” I exclaimed. “You’re right!” 
 
    We parked right beside Bob’s vehicle then headed for the entrance. The guy at the door was dressed in nothing but a leather thong and biker boots. He had a killer body that turned me on, despite my lesbianism. “Excuse me,” I asked him, showing him a snapshot of my husband “We’re looking for this person; have you seen him?” 
 
    He gave Rhonda and me a suspicious look. “Who wants to know?” he said. “And why?” 
 
    “His wife wants to know!” said Rhonda, getting in the guy’s face. “We’re investigating a case of marital infidelity. If you don’t cooperate you may find yourself in court!” 
 
    The door man snorted. “What the hell are you?” he demanded. “A lawyer?” 
 
    Rhonda nodded. “Matter of fact, I am,” she said, glaring at him. 
 
    The guy’s attitude did a 180 as soon as he heard Rhonda was an attorney. “Okay, okay!” he said. Then he looked at the picture again. “I think that’s Roberta,” he said, examining it closely. “Hard to tell, since the dude in the picture isn’t in drag. But I’m pretty sure that’s her face.” 
 
    “’Roberta?’” I said, giving the guy a puzzled look. “Who the hell is Roberta?” 
 
    “She’s a queen who started hanging out here about two weeks ago,” he said. “Spends a lot of time in the back rooms.” 
 
    “’Back rooms?’” said Rhonda. “What back rooms?” 
 
    The guy’s face turned red as he spoke to us in a hushed voice. “Look, don’t tell the cops this, but the owner has a couple of rooms in the back where our customers can hook up. We keep it on the down low because it could get us in trouble with the law.” 
 
    “Point us to those back rooms,” said Rhonda, “and I promise your secret is safe with us.” 
 
    “Just walk past the bar and keep going till you’re on the far end of the dance floor,” he said. “You’ll see two doors side by side. But Terrance might not let you in.” 
 
    “Who’s Terrence?” asked Rhonda. 
 
    “The guy who stand guard outside,” he said. “In case things get scary.” 
 
    Roberta scoffed as she brushed past him. “I’m not worried,” she said. I followed behind her. I had never been to a gay club before, so I was astounded at what I saw. In the middle of the room was a man suspended from the ceiling with manacles around his wrist. He was surrounded by a bunch of shirtless guys who were whipping him with their belts. “Please, masters, please!” screamed the guy in bondage, “have mercy!”  
 
    Leaning against the bar was a tall, muscular woman with long red hair. She was topless. Another woman was fondling her boobs and raving about how big they were.  
 
    A few feet away, a guy dressed up like an old-fashioned schoolmaster sat in a wooden chair, a naked dude straddled across his lap. The schoolmaster was whacking the hell out of his victim with a paddle.  
 
    “I promise I’ll never play hooky again, sir!” shouted the one getting beaten. “Please don’t punish me anymore!” I stared in sick fascination at the red welts on his ass.  
 
    “Come on, you perv!” said Rhonda playfully, dragging me through the club. I let her pull me away but kept looking at all the weird shit going on around us, my mouth open wide.  
 
    After what felt like forever, we stood in front of a pair of imposing metal doors. Outside of them stood a huge black man with his arms folded across his chest. He had rippling muscles that were evident through his skin-tight black t shirt and faded jeans. “What the hell do you two want?” he said to Rhonda and me, glowering down at us. 
 
    “Let us in those rooms, Godzilla,” said Rhonda defiantly. “We have business back there.” 
 
    “Rhonda,” I said, grabbing her arm nervously. “I think you may be biting off more than you can chew.” My eyes darted around the club, looking for an exit sign. “Let’s get out of here!” 
 
    My girlfriend ignored my plea, focusing on the gargoyle-like figure blocking our path. “No fucking way,” he said in a low, rumbling voice that sounded like distant thunder.  
 
    He and Rhonda glared at each other for endless seconds as I stood beside her frightened to death. I looked behind me through a mass of swaying, sweaty bodies, spotting the guy who had been taking a beating from the schoolmaster. He was on his knees with a collar around his neck. The schoolmaster was leading him around on a leash like a dog. The guy hanging from the ceiling was still getting flogged; I saw blood running down his thighs. 
 
    When I turned back around Rhonda was reaching into her purse. She produced a pair of crisp one hundred dollar bills and waved them in front of the gargantuan black man’s face. The giant took the money from her hand. “All you had to do was ask,” he said, smiling as he turned and unlocked one of the doors. “Go on in, ladies,” he said, waving us past him as he bowed politely. We rushed into the room beyond.  
 
    “Wow,” I said as I stood in the dark surroundings. The only light came from a flickering fluorescent fixture in the ceiling. I heard someone gasp as human figures moved around in the gloom. I squinted my eyes, trying to see what was going on. 
 
    Then brightness flooded the room as Rhonda flipped a light switch on the wall. My eyes grew wide and my face flushed as I stared in disbelief. 
 
    A mattress lay in the middle of the floor. Bob was in the middle of it on his hands and knees between two other men. One was pounding his ass like a slab of beef while Bob was giving the other man head!  
 
    Bob dropped the swollen cock from his mouth. He almost fainted from shock as he looked at Rhonda and me in disbelief. “Oh…my…god,” he said. “Barbara…how did you…”  
 
    Rhonda was the first to start giggling, followed by me. The two gay guys were stunned at first, but they soon caught on and joined in. The four of us stood there calling Bob names and laughing at him.   
 
    “I guess my secret’s out,” he said with resignation. “Your husband is a sissy and a queer.” 
 
    “Husband?” I shouted gleefully. “You look more like my wife!” Those words hit him like a baseball bat. The look on his face went from surprise to realization to total humiliation as he hung his head in shame-faced defeat… 
 
    TWO WEEKS LATER 
 
    “Roberta!” I said. “Get out here, you stupid slut! Our guests are waiting to see you make your womanly debut!” 
 
    “Yes, dear,” said the dainty voice from the bedroom. “Coming now, dear.” 
 
    Rhonda, who sat beside me on the sofa, elbowed me in the ribs. “That’s a joke,” she said, smiling. 
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked her. 
 
    “I mean,” she said, “her saying she’s ‘coming now.’ She’ll never cum again!”   
 
    “Good one, honey!” I said, slapping her on the knee as I chuckled. I glanced over at Dr. Marchand, who sat in an armchair nearby, her shoes off and her feet resting on Rebecca’s back. The sissy was on her hands and knees serving as a human footstool. 
 
    “Dr. Marchand,” I asked, “do you think Roberta will ever become as empty-headed and compliant as your little toy there?”  
 
    “In time,” said the doctor. “She still has a ways to go in the forced feminization process. Eventually, though, if you choose, you can take away her sense of humanity just as you’ve destroyed her manhood. Should that occur, she will turn into a true slave, unable to defy you or escape her situation.”  
 
    “You mean you can turn a man into anything you want?” said Rhonda. She nodded towards Rebecca. “Like a piece of furniture? 
 
    That’s exactly right,” said Dr. Marchand. ” I’m going in that direction with my dear spouse here. My ultimate goal is to transform her into a human doll. I will change him and feed him and do anything I like to him. He’ll be powerless to resist.”  The doctor smiled and her eyes twinkled. “Having that kind of power makes me wet,” she said fondly.  
 
     “Here I am!” said Bob – now Roberta – as she entered the room. We looked up at her as she came strutting in. She was wearing the hot pink stiletto heels Rhonda had bought her the day before, a mindless smile plastered across her face.  
 
    “Wow!” said Dr. Marchand. “I’m impressed! You ladies did an amazing job with this creature!” 
 
    Looking at Bob, who was now Roberta, I couldn’t help but be impressed. Her skin was silky smooth and creamy soft, free of all the disgusting man-hair that had so repelled me in the past. Roberta wore white thigh-high stockings fastened with a pretty garter belt, a dark-green micro-skirt that came up to her crotch, an ivory-colored satin blouse, and a long, blond wig. Her makeup was a little on the heavy side, but her face was just as free of hair as the rest of her body.  
 
    For me, the most satisfying part of her appearance was the bimbo-like smile on her face. It was proof that her mind was firmly under my control. “What do you think?” I asked Dr. Marchand. 
 
    “Exceptional,” she said in a quiet, reverent tone that revealed how impressed she was. “You ladies have created a true masterpiece!”  
 
    “Perhaps,” said Rhonda. “But I want to test Roberta, just to see how submissive she is.” She strutted over to the sissy and, without warning, slapped her. The blow was viciously loud; a dull CRACK echoed against the walls as it found its mark. 
 
    Roberta shrieked and cowered before Rhonda, pressing her palm against her injured face. “Mistress Rhonda!” she cried out. “Why did you hit me? Did I displease you?” She began blubbering as tears flowed from her eyes. 
 
    “You always displease me, Roberta,” said Rhonda. “You sickened me when you were a man and you disgust me even more now that you’re a sissy.”  
 
    Rhonda pointed at me. “From now on, your sole purpose in life is to serve Barbara hand-and-foot every moment of your waking hours,” she said. “And you’d better make her happy or I will whip you until you pass out. Understand?” 
 
    Roberta dropped her head low before my lesbian lover. “Yes, Mistress Rhonda,” said my feminized sissy spouse. “I will do my best.” 
 
    “Make sure you do!” Rhonda said, glaring at Roberta’s hunched over form. Seeing her abuse and humiliate my husband lit a fire in my clit. I hopped to my feet and dashed over to my lover. “Come here, my darling,” I said, taking her in my arms and kissing her. She returned my affection, pressing her lips hard against mine.  
 
    Rhonda unbuttoned my top and tore it away. Her powerful hands slid under the cups of my bra, greedy to fondle my bosom. The sensation of her fingers grabbing and pinching and caressing my boobs made me wild with desire. I loosened my jeans and let them drop to the floor. “Take me, my love,” I whispered. “Right here in front of my pathetic husband. Show him what real lovemaking looks like.” 
 
    As Rhonda kissed and suckled my nipples, I felt an unexpected sensation around my thighs. I looked down to see that Dr. Marchand had decided to join in! She ran her long, lithe tongue up the insides of my thighs, then flicked it along the edges of my vaginal lips, right through my panties.  She slid my undies down my legs, giving her full access to my womanhood. Then she buried her mouth deep into my cunt as she went to work on my clit. I groaned with pleasure as the two woman made love to me at the same time. 
 
    Somewhere in the back of my mind, amidst the smoky wisps of pleasure that overwhelmed my senses, I hear Roberta say to Rebecca, “do you think either of us will ever have sex again?” 
 
    “No,” said Rebecca. “Our mistresses will never permit it. We’ll be chaste forever.” 
 
    Hearing the despair and resignation in her voice was like pouring gasoline onto an already-raging fire. It sent my hormones into overdrive, making everything the two women were doing to my body all the more intense. I closed my eyes and surrendered to the ecstasy, my victory over my husband complete. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Sadist Wife, Sissy Husband 
 
    By Victoria Marlowe 
 
      
 
    This is one wife who knows what she wants from a husband: total submission at the crack of a whip! 
 
      
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    I love to watch my boyfriend Mark fuck my sissy husband.  What I don’t love, though, is the thought that my pathetic spouse might enjoy the experience.  Fortunately, I have a simple fix for this dilemma.  I rub my hubby’s ass with sandpaper till his flesh is raw and red.  I work the gritty material into his cheeks and sphincter. Then Mark inserts his giant man-stick and applies his full weight with each thrust.  
 
    That makes the sex pure hell for my poor husband and sheer heaven for me.  I love to hear him scream as my well-hung lover pounds him like a slab of beef.  Sometimes I cum from the sound alone! 
 
    As you’ve probably already guessed, I’m a sadist.  I met my spouse Jim – actually, Jennifer is his name now – at a single’s bar on the posh side of town 18 months ago.  In fact, tonight is our first wedding anniversary.  I was cruising for financially successful men when he caught my eye.   
 
    The first thing I noticed was the way his eyes darted back and forth as his shaky hands lifted his drink to his lips.  Long ago I learned how to spot shy, insecure men in a crowd; and my target was saying volumes about his inner fears and weaknesses. 
 
    I felt my pussy tingle as I approached Jim; weak men have always turned me on.  I smiled as I sat next beside him at his table.  His eyes grew wide as they drank in my beauty, and I knew that he was falling into my trap. 
 
    I should take a moment to describe myself.  I’m a buxom blond with old-fashioned curves like Marilyn Monroe, ruby-red lips that need no makeup, and cool green eyes that make men’s hearts skip a beat.  That night I wore a black skirt that revealed plenty, especially when I crossed my long, silky legs.  Poor Jim couldn’t resist me! 
 
    “So,” I said, in my most seductive voice, “are you going to buy me a drink, or should I shift my attention to one of the other lonely men in this place?” 
 
    Jim’s mouth dropped open.  He tried to speak but could manage only garbled sounds.  Finally he regained the ability to form words.  “Uh – sure,” he said, stammering as he did so.  “Name’s Jim, by the way. W-what would you like?” 
 
    Your money, you sad little man; that’s what I want: your money, I thought to myself.  But I knew better than to say those words.  “Red wine would be perfect,” I said sweetly. 
 
    As Jim raised his hand to get the waitress’s attention, I gave him a quick once-over.  I noted the tailored jacket, the expensive shirt cuffs, and the glimmering gold watch.  A girl can learn everything about a guy from those sorts of clues.  I also noticed his small hands, slender waist, and soft facial features.  I guessed that he was a runner, or maybe a swimmer, though his build was much too slight to be that of a weightlifter.  Excellent, I thought.  He will make a splendid sissy. 
 
    You should know that I’m a woman with powerful urges. I crave money and the things it can buy.  I love being showered with gifts and receiving utter devotion from my lovers.  But, above all, I enjoy dominating and feminizing men. I suppose it may have something to do with my abusive father, and the way he treated my mom and I during my childhood.  He showed me that men are scum; but he also taught me that they are stupid and easy to control – if you know the right tricks.   
 
    Dear old dad is long dead now; someone tampered with his car one evening while he was in a bar.  Later that night he went flying off a seaside cliff and landed a giant rock far below.  The cops never found out who rigged the vehicle.  But I’ll spare you the details of that story.  For now, let me return to how I trapped my husband. 
 
    Mark and I chatted at the club for a few minutes.  He talked about himself a lot, as all men do, while I nodded and sipped my wine.  Then I felt his hand slide over my knee and across my inner thigh.  His touch sickened me, but I pretended otherwise.   
 
    “Why, sir,” I said to him.  “You act like a man who knows what he wants - and isn’t afraid to take it.” I wrapped his fingers in mine, pushing them further up my leg. 
 
    “That’s me, baby,” he said, his voice thick and slow from the effects of his drinking.  “I’ve got it all.  Want to see it?” 
 
    “Hmm….,” I said, giving him a wary look.  “I don’t know…” The color ran from Jim’s face as I spoke.  “Well…. okay,” I said at last.  “Let’s go back to your place and you can show me your manhood.” 
 
    Jim leapt from the table so fast I thought he would go into orbit.  In a rush the two of us were in a taxi and on the way to his penthouse apartment.  During the ride I let him fondle me a little but pushed him away when he tried touching my breasts.  This inflamed his passions even more, and I watched the bulge between his legs turn into a boulder. 
 
    Every dominant woman has a different style for capturing her victim.  Some leap on the target like a leopardess, tearing and ripping into the tender flesh with blinding fury.  Others, myself for instance, are more subtle in their approach.  I’m more akin to a spider who gradually wraps its victim in a shiny gossamer web.  I take time to relish the creature’s terror and despair before enjoying my meal.   
 
    So that night I let Jim fuck me with his little toy, while I wrapped my legs around his waist and pulled him towards me, biting his chest and leaving red welts on his skin.  He thought it was because I was turned on.  In reality, I was like the spider weaving its trap. 
 
    Mercifully, it took Jim only a couple of minutes to finish his business.  Then he rolled over on his back, breathing hard as he said, “how was it, baby?  I’ll bet you never have anything that good, did you?” 
 
    I lay there with a smile on my face, as I let the quietness of the room answer for me. 
 
    “Well?” he said moments later, “It was good, wasn’t it?” I said nothing. 
 
    “Look, it was great!” he said, rolling over to face me.  “Tell me so!” 
 
    I gave him a quick smile and a sad look.  “It was fine, honey,” I said, tucking my palms behind my head and looking up at him.  “It was….it was fine.” 
 
    Jim’s snarl vanished, replaced by a forlorn look.  “Y-you didn’t like it?” he said, with the cutest little whimper in his voice. 
 
    I touched his cheek with the back of my fingers, stroking it gently.  “I know you tried, Jimmy,” I said.  “That’s all that matters.” 
 
    Jim quivered.  He wrapped his arms around his shallow chest and dropped his head.  Then he closed his eyes, and I saw a single tear roll down his cheek.  I’ve got him! I thought.  He’s mine forever. 
 
    Then a fire roared to life in my cunt, one that swept a blazing path through my body.  No! I thought.  Don’t let him see you getting off on his pain! 
 
    Luckily, at that point he turned away from me and sat up, gazing into the still darkness.  That gave me the precious moments I needed.  I shuddered, clenching the bed covers in a vise-like grip as waves of ecstasy swept through my body.  
 
    Then I made my one mistake: I gasped.  Jim turned back to me.  “Was that you, baby?” he said, a trace of hope in his tone.  “Did you cum?” 
 
    My mind raced for an answer.  Then, with a flash of inspiration, I gave him the perfect response.  “No, honey,” I said.  “It was just a yawn, that’s all.”   
 
    I turned away from him.  “I’m going to sleep, Jim,” I said.  “I’ll stay here for the night.  Tomorrow you can make me breakfast.” 
 
    The web was spun, the fly was caught, and the bonds were in place.  The only thing left to do was to inject my venom, which I would do over the next six months.  I drifted off into slumber land, dreaming of the fun to come… 
 
    add 
 
    I no longer have to endure Jim’s dull-witted fucking skills.  That’s because he no longer has a cock.  I shipped him off to an overseas clinic right after our wedding.  There they performed a penectomy; that’s the medical term for surgically removing a penis.   
 
    I also had the doctor remove his balls.  The staff asked if I wanted my husband to have a vagina.  That’s the usual next step for transgendered women, after all.  But I told them “no.”  A vagina would still allow Jim (let’s refer to him as Jennifer from now on, shall we?) to still cum, and I wanted to take that away from him forever.   
 
    Jennifer will never have an orgasm again.  A catheter runs from her bladder to allow her to urinate.  The clinic used narrow tubing, so it takes Jennifer forever to piss; the poor thing.  
 
    The surgeon gave my spouse breasts.  They’re massive DD hooters.  Along with her platinum blond hair, copious amounts of makeup, and collagen-injected lips, they make her look like a cheap streetwalker.  Once she was back in the States, I complimented her on the boob job.  Then I pierced her pretty little nipples with fishing hooks.  The wounds healed, but the barbs are permanently imbedded.  They’re fun to twist; at least I think so. 
 
    Sometimes I catch Jennifer rubbing her mutilated crotch against a table leg, in a desperate attempt to feel sexual pleasure.  I used to punish her for this behavior.  But now I just laugh at the utter futility of her efforts. 
 
    All in all, you might say that I’m living the ideal life for a sadistic bitch like myself.  And you would be right.  But I’ve kept you long enough.  I hear stirrings in the next room.  That means that my lover Mark is getting ready to ride Jennifer once more.  Let me open the door a crack, so you can hear her screams… 
 
    “OH, OH DEAR GOD, PLEASE, MARK!  PLEASE, NOT AGAIN!  IT HURTS SO BAD! PLEASE!  IT’S TOO BIG!  IT’S TOO BIG!” 
 
    LOL, I love that sound!  I’m a lucky wife, aren’t I? 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Begging for Breast Implants: A Sissy Husband Learns What “No Limits” Really Means 
 
      
 
    by 
 
      
 
    Mistress Dominique 
 
      
 
    There’s a lesson in this story for sissies who wish they had breasts. Dream all you like. But remember, dreams sometimes come true. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter One 
 
    “So, you want breast implants,” said my wife and Mistress with a gleam in her eyes as I knelt at her feet. “Tell me why.” 
 
    “Well, dear,” I said, struggling for the right words to answer her question, "it's just that I have been living as a feminized bimbo slave for so long now. My cock has shrunk and my balls are like raisins.” 
 
    "True," she said, rubbing her stocking clad thighs together as she became aroused. "But continue."  
 
    "The hormones you inject into me have made my muscles so weak I can barely finish my housekeeping duties," I said. "As for my mind… oh, goodness! It gets so muddled sometimes that I have trouble figuring out how to brush my hair.” 
 
    She grinned. “I do enjoy seeing you grow stupider as the days go by," she said, looking down on me from her superior height like a hungry feline eyeing a helpless mouse. "Things have come a long way since the days when you were a CEO and I your secretary." 
 
    That comment confused me. "I'm sorry, Mistress," I said, shaking my head. "What's a 'CEO?'" 
 
    "A chief executive officer," she said. "A person who oversees strategic operations for a corporation. You used to be one, before I broke your will and turned you into my sissy maid."  
 
    I tried to understand what she was saying, but her big words were more than my confused sissy brain could understand. My eyes glazed over as my thoughts drifted towards purses and perfume. 
 
    "Amber!" she shouted, slapping me. "Try to focus, you stupid slut! We were talking about why you want breast implants." 
 
    I shook my head to clear away the mental fog. "I'm sorry, mistress," I said. "But all those big words you were using hurt my brain." I took a second to gather my thoughts, then I said, "I just think that having a boob job would make me feel more like a proper sissy. Plus, Master Mark has said many times how breast implants would make me more feminine." 
 
    Mistress snorted. "Aha!" she said. "I knew my lover had something to do with this silly desire of yours." Her eyes locked onto mine as she leaned forward in her chair. "Tell me, Amber, how does it feel to watch another man fuck me? To know that he gives me something you never could, even back in your pre-feminization days?" 
 
    My cheeks turned red with shame. "It makes me feel worthless," I said. "I'm just a loser with a tiny cock who could never take care of a real woman like you." I brushed a tear from my eye. "I don't blame you for turning me into a feminized sissy slave. It's all I'm good for anyway." 
 
    She laughed. "Truer words were never spoken!" she said, clapping her hands together. "I've trained you well. But let's stick with the topic at hand. Breast implants can cost as much as $10,000.00. That's a huge sum, given that your allowance is $1.00 a week. How do you propose paying for the surgery?” 
 
    "$1.00?" I said. "$10,000? Are those a lot of money?" My wife closed her eyes, taking off her glasses and rubbing her temples. "I'm sorry, Mistress!" I said. "Those words are too much for me to understand." 
 
    "Never mind," said Mistress. 
 
    The image of her bull's massive meat stick popped into my mind, giving me sudden inspiration. "I could pay for the surgery by servicing your male customers," I said, feeling my tiny sissy-clit stir inside my soft satin panties. 
 
    Her face lit up. "Now THAT is an inspired idea, my dear!" she said. "Your painted whore lips may be just the thing to do to get the purchasing agents at ABC Corporation to throw more business my way." The sound of praise coming from her mouth made my heart leap with joy. "Those horny bastards are always hitting on me anyway. I could offer them you as a consolation prize." She gave me a wicked smile. "Of course," she said, "you would have to suck their cocks and let them fuck your tight little ass." Her words made my tiny sissy-clit tingle. "Are you up to that?" 
 
    "Yes indeed, mistress!" I said, clasping my hands together. "I would love that!"  
 
    “Good!” she said as she stood to her feet. “Now finish the dishes and give the living room a thorough straightening. I'm going to bed.” I remained on my knees as she left the room, then busied myself with my evening duties.  
 
    At the end of the evening, just before turning in, I stood before the mirror in my bathroom and stared at my bare chest, thinking of how it would look with a pair of shapely breasts. I imagined the feel of a man's strong hands against my bosom, squeezing my lady-mounds and talking about how shapely and feminine they were.  
 
    Wow, he would say. These are like the real thing! He would squeeze and pinch them then drop his pants and force me to my knees, feeding me his throbbing, rock-hard essence...  
 
    That's a good sissy, he would say as he arched his back and thrust his hips forward, impaling my slut mouth with his mountain of man-meat and riding my face till he shot his steamy load down my throat. I would swallow every precious drop, then lay on my stomach as he mounted me, fucking my sissy ass till, once more, he blessed me with rivers of gushing cum.  
 
    The image was so intense I slid my fingers slip into my panties and make their way to my genitals, only to pull them away as they touched my tiny, semi-hard sissy cock. "It's no use," I said with despair. "It's too soft and small. I'll never get to cum again."  
 
    The thought of a life without orgasms put a damper on my mood. But my spirits brightened when I thought of the compliments I would receive when, at long last, I had breasts of my own. What a happy day that would be! Or at least so I thought. Had I known the plans simmering in Mistress's mind at that moment, then I might have begged her to forget the whole thing. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Two 
 
    That night, as I slept, I dreamt of the day five years ago when I first met the woman who would become my wife and mistress: 
 
    "You've got another applicant for the secretary's job, boss," said Dave Matthews, poking his head into my office. 
 
    "Oh yeah?" I said, turning from my computer screen to look up at him. "Tell me about her." 
 
    A wolfish grin spread across his thin face. "Let's just say she's worth your time," he said. 
 
    I nodded. "Gotcha," I said with a smile. "What's her name?" 
 
    "Heather Banks," said Dave. "Want to see her resume?" he asked, holding a form in his outstretched hand. 
 
    I waved it away. "No need for that," I said. "I'll know as soon as I lay eyes on her if she's got what it takes." I leaned back in my chair, interlacing my fingers behind my head and propping my feet up on my desk. "Send her in." 
 
    Dave gave me a wink and a nod. "Will do," he said. Moments later, the hottest woman I've ever seen in my life appeared in the doorway to my office. My cock leapt to life, straining against my slacks so hard I thought it might burst right through the fabric. I jumped to my feet. "H.. hi," I said, extending my right hand to her. "My name is Charles Kimball. I'm the owner of the company and I'm looking for a capable secretary." 
 
    She ignored my attempt to shake, taking a seat in the chair across from my desk and crossing her exquisite legs. "I'm Heather Banks," she said in a sexy, sultry, take-no-shit tone of voice, "and you may be the owner of the business for now. But that will change in time." 
 
    Such insolence would usually have doomed an applicant's chances of getting the job. But, in her case, it only made me want her more. I fell in my seat as she took charge of the interview. Soon she would take charge of far more than that… 
 
    The sound of the alarm clock tore me from my blissful state of slumber and deposited me into the world of awakening. I opened my eyes to look around the tiny, closet-sized room that served as my quarters. The first thing that greeted my eyes, as always, was a huge picture of Mistress Heather mounted to the ceiling. She was dressed in black leather knee-high boots and a matching bustier, holding a riding crop and giving the camera a stern look. Above her head were the words NEVER FORGET SHE OWNS YOU, SISSY. NOW GET TO WORK in red letters.  
 
    Aside from the poster, everything in the room was pink: the walls, the floor, even the doorknob. I had a small dresser and closet which held my sissy maid outfits, stockings, panties, shoes, and bras. There were no books, no TV, no electronic devices, nothing which one might use for entertainment or information. Mistress forbade me to use the Internet, make phone calls, or even leave the house.  
 
    Attached to the quarters was a small bathroom which I used for dressing myself. I shaved my legs, arms and chest with a pink safety razor while showering. I took care to remove even the tiniest speck of hair. Mistress inspects my body on a regular basis. She goes into a rage if she finds the slightest imperfection. Once I failed to trim my toenails. She beat me with a hairbrush till I lay on the floor sobbing.  
 
    After showering I looked in the mirror, frowning as I stared at my flat, boyish chest. “Oh, if only mistress allows me to have breasts!” I said longingly. “I would look so pretty!”  
 
    I dressed in my usual French maid outfit: black fishnet stockings, black heels, frilly black skirt and blouse, white apron and hair comb. My panties and bra were pink satin. I applied my makeup at the bathroom mirror, using the same care I had shown when shaving my body. I arranged my platinum blond shoulder length locks in the style Mistress had chosen for me, took a moment to check myself over once more, then left my quarters to begin my daily duties.  
 
    I normally begin my routine by waking Mistress at six AM so she can prepare for work. While she gets ready, I cook her breakfast, which is usually eggs Benedict. I also get to eat, though my first meal of the day is rarely more than half a slice of toast and a glass of diet soda. So you can imagine my surprise when I walked out of my room at 5:45 that morning to see Mistress fully dressed and coming out of the kitchen wearing an apron!  
 
    “Good morning, darling!” she said in a cheerful voice. “Have a seat and I'll serve you breakfast.” 
 
    “Mistress?” I said, unable to believe what I was seeing. 
 
    She chuckled. “Come over here, honey!” she said, patting the back of a chair. “Relax while I bring your food.” She vanished into the kitchen, reappearing moments later with plates full of scrambled eggs, hash browns, bacon, and hot cakes swimming in syrup. The air filled with delicious aromas that made my stomach growl. 
 
    I took a few cautious steps forward, convinced I was having some sort of bizarre dream. In the five years since I had met my wife, she had never once picked up a pot or pan, much less showed the slightest desire to cook. But there she was, serving me food prepared by her own hand. I settled into a seat, unsure of whether this was all some trick on her part. 
 
    "Go ahead, sweetheart!" she urged, taking a seat across from me. “Start eating.” She tapped her fingers against the table, then shot me a nasty look. “That's an order!' she demanded. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” I said, taking a bite of one of the bacon slices. I had not tasted meat in more than four years, so the experience seemed odd. But it was also exhilarating. I finished the piece, then piled several more on my plate, along with a heaping serving of scrambled eggs. I tried to restrain myself, but years of surviving on a semi-starvation diet made the opportunity to enjoy some real food for a change too strong to resist. I devoured the food on my plate, then had another helping and another.  
 
    One time I stopped and glanced up at Mistress, who was regarding me with an odd smile. “Never mind me, darling!” she said, waving me on. “Enjoy yourself!” I did as she said, knowing that I was making a pig of myself but enjoying the food too much to care.  
 
    When I was done, I leaned back in my chair and closed my eyes, enjoying the pleasant feeling of a full stomach, a sensation I had not experienced for many years. I felt the urge to burp and clapped my hands over my mouth, lest Mistress punish me for being unladylike. “Go ahead, sweetheart!” she said. “I don’t mind.” Taking her at her word, I permitted myself a tiny, almost silent burp. It felt wonderful. 
 
    Mistress cleared the dishes away while I sat at the table, declining my offers to take care of the chore myself. Afterwards she returned to her chair and looked at me. “I want you to take the rest of the day off,” she said. “Sleep, watch TV, whatever you like.” I stared at her in disbelief. “Use my bed. It’s so much larger and more comfortable than that tiny cot you sleep on.” 
 
    “But Mistress!” I said. “What about my chores?” 
 
    “Forget about them,” she said. “The house is spotless. One day without a cleaning will cause no harm. As for dinner, I’m dining with some associates tonight. So you don't have to cook.” 
 
    My heart melted on the spot. “Mistress,” I said, staring at her in disbelief, “why are you being so kind to me?” 
 
    “I love you, silly!” she said, reaching out to take my hand. “I thought you should have a reward for all the selfless devotion you show every day of your life.” My heart melted on the spot. I looked at her with adoring eyes. “I’ve also given some thought to your wish for breast implants,” she continued, “and I’ve decided to grant your request.” 
 
    “Oh, Mistress!” I said, touching my hand to my heart. “That’s the best news I could have gotten!” My eyes filled with tears. “You’re the best owner a sissy could have!” 
 
    “Indeed I am,” she said, her tone turning businesslike as she pushed her chair away from the table and stood to her feet. “Though you may not think so after tomorrow.” 
 
    What do you mean, Mistress?” I asked, a dark shadow of fear extinguishing my brief moment of joy. 
 
    “I mean,” she said, “that you’re going to have to prove yourself worthy of your new boobs. I’ve arranged for you to endure a series of trials over the next several days that will test your devotion, both to me and to your life as a sissy maid. Should you pass them, then I will indeed arrange for you to get the surgery. You’ll have hooters big enough to turn a stripper green with envy.” My face lit up at the news. 
 
    "I've decided to assign a safe word to you for this occasion," she continued. If at any time you feel you're too weak to survive the trails, then simply cry out "butter" and they will stop." Relief washed over me. But," she added, wagging her finger at me, "you will never again get a chance to have implants. You'll spend the rest of your life just as you are: stuffing your bra cups with tissue, like a gawky teen age girl at her first dance." 
 
    She hoisted her laptop bag over her shoulder as she prepared to leave for work. “I thought you deserved a day of pampering,” she said, “given the hell that’s in store for you.” She looked at me just before she went out the front door. “So enjoy it while you can,” she quipped. With that parting shot, she walked out of the house, leaving me sitting there as my face turned ashen with terror.  
 
    The thought of a gutless, stupid sissy like me being cast out on the streets was too horrible for me to bear. Rather than enjoy the comfort of her bed and her TV I retreated to my quarters. Turning off the light, I curled up into a ball on my tiny cot, wondering what horrors awaited me come the next day.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    Despite having the day off, my fear of what awaited me during the upcoming tests kept me from enjoying myself. I stayed up till about 8 PM waiting for Mistress to return, then showered, set my alarm for 5 o’clock in the morning as usual, and went to bed early. Perhaps if I get a little extra sleep, I’ll be better prepared for what awaits me, I thought just before nodding off. 
 
    The next morning the alarm woke me and I went through my usual ritual of preparing for the day, making myself all prim and pretty and leaving my quarters at 5:45 to wake Mistress. I heard sounds from the kitchen and went in to investigate.  
 
    Standing in front of the stove was a tall, muscular, unbelievably handsome man cooking a meal! He had thick, wavy brown hair parted on the side, rugged square-cut features, sparkling blue eyes, a firm mouth, and a well-tanned body that made him look more like a Greek god than a human being. He wore faded jeans and black boots but no shirt. 
 
    He looked over at me. “Good morning, Sissy Amber,” he said. “Never mind breakfast. I’m preparing it now. You may go wake Mistress. After you’re done, hurry back so I can give you additional orders.” 
 
    I had never seen this man before, so you can imagine how startled I was by his presence. My queer side found his stunning good looks arousing, while my sissy side feared that he had something to do with the trials Mistress had mentioned. Frozen in fear and indecision, I stood there looking at him, unsure of what to do. 
 
    He returned to his chores, glancing up at me a few seconds later. “Why are you still here, Sissy Amber?” he asked, sounding annoyed. “You heard my orders. Carry them out.” 
 
    My curiosity overcame my fear just long enough to utter three words. “Who are you?” I said in a frightened whisper. 
 
    “I’m Tad, a private chef,” he said, extending his hand as if to shake. I reached out to return the gesture. But, instead of taking my hand, he grabbed my cock, twisting it like a juicer squeezing the pulp from an orange. I cried out in pain. 
 
    “Wow,” he said, laughing scornfully, “Heather said you're the biggest wuss on the planet, but I didn’t believe it till now! What kind of man are you?”

“I’m not a man,” I said, dropping my eyes in shame. “I’m a worthless sissy who can’t please a woman. That’s why my wife enslaved and feminized me.” 
 
    “No shit!” said Tad, releasing my cock. Standing in front of him, I realized how much taller he was than me, how much broader his shoulders, how large and thick his muscular his hands were compared to my thin, slender fingers. I could never have hoped to stand up to him, even in my pre-feminization days. The realization sent a fresh wave of humiliation through my mind, and suddenly I felt even weaker and more helpless than usual.  
 
    He pushed me backwards. “Go wake Mistress,” Tad ordered. “And hurry up. Otherwise I’ll kick your sorry little ass while she watches.” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” I said, scampering out of the kitchen in my high heels, my cock tingling. Tad terrified me. But he also aroused me. I couldn’t help but wonder what his manliness would feel like between my lips.  
 
    20 minutes later Mistress and Tad sat squeezed next to each other at the kitchen table, enjoying their meals while I stood nearby ready to attend to their slightest wish. “This is absolutely scrumptious, Tad,” said Mistress, giving him a quick peck on the cheek. “So much better than my slave's cooking.” She looked at me with contempt. “Her culinary skills are a joke – just like the rest of her.” 
 
    “Well said, my dear,” Tad responded, sliding his hand across my wife’s thigh. “Perhaps tonight I’ll give you a good, hard fucking while your ‘husband’ watches.” 
 
    “I’d love that!” said Mistress. “But for now I have to go to work. I’ll be back by six, horny as Hell and ready to feel your man-mound between my legs. In the meantime, Amber will serve you in any way you wish. Feel free to enjoy the beer and cold cuts in the fridge later on.” She glanced at me as she rushed out of the house. “Make sure Amber eats as well, “she added. “But keep her meal small and sensible; I can’t have her getting fat.” 
 
