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My daughter's hand exploded against my cheek with a CRACK sound, like a bullwhip wielded by a demented cowgirl. “Shut up, Jennifer!” she screamed, her eyes filled with rage. My body spun around like a top, driven by the force of her blow. I tried to regain my balance, but tripped over a table leg instead. The next thing I knew I was on my knees, cringing before my 22-year-old daughter as I pressed my palm against my injured face, tears stinging my eyes and making my mascara run down my cheeks.

"Please, Mistress Tiffany!" I shrieked. "You said I could have a bite of meat tonight if I finished my chores early!" I began blubbering as the words poured out of my mouth. "I'm just so tired of eating nothing but vegetables and water!"

She glared at me as I lay helpless on the floor before her, hands on her hips as she spoke. "Don't tell me what I said, you stupid slut," she said. "Or I'll beat you till you're uglier than you already are." She waved her arms around the room. "Anyone can see this place is filthy," she said. She walked over to the sofa and pulled it away from the wall, running her fingertip along the baseboard then shoving it in my face. "See what I mean," she said. "Nothing but dust and dirt everywhere!"

I looked at her finger. It was immaculate. "I don't see any dirt, Mistress Tiffany," I said, shaking my head. That was a mistake. Her fist plowed into my the side of my skull. I cowered on the floor in a fetal position, sobbing in terror and cradling my pain-wracked head. "I'm sorry," I said, "my voice cracking with terror. I'm sorry. Please don't beat me anymore, Mistress."

"You should be sorry," she said. "Of all the days to embarrass me, you chose my 22nd birthday! Jermaine and the other guys will be over soon and they expect a clean place and quality food.” She glanced at her watch. "You have an hour to get this place in shape and have dinner on the table. If you don't do as you're told, then I swear you'll regret it for the rest of your miserable life."

"Yes, Mistress Tiffany," I said, scampering to my feet and rushing towards the kitchen.

"Don't forget to wear your pink satin panties tonight," she called after me. “The ones with the hole I cut in the back. Jermaine will want to want to fuck your sissy ass before he bangs me.”She let out a short, cruel laugh. "I bet you'll like that, won't you, Jennifer?" she said.

The image of her boyfriend's giant black cock shoved deep in my behind made hormones rush through my feminized body. "Yes, Mistress Tiffany," I said as I opened the refrigerator and took out the steaks the others would be eating that night. "You know I love that sort of thing."

"Indeed I do, Jennifer, indeed I do," she said. "That's why I enjoy abusing you so much. How can I respect a father who's a worthless sissy queer?"

I let her question hang in the air without a reply because both of us already knew what the answer was. My daughter had lost all regard for my feelings when she began forcibly feminizing me. I will never forget the day my journey towards full-time sissy status began…

TWO YEARS AGO

“Fuck you, dad!” Tiffany screamed. “I can date anyone I want!”

I stood in the open doorway, my hands folded across my chest as I stared down at my rebellious 20 year old. “Not as long as you live in this house you can't,” I said, meeting her insane expression with my own steel-hard stare. “You'll live by my rules or get out.”

Her body was coiled like a cat ready to pounce on a cornered rodent. Her features turned dark as she spit out her next words. “I'm 20 years old today,” she said, eyeing me with sheer hatred, “and I'm going to spend it with Jermaine and his friends at the lake.” She picked up an empty flower vase from the table and waved it at me. “And if you don't get out of my way  I'll break this over your head. At least mom had the good sense to walk out on your ass. She knew what you really are, you hypocritical phony.”

A chill ran through me as I saw the insane intensity in her eyes, but I held my ground nonetheless. “Put that vase down and go to your room now, young lady,” I said. “Or I'll call the cops again. Remember what they told you last week? They said next time you would go to jail.” The fire in her eyes cooled a little when she heard those words. “And don't think I'll bail you out,” I continued, pushing my advantage. “I'll let you rot in there.”

For a moment I thought I had won when the blast of a car horn intruded on the scene. I looked behind me to see Jermaine's car pull up in the driveway. It was solid black with silver rims and tinted windows, lowered so that it hovered less than an inch above the road surface. From within I heard the THUMP THUMP THUMP of the stereo blaring angry ghetto rap. I tensed my muscles, preparing to go out and tell him to get the hell off my property. But Tiffany brushed past me, shoving me to one side as she ran to meet her ebony lover. I yelled at her to stop but she ignored me. A moment later the passenger side door swung open and she hopped in. As Jermaine spun out of the parking lot he spooled down the window and gave me the finger. The image was distinct enough for me to make out the chiseled lines of his muscular forearm. A lump formed in my throat as I savored the image of his manly muscles…

Five minutes later I was lying in bed jerking myself off. As I masturbated I pictured Tiffany's gangster boyfriend fucking me while a crowd of ghetto thugs cheered him on. In my fantasy I had on red silk panties and sheer fishnet hose held up by frilly garters. I was shaved smooth from head to toe and wore a lacy black bra with a handwritten sign that said I SUCK BLACK COCK hanging from the strap. My hair was long and blonde and I had huge breasts with little rosy nipples. It took less than 60 seconds for me to start spurting cum all over the mattress. "Fuck me, Jermaine!" I cried. "Make me your bitch!"

