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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!
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