    By this point I was ready to break down and cry. Mistress was always strict but flirting with a man while I stood nearby took her humiliation of me to a new level. I turned to Tad, who stood alongside the kitchen table with his arms folded, giving me a hard stare. “Is there anything I may do for you, sir?” I asked him. 
 
    He snorted. “Yeah,” he said, waving his hand at the table. “Wash these fucking dishes, you prancing little faggot. Then clean the whole house top to bottom.” He pointed a finger at my face. “While you’re at it,” he said, “keep your eyes pointed at the floor when you’re in my presence. Look me in the face again and I’ll break your jaw. Get it?” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” I said, struggling to stay calm and compliant as I obeyed Tad’s order. I carried the dishes to the kitchen and filled the sink with water. Tad stood alongside me as I worked, balled fists at his side.  
 
    I scrubbed the dining ware so hard I thought my hands would chap, then rinsed them three times to make sure they were spotless. As I was placing them in the drying rack, I felt the palm of Tad’s right hand explode against my temple. “Idiot!” he shouted. “You left a speck of food on one of the plates!” 
 
    The blow was so hard and so unexpected that I had no time to prepare for it. One of the china bowls slipped from my hands and crashed to the floor at my feet, shattering into a thousand pieces. I cried out in fright, then fell to my knees to pick up the pieces. “Mistress mustn’t see this!” I said as I worked feverishly. “Or her wrath will be unbearable! I’ll never get my breasts!” 
 
    “Heather told me what a pussy you are,” said Tad, his words hitting me harder than even the blow to my head. “But I would never have believed it had I not seen it with my own eyes. You’re the most pathetic creature I’ve ever seen in my life.” 
 
    I tried to ignore him. But my attempts only egged him on. “Heather also told me about what you were like when the two of you first met,” he said, pushing the verbal needle in deeper. “You were a big man – or at least so you thought – running that company and telling everybody what to do.”  
 
    He knelt beside me; I felt his lips brush against my ear. “But Heather saw through you the moment she met you,” he said. “She could tell you were really just a little sissy faggot pretending to be a real man.” I began to cry. “That’s why she’s running the company now while you’re here on your knees taking shit from me, right here in your own home.” He paused for a moment before continuing. “How does that make you feel?” I stayed silent.  
 
    “Oh well,” Tad said with an air of resignation as he stood to his feet. “I should have known better than to expect an answer from a brainless moron like you. Heather tells me she blocked out a bunch of your memories when she had you locked up in that basement.”  
 
    A long repressed recollection of being tied up in a cold, dank cellar flashed through my mind. “Please, sir,” I begged him. “I have to clean up this dish you broke or Mistress will beat me when she comes home.” 
 
    “Excuse me?” he said, sounding enraged. “Who did you say broke the dish, Amber?” For the second time his hand collided with my skull. The pieces of china flew from my hands and scattered across the floor. I squealed in horror and began desperately collecting the fragments. 
 
    I wailed like a brokenhearted teenage girl as I scurried about on my knees, the hard floor tearing gashes in my hosiery. I knew Mistress would punish me later for ruining my stockings. But, at that moment, all I could think of was cleaning up the evidence of the broken dish. “Gotta hide the mess!” I blubbered, memories of my forced feminization torture bubbling to the surface. “Gotta show mistress I’m a good sissy! Otherwise she’ll lock me up in the cellar again! She’ll beat my balls with the hose and use the cattle prod on my cock! She’ll play the hypnosis tapes all day and night till I crack! Gotta show her she’s won! Gotta behave! Gotta be a good girl! A good girl!”  
 
    “Jeez,” said Tad, still hovering over me like a tormentor I could never escape. “Heather really did do a number on you, didn’t she?” He scoffed. “I can’t blame you for hating her.” He knelt beside me again, putting his arms across my shoulder and pulling me close to him. I laid my head across his manly chest and wept like a baby.  
 
    “There, there,” he said, stroking my hair. “It’s okay, Amber. Just say your safe word and all this will end.” 
 
    Do it, said a tiny voice I the back of my confused, terrified mind. But then I pictured myself living the rest of my days without breasts. I shook my head no. 
 
    “Have it your way then,” said Tad, pushing me aside. “But, while I’m here, I’ve got one final way to humiliate you.” He loosened his belt and unzipped his fly. “You’d damn well better know how to suck cock; otherwise I’ll beat you black and blue.” 
 
    The sight of Tad's massive cock made my mouth water. I studied its thick, pinkish-purple head, its pulsing veins, its almost unbelievable length. His ball sac was a sight to behold as well, with its boulder-sized nuts hanging just inches below the flagpole-like object that jutted into my face. I saw silvery drops of pre-cum on his piss slit. I licked my lips.  
 
    My pathetic sissy clit stirred as I gazed at his manliness. I was nothing but a pathetic pseudo-man, a gutless sissy who could never come close to pleasing a woman. But, if I could only have Tad's cock in my slut mouth, if I could feel it erupt geyser-like down my yearning throat, if I could see the streaks of my pink lipstick on his huge shaft, I could at least take comfort in my man-pleasing skills. “Oh please, sir,” I begged him, “let me take care of you!” 
 
    He snorted, wrapping his thick hand around his cock and giving it a few quick strokes. “I don't know,” he said, sounding skeptical.” Heather tells me you're lousy with your tongue. How do I know you're up to the job?” 
 
    I looked up at him with longing, my lips quivering. “I swear I can please you, sir!” I said. “Just give me a chance!” My heart pounded against the walls of my chest as I stared with amazement at his granite organ. “I want to suck you so bad.” 
 
    He rubbed his chin, looking thoughtful as he considered my offer. “If I let you suck me, do you promise you'll drink my cum?” he asked. 
 
    “Oh, yes sir!” I said. “I'll drain your cock dry, then swallow each drop of your precious seed.”  
 
    Tad laughed. “And it doesn't bug you that just a minute ago I was talking about banging your wife?” he asked, a cruel smirk on his rugged, handsome face.  
 
    I shook my head. “Not at all, sir,” I said. “I know that Mistress has needs I could never fulfill. That's why she forced me to become her sissy maid.” 
 
    “And what about the fact that she brainwashed you into being queer?” he asked “She kept you awake for days, forcing you to watch hour after hour of gay porn while she fucked your ass with a strap-on. You don't resent that kind of abuse?” 
 
    “No, sir,” I said, growing impatient at his continued queries; I just wanted to blow him, pure and simple. “I must have been a faggot all along; otherwise Mistress's torture sessions would never have worked.”  
 
    He shook his head. “Maybe,” he said. “Seems to me you could have stood up to her if you wanted to. Still, who am I to turn down a blow job, even from a sissy like you? Get to work, slut." 
 
    I opened wide, feeling his soft yet firm testosterone-tube slide past my lips, over my tongue and into the back of my throat. I went down on him, using my tongue and throat muscles to mimic the feel of a pussy against his cock. With a manly grunt, Tad shoved his cock deeper into my throat, clamping his hands on either side of my head and forcing it to bob back and forth as he face-fucked me. I'm doing it! I thought. I'm pleasing him!  
 
      
 
    “Suck it, sissy,” said Tad, a mocking tone in his voice. “Get me nice and hard, so later on I can pound your wife while you watch.” His breathing picked up pace as he poured out the verbal humiliation. I glanced down at his sex-spear as it thrust in and out of my mouth, delighted to see my pink lipstick smeared across its length. I felt his cock head begin to spasm. This is it! I thought, overjoyed. He's about to ejaculate! Soon I'll taste his sweet cum! 
 
    The pleasure of tasting Tad's sex juices would never be mine, though, because just before he came he clubbed the side of my head with his fist, then shoved me backwards so that I sprawled onto the floor. The back of my head collided with the hard, cold tile and I saw stars. I looked up to see Tad's jism spurting from his Godzilla-sized cock, spraying all over the floor just in front of me. 
 
    “Why, Master?' I asked, sobbing at my missed chance to experience heaven. “Why did you punish me?” 
 
    “Because you don't deserve to taste my seed, your worthless piece of trash,” he said, hatred and disgust filling his eyes. “You're just a thing, an object with no feelings or rights or value.  
 
    “You're right, sir,” I said, hanging my head low as I groveled at his feet. “I'm unworthy to drink your cum.”  
 
    “Damn right you are,” he said, his contempt for me all too evident in his fierce aqua eyes. “Now clean this fucking pig-sty you call a 'house' and start preparing your mistress's dinner.” 
 
    “But, Master Tad,” I said, his order confusing my weak sissy brain, “I thought you were Mistress Heather's new cook.” 
 
    A derisive snort escaped his lips. “Are you kidding?” he said. “I could never endure your worthless presence day in and day out. Heather paid me to show up today and degrade you for a while; and so I have.” He glanced at his watch. “I gotta get out of here. Clean my cum up with a MOP, not your filthy whore tongue! Otherwise Heather will find out you disobeyed and beat you to within an inch of your miserable life. Got it?” 
 
    I dropped my head in shame, tears sliding down my painted face. “Yes, Master,” I said, my heart breaking with despair as I realized I would never taste his manly cum. I took a mop from the cleaning closet as Tad gathered his things. The aroma of his man-juices filled my nostrils as I cleaned up the evidence of his orgasm. For a moment I considered stuffing the sopping mop head in my mouth and sucking at its soiled fibers; after all, the nauseating flavor of dirty water is a small price to pay in exchange for tasting a real man's jism. But gutless coward that I am, I passed on the opportunity, for fear of Mistress Heather finding out.  
 
    I rinsed the mop head in the utility sink, sighing as the last remnants of Tad's glorious goo washed down the drain and out of my reach forever. After that, I began my daily chores in preparation for Mistress's return home that evening. I shivered in fear as I worked, trying to guess what her second test for me would be. If it was half as humiliating as my first trial, then the price for having breasts might very well turn out to be my sanity – or even my life. 
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    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    The rest of the day went pretty much as usual. I went about my chores until mistress came home, then devoted the rest of the evening to tending to her desires. I cooked a delicious meal of prime rib, Dijon potatoes, and roasted broccoli and served it to her alongside a mug of icy beer.  
 
    She hefted the hearty glass and quaffed the rich amber brew while I stood by in silence, hoping that she would let me have a tiny taste. But it was not to be.  
 
    She drained the container dry, then set it down, pushed her chair away from the table, and stood. “Clean this mess up,” she said, waving her hand at the dishes. “After that, you may have a glass of water and a handful of peanuts for yourself.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, hurrying to obey her order.  
 
    As I carried the dishes to the sink, she called out to me. “So, how did you and Master Tad get on this morning?” 
 
    A frigid chill ran down my spine at the mention of my tormentor's name. “Oh, it went fine, Mistress,” I said, trying to sound sincere. “He's very nice.” 
 
    She followed me into the kitchen, leaning casually against the counter top and watching me as I did the dishes. “Odd,” she said, with a slight laugh. “He said just the opposite. In fact, he claims he humiliated and abused you.” 
 
    My mind sought for the right response to her remark, one that would deflect her question while putting myself down at the same time. “He treated me just as I deserve,” I said, my weak fingers struggling to scrub the stains from Mistress's plate. “Since I'm such a worthless creature. It was a privilege to serve him nonetheless.” 
 
    She scoffed as she sauntered up behind me. “Tell me the truth,” she said in a throaty, musky voice. “You resent the way Tad treated you. Don't you?” 
 
    “Oh, no, Mistress!” I said with a silly giggle. “Really, I enjoyed his company very much. In fact, I hope I see him again soon!” 
 
    Mistress turned away from me, striding over to the fridge and taking a bottle of Scottish ale from its cavernous depths. She popped the cap off the bottle and took a long drink. My empty stomach ached as I imagined the cold, delicious liquid flowing down my throat. No chance of that, I thought. Sissies like me are never allowed to drink. Or to cum. 
 
    “In that case,” Mistress said, “then you'll be sad to know that you'll never see him again.” She finished the ale then dropped the empty bottle in the trash can as I turned from the sink. I lowered my gaze to avoid making eye contact with her; that's a strict rule in our home. “Tad displeased me this afternoon by questioning one of my decisions. So I'm sending him to a third world clinic to have him castrated and feminized.” A sadistic smile crossed her face. “A South American drug lord plans to purchase him. I imagine Tad will spend the rest of his short life sucking cock and getting fucked in the ass.” She laughed out loud. “I only wish I could see the misery in his face as he takes his punishment!” 
 
    Her vicious remarks filled my cowardly mind with horror. “Mistress, please!” I begged, covering my face with my quaking hands. “You're terrifying me!” 
 
    “There, there,” she said, making a clucking sound with her lips as she brushed her fingers against my cheek. “Don't let Mistress's harsh words worry you, my sweet little sissy,” she said. “You're far too useful for me to ever do such a cruel thing to you.” I shook my head, feeling a touch of relief at her gentle reassurance. “Now enjoy your sad little dinner and join me in the living room. I have a surprise for you!”  
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” I said, pouring myself a half glass of diet cola with trembling hands and drinking it before swallowing a half dozen unsalted peanuts – the only meal I would have until noon the next day. As I ate the meager fare my mind filled with dread. Usually Mistress's surprise were unpleasant if not downright painful. Still, I was her slave. So I left the kitchen to face whatever fate awaited me. 
 
    The sight that greeted me upon entering the living room made me gasp. Sitting on the divan next to mistress was a woman so beautiful she made me feel dizzy. She had a stunning caramel complexion such as one sees in Brazilian ladies, a smooth, glowing, flawless tone that reminds the observer of days spent underneath a warm tropical sun.  
 
    Her wavy raven hair was waist length, parted in the center and cascading down her sultry shoulders just past her shoulders. Her eyes were almond, her lips full and most, her face just the right balance between angular and full. Her petite nose cured upwards ever so slightly. She wore a scant silvery top that plunged in a V pattern. I could see the lacy edge of her black satin bra, its cups caressing her bosom.  
 
    Her crimson skirt was scandalously short, her magnificent legs crossed. I saw the glow of a slender golden chain caressing her right ankle. She wore fishnet hose and black leather pumps that gleamed in the warm glow of the nearby lamp. 
 
    My tiny cock shifted inside my soft, silken panties, yearning to find its way to the warm, wet womanhood that lay between this lovely creature's long, luscious legs. Yet at the same time the feel of the cold, unyielding metal against my shrunken organ reminded me that I was a gutless sissy with a tiny, barely functioning cock who could never hope to please even an average woman, much less the radiant creature in front of me. And so I hung my head as tears of shame glided down my face. 
 
    I heard Mistress laugh. “Well, well, well, Rosario,” she said, “I think my stupid husband has taken a liking to you!” 
 
    The other woman chuckled, scorn evident in her voice. “I would agree,” she said. “But you say she has nothing between her legs but a bite-sized piece of soggy flesh?” 
 
    “Sadly, yes,” said my wife. “She had something vaguely resembling a cock when I first met her. But over the years it has become weak and wilted, a sad joke more than anything else.”  
 
    The dark-skinned woman scoffed as she rose from the divan and walked over to me with a cat-like gait. She circled around me, moving silent and sultry like a leopardess stalking her prey. “May I examine the objects?” she asked Mistress. 
 
    “By all means,” said my wife. 
 
    The woman bent down slightly, sliding her hand under the hem of my dress. Her strong yet delicate fingers found their way into my panties, taking one of my testicles between her thumb and forefinger. “Such a tender thing,” she said seductively. “So small and fragile.”  
 
    My libido went into overdrive at her touch. But my pleasure transformed into pain as she clamped down on my ball. I shrieked like a child who had just touched a hot stove.  
 
    “Please, mistress!” I cried out. “Let go of me, I beg you!” 
 
      
 
    “As you wish, my pet,” she said, releasing me. “Don't hurt me anymore,” I pleaded, cowering in a corner. “I'll do anything you ask. I'll serve as your sissy maid. I'll suck cock and take a man up my ass. I'll let you brainwash me and feminize my body. Just show me mercy. I beg you.”

“Interesting,” said Mistress, watching the drama unfold from her seat on the divan. “That's exactly what she said to me on the night I broke her will."

“A common reaction,” said the new woman, her tone turning analytical. “We see it all the tine in Brazil. The victim's brain become stuck in time, trapped forever in that moment when she realizes that she has lost the fight for her manhood.” 
 
    “Sounds delicious,” said Mistress, getting off the divan and taking a position alongside the visitor. Together the two women looked down at me as if they were a pair of butchers examining a carcass. 
 
    ” So you'll do the painting?” said my wife. 
 
    The Brazilian nodded, a cold smile creeping across her flawless face. “Indeed I will,” she said. “In fact, it will be my pleasure.” 
 
    “You heard the woman, Amber!” said Mistress, snapping her fingers. "Go stand in the middle of the room! Now!" 
 
    “Why, dear?” I asked her, my sense of dread growing. 
 
    Mistress rolled her eyes. “What a stupid creature,” she said with contempt. “So Rosario can paint you, of course!” 
 
    I stared at her in confusion, my tormented mind trying to make sense of what she had just said. “Stop wasting precious time trying to think, Amber,” she said. “Just go over there before I take my riding crop to your worthless hide.” 
 
    Slowly, fearfully, I did as she ordered. “Good girl,” said Mistress. “Now go stand under the rings and raise your hands in the air." 
 
    I looked at her in terrified disbelief; “the rings” were a pair of stainless steel handcuffs that hung from the living room ceiling. They were attached to chains wound around motor-driven iron spools in the attic. Mistress could raise and lower them with a remote control.  
 
    The device's purpose was to suspend me in the air. Mistress had last used it on me a year earlier when she caught me playing with myself. She beat my ass and balls with a steel rod while I dangled in mid-air. Now she wanted me to relive the awful experience. I stood frozen in place, too terrified to comply with her order.  
 
    “Amber!” she screamed, sensing my hesitation. “How dare you defy me! I'll kill you!” She charged at me like a madwoman, her hand exploding against my face and spinning me around like a top. I staggered for a few feet then tripped over a table and fell face-first against a wall. My head smashed against the plaster surface and I saw stars. 
 
    I rolled over onto my ass and looked up at her; she hovered over me with a look of psychotic rage on her face, her hand drawn back as if to strike me again. “Please, Mistress!” I begged, cowering like the gutless bitch I am. “I want to obey. It's just that I'm scared!” I broke into a sobbing fit, tears stinging my eyes as they poured freely down my face, ruining my makeup.  
 
    She glared at me for a long, almost unbearable moment before her features softened. She turned to the Brazilian woman. “Rosario, I hate to ask for a favor, love,” she said, sounding apologetic. “But my slave is too weak and lazy to do anything but complain. Could you help me shackle her wrists so you can paint her?” 
 
    “No problem, senora,” she said, approaching me. “I'm used to manhandling sissies." With that, she bent over and slid a hand through my armpit. Mistress did the same on my other side, and together the women raised me to my feet. Rosario circled around me, grasping me in a bear hug from behind while Mistress raised my hands in the air, locking my wrists into the cuffs. I moaned and sobbed but made no effort to resist.  
 
    Mistress reach for the remote and pushed the UP button. A broken, painful gasp escaped my lips as I found myself being raised in the air. The weight of my body pulled against my frail arm muscles, stretching me like a rubber band. 
 
    “Please tell me what's going on, mistress,” I begged.  
 
    She showed no sign of hearing my plea. “How's that?” she asked Rosario. “High enough?”

“I think so,” said the other woman. “But I'd better make sure.” She grabbed my skirt by its hem and gave it a hard tug, tearing it off my body and tossing it on the floor. She gave my panties a hard tug, pulling them down my legs and exposing my cock. “Oh my god!” she said, laughing as she turned to Mistress. “You weren't joking, Heather. It's not just tiny, it's damn near microscopic! I may not have a small enough brush for the canvas.” 
 
    "Do the best you can, my friend. I have faith in you," said Mistress with a chuckle. 
 
    Rosario nodded, reaching for a black leather case that sat on a nearby table. Underneath it was a painter's palette. She opened the lid to the box, revealing a set of artist brushes and several tubes of paint.  
 
     “What are you going to do to me?” I cried in a panicked voice.  
 
    “Is your slave always so damn noisy?” Rosario asked as she squeezed a thick gob of paint onto her palette. The air filled with an acidic odor, stinging my nostrils.  
 
    “Unfortunately yes,' said Mistress, walking over to Rosario and taking one of the paint tubes in hand. “What' type of pepper do you use?” she asked. 
 
    It's called the Carolina Reaper,” said Rosario, dipping a brush into the paint. "I add a few drops of hydrochloric acid to give it a little extra bite." She swirled it around, coating the bristles in the thick crimson liquid. Mistress pinched her nose as I gagged on the fumes. 
 
    Shit, that stuff is strong,” she said. “How do you stand it?” 
 
    “You know what they say,” said Rosario with a mischievous smile. “An artist must suffer for her work. “Besides -” She looked at me. “Our discomfort pales when compared to what your slave will soon feel.” 
 
    I'm a stupid sissy, slow to learn and quick to become confused. But even my bimbo brain could understand what was happening. “Oh...my...god,” I said, the blood draining from my face.  
 
    “Hear that?” said Rosario to Mistress. “Your devoted worshipper is praying to you!” 
 
    “She can pray all she wants,” Mistress said, scoffing. “I paid a lot of money to get you here tonight. I plan to get my money's worth.” 
 
    “Have no fear,” said Rosario as she prepared to paint my genitals with the pepper-based paint. “I'll make sure you enjoy yourself.”  
 
    “No!” I shrieked, thrashing around like a fish out of water. “You can't do this! It's inhuman! I'll call the cops! I'll run away! I'll tell on you for being mean to me!” 
 
    Mistress spoke up. “Do your worst, Amber,” she said, her eyes burning holes into mine. “Who will believe you? Who will care?”  
 
    I fell silent, dropping my head in hopeless despair. Mistress sensed my pain and decided to press her advantage. “More to the point,” she continued, circling around me like a she-cat, “What will happen after you tell your story? The whole world will know that your wife turned you into a feminized sissy maid. Women will laugh at you. Men will beat you with their fists. You'll end up living in an alley and giving blow jobs to filthy homeless derelicts, just for the privilege of curling up next to a dumpster at night.” 
 
    “Yes, dear,” I said, my will to resist collapsing before her stinging words. “You're right.” 
 
    "Of course," she added, "there is a way you could stop this right now." The edges of her lips curled up in a smile. "Just say your safe word and I'll lower you to the floor, send this sadistic woman on her way, and let you go to bed early. I'll even tend to the wounds on your wrists." She fell silent for a moment to let those words sink in. "How about it?" 
 
    I was about to say "butter" lips when I caught myself. Looking back on the moment, I'm unsure what stopped me from giving in. Was it some tiny scrap of courage I dredged up from the bottom of my soul? Or was it the fear of going through life knowing I would never have breasts? Whichever was the case, I clamped my lips tight. 
 
    Mistress looked disappointed. "Looks like Amber is also willing to suffer for your art," she said to Rosario. "Please proceed." 
 
    “With pleasure,' said the sultry Brazilian, her gorgeous cocoa-colored skin gleaming in the room's subdued light. As she raised her brush the fumes of the pepper-laced paint were overwhelming. Tears and mucus streamed from my assaulted senses, drenching my face and neck.  
 
    I felt like a gutless, worthless piece of trash, an object with no identity and no rights, a vile thing fit only for the most degrading abuse imaginable. But tiny, tortured cock jutted out from my smooth, silky body, proof that I was also horny as hell. With a sigh, I surrendered to my fate. 
 
    For a second, I felt pleasure as the soft bristles made contact with my ball sac. Then the acids from the pepper juices launched their assault on my nervous system and I began to scream. The cry tore from my throat and echoed against the walls of the room, crashing against my ear drums with tidal wave force. 
 
    The agony added to the scalding pain from my burning balls, sending white-hot pricks of pain through ever nerve in my body. Everywhere I was on fire, from the tiniest skin cell to the largest limb. It was worse than Hell.  
 
    Rosario, enjoying the evidence of my pain, began to paint in earnest, dabbing her brush in the paint every now and then before returning to her human canvas with renewed zest. Her beautiful lips twisted into a malevolent grin as she labored at her art, Mistress standing a few feet behind her and watching with delighted approval.  
 
    I wept. I blubbered. I pleaded for death. I was a portrait of unbridled agony, a living spectacle of suffering for the amusement of the two unimaginably cruel women who held me in their merciless grip. Yet throughout the whole hellish experience my tiny erection remained rock-hard.  
 
    After a few minutes Rosario took a step back and looked with approval at her work. “Nicely done, if I may say so myself,” she remarked. She set down her palette and brush, reaching into the case and taking out a long, thick, silvery sounding rod.  
 
    She rolled the harpoon-like object in the paint. “Watch this,” the Brazilian said to Mistress. “Thing are about to get REALLY lively!” She inserted a fingertip into my urethra, spreading it apart; then, with a quick jab, shoved the acid-coated rod deep into my cock. I felt like someone had poured gasoline onto my cock and set it on fire. My limbs jerked and my muscles spasmed like an epileptic in the throes of a massive seizure. 
 
    By this point I was slipping into shock. But, even through the agony-induced fog enveloping my thoughts, I could see Mistress approach Rosario from behind. She took the brush from the artist's hand, set it down, and kissed the other woman hard. Rosario returned the kiss and soon the two of them were making out with wild passion, their arms entangled as they blended together to create the ideal image of lesbian-crazed lust. The sight was so charged with erotic energy that it took my mind off the pain that raged through my body like wildfire. 
 
    Mistress slid her left hand between the Brazilian's silky thighs, plunging her fingers deep into the sopping, steaming sex-cave which yearned for my wife's entry. Breaking the lip lock, Rosario turned her eyes towards the ceiling, crying out with animal lust as Mistress finger fucked her with animal-like ferocity. My cock throbbed with arousal, multiplying the pain within in its tortured inner regions a million fold. But I didn’t care.  
 
    Mistress's finger fucking became so vicious that she lifted the Brazilian off the floor with each thrust. The artist's legs spread like flower petals as she welcomed Mistress's brutal lovemaking. The fragrance of the women's mutual passion filled the air with a musky fragrance that supercharged my starving sex drive. 
 
    Ever heard of a sissygasm? It's when a sissy gets so worked up that she cums without anyone touching her clit. Some people say it's a myth. But I know better, because I started to cum as I watched the two women going at each other. The jism forced its way through my piss-tube and past the sounding rod, which was still imbedded deep inside of me. Jism drooled from my cock head and leaked onto the floor beneath me as I quaked with orgasm while convulsing in pain. The warring sensations rushed through me at the same time. My mind was being torn apart, driven to the edge of madness when, mercifully, blackness overtook me and I passed out.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    My memories of what came next are pretty hazy. I recall a group of people looking at me hanging from the hooks, applauding and taking pictures. At some point I was taken to a clinic, where a woman in scrubs laughed as she examined my abused cock. A male voice behind her said, "we'll pierce the sissy's bladder and insert a catheter tube. She can use that to piss until the swelling goes down." After that I was unconscious once again. 
 
    Next thing I knew my wake-up alarm I was back in my cot and the morning alarm was tearing me from a deep sleep. As I woke up, I noticed that my wrists were swathed in bandages secured with pink clasps. My crotch was bandaged as well; a plastic tube poked through a small hole in the material. An aching numbness radiated through my whole body. 
 
    I looked up to see a note taped to the door of my room. It said GET OUT OF BED AND GET DRESSED. MISTRESS AND ROSARIO ARE HUNGRY AND WANT THEIR BREAKFAST. IF YOU MAKE THEM WAIT, THEN YOU WILL BE PUNISHED.  
 
    I struggled to my feet and dressed as fast as I could, leaving my room and rushing to the kitchen. I saw Mistress sitting alongside Rosario in the breakfast nook. They wore matching black athletic shorts and white tee shirts; their thighs were pressed together. Both of them looked rested and refreshed. I, on the other hand, was exhausted. My mind was even foggier than normal. It was all I could do to keep from falling asleep on my feet.  
 
    I curtsied to the two woman as I approached them. “Good morning, mistresses,” I said, remembering the protocol I was to use when addressing my superiors. “It will be my pleasure to serve you. What would you like for breakfast?” 
 
    “Make me a steak and cheese omelet, slut,” said Rosario. “And bring me a cup of coffee – black.” 
 
    “Very good, Mistress,' I said, turning to my wife. “And what would you like, my dear?” 
 
    “Scrambled eggs with rye toast, a cup of coffee, black as well, and your abject humiliation,” she said, snapping her fingers. “And hurry!” 
 
    “Yes, dear,” I said, hurrying to the kitchen to get their coffee brewing. As I worked, I heard the Brazilian said to my wife, “how did you like that art exhibit two nights ago?” 
 
    “It was astounding!” my wife gushed. “I mean, I knew you were talented. But the way you blended those paints together, the exquisite details in each stroke, the unrelenting agony in Amber's screams as the paints seared her flesh – I must have orgasmed half a dozen times even before you touched my body!” 
 
    “You're most kind,” said Rosario. “I pour my heart and soul into each canvas I paint.” 
 
    “How did you get started?” asked mistress. 
 
    “I've been practicing art since I was eight years old,” said Rosario. “But I first got the idea for painting human flesh from a tribal priestess in the Amazon. I met her during a trip to the rain forest. She has the most exquisite collection of castrated male scrotum art I have ever seen. She harvests the material from her male slaves.” 
 
    “Sounds fabulous!” said mistress. “If only we American women were free to do the same to our so-called 'men.' The women kept chatting, ignoring me as I sat two steaming cups of coffee before them. If only I could have a tiny sip, I thought. The caffeine would help me to stay awake. My eyes fluttered as I imagined the hot, black, potent brew flowing down my throat, like a load of steaming cum from a well-hung stud... 
 
    Mistress noticed me hovering over the table. “What are you doing, Amber?' she snapped. 
 
    “Oh...nothing,” I said, her query dispelling my fantasy and kicking me back into reality. “I'm sorry, dear. I'll finish preparing breakfast.” I felt the women's eyes on my back as I headed for the kitchen. 
 
    “Your slave is not only stupid, she's also lazy,” Rosario said as I placed the heavy cast iron pan on the stove and fired up the burner.  
 
    “Tell me about it,” said mistress, sounded disgusted. “I wonder sometimes if feminizing her was worth the effort. I could have simply disposed of her and inherited her company and her money. It would have spared me the trouble of keeping her around.” 
 
    “Ah, but then you would have had to play the role of grieving widow!” said Rosario as I dropped a spoonful of butter into the pan.  
 
    “True,” said mistress. “And I despise playacting. I suppose it's better to let Amber live – at least until I tire of her. Then I'll have her put to sleep.”  
 
    “Aren't you worried about the cops?” asked Rosario. 
 
    “Not at all,” said mistress. “I forced Amber to write a suicide note during the forced feminization process. As far as the world is concerned, my husband Charles Kimball is fish food.” 
 
    Hearing mistress say the name “Charles Kimball” stirred a faint reaction inside of me. For a moment I pictured myself as a tall, fit, self-confident man running a giant company. But those thoughts only lasted a moment before an inner voice began to shout BLOCK, BLOCK, BLOCK.  
 
    My mind went numb, the recollection vanished, and once more I was Amber, a feminized sissy slave with no hope of escaping my wife's domination. The fog that normally filled my brain reasserted itself.  
 
    As I cooked, a lock of my blond hair fell in front of my eyes, I brushed it away. “I'm a lucky sissy,” I said aloud, my lips curling upward in a vacant smile. “I'm a lucky sissy. I'm a lucky sissy.” Rosario and my wife listened to me talk.  
 
    "Is that the brainwashing kicking in?" asked the Brazilian. 
 
    "Yes," said Mistress. "I inserted a special command into the programming. It prevents her from remembering her pre-sissy life. She hears a voice in her head repeating "block, block, block' over and over. Its gets louder if she tries to access forbidden memories."  
 
    I tried to understand what they were talking about but my mind became cloudy and I could think of nothing but preparing the women's meals. I served them their food and stood alongside them as they ate, just in case they needed anything.  
 
    “Oh, look at the time!” said Rosario after a few minutes, glancing at her watch. “I have to be at the airport in 30 minutes!”

“No problem,” said mistress. “I'll call my car service. They'll get you there in no time.” She made the call, then ordered me to carry Rosario's bags to the curb. Her only luggage was a small overnight tote and her case of painting supplies. Still, I had to use a cart.  
 
    I stood behind Rosario as she waited for the limo to pull up, my head bowed. She turned and looked at me. “You're lucky,” she said. “The anesthetic is still doing its job. It usually wears off pretty quickly.”

“Please forgive me, Mistress Rosario,” I said, keeping my eyes focused on the ground. “What is 'anesthetic?'”

“Wow, even by sissy standards you're stupid,” she said. “'Anesthetic' is painkiller, you moron. It's the only thing keeping you sane right now. Once it wears off, the burn wounds to your cock and balls will start to hurt.” The limo came around the curve as she spoke. “Do you know what that will feel like?”  
 
    "No, mistress," I said, my voice uneven, my body quivering. 
 
    The driver took her bag as she got in the car. “Tell your wife I envy her,” she said as she looked back at me from the open window. “You're the most docile slave I have ever seen. I only wish I could stick around for the party tonight.”  
 
    "Party?” I said. “What party, Mistress?" 
 
    "You'll find out, love," she said, giving me a wink and a smile as the limo pulled away from the curve. I watched as the vehicle disappeared into the traffic then turned towards the house. I felt a burning sensation between my legs as the pain reliever began to wear off, a prelude to the nightmares that awaited me in the hours to come. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Six 
 
    As I entered the house, I noticed that Mistress was on the phone. "Yes, that will be fine," she said. "Make sure the caterer is here by 6 o'clock. Excellent." She ended the call and looked at me. "Time to get busy, Amber," she said. "The guest will be arriving in a few hours and I want this place spotless." She wagged her finger at me in a warning gesture. "And I do mean SPOTLESS; got it?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," I said. "Of course, Mistress. But may I please ask what kind of event we're having this evening?" 
 
    "Nothing much," she said with a shrug. "Just a casual get together with some friends. You needn't worry about cooking. Your job is to provide the entertainment." 
 
    May I please ask what you mean by that, Mistress?" I said, the pain in my crotch getting worse. 
 
    "Never mind the details for now," she said, throwing a dismissive hand in the air. "You'll find out in good time. Now start cleaning." She left me standing in the living room by myself. I was anxious to know what she had in mind for me that evening. But I knew better than to provoke her wrath by asking any more questions. So, I set about complying with her orders.  
 
    As I busied myself, the pain between my legs grew more and more intense. At some point I felt the urge to pee and set down my feather duster to attend to my bladder. Mistress rations my bathroom breaks. I'm allowed two visits a day to the ladies room without permission; this trip would be my first. 
 
    Inside the restroom I pulled down my panties, lifted my skirt, and sat on the toilet, making sure the catheter tube was inside the rim. Watching my urine flow through the clear tubing into the bowl was awful; I felt less than human. 
 
    My bladder was about halfway empty when I heard Mistress was standing outside the bathroom. "Amber!" she shouted, pounding at the door. "Hurry up! I won't have you dawdling while you're supposed to be working!" 
 
    

"But, Mistress," I pleaded. "I still have more to do!" 
 
    "GET OUT HERE NOW!" she shouted.  
 
    "Yes, dear," I said, rising from my seat with slow, pain-wracked movements, pulling up my panties, and inserting the plug in the catheter tube. Looking in the mirror, I saw the face of a feminized coward with painted features and glassy eyes, a beaten sissy who was fit for only the most menial and degrading tasks. I was a slave, a whore, an object for my wife's amusement.  
 
    Reflecting on my condition made my crippled cock stir inside my soft, silken underwear, sending waves of pain through my nervous system. I staggered out of the restroom on my high heels.  
 
    "There you are, my dear!" said Mistress as I emerged. "I hope you enjoyed your little potty break." She handed me my duster. "Now get back to work. Remember, I expect this place to be spotless by the time of the party."

"Yes, Mistress," I said, doing my best to sound cheerful and compliant as I resumed my chores.  
 
    Time dragged by one tortuous second at a time. The caterer showed up about six. He was a hulking figure with bronze skin and a physique that looked like it was carved out of granite. His name was Tyrone. He scoffed when he saw me. "Is this your so-called 'husband?'" he asked my wife. 
 
    "Unfortunately yes," she replied, rolling her eyes. "I'll admit she's not much to look at. But she does a competent job at cleaning the house and preparing my daily meals." A short, harsh laugh escaped her lips. "Can you believe the idiot wants breasts?" she said. "She even thinks I'll pay for the surgery so men can fondle her silicone implants!" 
 
    "Pathetic," Tyrone said. "Simply pathetic." He and his workers started setting up the serving line. They removed the foil from the trays, filling the air with the delicious aromas of roast beef, marinated chicken, and grilled vegetables. Mistress took a bite of the meat. "This is excellent," she told Tyrone. "I'll be sure to use your services in the future." 
 
    "I'm honored," he said to Mistress, giving her a wolfish grin. "Call me anytime. I promise to take good care of you."  
 