When it was over I went to the bathroom, took a tube of red lipstick that was carefully hidden in the bottom drawer, and painted my mouth with it. I returned to the bed, got down on my hands and knees, and licked the semen off the sheets. I was careful to lap up every precious drop. It was delicious, like honey!

Soon I was hard again and playing with myself. This time it took a little longer to orgasm, but I sent myself over the edge by pinching my left nipple with my free hand and closing my eyes, imagining Jermaine's manhood spraying jism all over my face.

"Thank heavens no one knows about this," I said as I composed myself afterward. After all, a guy who sells wholesale hunting supplies for a living can't afford to come across as anything less than 100% manly. If the guys in the office ever found out, then my career would be over quick.

I went to bed early that night, got up the next day at 6:30 AM as usual, and dressed for work. As I walked into the office, most of my friends were gathered around a computer monitor laughing their asses off.

"Hey," I said, dropping my briefcase on my desk and walking over to where they were sitting. “What's so damn funny, fellas"?"

One of them, a tall, muscular jock type named Trent, looked up at me with a knowing smirk and said, "see for yourself, buddy boy."

"Don't mind if I do," I said as I strutted over there. "It's got to be pretty good to have you guys in stitches like this."

"Oh, it is," said another person, one of the supervisors. He pointed at the screen. "It is, believe me."

I looked at the monitor, expecting to see someone making a fool of himself on YouTube. But the blood drained from my face as I stared directly at the image of myself in bed the night before, stroking my tiny cock and saying, "Fuck me Jermaine. Make me your bitch."

"Gotta say one thing for your daughter," said Trent, "she hid that camera pretty damn well. You had no idea she was recording your sissy antics to put on the web later." He regarded me with a mocking grin as he said, "We always thought you were probably queer. Guess this proves it."

My face fell as I folded my hands in front of me and began weeping. The guys just stood by, laughing and laughing and laughing as my last tiny glimmer of manhood died within me.

I was fired, of course, and the neighbors began shunning me. That was when Tiffany took control of everything. She sauntered into my bedroom that night as I lay there in shock. I looked up at her and tried to be angry, but all I could feel was shame and utter submissiveness to the woman who was now my mistress.

"Heard you got fired today, dad," she said, smiling. "Well, no problem. There are plenty of ways to make money on the Internet. Lots of men enjoy looking at sissies like you being humiliated. But, if you want them to like you, then you have to look, talk, and act like a woman." She held up a pair of panties she had just picked up at the mall. "Your training begins tonight. From now on, I'm in charge around here."

"Yes, Mistress Tiffany," I said, feeling fear and despair course through my body as I knew my daughter had won...

"Jennifer!" shouted Tiffany from the living room. "Get those nachos in here now! We're hungry!"

"Yes, Mistress Tiffany," I said, rushing out of the kitchen with a silver platter filled with snacks in my hands. I set it on the coffee table and the crowd began devouring the food. I look longingly at the delicious ground beef oozing with melted cheese poured over tortilla chips, hoping against all hope that I could taste one of them.

Jermaine guessed what I was thinking. "What the fuck you looking at, bitch?" he said. "Get your ass back in the kitchen and bring out some beers. Else you won't be getting any of this tonight." He made a great show of grabbing his crotch, making his friends laugh. Tiffany thought it was hilarious as well. She gave him a high five as I hurried back into the kitchen to get their drinks.

After serving their beverages I excused myself with a curtsy and went to the restroom. I looked at myself in the mirror and smiled. In the time Tiffany had been feminizing me my hair had grown out to just below my shoulders. It was dyed platinum blonde and arranged in kind of a slut/two-bit streetwalker style. My face was heavily made up, again in emulation of the stereotypical cheap prostitute.

I looked at my chest, smiling in approval of my recently acquired DD breasts. The nice surgeon who did the work gave us a break on the price after Tiffany blew him. My face was just as feminine, thanks to the same doctor. Sadly, I still had a bit of an Adam's apple, but that was scheduled for removal in a few months.

As for my cock, the hormones Tiffany injected me with had made it shrink till it was a little smaller than the average thimble. As for my balls, the surgeon removed those the day he did my boobs. He gave them to Tiffany. She had them dipped in gold and a jeweler made them into dangling earrings, which she wears all the time. She says it's a constant reminder of her absolute control over my life.

