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How Joey Became Janice:

A First-Hand Forced Feminization Account

by

Scarlett Redd

as told to her by Sharon Seabury

Sharon had no idea that her brother Joey was a cock sucking sissy, until she caught him wearing a pair of her panties.

Now Sharon and her girlfriend Lisa are on a mission to guide Joey into becoming Janice, a fully feminized sissy slave. But will self-righteous interlopers and busybodies spoil things for the trio? The answers are all inside this amazing book!


An excerpt from the text:

“Take another look at your worthless organ,” said Konrad. “I can’t blame you for being ashamed of it. Who wouldn’t be?”

“You’re right, Master,” said Joey robotically. “You’re right.”

. “What do sissies like you enjoy doing to real men like me?” Konrad asked.

“Ohhh, Master,” Joey cooed, his voice becoming higher and more girlish with every word he spoke. “We love nothing better than to feel your masculinity between our painted whore lips. We crave cock, we crave our Mistress’s pussy, we crave control and humiliation. Those are the only things we ever think of, except for pretty clothes and makeup, of course.”

“Very good,” said Konrad’s deep, commanding voice. “What else do you like to do with men’s cocks?”

“We love to spread our ass cheeks and beg men like you to pound us,” said Joey, his voice downright feminine at this point. “It’s the only way we can cum, since our pathetic sissy cocks are too small and weak to bring us to orgasm.”

“Tell me,” said Konrad, “what do you want to do with those ridiculous football trophies in your room at home? The ones with your name etched on them?”

“I want to throw them away,” said Joey. “They don’t belong to me anyway. The person who earned those trophies is dead.”

“I see,” said Konrad. “So you’re telling me that Joey is now dead. In that case, what is your name?”

A haunting smile crept across my brother’s face as he said, “my name is Janice, Master. I’m a queer little slut who dresses up like a girl and wants to have breasts and a boyfriend.”

I smiled, knowing that I now had a sister instead of a brother!


Chapter One: Lisa and I Decide to Feminize my Brother

“Sharon, you have got to be fucking kidding me!” My friend Lisa said as we laid next to each other on her bed.

“Lisa, I swear to God,” I said with a nervous giggle. “I caught Joey wearing my underwear and jacking off! Not only that, he was looking at naked dudes on his iPad!”

“Wow,” she said, shaking her head as she looked up at the ceiling. “I guess being queer runs in your family.”

“Hey!” I said in mock outrage, giving her tummy a playful slap. “That’s not fair! You and I are not queers. We’re dykes. There’s a difference.”

As usual, the two of us were naked. Her right leg was draped over my chest between my boobs and I was stroking the soft skin along her inner thigh. We had just finished a marathon 69ing session and were catching our breath.

My pussy was still tingling from my most recent orgasm. Lisa has a real talent for getting me off. All it takes is a little tickling from her tongue and my clit is in lizzy heaven. Lisa is the best I’ve ever had.

That’s not to take anything away from me, of course. I’m a pretty good carpet muncher myself. I’ve sent girls into overdrive after just a few seconds of going down on them. Hell, I can go for hours, switching from one hot piece of poontang to the next. What can I say? I love eating cunt!

Anyway, back to the story…

“Sounds like it’s time for you to face facts,” Lisa said, rolling over on her side and propping up her head with her elbow.

“What facts are those, my love?” I asked.

“Your brother is not just gay, he’s a true blue sissy,” she said, licking her lips and stroking her right nipple. “He probably wants boobs and a boyfriend.”

“Wow,” I said, rolling my eyes as I tried to get my head around what Lisa was saying. “Just – wow.”

She laughed as she adjusted her position on the bed, laying the back of her head between my legs. I reached down to stroke her curly chestnut hair, which was still damp with my vaginal secretions. “You know, sweetie,” she said, her lips curled upward in mischievous smile, “this could be a lot of fun for you and me.”

“How so?” I said as I stroked one of her freckles with my index finger. God, she’s hot, I thought. It’s only been five minutes and already I want her again.

To my dismay, she sat up, hopped off the bed, and started to get dressed. “Tell me,” she said, sliding a fresh pair of panties up her luscious legs, “have you ever heard of forced feminization?”

“I nodded. “Yeah,” I said, my interest suddenly piqued. “That’s where women force men to become sissy maids, right?”

“Exactly,” she said, zipping up her jeans and reaching for her bra, which was draped over a chair in front of her desk. A wave of lust went through me as I watched the C cups encircle and support her ample bosom. Driven by lesbian lust, I reached out to her, fondling her left boob through the lacy material.

“Not now,” she said, slapping my hand away. “Hell, we just went at it for two hours straight! Does your clitty ever get tired?”

“Not where you’re concerned, my love,” I said with a sigh. “But I guess the fun is over for now.” I got up and got dressed. “Do you work at the restaurant tonight?” I asked her.

She shook her head. “No,” she said. “Which is fortunate, because you and I are going to see somebody.”

“Really?” I asked. “Who?”

“A friend who can help us with our new project,” she said with a wink and a smile as she laced up her shoes.

“What project is that?” I asked, clueless as to what she was talking about.

“Oh, for God’s sake!” she exclaimed. “Lisa, you have a killer body and a filthy mind, two great qualities in a woman.” She grabbed her car keys and her purse and turned to leave the room. “But sometimes you’re dumb as rocks.”

“Wait!” I said, still struggling to get dressed myself. “Where are we going?”

“To see a friend of mine,” she said. “He can give us tips on how to turn your brother into a girl.”

“What if my brother doesn’t want to become a girl?” I asked her on the way out of the room.

She looked at me with a wicked gleam in her eye. “What makes you think he’ll have a choice?”

I thought about that for a moment, then smiled. “Good point!”

We were on our way out the front door when a familiar voice came over the house intercom system. “Lisa,” it said, “don’t leave the house just yet. I need you down in the basement.”

Lisa sighed. “Excuse me,” she said, rolling her eyes as she walked across the room to the wall-mounted intercom. “What is it, mom?” she asked, sounding exasperated.

“Nothing much,” her mother responded. “Just give me a hand with a client for a few minutes. That’s all.”

“Aw, mom!” Lisa protested, using her best whiny voice. “Sharon and I were just headed out the door!”

“Stop back talking me and get down here NOW!” her mother shouted back. “Or you can forget about that new Mercedes for your birthday!”

“Come on, Sharon,” said Lisa, sounding resigned as she led the way to the basement.

“I don’t know why you have a problem helping your mom with her job,” I said to as we descended the steep wooden stairs. “I think it’s fun!”

“So do I,” she said. “But some of her clients are just so fucking gross!”

“You know, Lisa,” I said, looking around the basement. “I never get tired of coming down here. It’s just so god damn sexy!”

I forgot to mention that Lisa’s mom is a dominatrix. She earns her living by humiliating and feminizing men. So it’s no surprise that their basement is set up like a medieval dungeon. A wide array of torture devices hung from the concrete walls: nipple clamps, riding crops, ball crushers, foreskin pullers, dildoes of every size and color. Just looking at her collection of fun toys made me feel like a kid on Christmas morning.

In the center of the basement stood Lisa’s mom, who goes by the trade name of Mistress Karen, the Queen of Castration. Her real name is Karen Danvers. I just call her Mom; we’re that close.

Mom was wearing a red leather bustier with matching stockings and high-heeled boots. She’s a fair skinned natural blonde of Nordic descent, a true Viking lady with high cheekbones, full lips, and sparkly blue eyes. She stands about 6’2” in heels.

As you can imagine, my cunt gets wet every time I see her. Unfortunately, she’s straight. So my attempts to get her in the sack have been less than successful.

I begged her to sleep with me for my 19th birthday six months earlier.

What did she do? She bought me a fucking ruby bracelet instead! I didn’t want shiny rocks, for god’s sake. I wanted her furburger between my lips! I’m still pissed off about it.

The air had a musky scent to it. Mom goes all the way when it comes to setting the mood. The fragrance she uses is a mixture of a ladies’ cologne from back in the 80s – I think it’s called “Obsession” – and Mom’s very own vaginal juices.

She collects her client’s tears in a vial and adds them to the mix. Mom is a hard-core wiccan and believes that the tears contain the essence of the guy’s suffering. I think that’s bullshit, but who am I to question a professional?

“There you are, girls!” Mom said, flashing us a beautiful smile. “Just in time to help me with a little chore!” She looked down at her client, who was on his knees in front of her with his head hung low. He was whimpering like a scolded puppy, which made me happy.

Bald and out of shape, the client was wearing nothing but a pair of pink satin panties that were a few sizes too small. He looked ridiculous, which was the whole point.

Across his chest was written the words I’M A WORTHLESS SISSY QUEER WHO CAN’T GET IT UP in pink lipstick. I think that pretty much summed up his entire life.

“What do you need, mom?” Lisa said, glancing at her phone and sounding testy. “Sharon and I are in a hurry.”

“Not much,” said mom. “Sissy Racquel here is going to pull down her panties and show us her so-called ‘cock.’ When she does, I need you girls to laugh your heads off while I flog his balls with this.” She smacked the riding crop she held in her open palm.

Lisa shrugged her shoulders. “Okay, fine,” she said, sticking her phone in her back pocket. “Let’s get it over with.”

“You heard my daughter, sissy Racquel!” mom snapped at the client. “Get to your worthless feet, drop those absurd panties, and show us your so-called ‘cock.’”

