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I’m not only a bitch, I’m the bitch from Hell.  That quality, along with my expensive tastes, has earned me a fierce reputation among New York’s socialites.  But I’m also cunning and extraordinary beautiful, two qualities that work in my favor.  Like a spider spinning a web, I take my time crafting the perfect trap for my prey.  Then, when he stumbles into its silken embrace, I strike without warning or mercy.  

I have a daughter, a stunning 25-year-old blond named Gwyneth.  I have taught her to be exactly like me.  She has learned her lessons well; I could not be more proud of my offspring or her achievements.  During her brief career as a ball busting shrew she has captured three very wealthy men, drained them of their fortunes, and left them behind to nurse their emotional wounds.

She’s also a smart investor, which is how she and I enjoy our lavish lifestyle.  Still, money doesn’t provide the same satisfaction as does the sheer joy of dominating men.  So two years ago she went on the hunt once more, with me by her side of course.  But let me start at the beginning…

It was June 2013.  Gwyneth and I were having brunch at an exclusive bistro on the upper west side.  While we sipped our coffee we noticed that a man sitting across the room kept stealing glances in our direction.  

Whispering to each other, we compared notes on this hapless male whose attention we had captured.  Gwyneth sized up his clothes and the expensive watch on his wrist, judging him to be at least moderately wealthy.  I noted his slight paunch and the dull-witted look in his eyes and realized he was a trust fund brat with delusions of being a self-made man – in other words, the perfect victim for two women like ourselves.

We watched as he stood and walked our way, buttoning his jacket and smoothing his hair as he did so.  “Hello, ladies,” he said, taking a seat without being invited first.  

“Well, well, well,” said Gwyneth, smiling as she gave me a coy look.  “Look, mother; we’ve caught the eye of a virile young buck.  Isn’t this our lucky day!”  I had to cover my mouth for a moment to hide the sarcastic smirk that crossed my face; my daughter certainly has a sense of humor!  

The specimen of pseudo-manhood that sat across from us was ordinary-looking at best, with thinning brown hair and A blank, ape-like expression.  Still, I played along.  “You’re right, my dear,” I said as I nibbled at a cookie.  “What did we do to deserve this?”

Our prey was so cocky that our obvious cynicism went straight over his head.  He launched into a long-winded discussion about himself.  We found out that his name was John Morgan, that he came from money, and that his father had set him up in business right after college, virtually assuring his success.  With both parents now dead and no siblings, he was in an enviable financial position, and he made sure we knew it.

I won’t bore you with the details of John’s pathetic efforts at self-promotion.  Suffice it to say that, by the end of our exchange, Gwyneth had agreed to meet him for dinner the following evening.  That night we met at my townhome to lay out our plans for her new suitor.

“He bores me,” I told her.  “I say make quick work of him.  Capture his heart, empty his accounts, and move on to fresh game.”  I said this with a glow in my eyes and a wide smile on my face.

“That was my first thought as well, mother,” Gwyneth said, taking a moment to sip her wine.  “But there’s something different about this one.  Did you notice how soft his features are, how they’re almost female-like?  And, despite his belly fat, he has a slight frame and small hands.  He might be a good candidate –“

“For feminization!”  I blurted out.  “My dear, you’re a genius!”  

Didn’t I tell you my daughter is smart?

That began our campaign to turn John into a feminized sissy.  It started with Gwyneth keeping him perpetually on the edge of sexual gratification.  She allowed him to touch her breasts and run his hand between her luscious thighs.  But she stopped his forays towards her vagina with a firm, “no!” and a slap across the face.  He of course loved this treatment, though he pretended otherwise.  So he kept the relationship going.

In the meantime Gwyneth was gathering information about his physical proportions.  I used this feedback to acquire certain items: stockings that would flatter his legs, high heels in which he could walk, and of course bras and panties.  We decided that John’s new name would be Janice, that Janice would be a dumb blond, and that she would have breasts implants but keep her current genitals.  That would give us the fun of shrinking her cock and balls to microscopic dimensions. 