    After Tyrone and his crew left Mistress ordered me to go to my room. "I expect you to look your best when I call for you," she said. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," I said with a curtsy, rushing to my room. The break would give me a chance to use my second potty break of the day. By this point the painkiller in my system had worn off, leaving me with a horrid burning sensation throughout my genitals. I peeked under the bandage to see that my cock and scrotum were beet red, with blackened stroke lines that looked like grill marks where Mistress Rosario's brush had touched my skin.  
 
    The sight was so frightening that I was tempted to find Mistress and use my safe word. But then I closed my eyes and imagined Tyrone fondling my bosom, his strong hands stroking and kneading my boobs while they gushed with compliments about my soft, ladylike body.  
 
    "It'll never happen if I give up," I told myself. So I did my best to ignore the searing pain as I made myself pretty for the guests. I started by showering, taking care to keep my bandages dry. I toweled off, then shaved my body head to toe. Afterwards I rubbed lotions into my skin to make it extra girly. In the end my body was smooth and delicate like a ripe peach.  
 
    After that I took my sweetest, most feminine perfume and spritzed it on my arms, inhaling the fragrant, flowery scent as I applied my makeup. I chose a foundation that was slightly paler than my natural skin tone, following up with liquid concealer to hide the blemishes on my cheeks and the dark circles under my eyes from lack of sleep.  
 
    For my blush I used a lovely peach shade that made my cheekbones stand out. My forehead gets oily so I used powder. I took out my eyelash curler and used it with gentle care, making my lashes look long and seductive. My face is naturally girlish, so by this point my features looked very womanly.  
 
    I picked a lipstick tone that was in between pink and slut-red; I wanted a look that was young and vulnerable but with just a hint of street walker appeal, so I could excite the men at the party. My heart fluttered as I pictured their pulsing cocks getting hard.  
 
    Next came my hair. Mistress brings in a stylist every two weeks to trim it and keep it dyed platinum blond. So my job was simply to dry it, brush it, and apply a little hairspray to keep the 'do in place. My strands are shoulder length and almost perfectly straight, similar to the way Jenny McCarthy looks on occasion. 
 
    After arranging my hair I turned to my dresser, taking out a pair of white stockings with frilly tops – my favorite kind. I slid them up my freshly shaven legs. I donned a pair of rose-colored lace panties, taking a moment to admire myself in the mirror before choosing a bra. I frowned as I stuffed the cups with tissue, then smiled as I thought cheer up, Amber. Soon you'll have the real thing!  
 
    I had trouble selecting an outfit for the evening. Most of my clothes are clones of my French maid uniform. But Mistress permits me to have a handful of sexier, more casual items. One is a sleeveless red dress with a plunging neckline that hugs my hips and stops just below my private parts, revealing ample amounts of leg to onlookers. I chose to wear it that night. "If this doesn’t get the guys all hot and bothered," I said, sounding eager, "then nothing will." 
 
    At last came the fun yet frustrating selection of shoes for the evening. I only own two pair other that are worth wearing to a party. Both are semi-classy black dress pumps, common department store quality but comfortable enough. I slipped into them and pranced around the room a few times to make sure I could maneuver reasonably well. I could. 
 
    It was scant moments later that I heard a knock at my door. It was a civilized, gentle rapping, utterly unlike Mistress's normal pounding. "Amber?" I heard her say. "Are you ready, love? The guests are dying to see you!" 
 
    At any other time Mistress's friendly tone would have made me wary. But my mind and body were exhausted from the torture and lack of sleep the past two nights. Plus, a part of me really wanted to believe that she could be civil, even kind to me. So I ate up the feigned graciousness like a child gobbling an ice cream cone. "Yes, Mistress," I called out to her. "I'm coming out now!" 
 
    Mistress was waiting for me as I left the room. She was wearing a black semi-formal dress with a lace hem and lacy sleeves down to her wrists. Her fingers were dazzling with gold jewelry and her feet were adorned with her favorite pair of Jimmy Choo pumps, grey suede with crystal adornments. Her luscious red hair was pinned back to reveal her flawless features: sparkling emerald eyes, tiny nose and full, luscious lips.  
 
    Somewhere in the back of my mind a memory surfaced of seeing her for the first time and getting a raging hard-on. But the phrase BLOCK, BLOCK, BLOCK rang through my head, drowning out the recollection. I shook my head and rubbed my temples. 
 
    "Is something wrong, dear?' she asked. 
 
    "No, Mistress," I said. "I'm fine."  
 
    "I'm so glad to hear it," she said, taking me by the arm and leading me into the ballroom where the guests were gathered. As I entered, I spotted a tall, suave-looking, gorgeous man in a black tuxedo standing alongside the punch bowl and looking in my direction. He had thick black hair combed way from his face, sparkling blue eyes, and a tan complexion. I guessed he was Spanish or possibly Sicilian.  
 
    His chiseled physique filled out his jacket in all the right places, making him look like an impeccably attired Greek god.  His gaze met mine and I felt my knees go weak. My sissy clit rose inside my satin panties; I was so aroused that I ignored the accompanying pain. 
 
    "Oh my god, Mistress!" I gasped, gushing at this splendid example of manhood. "Who is that divine creature?" 
 
    "Funny you should ask," she said. "He's your date for this evening.' 
 
    I froze in my tracks. "Please don't tease me, mistress," I pleaded with her.  
 
    "I'm not," she said. "He's my gift to you."

"Oh, Mistress!" I said, giving her a hug. I felt her body stiffen at my embrace. "You're the best slave owner ever!" 
 
    "I know, Amber, I know," she said, pushing me away. "Let's go meet him, shall we?" She led me over to the man. "Amber, this is Sebastian," she said. "Sebastian, this is Amber, my sissy slave."

"Charmed," he said. The word rolled off his tongue like a note played by a perfectly tuned bassoon. His voice had a resonant, almost aggressive quality that was both intoxicating and a bit intimidating. He took my hand and kissed it. His lips felt like crushed velvet. My heart skipped a beat. 
 
    "As am I, sir!" I said, curtsying to him.

"As you can see," said Mistress, "my slave is very well trained. I've driven almost all pride and stubbornness from her fragile brain. Her skull is an empty vessel, waiting for me to fill it with whatever thoughts I please." 
 
    . "You've done a magnificent job feminizing her," said Sebastian. "I would never have guessed that she was once male."

"She was a task," said Mistress. "But my will was too strong for her to resist." She looked at me. "Right, my pet?"

I tried to answer Mistress's question, but the words she was using were too big for me to follow. I struggled for something to say and finally went back to my initial programming. "I'm a stupid, unworthy sissy," I said, the words coming out of my mouth in a robot-like tone. "I love pretty clothes and men's cocks. Are the seams of my stockings straight? I'm a stupid sissy with a tiny, worthless clitty. How may I serve you, sir or mam?" 
 
    Sebastian and mistress exploded with laughter. "I'll say this," he said after regaining his composure, "your methods are most effective!"

"As they should be,' said Mistress in agreement. "But no more talk for now. Sebastian, why don't you escort Amber to her seat so we can start the video?" 
 
    "Of course," said the dreamy Spaniard, taking my arm. He led me towards a row of folding chairs set up in front of a projection screen. The women in attendance – there were about 20 guests in all, male and female – gave me admiring looks as I strutted my stuff with my date at my side. I blushed with joy. They think I'm pretty, I thought. They really do. And they'll really be astonished once I get my sissy breasts! This is the happiest night of my life! 
 
    "Here you are, my dear," said Sebastian, holding my chair.  
 
    "Thank you, Master!" I said. 
 
    "Call me Sebastian," he said cheerfully. 
 
    "But, sir," I said, "Mistress says I should always refer to men as 'master.'" 
 
    "I know," he replied, a trace of annoyance in his voice. "But I insist you call me by my name." 
 
    "Well, in that case," I said, patting the chair next to mine, "sit down and keep me company, Sebastian." 
 
    "With pleasure," he said, planting his oh so perfect ass in the adjoining seat. I squirmed with delight. 
 
    "What's the film about?" I asked him. 
 
    He shrugged his shoulders. "I'm unsure," he said. "But Heather's parties never failed to entertain." 
 
    I nodded in silence. Usually when my wife had a get together I either spent it serving food and drinks to her guests or in my room chained to the wall. Sitting among the others as an equal was a new and strange experience for me. 
 
    I noticed Mistress moving to the front of the room. As she did, everyone began to applaud. I joined in. She held up her hands to call for silence. "First of all," she said, "I would like to thank all of you lovely people for attending this gathering." She looked over at me; I was sitting in the third row back. "I'm especially glad to have my lovely house slave and feminized sissy husband Amber with us this evening."  
 
    Heads turned as people look in my direction, smiling. I squirmed in my chair, embarrassed at all the attention. Sebastian gave me a comforting pat on the hand.  
 
    "And now for the main event," said Mistress. At the back of the room was a man standing beside a digital projector. "Carlos," Mistress said to him, "be a dear and dim the lights, please. After that, you can start the presentation." A hush of anticipation fell across the room as it darkened. Sebastian took my hand in his, interlocking our fingers. I was in heaven! 
 
    A title appeared on the movie screen. It read How Charles Became Amber: A Journey to Slavery. A chorus of laughter erupted among the guests. I looked at Sebastian for reassurance. But he stayed focused on the film. My hand began to hurt as his grip tightened. The urge to pee come upon me. "I have to go to the ladies' room," I whispered in his ear, hoping to make him let go of me. 
 
    "Nonsense," he said, his eyes never leaving the screen. "I insist you stay."  
 
    As the film continued, a picture of a man who looked oddly like me appeared on the screen. The narrator's voice began to speak; it belonged to my wife. "This is Charles Kimball as he appeared five years ago. He was a 30 year old businessman, young and fit, with plenty of money and a bright future ahead of him."  
 
    In the back of my mind I heard the words BLOCK BLOCK BLOCK. My head began to ache. I wanted to run away and hide but Sebastian's grip was too strong. I was his prisoner. 
 
    "This is Charles as he appears now," Mistress's voice said as the image changed to me as Amber. "He's no longer rich or handsome or powerful. He spends his days serving  as my full-time sissy maid. He has no rights or dignity or self-respect. In fact, 'he' is no longer a 'he.'"  
 
    "What a fucking wuss," someone in the front row cried out. "I can't believe I used to work for this pussy."  
 
    A hearty laugh escaped Sebastian's lips. My unease changed to near-panic. I tried to stand up.  
 
    "Sit down, sissy!" said the woman behind me, poking me in the back. I fell into my chair as tears began to stream down my face, ruining my makeup.  
 
    "My initial step to feminizing Charles began during our first date," said Mistress's on-screen voice as images flashed by. "I slipped a drug into his drink that kept his cock soft and weak. Later, at the hotel, he apologized profusely his inability to perform. This initial experience of humiliation set the stage for what followed."  
 
    Oh my god, I thought, long-suppressed memories flooding my mind. Charles Kimball is me. I was once a real man. Now I'm just a sissy. 
 
    The video showed a picture of me in my pre-feminization days, my cock hanging limp and soggy between his legs. "I took this picture of his useless organ," said the audio track. "I treasure it to this day." 
 
    "Oh my god," said the woman beside me in disbelief. "It's so small!" I hung me head, absorbing the degradation in shame-faced silence. The words BLOCK BLOCK BLOCK inside my head grew louder. I felt like my skull would split Piss leaked from the tube and into my panties, soaking my thighs. The air around me filled with the acid stench of urine. This is who I really am, I thought. I was never a man, not really; just a sissy. 
 
    The film continued to flash images of my transformation. "Here's the first time my husband took a man's cock up his ass," said the audio. The video showed me straddled face down across a table, my arms stretched in front of my head and my wrists tied down with ropes. My pants were down around my ankles and my ass stuck out in the air.  
 
    "Charles was less than cooperative," said the audio, "so I used bondage and brutal discipline to make him submit." The screen showed Mistress using a stun gun on my balls. "Stop!" I cried out in the video. "I give up! I'll become your slave! I'll dress up in women's clothes and suck cock and do anything you want! Just stop hurting me! Please!"  
 
    This brought a hearty round of derision for the guests, who looked at me in amusement. "Remember that, Amber?" said Mistress, pausing the video. The partygoers turned towards me, eager for an answer. BLOCK BLOCK BLOCK repeated over and over inside my thoughts. 
 
    "Well?" said Sebastian, squeezing my poor hand so hard I felt something crack. "Please, Master!" I begged. "Let go of me!" 
 
    "Ignore that request, Sebastian," ordered Mistress. "I want Amber to answer the question." She walked up and to me thrust her hand under my chin, forcing me to stare into her merciless eyes. "Well, my dear?" she said. "What do you have to say for yourself? Remember, all it takes is your safe word to end this right now." 
 
    Tense seconds passed by as my tormented, confused mind searched for an answer. I fell back on the words I learned early on in my life as Amber: ""I'm a stupid, unworthy sissy. I love pretty clothes and men's cocks. Are the seams of my stockings straight? I'm a stupid sissy with a tiny, worthless clitty. How may I serve you, sir or mam?" 
 
    "Stop it!" Mistress bellowed, slapping me so hard she almost snapped my neck. "Answer the question! DO YOU REMEMBER WHEN CHARLES DIED AND AMBER WAS BORN?" 
 
    Sebastian let go of my hand. I fell to the floor at my wife's feet, tears pouring from my face as I pressed my injured digits against my chest – my bony, sunken, boy-like chest. Blood rushed through my ears as BLOCK BLOCK BLOCK drowned out my thoughts, making my head feel like it would crack open. The guests pressed in around me, their breath hot against my flesh, their faces dark and cruel and hungry, like a wolf about to tear apart a crippled rabbit. It was more than I could stand. I screamed, "Yes! Yes! I remember! Now stop the test! I beg you!"

"Not unless you say your safe word," said Mistress. 
 
    "Butter!" I shouted. "There; I said it! Butter! Butter! BUTTER!" 
 
    Mistress's face went through a series of expressions as she looked down on me: first excitement, then anger, then rage building to a crescendo as she bit her lip, ending with a look of complete satisfaction. Hearing me say my safe word, knowing she had torn it from my mind, meant she had won; and, in gaining that knowledge, she had orgasmed. The air filled with the sweet yet pungent scent of her sex and I saw her lady-juices flowing down her superbly shaped thighs and ending up on the floor at her feet.  
 
    "Amazing!" exclaimed one of the partygoers.  
 
    "Beautiful beyond description!" said another. "Heather, you have outdone yourself!" 
 
    Mistress bowed to the adoring crowd. "Thank you," she said. As she basked in the praise I stayed on my knees and wailed, my tears falling from my face like rain drops to the floor and mixing with Mistress's pussy juices. As I watched the two liquids blend together my despair faded away, replaced with a growing realization. This is as it should be, I thought. I had to lose to Mistress. I had no choice. It's not my fault. I'm just inferior; that's all. Mother Nature, in her awesome, merciless iron will, had set the stage and assigned the roles. She had forged Mistress into a supreme predator and me into the ultimate prey.  
 
    My mind cleared as I understood that the union between Mistress and myself was something far more profound than a marriage or a simple mistress/slave contract. It was the intimate connection that exists between the spider who spins her web and the fly she devours, between the leopardess who stalks the savannah and the gazelle who yields to her claws. Predator and prey both play their respective roles, and, in so doing, find fulfillment. I found mine in that moment, as I surrendered the final remaining shreds of my identity as Charles Kimball and became a blank slate upon which Mistress could write whatever she pleased.  
 
    "Look up at me, Amber," she said. I did as she ordered. Behind her cold, cruel eyes was something akin to a smile. "You understand now, don't you?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," I said. "I do." 
 
    She looked up at the partygoers and said, "a few days ago, my slave asked if she could have breast implants. I told her she could, but only if she made it through three trials without using her safe word." The guests nodded. "Unsurprisingly, she failed. Nonetheless, or rare occasions I'm capable of mercy. So I've decided to grant her request anyway." 
 
    "Really, Mistress?" I said in disbelief. 
 
    "Really," she said with a grin and a wink. 
 
    My pain, exhaustion and humiliation seemed to vanish in that magic moment. "How wonderful!" I said, clasping my hands together and gazing at her with adoring eyes. "You're the best mistress ever!" 
 
    "Of course I am," she said. "But don’t mistake my generosity for weakness. You must still fulfill your duties as my slave. You can start by your mouth nice and wide." I did so. She looked over at Sebastian. "I promised you a reward for playing along with my little game tonight. How about we have Amber blow you while everyone watches?" 
 
    Sebastian looked like he had just won the lottery. "Sound good to me!" he said, unzipping his trousers. I watched with lustful fascination as his glorious manhood emerged from his pants like a grizzly coming out of its cave.  
 
    "Oh, my god," I said as I stared at the thick, marble-like tower of Spanish manhood that hovered just in front of my lips. "It's beautiful!" I ran my tongue around the edge of his cock-head, delighting in the hard yet smooth texture and the taste of his precious pre-cum. He grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled my face forward so that I swallowed his flagpole all the way to his crotch. 
 
    I sucked so hard that its tip pressed against the back of my throat. He shuddered with arousal as I swirled my slut tongue around the massive circumference of his sex-slab. I stroked his oversized sac, tracing the outline of his balls with my fingers. "Holy shit!" he cried in delighted surprise. "This bitch sure knows how to please a man!" 
 
    Cheers erupted among the guests as they watched me work my whorish charms on this Spanish stud. "Anyone else want a blow job?" Mistress called out. The men shouted "yes!" and lined up. I blushed with pride and kept at it, my lipstick smearing Sebastian's shaft as I bobbed my head back and forth like a pendulum. His cock was thick and smooth and sweet and hot and very, very hard.  
 
    My head began reeling, a sign that my body needed oxygen. So I pulled my mouth away and gave him a hand job as I took a few quick breaths before returning to my task with renewed zeal.  
 
    My free hand, which had been stroking his nuts, found its way to his thighs and began caressing their sensitive inner regions. His body was hairy and muscular and manly, while mine was soft and smooth and weak – as it should be. The whole time he was grunting and shouting and urging me on. I fell into a rhythm, sucking for a while then stroking with my hand, my tongue always on the tip of his boulder-like erection, yearning for the inevitable gallons of cum that would gush down my throat.  
 
    I looked around me and saw that many of the woman had slid their hands under their gowns and were fondling themselves. Their eyes burned with cat-like intensity as they drank in the sight of me serving my master. Mistress herself was working her clit like a madwoman. "Keep going, you dirty whore!" she shouted at me as her climax approached. "I want to see you drenched in Sebastian's seed!" 
 
    Moments later she got her wish. With a lustful bellow, Sebastian began to pump his man-nectar down my throat and all over my face and neck. It gushed in huge spurts, like lava ejecting from a volcano, drenching me. I lapped up the oceans of his essence that glistened on the hard, gleaming marble tiles.  
 
    When it was all over, Sebastian collapsed in a nearby chair, wiping his forehead with his handkerchief as he caught his breath. The next man in line stepped forward and dropped his pants. I gave his cock the same treatment as Sebastian's. By this point many of the women had stripped and were kissing and fondling each other. The men undressed as well. A couple of them started jacking each other off. I saw Sebastian stride over to Mistress, his gargantuan cock once more hard as steel. She screamed like a banshee, her fingers forming claws and trying to rake out his eyes. His caught her wrist and bent it backwards, forcing her to the floor.  
 
    "I'm going to fuck you, you dirty tramp!" he shouted. "Submit!" She spread her legs and let him inside, yielding to his hammer-like gyrations as he pounded her with insane frenzy.  
 
    "Harder, goddamn it!" she shrieked. "Fuck me harder, Sebastian, harder! Show my sissy husband how a real man makes love!" The Spaniard gave her what she wanted, thrusting with such force that for a moment I feared he might split her in two. 
 
    As the second man I was blowing orgasmed the one behind him pushed him out of the way and took his place. I serviced him till he came then went to work on the fourth man, following up till all the gentleman in attendance, a dozen in all, had blessed me with their seed.  
 
    When it was all over, I lay on my back staring up at the ceiling, my body floating in a film of cum that covered the floor. Mistress and Sebastian were cuddling and laughing and the female guests had all orgasmed. Torn shards of tuxedos and evening gowns were scattered all over the room.  
 
    Mistress clasped her hands together as she rose to her feet. Her makeup was smeared, her matchless body pocked with bruises from her brutal lovemaking. But on her face was the most glorious smile I have ever seen.  
 
    "Alright, then," she said to the partygoers, who were lounging naked on sofas and in chairs. "I'm guessing that each of us could use a hot shower. I'm assuming all of you brought an overnight bag with a fresh change of clothes." The guests confirmed her theory.  
 
    She pointed towards the second floor steps. "Upstairs you'll find plenty of bedrooms and bathrooms with fresh linens for your convenience. Amber will clean herself up. After that, she will tend to whatever needs you may have." She looked at me. "Right, dear?" she said. 
 
    "It will be my pleasure, Mistress!" I said. 
 
    I wish I could tell you all the other wonderful things that happened during that magical night. I was used abused more times than I can count. And I loved every moment of it.  
 
    The next day I prepared a huge breakfast for the partygoers: pancakes and sausage and eggs and gallons of steaming coffee. They ate like royalty while I begged for scraps on my hands and knees like a dog. Occasionally I got a bite of food and even a pat on the head.  
 
    By noon the partygoers had left and I was falling asleep on my feet. "Tell you what," said Mistress, observing my condition, "why don't you take the rest of the day off and get some sleep?" she said. "You'll need your rest. Your surgery is scheduled for tomorrow morning." 
 
    "Oh, Mistress," I said, looking at her with worshipful eyes, "you're the best owner a sissy could ask for." With that I retired to my room and fell fast asleep, dreaming of the beautiful breasts that would soon be mine. Life for a sissy maid is heaven! 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 
 
    The next day, after I had rested and recovered somewhat, a pair of burly men showed up at the house wearing ski masks over their faces. They took me to a black panel van, where they wrapped duct tape around my hands and wrists, gagged my mouth, and injected me with something that knocked me out cold.  
 
    The next thing I knew I was lying in a hospital bed post-surgery, my chest sore and puffy. I was there for a few days. The doctors and nurses spoke an odd language that sounded a bit like Russian and never addressed me directly. On my chart my name was listed as "43." 
 
    At the end of my stay they knocked me out with another drug and I woke up at home. Mistress hired a male nurse to tend to me during my six week recovery. He was gay and made me give him hand jobs several times a day. He was fun to serve, but his cock was like a thimble compared to Sebastian's sterling example of manhood.  
 
    About two months after my surgery I stood naked in front of a mirror admiring my gorgeous new bosom, Mistress by my side. I had lost 20 pounds, going from trim to almost emaciated.  
 
    "Oh, my," I said, looking at myself. "I'm much too gaunt!"

"Nonsense," said Mistress. "A woman can never be too skinny. Besides, your breasts are wonderful!" 
 
    My eyes misted up. "They're perfect, Mistress," I said. They were huge, 34DDD in size, each adorned with a perfect little rosy nipple of its own. The feel of my blond strands against my new sissy chest made me insane with desire. 
 
    My joy turned to sadness as I looked at my cock. "I guess the poor thing has had it," I said. 
 
    "It was for the best, dear," said Mistress. "The doctors said it became infected during the flight to Europe, probably due to something careless and stupid on your part. They had to cut off half of it to save your life. But at least they left you with a stub so you can pee. Think if it as a clit that can never feel pleasure." 
 
    "Do you think Master Sebastian will make fun of it when he comes over tomorrow?" I asked hopefully.

Mistress chortled. "Of course he will! He'll probably spit on it and kick it as well. I'll video the session and put it on the Internet, so everything can see what a loser you are."  
 
    A small box with a bow around it sat on the nearby dresser. "Oh," she said, reaching for it, "I almost forgot. I have a present for you!" 
 
    "Oh, goodie!" I said, squealing with delight. "What is it?" 
 
    "You'll see," she said, showing me its contents. What I saw made tears stream down my face. There, carefully wrapped in pink tissue, was my first real bra! It was peach-colored, silk, with under-cup supports to keep my breasts looking pert and round. "Let me put it on, Mistress!" I begged.

"No," she said. "I want the honors" She slid the straps down my arms, cinched the cups over my boobs, and hooked the brassiere in back. I gasped as I looked at my reflection. There I was, a beautiful, brainless bimbo with blond hair, massive stripper-sized breasts, and a vacant, mindless look in my eyes. It was everything I had ever wanted. I began to cry. 
 
    "Are you happy, my dear?" asked Mistress with a grin.

"Yes," I said, my face beaming with joy as I rested my head on her shoulder. "Very much so. Can I now call myself a woman?" 
 
    "Not yet, my dear," said Mistress, a peculiar smile creeping across her face. "There's still one more body modification I have in mind for you." My blood ran cold as I wondered what she was talking about. No more balls for me! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   

 

 Total Humiliation: How I Met my Dominant Wife 
 
      
 
    By Scarlett Redd and Sissy Sharon 
 
      
 
    Have you ever wondered how male sissies and female dommes get together? This story has all the answers. 
 
      
 
    I’m kneeling in front of my wife, my knees screaming in pain from contact with the hard floor.  She is standing over me dressed in a black leather bustier, knee-high leather boots, and fishnet stockings. Her long blond hair flows down her luscious face and cascades around her shoulders. Her black boyfriend is kissing her neck while his hands fondle her breasts.  
 
    “Oh, Tyrone,” she says, “you’re more of a man than my husband could ever be.”  
 
    Her words fill me with shame, making my eyes tear up. She glances down, sees my reaction, and smiles. “Poor Sharon,” she says. “Not really a man, yet not a woman either; just a pathetic sissy who lets me abuse her as I see fit.”  
 
    She tilts my chin upward with the toe of a boot and gives me a vicious, leering smile as our eyes meet. “Isn’t that right, my dear?” she says with a laugh. “You’re a craven little coward, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Barbara,” I say as hot, salty tears run down my face, streaking my makeup. “I’m a sad little sissy with a tiny cock who can’t please a woman.” 
 
    Tyrone and Barbara snicker; then their lips lock together in a fiery kiss. I see the bulge between his legs grow to mammoth proportions. “Let’s take this to the bedroom,” he says, sweeping her off her feet and holding her in his muscular arms. “I’m going to fuck you all night long.” 
 
    “You’ll get no argument out of me!” Barbara says with glee.  
 
    “You can remain as you are, honey,” she tells me as he carries her away. “While you’re in that position, why not make yourself useful?  Clean the floor with your tongue. And make sure it’s clean or I’ll skewer your balls with one of my knitting needles; got it?” 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” I say, my voice cracking with despair as the town of them vanish into the bedroom, leaving the door open behind them. Moments later I hear the bed begin to squeak as my wife moans in lustful ecstasy. 
 
    I lean forward and begin licking the hardwood surface. My mouth fills with dust as a sour flavor assaults my taste buds. But I obey the order nonetheless, terrified of what Barbara might do if I fail to please her. My pink lipstick stains the floor in one spot. I shriek in a girlish tone and rub the spot away with my palm. I gaze at my small, delicate hands. My long, manicured fingernails make them look utterly feminine.  
 
    In each nail the technician engraved a single letter. Together they spell the words SISSY QUEER in bright red, a constant reminder of my inferior status. I’m fated to be my wife’s feminized slave until she declares otherwise, whether I like it or not. 
 
    Yet at the same time my cock is throbbing with its own erection – proof that, deep inside, I love the way my wife treats me. As I carry out the filthy, degrading task, my mind wanders back to how I met my spouse three years before… 
 
    “Damn, Harry!” I said to the bartender. “Who the hell is that fine-looking babe over there?” 
 
    Harry looked up from wiping down the counter and grinned at me. “That’s Barbara St. James, my friend,” he said. “And you have good eyes; she’s the hottest thing to enter my humble establishment in a long time.” He glanced her way then looked away. “But…” he said, shaking his head as his voice trailed off. 
 
    “’But’ what?” I said. “Don’t tell me she has AIDS or something!” 
 
    Harry laughed. “Not that I know of, buddy,” he said. “It’s just that…. well, maybe I better not say.” He went back to wiping down the bar. 
 
    I grabbed him by the wrist. “Whatever it is, man,” I said, “tell me!” I felt my ire rise along with my cock as I glanced back at Barbara.  
 
    “Well,” he said, leaning forward to address me in a lowered tone, “They say she’s trouble; guys who approach her end up heartbroken. One guy, in fact, killed himself after she dumped him!” 
 
    “No shit,” I said, giving him a wide-eyed look.  
 
    Harry nodded. “It’s true,” he said, looking me in the eye. “She’s one fine piece of ass to be sure. But she’s also a stone-cold bitch.” A customer from the far end of the bar held up an empty glass and pointed at it. Harry sighed. “Duty calls, my friend,” he said. “But remember what I said; she’s more trouble than she’s worth. Forget her – for your own sake.” 
 
    As Harry walked away, I turned back to the object of my lust. I studied her flawless face, her wavy golden hair, her alabaster neck. Her eyes were emerald green, her lips scarlet red. Her nose was slightly upturned, her chin dainty, her cheekbones high. Her lips wore a trace of a smile. Her eyes darted about the bar but never turned towards me. 
 
    She sipped at a margarita, the glass cradled in her long, delicate fingers. She wore no wedding band or engagement ring. 
 
    My eyes drifted downwards as I checked out her ample bosom, which was barely concealed by the plunging neckline of her red silk blouse. 
 
    I glanced beneath the booth where she sat by herself.  She was wearing a microscopic skirt. Her long luscious legs were crossed. She wore black fishnet stockings. I could see the straps of her garters. Her feet were clad in exquisitely shaped black high heels that gave her calves insanely sexy curves.  
 
    I felt cold sweat bead on my forehead as my heart pounded in my chest. My breath was rapid, shallow, and uneven. Hormones flooded my bloodstream, making me feel light-headed. My erection had turned into a boulder between my legs. I could feel drops of pre-cum staining my drawers.  
 
    Harry’s warning rang in my brain as I got to my feet and approached Barbara, but as I closed the distance between the two of us it faded to a tiny whisper. By the time I stood beside her it had vanished. 
 
    “H-hi,” I said, shuffling from one foot to the other. I had tried to think of a clever pickup line, but I was so aroused my brain was barely functioning. 
 
    If Barbara was aware of my presence, then she showed no sign of it. She sat there seemingly oblivious, sipping her drink and looking in every direction but mine. Seconds passed. 
 
    Hello?” I said moments later. Still no reaction. I felt my arousal changing to anger. 
 
    “I said ‘hello,’ lady,” I blurted out in an annoyed tone. No effect. My displeasure grew. What a fucking cunt, I thought. I started to walk away, then turned back towards her. “Excuse me,” I said, “but a man is talking to you.” 
 
    That got her attention. She looked up at me. “Where?’ she said. 
 
    Her comment caught me off-guard. “What do you mean?” I said, still pissed but grateful for her attention. 
 
    “Where is this ‘man’ you speak of?” she said, her tone cold, her face hard, her eyes narrowed. “I don’t see a man anywhere around here.” She turned away. “Not a real one, anyway,” she said, waving a dismissal hand at me. 
 
    Mt brain was still struggling under a lust- and alcohol-induced fog, which is probably why it took me a second to get what she was saying. When the message came through, I was livid. I slid into the bench across from her. “Who the fuck do you think you are, bitch? Nobody talks to me that way,” I muttered. 
 
    A moment later I felt a cold circle of steel pressing against my leg. “What the hell?” I said. My heart froze as I glanced under the table. Barbara held a small but very formidable-looking pistol in her dainty right hand. Its barrel rested against my right kneecap. My courage evaporated as I began to quiver.  
 
    “Now this is an interesting dilemma you’re in,” she said, her voice taking on a mocking tone. “I don’t exactly have you by the balls, but I might as well. I could take off your kneecap right here. Or “- she pointed the barrel between my legs – “make you into a eunuch if I prefer.” She gave me a thin smile. “It all depends on which option strikes me as the most fun.” 
 
    I swallowed hard, trying to calm my jangling nerves. My hands, which were resting on the tabletop, were quaking. I tucked them next to my thighs so Barbara wouldn’t see how terrified I was. “W-what are you gonna do?” I said, trying to sound brave. “Shoot me right here in the bar? You’ll go to prison.” 
 
    I thought that remark might frighten her. It didn’t. Instead she began laughing long and hard, her face turning red. I glanced under the table and saw her lower the barrel slightly. I started to make a break for it but stopped when she jerked in back in place so that it once more pressed into my knee.  
 
    “One thing I will say for you, my dear,” she said, “is that you’re amusing.” She took a sip of her drink with her free hand then adjusted herself in her seat. “Let’s play out this little scenario, shall we? We’re in a courtroom and I’m bawling my eyes out, telling the jurors how you threatened to rape me. So, in desperation, I shot you with my legally registered handgun.” 
 
    “Bullshit,” I said. “I never said anything about raping you.” 
 
    “Ah,” she said brightly, “but I will claim otherwise. I’m a smoking hot blond and you’re just some creep. Who do you think the jury will believe?”  
 
    I stared at her in sullen silence as she gave me a triumphant look. Seconds passed. “Well?” she said. I remained silent. Again she laughed. The harsh tone sliced into my ego like shards of broken glass carving up my flesh. My eyes moistened and my face turned red. 
 
    “Now this is what’s going to happen,” she continued after a moment. “You’re going to sit here and buy me drinks until I’ve had my fill. When – and if – I get tired of you I will give you permission to leave. But, until then, you’re my prisoner.” Her eyes flared as her face turned hard. She pressed the gun barrel against my knee with renewed force. It formed a circle of agony against my bruised flesh.  
 
    “Got it?” she said. I nodded in silence, my head hung low in defeat. “Excellent!” she decreed, pulling the pistol away at last. “I’ll just keep my little 9mm toy within quick reach, though,” she said, “in case you get stupid ideas.” She raised her hand, getting Harry’s attention. “Bartender!” she said.  
 
    “Yes, Barbara?” he said, walking over to the table. 
 
    She nodded towards me. “This nice man has agreed to buy me whatever I want. I’ll start with a scotch on the rocks.” 
 
    “Coming right up,” Harry said, starting to turn away. 
 
    “One moment!” said Barbara, making him stop in his tracks. He turned to face her. Once more she nodded at me. “I’m sure this poor sap is thirsty as well,” she said. “But I doubt he can handle alcohol. Bring him a Shirley Temple, will you?” she said. 
 
    “Will do,” said Harry, glancing at me. He had a sympathetic look on his face, as if to say I tried to warn you, pal. 
 
    I sat there for over an hour, buying Barbara round after round. She seemed to have a limitless tolerance for alcohol and no interest in me whatsoever. She spent most of the time texting and surfing the Internet on her phone.  
 
    Two things kept me from just getting up and walking away, however. One, the most obvious of the pair, was the handgun by her side. The other was less concrete but just as powerful: the irresistible allure I felt towards this woman who held me captive. As I sat there studying her perfect features and killer body, I realized that I wanted her, no matter how nuts she might be or how much she mistreated me. I was like a fly caught in the web of a beautiful spider.  
 
    I knew I was doomed if I didn’t escape her clutches. But I was too entranced by this magnificent woman to make the effort. She could have been planning to kill and devour me, yet I would rather let her do so than leave her presence. So I sat in silence while time passed, my cock hard as stone as I adored the object of my desire. Every so often I sipped the sugary concoction Harry had brought me, feeling like an emasculated wimp for doing so. 
 
    I began to feel the need to piss. It started with a slight urge that I could ignore, then grew in intensity till I thought my bladder would burst. Yet I was too terrified of Barbara’s reaction to move from the spot. So I sat there in silent agony, squirming in my seat and hoping she would notice my discomfort and allow me to go to the toilet. I tried to get her attention, but she was too engrossed in solving an online crossword puzzle to notice me. 
 
    I felt a tiny wet spot at the end of my cock as my ability to withhold the coming flood weakened. I pictured myself sitting there soaked in my own urine, the other patrons laughing at me. The mental picture was enough to break the spell that held me in place and I started to get up. But, as I did, Barbara gave me a look that could kill. “Where do you think you’re going?” she said. 
 
    “I gotta pee,” I said in a pathetic, pleading tone. “Please – I can’t hold it anymore!” 
 
    “You can and you will hold it, Greg!” she snapped at me. “You are not the one who makes the rules here; I am!” She pointed at my side of the booth. “Now plant your ass right back where it was!” 
 
    A cold shudder ran through me as I stood there looking at her. “Lady, what’s wrong with you?” I said. “Are you crazy?” 
 
    “SIT!” she shouted. Her voice was so loud those around us turned to stare. I stood there for a moment, my will town in two. On one hand I had a raging desire to piss. On the other hand I had a beautiful, dominant woman telling me what to do. I quivered in indecision. Then, surrendering to her will, I sank back into my seat. 
 
    “Good girl,” said Barbara, then turned her attention to her crossword puzzle. 
 