“Yes, Mistress Karen,” said the man, sobbing as he complied with the order. I felt a warmth between my legs as he slid his fat thumbs into the panties’ elastic waistband and let them drop around his ankles.

Mom takes her job very seriously. Sometimes she has to act like an ass-kicking bitch from hell, even when she’s not in the mood. Sometimes Lisa and I have to play-act as well.

But, let me tell you, this guy’s cock was so pathetic that play-acting was unnecessary. Lisa and I doubled over in laughter as soon as we saw it.

“Oh my God!” my girlfriend cried out in shocked surprise. “What the hell is that thing? A cocktail weenie?”

I wanted to add an insult of my own – give the poor bastard his money’s worth. But the best I could do was to point at the guy’s crotch and keep laughing.

“I’m sorry my worthless sissy-click is so small, mistresses,” the man said, starting to weep. “I can’t blame you for laughing at it.”

“Nor can I!” mom chimed in, raising the riding crop as if she was about to use it. But she changed her mind and planted a hard kick in the guy’s groin instead. He shrieked in pain and fell to the floor, clutching his injured gonads. It was hysterical!

“Get your hands off your worthless balls, Sissy Racquel!” Mom shouted, rage flashing in her voice. “You know you’re never supposed to touch yourself down there!”

“Yes, Mistress Karen,” said the man in between sobs. Raring back with the riding crop, mom let loose with a hellacious whack to his exposed scrotum.

The leather strands made a screaming sound as they sliced through the thick air, hitting their target with precision. The man screamed and tried to cover up again. That was a mistake. Mom kicked him in the back of the head, stunning him enough to force him to let go. Getting down on one knee, she really went to town on the guys nuts.

Again and again the riding crop did its delicious work. The cowhide turned red with his blood. His sobbing became screams, as she unleashed her sadistic rage on his helpless cock and balls.

The best part for me was when his eyes rolled back into his head and his whole body began to twitch. He looked like a fish out of water - a fat, greasy fish. Mom started laughing as well, cackling like a witch as she earned her pay. A deep, mournful wail escape the client’s lips as the beating went on.

Lisa and I stopped laughing and simply sat on the floor, watching the beautiful spectacle with wide-eyed amazement. I was so wrapped up in the glorious scene that I almost didn’t notice when she slipped her hand underneath my shirt and began fondling my breasts.

I turned to her and planted a deep, passionate kiss on her lips, pressing my tongue as hard as possible down her throat.

That drove her wild. She started clawing at my clothing, ripping it to shreds in her lust-crazed fervor to get at my body.

Soon she was naked as well, laying on top of me and pressing hot, wet kisses into my mouth, my face, my throat, and my chest. I surrendered to her lustful will, letting her do with me as she wished.

Lisa has the most incredible tongue on earth. She put it to good use that day, flicking my tits and sending my already raging libido into the stratosphere. I writhed on the cold floor like a sex-crazed banshee, shrieking and cursing and pounding my fists into the sides of her head. It’s a game we play with each other. Mixing sex, aggression, and pain together in one beautiful blend of erotic delight.

At some point I must’ve hit her too hard, because she straddled me and clamped her hands around my throat in anger, I tried to fight back, but she was much too strong. She dug her fingers into my neck, choking off my oxygen supply.

Unable to escape, I lay there helpless as a ragdoll, submitting to her domination. After what felt like forever, she released my neck and began to work her way down my tummy with her lips and tongue, all the way to my pussy.

Waves of ecstasy poured up from my cunt and into every nerve in my body. I ran my hands through her chestnut curls and pressed her face deeper into my sex.

Her blessed tongue came out again, this time reaching to the uttermost edges of my womanhood. She took the time to touch all of my most sensitive spots; she knows them well.

I let go of her hair and took hold of my thighs, spreading them as far as I could to give her full access to my body. She took my hands in hers, digging her fingernails into my palms. Blood began to flow from the wounded flesh, making me wince in agony.

Lisa must have sensed my pain, because she dug her nails deeper into my palms. Screaming, I begged her to let go. But Lisa is merciless when she’s horny. She sank her teeth into my sugar walls, prolonging the pain for a few unbelievable seconds before letting go. I almost passed out on the spot.

After showing me who was boss, she went back to pleasuring me. She released my palms and sunk her fingers deep into my ass crack, fucking me from behind while she ate me out.

By this point I was exhausted. Instead of fighting her, I simply laid there passively, a moan of agony and ecstasy escaping my lips.

Finished with my sugar walls, she applied the tip of her tongue to my clit. It took only a few seconds of her focused tongue-fucking to send me over the edge. I squirted my slut-sauce down her throat as I rode the waves of orgasm.

At last, with a final lustful cry, my climax faded. Lisa rolled over onto her back, her lady mounds jiggling as she took a few minutes to catch her breath.

All of a sudden, I remembered where I was and what was going on around me. I looked over at mom and her client. His nut sack was red and inflamed like a ruby grapefruit.

At some point during the lesbian lovemaking, mom had given him a bowl of ice. He was applying the cubes to his tortured testicles, desperate to gain some relief.

Meanwhile, mom leaned against the wall and watched, a satisfied smile on her face. She looked over at me. “Let me tell you something Sharon,” she said. “It’s moments like these that remind me why I got into this profession in the first place.”

Her client chose that moment to make a request. “Mistress Karen,” he asked submissively, “may I please play with myself?”

She let the question hang unanswered in the air for several seconds before responding. “Yes, you may,” she said at last. “But it will cost you $500 extra.”

“But mistress!” the pathetic sissy complained. “That will take all the cash I have on me!”

“Fine,” said mom with a note of cold finality. “In that case, forget the whole thing. Get your clothes on and get the hell out of my house, you worthless slug.”

The man sobbed for a few seconds before answering. “Okay, Mistress,” he said in a defeated voice. “You can have all the money in my wallet. Just let me jack off, please!”

“Okay, fine, whatever,” she said, studying her fingernails with a look of practiced apathy.

“Thank you, Mistress!” he said, wrapping one of his chubby meat paws around his micro-clitty and starting to jerk himself.

Mom started searching through his pants pockets. My eyes almost popped out of my head as I saw her take a massive wad of bills from his wallet.

“Holy shit, mom!” I blurted out. “How much money is that?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “About 3000 bucks, I’d say,” she responded. She pulled a couple of hundred dollar bills from the stash and held them out to us.

“Here you go,” she said. “You girls earned this.” The sight of cold, hard cash inspired Lisa and me to stagger over to mom and take the money from her hands. We both laughed as we realized we had nowhere to put the money; we had torn each other’s clothes to shreds during our lovemaking.

“Come on, my love,” she said, taking me under the arm and leading me to the stairs. “Let’s go back to my room and slip into something comfortable. Then I’ll take you over to see Jessica and her daddy.”

“Who the hell is Jessica?” I asked. “And what’s this about her dad?”

Lisa grinned. “Never mind for now,” she said as we ascended the staircase. “You’ll find out soon enough.”

Just before I closed the basement door behind me, I heard mom’s client shout “Oh God, Mistress, I’m cumming!”

“Who said you could cum, sissy?” she demanded. I heard the riding crop whistling through the air.

I laughed as the man started to scream, saying to myself, “I know what I want to do for a living!”


Chapter Two: I Meet Konrad and Jessica and Go Down on Them

Lisa and I showered together upstairs. Afterwards, she applied a little hydrogen peroxide to the wounds in my palm. I was happy to see that they were nowhere near as bad as I thought.

“You’ll be just fine, sweetheart,” she said as she tended to me. “You’re a tough girl!”

“I don’t understand,” I said, looking at my open hands in disbelief. “From the way it felt downstairs, I thought you had ripped the flesh right off of me.”

“That’s the thing about sex,” she said. “It amplifies whatever you’re feeling at the time - pain, pleasure, whatever. I learned that from mom.”

“Speaking of your mom,” I said, “when is she going to let me get between her legs?”

Lisa gave me a disgusted look. “Don’t be gross!” she said. “That’s downright perverted!”

We got dressed and left the house. She let me wear some of her clothes: cotton panties, a pair of blue athletic shorts, and a white T-shirt. I like wearing white. It makes my boobs stick out more.

By the way, I’m a green eyed brunette with dark skin. My ancestry is part Turkish. I’m about 5’6”. Lisa is a shade over 5’10”.

We got in her car and she drove us across town to one of those new subdivisions they’re building just outside the city limits. We parked in the driveway of a large, two-story brick house and went to the front door.

I looked around the neighborhood as Lisa rang the doorbell. It was your typical middle-class subdivision, complete with manicured lawns and SUVs parked in the driveways.

Across the street, I saw a teenage boy cutting the grass with a push mower. The machine sounded like a nest of angry hornets. The air smelled like lilacs mixed with motor oil. How nauseating, I thought to myself. Nothing but respectability all around.

After ringing the bell for a couple of minutes, Lisa tried pounding the door instead. “Jessica!” she shouted. “I know you’re in there, God dammit! Open the door! I don’t care how hard daddy is fucking you! We need to talk!”

I stared at her in shock. Lisa is known for her bluntness, but this was a bit over-the-top even for her. “Pipe down!” I said, looking around the neighborhood in case anyone was staring. “Somebody may hear you!”

