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Since I was young I have dreamt of being mother to a darling little girl.  To that end I stalked, trapped, and married a rich man, one who could support me and my future child in high style. I endured his dull-witted thrusts into my body, all the time plotting how I could send him to the Great Beyond without getting caught.  Then, after he at last knocked me up, I executed my homicidal plan with daring and style, ensuring that I would spend the rest of my days as a rich widow and single mom.

So imagine my disappointment when, after enduring nine hellish months of pregnancy, the doctor told me, “Congratulations!  It’s a baby boy!” I wanted to rip the white-coated bastard’s balls off right there in the maternity ward. But, instead of cursing my darkness, I turned my lemons into lemonade by transforming my son him into a perfectly feminized daughter. 

From his earliest years he showed strong transgender and gay tendencies, which made my task so much easier. When other boys wanted footballs he asked for a tea set. Instead of taking a girl to the prom he took his boyfriend.  And, at an age when most young men are driving fast and getting in fights, my child was shaving his legs and trying on lingerie. In short, my son is really my daughter!

Her name is Sandy and she is about to turn 21 years old. A better girl-child no mother could ever ask for. Sandy is sweet, submissive, and oh-so-dutiful to her loving mom. She crosses her legs, curtsies, and talks with a sissyish, high-pitched tone. She hates action films and anything that’s remotely violent.  Each Saturday night we watch romantic films and rave about how lovely the actresses look.  

Sandy has no use for rock or rap or even country music. She listens to Better Midler and KD Lang instead. She understands that males are inferior to women in every way. Her long-time lover is also transsexual; the two of them keep each other’s bodies moist and smooth and nicely tanned. 

The only problem in their relationship is that Sandy doesn’t have a functional sex organ.  Massive doses of hormones have reduced her male genitalia to shrunken husks. Sandy has asked numerous times if she can have sexual reassignment surgery, but I keep denying her. Part of me fears that, should she ever actually cum, all the careful brainwashing I have done to her will undo itself. So she hovers on the edge of orgasm without ever quite making it to the other side.

Now, don’t think that I’m some deranged pervert who has sexual yearnings for her son. Nothing could be further from the truth.  I like women my age or older, not men. And all my female lovers are 30 or older. My efforts to feminize Sandy are driven purely by my lifelong hatred of men, nothing else.  After all, being born male is a curse. Why would I not want to free Sandy from such a wretched existence? I’m a wonderful parent who has only her daughter’s best interests at heart – even if that means subjecting her to vicious torture.

With that in mind, we come to the high point of the story…

One Month Ago

“But, mom,” said Sandy in her whiniest tone, “the doctors in Thailand can feminize my body for less than $10,000!  I know you can afford it!  Besides, I want boobs and a vagina!” Her face soured as she looked at her crotch. “This…deformity I was born with is just disgusting!”

“I know, dear,” I said, patting her on the cheek. “I agree. A penis is a heavy burden to bear.” Sandy nodded in agreement. “Still,” I said, “surgery is risky, and I would hate for anything bad to happen to my only child!”

Sandy shook her head. “The risks are minimal,” she said with a defiant air. “The surgery is safer than the procedure you went through last year to get your tummy tuck!” She dropped her head and tucked her pretty hands between her thighs as she stared at the floor. “You just…” her voice trailed off.

“I ‘just’ what, Sandy?” I said, glaring at her with my hands on my hips. “I hope you’re not going to start with that ‘you don’t love me’ nonsense again!” I rolled my eyes. “You’re the most precious thing in the world to me!”

“I know, mother,” she said, her voice cracking with despair. “But sometimes I think you were disappointed I was born a boy instead of a girl.” A tear ran down her face, smudging her makeup.

“Oh, poo!” I said, chuckling at her. “I love you just as you are – even if you’re far from perfect. Now get yourself together. Nicole will be here soon and the two of you have a play date!”

Nicole is Sandy’s lover.  The two of them have been dating for a little over a year.  I chose Nicole from a small group of potential candidates.  Like me, she is beautiful, cunning, and dominant.  . 