    A big, muscular guy in a cut off tee shirt sat in the booth across from mine. He looked at me and smirked. “What a wimp,” he said to his girlfriend. His lady laughed. “He’s a pussy faggot, I’ll bet,” she said. “She probably makes him wear her panties.” 
 
    I buried my face in my hands and sat there, my sense of manhood evaporating. In the short time since we had met, Barbara had broken my will and turned me into her slave, and we both knew it. 
 
    After what seemed like an eternity my mistress looked up and said, “alright, little girl, you may bathroom yourself now.” I shot up from my seat. She held up her left index finger in warning. “BUT,” she said, “you may only piss; no jacking off, understand?” 
 
    “Yes. mam,” I said, shuffling from one foot to the other as I stood there in pain. 
 
    “Good girl,” she said. “Now you may leave.” As I dashed to the men’s room, I heard a chorus of mocking laughter behind me.  
 
    When I returned from emptying my bladder I rushed back to where I had been sitting. But Barbara had vanished. I searched the bar for her frantically but to no avail. Then I saw Harry. “Where is she?” I asked him. “Where’s Barbara?” 
 
    He gave me a long, sad look. “Are you sure you want to know, Greg ol’ buddy?” he asked. 
 
    I grasped his shoulder. “Yes!” I said. “Please, Harry! Tell me!” 
 
    He shook his head, then produced a business card from his shirt pocket. “She left this with me before she walked out,” he said. “She wanted you to have it.” 
 
    I took the card from him and read it. It said BARBARA ST. JAMES in bold black letters. Beneath her name were the words “Professional Bitch” along with a phone number. I fished my cell out of my pocket and called it. It rang several times, and as it did I grew more anxious. Finally, on the fifth ring, she answered. “Your name is now Sissy Sharon,” she said, “and I own your ass. Understand?” 
 
    “Yes, I do,” I said without hesitation. “Will I see you again? Please?” 
 
    I endured a long moment of silence before she answered. “Next week, same time, same place. Shave your legs and throw away all your male underwear between now and then.” With that she hung up. 
 
    As I stared at my phone, I felt my penis begin to throb. “What an amazing woman,” I said. Harry shook his head. “She did it again,” he said.  
 
    “Did what?” I asked. 
 
    “Found some fool to destroy,” he said, then turned his back to me and walked away… 
 
    Harry was right. Barbara is pure poison. She has been injecting me with her venom for three years now. But she’s also an addiction. In the first few months after we met, she drained my bank account, maxed out my charge cards, and ruined my credit.  
 
    At the same time she began brutally feminizing me, forcing me into women’s clothes and injecting estrogen into me twice weekly. My balls shrank, as did my cock. I showed up for work one day dressed as a female and offered to suck my boss’s dick, in obedience to her command. He punched me in the stomach, and, as I doubled over in pain, told me I was fired.  
 
    Barbara laughed when she heard the news. “No worries,” she said. “I’ll just trick you out as a crossdressing hooker.” She became my pimp, selling me to gay men who were looking for a submissive transvestite to abuse.  
 
    I learned what the term “watersports” means after one of them pissed on me. I endured the treatment in silence as Barbara watched and cheered him on. Then he fucked my sissy ass multiple times, nearly dislocating my hip with his powerful thrusts. I have to admit: I loved every moment of it. Barbara has brainwashed me into believing I’m a worthless sissy queer.  
 
    I suspect I was always those things deep inside. But it took her to make me face the truth about myself. For that I will always love her. Now I must beg you to excuse me. I have to finish cleaning the floor. Then, if I am very lucky, she may let me suck her boyfriend’s cock. The thought of having his manliness between my lips makes me horny as Hell! 
 
    -Sissy Sharon 
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    Chapter 1 
 
    “Damn it, Brock!” my sister Sheila screamed as she clawed at my arm. “Give me back the remote!” 
 
    “Ha!” I shouted. “No fucking way, bitch!” I shoved her back with one hand as I changed the station with the other, flipping through the channels till I got to the sports network.  Sheila flew backwards, hitting the floor with a hollow THUMP. She held out her hand to break her fall and twisted her wrist in the process. She bolted to her feet and fled the living room, weeping like a virgin who just got her cherry popped at a gang bang. I snickered as I watched her run away, then plopped my feet on the sofa and got ready to enjoy myself. “Life is good,” I said, “especially when you’re a man.” 
 
    My good mood soured moments later when mom stormed into the room. Sheila trailed behind her, red-faced from crying and with her hair disheveled. Her injured wrist was swelling like a grapefruit. I thought it was funny.   
 
    “Brock,” mom said, her face livid with rage, “Did you push your sister and take the remote from her?” 
 
    I turned up the volume to drown her out and tried to focus on the game. That really pissed her off. “Brock!” she shouted, blocking my view as she positioned herself in front of the screen. “Answer my question, young man!” 
 
    I was about to tell her to fuck off when dad entered the room, his giant frame filling up the doorway. “What’s going on here?” he demanded, his burly voice making the house shake. Mom and Sheila turned white when they saw him appear.  
 
    “Hello, Robert,” mom said, her tone fearful as she addressed my father. “Your son Brock invaded the living room and yanked the TV remote from Sheila’s hand.” She nodded towards my sister. “He also pushed her down and hurt her wrist.”  
 
    Sheila held up her injured member for dad to see. “It hurts awful,” she said, her voice quaking. “I think he broke it.”  
 
    Dad glared at me. “That true, Brock?” he demanded. “did you break your sister’s arm and steal the remote from her?” 
 
     “Yes, sir!” I said, pride in my voice. “Guilty as charged.” 
 
    Dad approached me, a huge grin on his face. “Great work, my boy!” he said. A CRACK filled the air a second later as we high-fived.  
 
    “Thanks, dad!” I said. “Want to watch the game with me?” 
 
    “Not now, son,” he said, turning to mom. “I got a small matter to deal with.” I saw the two women’s faces turn sickly pale as dad looked at them. “Why are you bitches harassing my son?” 
 
    Mom and Sheila looked at each other, horrified despair on their faces. “Really, Robert,” mom said, her voice small and trembling, “I think this time Brock went too far. Sheila is clearly injured and...” 
 
    “SHUT UP!” dad shouted, raring his hand back as if he was going to slap mom’s face. The women her backed off, clinging to each other as tears trickled down their faces. My father took a moment to savor the terror he was creating, then continued his tirade. “I’m sick of your ingratitude, Marjorie!” he said, using my stepmom’s first name. “I married you after your first husband died of cancer! I took you and your whore daughter into my home! I give you food and clothing and shelter! I put up with your feminine stupidity and your lousy cooking and your half-ass housekeeping! I even let you suck my goddamn cock!”  
 
    He waved his hand towards me. “All I ask in return is for you cunts to show my son and me a little respect!” By this time his voice had reached maximum volume, reverberating against the walls and making the floor shake. I loved it. “But do we get it? NO!” he screamed.  “Instead you go nuts and accuse him of crazy shit!”  
 
    He pointed to the front door. “Either leave my house or get your shit together now,” he said, his voice turning low but maintaining its threatening tone. “But know this,” he went on, pointing his index finger at mom’s face, “you’ll leave here broke. I’ll cut off your credit cards and access to the bank account. Then I’ll call my friends and make sure nobody in this whole fucking state will hire either of you. Got it?” 
 
    By this point mom and Sheila were beaten and they knew it. They hung their heads like whipped puppies as they absorbed dad’s rant in submissive silence. A normal person would have been repulsed. I thought what my father did was beautiful. Attaboy, dad! I thought. Show those women who’s boss! 
 
    “May I take Sheila to the doctor?” mom asked, her voice frail, her body shaking. 
 
    Dad grabbed Sheila’s damaged arm, which was swollen and purple. “Hell, no,” he said to mom, handling it roughly and making Sheila scream. ” Damn thing aint even really hurt. Put some ice on it.” Dad took a moment to light a cigar. “Then start making dinner,” he told mom, blowing smoke in her face and making her cough and wheeze. “What’s a man got to do to get some food out of you lazy bitches?” 
 
    “Yes, dear,” said mom as she led Sheila away. My stepsister wept as she held her injured limb next to her. I watched the scene with sadistic glee, imagining Sheila’ s injury ruining he rest of her life. Good luck getting a man now, I thought. With your arm all broken and twisted and shit. 
 
    Dad grinned at me. “Come with me, son,” he said. “Let’s talk.” 
 
    “Yes, sir!” I said as I followed him outside. The weather was warm, the sky clear. Dad offered me a cigar. I took it. “Thanks, dad,” I said as I borrowed his lighter to fire up the stogie. The smoke was stronger than dad’s usual brand. I started to cough but turned away so dad wouldn’t see. We smoked in silence for several minutes. 
 
    “Son,” he said as he looked at the sun setting in the distant sky, “How would you like to spend this summer doing real man stuff?” He looked back at me. “Learning to shoot, hunt, fight, and outwit your enemies? Sound like fun to you?” 
 
    What the fuck is he getting at? I thought. I shrugged my shoulders. “Um…okay, I guess,” I said, shrugging my shoulders. “What you got in mind?” 
 
    He crushed the butt of his cigar against the deck railing and tossed it in the yard. “There’s a camp in Florida,” he said, going into his salesman routine. “It’s a place for young men like yourselves just starting out in life. It’s an intense eight weeks of hard-core instruction. They’ll teach you hand to hand combat, shooting skills, survival techniques, shit like that.” 
 
    I took a long drag on my cigar and absorbed his comments. “Sounds fun,” I said, picturing myself ripping off a guy’s balls and crushing his windpipe. “But Florida? That’s on the other end of the fucking country!” 
 
     “Indeed it is,” dad said. “There’s reasons for that. Here in faggot-pussy California they got too many goddamn laws against men acting like men.  Gun control regulations, anti-stalking crap.” Dad shook his head in disgust. “It’s all a plot to turn us into queers.” 
 
    I nodded. “You got that right,” I said. 
 
    “But down in the Sunshine State,” dad said, his eyes gleaming as a smile crept across his face, “deep in the woods and swamps away from the law, you and other young men from all over the country can embrace your true selves.” He tapped me on the chest with his index finger. “Plus, every Saturday night they take you to a cathouse! My buddy who’s been there says there’s sluts from 14 to 40! And you can fuck as many as you want?” 
 
    “’14?’” I repeated. “They have kids in those places?” 
 
    Dad wrapped his arm around my shoulders and lowered his voice. “Look, son, “he said. “You know as well as me that girls aint good for nothing but cooking and cunt-banging! So why not give ‘em a head start on their life’s work? It’s good for ’em! Keeps that feminist bullshit out of their thick heads. Plus,” he added, “when you get back here in September…well, you just might get that new Corvette you keep asking me about!” 
 
    A mention of my dream car was all I needed to hear. “Hell, yeah!” I said. “When do I leave?” 
 
    “That’s my boy!” said dad, rustling my hair and slapping me on the back. “Here’s the details.” He told me that I would be leaving right after final exams, which were coming up the next week.  
 
    That night I was too excited to sleep. “This is gonna kick motherfuckin’ ass!” I said as I lay in bed looking up at the ceiling. “It’ll be the summer of my life.”  
 
    Looking back on that night, I think the strangest thing is that I was right; it would indeed be the summer of my life. But not in the way I expected. Had I known what was really waiting for me down in Dixie I would have ran for my life.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 2 
 
    I had almost drifted off to sleep when Sheila started moving around in her bedroom. I pressed my ear against the wall and heard her talking to stepmom in hushed tones. The glaring red numbers on my alarm clock told me it was 3 a.m. What the hell are those whores up to? I asked myself. I rolled out of bed and got to my feet, moving carefully so as not to create any noise. 
 
    I crept to the bedroom door, turned the knob slowly, and poked my head out into the hallway. It was empty. I heard the two women open the door to Sheila’s room and ducked back inside my room, keeping my ears alert. 
 
    “Mom, I swear, it doesn’t hurt anymore,” Sheila whispered as the two of them entered the hallway. “Let’s just forget it, okay?” 
 
    “No, dear,” mom said, resolve in her voice. “You’re going to see a doctor, no matter what that monster says. The hospital is only about five miles away.” 
 
    “But what is he finds out?” said Sheila, fear evident in her voice. “He’ll hit you again!” 
 
    “Then I’ll call the cops,” mom said. “Those officer can’t all be his friends. Or I’ll go to the news. Whatever it takes. But you’re getting the care you need, no matter what he says or does.” 
 
    “But how are you going to pay for it?” Sheila interjected.  
 
    “I took one of his credit cards,” said mom. “Don’t worry.” 
 
    “Mom!” blurted out Sheila. “He’ll have you put in jail!” 
 
    “No he won’t, dear,” said mom, reassuring her. “That bastard wouldn’t dare let this story get out. It would ruin his good name.” 
 
    “But he’ll be up in a couple of hours! He’ll know we’re gone!” 
 
    “I left a note on the bathroom mirror telling him I went to the store to get some milk,” mom pointed out. “I always get up before he does anyway. Relax, sweetie. Everything will be fine.” 
 
    “Okay, mom, okay,” said Sheila. “But let’s get out of here. Brock scares me worse than stepdad! God knows what he’ll do if he hears us.” 
 
    I stood there on my tiptoes, tempted to spring out into the hallway. No. Better not, I thought. I’ll wait till they get back. Then I’ll have a little fun with them. I heard mom’s car start a minute later, then saw the glow of her headlights through the bedroom window as they left for the hospital. My mind raced with ideas for how I could torture them when they returned.  
 
    I fell asleep about 3:30, only to come wide awake just at 5 a.m. when I heard footsteps. I thought it might be mom and Sheila returning till I heard my father’s gruff voice cursing. “Stupid cunt,” he said as he read mom’s note. “Wasting my money on milk! I’ll lay into her when I get home tonight.”  
 
    Dad, you dumb fuck, I thought. Can’t you tell when a woman is playing you? I stayed quiet as he got ready for work. At 5:30 sharp he fired up his pickup truck and drove away. I dozed again till about 6:30, when mom’s voice woke me. 
 
    “Remember what the doctor said,” mom told Sheila. “Take those pills every four hours.” 
 
    “I know, mom. I know,” said Sheila as the two of them entered her room. “I just want to get some sleep. By the way, what did you think about that stuff the nurse told us? Do you think the Sanctuary really exists?” My ears piqued at that comment. What ‘sanctuary’ is she talking about? I wondered. 
 
    “Let’s worry about that later,” said mom. “For right now, just be thankful the x-ray didn’t show any broken bones.” 
 
    “I am,” I said Shella. “But I’m still worried about Brock. He can be downright brutal, especially when people lie to him.”  
 
    I still remember the women’s expressions when I popped into the room. The color drained from their faces and their mouth fell open. I grinned from ear to ear as I savored the horror in their features. This is better than sex! I thought. Mom started to speak but the words froze in her mouth. Sheila just dropped her head and began weeping.  
 
    I sauntered into the room, my depraved mind racing with ideas for how I might best degrade them. “Well, well, well,” I said as I towered over Sheila. “so nice to hear you’re on the mend, sweet sister.” I tried to stroke her face but she batted my hand away. 
 
    “Leave her alone, Brock!” mom shouted, off the bed and on her feet in a flash.  
 
    “Or what?” I said, getting in her face. “What are you going to do, your aging tramp? Dad only married you out of pity you know. He could have had any piece of ass he wanted.” I glared at her, relishing the pain I could see in her face because of my words. “Why he settled for a 45 year old dog-faced loser and her slut daughter I will never know.” 
 
    “Just leave us alone!” screamed Sheila, clutching her injured arm next to her chest. “Can’t you show some mercy?” 
 
    I snorted. “Mercy is for losers, bitch,” I said. “Dad taught me that. However,” I said, taking a moment to settle on how I could best torment my victims, “I might be persuaded to let this whole thing go.” Mom and Sheila looked up at me, distant hope on their anguished faces. “If I get something in return.” 
 
    “Like what?” snapped Sheila, giving me a look that could kill. 
 
    “Let me think,” I said, rubbing my chin and looking up towards the ceiling. Seconds passed as the women lived in terror of what I would say next. “I’ve got it!” I said, snapping my fingers. “A blow job will do it, I think. Yes, that will do nicely.” 
 
    “No,” said mom, absolute disbelief in her tone. “You can’t be serious.” 
 
    “Oh, but I am, dear mommy,” I said, turning my attention to her. “Perhaps I’ve been too hard on your child. She has nice, fat lips and a stupid, shell-shocked face. Those are two qualities of a champion cocksucker.” 
 
    “For god’s sake, Brock!” mom shouted. “She’s your sister!” 
 
    I held up my index finger to correct her. “Wrong, mother,” I said. “She’s my stepsister, just like you’re my stepmother. So there’s nothing wrong or perverted about what I’m proposing. It’s a simply business transaction: my promise of silence in exchange for one blowjob.” 
 
    “Fuck you, asshole,” Sheila said, her eyes colder than death as they locked on mine. 
 
    “Have it your way,” I said. “I’ll just call dad and tell him about your going behind his back. His buddies on the police force will have both of you in jail quick, seeing as you used one of his credit cards without his permission. I believe that’s called ID theft.” 
 
    Mom shook her head. “Forget it,” she said, her face a mask of defiance. “You’re a monster and so is your father. I’ll find a way to fight you.” 
 
    “Stop it, mom!” Sheila blurted out. “I’ll do it.” 
 
    “Sheila! No!” said mom. “You can’t.” 
 
    “It’ll be okay, mom,” Sheila said. “Trust me.” 
 
    “That’s the spirit!” I said, slipping my fingers into my waistband to undo my jeans. They fell around my ankles, exposing my swollen cock; I wore no underwear. “Wrap your juicy lips around this, sweet stepsister,” I said, taking my organ by its base and flicking it at Sheila. “You’ll thank me later.” 
 
    Sheila got on her knees at my feet. She took a moment to collect herself, pressing her hands against her face as if she was praying. If her injured hand was hurting her, then she no longer showed it. A smile curled her lips upward as she pressed her palms against the floor and looked up at me. The expression on her face was seductive, even…sexy. Her eyes glowed with an erotic fire I had never dreamt her capable of.  
 
    My sadistic elation dissolved at this unexpected turn of events. In its place a cold wave of fear coursed through my body. I took a step backwards.  
 
    “Oh, no, dear brother!” said Sheila, sensing my newfound unease. “You’ll not deprive me of this tasty meal!” She seized my cock in her icy grip forcing a short, painful cry from my lips. Looking down at how her hand engulfed my organ, I realized for the first time how small my penis really was. I didn’t feel in charge anymore. Instead I felt small, weak, humiliated – even submissive.  
 
    Get out of here; now! a voice inside my head screamed. The warning cry was extinguished a micro-second later, replaced by sheer ecstasy as Sheila swallowed my organ whole, taking my stubby length easily between her lips. She looked up at me with sultry eyes as her head bobbed back and forth. Her tongue swirled around my shaft, sending white-hot sparks of pleasure through my nervous system.  
 
    She began tensing and relaxing the muscles in her throat, making her mouth feel like a super-tight virgin pussy getting fucked for the first time. The friction of her lips stroking my shaft added intensity to the experience, overwhelming my brain. She ran her index finger along the edges of my sac, giving the experience a fine edge that raised my joy to stratospheric heights. Tears came to my eyes. It felt so good! 
 
    My ecstasy turned to agony seconds later as Sheila grabbed my balls and lamed don on them hard, twisting them a full 360 degrees. I doubled over, a scream tearing from my lips.  
 
    “How do you like that, you miserable piece of shit?” Sheila shrieked. Mom clubbed me on the back of my head with Sheila’s desk lamp. “Does that make you feel like a man?” she said. “Huh? Does it?” Blood gushed from my nostrils as my face collided with the floor. My vision turned red as mom and Sheila rained down blows all over my body. 
 
    “Please!” I shrieked as they pummeled me. “I’m sorry I was bad! Please don’t punish me anymore!” I might as well have been begging for mercy from a serial killer. If anything, my pleas made the women beat me harder. I curled up in a ball and lay on my side, wailing in agony.  
 
    It took me a minute or two to realize the women had left the room. I heard mom yell, “I’ve got the cash he keeps in his wall safe!”  
 
    Sheila said, “Good job! I snagged his diamond ring and one of his gold chains! We can sell them. It will give us enough money to survive until we can find the Sanctuary.” There was that word again: sanctuary. Even in my pain-wracked, confused state it stuck out in my mind. 
 
    “Goddamn bitches,” I muttered through clenched teeth. I staggered forward a few feet, grabbing Sheila’s dresser for support as nausea poured through me. I leaned forward and puked, soaking the floor with bile and half-digested hunks of last night’s dinner 
 
    I looked at myself in the mirror. My nose was swollen and my face was bloody. But that was nothing compared to the shock I got when I looked between my legs. My sac was purple and swollen to the size of a softball.  
 
    “You fucking cunts!” I shrieked. “I’ll kill you!”  
 
    Adrenaline rushed through my veins as I stormed down the stairs in pursuit of the women. They burst out the front door and made a beeline for mom’s car, getting in it before I could reach them. Sheila clutched their stolen treasures as mom drove. I threw myself against the windshield. “Your two are dead!” I shouted. “Dead!”  
 
    Mom turned the wheel hard to the right. The car hurled me backwards, driving the breath from my lungs and smashing my head into the asphalt driveway. The word “sanctuary” flashed through my mind just before darkness overwhelmed me.    
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 3 
 
    The first thing that greeted me upon coming to was the smell of antiseptic, strong and sour. My vision, milky and blurred at first, sharpened to crystal clarity as I realized I was in a hospital. My body felt like a raw, open wound. Dad was standing over me.  
 
    “Dad!” I said, overjoyed at seeing a familiar face. “Thank God it’s you.” I reached out to grasp his hand. He yanked it away.  
 
     “You fucking pussy!” he said. “You let two women kick your ass and put you in the hospital. Some man you are! Those cunts stole a bunch of my stuff. Then they beat you black and blue when you got in their way! I found you passed out in the yard, dumbass! You got your butt kicked by women, for god’s sake!” 
 
     “Dad,” I said, trying to sit up. “Listen.” I clutched my chest and fell back onto the thin rubber mattress. Damn!” I shouted. ” Feel like I’m all busted up inside!” 
 
    “Of course you do, idiot,” said dad, pacing around the room and waving his hands in the air. “Those two bitches bruised a bunch of your ribs.” He pointed an accusing finger at me. “I swear to god, you little shit,” he said, “If I find out you were in on it, then I will fucking skin you alive; got it?” 
 
    “Goddamn it, dad!” I said, trying to get a word in edgewise. “Cut me some fucking slack! I tried to stop them! I had mom don on the floor begging for mercy when Sheila clubbed me on the back of the head!”  
 
    Dad’s face softened just a bit. “And even then, I chased them down the stairs! I got my arm around Sheila’s neck but she bit my arm! Then she spun around and kicked me in the balls! I was still groggy so I went down!” I held out my hand towards him. “Please,” I cried, my voice cracking. “You’ve got to believe me.” 
 
    He walked towards me and for a moment I thought he was going to hug me. But instead he grabbed my arm in his gorilla grip, looking it over. Then he tossed it aside and gave my other arm the same treatment. He snorted. “Liar,” he muttered. “I don’t see any tooth marks!” 
 
    “B-b-but…” I stammered. “It..I mean. I…” 
 
    “You’re a lying pussy,” he said, waving his hand in the air and turning away from me.  
 
    A nurse came into the room, breaking up my not-so-joyous reunion. “And how are we today?” she said, her tone cheery.  
 
    “Excuse me, honey,” dad said to her, “but my son and I are talking about something. Why don’t you get the hell out of here and let us continue?” 
 
    “As you wish, Mr. Turner,” she said, venom in her tone. She left the room.  
 
    “Listen here,” dad said. “You’ve got one more night in this place. Tomorrow morning you’re coming home. But, if you think you’re getting out of that Florida manhood camp, then you’d better think again. This cluster fuck just proves how badly you need toughening up. Got it?” 
 
    “But, dad,” I said, brushing my hand against my chest, “My ribs are broken!” 
 
    He shook his head. “Correction, shithead,” he said. “Your ribs are bruised, not broken. They’ll hurt like Hell for a few weeks, of course. But you’ll just have to man up and take it.”  
 
    I looked at the dainty images of flowers sewn into the fabric of my blanket. It was pink. I felt my balls sink into my body. “Do I have to spend another night here, sir?” I asked. 
 
    “Unfortunately, yes,” said dad, his tone as cold as ever. “I told the doc to get you the hell out of here today, but he started blathering some shit about healthcare laws. So you’re going to lay here for another 24 fucking hours and suck off my tit.” I nodded in silence, feeling my eyes grow moist. “But this time tomorrow I’m dragging your ass out of here no matter what anyone says!” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” I said, my head hung low as dad stormed out of the room. That miserable bastard, I thought. I’ll chop his balls off first chance I get.  
 
    After he left, I tried watching TV. But the stations were all playing soap operas and talk shows. I surfed the Net for a while on my iPhone, doing a search for the term “forced feminization.” Most of the hits were porn videos of guys getting the shit kicked out of them by women. I shook my head as I checked them out. ‘This is some messed up shit,” I said. 
 
    Then I ran across a site run by a clinic in Europe. The home page had a picture of the doctor who ran it, a super-hot German woman. She was tall and lean, with wavy, platinum blond hair that fell around her shoulders and steely blue eyes. She wore a lab coat. Her arms were folded across her ample chest.  
 
    Beneath her picture was a bunch of text that talked about how men are scum. It was all written in German and the browser did a half-ass job of translating it into English. I could figure out the gist of what it was saying, though. My hands begin to tremble as I read, especially when I got to the part that said this: 
 
    GROUNDBREAKING RESEARCH IN THE US AND EUROPE PROVES THAT EVERY MAN CAN BE FEMINIZED THROUGH A COMBINATION OF INTENSE MENTAL REPROGRAMMING AND RADICAL PHYSICAL MODIFICATIONS. WE BELIEVE THAT GOVERNMENTS ACROSS THE GLOBE SHOULD IMPLEMENT OUR METHODS IMMEDIATELY. MEN HAVE NEARLY DESTROYED THIS PLANET. WOMEN MUST TAKE THEIR RIGHTFUL PLACE AS THE DOMINANT GENDER. WE CAN NO LONGER WASTE TIME WAITING FOR MEN TO WILLINGLY CHOOSE FEMINIZATION. WE MUST FORCE THEM TO UNDERGO THE PROCESS – OR ELSE. 
 
    I tossed the iPhone aside, shaking my head. “Crazy bitches,” I said. “That shit will never happen.”   
 
    I managed to limp to the bathroom toward evening, but my chest hurt too bad to stand for long so I had to sit in order to piss. A nurse came in about sundown and brought me food. I stared at the green slop on the metal tray with a mixture of confusion and disgust.  
 
    “What the fuck is this?” I asked, squishing my face.  
 
    “It’s low-fat broccoli quiche,” she said.  
 
    “You got anything else?” I asked. “Something with meat in it?” 
 
    She shook her head. “No,” she said. “Our new dietician changed the dinner plan last month. All of our evening meals are now vegetarian.” I looked away from the food, holding my nose and pushing the tray away.  
 
    “Eat it or go hungry,” the nurse said, shrugging her shoulders. “I will be back in half an hour to collect the tray either way.” She left the room. I looked at the food, sighed, and began shoveling it into my mouth, feeling it slide down my throat one misshapen lump at a time.  
 
    The nurse returned 30 minute later, just as she said she would. She smiled when she saw I had finished the meal. “Excellent!” she said in a cheery tone. “You’re learning.” 
 
    “Learning what?” I asked. 
 
    “To accept whatever we give you, of course,” she said with a wink.  
 
    I lay there looking up at the ceiling, my mind racing with images of psychotic nurses torturing me. At some point I fell asleep. When I woke, I was more thirsty than I had ever been in my life. I tried to speak, but my throat was parched and sore, enabling to make only a strangled gargling sound. 
 
    I pressed the call button to summon help, hoping to get a different nurse this time. Minutes passed and I was still alone. I pressed the button again; still no response. I tried to get out of bed, but the slightest effort to do so sent white shocks of pain throughout my frame. I pressed the button again and again and again, hoping that someone somewhere got the message. 
 
    After what felt like an eternity a nurse entered my room. She was not the one who had brought my dinner. She was tall with broad shoulders and large hands. Her face was gorgeous and she had ample cleavage, but her air was neither sexy nor sympathetic.  
 
     “Yes?” she said, hovering over me like a vulture. 
 
    I tried to talk. I failed. I pointed to my throat. She stared at me with her arms folded across her chest, her hands balled into fists. “You’re to have no liquids,” she said. “Doctor’s orders.” She turned her back and walked away, then stopped in the doorway and looked back at me. There was a thin, cruel smile on her face. “Then again,” she said, “perhaps liquids are just what you need.” She left the room, her heels making a CLACK CLACK CLACK sound as she vanished down the hallway. I shook my head, wondering what the hell was going on.  
 
    My confusion didn’t last for long. A couple minutes later I heard fresh footsteps. One set sounded just like the nurse’s. The others reminded me of what King Kong’s might sound like: heavy, lumbering, and utterly foreboding. I trembled as they grew louder, wondering what kind of creature was coming my way.  
 
    I didn’t have to wonder for long. Seconds later the nurse reappeared, entering the room with a vicious gleam in her eyes. Behind her was a black man with close-set eyes buried deep in his skull, a huge, flat nose, and a thick, muscular neck. His arms were covered in massive, sinewy muscles. His veins bulged out of his skin like twisted steel cables.  
 
    His skin was deeper in tone than the night sky. He wore pale green scrubs with a name tag pinned to his chest that said SAMSON. The giants lips parted in a snarl as he looked at me like a shark eyeing a swimmer’s leg. Most terrifying of all was the bulge in his pants. It reminded me of the 36 inch sub sandwiches the deli downtown was famous for. Piss soaked the bed as I stared at him.  
 
    “Our patient wants something to drink, Samson,” said the nurse to the new arrival. “I thought perhaps you could quench his thirst with a gallon or two of hot cum.” 
 
    “My pleasure,” the monstrous newcomer said, his voice somewhere between the dry crack of a thunderclap and the roar of an enraged Tyrannosaurus. He rubbed his palms together, the sound like twin sheets of sandpaper grinding into a block of wood and reducing it to dust.  
 
    A chill ran through me as I stared in horror at the approaching giant. A lump formed in my throat. Cold sweat ran down my face. I tried to run but found myself frozen to the spot. I heard a sharp CLICK as the nurse inserted a key in the door to the room and locked it tight 
 
    I got one chance, I thought. I’ll kick that black bastard in the nuts and throw myself out the window. As he approached, I went into action, burying my foot in his crotch and expecting to see him go down. But nothing happened. I might as well have swatted at his face with a sheet of paper for all the effect my blow had on him.  
 
    He looked back at the nurse and gave her a toothy grin. “This one really is a dumbass, isn’t he?” my attacker said. My mouth fell open in shock. My brain rebelled against what my eyes were telling it. No, I thought. It’s not possible. No man could take a blow like that and still be standing. 
 
    The nurse nodded and laughed. “She’s one stupid bitch, that’s for sure,” she said. “Hopefully her cock sucking skills are better than her common sense. Otherwise we might have to exterminate her.” I bolted off the bed and ran to the locked door. “Help!” cried, my voice shrill and whiny. “Please! Someone help me!”  
 
    A sledgehammer-like blow smashed into the back of my skull, driving me to my knees and silencing my cries. I didn’t pass out, but I did see stars. Nausea coursed through my gut. The giant dug one of his immense paws into my shoulder and spun me around like a top. I found myself staring at his cock, which hovered inches from my lips like a flying monstrosity. 
 
     The organ was even larger than I had imagined, several inches in diameter and over a foot in length. Like its owner, it was black as pitch. A few drops of silvery pre-cum glistened on its tip. Beneath it hung the monster’s nuts, which hung almost to his knees and formed massive, sagging, ball-shaped lumps at the bottom of his sac. I opened my mouth to scream. But, before I could make a sound, Samson forced his horse-like penis down my throat. 
 
    Once when I was 15, I had almost choked to death. The sensation of having my mouth cavity filled up with a man’s cock came close to the terror of that ordeal. Only this time the object blocking my windpipe was a massive meat-stick slick with Samson’s juices. My body flew backward as he thrust his hips forward, slamming my body against the door. 
 
    He began the quick, frenzied back-and-forth of a brute face-fucking his victim. I was able to snatch a few precious gasps of oxygen each time he retracted his cock in preparation for the next thrust. After several seconds of this abuse my head began to spin and my vision turned red. I tried pounding my fists into his side. But oxygen deprivation drained my strength. My arms fell limp by my side, like useless strands of spaghetti flopping to and fro. My whole body became a rag doll as darkness began to overwhelm me. 
 
    This is it, I thought. This is how I’m going to die. 
 
    “Here’s a tip, sweetie,” said the nurse, who bent over to whisper in my ear. “The sooner he cums the quicker you’ll be able to breathe freely again. Try swirling your tongue around his cock-head and stroking his balls with your fingers. That’s how the real sissies do it!” 
 
    The idea of pleasuring a man repulsed me. But I was in no position to refuse. So I found just enough room in my mouth to lick Samson’s glans. The giant moaned. I ran my index finger along the outline of his sac, making another gasp of pleasure escape his lips. Hope flickered to life within me. Maybe I’ll live after all, I thought. I just have to do as they say.  
 
    Then, without warning, I was able to breathe again. Samson pulled his cock out of my mouth. I sucked in huge mouthfuls of air into my lungs.  
 
    My relief lasted for all too brief a time. The nurse said, “break time’s over, sissy. Start sucking!” Again Samson’s missile of love raped my mouth. But this time I was able to breathe freely; my jaws had relaxed enough to accept the other man’s organ.  
 
    As his rock-hard stone of sex continued its torturous journey into my body, I ran my tongue along its massive circumference. I fondled his balls gently, enjoying the sound of his approving grunts. Then, unbelievably, I felt a tingling in my penis as it became erect.  
 
    This can’t be! I thought. I’m getting hard! I’m turning queer! 
 
    Samson’s orgasm came on with a blast. Cum sprayed from his piss-slit like steaming water erupting from a geyser. My mouth filled with a honey-like flavor as he pumped his jism into my stomachs in staccato blasts. I savored the taste, my hard-on getting bigger as arousal overwhelmed me. He pulled out and I fell on my face, my features soaked in the acidic mix of drool and sperm that poured from my mouth and onto the floor. I began to weep as a singular realization echoed through my brain.  
 
    “It’s true!” I said, laying there blubbering. “I’m a faggot! I’m a cocksucking sissy faggot!” 
 
    “That’s right!” said the nurse, triumph in her voice. “You’re a sissy faggot!” 
 
    I looked up at her and Samson, tears streaming from my eyes. “Why did you do this?” I said. “Why?” 
 
    “Why did you treat your mom and sister like shit?” said the nurse, contempt on her face.  
 
    Her words cut through me like an icy dagger. I shook my head, blinked several times, and said in a frail, quivering voice, “how do you know about that?”  
 
    A sadistic smile crept across her face. “They told us all about it when they came to us for sanctuary,” she said. “Now you’re a marked man, my dear.” 
 
    My fear gave way to anger as I glared at her. “What do you mean ‘marked,’ you crazy bitch?” I demanded.  
 
    She knelt down and brushed her fingers against my cheek. “I mean,” she said, “that you’re slated for forced feminization, my sweet little girl.”  
 
    “We’d better hurry,” Samson said. “Shift change is in 15 minutes.” 
 
    “I know,” said the nurse. “Don’t worry. This little sissy can blab all she wants when she wakes up. But she won’t be able to prove anything.” 
 
    I had been struggling to stand over the past minute or so, to no avail. Then a burst of fear-inspired energy flowed through my limbs as I leapt to my feet. I turned towards the window, thinking for a moment I could either force it open or throw myself through the glass. But that was not to be. Samson rushed at me with amazing speed, driving a hypo deep into my neck. My head spun and I fell, my body flopping around on the hard, unforgiving floor like a fish out of water as the drug paralyzed me. Then I was out cold.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 5 
 
    “Help! Oh god, please help!” 
 
    The words exploded from my lips as I bolted upright and leapt out of bed. My eyes scanned the room.  “What the motherfucking hell?” I said. 
 
    The room was spotless. There was no pool of cum on the floor, no sadistic nurse and no giant black rapist. I was dressed in a fresh hospital gown. The window was open and bright sunlight streamed in from outside. I heard birds singing in the trees beyond. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” said the nurse who ran into the room followed by two orderlies. “Are you okay?” 
 
    “No!” I shouted. “I was raped by some psychotic bastard and a crazy nurse! Right here in this fucking room!” 
 
     “Now calm down,” said the nurse, reaching out to me. “You’re okay.” She gestured towards the chair in the corner. “Why don’t you sit down and tell us all about it?” 
 