“That’s the idea, Sharon,” Lisa said, sounding a little impatient. “I want them to hear me.”

Moments later, the front door swung open and I was looking at the cutest strawberry blonde I’ve ever seen in my life. Like mom, she was fair skinned. Her eyes were brown - a nice kind of brown, not the yucky dirt-colored kind.

She had soft facial features, a petite nose, sensuous lips, a long, graceful neck, a trim waistline, and breasts that would’ve made a stripper green with envy.

She was wearing a green silk blouse with a plunging neckline that showed off her cleavage. Around her neck was a golden locket. She was wearing a black skirt that was scandalously short, black silk stockings, and black heels. Her legs were long and shapely. I was in lust from the moment I first saw her. I judged her to be in her early 20s, maybe a little younger.

I was dismayed when I saw a wedding band adorning one of her dainty fingers. But the thing that really blew me away was the bulge between her legs. What the fuck? I thought.

“Yes?” the girl said, looking annoyed.

“Let us in,” Lisa said. “We need to talk about my friend’s brother here.” She gestured towards me.

“Not now,” the girl said as she started to shut the door in our faces. “Daddy and I were just about to have a little fun.”

“It can wait,” said Lisa, shoving the door open and entering the house. I followed behind her, my curiosity overpowering my wariness.

The three of us stood there in the foyer, unsure of what to do at this point. I didn’t know if I should apologize for Lisa’s behavior or stand my ground.

“It’s all right, Jessica,” I heard a deep, rich male voice say. “They can stay. I’d like to hear what’s on Lisa’s mind.”

I turned in the direction of the voice to see a tall, well-built man with salt-and-pepper hair and a neatly trimmed beard. He was wearing a black polo shirt, a crisp new pair of jeans, and brown loafers.

Like Jessica, he also wore a wedding band. I guess his age to be around 50. He was the kind of man I might have liked, if I wasn’t a dyed in the wool dyke.

“Hello again, Konrad,” Lisa said, reaching out to shake his hand. “Nice to see you again.”

“A pleasure as always,” he said, taking his hand in hers. I could smell his aftershave as he brushed against me. It was brisk and fresh, like the way the ocean smells after a rain shower. I liked him right away, although I didn’t know why.

Jessica stood by looking at him with adoring eyes. I noticed that the bulge between her legs seemed to grow.

He gestured towards the living room and invited us to have a seat. He sat down in a massive recliner made from ox blood leather.

Jessica crawled up on his lap, one hand pressed against his chest, the other between his legs. She looked like a contented house cat sitting on its masters lap.

“So,” he said after all of us got settled. “What can I do for you ladies?”

Lisa looked over at me and smiled. “Actually, it’s what you can do for my lover Sharon. It seems that her brother is a closet sissy and we want to help him to affirm his true identity.”

“Really!” Konrad said, leaning forward in his chair. Jessica clung to him, her slender arms wrapped around his neck. The bulge between her legs was too large to ignore by this point. I was beginning to figure out what was going on.

“I figured you would be the perfect person to ask for help,” Lisa said to Conrad, “especially after what you did for James” – she covered her mouth in embarrassment  – “ oops! I’m so sorry, I mean Jessica, of course.”

“Wait a minute,” I chimed in. “Are you telling me that Jessica here used to be a guy?”

“Sadly, yes,” said Jessica. “I was born 19 years ago as a biological male. But I’ve always identified is female. My parents were religious fanatics. They told me I was a demon possessed freak, did everything they could to ‘cure’ me.”

“It’s true,” Konrad said. “Jessica somehow survived her atrocious home environment until she was old enough to move out at age 18. She enrolled at the local university, where she and I met.”

Jessica’s lovely face lit up. “It’s true,” she said, stroking Konrad’s hair with affection. My husband guided my transition into womanhood. He counseled me, paid for my breast implants and facial feminization surgery, and made love to me with sweet but stern authority. He helped me to pronounce my final traces of masculinity and embrace my true femininity.”

“Wait a minute,” I said, pressing my fingertips against my temples and closing my eyes tight. “You’re telling me that you’re a –“I snapped my fingers, trying to remember the term - “a shemale?”

Lisa looked at me like she wanted to kill me. Konrad’s face turned to stone and Jessica blushed.

“Oh God,” I said, realizing I just made a major blunder. “Did I say something wrong?”

Konrad gave me a long, hard stare before answering. “Yes, you did,” he said, correcting me as gently as he could. “That term is considered derogatory in the transgendered and non-binary communities”

“It’s a word used for porn stars,” Jessica said with indignation. “Not for ladies like me.”

“Oh, Jesus,” I said, feeling ashamed of myself. “Oh, Jessica, Konrad, I am so, so sorry! I didn’t know.”

Konrad shook his head and smiled. “It’s okay,” he said, waving his hand dismissively. ” Technically, you are correct. My lovely bride here still retains her male genitalia, which, in crude terms, means that she is indeed a ‘shemale.’”

“I see,” nodding as realization dawned upon me. “So she’s still got her cock?”

My three companions laughed heartily, amused by my frankness. Lisa reached over and touched me on the knee. “You have to excuse my girlfriend here,” she said. “She sometimes speaks before she thinks.”

“It’s true,” I said, holding up my hand as if to answer a question. “That’s me all over. All boobs, no brain.”

“Well, that’s not entirely true,” said Lisa coyly, sliding closer to me on the sofa and putting her arm around me. “She also has amazing cunnilingus skills.”

“So I’ve heard,” said Konrad, a twinkle in his eye.

“Wait a minute,” I said, suddenly more confused than ever. “How do the three of you know each other?”

“From college, silly!” said Lisa, giving me a playful sideways hug. “Konrad is the professor of my queer studies class.”

She rolled her eyes. “You might remember these things, if you paid more attention to my brain and less attention to my cunt.”

“It’s true,” I said, shrugging my shoulders. “I’m just a girl-crazed nympho.”

“What’s your situation, Sharon?” Konrad asked. “Are you attending school anywhere?”

“I graduated high school last summer,” I said. “I’m working a part-time job for now and trying to figure out my next move.”

“She turned 19 about six months ago,” Lisa said, giving me a mischievous look. “Can you believe she had the nerve to ask my mom to go to bed with her?”

“Your mom?” Konrad said quizzically. “The one who loves men and only men?”

“The one and the same,” said Lisa, nodding her head. “When she’s not busting their balls, that is.”

Jessica look straight at me. “Would you like to see my girl-cock?” she asked me in a matter of fact tone.

Now it was my turn to be flabbergasted. “Huh?” I said, looking at her cockeyed.

“I asked if you would like to see my girl-cock,” she said.

“She wants to know if you want to see her johnson,” Lisa said, tapping my forehead as if I was an idiot. “You know, her penis, her peter, her stick shift.”

For once in my life I didn’t know what to say. “Uhm, okay,” I said at last. “Why not?”

Jessica looked to Konrad for approval. “Is it okay, daddy?” she asked him.

“Of course,” he said with approval. “You know that I always encourage your exhibitionistic tendencies, darling. Go right ahead.”

That was all the permission Jessica needed. She slid off of her husband’s lap and lifted her skirt above her waist.

Underneath she was wearing the cutest pair of black satin panties I have ever seen. My mouth fell open in astonishment at the watermelon- sized protrusion contained within that ebony -colored fabric.

“Ready to see what’s underneath?” she said in a smoky voice that drove me insane. I gave her a quick nod of approval, as if to say, “yes, hurry up already!”

She slid the panties down her legs, revealing her she-cock in all its glory.

Now, before I go any further, I should mention that I have never, ever been fucked by a guy. Their body parts never held any interest for me before that day.

But there was just something about Jessica’s massive meat stick attached to her utterly feminine body that made me crazy.

“Oh my God,” I said, rubbing my thighs together in arousal.

“Flatterer!” said Jessica, her cheeks turning red as she giggled in appreciation. Konrad, who was still seated, leaned forward in his chair and reached out to his young bride. A gasp escaped Jessica’s lips as he stroked her bare ass with his fingers. His hands were masculine yet delicate, like those of a surgeon or virtuoso piano player.

“Such a lovely creature,” said Konrad, standing to his feet and loosening his trousers. “I must have her. I must have her this very moment!”

I looked over at Lisa. “Is he going to fuck her right here in the living room?” I asked in disbelief.

“That’s the way it looks to me,” she said. By this point Konrad was naked, his cock standing at attention. It was a little larger than Jessica’s, thick and cut, with a pulsing vein running down its substantial length.

For the second time that day, I was aroused by the sight of a man’s organ. It was truly a groundbreaking afternoon!

“If you’ll excuse us,” Konrad said, “I’m going to take my beloved to the bedroom for a few minutes. Feel free to watch TV or do as you like. There are snacks in the refrigerator.”

Lisa leapt to her feet. “No way!” she shouted. “You two are not going anywhere!”

The three of us looked at her in disbelief. She shot back a defiant look of our own. “This is something I’ve got to see: my college professor fucking his gorgeous trans wife. It’s just too god damn hot to keep to yourself.”

Konrad and Jessica looked at each other, as if trying to decide what to do. After a moment, Jessica said, “it does sound like fun, daddy. What do you think?”

Konrad rubbed his chin for a moment, then began kissing Jessica’s neck from behind, his strong hands on her shoulders.

“I think,” he said, breathing hard, “that you should strip down to your panties and let these girls see just how much of a woman you are.”