Nicole has large breasts, the result of surgery that I paid for. I also paid for her facial feminization and other treatments. She is both more feminine-looking than Sandy and more attractive. 

I should add that Nicole still has her male organ; like many transsexuals it has remained fully functional while the rest of her body has become more feminine. It’s almost freakishly large. Sandy services it on an almost daily basis, though doing so gives her a sore throat.

I compare my daughter to Nicole all the time: “if only you could be as pretty as Nicole!” I say. “If only your lips were as full, your features as delicate, your bosom voluptuous instead of flat!” 

Together, Nicole and I keep Sandy confused, docile, and under control. I have never allowed my daughter to feel good about herself and I never will. She belongs under my watchful eye at all times, beaten down and brainwashed.

After a time Nicole arrived and I excused Sandy so the two of them could spend time together. While I never watch them having sex, Nicole gives me full reports later. They usually begin with Sandy on her knees, Nicole’s massive she-cock shoved down her mouth. Over time Sandy has learned to relax her throat muscles so she can take in the full length of her lover’s giant pole. She has also learned exactly how Nicole likes her organ licked and caressed. 

Nicole fucks my daughter’s mouth until she blesses Sandy with a load of steaming cum. Sandy knows she must swallow every drop of that precious liquid or face severe punishment. After Nicole orgasms she ties Sandy up, suspends her from the ceiling, and flogs her for being a bad little slut. If Sandy cries out, then Nicole beats her harder, so my daughter endures the pain in silence.

Whipping Sandy makes Nicole hornier than ever. So she lowers Sandy from the ceiling, chains her to the stone walls of the basement face first, and fucks Sandy’s pathetic little sissy ass until she cums for a second time. 

Nicole lets Sandy hang there, bleeding and exhausted, while she come upstairs with me. The two of us look at fashion magazines together for an hour or so, then Nicole returns to the cellar. She fucks my daughter several more times, then releases her from her manacles. Sandy collapses to the floor from fatigue and pain, then Nicole urinates on her.

Afterwards I spank Sandy for being a slut and lock her in her room for the evening. Sometimes Nicole then fucks me; sometimes she eats my pussy while I eat imported chocolates and sip wine. Sandy cries herself to sleep, knowing that I prefer Nicole’s presence to hers. It’s all part of my ongoing campaign to punish Sandy for being born the wrong gender. Just thinking about it makes my cunt tingle!

I’m sitting in my living room watching TV when I hear Sandy’s screams drifting up from the basement. The sound brings a smile to my face. Nicole must really be letting her have it today, I think, making a mental note to give Nicole some cash or perhaps a nice piece of jewelry for her good work. Then the heavy oaken door to the cellar swings open and Nicole appears in the room, sweaty and naked from abusing my daughter.

“Having fun down there?” I ask her.

She smiles. “As always,” she says. 

I gaze with lustful admiration at Nicole’s nude form. She stands over six feet tall in her bare feet, every inch an Amazon. She has scarlet hair, a lightly freckled face, full, sensuous lips, high cheekbones and sparkling green eyes. Her massive breasts are tipped with the cutest, rosiest nipples I have ever seen. She has a taut, lean stomach, long, sensuous legs, and, as already mentioned, a huge cock that extends almost a full foot in length. 

She makes her living as a transgendered model and escort for select men of breeding and wealth, though I also give her large sums of cash for putting up with my pathetic daughter. It’s the least I can do, right?

“You know Sandy’s birthday is coming up next week?” says Nicole as she sits beside me and crosses her legs.

“Are you kidding?” I say, rolling my eyes. “She won’t let me forget.” I turn off the TV set, then reach out to Nicole, stroking the inner edge of her right thigh. “She thinks I’m going to finally let her have gender reassignment surgery.”

Nicole smiles. “I’m guessing you have something else in mind for her.” She takes my hand and slides it further up her leg. 

I laugh. “Of course!” I say as I wrap my fingers around Nicole’s swollen cock. “After we play for a while I will give you all the details.” Nicole gasps as I begin to fondle her shemale clitty. I hear Sandy’s pitiful sob from the basement. The sound makes me stroke her abuser’s organ harder and faster.