    “You promise you won’t hurt me?” I asked her. 
 
    “Of course we won’t hurt you, honey!” she said. “Just have a seat and tell us what happened.” 
 
    As I eased into the chair, I watched the three newcomers breathe a sigh of relief. “Okay, sweetie,” said the nurse. ” Go ahead.” 
 
    “I was fucking raped last night!” I said. “By some huge black man!” 
 
    The nurse was silent for a moment. “Okay then,” she said, glancing at the two orderlies who stood nearby. One was a white guy with pasty skin and a huge gut. The other was a Hispanic dude who probably weighed all of 80 pounds. “Well…” the nurse continued, “tell us more. Did you get his name? Can you describe him?” 
 
    “His name was Samson!” I said. “He forced me to suck his cock while the nurse watched. She locked the door to the room so I couldn’t escape.” 
 
    The Hispanic orderly looked at the door then back at me. “You say she locked the door?” he asked. 
 
    “Goddamn right!” I said. 
 
    He pointed at the door. “There is no lock on this door,” he said. “None of the patient’s doors have locks, here or anywhere in the hospital.” 
 
    I stared at the door. It was just as he said. The lock I had seen the night before was gone.  
 
    I shook my head. “That’s not possible,” I said, my eyes popping out of my head. I went over to the door and gave it a close look-see. “I don’t know what to say,” I said. “It was different last night. I know it was.” 
 
    “Sure it was, sweetie,” said the nurse, circling the room and staying as far away from me as she could. “Why don’t you just wait here with these two nice men and I will get the security guard?” 
 
    “What the fuck are you saying, you crazy bitch?” I shouted. “You telling me I’m crazy?” The two orderlies took a step towards me, their hands positioned like a pair of wrestlers getting ready for a match.  
 
    “Just calm down, kid,” said the pasty-skinned guy. His name tag read BOB. “Do like the nice lady says and everything will be okay.” The Hispanic guy stayed silent but his eyes were narrowed like a hawk’s and focused on me. I glanced out into the hallway, back at the threesome, then made my way back to the chair. The nurse hurried out of the room as I planted my ass in the seat. I glanced out the window. The sky was darkening as clouds began to blot out the sunlight. 
 
    “You shit heads better not try to rape me,” I said to the other men. “Or I’ll kick your asses.” 
 
    The Hispanic guy snorted. “Believe me, kid,” he said with a sideways grin. “The last thing we want to do is rape you.” He glanced at the one named Bob, who nodded and chuckled. 
 
    “Don’t worry, boy,” said Bob, his tone kinder than his coworker’s. “You’ve got a sanctuary here.” 
 
    Those words hit me like a baseball bat to the skull. “’Sanctuary?’” I said. 
 
    The Hispanic guy nodded. “That’s right, kid,” he chimed in. “He said ‘sanctuary.’ Why? You heard that word somewhere else recently?” The orderlies looked at each other and laughed. I cowered in my chair, pulling my knees up to my chest. Minutes passed. 
 
    The sound of several pairs of feet coming into the room snapped me out of my fear. It was the nurse, accompanied by a doctor and a guy in a security uniform. The doctor took charge right away. “Mr. Turner, I’m Dr. Traveston, the head physician. Nurse Waverly told me about your accusations.” He nodded at the guard, a huge man with rippling biceps and massive forearms. “We have reviewed the tapes from last night and found no evidence to back up your charges.” 
 
    “Tapes?” I said. “What tapes?” 
 
    “Does it surprise you that a hospital records what occurs inside its walls, Mr. Turner?” said the doctor. “It shouldn’t. We take the wellbeing of our patients quite seriously. We not only reviewed the recordings, we called the nurse and the orderly at their homes.” 
 
    The guard chimed in. “You racist bastards make me sick,” he said with a snarl. “Samson is one of our best employees. You don’t like his skin color? That’s your  
 
    “Are you people nuts?” I yelled, running my fingers through my hair. “I didn’t give that guy a hard time! He’s the one who raped me! I can even describe his damn cock! It was fucking huge! He shoved it in my mouth and shot cum down my throat!”  
 
    “That’s enough, Mr. Turner,” said the doctor. “We’ve had it with your sick fantasies and your racist lies.” He threw his thumb over his shoulder, pointing towards the hallway behind him. “Get your clothes on and get out of this room. Your father will be here in a few minutes. You can wait for him outside. You’ve sufficiently recovered from your injuries to go home.” 
 
    I looked around the room. “Where are my clothes? And my shoes?” 
 
    “In the dresser behind you,” said the nurse.  
 
    I started to say something else, then thought better of it. The hospital workers left the room, giving me privacy as I got dressed. I slid open the dresser drawer and saw my clothes, freshly laundered and neatly folded. My shoes sat beside them. As I reached for my jeans a sheet of paper fell to the floor. I picked it up and read the words inscribed in small, precise handwriting. The message said YOUR TIME’S RUNNING OUT, LITTLE GIRL. SOON YOUR NAME WILL BE BETTY! SHAVE YOUR LEGS AND SAY GOODBYE TO YOUR COCK, SISSY! TICK TOCK. 
 
    The paper fell from my hand and drifted to the floor, landing at my feet with the message face up. Outside a peal of thunder sounded as a drenching rain began to fall.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 6 
 
    A week later I was at home getting ready for the trip to Florida. “Here’s your bus ticket,” said dad with his usual scowl. “A cab will pick you up tomorrow and take you to the station.” 
 
    “Huh?” I said. “I’m taking a bus to Florida?” 
 
    “Hell, yeah!” he said, slapping the side of my head. “You got a problem with that, my delicate little girl?” 
 
    “Goddamn it, dad!” I said, snatching the ticket from his hand and rubbing my temple where he had struck me. “Stop calling me that!” 
 
    “Look, bitch,” he said, “I’ll start calling you a man when you start acting like one. You cost me a shitload of money with your fucking hospital bill. And that was after you let those two women kick your butt!”  
 
    His phone rang. He answered it. “Yeah, this is Tom Turner,” he said. “Did you bastards track down my no-good wife and her slut daughter?” His face turned even darker than usual as he listened to the person on the other end. “What the hell do you mean you have no leads?” he bellowed into the receiver. “You private detectives are as bad as the cops! How hard can it be to track down two worthless tramps driving a stolen car?”  
 
    Dad listened for a few seconds then fell back into his tirade. “Fuck that shit!” he screamed. “I’m paying for results, you limp-dicked motherfucker!” He put his free hand over the receiver and turned his attention to me. “Go to bed!” he ordered. “You’ve got to be up at five a.m. tomorrow! You keep that Uber guy waiting and I’ll take the extra cost out of your worthless hide!” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” I said as I climbed the stairs. Once in my room I threw myself onto the bed, lay there for a few minutes, then glanced at the alarm clock on my nightstand. It was 8:40 p.m. I sat up and looked across the room at my laptop computer. My thoughts went back to what I had read in the hospital about forced feminization. My breath quickened and I felt a stirring in my pants. I got up and went to my desk.  
 
    I powered up the laptop and sat with bated breath as the screen flickered to life. I googled “forced feminization” and stared breathlessly as thousands of hits came up. I clicked on a link to a video and sat there tapping my fingers while it loaded.  
 
    The reward was worth the wait. The action started by showing a cross dresser with gorgeous smooth skin and a soft feminine face sitting in a chair at a ladies’ vanity while a smoking hot blond wearing a black corset, black fishnet stockings, and black pumps applied the sissy’s makeup. “You’re so pathetic, Raquel,” said the woman. “No real man would let me treat him like this.” 
 
    “You’re right, dear,” said Raquel. “But I can’t help it. I love dressing in pretty things and being dominated.” 
 
    The woman laughed. “That’s good,” she said. “Because my lover is on his way over and you will be sucking his cock!” She finished with the liner pencil and said, “there you are, Raquel. Now you’re properly feminized. Are you ready to watch another man fuck you wife?” 
 
    Raquel hung her head. “I’m ashamed that my tiny sissy cock can’t get the job done. I guess I’m just a worthless queer.” 
 
    “Indeed you are,” said the woman. “But I’ll keep you around as long as you clean house and please my lovers. If you don’t, then I’ll lock you in the basement and let you starve.” 
 
    Raquel covered her face. ” Please, dear!” she whined. “You frighten me when you say such things!”  
 
    There was a knock on a door. “Come in!” said the woman. A man came walking into the room. He was tall and heavily muscled, wearing a white tee shirt, jeans and work boots.  
 
    The woman hugged him. “Tom!” she said. “Thank God you’re here! I need a real man so bad!” 
 
    “Well, you got one now, honey, “he said in a deep, burly voice. “I’m horny as hell and ready to bang you all night.” 
 
    “Hello, Master Tom,” said Raquel, curtsying to the new arrival. “I too am glad you’re here.” Tom grunted, made a fist, and punched the sissy in the balls. Raquel fell to the floor with her hands wrapped around her groin, her pitiful sobs filling the room. 
 
    Ignoring her sissy husband, the woman undressed down to a pair of black crotchless panties, white thigh high stockings and a frilly garter belt. She pressed her hands against her massive melon shaped breasts so that her tits pointed straight out. “My boobs have been waiting for you, lover,” she told Tom. “So has my pussy.” 
 
    Tom leered at her as he stripped off his t shirt, revealing a washboard waist with tight abs and a broad, plank-like chest. He dropped his jeans and slid out of his underwear, revealing his superior cock in all its glory. My mouth hurt as I stared at it. He scooped the woman up and carried her to a bed at the far end of the room, where he pounded her like a butcher going at a tough steak. “Oh, oh God! Oh yes!” she moaned. “Fuck me like the slut I am, darling! Please!” 
 
    My cock was so hard by this point I thought it would tear out of my body. I reached between my leg and began stroking it, saying,” I’m a sissy queer like Raquel. I’m a sissy queer like Raquel. My cock is small and soft. I’m a sissy queer like Raquel.” 
 
    Every time I was on the verge of cumming I would stop and calm down for a few seconds. No point in rushing this, I thought. I want to savor each and every moment. The action in the online video continued to unfold as I played with myself.  After Tom and the woman fucked, they forced Raquel to crawl to the bed and give him head. The woman held a stun gun net to Raquel’s neck and said, “You better swallow all my lover’s cum, you stupid whore,” she told her sissy husband. “Or I’ll fry you with this thing!” 
 
    The sissy did her best to obey, but a small drop of Tom’s cum escaped her lip-lock. The camera followed the milky liquid as it ran across the dimples of the sissy’s chin and down her long, creamy neck. 
 
     “You stupid, sloppy cunt!” screamed the woman as she the pressed the stun gun’s electrodes into the sissy’s neck. Raquel screamed and screamed as electric sparks turned her neck black and crisp.   
 
    I closed my eyes and worked my tiny cock with renewed vigor. In my mind I became Raquel, suffering pain and humiliation while wearing ladies clothes and living as a slave.  
 
    In my fantasy the room was filled with people laughing at me, but the one who was laughing the hardest was in a dark corner of the room. I couldn’t see his face at first, but as I looked harder, I began to make out his features. “Dad!” I said. “It’s you!” 
 
    He took a long drag from a cigar, blew the smoke towards the ceiling and said, “I always knew you were a worthless sissy queer, boy.” I came, my seed drizzling from my tiny cock and staining the floor at my feet. I opened my eyes and looked at the computer screen. The video was gone. In its place was a message in flashing red letters:  GOOD GIRL, BETTY. NOW GET ON YOUR KNEES AND LICK YOUR CUM UP OR WE’LL TELL DAD WHAT A SISSY SLUT YOU ARE. 
 
    I sat there staring at the message, my heart beginning to race. “What…the…Hell?” I said, closing my eyes and shaking my head. “Am I dreaming” I asked myself. The message vanished, replaced with a single word: NOW. 
 
    I looked around me. The room was empty. The house was silent. NOW flashed on the monitor, over and over. I looked down at the pool of jism at my feet. I pushed the chair back, fell to my knees, and did what the message ordered me to.  
 
    My cum wasn’t like Samson’s, it was bland and watery. But I lapped it up anyway. 
 
    I heard a creaking sound in the hallway from behind me, followed by dad’s voice shouting, “WHAT THE FUCKING HELL?”  
 
    I nearly had a coronary right there on my knees. But then I heard him say, “A MAN TAKES A SHIT IN THE MIDDLE OF THE NIGHT AND CAN’T FIND ANY GODDAMN TOILET PAPER!” The voice came from down the hall; dad was making one of his customary late night bathroom trips.  I breathed a sigh of relief. 
 
    I looked around the floor, saw no evidence of my orgasm, and stood. Sticky, vinegary cum coated the inside of my mouth. The message on the screen now said WOW, YOU DID IT! YOU’RE A PUSSY, BROCK! HOW DO YOU LIVE WITH YOURSELF?  
 
    “Shut up, shut up, shut UP!” I said. 
 
     The screen went black for a few seconds, then came back at me with “SHUT UP! SHUT UP! SHUT UP OR I’LL CRY: THE PLEA OF A GUTLESS SISSY.” This time the letters were fluorescent pink.  
 
    “Fuck you!” I shouted. I snatched up the laptop and carried it across the room. I was about to toss the cursed thing out into the yard when I froze, fear gluing my feet to the spot. 
 
    Three shadowy figures in dark robes were standing outside looking up at me. One was mom, another was Sheila. The third was taller than either of the others by at least a foot. She had ghastly pale skin and long, straight, raven-colored hair that hung past her waist. The twilight cast long shadows across the women’s faces, making their eye sockets look like bottomless pits bored deep into their skulls. 
 
    The laptop slipped from my fingers and clattered against the floor.  Piss ran down my legs and collected at my feet, the astringent odor filling my nostrils. A cloud drifted across the twilight sky, revealing the full moon, which cast a pale yellowish light across the demonic trio. The three were smiling at me. But not in a friendly way. Not in a comforting way. It was more like the look a wolf might wear just before a kill.  
 
    Cold sweat poured in rivers down my forehead. I closed my eyes and wiped my face. When I opened them again the yard was empty. I leaned out the window and looked everywhere I could. The women had vanished.  
 
    A chill breeze flowed into the room, numbing me from head to toe. I threw myself onto the bed and cowered under the blankets, my body quaking as I fought to calm my racing heart. I lay there petrified until sleep at last engulfed me. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 7 
 
    “I assume you’re Brock Turner,” said the Uber guy who showed up at 5 a.m. the next day. 
 
    “That’s me,” I said, sliding into the back seat. I carried everything for the trip in a duffel bag I kept with me.  
 
    The guy whistled as he pulled out of the drive and headed for the bus station. “Wow, kid!” he said. “You look like shit! When’s the last time you slept?” 
 
    I started to answer him but dozed off, adding five minutes of rest to the hour of slumber I had gotten the night before. All too soon my respite ended and I was at the bus station. I stumbled out of the car, went to the desk, and found out where my bus was boarding. I shuffled onto it with a motley crew of drug users, mental patients and assorted freaks.  
 
    I sat next to a guy who must have weighed 400 pounds. He said nothing, just kept staring straight ahead, a vacant look in his bloodshot eyes. He wore a greasy orange t shirt emblazoned with the words PROPERTY OF ARIZONA STATE MENTAL HOSPITAL. I sat next to the window, which meant I was squeezed between him and a wall of glass and steel racing down the highway. 
 
    I drifted in and out of sleep over the next 12 hours. At some point I got up and went to the bathroom, which was at the rear of the bus. I nearly puked when I smelled the toilet. When I went back to my seat, lard-ass had slid next to the window.  
 
    “Excuse me,” I said. “That’s where I was sitting.”  
 
    He looked up and said, “blow me and I’ll move.” 
 
    “Fuck this shit,” I said. I went to the front of the bus and complained to the driver.  
 
    “Nothing I can do,” he said without taking his eyes off the road. “Go back to your seat.” 
 
    “There’s no room for me to sit!” I said. “That fucking blob takes it all up!” 
 
    Nothing I can do,” said the driver, who stayed focused on the highway. “Go back to your seat.” 
 
    Sighing, I waded back through the sea of toothless faces and squeezed as best I could into the two inch gap between the guy’s ass and the edge of the seat. He paid me no mind, preferring to stare at the back of the seat in front of him rather than engage the world at large. Sleep overwhelmed me and I passed out, coming to when I tumbled forward and the top of my skull slammed into the aisle floor.  
 
    “Man, get your shit together!” said a guy in the seat behind mine. He was a Latino with fiercely dark skin, beady eyes and a tattoo of the Mexican flag on his forearm.  
 
    The trip became more tolerable after we stopped in Tucson and lard-ass got off the bus. I settled into the crater-sized impression he had formed in the seat and drifted off into slumber land. When I woke night had fallen and the bus was just outside of Santa Fe. When we arrived, I got something to eat from the vending machines. It was just a bag of chips and a soda, but I inhaled the food nonetheless. I went to the men’s room. The janitor had just finished cleaning. It was sparkling clean and smelled like potpourri. I took a long piss followed by a leisurely dump.  
 
    “Not bad,” I said to myself as I listened to turds splash in the bowl. “Almost feeling human again.” I remembered that I hadn’t gone online since leaving home that morning. I reached into y duffel bag, which I refused to let out of my sight, I unzipped the main compartment. I felt inside an inner pocket where I had put my iPhone the night before. But it wasn’t there.  
 
    “What the fuck?” I said, digging through the mound of shirts and shorts and other shit I figured I would need to survive a Florida summer. I dumped everything out onto the stall floor and dug through it. 
 
    In one pouch I felt the crisp edges of a folded sheet of paper. I fished it out and read the words dad had scrawled on it in his almost indecipherable script: 
 
    LOOKING FOR YOUR CELL PHONE, BITCH? FORGET IT. I GISHED IT OUT OF THE BAD THIS MORNING WHILE YOU WERE PASSED OUT. DON’T WORRY. I DIDN’T HAVE NO FUCKING INTERNET OR CELL PHONES  WHEN I WAS A KID AND I SURVIVED. YOU’RE GOING TO FLORID TO BECOME A MAN, NOT WASTE YOUR TIME TEXTING YOUR LOSER FRIENDS AND PLAYING GAMES. I CANCELLED YOUR SOCIAL MEDIA ACCOUNTS AND YOUR EMAIL ADDRESSES AS WELL, SINCE YOU’RE TOO GODDAMN STUPID TO SET UP A DECENT PASSWORD. NEXT TIME DON’T SLEEP SO SOUNDLY.  I WAS IN AND OUT OF THERE WHILE YOU LAY THERE SNORING. SEE YA IN SEPTEMBER, SWEET CHEEKS. 
 
    The rage and frustration that had been boiling inside me since the night mom and Sheila took off exploded as I sat there reading the note. “Goddamn motherfucking shithead!” I bellowed, ripping up the note. I slammed my fists into the stall, stomping my feet and scattering my belongings everywhere. I stood, pulled up my pants, and tried to cork may anger; no good. I kicked and screamed and cussed.  
 
    Then I tried to leave the stall. The door wouldn’t open. I pulled at it. It stayed shut. I pulled at it again, fiddling with the cheap sliding lock all bathroom stalls have. The door still wouldn’t budge. I got on the floor and tried sliding under the gap. It was too narrow. I tried climbing on the toilet lid and hoisting myself over the top. My feet slipped and my ass landed on the floor. I cried out in pain, then sat there, stunned and exhausted and at my wit’s end. 
 
    Then I heard someone clear his throat. I looked up and saw a cock sticking through a glory hole cut into the stall. “Motherfucker,” I said. 
 
    Part of me wanted to whip out my pocket knife and slice the thing off. But another part of me, the part that had climbed out of bed the night before to cruise the Net for forced feminization porn, wanted to wrap my lips around that glorious shaft and suck it till the man blew his load down my throat. I lay there on the floor, looking up and panting like a dog as the two sides of my personality fought for control of my body.  
 
    “Why don’t you be a good girl and suck it?” my unseen neighbor said. “Take my lollipop into your mouth and bob your head back and forth. It won’t choke you, not if you relax your throat muscles and start out slow.” 
 
    “Who the Hell are you, you queer-ass perv?” I demanded, staring with horrified fascination at the male organ that had invaded my short-term sanctuary.  
 
    The man chuckled. “I’m your master,” he said. “At least for now. You will have many masters and mistresses in the days and years to come.” He let that sink in, then continued. ” Your odds of survival depend on how well you please them. So I suggest you get it all the cock sucking practice you can. You can worry about learning to eat pussy later on.” 
 
     “And what if I grab your cock and give it a good yank?” I said, spitting out the words. “I could pull your whole fucking body through that hole. How would that feel, smart ass?” 
 
    “You’re not going to do that, Brittany,” the man said, his tone radiating cool confidence. “Because that’s what a man would do. But you’re not a man. You’re a sissy cocksucker. So get on your knees and start sucking.” 
 
    Looking back on the incident I realize he knew me better than I knew myself, because I did just as he ordered. I got on my knees and bent my head forward, my body seeming to defy my will as I assumed the position of a submissive gay whore about to go down on a stranger, right there in a bus station in the middle of the desert southwest.  
 
    I licked my lips as I imagined that nice, hard cock sliding past my horny sissy lips. I opened wide. But, before I could do more, my master yelled, “stop!” 
 
    “Why, master, why?” I cried out. “I want to please you!” 
 
    “I know you do, slut,” said the voice. “But you must prepare yourself first.” He slid a small leather pouch into my stall with his foot. “Look inside. I brought a couple of presents for you.” 
 
    I took the pouch in hand. ” Open it, slut,” master ordered. I gasped when I saw what it contained. Inside was the softest, silkiest, prettiest pair of panties I had ever seen, along with a tube of lipstick. 
 
    “Put on the panties,” master ordered, “and the lipstick. Then and only then may you blow me.” 
 
    My mind swirled with arousal as I slid the sensuous material up one leg and then the other, tugging on the elastic waistband to get it over my throbbing cock, which formed a tent as the material cinched around it. The pre-cum leaking from my piss-slit formed a dark stain. It was small at first then grew till it was about the size of a silver dollar.  
 
    “Good girl,” said master, his cock twitching through the glory hole. “Now put on the lipstick.” 
 
    I opened the tube and looked at the cosmetic’s lurid red shade. My hands shook as I applied it to my lips as evenly as I could. 
 
    “Very nice,” said master. “Now, once more, on your knees. You will worship my cock till I bless you with my seed.” 
 
    I knelt before master’s mighty shaft, bowing my head as a believer might do when praying to his god. My tongue darted out of my mouth, flicking along the edges of his glans then running along his piss-slit. Master moaned. “Good girl,” he said.  
 
    “Thank you, master,” I said, blushing with girlish pride. I ran my finger up and down his shaft, ever so slowly and ever so gently. I felt blood pumping through the gorged vein that ran the length of his cock. My taste buds exploded with multiple flavors, some sweet, some salty.  
 
    The back of my throat felt like a yawning chasm, an immense void that yearned for a man to fill it with his essence. I wrapped my sissy lips around master’s joystick, siding them back and forth along its smooth texture. My red lipstick smeared the length of his man-shaft, leaving a scarlet trial as evidence of my queerness. 
 
    I used one hand to stroke master, while the other hand started stroking my tiny sissy clit. “No!” master shouted. “You may not touch yourself!” 
 
    “But master,” I begged, “I need to cum so bad!”  
 
    My heart froze in my chest as master’s cock, his beautiful, glorious cock, vanished from the glory hole. I heard him pulling up his pants. “Forget it, sissy,” he said. “If you don’t want to obey me then I can find plenty of other sluts who will.” 
 
    “No, master, please!” I cried, throwing myself against the stall. “Please! I’m sorry. I’ll be a good girl! Please let me keep serving you!” 
 
    Master was quite for a long, agonizing moment. “Alright,” he said at last. “You get one more chance. But keep your hands off your clit! In fact, put them behind your back.” 
 
    “Yes, master!” I said with glee, clasping my hands behind me. Once more his organ appeared through the glory hole. This time I swallowed it as if I was a starving woman gorging herself at a banquet. Master’s rod grew longer and harder as I serviced it, extending past my tongue and thrusting against the back of my throat. He began a rhythmic back-and-forth as he face-fucked me.  
 
    I held my breath and sucked as hard as I possibly could, loving every second of the experience, surrendering to my sissy side as images of me wearing heels and stockings and bras poured through my brain.  
 
    I knew I wasn’t just queer, I was a stupid, cowardly sissy who craved cock and women’s clothes. Whatever part of me didn’t submit to that truth was far too weak to assert itself. So I just gave in, enjoying every delicious moment of my humiliation.  
 
    When master blessed me with his cum his nectar poured down my throat and filled my stomach, like a mighty river emptying into a dry lake. My sissy clit rubbed against my panties, bringing me to the edge of orgasm but keeping me from stepping across to the other side. It was unimaginably painful. Yet it was also pure ecstasy. I would not climax this night. I might not climax ever again. My balls would stay bloated with my unspent seed, final proof that I was not a man, not even a pale shadow of one.  
 
    After it was all over, I lay on the floor curled up in a ball, feeling both elated and defeated. The tiny part of my brain that was still a man trying to call me back to its side. But its voice, which had been growing fainter ever since the night Samson raped me, had faded to a distant whisper that echoed from some deep, dismal corner of my mind. I had no idea what dad would say. I had no idea how my life as a sissy would turn out. But, in that instant, my belly filled with my master’s seed and my cock embraced by silk and lace, I was content. 
 
    The door to my stall swung open. I got off the floor and looked around the restroom. It was empty. “Master?” I cried out. No one answered. I went back in the stall, collected my belongings, organized my bag, dressed, stuffed the panties and lipstick down in the bottom of the bag, and washed my face at the sink. I was sad to see the lipstick wash down the drain. I left the restroom.  
 
    Glancing at the clock on the wall, I saw that it was almost time for my bus to leave. I headed over to the embarking station to get on board. But, when I got there, no bus was to be seen. I looked around the station, confused. I went to the desk. “excuse me, sir,” I said to the attendant. “I’m scheduled to be on bus 14A for Dallas. Is it late?” 
 
    “14A?” he said, shaking his head. “Sorry, boy, but that bus left the station 15 minutes ago.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” I said, pulling out my ticket. “It says right here that it departs at 2:30! It’s only 2:15.” 
 
    The man took the ticket, glanced at it, and laughed. “Look closer, dumbass,” he said, tossing it back at me. “It says 2 a.m. not 2:15.” 
 
    “But I’m supposed to be in Florida in two days!” I protested. “What can I do?” 
 
    “Beats me,” he said. “Aint anther bus leaving for Dallas till tomorrow. I can sell you a ticket for it if you like.” 
 
    “But I already have a ticket!” I said, growing exasperated. 
 
    “You have a ticket for a bus that already left,” he said, correcting me. “Greyhound don’t have to honor it. And we won’t. Buy another one or get the hell off our property.” 
 
    “Okay, okay!” I said, reaching inside my bag for the $500 in emergency cash I had stashed there the night before. “Oh my god,” I said as I felt in vain for the money. Dad had probably taken it at the same time he stole my iPhone. I had no credit cards and only about $30 in cash in my wallet. I was all alone, stranded in a strange city and more alone than ever. 
  
 
      
 
    Chapter 9 
 
    Rain began to fall as I left the station. I huddled under a canopy for as long as I could until the security guard came out and told me to leave. “Get out of here or I’ll call the cops,” he said. “We don’t allow vagrants on Greyhound property.”  
 
    “Please, sir,” I whined. “Let me stay here until it stops raining. I’m afraid I’ll get sick if I go out in the weather.” 
 
    “Ha!” said the guard. “Don’t give me your bullshit. When I was your age I could sleep outside in the middle of winter and not get sick!” He waved his baton at me. “Now get out of here,” he said. “Go! Or I’ll shove this up your ass!” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” I said, consigning myself to my fate. The downpour came down even harder than before, drenching me from head to toe. The rain began to soak into my shoes and socks. I hadn’t thought to bring a jacket with me. After all, I had prepared for a Florida summer camp, not New Mexico in the middle of a thunderstorm. 
 
    Only one thing to do, I thought, if I want to survive. I stood alongside the road and stuck my thumb out. The streets were nearly deserted, and what cars did pass by ignored me. I looked down at my frail, shivering body, wondering if that night would be my last on earth.  
 
    “Where are you, master?” I shouted towards the sky. “Didn’t I please you? Why are you letting me die?” I was so worked up that I didn’t notice when I stumbled into the middle of the rod. I almost jumped out of my skin as a set of headlights came roaring at me through the rain-swept darkness accompanied by an ear-splitting blast from a truck horn.  
 
    “Oh my God!” I screamed, diving out of the way and into the roadside gutter. I heard the sound of air brakes kicking in, then looked up and saw the big rig idling in the middle of the road.  
 
    The passenger’s side door popped open and out of the truck came a short, slender woman wearing faded jeans and a flannel shirt that was many sizes too large. A ball sat cinched on top of her head with her hair tucked underneath. She looked at me lying in the gutter and shook her head. “You dumb shit!” she said. “What the fuck were you doing standing in the middle of the road? I could’ve killed you!” 
 
    “I missed my connector to Dallas,” I said, pointing at the bus station. “They said they could no longer honor my ticket and told me to leave. So here I am.” 
 
    “Say, that’s tough,” she said. Why don’t you get in the truck with me? “I just finished a run to Seattle and I’m on my way home. I live about 30 minutes from here. I’ll let you clean yourself up and spend the night. Then we can talk about getting you to Dallas.” 
 
    I shook my head. “I don’t know,” I said, wary of trusting another stranger. 
 
    “Suit yourself then,” she said, turning her back on me.  
 
    “No!” I cried out. “Don’t leave me here!” 
 
    She turned back to me. “You gonna behave yourself?” she asked. “Cause once you’re in my truck you’re in my world. That means you play by my rules. Got it?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am, I do,” I said, shaking my head. 
 
    She looked at me for a moment, then said, “grab your duffel bag and climb aboard then.” I scampered out of the gutter, climbing into the truck’s cab. The heat was going full blast. She climbed in on the driver’s side and gave me a crooked smile as she shifted into gear and pulled away from the bus station. 
 
    “Name’s Carla,” she said. “What’s yours?” 
 
    “Brock,” I said. “Brock Turner.” 
 
    “I see,” she said. “Where you from, Brock?” 
 
    “California,” I said.  
 
    Over the next half hour I told her a highly edited version of the events that had transpired over the past few weeks. She listened in silence, save for the occasional curse word directed towards rude drivers who cut in front of her on the highway. 
 
    “So let me get this straight,” she said. “Your old man is sending you to summer camp in Florida cause you got beat up by a pair of burglars who broke into your house. Is that pretty much it?” 
 
    “That’s right,” I said. 
 
    “Then why the fuck didn’t you call him once you found yourself stranded in Santa Fe?” she said. 
 
    “Because he’s an ungrateful son of a bitch,” I said. He doesn’t give a shit that I tried to stop those two crooks. He says I’m weak and need toughening up. He even took my goddamn cell phone and my cash. That’s why I couldn’t buy another ticket. And so here I am.”. 
 
    She snorted. “It’s a sad fucking story all right,” she said. “How much of it is true?” 
 
    “All of it, of course,” I said. “Why would I lie?” 
 
    She smiled at me. “Everybody lies, honey,” she says. “For all kinds of reasons. Of course a sharp person can usually tell when they’re being bull-shitted. The hardest lies to spot are the ones we tell ourselves. Those can fool us all of our lives.”  
 
    I saw a rambling single story house emerge from the fog-enshrouded darkness. “There she is, boy,” said Carla. “My old homestead.” She engaged the brakes and the truck came to a stop in the yard. “Grab your bag and come on inside,” she said. “I’ll treat ya like family.” 
 
    I climbed down from the rig. The landscape around Carla’s house was as desolate as the moon. The rain had stopped, but a cold desert breeze chilled me to the bone. In the distance I heard howling.  
 
    Carla walked to the front door, stopped, then looked back at me. “Hurry up!” Carla said, glancing back at me as she unlocked the front door. “Aint got all night!” 
 
    “Yes ma’am,” I said, trudging across the yard. I looked around the house as we went inside. There was nothing to suggest anything weird or sinister, just a well-worn recliner against one wall with the sofa to the side and a TV across from the chair.  
 
    “Have a seat,” said Carla. “I’ll be right back.” I sat on the sofa and tried to relax as I waited for my hostess to return. 
 
    “Hello again,” said Carla as she reentered the room. I nearly fell over. She had changed into a black leather teddy and high-heeled dominatrix style boots. She had taken off her ball cap and let her hair down. It was honey blond. Her eyes were baby blue, her lips full and moist, and her cleavage more than ample. She leaned against the door frame, stroking the exposed portion of her breasts and giving me a sultry smile. 
 
    A lump formed in my throat. “Oh, my, god,” I managed to say at last. 
 
    “Like what you see, sweetie?” she said with a coy smile. “This is just a sneak peek. Follow me to the bedroom and I’ll give you the full show.” 
 
    I was on my feet in less time than it times to blink an eye. She took my hand and led me through a dark, narrow hallway to a room lit only by candles. The air smelled dark and musky; she was burning incense.  
 
    “Just stay here for a second,” she said, then lay down on the bed, spread her legs and revealed her clean-shaven sex to me in all its glory. She closed her eyes and fondled its inner regions, a look of ecstasy gracing her features. 
 
     “Well, don’t just stand there, Brock!” she said. “Fuck me already!” 
 
    “Yes…yes, mam!” I said, letting my water-logged jeans fall to the floor. Carla watched as I stripped, an approving grin on her face. That changed as soon as I got out of my underwear. The expression on her face changed from lust to shocked disbelief, then to amusement as she pointed at me and laughed.  
 
    “What’s wrong, Carla?” I said. “please tell me what’s wrong!” 
 
    Her merriment subdued for an instant then began again, louder and sharper than before. “It’s that cocktail wienie between your legs!” she said. “That’s no cock, it’s almost a pussy 
 
     “Shut up!” I wailed. “You’re mean!” I buried my face in my hands and sobbed, bitter tears rolling down my face as I fled the bedroom. I ran out the front door, ran a few feet, then tripped over something in the yard.  
 
    I landed face first in the dirt. I made no effort to get up, just lay there naked as I wept. “I’m no man,” I said in between sobs. “I let Samson rape me, I sucked cock at the bus station, my mom and sister kicked my ass, and I can’t even get hard enough to please a woman! Dad’s right. I’m a walking disgrace.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t say that,” said a tender voice. 
 
    I looked up to see who had spoken. It was Carla. She stood over me, still dressed in her lingerie and with the full moon over her right shoulder. I felt tiny, terrified and at her mercy. 
 
    “You made fun of my cock!” I said bitterly. “You told me it’s too small to please you. You said I’m not really a man.” 
 
    “Yes I did,” said Carla, kneeling down beside me. “But all that was for your good, honey,” she said, patting the top of my head. “It’s important that you face the truth. Yes, you’re a small-cocked sissy who could never satisfy a real woman. But that doesn’t mean you’re useless. Far from it.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked, my spirits perking up. 
 
    She stood up, gesturing to me to do the same. “Come back in the bedroom,” she said. “I’ll show you.”  
 
    “Yes, mam, “I said, trailing behind her like a whipped dog. As reentered the bedroom she pointed to the bathroom door. “Take a shower first,” she said. “You’re filthy.” 
 
    “Yes, mam,” I said. 
 
    “Oh, and Brock?” she called after me. 
 
    I turned to look at her. “Yes, mam?” 
 
    “There’s a lady’s razor in the shower stall. Shave your legs with it. And your chest and face too.” 
 
    I gave her a dumbfounded look. “What?” I said. “Why do you want me to…” 
 
    She leapt across the room, throwing me against the door. “I SAID SHAVE YOUR LEGS, YOUR CHEST, AND YOUR FACE, YOU STUPID SISSY!” she said, her face contorted with rage. 
 
    “Yes, mam,” I said, my voice trembling, my lips quivering, my heart palpitating. 
 
    “Good girl,” said Carla, patting my cheek. “You might get to live after all. Just one more thing, though.” 
 
    “Yes, mam?” I said. 
 
    “Call me ‘mistress,’ not ‘mam.’” 
 
    “Yes, ma-,” I said, catching myself just in time. “I mean, yes, mistress.” 
 
    “Excellent!” she said. “Now go shower.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” I said. The first thing that struck me upon entering the bathroom was the color scheme. Everything was pink: the shower curtain, the toilet, the sink, the top, the toilet paper holder, even the toilet paper itself. I looked in the mirror and saw a dirty, disheveled, gaunt 20 year old gazing back at me with a dull, beaten-down look in his eyes.  
 
    I noticed for the first time that my body was quite smooth for a guy’s. I also realized my features were soft, almost feminine. That made me smile. 
 