“Oh yes, daddy, yes!” she cooed. “With pleasure!” She unbuttoned her blouse and threw it in a corner of the room.

Jessica’s bra hooked in front. She undid each of the little catches one at a time, licking her lips as she did so. My arousal grew with each undoing.

I’ll say it again, just to make myself clear. I’m a dyke, okay? Women are my thing, not dudes.

But, I gotta be honest. When Jessica revealed her rack in all of its glory, I lost control right then and there. I mean, her body was absolutely feminine, curves and all. She had a tight waist, wide hips, the smoothest, softest skin I have ever seen.

Her boobs were works of art, very large but proportional to the rest of her body. Each of them had its own cute little rosy nipple, and both of them were staring straight at me.

I threw myself across the room and buried my face in her cleavage. I poured kisses into her warm, tender body, sucking and licking one boob while fondling the other with my fingers. It was sheer heaven!

Meanwhile, Konrad had slid his cock up Jessica’s ass and was pounding her from behind. She closed her mascara-laden eyes and said, “Fuck me, daddy. Fuck your little Jessica. I’m your slut.”

I realized that this might be my one and only opportunity to suck a she-cock. So I fell to my knees and went at it.

It was amazing!

I loved the sensation of Jessica’s smooth yet stone-hard organ working its way across the surface of my tongue and reaching the back of my throat. The back and forth motion made my mouth start to tingle, just like my cunt feels when I’m right on the edge.

I could tell that Jessica was getting into it to, because she started saying, “Oh daddy, oh Sharon, oh daddy, oh Sharon, oh God, oh God.” I bobbed my head back and forth like a veteran streetwalker, encouraged by her response.

Going for broke, I reached between Jessica’s legs and caressed Konrad’s balls. He grunted with approval and pounded his wife even harder. The three of us were warm, wet, wild sex fiends, all united by the same purpose: to cum.

I could see Jessica’s glorious bosom bouncing and jiggling with each thrust of her husband’s hips. I reached up to pinch one of her nipples.

That was all it took to push her over the edge. She shot her she-load straight down my throat, her pent-up lady liquids erupting like a geyser as they filled my stomach with their sweetness. It made me crazy for the taste of cum!

Konrad came seconds later. His manly essence gushed out of his wife’s ass and pulled on the floor of my knees. I bend over and lapped it up like a thirsty dog.

As for me, I was still horny as hell and desperate to cum. I looked around the room for Lisa but didn’t see her.

“Lisa!” I shouted, “where the hell are you, bitch? I need you bad!”

I left the living room and walked through the kitchen, calling out for my girlfriend. I saw a closed door at the end of a hallway and decided to see what was behind it.

The blow to the back of my head came while my fingers were turning the doorknob. The impact was so hard it drove me to my knees.

Cradling my injured skull in my hands, I rolled over onto my back, looking up to see Lisa standing above me with a small bronze statuette held tight in her hand. She looked mad enough to kill.




Chapter Three: Lisa Disciplines Me

“Why the fuck did you hit me, you crazy bitch?” I said, my head spinning.

“Because you’re a selfish, treacherous cunt, that’s why!” she said.

“I drive you all the way across town. I introduce you to my friends. They start going at it and what do you do? You ignore me and throw yourselves on them! “

Dropping the bronze statuette, she grabbed my ankle and dragged me down the hallway. “I’ll show you what happens to people who cross me!”

I put up the best fight I could, given my dazed condition. I kicked her. I clawed at the carpet. I screamed for help from Jessica and Konrad; no good. I was helpless before Lisa’s murderous rage.

My head bumped against the floor as she dragged me along, each impact sending fresh ways of agony through my skull.

Since resistance was futile, I decided to make a play for mercy instead.  “Please, Lisa,” I begged, “forgive me. I’m sorry I was such a selfish bitch. I’ll make it up to you, I promise. I’ll make you cum 1000 times over before the sun rises tomorrow.”

“Save it for the dungeon,” she said with a cold smile.

Remember, I had never been in Konrad’s house before. How was I to know that he had a huge basement, accessible only by elevator?

I learned this important information soon enough, as Lisa dragged me into the elevator car. She pressed the down button, the doors whooshed shut, and we descended deep into the earth.

I felt a cold shudder of terror as the doors opened. I saw immediately that Konrad’s basement was, in reality, a fully stocked dungeon, just a little bit smaller than mom’s.

Lisa picked me up like a sack of potatoes, carried me out of the elevator, and slammed me down onto a huge metal table with a resounding THUD. The back of my skull collided with cold steel and I passed out.

When I came to, my head felt like there was a little man on the inside with a sledgehammer - one who was desperate to escape and was trying to pound his way out.

My vision gradually came into focus as I blinked my eyes. I tried to move, only to realize that my ankles and wrists were shackled to the table.

“Lisa?” I called out, my voice echoing against the stone walls and making my headache even worse. Silence was the only reply I received.

The dungeon was unlit, except for a single light bulb hanging from the ceiling. Its piercing glow did nothing to relieve my excruciating headache. Closing my eyes did no good whatsoever.

I heard the sound of a refrigerator door closing. A couple of seconds later, Lisa appeared alongside the table, holding what looked like a red bell pepper. She was wearing latex gloves, like the kind a doctor uses when she’s examining your sphincter.

“What the hell is that?” I said with a laugh. “Are you going to beat me to death with a fucking vegetable, you stupid dyke?”

“Hardly,” she said, holding the plant up to my nostrils. “Take a good whiff,”

I took a deep breath through my nose. The plant smelled vaguely acidic.

“So what?” I said. “If this is your half-assed attempt at a mind-fuck, then you need a few more lessons in psychology, bitch.”

She shook her head and gave me a sad, slightly disgusted look. “How can a woman be so gorgeous yet so damn stupid?” she said. “For your information, this is a Carolina Reaper. It’s a member of the capsicum plant family, the kind used to make pepper spray.”

“Again, so what?” I said in derision. ”Are you planning to force-feed me hot chili, my love?”

“Not quite,” she said. In her other hand she held what looked like a potato peeler. “I have a more interesting punishment in mind,” she said. “Since you like hot, steamy cocks so much, I’m going to give you one, straight up your filthy whore-hole.”

“Oh my fucking God,” I said, realizing what she had in mind. “You can’t do it, Lisa. You just can’t. Punish me all you want. But rubbing that shit all over Jessica’s dick will give her third-degree burns!”

“Still as stupid as ever,” Lisa said with a sigh. Putting the plant down, she held up a black dildo with sharp ridges running along its surface.

“No,” I said, gritting my teeth in defiance as the full extent of her plan became clear. “You’re not going to rape me with a plastic cock, you psychotic cunt. Especially one that’s soaked in hot sauce.” I started screaming my head off, calling out to Konrad and Jessica for help.

“Save your breath,” Lisa said. “Like me, they were disappointed in your behavior. We all agree that you deserve a little corrective discipline.”

“Where are they?” I demanded.

“They went out to dinner,” said Lisa, scraping the pepper plant and drizzling the juices all over the dildo. This time the acidic fumes hit my nostrils with full force. I was too horrified to speak.

“But don’t worry,” she continued. “They won’t miss out on the fun. I’m recording this little drama for their enjoyment.” She nodded towards a red blinking light on the far wall. It was attached to a camera.

I closed my eyes and started to pray. Dear goddess, I implored, please talk some sense to this crazy bitch before she fries my insides.

As usual, praying didn’t help. Lisa blew a kiss at me just before shoving the dildo up my pussy with a vicious thrust.

Words alone can never describe the agony I endured in that dungeon. Imagine someone pouring gasoline all over your private parts and setting them on fire. This was worse, far worse. I never screamed so loud in my life.

The pain was made worse by the fact that my sex-crazed cunt had seen so much action in the recent past. I must have had all kinds of tiny cuts and abrasions up inside of me, open doors just waiting for that pepper juice to come calling.

Lisa stood beside me the whole time, relishing every moment as I shrieked and spasmed and convulsed. I could tell from her hand motions that she was touching herself.




Chapter 4: Lisa Tends to My Wounds and We Make Our Plans

I don’t want you to think I’m a wuss. I’m not. But the pain inflicted by the reaper juice was more than anyone could stand. After a few seconds of pure hell, my nervous system short-circuited and I passed out again.

When I woke up, I was in a windowless room with blue walls. The only furnishings were a large dresser and the bed upon which I lay. Over in the corner was one of those rolling carts they have in the hospital, the kind that patients use for reading or eating meals.

I sat up and looked around me; I was alone. I tried to stand, but my lady parts felt like they had passed through the fires of hell 100 times over. With a groan, I laid back down.

It wasn’t more than two seconds later before Lisa entered the room. She was carrying a tray that held a bowl of warm chicken soup and a tall, frothy glass of orange juice. She had a calm, loving smile on her beautiful face. It freaked me out.

“Glad to see you’re awake, darling,” she said. “I was beginning to worry about you.”

“What the hell is going on?” I demanded. “Where am I?”

“She placed the tray on the cart and rolled it over to the bed. The smell of the chicken soup was a welcome change from the pepper’s stench. I felt like I hadn’t eaten in a year.

I was also a little suspicious, of course. So I turned my nose up to the food and said, “what’s this? A new way of torturing me?”