It would also destroy Janice’s ability to enjoy sex or cum, which is always a huge plus when sissifying men.  Slaves must learn that pleasure is for women and real men, not feminized tools!

Weeks went by as Gwyneth tightened the proverbial noose around John’s neck.  Then, one night, she called me after midnight, breathless with excitement.  “Mother!” she said.  “You won’t believe this!”

“What, dear?” I said, already knowing what she would say.

“John cracked tonight!  He told me he has always dreamt of being a woman; that he wants to wear pretty things and feel a man’s cock inside of him!  He even showed me a secret stash of women’s undies her keeps in a hidden container!  It was amazing!”

“Excellent!” I said.  “And I assume that you recorded every word without his knowledge?”

Gwyneth’s laugh echoed through the phone receiver.  “Of course!” she said.  “We have him by the balls!  Now all we have to do is squeeze!”  

At that moment I was prouder of my wonderful daughter than ever before!

The succeeding events occurred in a rushed frenzy.  That Saturday night John and Gwyneth came to my home at 6 PM.  We had a short dinner during which we made small talk.  Then I dismissed the servants for the evening and we gathered together in the “parlor,” a room I reserve for special activities.

John sat in a chair, his head buried in his hands, his body shivering slightly.  Gwyneth stood beside him, her arm draped across his trembling shoulders.  He was trying not to weep, but tears wet his girlish fingers.  The sight sent a tingle through my clit.  Seeing a man in pain is such an aphrodisiac!

“Go ahead, John,” Gwyneth said gently, nudging him.  “Tell mother what you told me earlier this week.  She won’t laugh, I promise.”

John looked up at me, his face pale.  “I-I told Gwyneth how I have always longed to experience life as a woman; how I want to shave all the nasty man-hair off my body.  And…” his voice trailed off.

I gave John my best fake smile, along with an accepting look I mastered many years ago.  “I understand,” I said, with all the fake kindness I could muster.  “Please continue, dear.”

“And I want men to fuck me!” He exclaimed.  

I smiled and looked at my daughter.  “You were right to bring her to me, Gwyneth,” I said, purposely using the feminine pronoun.  Then I leaned forward and touched John on the arm.  “I think your longings are very sweet, my dear” I told him.  “And I’m delighted that you were brave enough to share them.  You see, both I and Gwyneth have always been attracted to submissive, feminine men.  Isn’t that right, honey?” I said, looking up at my daughter.

For a moment I thought she would burst out laughing at the sheer absurdity of my words.  But, like the professional huntress she is, she simply nodded.

John fell for our act, hook, line, and sinker.  Men are such simple, stupid creatures!

“Tell you what, dearie,” I said, touching John’s knee.  “Why don’t we explore your feminine side tonight, here in the privacy of my home?”

John’s face beamed.  “Really?” he said.  “You would do that?”

“It would be my pleasure!” I said.  “First let’s get you undressed.”

I thought John would hesitate at that point.  But, to my surprise, he stood and began unbuttoning his shirt.

“Mother, if you will excuse me for just a moment,” Gwyneth said, “I must visit the ladies room for just a minute.”  She looked at John.  “I’ll be right back, sweetie,” she said, giving him a peck on the cheek.

“Yes, dear,” he said, in a high, whiny voice that already sounded girly.

By the time Gwyneth returned from her quick trip I had John naked and seated.  My daughter and I massaged oils and creams into his legs, then ran a razor along them, daintily removing every bit of what John had called his “nasty man hair.”  Then we did the same to the rest of his body.  When we were through, his skin was as soft and supple as Gwyneth’s.  

Then he lay back on the daybed as I slid pretty white stockings up his calves and thighs.  Gwyneth dressed him in a garter belt and hooked his new hosiery in place.  She made a point of touching his anal region several times, which sent his little cock twitching.  

John eagerly slipped into a pair of satin peach-colored panties.  He nearly fainted with excitement when I showed him the bra I had in mind for him.  It had loads of lace and little pearls.  I saw his erection reach new heights through his panties.  The brassiere fit him perfectly, and Gwyneth stuffed tissues into the cups to give John a more feminine shape.