    The shower was in the tub. I pulled the curtain aside and got in it. There was a caddy hanging from the wall with a variety of soaps and lotions to choose from. All of them smelled like flowers. I chose a bar that reminded me of lilacs and lathered myself up from head to toe. While I was sudsy, I took the razor I had found on the counter and ran it up and down my legs. I watched approvingly as the hair washed off my gams and down the drain.  
 
    “Gone forever,” I said with glee, then turned my attention to my chest, not stopping until it was silky smooth. At last I went to work on my face, shaving as closely as I could. Overall the shower was one of the most wonderful times of my life. The only thing that wasn’t sheer ecstasy was when I saw my worthless micro-cock standing at attention. I glared at it as I gripped the razor, wondering what it would be like to have no penis at all.  
 
    “Hurry up, sissy!” shouted Carla from the bedroom. I wrapped up my shower, patted myself dry with a pink towel, and came back into the bedroom. Carla was sitting on the edge of the bed with her legs crossed, barefoot but still in her teddy.  
 
    She whistled at me. “Not bad, faggot,” she said. “Not so great either, of course. But it’s a start.” She patted her thigh. ” Come over here.” 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” I said, swishing towards her. 
 
    She opened the drawer of her night stand, taking out a small rubber band and stretching it between her fingers. 
 
    “May I ask what that is for, mistress?” I asked, suddenly squeamish. 
 
    “Of course you may,” said Carla with a wicked smile. “Or just shut your whore mouth for a moment and I’ll tell you.” She stretched the rubber band with her fingers as she said, “this is a chastity device. I’m going to wrap it around your worthless sissy clit nice and tight. It will block the flow of sperm from your balls, making orgasm impossible.” 
 
     “You mean I won’t be allowed to cum?” I said. 
 
    “Of course not!” Mistress Carla snapped at me. “Tonight is all about me, stupid. Now stand still while I wrap this around your so-called ‘cock.’” For a moment I thought about turning and running away. But then I remembered how bleak and isolated her house was. So I crushed my fears deep inside me and submitted to her will.  
 
    At first the rubber band was intensely painful as it embraced my cock in its vicious grip. Then a comforting numbness spread through my genitals as it constricted the flow of blood to my glans. My erection evaporated as my tortured penis contracted on itself.  
 
    Mistress Carla chuckled as my organ became limp. “You’re so pathetic, my little sissy,” she said. “No real man would let me do these things to him.” She looked up at me with a merciless stare that sent a cold wave of horror through my cold, weak body. “But then you’re not a man, are you?” 
 
    “No, Mistress Carla,” I said, dropping my eyes to avoid her gaze. “I’m not.” 
 
     “Glad we’ve got that out of the way,” she said. “Now on your knees, slut.” I complied, putting my mouth at the same level as her crotch. She uncrossed her legs, giving me a magnificent view of her sex for the second time that night. This time the view was even more arousing, as my face was mere inches away from her cunt. The fragrance of her inner regions filled my nostrils, making me hornier than I had ever been in my life. But each time my cock tried to get hard the rubber band dug into its tender flesh, sending seething pin pricks of pain through my genitals.  
 
    Mistress Carla spread her legs wide. “Eat me, slave,” she said. “Show me what a good little girl you are.” 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” I said, licking along the edges of her pussy lips, going up and down, up and down, tracing the curves of her labia, savoring the aroma of her cunt juices, their delicious flavor. Pleasuring Mistress Carla was like the first time I ever tasted a ripe peach, all the marvelous subtleties of the flavor’s rich palette stimulating a different group of my brain’s pleasure receptors. Even more gratifying were the gasps and moans that escaped her mouth. 
 
    After several minutes of licking her labia I summoned the courage to let my tongue go deeper, probing into her sacred inner regions, learning from her reactions what spots were most sensitive. I folded my tongue to a dart-like point so that I could apply precise contact to each nerve. “Oh, oh, god, slut,” she said, sheer rapture in her voice, “that feels so good.” 
 
    At last my tongue found her clit. It pulsated and shook as I traced a circle around its edges then pressed ever so gently into its heart. Her juices filled my mouth, pouring down my neck and onto my freshy shaven chest. It drenched my balls in its erotic warmth. My genitals screamed for relief, but I ignored their pleas and focused every fiber of my being on serving my mistress.  
 
    I inserted two of my fingers into her vagina and caressed her sugar walls while my tongue maintained its laser-like contact with the center of her clit. She began bucking like a wild mare, her hands grasping my hair and pulling so hard I thought she might tear it out by its roots. I endured the pain without protest, yielding completely to her control. She was all that mattered in the entire universe. I was a slave, a tool she could use as she pleased, then throw away if she wished. I ceased being human and became an extension of her iron will.  
 
    Her moans became shrieks and then screams as her climax approached. I threw myself into my task with renewed fervor, determined to give her as much pleasure as I possibly could before she climbed to the pinnacle of her approaching orgasm. I was so obsessed with my goal that, when she did cum, I failed to notice until she blessed me with a fresh river of her lady-liquids. I sucked at her honey-like essence greedily, wanting to enjoy every precious molecule that flowed into my mouth.  
 
    When it was all over, she lay on the bed in utter contentment while I remained on my knees at her feet. After she at last caught her breath I summoned the courage to ask her a single question. “What now?” I said. 
 
    “Now, my sweet slut,” she said, tousling my hair and planting a kiss on my forehead, “we take this show on the road.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 10 
 
    “But Mistress Carla!” I said as I looked out of the cab at the sea of trucks lined up in the rest area, “I’m scared! What if one of the truckers is mean to me? Or what if I don’t please him?” 
 
    “Don’t worry, sweetie,” said mistress, taking a moment to brush away a stray hair on my blond wig. “You’ll do fine! You’ve come far during the 10 days since we met. Just remember to curtsy and show off your ass. I guarantee you’ll get lots of attention! And I might even let you keep a little of the cash!” 
 
    “Really, mistress?’ I cooed, my face lighting up at the idea of having money of my own. 
 
    “It’s possible,” she said. “So get out there and start whoring yourself, slut!” 
 
    “Yes, mistress!” I said. I looked at myself in the mirror, checking my makeup one more time. Then I began to saunter across the lot, hiking up my already short skirt to give the truckers a good look at my legs. I wore red high heels, white thigh highs, a black leather skirt, a red satin top with plunging neckline, and gaudy fake rings.  
 
    The truck’s engines were idling and the air smelled of burning diesel. It was a warm night, so I didn’t need my wrap. The sky was clear and I heard crickets in the trees.  
 
    Balancing myself in heels was still a bit tricky for me; I lost my balance once and almost tumbled to the ground. But I caught myself just in time and kept going. I was about to approach one of the trucks when a voice at the far end of the lot called out. “Hey, lot lizard!” it said. “I’m horny! Get down here and blow me! I got 20 bucks for ya!” 
 
    “Oh, my!” I said. “My very first john!” I picked up my pace as I followed the voice to its owner. When I reached his truck, I saw two men standing outside the rig. One, a huge guy with a hairy gut hanging over his belt, was shirtless. The other was taller than me and skinny as a rail. He wore a white tank top and torn jeans. The men smiled as I approached. Both of them had huge gaps in their mouths where teeth should have been.  
 
    The fat one had an onion in his hand. He was eating it like most people would eat an apple. The skinny one was smoking a hand-rolled cigarette. I felt revulsion for a moment till I remembered mistress’s words: “remember, as a sissy you should be grateful for any man’s attention, no matter how he looks or acts.”  
 
    So I smiled at the pair and said, “hello there! Thank you for noticing me! My name is Brittany. I’m a worthless feminized sissy slave. Please treat me like the whore I am.” 
 
    The two looked at each other and laughed. “Goddamn!” said the skinny one, tossing his cigarette butt on the ground and crushing it under his foot. “You must be one of Carla’s sluts! My name’s Jake. My buddy here is Tony.” 
 
    “I am indeed a slut, sir,” I said, curtsying to the pair. “Mistress Carla has feminized me. My only purpose is to serve men with my mouth and ass.” 
 
    Tony devoured what was left of the onion, then said, “well, get to it then! Come over here and give me a kiss, sissy!”  
 
    Nausea erupted in my stomach as I smelled his breath. “Of course sir,” I said, reaching into my purse for a roll of mints, “but would you like a breath freshener first? I have some right here.” 
 
    Fat man shook his head. “Fuck, no!” he said. “My breath is just fine as is. Now get over here and give me a lip lock, sissy!” 
 
    “You heard my friend,” said Jake. “Earn your 20 bucks! Or do you think you’re too good for us?” 
 
    “Oh, no sir!” I said. “It’s not that at all!” 
 
    “Then get over here! Now!” Jake grabbed my arm and shoved me towards Tony. The fat man grabbed me by the hair and pressed his lips against mine.  
 
    There are no words to describe what he tasted like, so I won’t even try. I had to clench my stomach to keep from throwing up in his mouth. I tried to push him away but that only made him grasp me harder.  
 
    At last he broke the lip lock and shoved me backwards. “Enough foreplay!” he said, loosening his baggy jeans and letting them fall to the ground. “Now start blowing me!” 
 
    I looked around me. The lot was well off the highway and surrounded by woods. Lighting was almost non-existent. Trash littered the pavement. “Of course, sir,” I said. “But may we go into your cab, please?” 
 
    Tony shrugged his shoulders. “Man,” he said, “you’re one demanding bitch, aren’t you?” He looked Jake. “What do you think of this sissy, Jake? Pretty crabby, isn’t she?” 
 
    Jake came up behind me and snaked one of his pencil-thin arms across my neck, choking off my breath. “Just start blowing my buddy, slut,” he said, “or you’ll regret this night for the rest of your life.” 
 
    I looked around, hoping for Mistress Carla to appear and make these men show me more respect. But she was nowhere to be seen. So I started to get on my knees, only to receive a slap across the back of my head from Jake. “Stupid queer!” Tony snorted. “How can Jake ride your back door if you kneel? Get back up!” 
 
    “But how can I blow someone if I’m standing?” I said. 
 
    “Just bend at the waist, idiot,” said Tony. “Here, I’ll make it easy.” He thrust his hips out, raising his cock a few inches in the air. Like him, it was short and encased in fat. His piss-slit was leaking some sort of yellowish gunk that reminded me of the toilet on the bus. I stared at it for a long moment, then, closing my eyes, wrapped my lips around the smelly sausage. This is for you, Mistress Carla, I thought. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” bellowed Tony. “Blow me, tramp, blow me!”  
 
    “My turn!” shouted Jake, pulling up my skirt and dropping my panties. I grimaced as he inserted his organ in my ass. Like him, it was long and skinny. I felt it sliding in and out as he rode me. The sheer humiliation of the experience made me start to weep. As I did, I heard a truck pull out of the rest stop. Probably some decent person who can’t stand seeing me degraded this way, I thought, hoping that the driver might be on his way to call the police.  
 
    A rhythmic slapping sound filled the air as Jake pounded me. Meanwhile I did my best to please Tony, sucking hard and using my tongue a lot as Mistress Carla had taught me. I heard truck door slamming and footsteps approaching. Some of the other truckers were leaving their vehicles to watch. “Man, that is one sorry-ass sissy,” said one. “Got no self-respect at all.” 
 
    “You can say that again,” said another. “I’ll say this for her, though: she does know how to take care of a man. Maybe I’ll take her for a whirl after these two guys are done with her.” 
 
    “You know that’s really a guy, don’t you?” chimed in a third onlooker. 
 
    I heard a harsh belly laugh, followed by someone saying, “Hell, that aint no man! That’s just a worthless sissy! Probably one of Carla’s pet projects. That woman can bust a man’s balls like nobody else on earth.” 
 
    “I heard that,” said another. 
 
    I heard footsteps approaching from all directions. The truckers began to laugh. “Damn, what a freak!” one of them shouted. 
 
    “Yeah, but that sissy can really handle a cock!” said another. “Hell, she’s even got one up her ass! It’s a fucking spit roast!” 
 
    “Hey Jake!” someone shouted. “Don’t cum too quick! Give that bitch something to remember!” 
 
    Don’t you worry about that! Jake said. “This cunt won’t be able to walk after we’re done with her!” 
 
    Slimy pre-cum began to leak from Tony’s cock, making my mouth taste like a sewer. Meanwhile Jake was pounding me so hard I thought he might break my hips. I closed my eyes, thinking please cum soon, you two! I can’t take this much longer! I just want to get back to Mistress Carla and give her the money I’m earning for her! 
 
    Despite my plea, the two truckers showed no signs of reaching orgasm. The crowd surrounding us continue to grow. Their shouts and insults became louder and more abusive. “Think I’ll cut this slut’s balls off!” one man said. 
 
    “Good idea!” said another. “Make this cunt what she’s always wanted to be!” 
 
    “Have a drink, sissy!” one of the truckers shouted, splashing my face with beer. I clamped my eyelids shut but the caustic liquid still set my eyes on fire. This has got to stop, I thought. Or I’ll go blind! The trucker belched, crushed his can, and threw it at me, hitting me on the head. My tears flowed freely as I wept in despair. The onlookers laughed even louder. Their taunts were like needles shoved into my brain. Yet somehow, I was able to keep Jake’s short, fat, foul cock in my mouth as I endured the abuse in silence. 
 
    “Oh, oh shit, I’m cumming,” said Tony. His piss-slit filled my mouth with his vile seed. A second later Jake climaxed in my ass, letting out a “woo hoo!” as he filled my rectum with his jism. The two men pulled away from me and, as they did. I spit out as much of Tony’s juices as I could, hacking and coughing. 
 
    “Holy fuck!” shouted Jake. “Did you see that, Tony? That bitch says your cum aint good enough for her! She spit that shit out!” 
 
    “I seen it,” said Tony, glowering at me as I looked up at him. “Just for that, you aint getting no fucking 20 bucks!” 
 
    “But, sir!” I pleaded. “You promised!” 
 
    Tony doubled over in laughter. “So fucking what?” he chortled. “I lied! Besides, you should pay me and Jake for sticking our schlongs in your foul body!” 
 
    “Hell yeah!” Jake chimed in. “We did you a favor, you stupid slut! Now pay up!”  
 
    Moments later I went flying as the skinny trucker planted his foot in my ass. The coarse asphalt was like sandpaper, tearing open the skin on my forehead and chin. Blood began to run down my face and neck, pouring into my mouth and mixing with the remnants of Tony’s foul cum. The mixture of both contaminants was too much for my body to take. I threw up, my vomit forming a pool of puke beneath me. 
 
    The truckers kept laughing as I got on my feet. At last one of them said, “show’s over, boys. I’m headed back to my truck.” 
 
    “Me too,” said another. In the end I was left alone with Jake and Tony, who still hovered nearby with sneers on their face. 
 
    “I’m going to go tell Mistress Carla you didn’t pay me!” I shouted. “You’ll be sorry!” 
 
    “Go ahead,” said Tony with a smirk. 
 
    “Yeah,” said Jake, who leaned against his truck, his hand stuffed in his pockets. “Go for it.” 
 
    I left them behind his I began the trek to Mistress Carla’s truck. “They’ll see,” I muttered under my breath. “She’ll make them regret the day they were born.” 
 
    When I got to the spot it was empty. I looked around the lot. ” Where are you, mistress?” I said, unable to believe my eyes. 
 
    I heard a pair of footsteps behind me and turned around to face whoever was approached. It was Jake and Tony. Horror crept over me as I began to realize the truth. 
 
    “Looks like Carla has deserted you,” said Tony, an evil smile creeping across his face. 
 
    “Yes indeed,” said Jake. “I guess that makes us your masters now.” 
 
    I broke down and wept, my hopes disintegrating along with what was left of my dignity. My new owners laughed long and hard at my misery while the moon bathed me in its cold, pitiless light. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 11 
 
    ” You think we should give it some food today?” asked Jake, looking back at me. 
 
    “Hell no,” said Tony, shaking his head. “Damn thing had a sandwich and some water just day before yesterday. We can’t make no money off it if we feed it all the time.” He snorted. “’Sides, most men like their sluts skinny!” 
 
    “Yeah, you’re right,” said Jake. He looked back at me. I was chained to the wall in the sleeping berth behind the truck seats. “You better be here when we get back,” he said, “if you want to keep breathing.” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” I said, drooping my eyes. “May I know what state we are in, please?” 
 
    “Missouri,” said Jake. “St. Louis, to be exact. Not that it matters to you.”    
 
    The men got out of the truck and walked towards the truck stop, their pockets lined with cash I had made for them over the past week. They had been my masters for seven days, ever since Mistress Carla abandoned me.  
 
    I had begun to wonder if they might be the last owners I would ever have. At 20, I was still quite young. But starvation and sleep deprivation were tearing my body apart. I was too exhausted even to weep. I spent most of my time staring blankly at the gray metal bulkheads of the berth, wondering if dad was worried about me.  
 
    The sound of someone fiddling with the driver side door startled me.  My surprise turned to shock a moment later, when the door flew open and a man in a black tee shirt and dark pants climbed into the truck. He was wearing brown leather boots and had a dark green bag slung across his shoulder.  He was tall and lean, with massive arm muscles and a bald head atop his chiseled face. He spotted me instantly. I cowered as he approached, especially when he reached into his bag and took out a huge knife with a gleaming, razor-like edge. 
 
    “Please, sir!” I cried out! “Don’t hurt me!” 
 
    He showed no reaction to my plea. I thought for a second he was going to plunge his knife in my chest. But my fear turned to astonishment when, instead, he cut the ropes around my wrists and ankles. He tucked the blade back in the bag, regarded me with a steely expression, and said, “come with me.” 
 
    I tried to obey him, but lack of food and rest had made it nearly impossible for me to move. “I’m sorry, sir,” I said. “I’m just so weak. My masters are cruel men.” 
 
    He grabbed me by my blouse and tossed me over his shoulder like a sack of potatoes. Moments later he was running across the parking lot to a black van with me in tow.  
 
    “Hey asshole!” a familiar voice shouted. “That’s my slave! Drop him!” I saw Tony rushing at me, Jake right behind him. The man in black reached into his bag and took out a handgun. He aimed at Tony and pulled the trigger. The fat man’s body flew backwards as crimson liquid exploded from his chest.  
 
    “Holy shit!” said Jake, throwing up his hands. “Please, mister,” he begged. “Don’t kill me!” 
 
    “I’m taking this boy back to his family,” my rescuer said.  “Try to follow me and I’ll kill you just like I did your friend.”  
 
    “Yes, sir!” said Jake, his hands reaching for the sky.  
 
    The man in black helped me to my feet, then wrapped his arm around me and helped me to reach the van. He slid the panel door open. In the back was a cot. He helped me to lay down on it then got in the driver’s seat. He floored the accelerator as he pulled out of the parking lot. I heard sirens in the distance as the van pulled out into the street, then took the entrance ramp onto the interstate.  
 
    After a few minutes I summoned the courage to speak. “did my dad really send you?” I asked. 
 
    The man nodded. “He hired me to track you down. I followed your trail to Santa Fe. The bus agent told me how he kicked you out of the station. Luckily, someone recognized the woman who picked you up. I found out where she lived but she was nowhere to be seen. I staked out the property till she got back. Then I made her tell me everything.” 
 
    “Oh, my!” I blurted out. “You did that to Mistress Carla?” 
 
    His face turned dark. “She’s nobody’s ‘mistress,’” he said. “At least not anymore.” 
 
    I almost asked him what he meant by that comment, then thought better of it and stayed quiet. “There’s food and water in the cooler underneath your cot,” he said. “Help yourself.” 
 
    I pulled the cooler out from underneath the cot and opened it. Inside were several bottles of water along with cans of soda packed in ice. There were also some cold cuts and slices of cheese. I tore at the food, shoving it in my mouth in huge handfuls and washing it down with water. It was the first real meal I had since leaving California more than a week before. As the food found its way to my stomach, I felt my brain revive itself. 
 
    I sat up on the cot, rubbing my face and thinking about what I had been through over the past several days. “I don’t know who you are,” I said to the driver. “But I owe you big time.” I opened one of the cans of soda and took a long drink. “Just can’t believe my dad sent you,” I said. “I didn’t think he gave a shit about me.” 
 
    “He cares about you, Brock,” the man said. “More than you know. Wait till we get to the hotel. You’ll find out everything there.” 
 
    “Hotel?” I said, getting nervous.  
 
    “Don’t worry,” the man said. “It’s just a safe house. When we get there, you’ll meet the other members of the team.” 
 
    “What team?” I said, getting more nervous by the second. 
 
    “The team that’s going to send the cunts who did this to you straight to hell,” he said. There’s the hotel now.” He pulled into the parking lot. The place looked like a set from a horror movie complete with flashing neon sign. The O and T were dark, making the sign read HEL.” As the man in black pulled up to a room at the far end of the property I wondered if I just escaped one hell only to find myself in another. 
 
    “Think you can make it into the room on your own?” the man asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “I’ll be fine.” I looked at the feminine attire I was wearing: a red satin blouse and black miniskirt with red fishnet stockings. “You got some decent clothes I can change into in there?” I asked. 
 
    “Sure do,” the man said. “Your dad gave me a pair of your jeans and a couple of your shirts. Let’s go. We got a lot to do and not much time to do it.” 
 
    I followed him as he approached the door to one of the units. I looked around me. The surroundings were even shadier than the rest stop where I had met Tony and Jake. The only streetlight was probably 100 yards away. There were no other vehicles parked nearby. Across the lot was a dumpster that looked like it’d been through World War II. It smelled worse than shit. A shiver ran through me as I stood by my rescuer. What the fuck did I get myself into this time? I asked myself. 
 
    The man knocked three times on the door, paused for a couple seconds, then knocked four more times. A husky voice from inside the room said, “what’s in Toledo?” 
 
    “Nothing but skanks,” the bald guy said. 
 
    “And what’s in Chicago?” the guy with the husky voice asked. 
 
    “Hookers and high balls,” said my companion. “But only on Tuesdays.” 
 
    The door to the unit swung open. A huge man with dark skin and deep-set eyes stood framed in the doorway. “Get in,” he said to the bald guy. “You got the package?” 
 
    “Right here,” the bald guy said, grabbing me by the arm and pulling me into the room with him. He shut the door behind him and locked it. 
 
    Standing around the room in a semi-circle was the roughest bunch of man I’d ever seen. Including the one who rescued me there were five total. Two of them looked like outlaws bikers, with huge guts, tattoos running up both arms and hillbilly style beards. They were white. Another was a tall, clean-shaven, emaciated black guy who looked like a dark-skinned version of Jake, my former captor. He had a strange, far-off look in his eyes and a scar running down his left cheek. There was the one who had opened the door. I guessed he was Hispanic. Then there was the one who pulled me out of the truck. Unlike the others, he was fit and trim, with a build like a swimmer’s and a face that showed a high degree of intelligence. 
 
    The Hispanic guy spoke. “Let me guess, “he said to my rescuer. “You wasted one of the truckers.” 
 
    “How did you know?” said my rescuer, his body tensing. 
 
    The Hispanic guy threw his thumb over his shoulder. “It came over the police band,” he said. I heard some chatter coming from a radio in the corner. “They got a statewide search going on. His buddy sang like a whore at a beauty contest. He told the law you kidnapped his nephew from their truck. Said they were taking the boy on a cross-country trip to see his parents.” He shook his head. “Lying fuck.” 
 
    “He had it coming,” said my rescuer, glancing at me. “They treated this poor kid like shit.” 
 
    One of the tattooed guys looked at me and snorted. “They really dolled them up, didn’t they?” he said. “Even taught him to suck cock, I bet.” His hand brushed against his crotch as he leered at me. 
 
    “Never mind that, Al,” said the bald guy. “He’s our client’s son. Plus, he’s got firsthand knowledge about the enemy.” 
 
    The black guy spoke up. “Really?” he said, his voice smooth and dark like amber beer. “He’s seen the Amazons up close?” 
 
    “That’s right,” said the bald guy. “They even put him through their program.” 
 
    “Do you think we can we trust the little whelp, Taylor?” said the other tattooed guy. “Their brainwashing is pretty fucking intense.” He glared at me through narrowed eyes. “He might wait till we’re all asleep and rat us out to them.” 
 
    My rescuer, who the other men had called Taylor, shook his head. “That’s all the more reason to trust him, Crusher,” he responded. “After what they put him through, I’m sure he’s itching for some payback.” Taylor looked at me. “Right?” he asked. 
 
    I nodded. “Damn straight,” I said. “I want to rip those bitches apart and shit down their necks.” I smiled. “After fucking the hell out of them first, of course.” 
 
    That comment sent a chorus of approval through the room. “You said you got clothes for me,” I said to Taylor. “Be okay if I put him on now?” I looked with shame at the sissy outfit I was wearing. “I’m ready to start feeling like a man again.” 
 
    Taylor nodded to a small case sitting on one of the two beds in the room. “Look in there,” he said. “Feel free to take a shower too. But be quick about it. We got a lot to talk about.” 
 
    I nodded, crossed the room, and opened the case. In it was my favorite pair of jeans along with one of my athletic T-shirts from home and a pair of my sneakers. “You weren’t lying,” I said to Taylor. “This really is my shit.” 
 
    “I never lie,” said Taylor to me. “Go get yourself cleaned up.” 
 
    “Roger that,” I said, slipping into the bathroom. The shower stall was tiny but clean, with a sliver of soap to wash rag hanging from a rack. I got the water as hot as I could stand and got in the shower. It was the first time I had cleaned myself up since my first night as Mistress Carla’s sissy. I scrubbed my skin almost to the bone, trying to get rid of the smell of the cheap-ass perfume the truckers had drenched me in.  
 
    After the shower I got dressed and went back out into the room. The men were sitting around in folding chairs talking among themselves. “Get over here,” said Taylor to me. “You need to hear what we’re talking about.” 
 
    There was an empty folding chair next to his. I sat down in it. “What do you know about the woman who kidnapped you?” The Hispanic guy asked me. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “I know her name is Carla and she’s a trucker”, I said. “I also know she likes to dominate and feminize guys.” I dropped my eyes and sighed, looking at the floor. “She did a kick ass job on me, that’s for sure.” 
 
    Taylor put his hand on my shoulder. “Don’t worry about that right now,” he said. “You’ll get a chance for payback. All you need to know for now is that she’s part of a group of female fanatics who want to take over the world. They call themselves the Amazons.” 
 
    “Amazon?” I said. “That’s a website!” 
 
    Taylor look at me as if I was an idiot. “Yes, it is,” he said. “But it’s also the name of an ancient tribe of female warriors from Greek mythology. Most people think they were a myth. But they’re not. They’ve been skulking around the world for thousands of years, waiting for their chance to take over. Their leaders think now is that time.” 
 
    I looked at Taylor sideways. “You gotta be shitting me,” I said. “That sounds like some kooky plot out of a bad movie.” 
 
    “Course it does,” said the guy named Al. “That’s how they’re able to operate. It sounds too crazy to be true.” 
 
    “These women are highly organized and very well financed,” said the black guy. “They operate underground clinics where the experiment on men’s minds. They want to turn us all into what you became. They want us to be their submissive, cross-dressing slaves.” 
 
    I shook my head. “I know it’s a lot to take in,” said Taylor. “But it’s true.” He looked around at those assembled. “We’re part of a group that’s fighting them. We’re financed by a consortium of wealthy men who want to maintain male domination of the planet.” He looked me straight in the eye. “Your father is one of those men.” 
 
    I shook my head and waved a dismissive hand at him. “Now I know you’re shitting me,” I said. “My dad never gave a fuck about anything but himself.” 
 
    “Then why are you here?” Taylor countered. “My teammates and I don’t work for free. He dropped a lot of cash to extract you from the women’s clutches. He knows everything you been through. He still believes you have a chance to prove your manhood.” 
 
    “How can I do that?” I asked, my interest growing. 
 
    “By coming up with us to Florida,” said the black guy. “We found their hideout. It’s deep in the swamps. That’s where they’re getting ready for the final war with men.” 
 
    “Florida?” I said. “That’s where the camp is my dad was sending me to.” 
 
    “Correction,” said Al. “That’s where the camp used to be. The Amazons took it over a few months ago. They’re turning the students and instructors into sissies.” 
 
    A cold chill ran through me. “Then what can we do?” I asked. 
 
    “Simple,” said the Hispanic guy. “We go in there and kill the whole fucking lot of them. Then we set our brothers free.” 
 
    I looked around the room. “You sure your guys are up to that?” I said derisively. A couple of them gave me hostile looks till Taylor held up his hand to calm them. “We may not look like it,” he said to me. “But every man in this room is an experienced mercenary. We’ve seen shit you can’t imagine, stuff that makes what you’ve been through look like a Sunday school class. Each of us has killed plenty of men in our time. Now you’re going to kill us a bunch of Amazons.” Taylor smiled. “And collect a hundred million dollars for our trouble.” 
 
    All of a sudden, I saw dollar signs. “That’s the bounty my dad and these other guys are putting up?” I said. 
 
    “I shit you not,” said Taylor. “And a chunk of it can be yours. Your dad says you know how to shoot.” 
 
    “I’m no expert,” I said. “But I’ve handled a rifle a few times.” 
 
    “Good enough, then. Here’s a chance to regain your manhood, Brock,” Taylor said. “And save the world of the process. How about it? You in?” 
 
    “You want me to kill somebody?” I asked. “Why don’t we just call the cops.” 
 
    “Because the Amazons have taken over that part of Florida,” said Al. “They even installed one of their agents as county sheriff. That’s why we have to bust up their operation ourselves. Once we do, we’ll have the evidence we need to expose the Amazons to the world. That will force the government to act.” 
 
    “So once again I ask you,” said Taylor, “you in?” 
 
    I took a deep breath and said, “you’re goddamn right. Let’s go to Florida and show those fucking Amazons who’s boss.” 
 
    This brought another rousing chorus of cheers from the men. “Good enough, then,” Taylor said. “We’ll start out for the camp tomorrow morning. In the meantime, you and everybody else needs to get some shut eye.” 
 
    I looked around the room. “But there are only two beds,” I said. “You don’t expect me to bed down with another dude, do you?” 
 
    Al laughed. “Fuck, no,” he said. “We’re not queers. Every man here has spent more night sleeping on the ground than in a real bed.” 
 
    “Given the shit you’ve been through,” said Taylor. “You can have one of the beds. The rest of us will curl up on the floor.” 
 
    I nodded. “Works for me,” I said. 
 
    “Good enough then,” said Taylor. He looked up at Al. “Take a peek out the window,” he told him. “Make sure the lot is still empty. You get first guard shift. After two hours you wake me for my shift. We’ll go through the night.” He looked at me. “Our client here can sleep through the night. At six in the morning we leave for Florida.” 
 
    I lay in bed after lights out, watching Al sitting by the window with a gun in his hand. “Can’t wait to get down to Florida,” I muttered as I drifted off into slumber land. “This time I’m gonna make dad proud.” Then I was asleep. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 12 
 
    “Wow, this sure is a whole lot of nothing,” said Al to no one in particular. 
 
    Taylor nodded his head. “The swamps make a great hiding place.” 
 
    “Must be why my dad wanted to send me here,” I said as I watched the landscape pass by. The van hit a bump in the road, sending my half-digested breakfast back up my throat before again settling in my stomach.  
 
    It had been three days since we left St. Louis. We were riding in the same van Taylor used to rescue me. Being crammed into a vehicle with a bunch of mercenaries for 72 hours was an interesting experience, albeit a smelly one. Along the way we had slept in flea bag motels and eaten in greasy spoon diners that should’ve been condemned by the Department of Health long ago. But, compared to what I had endured under Mistress Carla and the truckers, it was sheer heaven. 
 
    “Look alive,” said Taylor. “We’re approaching the camp.” I hunched forward in the passenger seat, looking for signs of the encampment. “All I see is swamps and vegetation,” I said. 
 
    “They’re out there,” said the black guy, whose name was James. “I can smell those bitches.” 
 
    Taylor turned the van down a rocky side road that ran alongside a stream. The van bounced up and down as we plunged deeper into the wilderness. He pulled up alongside a clump of palm trees and killed the engine. He turned around and looked at the group. “From here we travel on foot,” he said. “Everybody had their gear ready to go?” Murmurs of assent came from the men. Taylor looked at me. “Today is the day you erase the shame all those women caused you,” he said. “You ready?” 
 
    I gave him a dead-eye stare and nodded. “I’m ready,” I said. “Let’s go kill some Amazons.” 
 
    “I heard that,” said Crusher. “Let’s do it.” 
 
    We piled out of the van, gave our gear one last check, and slipped into our backpacks. Taylor smeared everyone’s face with camouflage paint, then had Crusher do his. Taylor looked at me. “Why don’t you follow the rest of us? It’ll make it easier to keep you safe.” 
 
    I shook my head. “Fuck that,” I said. “I’m one of the team now. Put me out in front.” 
 
    “That’s not smart,” said Al, concern in his voice. 
 
    “Look,” I said to the group, “I’ve got more at stake here than any of you. Those freaks took away my manhood and my dignity. I’d probably be dead now if you guys had showed up. So I’m taking the lead. I owe it to my dad and I owe it to myself.” 
 
    The man said nothing, but I could tell from the looks in their faces that I had earned their respect. “Fair enough,” said Taylor. “But I’m gonna stick right behind you. Your dad make me responsible for your safety.” 
 
    “That works for me,” I said, extending my hand. “Thanks for all you and your team have done,” I said. 
 
    He shook my hand. “So far as I’m concerned, you already proven you’re a man.” He nodded towards the trailhead. “Lead the way. It’s about a half-mile to the camp perimeter.” 
 
    “My pleasure,” I said. Holding the rifle Taylor had given me in my hands, I plunged into the woods. The Florida heat was as stifling as I had heard, even worse than southern California. Sweat rolled down my face as insects swarmed around me. I ignore them as best I could as I followed the narrow trail towards the camp.  
 
    Behind me I heard the footsteps of my companions as they followed my lead. My sense of manhood was never keener than it was in those moments. I was leading a tactical squad on a mission of revenge against the women who had feminized me. Once we were done with them, I would collect a hefty bounty and be a big hero. Then I would track down mom and Sheila. I had already pictured how I would take revenge on them. Their deaths would be slow and painful. 
 
    After a few moments vegetation cleared away. I was standing on a hillside looking down at the Amazon’s compound. I crouched down and moved behind a bush for cover. The other men did the same. Taylor sidled up alongside me. 
 
    “Well, this is it, son,” he said. “Are you ready?” 
 
    I nodded. “Let’s go get them,” I said, clutching my rifle. 
 
    . “You’re the boss,” said Taylor. “Before we go down there, though, I want to tell you something.” 
 
    “What’s that?” I said, keeping my eyes on the camp. 
 
    He put his hand against my back and said, “Oh nothing much. Just this: you really are a great cocksucker. That night you sucked me through the glory hole was one of the best blowjobs I’ve ever had.” 
 
    “Huh?” I said, turning to him just as he gave me a hard shove. A millisecond later I was tumbling downhill towards the camp. I came to a stop just outside the barbed wire fence. 
 
    “So long, sissy!” one of the men shouted. The others laughed. I got to my feet, spun around, and pointed my rifle about them. But they had already vanished into the brush. I pulled the trigger anyway. Nothing happened. 
 
    Behind me a siren began blaring and I heard footsteps. I looked back at the camp just in time to see a group of women coming at me. They wore military fatigues and towered over me. I held my rifle like a baseball bat, intending to club them with it. That plan didn’t work out so well. The first woman to reach me simply snatched the gun out of my hand and tossed it aside like a toy. I tried to punch her, but she blocked my blow, counterattacking with a vicious kick to my balls. I doubled over in a fetal position. 
 
    I looked up to see a half-dozen of the Amazons encircling me. “Excuse me, ladies,” said a familiar female voice from behind them. The Amazons parted to allow the newcomer in their circle. Who I saw who she was realized my situation was hopeless. 
 
    “Well, well, well,” said my sister Sheila. “Fancy finding you here, dear brother. Mom and I have missed you so much. We’ve got big plans for you.” She gave me a cold, cruel, merciless smile, and I knew my days of being a man were over forever. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 13 
 
    “I must admit,” said Diana, the leader of the Amazons. “Our new acquisition makes a splendid display piece.” 
 
    “I so agree,” said mom, standing beside her and looking at my upside down body hanging from the ceiling. “I was afraid the weight of its body would tear the hooks from its ball sac. But its flesh is holding up quite well.” 
 
    “Sheila can start cutting whenever she is ready,” said the doctor who stood nearby. 
 
    “Please, no,” I begged. “Please don’t do this to me.” 
 
    “It’s too late, my little girl,” said mom, her tone strangely sympathetic. “This is the only way to cure you of the disease of masculinity.” She brushed her fingers against my cheek. “Trust me, honey, you’ll thank us in the long run.” 
 
    “I’m ready,” said Sheila, approaching me from the back of the room. My fear morphed into full-blown panic when I saw the scalpel in her hand. 
 
    “Please, Sheila, please,” I begged. “I’m sorry for what I did to you and mom. I’ll be a good boy from now on. I swear. Just please don’t cut it off.” 
 