“Not at all,” said Lisa, sounding a little hurt by my comment. “I punished you last week. Now it’s my job to help you recover, just like any girl would do for the woman she loves.”

“What you mean ‘last week’?” I said. “How long have I been unconscious?”

“Oh, about six days and 18 hours, give or take a half hour or so,” she said. “We kept you unconscious while the doctor treated your wounds. Your swelling has gone down and you’re well on your way to recovery.”

“What doctor?” I snapped.

“The one who came in and treated your poor, tortured pussy, of course!” Lisa said. “She’s a friend of Konrad’s from the university. Teaches at the medical college, in fact. Don’t worry, she’s sworn to secrecy.”

“Look, Lisa,” I said, trying to make sense of what was going on. “I understand that what I did was wrong. But that doesn’t mean you had a right to torture me. I could call the cops and have you locked up for that shit!”

“Yes you could,” she said with a nod. “But wouldn’t you rather get on with the business that brought us here in the first place?”

“What are you talking about?” I said, thoroughly confused by this point.

“Feminizing your brother, of course!” she said. “Conrad has kept him under surveillance for the past six days. He’s been very naughty. Two nights ago, he went to a gas station and blew a bunch of guys through a glory hole – while wearing your underwear, by the way.”

“Motherfucker!” I shouted. “What business does he have running around in my undies giving guys blow jobs?”

“Not only that,” said Lisa, cocking an eyebrow, “but he cut a hole in the back so guys can fuck them in the ass!” She shook her head and smiled. “He has a thing for hairy, muscular men over 40.”

Damn,” I said, shaking my head in disbelief. “I had no idea he was queer. I mean, he acts like a super-jock - playing school quarterback, screwing cheerleaders, wrecking cars – stupid macho shit.”

“Not surprising,” said Lisa. “Konrad has conducted extensive research on the forced feminization process. It seems that the best candidates are guys who act tough and manly all the time.”

She paused for a moment to take a sip of my orange juice. “He says that dudes who act that way are putting up a front, trying to fool themselves and the world at the same time.”

“That makes sense,” I said, nodding my head. “But why is Konrad so interested in this little project of ours? And where did he get the money to spy on my brother?”

“Konrad’s research is all about gender identity issues,” Lisa explained. “It’s backed by a big European foundation. He gets shit loads of money for his projects.”

“But aren’t there, like, ethical issues involved?” I asked. “All that psychology stuff is supposed to be voluntary, right?”

Lisa gave me a knowing wink. “I won’t tell if you don’t,” she said. “Besides, it’s obvious that your brother needs help. He’s a feminized sissy queer living in denial. He needs to affirm his identity instead of fighting it.”

“I don’t know,” I said, trying to think out the consequences of what Lisa was saying. “I guess you’re right”, I finally said. “He is my brother, after all. I should care about what’s best for him.”

“That’s exactly right,” she said. “Besides, he ruined your panties! Doesn’t he deserve some payback?”

“Damn straight,” I said, coming to terms with the issue. “But we have to move quick. My parents will be back from Europe in less than a month. You know the way they are; they’ll send my brother off to one of those crazy fundamentalist camps where they try to cast demons out of people.”

“That worries me as well,” said Lisa. “Although they can’t actually force him to do anything, now that he’s legally an adult. But we can talk about that later. Konrad and Jessica will be home in an hour or so. For now, eat your food like a good girl.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said with a submissive smile.

I devoured the simple meal while Lisa kept me company. The two of us still loved each other, despite everything that had happened over the past week.

Two hours later, we sat in the living room talking to Konrad and Jessica. “I suggest using my lovely bride here as bait,” said Konrad as he stroked Jessica’s silky strawberry blond hair. “She will lure him to my van. We will abduct him and bring him back here, where we can use my forced feminization techniques on him.”

“You’re talking about kidnapping my brother and bringing him here against his will,” I said, my conscience kicking up a fuss. “Isn’t that wrong?”

“I feel the same way, Konrad,” said Lisa. “What you’re proposing is pretty risky. Plus, shouldn’t Joey be able to choose for himself?”

“I understand your concerns,” said Konrad, genuine sympathy in his voice. “But look at it this way. We know for a fact that closeted sissies tend to live lonely, unfulfilled lives.”

He paused for a moment to let that sink in. “Is that what you want for your brother, Sharon?” he asked me.

“I have something to say as well,” said Jessica. “I was once in the same boat as Joey. Like him, I used to live in the shadows. I kept a secret stash of panties, shaved my legs behind locked doors, and gave blow jobs to anonymous men in filthy public restrooms. It was no way to live.” The pain of traumatic memories cast a pall over her lovely face as she spoke.

“I see your point, Jessica,” said Lisa, taking my hand and giving me a sideways glance. “My sweetheart is well-intentioned, but we must think of what’s best for her brother Joey. If he really wants to be a sissy, then we have to help him come to terms with that fact.”

“Exactly,” said Konrad, reaching for the TV remote. He clicked the power button and the screen sprang to life. “Here is what I learned about Joey’s nocturnal habits from the surveillance videos.”

My eyes stayed glued to the screen as the action unfolded. The recording showed a disgusting men’s room, like the kind you might see in a Greyhound bus station. There were wads of soiled tissue paper and shit-encrusted toilets everywhere. The dingy stalls had graffiti scrawled all over the walls. There were no privacy doors.

I watched in revulsion as a hairy, obese clod went into one of the stalls, dropped his drawers, and revealed his stubby, greasy cock. The sight made me want to vomit!


He forced his tiny organ through a hole cut in the wall between the stalls. My brother Joey entered the bathroom a few seconds later. 

He took up position in the adjoining stall and dropped his pants.

He had combed his longish hair into a feminine style. He was wearing a pair of my panties, the blue ones with little roses sewn into the fabric. That really pissed me off!

He took a tube of lipstick from his pocket and ran it across his lips, painting them pink. From a facial perspective, he looked just like a girl. “I’m a sissy queer,” he muttered. “I’m a sissy queer.”

“For god’s sake, slut!” said the man whose cock was jutting through the glory hole. “Stop wasting time and start sucking me off! Otherwise I’ll come over there and show you what real men do to disobedient bitches like you!”

Lisa and I looked at each other. We both noticed that the guy’s voice sounded oddly familiar.

“Yes, sir,” Joey said in a terrified, melancholy tone. “I’m sorry I’m so stupid and slow.”

“Stop apologizing and get on your knees already!” the man demanded, pounding on the stall and making my brother quiver in fright. “I’m here to cum in your mouth, not listen to your bull shit!”

My brother did as ordered, kneeling on the filthy, piss-soaked floor and puckering his lips to take this disgusting moron’s micro-cock into his mouth. I wanted to turn away. But I was transfixed by the events on the screen.

Joey went down on the dude like a veteran cocksucker. Still, the guy complained the whole time. “Holy shit, bitch,” he said, “my wife is better than you!”

Lisa and I looked at each other in horror. Jessica began to cry. Konrad leaned forward in his chair, his chin resting on his thumbs. I could see the righteous outrage in his eyes.

It didn’t take long for fatso to get off. He threw his greasy, hairy belly against the stall as he shot his load into Joey’s mouth. My brother recoiled from the tainted offering, spitting the gray, gunky liquid out onto the floor.

“Hey!” the man shouted, red-faced with rage. “You saying my jism aint good enough for you, bitch? I’ll teach you some manners!” He pulled up his pants and waddled over to Joey’s stall, kicking my poor brother and punching him in the head!


“Turn it off!” I begged, looking away. “I can’t stand to see it anymore!” 

Konrad clicked the power button and the screen went black. Lisa held me and comforted me as I sobbed. Jessica came over and put her arm around my shoulders, lending emotional support as well.

After a few minutes I calmed down enough for Konrad to ask me a single question. “What do you want to do, Sharon?”

My mind boiling over with rage, I said, “first, I want to save my brother from that living hell; second, I want to find the fat bastard in that video and chop his fucking balls off!”


Chapter Four: We Kidnap my Brother

Three nights later, Konrad, Lisa and I were sitting in Konrad’s custom-made van. It was parked in a dark alley near the bar where my brother used to hang out on the weekends. The van was pretty posh, with spacious seating, carpet-lined walls, and a padded bench that folded out into a small bed.

Jessica was in the bar, a wire taped to her chest so we could hear what was said. Lisa and I had helped her to dress for the occasion. She was wearing a red micro-skirt, red and black pumps, and silk stockings. We did her makeup as well, slathering it on thick to give her a properly whorish look.

We dabbed a little perfume behind her ears as a final touch. It was a prissy, flowery fragrance from France. I knew it would grab my brother’s attention. Hell, he had probably worn it himself on occasion!

We glammed Jessica out with lots of jewelry, including the ruby bracelet that Lisa’s mom had given me for my birthday six months earlier. It was nice to finally put it to good use.

I was a little worried about her cock spoiling the effect. The last thing we needed was for her clitty to spring to life while my brother was making his play.

Luckily, Konrad had the perfect solution. He has one of those cock cages, the kind that can stop an erection cold. It was more than enough to keep Jessica’s cock down for the count while my brother was hitting her up.

We sat in the van for well over an hour, while Jessica kept her hot little ass planted on a bar stool. We couldn’t see what was going on, but we heard countless guys try to strike up conversations with her.