One consolation for all the humiliation I endure is the lovely wardrobe Tiffany bought for me. As I looked in the mirror I admired how my white stockings flattered my shapely legs. I also adored the silver pumps that adorned my feet, the black leather miniskirt with a hem well above my knees, and the red top with plunging neckline to show off my breasts. Tiffany makes me wear lots of gaudy jewelry she bought at a flea market. It just reinforces my image as a low-rent bimbo and cock craving slut.

After I finished in the potty I went back out into the living room. The football game was over and Tiffany and her friends were talking and laughing. She looked at me and said, "Well, Jennifer, I guess you've been a good girl today. So, as a reward, I'm going to let Jermaine and his friends use you for a little bit before they fuck my brains out." She saw my face light up as she spoke. She smiled. "You like that, don't you, my little sissy?"

"Oh, yes!" I said, clasping my hands in front of me. "I would like that very much!"

"Then stop wasting our time, 'ho!" Said Jermaine. "Get in the kitchen!"

I looked at him, confused at his order. "I don't understand, Master Jermaine," I said, my eyes bobbing around blankly, stupidly. "Why should I go to the kitchen if you're going to fuck me?"

Tiffany shook her head sadly and said, "because you're a piece of meat, you dumb bitch." Her words were unusually cruel, even for her, and I began to cry. "So there's only one room that's fit for you." She pointed towards the kitchen. "Get in there! Now!" she ordered. As I complied, Jermaine and the others followed close on my heels.

"Go stand in front of the table, Jennifer," Tiffany said.

I looked back at her with pleading eyes. "Please, Mistress Tiffany," I begged. "I don't understand what you're doing." That was my second big mistake of the day. Jermaine shoved me forward till my crotch collided with the table. My head flew forward and smacked against the hard wooden surface. Again, I saw stars. A vicious headache began in my skull and radiated through my body.

My daughter and her friends pulled my hands forward till I thought they were going to tear out my arms, encased my hands in handcuffs, and fastened the other end of the manacles around the legs on the table's far end. I was stretched out like a piece of taffy, my thick bubble butt poking towards the ceiling.

I felt strong hands tearing at my clothes moments later, tossing my skirt up and fondling my ass cheeks. "Want the lube, Jermaine?" I heard Tiffany ask.

"No, baby no," her boyfriend said. "I'm going in dry this time. I can take it if she can."

Moments later I screamed as I felt something akin to a flagpole forcing its way into my body. Then Jermaine began the rhythmic thrusting that's typical of the way gangsters like to fuck. Every time he shoved his body forward I thought he would pound my hip bones into powder; it was that hard and rough. The agony of the act overwhelmed the pleasure I normally felt. I began screaming and begging for mercy that never came. Mistress Tiffany and her other friends stood by laughing and making fun of me.

"Oh, oh yeah!" Jermaine bellowed as he orgasmed. His white hot cum filled my sissy ass and ran down the backs of my thighs, pooling on the floor at my feet. He pulled out moments later and the next man took his turn at me. His organ was nearly as big as Jermaine's, so my suffering continued. Seconds later he filled me with his essence. Then came another hard black cock, and another, and another, and so it went on and on and on for what felt like the whole night.

When it was finally all over they freed me from the cuffs and ordered me to get on my hands and knees. I did and they told me to lick up the ocean of cum on the floor. Not all of it was sweet; some of it was bitter. But I did as I was told, till my lean belly was filled and I felt sick.

Later Tiffany and her friends fucked like animals on the living room floor while I sat there and watched, my sissy legs crossed and my hands resting on one knee. This went on until well in the night. Then, much later, after everyone showered and was getting dressed, Jermaine approached my daughter, fell on one knee, and took her by the hand. He stunned everyone when he said, "Tiffany, will you marry me?"

Her mouth fell open as she stared at her long-term boyfriend in amazement. Then, her face a picture of delighted surprise, "she said, “of course I'll marry you! Of course!" as she jumped up and down in joy. Everyone clapped and congratulated the couple as I stood by silently.

Tiffany had made a fortune feminizing and degrading me for a huge Internet audience.

Now she was getting married and her new husband would move in with her. I would have to serve both of them as a dutiful sissy, enduring their abuse and humiliation every moment of the day. If I had a functioning cock, then it would have been hard as stone as that realization dawned on me. I guess I am pretty lucky after all.

Mistress Victoria hopes you enjoyed this retelling. You can find her other sizzling-hot Amazon titles at this link.

While you’re at it, check out her friend Scarlett Redd’s writings by clicking here!  
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