    Sheila looked at the doctor. “After I cut off its genitals can we see about sewing its mouth shut?” 
 
    The doctor nodded. “I don’t see why not,” she said. “The sissy is your property. You can do with it as you like.” 
 
    “What do you think, mom?” Sheila asked mother. 
 
    “One thing at a time, dear,” she said. “For now let’s focus on castrating it. Remember, sweetie, one quick slash. After it tumbles to the floor, we’ve got to carry it to the operating room to sew up its wound. It’s no use to us dead.” 
 
    “Please, just tell me one thing,” I begged the women. “How did you get away with killing that trucker?” 
 
    The head Amazon, a towering, heavily muscled brunette named Diana, chuckled. “Such a silly creature,” she said. “So easy to deceive. All it takes is a gun loaded with blanks and a bag full of red liquid to pull the wool over its eyes. That plus the power of suggestion will make it swallow anything we want it to believe.” 
 
    “And who was Taylor?” I asked. “And those other men?” 
 
    “More of our operatives,” said Diana. “Of course, you may be wondering why they were so willing to betray their own gender. The answer, of course, is money. Men have no honor at all. They will sell each other out every time for a little cash.” 
 
    I started to speak, then realized it would do no good. I stopped twitching and hung there passively, like a slab of beef about to be chopped up into steaks. 
 
    Sheila held the razor overhead, looked down at me, and said, “I’m really going to enjoy this.” My eye caught the glint of the blade descending just before it made contact with my scrotum. Then, in a flash, I was a eunuch. I screamed in horrific pain as I fell to the hard, cold floor. The women snatched me up and carried me to the operating table, depositing me there like a bundle of cordwood. The doctor injected me with anesthetic, numbing the pain between my legs and plunging me into unconsciousness.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 14 
 
    I was in the camp for six hellish months before the women were through feminizing my body and mind. Mom and Sheila made good use of me during the drive home. In Georgia they took me to a gay club, where I spent hours on my knees sucking countless men. When they were finally done abusing my mouth, they lay me across the table face down, cut a hole in the back of my panties, and rode me. I loved feeling so many men spray their seed into my worthless whore ass. It would have been even better if I had been able to cum. But that could never happen again. I no longer had testicles or even a penis, just a plastic tube running out of my bladder so I could pee. 
 
    In Virginia they took me to a woman’s home, where I cleaned house. I tried so hard not to miss any dirt, but Sheila discovered a speck underneath one of the chairs I didn’t see. Mom inserted needles in my breasts, then she and sister twisted them till I passed out from the pain. I didn’t complain, of course. We sissies deserve whatever punishment we get.  
 
    In Ohio they took me to a special clothing store for crossdressers and transgendered women. What a marvelous treat that was! Mom and sister picked out all kinds of new outfits for me. I got several new bras, size 44DD to accommodate my new boobs. My favorite one is pink and made with lace. I love the feel of the material against my skin. I also got three very whorish mini-skirts and two pair of pumps. I strutted my stuff around the store while the ladies stomped their feet and shouted, laughing at me and telling me to “do it like a woman.” I knew they were making fun of me. But it was nice to get some attention.  
 
    In Chicago, mom took me to a fetish party for lesbians. The dykes made me sit on a stove while they cranked up the heat, making blisters all over my bottom. Then they made me sit down on a hard metal chair, which popped the blisters and made me beg for permission to stand. They thought that was funny. I didn’t, but I knew better than to defy them. So I suffered in miserable silence. 
 
    In Kansas we were stopped by police for speeding. I wanted so badly to tell them I had been kidnapped and forcibly feminized. But I was too ashamed and too terrified to speak. So I sat there in silence as the cop wrote out a warning ticket and wished us a nice day. 
 
    In Las Vegas mom and Sheila checked into a hotel, where they made quite a bit of money whoring me out. I sat at the bar in my sluttiest clothes, my legs crossed, winking at every man who came by. A group of them gathered around me, fondling my breasts and pinching my ass. One of them said he wanted to see my pussy. Mom ordered me to pull up my skirt; I was wearing no panties. At first the men stared at my scars in shock. Then one began to laugh and the others joined in. I wept in shame and despair as they threw coins at my feet while I curtsied to them. 
 
    During the rest of the drive mom and Sheila explained to me the process the Amazons had used to feminize me. “It’s much like crashing a computer,” she said. “You see, Brittany, back when you were Brock you had self-esteem. You had hope. You had a small degree of courage. We stripped you of those qualities a little at a time. When Samson raped you it made you feel helpless and degraded. It also awoke your latent gay desires – something that every man has, though most of them are in denial.” 
 
    “You helped the feminization process along when you jacked off to the Internet porn,” said Sheila. “We were monitoring your web browsing while we stood outside the house that night. We were also spying on you through your computer’s web cam.” 
 
    “Taylor was of great help to us,” said mom, “both in the bus station restroom and when he staged that bogus rescue. The idea behind that ploy was to raise your hopes only to bring them crashing down once more. The mental and emotional drove you into permanent despair.” 
 
    “Once we had you in the Florida compound,” Sheila said, “it was easy to break you down with constant brainwashing and torture. If there was anything of a man left in you at that point, then we destroyed it.” 
 
    “What did you do with my cock and balls?” I asked. 
 
    “Your genitals?” Sheila said. “We fed them to a stray dog. He ate your balls right away and ran off with your cock in his mouth.” 
 
    “Afterwards we realized we should have caught the dog and made a pet of him,” said mom. “We could have trained him to piss and shit on you.” She sighed. “Missed opportunities,” she said dreamily.  
 
    “What about when you beat me up that morning in the house – I mean, when you beat Brock up?” I asked. “Was that part of the plan?” 
 
    “That was before we met the Amazons,” Sheila said, “so it wasn’t officially part of your feminization.” She and mom looked at each other and smiled. “Though it was quite fun.” 
 
    “By the way,” mom said, “you were a good girl to not call yourself Brock. Remember, Brock is dead forever. You are Brittany, one of our two sissy slaves.” 
 
    “’Two?’” I repeated. 
 
    “Yes,” said mom. “You’ll meet Tiffany when we get home.” 
 
    On the last day of the trip Sheila parked the car in our driveway and killed the engine. I looked up at the house that had sheltered me during the 20 years of my masculine life. How long would it continue to be my home was impossible to know. My owners had told me repeatedly that they could sell me any time they liked. The Amazons had created a thriving market for sissy slaves across the globe.  
 
    “Carry the bags, in, Brittany,” Sheila said. “And be quick about it or we’ll use the riding crop on you again.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sheila,” I said. My weak sissy muscles made toting the luggage nearly impossible. But I staggered into the house with them in hand after several minutes of trying. When I entered the home, I saw mom talking to a tall, broad-shouldered woman in the kitchen. The lady’s head was hung low as mom shouted at her. “Tiffany, you’re a worthless idiot!” mom told her. “I told you to have dinner ready for Sheila and me! Now you’re saying it will take a couple of minutes to get everything ready! Can’t you do anything right?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, mistress!” whined the woman. As I looked at her face, I realized it was vaguely familiar. 
 
    Mom looked at me. “Come in the kitchen, Brittany,” she said. “I want you to meet Tiffany, our other worthless sissy slave.” 
 
    “Pleased to meet you, Tiffany,” I said, curtsying to the other servant. 
 
    “And pleased to meet you!” said Tiffany, returning the curtsy. She wore a French maid’s uniform with black stockings and matching flats. Her hair was blond, her breast even bigger than mine. She looked like she was in her 50s. She was quite homely. As I looked at her, I figured out who she really was. 
 
    “Oh, god,” I said in a tortured whisper. “Dad. It’s you. They got to you too.” 
 
    “Dad?” said Tiffany. “Who’s dad? I’m a feminized slave. I’m only good for manual chores and servicing men. I’m a stupid, useless creature who deserves nothing. I’m not even human, really. I’m just a…” Tiffany’s voice cracked as a tear ran down her face. “I’m just a sissy. Just trash.” 
 
    Looking at the poor, brainwashed creature who used to be my father, I began to cry as well. “Me too, Tiffany,” I said. “Me too.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   

 

 How a Dominant Woman Humiliated Her Sissy Husband on the Day of Their Wedding 
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    I suppose I shouldn’t complain about how my wedding turned out.  After all, I knew that Allison was a viciously cruel woman well before we tied the knot.  What I wasn’t ready for, though, was how she would humiliate me on the day of the ceremony.   
 
    As it turned out, it was I, the groom, who wore the wedding dress, while she didn’t even wait until the vows were over to start cheating on me!  Such is the life of a submissive sissy like myself. 
 
    It all began the day we first met.  I was scanning the local personal ads in the paper when a message caught my eye.  It read: 
 
    DOMINANT BITCH SEEKS SUBMISSIVE MALE TO CONTROL AND FEMINIZE 
 
    I PULL THE STRINGS WHILE YOU DO AS I ORDER – NO QUESTIONS ASKED 
 
    MUST BE WILLING AND ABLE TO SUPPORT ME IN HIGH STYLE 
 
    The ad gave me a raging hard-on.  I’ve always been attracted to strong women, the kind who take charge but take no shit.  So I responded to the email address listed. 
 
    For two days I heard nothing.  Then I got a response that read as follows: 
 
    BE AT THE BLUE HERON TONIGHT AT 9.  TELL THE MAITRE’D THAT YOU WILL BE DINING WITH ALLISON.  BRING PLENTY OF CASH AND CREDIT CARDS.  IF YOU’RE LATE YOU WILL NEVER HEAR FROM ME AGAIN. 
 
    I let out a low whistle as I read the words.  The Blue Heron is an ultra-swank seafood place that’s famous for both its excellent food and its high prices.  Once I made the mistake of eating lunch there; it cost me 75 bucks!  Still, I figured this was my one chance to meet a dominant woman.  So I made plans to be there. 
 
    At exactly nine p.m. that evening I walked through the front door.  “Excuse me,” I said to the attractive young lady who was seating diners, “I’m here to meet Allison.” 
 
    The girl gave me an odd smile.  “Follow me, mam,” she said as she turned towards the dining room. 
 
    “’Sir’,’” I said, correcting her.  “I’m a man.” 
 
    The hostess snickered.  “Not for long,” she said.  “Not if Allison has her hooks in you.  Now be a good bitch and follow me.” 
 
    I did as she said, like a moth drawn to the flame that will soon take its life. 
 
    The hostess led me through the crowded restaurant, then to a small side room in the rear of the building.  That was when I caught my first glimpse of my date.  To say she was beautiful would be an understatement.  She had closely cropped platinum blond locks that accented her high cheekbones, full lips, and cat-like green eyes.   
 
    She wore a red top with a plunging neckline that showed off her considerable cleavage, a diamond studded necklace, and jewelry that sparkled in the room’s subdued light.   
 
    Her luscious legs were clad in dark stockings and nicely crossed.  She wore a black pencil skirt that hugged her curves like a twisting road leading straight off a cliff.  I’m no expert on lady’s shoes, but I could tell that her pumps cost more than some people’s homes.  I felt my erection return, this time stiffer than before. 
 
    Allison looked up as the hostess and I entered the room.  If she felt any emotion at seeing me for the first time, then she didn’t show it. 
 
    “Here’s your appetizer,” the hostess said to Allison as she presented me to my date.  “I hope you find him tasty.”   
 
    Allison chuckled.  “Thank you, Janet,” she said.  “Now please leave us.”  The hostess left the room.   
 
    Allison looked up at me with a stone-cold expression.  “Sit,” she ordered, pointing at the chair opposite her.   
 
    I know what you’re thinking: why the hell didn’t I get out of there?  I can understand why you might ask that.  But you weren’t there that evening.  You weren’t in her presence.  You didn’t feel the sheer power she radiated.  So I did as she ordered, taking a seat across from her at the table.  As I did, I felt a tent pitch itself in my slacks. 
 
    We sat in silence while she sipped her drink.  After a few minutes I spoke.  “Hi,” I said.  “My name is- “ 
 
    “SILENCE!” she said, tossing the contents of her glass at me.  The scarlet liquid soaked my shirt, making a crimson stain that looked like the results of a bullet wound.  I gasped, staring in shock at my ruined clothes.   
 
    Then I looked up at Allison, my face contorting in rage.  But something in her cool, sharp eyes stole my willpower, and instead of cursing or walking away I dropped my head, folding my hands in my lap as I did so.  “I’m sorry,” I said in a small, quiet voice. 
 
    “As well you should be,” she said.  “From now on you will not speak in my presence unless I tell you to.  Is that understood?”
  
 
    I said nothing, simply nodded my head.  My cheeks turned red with shame, but merely sitting at the same table as this stunning woman made my erection turn steel-hard.  My heart pounded in my chest, and my head spun from the sheer intensity of the experience. 
 
    A waitress appeared at her side.  “Good evening, Allison,” she said.  “May I take your order?” 
 
    “Yes,” Allison said.  Then she ordered a lobster dish that would set me back more than a hundred bucks.  “Bring some bread as well, she said – and refill my wine glass.  I seem to have spilled it on my dog over there,” she said, giving a slight nod in my direction.   
 
    The waitress, a buxom redhead with freckles on her face and arms, glanced at me and smiled.  “You should neuter him,” she said, ‘before he reproduces.” 
 
    Allison laughed.  “All in good time, my dear,” she said.  “Now be a good girl and give my order to the chef.”  As the waitress turned away my date spoke once more.  “Oh!” she said.  “I almost forgot; bring some crackers and water for my pet.” 
 
    “Of course, mam,” said the waitress.   
 
    I felt a sinking sensation in the pit of my stomach, and some small part of me whispered in my mind, get out of here while you can!  But, despite my fear (or perhaps because of it) I stayed seated. 
 
    “Here is how it will be,” said Allison after the redhead left.  “We will marry.” 
 
    I said nothing, but the word “marry” made my eyebrows perk up. 
 
    Noting my reaction, Allison smiled.  “Can’t believe your luck, eh?  Yes, my dear, at long last you will have the gorgeous trophy wife your ego longs for.” 
 
    “BUT,” she said, tapping the table with a manicured nail, “in return you will be my slave.  I will command and you will obey.  You will wear a male chastity device to which only I will have a key.  You will never cum again without me allowing it.” 
 
    The thought of surrendering control of my cock made my heart pound.  Here, at long last, I thought to myself, is the dominant woman I have dreamt of my entire life. 
 
    Allison must have ESP, because the next words out of her regal mouth were, “Congratulations, Julie.  You have stumbled across the domineering bitch you have craved all these years.” 
 
    Julie?  I thought.  Who is Julie? 
 
    Again Allison read my mind.  She said, “’Julie” is your new name, my dear.  It’s suitably feminine for your new role.  Plus,” she said, her lips forming a crooked grin, “it’s only appropriate, since I will never let you live as a man again.” 
 
    At that moment my hard-on nearly popped out of my pants! 
 
    Allison was true to her word.  That night I accompanied her home, where she presented me with a tube-like device into which I forced my ultra-stiff penis.  I let out a groan as my cock twisted and strained to assume the sharply curved shape.   
 
    Allison laughed.  “Believe me, Julie,” she said, “that is only a taste of the pain to come.” 
 
    She secured the cage in place with a tiny padlock, then stroked my balls with the back of her hand.  I had kept silent for most of the night, but the feel of her silky skin against my sac made me sigh in ecstasy. 
 
    My pleasure turned to excruciating pain a second later, when Allison wrapped my tender man-parts in a vise-like grip.  Screaming, I fell to the floor in pain.  Still, Allison kept hold of my sac.  She twisted her wrist, raising my fallen body from the ground as she did so; she’s incredibly strong for a woman! 
 
    “Mistress, please!” I said.  “Have mercy!” 
 
    “Why, Julie?” she said, “Aren’t you woman enough to take what I can dish out?”  She let go of me, letting my body fall to the floor with a THUD.  I doubled over and curled up into a fetus-like position, sobbing quietly.   
 
    “Very good, Julie,” said Allison.  “I think you will do.” 
 
    Over the next three months Allison turned me over to a drag queen named Renee, who made me as feminine as possible.  She shaved every follicle of hair from my body, then dressed me in a variety of panties, stockings, garters, pumps, bras, etc. under Mistress Allison’s strict guidance.  In return I gave Renee blow jobs on a regular basis and let her fuck my sissy ass, along with several of her gay male friends.   
 
    My wife-to-be put me on a strict diet that starved me till I was pencil-thin; she also restricted my exercise to aerobics, so that I lost most of my muscle mass even as the inches melted off my waistline.   I learned to walk in heels, to speak with a sissy-like lilt in my voice, and to curtsy.  My cock stayed encased in the cage Mistress Allison forced me to wear, so I was always horny yet unable to cum. 
 
    The most humiliating part of my transformation was the day I went to the HR lady at my office to change the gender classification on my records from “male” to ‘female.”  I also had to present myself to my old friends as a woman.   
 
    My co-workers snickered when I showed up in female attire.  The secretary laughed out loud when her boss, a younger guy who lifts weights and mountain bikes, tripped me as I walked past his desk in heels.  I often heard people mutter the words “sissy” and “fag” behind me as I sat doing my work.   
 
    Mistress Allison ordered me to thank everyone who tormented me, which I did faithfully.  I hoped to earn an orgasm from my obedience, though the chances of her letting me cum seemed slim.  My cock began to shrink and turn soft about this time anyway, turning into more of a clit than anything else. 
 
    After several months of this treatment, Mistress Allison announced that we would marry the next week.  “But,” she said as she told me the news, “this ceremony will be a little different than what you might expect.” 
 
    “How so?” I asked her, feeling a sense of dread rising in me. 
 
    “In our wedding,” she said, giving me a stone-cold smile as her eyes narrowed, “you will be the bride.” 
 
    Mistress Allison followed up on her threat.  The day of our wedding Renee dressed me in a long, flowing bridal gown with white heels and lacy stockings.  She did my makeup for me and put a blond wig on my head.  Finally she stepped back and said, “You look fabulous!” 
 
    “I do?” I said, my voice brightening at the thought of looking pretty for my wedding, 
 
    “See for yourself, honey,” she said, turning me towards the mirror.  My mouth fell open as I looked at myself.  There, gazing back at me from the glass, was a lovely woman with soft, girly features and milk-white skin.  I was so happy I started to cry! 
 
    “None of that now,” said Renee.  “You’ll spoil your makeup.”   
 
    15 minutes later I stood at the back of the ballroom Allison had rented for the event.  I looked towards the altar; there, in a dark gray ladies pants suit, stood Allison, looking both drop-dead beautiful and completely businesslike at the same time.   
 
    Then the wedding march began to play.  I slowly, gracefully walked to my mistress.  I noticed that several of the guys from work had showed up; they were laughing and pointing at me.  Even my ex-wife was there with her new husband.  She smirked and said to her spouse, “See?  I told you he’s gay.  It’s about time someone forced him to face facts.” 
 
    I tried to ignore the comments, but each remark was like a stinging barb that tore into me.  By the time I stood beside Allison I was quietly crying.  
 
    “Stop your sniveling, bitch,” she told me. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” I said, once more hanging my head low. 
 
    The man who was to perform the ceremony was much taller than me.  He wore no shirt, simply a bow tie fitted around his huge, muscular neck.  On his ebony body there wasn’t the sight trace of fat.  I got horny just looking at his perfect six-pack abs and broad, defined chest.  But my shriveling cock was still tightly caged, so my efforts at getting hard only caused pain inside my silky pink panties. 
 
    “Let us begin,” he said in a deep, commanding tone.  “Allison,” he said, looking at my wife-to-be, “do you take this feminized sissy to be your spouse and slave?” 
 
    Silence fell over the room as she glanced at me wordlessly.  I gave her a longing look, pleading with my blue eyes for her to say, “yes” and let my public humiliation end.  But she kept her mouth shut.  Seconds passed by. 
 
    “I suppose,” she said at last.  Relief flooded my heart. 
 
    “But- “she said, looking at the officiant, “before I do, Cyrus, why don’t you give me one of your famous fuckings?  I need your hard black cock in me right now!” 
 
    I started to speak up; this was outrageous, even by Allison’s standards!  But she cut me off with a glare that reminded me who was in charge.  So I stayed quiet. 
 
    Cyrus grinned.  “Don’t mind if I do!” he said. 
 
    “Wow, this is better than I could have imagined!” shouted my supervisor from the back of the room.  “Hey, Allison, let that guy fuck you in front of your sissy bride.  That should be fun to watch!” 
 
    Allison looked at the gathered crowd.  “Who am I to refuse you nice people?” she said.  Then she slid out of her clothes.  A hushed awe fell over the crowd as they saw her nude body in all its flawless glory.   
 
    I started to weep, no longer caring about my makeup.  This wasn’t just humiliation; it was total degradation! 
 
    I heard Cyrus unzip his fly.  Then he took out his massive tool.  Despite my shame I couldn’t help but lust for it.  His cock was bigger than that of the average horse.  Allison growled with lust, then leaped on Cyrus, tearing at him.  Cyrus rode her as she wrapped her legs around his hips, moaning with each of his jackhammer thrusts into her willing frame. 
 
    I heard the guest shout and cheer as he rode Mistress.  Then, after several minutes of this animalistic lovemaking, she dug her claws into his back and looked towards the ceiling.  “Oh –oh, god!” she screamed as her orgasm swept through her body.   
 
    I fell to my knees, sobbing.  My wedding day was ruined! 
 
    The ceremony continued minutes later.  Choking back my tears, I committed myself to Allison for the rest of my life.  Afterwards she let most of the guys present feel her up, as I sat alone in a corner of the room holding my bouquet. 
 
    Afterwards I found that, despite the odd way it had unfolded, my marriage was legal and binding.  So any hope I had of escaping Allison’s clutches vanished forever.  Over time she has destroyed what little of my manhood and self-esteem was left after the wedding.  
 
    I submit to her cruelty, knowing that she will always be the boss.  After all, I might be her husband, but she wears the pants in the house. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Steve Becomes Stephanie: How I used Force to Feminize my Male Employee 
 
      
 
    By  
 
    Victoria Marlowe 
 
      
 
    Don’t mess with this Asian beauty. She may look sweet, but there’s a stinger between her legs! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “You will never cum again.” 
 
    No matter how many times I tell that to a new slave I never get tired of saying it.  The best part is watching my victim’s face, as his expression changes from shock and anger to acceptance of his hopeless and humiliated condition.  Just thinking about it makes my clit throb! 
 
    My name is Chastity (how’s that for irony?).  I’m a 50 year old woman originally from Singapore.  I own a San Francisco-based company that manufactures sex toys and gadgets, including cock cages.  My products range from simple plastic tubes that keep the penis relatively unchanged to exquisitely painful models that punish the wearer for even the slightest hard-on.   
 
    Business is booming, as more and more women discover the benefits of forcing their husbands and boyfriends to stay chaste.  When a man loses control of his cock, he goes through a change not unlike a dog who has had his balls snipped.  His testosterone-fueled toughness fades away, replaced by a meek compliance with the woman’s every demand.   
 
    Over time he comes to accept further feminization techniques like keeping his body smooth, wearing makeup, and foregoing football and other sports for cross-stitching and chick flicks.  In short, he becomes the ideal partner for today’s breed of powerful, decisive woman. 
 
    Over the past few months I have had the pleasure of feminizing my most recent hire, a talented graphic designer named Steve.  I hired him right out of college after seeing his portfolio; he does amazing things with web pages.  Sadly, he also knew he was talented, which made him insist on a high salary and full benefits.  I agreed to his demands up front, knowing that I would have him working for free before things were over. 
 
    My first step was to contact his girlfriend without his knowledge.  I told her that Steve had been looking at porn while on the job, and that I thought she had the right to know what kind of man he really was.  I also let it slip that he preferred gay images to those of women.  I told her that I had peeked into his laptop case once and found a pair of black satin panties tucked away in a corner. 
 
    At first, she refused to believe me; she said that she knew Steve well and that he would never be interested in those things.  “Fine,” I said.  “But do yourself a favor and give his briefcase a good look-see the next time he’s over.”   
 
    I of course planted the “evidence” I wanted her to find in a side compartment that Steve never used.  When his girl saw the naughty things, I had hidden there she went berserk and dumped his ass.  She even called to thank me for telling her about his hidden side! 
 
    “My pleasure,” I told her.  “But do me a favor, please.  Steve is good at his job and I don’t want to lose him.  So don’t tell him I ratted him out, okay?”  Being the stupid, trusting cunt that she is, she instantly agreed. 
 
    The next day Steve showed up at the office, red-eyed from crying most of the night.  Seeing him in pain made my pussy throb with arousal, but I kept my composure as I invited him into my office to talk. 
 
    “It’s my girlfriend,” he told me between sobs.  “She thinks I’m a pervert, and I can’t convince her otherwise.” 
 
    I plastered my best “I feel your pain” smile on my face and gave him a hug to console him.  “I’m so sorry to hear that, Steve,” I said.  “Please let me know if I can help in any way.’ 
 
    That step accomplished two of my goals at once.  First, it made Steve emotionally vulnerable.  Second, it made him dependent on me.  Once my claws were dug into him, I started sinking them deeper.  A few nights later I invited him out for drinks.  What I didn’t tell him at the time was that the place we were to meet is one of San Francisco’s most decadent gay clubs. 
 
    Steve showed up right on time.  He was a little hesitant about staying, especially when he saw a male couple fucking on the stage.  “Oh, don’t let it bother you, silly!”  I said.  “After all, you work for a sex-oriented business; these people are our clientele!” 
 
    Slowly Steve relaxed and we began to talk.  Then, a few minutes later, the next part of my plan unfolded.  A friend of mine, Sheila, happened by our table and asked if she could sit with us.  
 
    Of course!” I said.  “Pull up a chair!” 
 
    Steve instantly perked up.  You see, Sheila is drop-dead gorgeous.  She has luscious legs that go on forever and boobs that would make a dead men cum.  She’s a hot redhead with freckles all over her body, and she wears skimpy skirts and low-cut tops that leave little to the imagination. 
 
    Oh, I almost forgot – Sheila is a shemale.  Her dick is big enough to choke a horse, though she keeps it discreetly tucked when she’s out on the town.  She’s also sexually dominant; she loves nothing better than fucking men in the ass, especially if they have never had anal sex before.  She says they always squirm from the pain of having her massive shaft deep inside their bodies, which makes her orgasm all the more intense. 
 
    Steve had no idea of Sheila’s true gender, however; he thought she was a genetic female.  So I let the two of them chat while I went around the club socializing.  In about an hour he tracked me down, grinning ear to ear like the cat who swallowed the canary.  “Sheila asked me to come home with her,” he said.  “She says she has a ‘big surprise’ she wants to share with me.  Mind if we split up for the night?” 
 
    “Absolutely not!” I said.  “You two go have fun!  She’s a great girl.” 
 
    “Thank you, Chastity!” he said, then left with Sheila a few minutes later.  I had to force myself not to laugh as I pictured him seeing his date’s “big surprise.” 
 
    The next day Steve called in to say he would be a few minutes late.  When he finally walked through the door, I noticed two things.  First, he was wearing the same clothes from the night before.  Second, he was walking as if his back was in pain.  In fact, he asked if I could loan him a cushion to sit in while he worked.  “My hemorrhoids flared up on me,” he said.   
 
    “No problem,” I said as I handed him a satin pillow from the office closet.  “By the way, how did things go with Sheila last night?” 
 
    “Um – fine,” he said.  Then he took the cushion and scampered away like a frightened mouse.  Once more I smiled, knowing that it was almost time to spring the trap. 
 
    I let him work the rest of the week in blissful ignorance.   Then, when Friday came, he asked for his paycheck.  “Let’s talk in private,” told him, motioning him towards my office.  “Go ahead and have a seat in there.  I’ll be right along.”  Steve gave me a confused look, but he did as I said. 
 
    I let him stew for nearly half an hour before joining him.  When I walked in, he gave me a hard glare.  “Look, Chastity,” he said, “I appreciate your friendship and all, but I need my check!” 
 
    “All in good time, my boy,” I said.  I took a seat behind my desk, pointed towards the flat screen TV on the far wall, and said, “watch this video first.’  As I touched a remote control button the screen sprang to life.   
 
    I watched Steve’s face as he saw the recording of himself being fucked by Sheila at her apartment a few nights before.  “Oh, oh god,” his image cried out.  “Fuck me, baby!  Please!  I want all your hard cock in me!” 
 
    “Are you queer, doll?” Sheila said. 
 
    “OH yes, I’m queer as they come!  I never knew having a man inside of me could feel this good!” 
 
    I watched Steve’s face turn pale.  Then his head dropped into his hands.  I heard aching sobs as he began to weep.  My clit tingled at the sound. 
 
    “My friend Sheila recorded your little session,” I told Steve as I stood to my feet.  Circling my desk, I went over to him, wrapping my arm across his shoulder.  “How horrible it would be if your family back in Kansas saw this nasty little episode – not to mention that girl you’re still hoping will come back to you.” 
 
    Steve turned his head towards me.  “You win,” he said.  “What do you want?” 
 
    “Oh, not much,” I said, walking away from him and to a cabinet.  “Just three things: first, you now work for free.  I will pay your rent, have food delivered to your apartment, and pay your utilities and other necessities.  But you will never again have a penny in your pocket.  You will be totally dependent on me; understood?” 
 
    Steve nodded meekly. 
 
    “Good,” I said.  “Now my second condition: you may continue to call yourself Steve during the week.  But, as soon as Friday night rolls around, you become Stephanie.  Sheila and I will feminize your body, and you will serve as a cock-sucking cum dumpster for some well-hung clients of ours.  Understood?” 
 
    This time he almost objected.  Then I reminded him of the video.  Once more, he nodded his acquiescence. 
 
    “Good girl, Stephanie,” I said.  Then I reached into the cabinet, retrieving a glimmering chrome object from it.  I held it out so Steve/Stephanie could see it.  She gasped. 
 
    In my hand I clutched the Manhood Destroyer.  It’s a special chastity device that’s illegal to sell in most countries.  It doesn’t simply restrain the male organ and testicles.  It uses springs and sharpened surfaces to gradually turn them into useless pieces of flesh that will ultimately require castration. 
 
    I saw a dark stain appear in my employee’s crotch and spread through his slacks.  “I would be terrified too if I were you,” I said, tossing the torture device at him.  “Now be a good girl and put it on.  You’ll have a few months before you’re drugged and shipped overseas to be castrated.  If you’re lucky you might even have an orgasm or two before your testes are chopped off.”  As his face filled with despair, I gave him an evil grin and said,” Then, my dear, sweet Stephanie, you will never cum again.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Forced Feminization Secrets: A Guide for Dominant Women and Sissy Men 
 
    by 
 
    Victoria Marlowe 
 
      
 
      
 
    Foreword 
 
    Nancy had a problem.  It was her husband, George.  Selfish and insensitive, he spent most of his time lounging around the house in his underwear, drinking beer and watching TV while she slaved to keep the place clean.  His unfit body made him sickening to look at.  His clumsy lovemaking involved grunting on top of her for a few seconds before getting what he wanted.  He would then roll over and fall asleep, leaving her needs unfulfilled. 
 
    “I don’t think I can stand this,” she said to me over drinks at a local club.  “You’re always so good at handling, men; do you have any ideas?”  
 
    “Yes, yes I do,” I said, smiling.  “In fact, I know exactly how to solve your problem.”  I reached out, taking her hand in mine.  “Don’t worry, sweetie,” I said.  “We’re going to turn George into the perfect spouse.” 
 
    A few weeks later I saw the two of them walking down the street together.  Nancy had clearly changed; she walked with a happy, confident air, as if she hadn’t a care in the world.  George, however, staggered on unsteady feet, a blank look on his face – as if he were under a hypnotic spell! 
 
    I kept tabs on the two of them over the next 12 months.  During that time George lost over 60 pounds.  He became meek and compliant, giving Nancy whatever she wanted without complaint or hesitation.  She was his goddess, and he was her obedient, adoring slave. 
 
    George changed in other ways as well.  He stopped watching sports and began reading romance novels.  He grew his hair past his shoulders and dyed it strawberry blond.  One night he told Nancy that he was gay, and that he wanted breasts implants and a boyfriend.  In return, he gave her full permission to have sex with other men.   
 
    Nancy was not only okay with his news, she was ecstatic.  She immediately acquired a handsome, well-hung boyfriend who kept her happy in the sack. 
 
    George, on the other hand, was a total flop as a homosexual.  His penis shrank and he lost the ability to keep an erection.  Eventually his organ became a tiny, almost useless appendage.  He could only urinate properly by sitting down.  
 
    On the other hand, his boob job was a smashing success.  His skin became softer, he grew long fingernails that Nancy painted a slutty red shade, and he began wearing women’s clothing full-time.  He also had facial feminization surgery that gave him girly features. 
 
    A year after our conversation in the bar, Nancy and I, along with her boyfriend and her newly feminized husband, got together for a private party.  That evening we renamed George Georgina, encased his wilted penis in permanent chastity, and told him that his new role in life was to serve Nancy as her full-time maid.  We also informed him that he would also be spending much of his time with men’s penises in his mouth and up his ass, so he had better learn to be a first-class feminized whore.   
 
    Georgina’s slut training started that night, as she blew Nancy’s lover to a throbbing erection, then guided his swollen member into Nancy’s waiting sex.  Then Georgina sat with her legs crossed and hands folded in front of her as Nancy had wild, uninhibited sex with another man.  
 
    Afterwards I had sex with both Nancy and her lover, then we concluded the evening by suspending Georgina from the ceiling.  We beat her ass and balls a bright cherry red as she twirled slowly, helplessly, her masculine identity forever destroyed.   
 
    To this day, my experience with Nancy and her spouse ranks as the most fulfilling adventure of my life.  The two remain married till this day, and both are quite happy in their new roles.  Their success is proof that most men are better off as slaves to powerful women.   
 
    However, the correct methods for transforming them into swishing, crossdressing sissies remained a jealously guarded secret – until now, that is.  In the following pages I spill the beans on how to properly feminize a man – whether he wants it or not.   
 
    I have been a professional dominatrix here in the San Francisco area for over a decade.  I have a select group of clients who afford me a very lavish lifestyle.  In return, I give them the discipline, humiliation, and feminization they crave. 
 
    During my 12 years in this line of work, I have discovered that virtually every man can be feminized; in fact, most males secretly yearn for a strong woman to control and emasculate them.  Yet few ladies have the skills needed to do the job correctly.   
 
    That’s where this book comes in.  I will take you by the hand and lead you through the steps one by one.  When you finish reading, you will have a strong foundation in the methods I have successfully used hundreds of times. 
 
    If you are a man, then I congratulate you on facing the truth about yourself.  Now you must complete your journey towards complete feminization.  Begin with small steps, like burning all your male undergarments and replacing them with silky panties.  Wear them as you go about your day, taking time to notice the feel of the material against your skin.  Then shave your body of all that nasty man-hair, noting how much better it is to be smooth and soft. 
 
    At some point, you should also have your first bisexual experience, hopefully with a commanding masculine figure who will use you like the slut you are.  You will also need to have a strong woman in your life, one who will dominate you and prevent you from doing naughty things like masturbating.  If you ever cum again, then it should be from anal stimulation – or, if you elect for sexual reassignment surgery, then from being fucked in your cunt. 
 
    Ideally, however, your ability to orgasm should be taken away from you.  This will help to shred your masculine identity and reinforce your subservient role in life.  That is usually the direction in which I guide my clients.  This often leads to seeking out medical professionals qualified to perform castration surgery.   
 
    We will discuss that topic a bit later, however.  Right now, just keep reading, and I will take over your mind and body.  After all, we both know that’s what you want.  So surrender to me, and I will make you my bitch.  It’ll be fun – at least for me, anyway. 
 
    2015 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Introduction 
 
    Nothing is as exciting or as fulfilling for a dominant woman as forced feminization.  Turning a swaggering, self-confident male into a meek, submissive, crossdressing slave outdoes every other form of erotic pleasure for the lady seeking to assert herself.  It’s both the ultimate aphrodisiac and the pinnacle of sensual power. 
 
    Let’s begin by discussing what we mean by the word “forced.”  The term does NOT refer to using illegal or unethical methods.  The rule that must guide everyone seeking to feminize a man is summed up in three words: safe, sane, and consensual. 
 
    Having said that, let me stress that there are many types of “force.”  The most powerful of these is psychological manipulation.  The key to feminizing your target lies in controlling his mind.  Destroy the foundations of his maleness and you can turn any guy into your own personal slave.  Trust me – I have done so many times. 
 
    The feminization process begins between the ears.  With that in mind, let’s start by talking about how to sink your claws into his mind. 
 