She’s a smart girl, though. She always knew what to say. “I’m waiting for my boyfriend. He’s a heavyweight MMA fighter and has to check in with his parole officer every week. They say he has ‘anger management issues.’ Would you like to wait with me?”

That was all it took to send those cowardly leeches packing.

My ears perked up when I heard a familiar voice say, “Hi gorgeous! What brings you here?” It was Joey!

“I’m not sure,” said Jessica in a sultry voice. “I guess I just need a little companionship tonight. My husband’s out of town and I’m all alone.”

“What a stupid fuck your husband must be, to leave a gorgeous woman like you all alone on a Saturday night! Let me buy you a drink.”

I had to hand it to my brother. His pickup lines were every bit as convincing as the fake ID he used to get into bars. 19 year olds are too young to drink in California, you see.

Lisa, Konrad, and I listened with keen interest as their conversation developed. My brother spun a line of bullshit that would have made a used car salesman look like Abe Lincoln.

He talked about his nonexistent job with a big corporation and the non-existent BMW he had just bought.

The conversation took a crucial turn when Jessica said, “Hey, why don’t we get out of here? You’re making me so horny I want to blow you right here and now.”


“Wow,” my brother said, taken aback by her forwardness. “Okay…sure, yeah, let me pay for the drinks and we’ll get the hell out of here. My car is parked around the block. It’s my Honda – my old Honda, that is. I won’t need it after I pick up my new BMW later this week.” 

I had to bite my lip to keep from laughing out loud. Such horse shit!

“Never mind that,” said Jessica. “Let’s go in the alley. I want to feel you between my lips as soon as possible, stud!”

I heard a bunch of shuffling after that, followed by my brother shouting something about the tab.

“Get ready,” said Konrad, looking at Lisa and me. “They’ll be coming around the corner any second now.”

Konrad was right. It wasn’t more than 10 seconds before my brother and Jessica entered the alley hand-in-hand. He was so worked up that he failed to notice the van parked about 50 feet away. I guess it’s true what they say about guys. They think with their dicks.

Jessica played her part like a pro, luring my brother close enough to the van so that we could spring out and nab him. “Why don’t you lean up against the wall,” she suggested. “I’ll take care of the rest.”

“Sure,” my brother said. “But are you sure this is okay?”


“Don’t worry,” Jessica said with a laugh. “I blow guys in this alley all the time. That’s how I get revenge on my husband for leaving me at home.” 

“Gotcha,” said my brother, slipping off his belt and letting his jeans drop to the ground. I couldn’t help but notice that he was wearing a pair of men’s athletic briefs. He lives two lives, I thought. One is genuine, the other is total bullshit. How sad.

I wanted to jump out of the van and nab him right then and there. But Konrad grabbed my arm to hold me back. “Wait,” he said. “Let the drama play out a little longer before we intervene.” I eased back into my seat.

Jessica pulled Joey’s briefs down and out came his cock. I turned away at this point and covered my ears, because what girl wants to hear about her brother’s johnson? Gross! But here’s what happened according to Lisa.

Jessica knelt and took Joey’s undersized cock in her hand. But she had trouble following through.

“Gee, sweetie,” she said, “you’re like a 90-year-old man without his Viagra. This thing is limp!”

“Yes!” Joey said, sounding like he had just received a compliment. “That’s what I need to hear! Tell me I’m worthless or by dick is too small to satisfy you. Something that makes me degraded and worthless.”

“Wow, honey,” said Jessica, backing away from him. “You’re dealing with some serious issues, aren’t you?”

“That’s not the point!” Joey retorted. “I just need to get hard so I can cum! I can’t do that unless I feel humiliated! Please, I beg you, Mistress, humiliate me!”

By that point, Konrad had heard enough. He and Lisa dived out of the van with me right behind them. My brother tried to run, but his feet were tangled up in his jeans and he fell flat on his face.

Joey cried out for help as Konrad hoisted him in the air and tossed him over his shoulder. I kept my head down because I didn’t want him to know who I was, at least not yet.

“Why are you doing this to me? Please tell me! I’m scared!” he implored as the van door slid shut. Luckily, the streets were deserted, so no one saw us as we got the hell out of there.

“It’s okay, honey!” said Jessica, trying to keep him calm. “We’re doing this for your own good! We’re going to turn you into a woman!” But Joey refused to be comforted. He wailed and cried and pleaded for us not to hurt him.

As for me, I crouched down into a corner of the van, feeling guilty and a little ashamed of myself for what I was doing. What if Konrad was wrong? What if Joey wasn’t ready for forced feminization? Would I be able to forgive myself if my brother got hurt? Those questions tormented me as the van sped through the darkness.


Chapter Five: My Brother Surrenders to his Sissy Side

An hour later, my brother was sitting in a chair in Konrad’s dungeon, his head hung low as he sobbed like a sissy bitch.

“I can’t believe you people did this to me,” he said, wiping tears from his crystal blue eyes. “You invaded my privacy, sent Jessica here to entrap me, and now you’ve got me locked up down here in this awful place!”

The worst part was when he looked up at me and said, “And you, Sharon! How could you help them? You’re my sister, for god’s sake!”

“I just wanted to help you, Joey,” I said in my defense, pointing at the TV in the corner. “You saw the videos Konrad’s people made. You’ve been hanging out in the most godawful places, blowing men who treat you like shit. Who knows what kinds of diseases they may have?”

“But that’s what I want!” he retorted as he began to blubber. “I need to be treated like shit! It’s what makes me cum!”

“There’s nothing wrong with erotic humiliation,” said Konrad, speaking up. “But that kind of play should occur in a safe, controlled setting. You may be a cock-obsessed crossdressing sissy, Joey, but you’re also a human being. You have rights.”

Joey stayed silent as Konrad continued. “I’ll make a deal with you. If you like, I will drive you back to your home right now. I’ll call off my surveillance team and we will leave you alone. I’ll even compensate you for the trouble you’ve been through. How does $25,000.00 in cash sound?”

Wow, I thought. Who knew Konrad had that kind of bank?

“But,” said Jessica, placing her hand on Joey’s knee, “you will also lose your only chance to become who you truly are. You’ll keep going back to those awful places, stealing your sister’s underpants and letting anonymous strangers do whatever they want to your body.”

Joey stayed quiet and nodded as she spoke, a sign that she was getting through to him.

“We can carry out the feminization process right here in my home,” said Konrad. “I’ve feminized dozens of young men over the years. Jessica and Lisa can help. We’ll turn you into a sweet, submissive sissy maid, with nothing on her mind but pretty clothes and pleasing her superiors. You’ll never have to think for yourself again. Just submit to my control and keep yourself pretty.”


Joey looked up and grinned. “That does sound nice,” he said. “I would find that a very fulfilling lifestyle.”


Now Lisa spoke up. “Look, Joey,” she said. “I’m a dyke. So what do I know about men? But even I know that you can never succeed in their world. You’re much too weak and feminine. Why not surrender to your secret cravings and say goodbye to your masculine identity forever?’ 

“Lisa’s right, Joey,” said Jessica. “I love giving blow jobs more than anything in the world. But your cock is a joke. I’m glad I didn’t have to go down on you in the alley, because it would have been the most disappointing experience of my life!”

“You’re right, Jessica,” Joey said, sounding grateful. “Thank you.”

Joey looked over at me. “What do you think, Sharon?” he asked. “Should I let your friends feminize me?”

I smiled and nodded. “Yes, absolutely,” I said. “To tell the truth, I always wanted a sister anyway!”

Joey took a deep breath, thought for a few seconds, and said, “Okay, let’s do it.”

I smiled with relief. The hard part was over. Now the fun part could begin.


Chapter Six: I Reward Konrad for Helping my Brother

Jessica led Joey to a bedroom where he could get a good night’s sleep. Meanwhile, Konrad took me upstairs to a room he called his “command center.” The walls were lined with monitors that tied into cameras set up throughout the house.

“Your job will be to sit here and keep an eye on things,” he told me. “Just to make sure that none of us overplay our roles while we’re feminizing your brother.”

“I understand,” I said. “How long do you think the forced feminization process will take, Konrad?”

“With any luck, your bother will be dead by this time tomorrow night – metaphorically speaking, of course. In his place will be a newborn sissy, her mind wiped clean of its former programming and ready to receive new instructions.”


“Wow!” I said. “You work quick!” 

“I’m a professional,” he said with a smile. “I’ve devoted my life to turning males into females. I fact,” he said, pointing at one of the monitors, “your brother’s forced feminization is underway right now.”

Looking up at the screen, I could see my brother fast asleep. Everything in his room was pink: the walls, the bedding, the furniture, everything. But even more feminizing were the words coming out of the wall-mounted speaker, spoken by a seductive feminine voice:

You are a sissy queer.

You love to suck cock.

You wear panties and shave your legs.

You want breasts more than anything in the world.

You like silk, satin, and lace.

You love the feel of hosiery on your long, luscious legs.

You want a real man to fuck you in the ass. You want him to fill you with his essence.

You want to cum from anal sex. In fact, you crave it!

Okay folks, let’s take a little break from the story for a moment. I have something I need to get off my chest.

I have told you people over and over that I’m a dyke, right?  So don’t misunderstand the next part of my story.

I didn’t go down on Konrad because I was horny for him. I simply wanted to thank him for the wonderful things he was doing for my brother.