John’s skin took to makeup instantly.  We painted his in soft tones that would reinforce his new persona as a feminized sissy.  Then came the platinum blond wig I had ordered for him, along with a light blue top and white skirt that showed ample amounts of leg.  

As a finishing touch I slid his feet into designer pumps.  John stumbled a bit at first, but soon he was prancing around the room like a streetwalker strutting her shift.

“You look amazing, Janice!”  I said.

“’Janice?’” said John, giving me a puzzled look.

“Yes,” I said.  “That’s your name from now one.  You are Janice, a crossdressing, sexually submissive sissy queer who will never have sex with a woman again.”  I nodded as I spoke.

“Wait a minute,” said John, his tone changing.  “I thought this was just a one-night thing!”  He looked at himself in the mirror, transfixed by his own beauty for a second before his crumbling manhood reasserted itself.  “I’m getting back into my regular clothes and leaving!”

“I wouldn’t do that, Janice,” said Gwyneth, a vicious grin crossing her face as her face turned cold as ice.

“Why the hell not?” said John, a tinge of fear in his tone.

“Because, my soon-to-be daughter-in-law,” I said, “Gwyneth recorded every word of your pathetic little confession the other night.” 

I gave John’s face went pale as a sheet when he heard those words.  I gave him a moment to absorb what I had just said, then I continued.  “Plus,” I said, nodding towards the far wall, “my cameraman has been recording your transformation over the last hour or so.  I think you’ll like him.  At least you’d better, since he will soon be fucking you like a two-bit whore.”

“No way,” he muttered, reaching for his slacks.

“Darrell!” I shouted.  An instant later the man I had just summoned appeared in the room, emerging from a secret portal behind the wall.  At six feet eight inches tall he towered over John, an ebony god with rippling muscles, a lean, tight waist, and a cock large enough to make a stud horse hang its head in shame.  He was also unclothed except for a black leather loin cloth.

“You called, madam?” he said, eyeing John like a piece of meat as he did so.

“Kindly infirm Janice that what I just told her is true,” I said.

“It’s true, you little sissy fag,” Darrell said, glancing at our newly feminized prey.  “I just uploaded the video to the Net.  Soon everyone – your friends, business partners, employees – will know that you’re a crossdresser and a sissy.”

Then the three of us, me, Gwyneth, and Darrel, started laughing.

John collapsed in his chair, sobbing as he buried his face in his small, pinkish hands.  

“Oh, don’t take it that way, Janice!” said Gwyneth, once more wrapping her arm across John’s shoulders.  “You know this is what you wanted!  Besides, mother and I have a special treat for you: you’re to be fucked by our friend Darrel in just a few minutes!  Won’t you enjoy having a real man reaming your gay ass?”

John looked up halfway and nodded.  “I suppose so,” he said, choking back tears.

The next hour or so were among the most fulfilling of my life.  Gwyneth and I were so aroused by the sound of Janice’s screams that we both climaxed purely from the sound!  Her tiny sphincter did all it could to accommodate Darrel’s giant shaft, as the huge cameraman pounded the newly minted sissy like a jackhammer.  I especially loved it when Janice shrieked, “no, no!  It’s too big!  It will spilt me in two!  Let me suck him instead, please!”

By the time Darrel orgasmed for the third time, John’s male ego had faded away and died, like a flickering candle flame starved of oxygen.  Soon afterward he and Gwyneth married and he signed his money and belongings over to her.  Combined with our existing funds, the haul was enough to keep her and me living in high style for decades to come.  

As for Janice, we continued her training well beyond that first night.  She is now a brainwashed, cock-hungry, full-time sissy, with giant breasts and a ditzy mind that get easily confused.  Still, she serves us quite well as both unpaid domestic help and as a toy to please both Darrel and other selected gentleman.  In fact, she has never been as happy in her life as she has been since meeting the two of us.  I suppose that’s a good thing.   Now, if only all men could realize their proper role in life, the world would be a much better place!
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