Sandy’s Birthday

“Hurry up, Sandy!” I call to my daughter upstairs. “The guests will arrive any minute!”

“Yes, mother,” she calls back. “I’m putting the finishing touches on my makeup.”

“That’s good, dear,” I say. “Hide your flaws as much as possible; it will save you some embarrassment.”

She doesn’t reply to that comment, which makes me smile. Her silence means that I hurt her feelings. Excellent, I think. Her sadness now will make her despair later on even worse. I resist the urge to fondle my clit and continue decorating the living room.

An hour later the house is filled with guests, mostly members of the local LGBT community. Each was hand-selected by me and all have been coached on how to act when Sandy makes her debut. The group members are chatting among themselves and enjoying light snacks. A DJ is playing disco tunes from the 70s. Pink balloons and white streamers are everywhere.

In one of the home’s many restrooms a gay man is fucking his lover’s ass. The sounds of their animal sex drift through the closed door. I hear the faggot on bottom squeal as the dominant male shoots his load. The sound makes my cunt tingle, but I ignore my urges for the moment.

“Attention, attention!” I say, clapping my hands. Silence falls across the room as all eyes turn to me. “First, I want to thank you all for coming. I appreciate it and so does Sandy.” I turn my eyes towards the top of the stairs. “Speaking of the birthday girl, it’s time for her to make her entrance.” I call to her. “Sandy, dear, come see your guests!”

A moment later my daughter begins her descent down the staircase. Sandy is wearing a peach dress that comes down to just below her knees, white pumps, and a silver bracelet around her right wrist. Her makeup does its best to highlight her rather drab features, but she offers the crowd a pleasant smile as she steps gracefully. Her brown hair hangs loose around her shoulders; her stylist added highlights to her wavy locks for the occasion. Pink frosted lipstick gives her lips a girlish but tasteful air. 

I notice her wince just a bit as she walks. I guess that it’s due to the pebble I dropped in her shoe earlier in the day. Each time she puts her weight on the stone it sends little darts of pain through her body. “I want you to keep this in your heels throughout the party,” I told her at the time. “A wise old governess told me that it will train you to walk with an air of elegance – and isn’t that worth a little discomfort?”

Yes, mother,” Sandy replied, knowing that I was lying but too beaten down to object.

As she reaches the bottom of the steps I take her hand. “Ladies and gentleman,” I say as she curtsies to the crowd, “I present to you my beloved daughter Sandy!” A faint chorus of applause spreads throughout the room.

“Thank you,” she says, “thank you all so very much for coming today.” She smiles and her guests move forward to greet her.

“How marvelous you look, Sandy!” one says. “You’re the image of femininity!”

“Such a lovely sissy; a credit to the LGBT community!” says another.

Sandy blushes and covers her cheek with her hand; she wears dainty white gloves. “You’re very kind,” she says, blushing. I give her a quick visual inspection, trying to spot flaws I can punish her for later. Sadly, she has made herself up with superb perfection. I take a sip from my champagne glass to hide the scowl that crosses my face.

“Well, well,” says the new arrival. “Looks like you bitches started without me!” All eyes turn to see Nicole.  She arrived fashionably late, like any good diva should. A chorus of cheers erupts from the guests that makes the applause for my daughter sound like a distant echo.

“Welcome, gorgeous!” says a tall drag queen who gives Nicole a quick hug and a peck on the cheek. A wave of desire courses through me as I feast my eyes on Sandy’s lover. She’s wearing a black mini-skirt that barely covers her panties, a red satin top with a plunging neckline that shows off her ample cleavage, and a silver chain necklace that sparkles in the chandelier light. She died her hair platinum blond for the occasion and wears enough makeup for an army of hookers. At the front of her skirt I see evidence of a raging hard-on.

I smile with approval as she approaches me. “At last the honored guest has arrived!” We embrace. Then we stand side by side as I announce her. “For those not lucky enough to have met her,” I say, “this is Nicole, Sandy’s girlfriend and a dear friend of mine.” 