Is that clear? I hope so. Because you need to understand why I did it. Yes, my cunt was too sore to let Konrad fuck me. But I still had a mouth and a pair of lips. Why should I let them go to waste?

Anyway, I hit my knees, unzipped Konrad’s linen slacks, took his swollen cock in my 19 year old hands, buried it in my mouth like a handful of popcorn, and sucked it like a true-blue straight girl! What’s more, I enjoyed it!

Konrad enjoyed it as well, of course. He slid his man-meat back and forth across my willing lips, filling my mouth with his masculinity, grunting and sweating and using me for his pleasure.

I sucked hard on his lucky lollipop, like I was trying to tear it from its roots. I traced the circumference of his man-shaft with my tongue, flicking it along the edges of his throbbing cock head, taking a moment to lick his balls before returning to the main course.

When he came, I drank down every drop of his stud-sauce, taking care to lick my lips afterwards. Not because I was into it, but just because I’m a grateful, giving person by nature. Understand?

After I was done, Konrad had to sit down for a few minutes to catch his breath. Afterwards, he showed me to my guest bedroom, wishing me a good night as he turned off the light.

A question came to my mind just before he left me alone. “Hey Konrad,” I said. “May I ask you something?”


“Certainly,” he said in his gentlemanly tone. “Ask away.”


“What’s your last name?” I asked. 

“Nothing fancy,” he said with a shrug. “It’s Morehead. My full name is Dr. Konrad Aleksander Morehead. Have a good night, Sharon.” He turned to leave the room.

How about that, I thought. I just went down on Dr. Morehead. That’s pretty fucking funny! With that humorous thought in mind, I fell into a deep, restful sleep.


Chapter Seven: Goodbye Joey, Hello Janice!

This chapter is all about what happened throughout the next day. I saw most of it from my vantage point in the command center. Other details I got from Jessica and Lisa later.

My brother woke up about 8:15. Jessica came running into the room as he sat up in bed. She was wearing an outfit that looked just like Mom’s working apparel: black leather bustier, fishnets, thigh-high leather boots, riding crop in hand.

“Get up, sissy!” she said, smacking the riding crop against Joey’s leg. “It’s time to show the world how small and worthless your cock is!”

“Huh?” said Joey, still transitioning from sleep to wakefulness.

“You heard me!” shouted Jessica, smacking his thigh harder this time. “Gert up!”

Joey leapt to his feet; he was naked. Jessica pointed the riding crop at his crotch and started laughing. “What the hell is that?” she shouted. “You call that a penis? It’s more like a pussy!”

Disoriented and humiliated, Joey backed into a corner of the room, covering his crotch with his hands. “Please don’t say that!” he begged. “I can’t help it! I’m sorry it’s so small! Please don’t tease me about it!”

Moments later, Lisa ran into the room. She was dressed just like Jessica. “You’re right!” she said to Jessica, pointing at my brother’s crotch. “It’s tiny!”

Joey collapsed onto the floor and curled up into a ball. “Stop! Stop! You’re being mean! Please stop!”

The girls fell silent for a moment. “We’ll stop humiliating you if that’s what you really want,” said Jessica, her hands on her hips as if lecturing a naughty child. “But tell us one thing first. Why do you have a hard-on?”

Realization dawned on Joey’s face as he looked between his legs. “You’re right,” he said. “It IS hard!”

“And why do you think that is, Joey?” Lisa asked.

Joey thought about it for a second. “I guess it’s because – “

“Shut up!” Jessica screamed. “You’re a sissy, not a real man! You’re not supposed to think! You’re supposed to look pretty, obey orders, and please your owners! That’s all!”

“Yes Mistress!” Joey cried out, groveling on the floor at Lisa’s feet. “I will obey, Mistress!”

“Good girl,” said Lisa, taking the lead. “Now crawl out of this room and into the dungeon.” Joey did as ordered, scurrying out of the room on his hands and knees.

“Hurry up!” Jessica demanded, bringing the riding crop down on his ass. “Move!” Joey followed orders. I was pleased to see him falling into the role of a cowering, craven sissy with such ease.

Jessica drove him forward with the riding crop, shouting orders and lashing his thighs and ass cheeks. Lisa stayed right beside him, kicking him and saying how worthless and unmanly he was.

Seeing my brother bossed around this way was a little upsetting to watch. I shut my eyes and said, “it’s for his own good, it’s for his own good.”

I couldn’t help but feel a little nostalgic when Joey reached the table in the center of the dungeon. It was the same table to which Lisa had shackled me the previous week.

He ran headlong into the table, butting his thick skull against one of the iron legs. “Idiot!” Lisa shouted. “Can’t you do anything right? Now get on your feet and lay down on that table! Face up!”

Joey scrambled to do as she said. The smile on his face was all the proof I needed that he was enjoying himself. As soon as he got to his feet, Jessica kicked him in the back of the knee, sending him crashing to the floor. She and Lisa laughed at his helplessness.

He tried a couple more times to comply with the order, only to find himself knocked to the floor each time. In the end he just laid on the floor and wept like a worthless cunt.

Lisa and Jessica actually had to pick him up and lay him down across the table. I was ashamed of my brother for being so lazy and stupid.

He made up it for the moment later, however, by stretching out his arms and legs as they shackled him to the table. They made the bonds tight. “I’m sorry, Mistresses, I’m sorry,” he kept saying. “I’m just a stupid, worthless sissy who can’t do anything.”

“You got that right,” said Jessica, working up a mouthful of saliva and spitting in his face. Lisa followed suit, coating my brother’s soft, feminine features in her spit.

For the first time, I noticed a huge TV screen mounted to the ceiling directly above the table. As it flickered to life, I saw a picture of a guy’s cock in ultrahigh definition. It was massive, like one of those giant salami rolls they sell in delis. My throat hurt as I looked at it.

Konrad’s voice came over the speakers, so loud that it shook the house. “This is what a real man’s cock looks like, Joey,” it said.

The image faded away, followed by a picture of Joey’s tiny organ. “And this is what your cock looks like. See how small it is, how slimy and soft. How can you call yourself a man with something this weak and worthless between your legs? I guess you’re not a man after all, Joey.”

My brother’s eyes glazed over, as if he was falling under a hypnotic spell. “I’m not a real man,” he said. “I’m a faggot sissy maid with a clit instead of a cock.”

Another image of a huge, manly penis appeared on the screen. It looked familiar. “This is what my cock looks like, Joey,” Konrad said. “See how strong and hard it is?”

“Yes, Master,” said Joey. “You have a real cock, unlike me. I’m ashamed to call myself a man.”

“Take another look at your worthless organ,” said Konrad’s voice, the screen morphing once more into a picture of Joey’s genitals. “I can’t blame you for being ashamed of it. Who wouldn’t be?”

“You’re right, Master,” said Joey robotically. “You’re right.”

“What do sissies like you do for real men like me?” Konrad asked. ”What purpose do you serve in life?”

“Ohhh, Master,” Joey cooed, his voice becoming higher and more girlish with every syllable. “We love nothing better than to feel your masculinity between our painted whore lips.”

“Very good,” said Konrad’s deep, commanding voice. “What else do you like to do with men’s cocks?”

“We love to spread our ass cheeks and beg men like you to pound us,” said Joey, his voice totally feminine at this point. “It’s the only way we can cum, since our pathetic sissy cocks are too small and weak to bring us to orgasm.”

“Tell me,” said Konrad, “what do you want to do with those ridiculous football trophies in your room at home? The ones with your name etched on them?”

“I want to throw them away,” said Joey. “They don’t belong to me anyway. The person who earned those trophies is dead.”

“I see,” said Konrad. “So you’re telling me that Joey is now dead. In that case, what is your name?”

A haunting smile crept across my brother’s face as he said, “my name is Janice, Master. I’m a queer little slut who dresses up like a girl and craves domination.”

“Very good, Janice!” said Konrad, his tone turning gentle and encouraging. “You’ve given up the fight and submitted to our forced feminization of your mind. Now we must do the same thing to your body.”

I was so wrapped up in the exchange between Konrad and Joey (I guess I could say “Janice”) that I forgot all about Jessica and Lisa. They must have gone away for a few minutes, because they reappeared on the screen suddenly, each of them holding a metal tray that was covered with all sorts of dainty female products.

I saw shaving gels and moisturizing creams and nail clippers. I saw perfumes and lotions and cosmetics. They sponged Janice’s body head to toe with warm water, following by ladies shaving gel applied to her arms, underarms, legs, chest, and face.

Jessica took a pink razor and glided it along Janice’s body, removing every trace of her disgusting man-hairs. Lisa followed up with a razor of her own, just for good measure.

At one point, Janice’s she-cock twitched with approval. “Bad clitty!” Jessica scolded, smacking my sister between the legs with her riding crop.

“Thank you, Mistress Jessica,” she said, wincing with the pain. “My clitty needs punishing on a regular basis. That’s the only way it will learn how to behave.”

“Remember, Janice,” Lisa said, stroking my sister’s face, “we’re only doing this for your own good.”

“I’m so happy,” Janice said, weeping tears of joy. “I’m so very happy! Thank you!”

“Excellent!” said Konrad’s voice. “It’s wise of you not to resist us, Janice. Disobedience will only lead in punishment.” I heard a short burst of electric current, as Janice’s body spasmed for a few moments.