    Phase One: Mental Conditioning 
 
    Nagging, ordering, bossing – call it what you will; the journey to feminizing your man begins with these all-important skills.  Fortunately, as we all know, men secretly yearn for feminization.  They’re happiest when they’re under the strict control of a take-no-shit, ball-busting domme.  Sadly, most of them are unaware of this fact.  Your job is to help them to realize the truth by tearing down their mental barriers.  These include: 
 
    Confidence 
 
    All men are wimps, dear readers.  It’s inherent in their makeup.  Yet they don’t have the courage to face this fact.  That’s why they swagger about like roosters pretending to be in charge.  It’s why they drive fast cars, watch sports, and engage in stupid competitions with each other.  These activities are part of the endless sham they play on themselves. 
 
    The key to breaking through this nonsense is to use your mouth, and not in the way he wants you to.  Start by saying things like this: 
 
    “The sex was fine, honey.  I was just a little disappointed with the ‘tool’ between your legs.  But don’t worry; I can masturbate myself to an orgasm.” 
 
    “Did you see that guy at the gym?  His arms are sooo big!” 
 
    “You might be surprised at how a little makeup could improve your looks!” 
 
    “You men really have it bad, having to wear that tight, restricting underwear.  Panties feel so much better against the skin!” 
 
    “You know, there’s nothing like the feel of a freshly shaven pair of legs!  I might find you more attractive if you were smoother and softer.” 
 
    “Come on, sweetie, admit it; you’ve wondered what a penis would feel like in your mouth!” 
 
    You don’t have to go all-out with these remarks.  Just drop them into the conversation every now and then.  Over time they will have the same effect as water rushing over rocks, slowly eroding his self-assurance and making him vulnerable to your control. 
 
    Heterosexuality 
 
    All men are either gay or bi.  They love penis and want to be fucked in the ass.  They also know that the key to keeping a woman is making her happy; else she will dump him for a better catch.  So they must service her in the way she demands, both in and out of the bedroom. 
 
    So take the time to plant the idea of having sex with other men in his mind.  It’s especially important to suggest that he be the passive participant; in other words, he should imagine himself on his knees sucking another guy to orgasm.  Or, just as effective, he should picture his ass overflowing with cum.   
 
    This doesn’t mean that you can’t use him to fulfill your own needs, of course.  But remember, you must control what happens in the sack.  Plus, trust me, watching two feminized sissies going at it with each other is a blast!  It makes me laugh and gets me horny at the same time. 
 
    With that in mind, here are some ways to turn your man gay or bi. 
 
    -Suggest watching man-on-man videos with him, “just for a change.”  Stroke his penis or ass cheeks during the steamiest scenes.  This will condition him to equate gay sex with pleasure, which is just what you want. 
 
    -Talk about how you would love to see him with another male.  If it helps, then suggest you might try a threesome with a crossdresser, to ease the transition towards becoming gay. 
 
    -Offer to make love to another woman while he watches, in exchange for him getting it on with a guy. 
 
    These are proven ways for turning your man into a full-blown faggot or, at the very least, a swishy and effeminate bisexual.  So give them a shot; you’ll love the results! 
 
    Orgasm Control and Denial 
 
    Studies show that, when a man cums, that evil hormone testosterone floods his bloodstream.  You must prevent that at all costs!  Instead, keep your man on the edge constantly, while denying him release from his desires.  This will make him insanely horny yet eternally frustrated; and that, in turn, will ensure he stays firmly under your control. 
 
    At the same time, there’s no point in depriving yourself of the pleasure you so richly deserve.  So feel free to explore other options for intimacy besides the man you seek to feminize.  Other women, dildos, or just well-hung studs are all excellent choices.   
 
    If your man finds out about your exploits, then tell him that you were forced to turn to other sources for sex because of his pathetic skills as a lover.  This will humiliate him, another secret to forced feminization.  That leads to our next topic. 
 
    Humiliation 
 
    Embarrassing your man in front of others is essential to the feminization process.  Seeing others snickering at him will crush his self-image, giving you ever more opportunities to transform him into your obedient slave.  Here are some proven strategies for accomplishing this goal. 
 
    -Challenge him to take up an activity for which he has no talent.  This can be basketball, playing poker, or whatever.  The idea is for him to fail miserably, while you reinforce his defeat while pretending to comfort him.   
 
    -Make friends with guys who are younger, more athletic, or more successful than him.  He will feel the need to prove he’s as much a man as they are.  He will flop at this task, making his doubt himself and increasing his submissive urges. 
 
    -As his confidence dies, begin putting him down in front of others.  Go easy at first, just to get him used to your abuse.  Then, as he crumbles, really turn on the heat.  Tell him he’s slow or stupid or clumsy when the two are you are in public together.  Throw the contents of an ashtray in his face.  Slap his face when others are looking.   
 
    Over time you can really have fun with this tactic.  One of my trainees had her husband on his knees licking the bottom of her shoes in a crowded mall!  Let me tell you, that man is now a first-class sissy – just as he should be. 
 
    Burning His Bridges 
 
    At some point, you should order your prey to present himself before his former male friends in his newly humiliated state.  Order him to tell his old pals that he is now your sex-whipped sissy, and that he will never live as a man again.   
 
    If all goes well, then his former companions will take this opportunity to mock your target for his weakness, plunging him deep into shame and making him cry like a girl.   
 
    Join them in laughing at him; that will dissolve any remaining trace of pride he has left, turning his mind into psychological goo that you can reshape as you please. 
 
    I have used this tactic with marvelous effectiveness more than once.  One of my greatest successes was using it on a rich trust fund brat who thought himself a financial genius.  He presented himself to six of his old buddies as “Marilyn.”  At first they were shocked; then one began to laugh.  Soon there was a raucous cacophony of laughter at Marilyn’s expense, while she stood quietly with hands folded, her head hung low in shame and humiliation. 
 
    One of the men had lost of thousands of dollars in poker games with Marilyn over the years.  What he didn’t know was that the newly feminized sissy had been cheating the whole time.  I forced her to ‘fess up to her ex-friend.  Then, to pay for her actions, I made her blow the guy while the other guys smoked cigars and watched.   
 
    Tears streamed down Marilyn’s face as she worked her old poker partner to orgasm.  She drank every drop of his cum, then knelt in silence as her six “friends” blew smoke in her face, pinched her ass, and fondled her new boobs.   
 
    Then I told them to take her to the bedroom and fuck her in the ass to their heart’s content.  I stood by the door and listened.  A few times I heard her plead for mercy, and once she even screamed.  The sound was music to my ears! 
 
    I also recommend taking away anything your man owns that may reinforce his male identity. I feminized one man who was a college football player in his 20s. He had trophies on display in his home from those days. I made him destroy them while I watched. Then I forced him to call his old coach and team mates and tell them he was becoming a woman. After some shocked silence, most of them laughed hysterically!  
 
    The experience brought tears to his eyes; but, afterwards, he thanked me for forcing him to take that step. It helped him to let go of his manhood and embrace his sissy identity fully. 
 
    Use these techniques until your target is an emasculated, pseudo-male wimp.  Then you can move on to the second phase of the process, which we will discuss next. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Power Exchanges 
 
    At this point your victim is on the ropes, his knees buckling and his head spinning from all the psychological blows you have dealt to him.  Now you can start to redefine your relationship to put you in the driver’s seat.  Focus on the following aspects of your life when taking this step. 
 
    Sex 
 
    Remember, girls: everything that happens in the bedroom is about YOU, not him!  The male’s job is to ensure that you are completely, totally satisfied.  Then, if and only if you see fit, may he cum.   
 
    Preferably, at some point you will refuse to have anything to do with his penis.  Make him use his tongues or fingers or a sex toy to give you what you need.  One particularly potent technique is to order him to use a vibrator on your clit.  Then, as you climax, tell him that even a cold piece of plastic is more of a man than he will ever be. 
 
    Even if you’re not into fucking other guys, I recommend cuckolding him, simply because of the effect seeing another man pleasure his woman will have on your prey.  Nothing is more deliciously cruel – or more effective at inducing feminization. 
 
    I also urge you to discover the immense pleasure of causing physical pain.  Personally, nothing gets me more worked up than inflicting penis-and-ball torture.  I have burned men’s genitals with matches, inserted needles into them, rubbed them with abrasive cleaners till they were raw, and sometimes simply punched the poor slob in the nuts.  The only thing more fulfilling to me than destroying a man’s private parts is watching him pay me for torturing him.  Believe me, I have the best job in the world! 
 
    Speaking of money, let’s move on to the next topic. 
 
    Finances 
 
    I will never understand women who insist on supporting themselves.  I think it’s a scam that men have played on my gender over the last 50 years or so.  In reality, a woman has every right to expect men to lavish her with cash and gifts.  So assert your natural rights by taking over control of the purse strings. 
 
    He will of course need a tiny allowance for personal grooming items, gasoline to drive to work, etc.  Keep the amount you allot to him under $25 weekly if possible.  After he starts wearing women’s clothes and makeup, you may want to increase this amount slightly to cover those expenses. 
 
    I enjoy a very luxurious lifestyle thanks to the men who pay me tribute.  Last year I pocketed $356,000.00 from this income source alone.  You can do the same, trust me.  So make yourself the queen of the castle financially; you will never regret doing so. 
 
    Speech 
 
    Men love to shoot off their mouths about whatever inane subject currently occupies their limited attention span.  You have better things to do than listen to his nonsense, of course.  So chop off his tongue (metaphorically speaking) by enforcing the following rules. 
 
    -You always get the first and last word in any discussion, no exceptions. 
 
    -He must address you as “Mistress,” “Goddess,” or some other suitably respectful term.  You in turn are free to call him whatever you like, including terms like “silly girl” and “worm.” 
 
    -Above all, make sure he never uses terms like “I” or “my.”  Instead, he should say things like, “this slave” or “this whipped faggot” to refer to himself.  He must do so in both private and public, unless you allow otherwise.  This technique has a stunning effect; soon your target will be stumbling about in a mental fog as you push his buttons with glee. 
 
    There’s no point in having a slave unless he earns his keep.  That leads to the next subject for this chapter. 
 
    Chores 
 
    There should be a law against women doing housework!  Why risk breaking a fingernail when there are legions of dull-witted men to do these demeaning tasks?  So give yourself a permanent break from domestic drudgery by forcing your man to tend to these petty matters.  At the very least, he should dust, vacuum, wash dishes, and handle laundry duty, while you prop your feet up and read a good book – like this one, for example! 
 
    As the feminization process continues, add to his degradation by dressing him as a maid.  Put him in a frilly outfit with stockings and white gloves; then laugh as he prances around in his sissy garb.  And, should he fail to perform a task properly, don’t be afraid to punish him.  Torture his balls, deny him the chance to masturbate, or just tear into him like a banshee.  The choice is yours, so long as the pain is his. 
 
    By this point will be ready to lose what little remains of his so-called “manhood.”  This is where it gets really fun, ladies!  So follow me into the next chapter. 
 
    A Word on Hypnosis 
 
    There is more BS written about feminization hypnosis than any other subject.  As I promised, this book will separate the fact from the fantasies, and that includes this all-important topic.  So here’s the low-down: 
 
    Yes, hypnosis works, but only after the feminization process is well under way.  I usually begin hypnotic sessions after several months of extreme domination.  Then and only then is the brain ripe for utter conquest.   
 
    I usually begin by working my target into a relaxed state with soothing words and New Age-type music.  Then, when his eyes begin to flutter and his features turn smooth and blank, I use commands like these: 
 
    You will keep your body smooth and silky from now on.  You will crave the feel of silk and lace and panic at the thought of dressing as a man.  You will wear makeup and perfume and keep yourself as pretty as possible during your waking hours. 
 
    You crave men’s organs and love nothing more than having them inside of you.  You love to feel a man cum deep in your ass, or to have him shoot his load down your willing throat. 
 
    You know that you cannot please your wife/girlfriend in bed.  So you will urge her to have sex with well-hung studs, while you content yourself with a rare chance to masturbate.  You will thank these men for giving her what you can never provide.  You will offer to clean their homes, cook their meals, and suck their shafts in exchange for fucking your woman. 
 
    Done properly, these techniques will turbo-charge the feminization process, accomplishing in days what might take months otherwise.  So give it a try; it’s great fun! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Physical Feminization Techniques 
 
    My fondest memory is of the man I feminized when I was 21.  He was my first husband, a rich clod with an inflated ego and an empty skull.  I spent three years breaking his will and making him my sissy maid.  Then I emptied his bank account and left him behind.  That’s a story for another book, however. 
 
    As the male body is ugly by nature, you will be helping your target immensely by feminizing his looks.  As a pathetic sissy, he will never be your equal, of course.  But that goes without saying.  MY point is that you should feel good about what you are doing to your lucky man.  You are helping him to learn his proper station in life, which is a plus for him as well as you. 
 
    Let’s begin by getting skin-deep, shall we? 
 
    Razors and Lotions 
 
    Other than the top of the head, the human body should be free of hair.  We women already know this to be true.  Now it’s time for your target to learn this lesson as well.  Start by forcing him to shave every last follicle of hair from his legs.  Then proceed to his chest, arms, ass, and finally his face.  Then tell him how pretty he looks without all that nasty male fuzz clogging up his pores. 
 
    Once he is as smooth as the proverbial peach, use lotions, creams, and/or body oils to soften him up.  Choose something with a pink label that smells really dainty.  Avoid applying these products to his penis, however – that should remain unsatisfied.  You’ll know you’re having the desired effect if his organ leaks pre-cum.   
 
    Remember to trim his nails, both fingers and toes.  Then paint them a sissy color.   
 
    After you have feminized his flesh, it’s time to dress him up like a girl. 
 
    Undergarments 
 
    Also known as “foundations,” making your man wear these items is another essential part of the feminization process.  You want him to feel the soft, silky material against his skin every moment he is awake.  This will both keep him horny and reinforce the feminine persona you are creating in his mind. 
 
    I love the color peach; it’s sexy and classy and just downright hot.  So I dress my clients in peach-shaded stockings, garters, panties, bras, and corsets.  I make them parade in front of me while I gush about how pretty and femme they are. 
 
    You are free to choose the colors you want for your slave, although pink is a can’t-miss choice.  By its very nature it will dissolve his masculine identity.  So I suggest using it unless another color strikes your fancy.  Red is good if you want to turn him into a penis-hungry transvestite slut – which, in fact, describes most men. 
 
    As far as fabrics go, forget cotton and flannel.  No sissy should ever wear “granny panties.”  The only materials that should touch their skin should be silk, satin, or lace. 
 
    Sissies crave wearing bras, though few of them have the cleavage to fill them out (unless they’re morbidly obese, in which case you should force them to diet).  You can always stuff the cups with tissues.  These will at least make your slave appear to have breasts.  Later on, if you so choose, you can order him to have sexual reassignment surgery; more on this subject later. 
 
    Personally, I find that padding my slave’s brassieres with lacey fabrics creates better results.  The material rubs against their nipples, making them wild with desire.  Combined with the eternal frustration of being in a penis cage, this will keep your slave forever on the edge of an orgasm without giving him release – the ideal mental state for forced feminization! 
 
    A trick I learned from the domme who trained me is to hang a small handwritten sign from the back of the submissive’s bra.  It should say something suitably humiliating like, “I’m a sissy queer.”  Order him to write the message himself; then take a photo of the note hanging down his back and show it to him.  It’s especially important that he pen the words himself; this will burn the message deep into his mental circuits, further eroding his masculine identity. 
 
    Stockings are another absolute must for feminizing your man.  Slide those pretty hose up his smooth, silken legs – or make him do so while you watch.  Nothing gives a dominant woman more satisfaction than to see her prey slipping into a pair of womanly stockings!   
 
    Okay, let’s say you have your sissy in panties, stockings, and a brassiere.  As a result, his penis is stone-hard.  He may start begging you for permission to masturbate at his point.  Don’t let him!  In fact you may want to take this opportunity to punish him for asking.  I recommend saying something like, “some ‘submissive’ you are!  You just want to cum; you’re not interested in serving a powerful woman!”   
 
    He will of course deny this, which puts you in a powerful psychological position.  Continue to press the issue; then, when he seems completely exasperated, order him to prove his sincerity by inflicting pain or humiliation on himself.   
 
    I have forced my slaves to stick a needle in their penis, plunge their head into a toilet bowl, or punch themselves in the balls.  Without fail they comply, which satisfies my sadistic urges while reinforcing their commitment to total feminization.  It’s a win-win for all involved. 
 
    After your target has degraded himself in some way, you can proceed to the next stage of his physical transformation. 
 
    Makeup 
 
    Every woman has their own preferences where this topic is concerned, so I have little to say, except that there is no such thing as too many cosmetics when it comes to making a man look feminine.  If you doubt this, then watch an episode or two of Ru Paul’s Drag Race and you’ll see what I mean.  In fact, really caking on the face paint will give your slave a whorish, street-walker look.  This is yet another key to destroying his manliness and bringing him under your complete control. 
 
    Wigs 
 
    I advise against making your slave a redhead; those of us with crimson locks have a reputation for having fiery tempers, which is absolutely NOT a quality you want to encourage in your sissy!   
 
    Blond, on the other hand, is always a winner, especially the platinum shade preferred by most bimbos.  Blonds are known for being dumb and easy to get in the sack – two highly desirable traits for any feminized sissy.  So turn him into a crossdressing version of Marilyn Monroe or Jayne Mansfield, then get ready to watch him suck penis like a bitch in heat.   
 
    You may also want to turn your sissy into a brunette, especially if she has a dark complexion.  Chestnut is a pretty shade that works well. 
 
    Some sissies may be able to grow their natural hair long.  If so, then this is almost always preferable to using wigs.  It’s far more permanent.  You can also explore using extensions, which is what those so-called “baldness cures” are all about.  The hair is literally sewn into the person’s scalp. 
 
    Choosing a Name for your Sissy 
 
    Any feminine moniker is fine, but here are some of my favorites: 
 
    Susan – traditional and feminine, Susan is a good choice if you will be transforming your sissy into an unpaid secretary or office girl.  You can call her “Suzie” if you like as well. 
 
    Jennifer – another classic choice.  It’s a good alternative to ugly masculine names like “James” or “John.” 
 
    Tiffany – perfect for a sissy who you are turning into a blond bimbo.  Empty Tiffany’s mind of thoughts and fill her bra with a giant pair of boobs, then sell her to horny tranny chasers.  You’ll love it! 
 
    Nicole – in the same vein as Tiffany, Nicole is ideal for a sissified penis sucking whore. 
 
    Bubbles – the name sound ridiculous, which is the point.  Imagine your sissy saying, “hello, I’m my wife’s feminized spouse Bubbles.”  The lady of the house will get laid by a well-hung stud, while Bubbles cleans house and cooks dinner. 
 
    Karen – my all-time favorite, for sentimental reasons.  I transformed a football player into Karen in the late 90s; she’s now the property of a Chicago crime boss.  I made a mint off that little venture! 
 
    These are just suggestions.  Choose any name you like, just so long as it’s your idea and not the sissy’s.  After all, sissies should never have thoughts of their own anyway, right?  
 
    Final Touches 
 
    Some transvestites clothe themselves in ladies’ business suits or other clothes that suggest power and assertiveness.  Never let your prey follow their example!  Instead, put him in short skirts and low-cut tops with platform heels, and make him prance around like a cheap tramp while you whistle and stomp your feet.  Call your sissy “whore” and “slut” constantly.   
 
    Remember: the purpose of making him wear the feminine attire is to force him to accept the idea that he really IS a woman – or at least a pathetic clone of a real female.  Does this sound like brainwashing?  It is, ladies! That’s the “forced” part of forced feminization.  Control the mind, cage the penis, and the rest follows naturally!   
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    My Million Dollar Secret 
 
    In this chapter I’m going to unveil the single most powerful method in my toolkit for forcibly feminizing a male.  This one secret is easily worth 100 times what you paid for this book.  Yet I’m giving it to you for nearly nothing, my dear reader!  That’s the generous kind of person I am.   
 
    Ready?  Here it is. 
 
    Get a chair, either a folding seat or one from a dining room set.   
 
    Get a headphone set, one that ties into a microphone that you can speak into comfortably.  Wireless sets work great and are reasonably priced these days. 
 
    Place a TV with a DVD player in front of the chair.  Load it up with the filthiest, nastiest example of gay or transgender porn you can find. 
 
    Drill a hole in the bottom about two inches in diameter. 
 
    Force your sissy to sit in the chair while dressed as a woman.  Make sure you cut a hole in her panties large enough to receive a massive dildo. 
 
    Restrain your sissy to the chair.  Tight ropes work best, through chains or cuffs will suffice. 
 
    Insert a vibrator up through the hole and DEEP into her ass.  Whether or not you use lube is up to you; I usually forego such niceties. 
 
    Place the headphones over your sissy’s ears. 
 
    Turn on the TV. 
 
    As she watches the video, speak into the microphone in your lowest, sexiest voice.  Say things like, “look at that sissy sucking that giant stud-penis!  Don’t you wish you were her?  Watch her lips slide up and down his shaft; she really is a first-class slut!  Notice how her lipstick coats his organ as he fucks her mouth.  Don’t you wish you had a man’s penis between your lips, my sweet, slutty sissy?” 
 
    This technique will utterly destroy your target’s remaining vestiges of masculinity.  It will turn her as queer as the proverbial three dollar bill.  It will drive her wild with desire and, at the same time, deny her an orgasm.  Nothing, I repeat, NOTHING will force-feminize her quicker than this one simple method.  Use it on your sissy often, and soon she will be the penis-craving slave you have always wanted.  What could be better? 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Advanced Techniques 
 
    Consider the following ideas to be the icing on the cake.  You may or may not employ them, depending on your long-term goals for your feminized slave.  I present them as options to keep in mind. 
 
    Castration 
 
    I love the idea of destroying a man’s genitals.  Fortunately, there are safe, legal ways to accomplish this goal.  The technical name for the procedure is “sexual reassignment surgery.”    
 
    Castration will make your sissy much more docile and compliant.  This is because it cuts off the flow of testosterone at its source, and the dreaded “T” hormone is the source of most men’s shortcomings.  It makes their bodies hairy, gives them ugly, bulky muscles, and inspires them to act in so-called “manly” ways.  There is no way to add up all the harm that testosterone has caused the world.  This is why I am such a huge advocate of castration; it cuts off the source of male behavior at the “source,” if you get my drift.  
 
    You’ll find that a castrated slave is much happier and far more obedient than one with intact genitals.  He will lose interest in sports and take up hobbies like knitting and sewing.  He will become more sensitive, crying during romantic movies and taking far more care with his appearance.  In short, he will be much closer to the feminine ideal than he might otherwise obtain. 
 
    Don’t be surprised if your castrated sissy turns 100% gay.  I love to see this change in my clients and do everything possible to encourage it.  Even though your sissy will lose the ability to cum, he will still crave physical contact, the kind that a well-hung stud can easily provide.   
 
    One day women will dominate the world; that’s a fact.  But, even when that happens, there will still be a need for men with functioning organs to tend to our needs.  Those lucky studs will also provide entertainment for their owners by fucking sissy slaves, while women watch and cheer them on. 
 
    Of course, you will want to limit the frequency with which your sissy has sex with a real man.  It should be an occasional treat that you allow her to enjoy in return for serving you with utter devotion.  
 
    Some castrated sissies develop the ability to cum from anal sex.  Personally, I don’t like this fact.  I prefer that my slaves never orgasm again.  You, however, may choose to allow your slave to retain this ability.  Orgasms can be a powerful motivator to perform correctly, after all.  The possibility of orgasm, however faint, can also help to keep your sissy in a perpetual state of sexual frustration, which offers both emotional and practical benefits for the dominant woman.  So, if you spot your slave climaxing from having a penis shoved up her ass, there’s nothing wrong with letting her do so. 
 
    On the other hand, you may have a sadistic bent like I do, and prefer that your sissies always equate sex with pain and fear.  If that’s the case, then try a trick I learned from a close friend.  She prepares her slave for anal intercourse by fucking his sphincter with a coarse metal file, then rubbing his ass cheeks with sandpaper until they are raw.  When the stud does insert his penis, the slave will be in such awful pain that orgasm will be impossible.  She reports that her most intense orgasms have come from hearing her sissy scream during the experience – and, after all, isn’t everything about our pleasure? 
 
    Closely related to castration is the topic of penis removal, another of my favorite subjects.  Known in medical circles as a “penectomy,” it further emasculates the slave by robbing him of the most basic symbol of masculinity.  The surgeon inserts a catheter in the sissy’s bladder, which he uses to pee.   
 
    When combined with testes removal, a penectomy is the ultimate assertion of female power.  The dominant can always point to the deformed, mutilated sissy as proof of her ability to control men. She can send him to men’s restrooms to urinate, forcing him to use the urinal so that men who still have their genitals can see his condition and laugh at him.  She can also drop the slave’s panties and show off her creation to her girlfriends. 
 
    In certain parts of San Francisco, where I live, mistresses regularly display their post-castration, post-penectomy slaves at fetish parties and BDSM munches.  As objects of erotic art, they create both keen interest and well-earned admiration for the slave owner.  I’m not sure how the slaves feel, nor do I care. 
 
    Some ladies have become fantastically wealthy from this practice, as Arab oil billionaires regularly purchase these sissies for their own use.  Make no mistake about it; all the stuff you’ve heard about harems and eunuchs in the Middle East is true.  That stuff goes on to this day, and their legal system makes sure that slave owners exercise total control over their property, no questions asked. 
 
    Everyone has their special turn-ons; one of mine is seeing a castrated sissy in panties.  There’s just something about knowing that I’ll never see an unsightly bulge in the soft, silky fabric that lights a fire in my sex.  It’s heavenly! 
 
    If you’re a sissy, then I strongly encourage you to willingly offer your genitals to your dominant.  Tell her that you wish to sacrifice them to her, as a symbol of your utter devotion to her control.  Chances are, she will take you up on the offer.  And you will be happier once you no longer feel testosterone poisoning your body.  You’ll be happier, more content, and easier to dominate, which is a win-win for all involved. 
 
    If you’re unable to castrate your slave, then you can achieve many of the same results by clamping your prey’s penis into a permanent chastity device.  I favor metal ones with sharply curved tubes that taper into narrow openings at the end.  Not only will this ruin any chance your slave may have of functioning as a man, it will punish him with physical pain should his penis ever try to become erect.  It’s sheer hell for him, and pure heaven for the woman shrewd enough to inflict this fate upon her man. 
 
    Another, more affordable way to ruin a man’s organ is to pull the foreskin forward so that it covers the glans entirely, then pierce it on the end with a pretty earring or other piece of jewelry.  I especially enjoy this method because it causes the victim to spray himself with his piss, which is fun to watch.  Make sure he uses sanitized towelettes after he voids his bladder; this is important for good hygiene.  After all, we’re not trying to hurt the poor creature, just have a little fun at his expense. 
 
    If your slave retains his balls, then the testes will require occasional milking for health reasons.  I recommend making this experience as degrading as possible for the sissy.  Compare her to a cow and complain constantly about the need to perform the ritual.  Force her to drink the milk afterwards, then laugh at her for being such a cum-hungry slut.   
 
    By the way, you’ll notice that I refer to slaves with both the masculine and feminize pronouns.  I do this on purpose.  The slave should think of herself as neither a man nor a woman, but as a sissy, an inferior third gender intended to serve her betters.  She has been robbed of her manhood and endowed with feminine characteristics for your amusement and enjoyment.  Make sure she understands this fact, even if you must use brutal methods.   
 
    Breasts 
 
    Along with altering the genitals, you can of course endow your slave with her own silicone-enhanced breasts.  I strongly advise you to go this route.  The physical effect of losing her balls and gaining breasts is so enormous that it will forever cut off any hope of escape from your control, assuring you of her long-term obedience. 
 
    You may wish to keep her penis caged while blessing her with her own boobs – at her expense, of course.  My alpha slave Jeanette has enormous hooters, well over DD cups.  A nice physician in Taiwan did the work, at a price that was significantly less than what a US doc would charge.  Yet Jeanette’s organ is kept firmly under lock-and-key, except during her once-monthly milking sessions. 
 
    I share Jeanette with a master named Rick, who is better endowed than the average horse.  Sometimes we invite Jeanette to join the two of us for sex.  I love to watch his rough, manly hands fondle her breasts.  Afterward she sucks him till he’s about to burst, then guides his swollen organ into my sex.   
 
    Jeanette’s reward is to watch the two of us fuck like animals.  Then, after we have both climaxed several times, Rick rides her ass while I masturbate. Let me tell you, after a night like that I sleep like the dead! 
 
    Censorship: An Advanced but Important Step to Staying in Control 
 
    My slaves read only what I allow them to; they watch only TV shows I have screened beforehand.  They listen to no music, have no friends, and never go anywhere other than places I send them to.   
 
    I urge you to follow my example.  Make your sissy read books by hard-core feminists who rant about what scum men are.  Buy them subscriptions to cooking and interior decorating magazines.  Force them to watch hours of gay and trans porn every week.  And, while they sleep, play recorded messages that degrade them and reinforce their submissive thoughts.   
 
    After all, you’ve invested a lot of time and effort into forcibly feminizing your slaves; make sure your grip on their minds and bodies stays tight. 
 
    Legal Name Changes and Transfers of Property 
 
    I’m no attorney, so I’m just going to touch on this subject real quick and let you follow up if you so desire.  Here in California our laws are quite liberal in many ways, especially when it comes to sexuality.  Three of my slaves have had their names legally changed to reflect their feminine personas, and then willingly signed over their bank accounts and other property to me.  In return, I let them live in a basement apartment in my home.  They perform my housework, cook my meals, do my nails, and massage my back and neck on a nightly basis.  When they fulfill their duties faithfully I allow them to have sissy-on-sissy sex once every several weeks.   
 
    Jeanette, whom I mentioned before, is not allowed to join in these sessions; I enjoy the sadistic pleasure of denying her urges far too much to permit her sensual pleasure.  She is my own special pet, whom I reserve for special activities which I will discreetly leave out of this book.  A lady must have some secrets, after all. 
 
    Getting Rich 
 
    There are many ways to make a fortune from feminizing men.  The most common method is to become a pro domme.  Unlike prostitutes, a dominatrix doesn’t have sex with her clients.  She abuses, controls, and emasculates them – all of which are more fun than fucking them, in my opinion. 
 
    You can also pimp your sissy out to do cleaning, typing, and other menial tasks.  One associate of mine, who lives in Los Angeles, has a thriving firm that employs 50 feminized wimps in this way.  She charges $200 an hour for their services, but she pays her sissies just slightly above minimum wage.  Bitchy, high-maintenance women and dominant gay men hire her people to perform “services” for them. 
 
    Then there are other, less well-known options for profiting from your sissy.  Here in San Francisco, for example, there are 10 women, all acquaintances of mine, who run large companies.  Each used to work for some tyrannical male asshole who made their lives hell.   
 
    Then, over time, the bastards they worked for lost their edge.  They became mentally confused, meek, and submissive.  They developed an interest in things like sewing and painting their fingernails.  They even started wearing lady’s clothes. 
 
    As their control over their businesses crumbled, the woman they once abused seized control of their empires.  Those 10 ladies are well on their way to controlling most of the financial assets in southern California.   
 
    Meanwhile, the men who use to torment them have vanished.  Some say that they’re now transvestite hookers blowing guys on the street.  Other say that they still work at their former companies, but as housekeepers and receptionists.  Still others say that they are now virtual slaves in foreign countries, where they serve Arab sheiks and their harems. 
 
    I’m not saying I know what happened to those men.  But I will say that, after each of them began their journey to sissyhood, I received a million dollars in my bank account from grateful but anonymous friends.  I appreciate the kindness shown to me by these 10 unnamed people.  Now do with that information what you will. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Case Studies in Forced Feminization and Female-Led Relationships 
 
    In this section we will look at several real-life examples of men who have gone through some type of forced feminization. In each case their transformation was initiated and controlled by a commanding female figure. These accounts are based on my personal experiences mentoring other dominant women in my techniques. As each case is unique, your experience may be similar or different from the ones that follow. 
 
      
 
    Case Study Number One: from Paul to Pamela 
 
    Paul was a 32 year old software designer married to Jill, a self-employed hairstylist and cosmetologist. Paul had significantly more formal education than his wife, and he used this fact to make her feel inadequate about herself. 
 
    Jill contacted me through a mutual friend and I agreed to take the case. We began by teaching Jill how to refocus Paul’s criticisms of her. For example, if Paul made reference to a book Jill had not read, she would say something like, “wow, honey, how did you ever find the time to do so much reading?” The point was to redirect the conversation so that its topic was Paul’s utter lack of a social life. As it turned out, Paul had always been shy and deeply insecure, which is why felt the need to feel superior to others.  
 
    Jill learned probing techniques that persuaded Paul to open up about these issues. She then used them to establish herself as the dominant partner. Unlike her husband, she had always had plenty of friends and a variety of experiences. In this way, she was superior to her husband. 
 
    With my help, Jill deepened Paul’s insecurities regarding himself. About the same time, she began asserting herself more in the bedroom, demanding that he bring her to orgasm before climaxing himself. She also found ways to belittle him in public, comparing him to men who were younger or stronger or better looking. 
 
    Over the course of the next 12 months, Jill gradually gained the upper hand over her husband in every area of their lives. She then began forcing him to cross-dress. She started slowly, making him buy and wear panties throughout the day. Over time, Paul began shaving his body and developing strongly submissive desires. These changes progressed until he became a full-time transvestite. He also changed his name to Pamela. 
 
    Today Pamela and Jill enjoy a relationship in which she, not he, is in control. While she enjoys a varied sex life with her choice of lovers, Paul is thoroughly cuckolded and rarely experiences physical intimacy himself. The last time I checked with this happy couple, Pamela was looking into getting sexual reassignment surgery. Jill was enthusiastic about his newfound interest. She was looking forward to having a live-in girlfriend with whom she could share makeup and fashion secrets. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Case Study Number Two: Taking Charge of the Husband’s Business 
 
    Judy was a real estate professional who worked for her husband Bob, who was a real estate broker in the Bay area. Their company was prospering, but this was due to Judy’s abilities and effort. Bob spent most of his day playing golf, talking to friends, and surfing the Internet. Judy approached me, asking for my help in changing the dynamics of their relationship. 
 
    Over time, Judy took over virtually every aspect of her husband’s brokerage, essentially making him useless to the company’s well-being. At one point she approached him, demanding he sign over control and majority ownership to her. At first he balked, but up but quickly realized that, without her, his brokerage would fall apart. 
 
    After Judy acquired a dominant role in the business, she used her new position to force her husband to go on an extreme diet that caused him to lose almost 100 pounds. She began monitoring his activities and curtailing his use of the Internet. The truly transformative moment in their relationship occurred, however, about 18 months after I first began counseling Judy. At that point, she forced her husband to wear a male chastity device that gave her complete control of his penis. 
 
    Bob today is far healthier and, overall, much happier in his new role as his wife’s secretary and personal assistant. He has begun the first tentative steps towards assuming a full-time female identity.

I referred the couple to a plastic surgeon that could do the necessary work to transform Bob into Bobbi, a feminized slave for his wife’s enjoyment. The last I checked, Bob’s surgery is scheduled for spring of 2016. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Case Study Number Three: from Rodeo Star to Romance Novel Writer 
 
    I received a call about three years ago from Barbara, an old friend from the Tennessee high school I attended. She told me how her husband Troy was being verbally abusive and domineering towards her. Troy was a full-time electrician and weekend rodeo star. He made a point of drinking too much, eating too much, talking too loudly, and swaggering in the presence of others. 
 
    I surmised that Troy’s hyper-masculine behavior was meant to compensate for inner feelings of inadequacy. I learned that, earlier in life, Troy had worked part-time at a floral shop and had even wanted to learn the trade for himself. Some work by a private detective turned up the fact that Troy had engaged in sexual liaisons with gay males in the Knoxville, Tennessee area. 
 
    Confronting Troy with this information shattered his male ego, especially when Barbara threatened to reveal it to his friends. Over the next several months, Troy became docile and sweet towards his wife and began wearing her clothing. He eventually accepted his homosexuality as well. Today the couple live in an open marriage, in which Barbara is free to take care of her own sexual needs as she chooses. Troy has a dominant boyfriend who forces him to wear ladies undergarments during sex. 
 
    Recently Troy thanked me for engineering his transformation. He also told me that he has rekindled an interest he had as a teenager in writing. At this time he is putting the finishing touches on his first novel, the story of a rodeo star and bully who, thanks to his powerful wife, becomes a sensitive, caring, submissive gay male. I look forward to reading it. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Conclusion 
 
    Forced feminization is the ideal fate of every man.  It removes predatory scum from the world and replaces them with sweet, sensitive, docile sissies who serve their owners with love and devotion.  So, if there’s a man in your life who could use a little feminizing, go for it!  You’ll be glad you did, and so will she. Thanks for reading these words and I wish you all the best. 
 
    Victoria Marlowe 
 
    San Francisco, CA 
 
    2015 
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    The End 
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