Once more the room erupts in cheers, while Sandy stands by herself in a corner hanging her head low. I see her brush a tear of shame from her cheek. I smile. If you think this is humiliating, my dear child, I think, just wait.  You haven’t seen anything yet.

I make sure the crowd stays focused on Nicole for several minutes. Then I turn to give Sandy a casual look. She is sitting in a chair with her head buried in her gloved hands. “Oh, my,” I say, looking at her, “where are my manners? I almost forgot that this day is about Sandy!” I walk over to her and place an arm across her shoulders, but she keeps her head hung low. 

“Aren’t you excited that Nicole is here, Sandy?” I say.

Sandy lifts her head. Her face is streaked from weeping. She gives me a tortured look that arouses my libido. “Why, mother?” she says, her voice breaking. “Why are you always so cruel to me?”

I give her a concerned look, then glance at the guests, who are watching the unfolding scene with rapt attention. “What do you mean, sweetie?’ I say, lacing my tone with mock concern.

“You know what I mean!” she blurts out, wringing her hands as she looks up at me. “You’ve always hated me for being born a boy – as it were my fault!” Fresh tears stream down her cheeks, ruining her makeup. 

“I’ve endured your vicious cruelties my whole life,” she says. “But I thought that, on this one day, you would show some consideration!” She drops her head as she turns on the water works. The room fills with her pitiful sobbing. The guests fall silent. I read the expressions on their faces. They’re excited. They know what’s coming and can’t wait. I smile. Very well, then. I shall not disappoint them.

I stroke Sandy’s hair. “Dear, please look up at me,” I say in my gentlest voice. “Look up at your mother.”

She stops crying and does as I ask. “Yes, mother?” she says in a tiny, hopeful whisper.

“Dear,” I say, reaching down to take her hand, “you’re 21 today, the age when most young people are considered adults. So I’m going to treat you like an adult and give you a choice.”

Her face wears a hopeful expression. Her tears stop flowing.

“These are your options, Sandy,” I say. “You can get up and walk out of the house now.” I point towards the front door. “You will take with you only what you wear – no money, no car, and no assistance from me.” 

The color drains from her face. Her eyes grow wide with terror. “Y-you mean,” she says, “that I would be all alone? That I would have to support myself, pay bills, deal with people on my own?” She swallows and her body trembles as she imagines herself outside my domination.

“That’s exactly right,” I say with cold finality. “Just you and the big, bad, scary world. No help of any kind from Nicole, me, or anyone else.”

I watch her look around as she tries to imagine what I’m describing. “Oh, once more thing,” I add. “What you just said about me hating you,” I say with an icy grin as my eyes narrow, “you’re right.” 

It takes only a moment for the hopefulness in her face to vanish, replaced by a terrified shock. “Mother?” she says, unable to believe her ears.

“I despise you, sweetie,” I say, “for the reasons you said, and many more. I have hated you since you were born, and I always will.” I watch her features turn pale as he mouth drops open. “That’s why I’ve made your life a living hell.” 

Her face hardens and she rises to her feet. She reaches into her shoe and removes the pebble, tossing it across the room. “Fine,” she says. “I would rather deal with whatever the world has in store for me than live another moment with you, you psychotic bitch!”

She scans my face with her eyes, hoping for evidence that her insult has hurt me. She doesn’t see any. Her knees buckle, and for a moment I think she will fall back into the chair. But then, without a word, she brushes past me, out of the room, and through the front door.

The guests mumble to each other. Nicole shoots me a “what the hell?” look. I give her a reassuring smile and a nod, as if to say just wait. Long seconds pass.

“Well, everyone,” I say to the crowd. “It would appear my child has flown the coop!  Never fear, there’s plenty of food and drink here to keep everyone entertained.” I look at the drag queen. “Beverly,” I say, “you’re talented with the piano.” I gesture towards the massive Steinway in the corner. “Would you favor us with a selection?” 

She looks back at me in confusion, then takes her place on the bench and begins to play a pleasant classical piece. Some of the guests wander over to the bar. Others nibble on sandwiches. Conversations between friends break out. Time passes. My heart rate steps up its pace, and, in the back of my mind, I wonder if I misjudged Sandy after all.