I learned later that Konrad had sent a small jolt of electricity through the steel table. Not only did it reinforce Janice’s sense of helplessness, it also helped to rewire her brain, making her forget that she had ever been a man.

After Lisa and Jessica finished shaving Jessica’s body smooth, they rubbed lotions and creams into her skin. They trimmed her toenails and painted them pink. They trimmed her fingernails as well, painting them with clear polish.

“Those things smell so wonderful!” Janice said, her face blank, her eyes now completely glazed over in a bimbo-like fog. “I’m a lucky sissy. I’m a lucky sissy. Are the seams of my stockings straight?”

“You’re not wearing stockings, Janice,” said Jessica, stroking Janice’s right earlobe. “But that will soon change.”

Jessica was true to her word. After Janice’s body was soft and ladylike, they undid her bonds and ordered her to lift her legs one at a time.

Lisa produced the prettiest pair of white stockings I’ve ever seen in my life and ran them down my new sister’s gorgeous legs. It was enchanting!

“I’m so happy for you, Janice,” I said, my eyes tearing up with joy.

Jessica and Lisa helped Janice off the table and led her to a vanity. They dressed her in lacy pink panties. There was a hole embroidered into the back, so a man could fuck my sister in her sissy-cunt while she stayed fully dressed as a woman.

How wonderful, I thought. Konrad is a true gentleman.

Jessica dressed Janice in the cutest little training bra. Like the panties, it was pink and lacy.

Janice looked down at her chest with a frown. “My boobies are so flat!” she said disparagingly. “No man will want me like this!”

“Have no fear, honey,” Jessica said sweetly. “Konrad will send you to the same surgeon that did my implants. Soon you’ll have breasts you can be proud of, I promise.”

“Thank you, Mistress Jessica!” Janice said, blushing.

Janice’s hair was already shoulder length, so it was easy for Lisa and Jessica to arrange it into a properly feminine style. They added berets to hold my sister’s ‘do in place throughout the day.

After dressing Janice in her new lingerie, they led her to a closet along the far wall and dressed her in an emerald evening gown. They put gold bracelets on her wrists and dazzling diamond rings on her fingers.

Jessica reached into the closet and took out a gorgeous set of formal pumps for Janice to wear. My new sister had a little trouble walking in heels at first, but after a few minutes of gentle encouragement she was strutting around like a streetwalker. I clapped my hands together in delight, as I watched her sashay around the dungeon in true style.

Lisa and Jessica applied Janice’s makeup as well, using foundation to hide what few blemishes she had. They followed up with a touch of rosy blush to her cheeks, applied mascara to her eyes, and painted her lips the same lovely shade of pink as her undies.

When all was said and done, she looked every bit the prim and proper sissy, indistinguishable in appearance from a biological woman.

“Do you know why we’re dressing you up so pretty?” Jessica asked her.

“No, Mistress Jessica,” said Janice. “Why?”

“Because today is your wedding day, silly!” Lisa said, giving Janice a playful pat on the shoulder.

Who am I going to marry? Janice asked, her face lighting up with surprise.

“You’re going to marry Konrad, of course! The man responsible for your transformation!”

“That makes me happier than I can say,” said Janice, beginning to cry.

“Don’t tear up, honey!” Jessica admonished her. “It will ruin your makeup!”

The door to the dungeon open wide and Konrad entered at last. He was wearing black leather pants with silver studs running up each side, along with matching black leather boots. His chest was bare. He looked every bit the part of a true master.

There was a hole in the front of the pants that displayed his magnificent cock and balls in all their manly glory.

He addressed me as he looked up at the camera. “At this point,” he said, “I would like to invite Sharon to join us in person for her sister’s wedding ceremony.”

“I’ll be right there!” I said over the microphone, dashing out of the room and into the elevator that whisked me straight to the dungeon. I rushed out of the car and took my place alongside Lisa.

Janice stared at me as if through a fog. “Do I know you, Mistress?” she asked.

“Of course you do,” I said giving her a hug. “I’m your sister, silly!”

“And I’m your master and soon-to-be husband,” said Konrad, approaching his blushing bride. “You and Jessica are the beginnings of my forced feminization harem.”

“I’m honored, Master,” said Janice, kneeling before her new owner.

“Wait a minute,” I asked, curious about one thing. “Who’s going to perform the ceremony?”

“All of us,” said Konrad with a smile. “Prepare yourself,” he said to Jessica.

The lovely transgendered woman stripped down to her panties. She looked over at me. “Sharon,” she asked, “would you do the honors of revealing my she-cock?”

“Happily!” I said, rushing over to her and pulling her panties down to the floor. I stared lustfully at her organ, tempted to swallow it whole. But the pain in my cunt reminded me of the price I had paid for acting without Lisa’s permission.

“On your hands and knees, Janice,” Konrad ordered. She did as he said.

Jessica approached Janice, positioning her she-cock in front my sister’s open mouth. “Feed, slut,” she said. “And watch the teeth. Otherwise you’ll get another shock!”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Janice, wrapping her lips around Jessica’s sultry sex-slab. She had a little trouble taking it all in, until I told her to relax her throat.

I watched, aroused and fascinated, as Janice coated Jessica’s she-cock in pink lipstick from one end to the other.

Konrad stood nearby, watching in approval “Sharon, would you do the honors of fluffing me?” he asked. “I want to be as hard as possible when I fuck your sister’s ass.”

I looked over at Lisa. “Is it okay?” I asked her.

“Of course,” she said. That was all the encouragement I needed. I fell to my knees and sucked Konrad until his organ pulsed and throbbed in my mouth.

After that, I guided his man-shaft into Janice’s feminized ass. Would you believe that she took the whole thing without so much as a whimper? I’m so proud of my sister!

There’s a term for what Konrad and Jessica were doing to my sister. It’s called a “sissy spit roast.” A sissy takes one cock in her mouth and another in her ass at the same time.

A spit roast is a thing of beauty to behold. All three participants fall into a natural rhythm, the sissy bobbing her head and her ass back and forth to give maximum pleasure to the dominant partners.

Konrad and Jessica had obviously performed the same ceremony many times before, because they fell into their roles with ease.

Janice’s clit-cream drizzled down her stocking clad legs throughout the spit roast, proof that she was orgasming from anal and oral sex.

She was having a sissygasm, in other words. Her ‘cock” had become nothing more than a tube for piss and cum to expel themselves from her body.

I was so happy for my sibling that it took me a while to realize how horny I was. It was only after Lisa reached under my shirt and began fondling my boobs that I became aware of my lust. I kissed her hard, my tongue probing into her mouth. Hers did the same, and soon we were making out like our plane was going down.

She made a play for my cunt. I reached out to stop her. “Please, not right now,” I said. “I’m still pretty sore down there.”

“I understand,” she said, sounding a little disappointed. “But you haven’t cum in over a week. I think you deserve a reward.”

What a reward it was! Lisa went to town on my nipples, sucking with the same gusto I displayed when giving Konrad his blow job the night before. She ran her hands up and down my body, caressing and tickling every nerve.

For once, I didn’t try to reciprocate. Does that sound selfish of me? I don’t think it was. Lisa wanted this experience to be all about me. I was okay with that.

The climactic moment came when she slipped her hand around to my ass and inserted her fingers deep inside of me. It was just like having a cock penetrate me from behind. My orgasm started right then and there, beginning in my sphincter and spreading through my legs and hips.

It merged with the double orgasms rushing through my nipples, together forming a tidal wave of sensual delight that washed through my whole body.

As if by magic, both Konrad and Jessica came at the exact same moment. Janice’s mouth overflowed with Jessica’s cum.

Konrad’s load ran down the back of Janice’s smooth sissy legs. Jessica squealed with delight and Konrad let out a manly roar.

This was the greatest moment of my life. I wanted to savor it forever. So I closed my eyes and just let it happen.


Epilogue

As you can imagine, my parents were pretty pissed when they got back from Europe.

Dad raised hell, threatening to sue Konrad and the university. But nothing came of it.

I moved out of the house altogether, Lisa and I taking up residence with Konrad, Jessica, and Janice. I’m now in my second semester at the college.

Janice is still just as blissful and brainwashed as she was on the day of her wedding. Konrad dominates both her and Jessica.

They find this a very fulfilling lifestyle, as does he. He’s a stern master but a gentle one. I’m happy for them.

Lisa and I are now engaged. She’s the dominant partner in our relationship, as you may have guessed. Overall, though, our lifestyle is more egalitarian than Konrad’s iron hand approach.

That’s fine by me. As they say, different strokes for different folks.

Oh, by the way – remember the bastard who was so mean to Janice back when she was Joey? It turned out that he was the same loser that Lisa’s mom was humiliating down in the basement that day.

He’s now a feminized sissy himself, thanks to a bit of clever intervention on my part. But that’s a story I’ll save for next time. Until then, I wish you all the best.

Affectionately,

Sharon Seabury

Los Angeles, California

[image: ]

I hope you enjoyed this first-hand forced feminization account, my little pets!

While you’re here, take a moment to check out my latest release: Forced Feminization: the Giant Collection. 


It’s filled with novels, stories, and confessions written both by me and by my dear sisters Victoria Marlowe and Victoria Hemingway. Every word is based on first-hand accounts as told by our clients. It’s sure to leave you satisfied. 

Take care, sweethearts!

Mistress Scarlett Redd

Atlantic City, NJ

2019
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