Then comes the sound of the front door opening. A hush falls across the room as everyone turns towards the noise. Into the room comes Sandy, her head hung low like a whipped dog’s.

“Well, well, well,” I say, glaring at her with my hands on my hips. “Looks like my prodigal child has returned.” I approach her. “What does this mean, dear daughter?” I say, touching her shoulder. “Have you decided to live at home where you belong?”

Sandy nods. She says something in a slight, distant tone. “What’s that?” I say, cupping my hand to my ear. “What did you say, honey?”

She speaks once more. This time I hear her force the word “yes” out of her swollen throat; her voice is hoarse from bawling. Her shoulders are drooping, her hands wrapped around her upper arms. 

I look at Nicole and give her a triumphant smile. She returns the expression.

“Well, then,” I say, “if that’s the case, then I suppose I can find room for you.” I place my hand under her chin and force her head up. My steel-gray eyes bore into her skull as I glare at her. She begins to quake. “But, if I do,” I say, “then you will no longer be my daughter. You will be an unpaid slave for myself and my adopted child.”

Sandy’s eyebrows knot in confusion. “’Adopted child?’” she says.

“Why, yes!” I say, then turn towards Nicole. “Come here, my dear.” The tall, sultry shemale does so, and I put my hand around her waist. “I signed the papers earlier today.” Then I address everyone in the room. “I’m delighted to announce that I have formally adopted this magnificent creature as the heir to my money and property!”

The room remains silent for a second. Then a single pair of hands begins to clap. This spreads throughout the guests, and soon a roaring chorus of applause erupts. Nicole bows gracefully to the throng, which huddles around her offering its congratulations and best wishes. I watch as my new daughter blends into the assembly. My heart fills with motherly pride and joy.

Then I look back at Sandy, whose face reveals utter shock and endless despair. “As for you, slave,” I say, “get to work. Serve Nicole’s friends and clean up after them.” I snap my fingers in her face. “NOW!” I shout. “Earn your keep!”

With slow, mechanical movements Sandy obeys my order. I smile with satisfaction, knowing that, deep inside her, part of what makes her a person has just died. Her humiliation is total, and so is my victory.

One Week Later

“That was amazing,” I say to Nicole, whose nude form lies beside mine in the silken sheets. 

“Indeed it was,” she says. Her she-cock drips with cum from her recent orgasm.

As my eyes scan the bedroom walls they settle on a new decoration I had installed a few hours before. Looking at it makes me smile. “What do you think of my trophy?” I ask Nicole.

“Magnificent,” she says in admiring tones. “Utterly magnificent.”

“I agree,” I say, then reach over to fondle her organ. As we begin to make love Sandy looks down on us. She is tied hand and foot to pegs jutting from the wall, a gag in her mouth and a metal clamp cinched around each testicle. It truly is a beautiful sight.

I dig my sharpened fingernails into her shoulder. 

She shrieks and tries to pull away, but I hold her tight. Her skin ruptures at the pressure points of my nails, and tiny drops of scarlet stain her outfit. She screams. “No, no!” she shouts, battering my body with her pathetically weak hands. “You’re crazy!” 

She looks at the assembled guests, who have gathered close to her like a pack of wolves about to devour their prey. “Please, someone!” she cries out. “Please help!” But no one comes to her aid. I slap her so hard I leave an imprint of my fingers on her face. That turns her cries into quiet sobbing.  Again she drops her head. My cunt is on fire; sizzling juices gush from my pussy and drench my panties. I savor the feeling.

I keep an iron grip on her shoulder as I address those assembled. “I must apologize for my daughter’s behavior,” I say. “She has never been a good child.” I glance at her for a second; her face is still cowed. “I have struggled all these years to form her into a proper young lady.” I sigh. “But, despite all my efforts, she remains a clumsy, oafish pseudo-female.” 

Three Weeks Later

“Good morning, sunshine!” I say as I enter Sandy’s room. 
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