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Ken Compton is a larger-than-life student at a small private college, where he uses girls for his pleasure and ignores the anguish he causes. But, when Ken shatters the heart of a student named Becky, he finds himself on a one-way journey that can only end in his forced transformation into Kandi, a feminized bimbo whose confused mind craves only abuse and domination. Here’s an excerpt from this authentic account:

 “That’s a good girl, Kandi,” said mother. “Run the razor along your calf just as I showed you. 

 You’ll soon be silky smooth and ready for your first pair of stockings.” 

 I smiled at mother. “Do you really think so, mommy dearest?” 

 “I do indeed,” she said. “You’re coming along nicely now that you’re not a man.” 

 I shook my head. “Honestly, mommy dearest,” I said, “I don’t know what came over me for all those years.” I rolled my eyes. “To think that I could have what it takes to be a man! I’m much too weak and cowardly for that sort of thing.” 

 “Yes, you are,” said mother. “You’re nothing but a stupid, cock-loving bimbo. But, by learning how to be properly feminine and submissive, you increase your chances of pleasing your owner.” 

 “Oh I can’t wait to be auctioned off!” I cooed. “Do you think a man will take possession of me? 

 Or will it be a woman?” 

 “I don’t know, dear,” mother said. “But either way you must please them. Remember: a sissy always deserves her punishment. Try to keep that thought in your stupid brain. Or I’ll use the cattle prod on you again.” 

 “Yes, mommy dearest,” I said, dipping the pink razor into a bowl of soapy water to clean the hairs from the blade. I took a break to admire how pretty my legs looked, then went back to shaving away the evidence of my fading masculinity. As I did, I pictured a strong, domineering man holding me down and using me. The image turned me hard as stone. But I was forbidden to touch myself ever again, so I suffered in submissive silence. 

SPECIAL NOTE: This account is based on multiple sources collected over the past two years. 

The diary left behind by the student named Ken Compton gave me the information I needed for the first few chapters. I assembled the rest of the story from scraps of paper found in an abandoned underground warehouse located about 100 miles north of L.A. 

The material shows a clear digression from neat handwriting and coherent thoughts to scrawled comments and confused, bimbo-like thinking. I believe this is due to the intense brainwashing the subject experienced as “he” gradually became a “she.” This narrative contains the details of Ken’s forceful transformation into Kandi, a cock-craving tramp obsessed with makeup, jewelry and slutty clothes. 

The documents I have assembled are proof that forced feminization does indeed take place, although the general public remains unaware of this fact. All around us, in secret lairs and hidden slave compounds, dominant women are transforming men into feminized slaves for their enjoyment. 

Never make the mistake of thinking that these things only happen in foreign countries or backwoods locations. For all you know, that sweet, unassuming woman who lives down the street may have a group of male captives shackled to the walls of her cellar. 

Remember those poor, trapped souls who are enduring the exquisitely painful process of forced feminization while you’re sitting alone at home or walking down a dark, deserted street. And be very, very careful to give women the worshipful respect they deserve. Otherwise the same thing might happen to you. So enjoy your freedom – and your manhood – while you can, my little pets. The clock is always ticking…

Scarlett Redd

January 2017

Chapter One

“But why, Ken?” Becky Caldwell whined in her usual pleading, pathetic tone. “Why are you dumping me?” 

“For the tenth time, you stupid cunt,” I said, “I’m dumping your ass because you suck in bed; and not in the good way.” She dropped her chin, shame darkening her features as she struggled to wipe away a fresh onslaught of tears. 

“I’m sorry, Ken,” she said. “I thought I pleased you.” 

“Plus,” I added with a laugh, “you’re getting fat. And you want me to call you and talk to you and shit.” I shook my head and waved a dismissive hand at her. “You’re more fucking trouble than you’re worth.” 

I turned my back on her and started to walk away when I heard her feet scampering after me. I grimaced as she clutched my arm from behind. “Please, Ken!” she cried. “ If you leave me I’ll die!” 

I turned to confront her, scowling as I stared into her tear-streaked face. “If you’re going to die,” 

I said, “then do it already! I don’t give a shit! Just get off my back, you dirty wench!” I shoved her away. She took a step or two as she flew backwards, teetered on unsteady feet for an instant, then lost her balance. 

Her book bag went flying, landing in the grass nearby. She held out her hand to break her fall and her palm skidded along the hard, rough concrete of the walkway. I heard a sound like someone ripping apart two strips of Velcro as she let out a blood-curdling scream. 

She clutched her injured hand next to her, then held it out to me. The accident had ripped the top layer of flesh from her hand, leaving it a scarred, bloody mess. 

“Please, Ken,” she cried. “Please.” 

I snickered. “Hell, bitch,” I said, “you’re bleeding more now than when I popped your goddamn cherry! You stupid slut!” With that I walked away, her cries growing fainter as I left her behind to drown in her sorrow and suffering. I didn’t look back. 

Six hours later I was at a sports bar enjoying some icy brew and watching football. I was alone, though I was expecting a couple of my friends to show up. The Seahawks were playing the Packers. “Goddamn it, you clumsy motherfuckers!” I shouted at the TV when a Packer intercepted a pass. “You let that bastard steal that fucking ball!” 

“That fucker steals passes like you steal pussy!” said the voice behind me. I spun around to see who it was, then I smiled and laughed like hell. 

“Rory!” I shouted, clasping his hand and waving him towards an empty chair. “Have a seat, you miserable cock sucker!” 

“Don’t mind if I do,” he said, pulling up a seat across from me. “Hey,” he said, glancing around. 

“I know it’s only Thursday night, but this place is dead.” 

I shook my head. “Not as dead as you think, you blind bastard,” I said, nodding towards a pair of girls at the bar. One was a hot blond in a tee shirt and tight jeans. the other was an Asian wearing a red top and black mini-skirt that showed off her killer legs. 

Rory let out a long, low whistle. “Man,” he said, “those are two fine pieces of ass! I’ll take the blond. You’ll have to settle for the Oriental.” 

“Fuck that shit!” I said. “I don’t do gook cunt. You get slant-eyes; I’ll take the white bitch!” 

Rory snickered. “Hell, Ken,” he said, “you aint exactly politically correct, are you?” He raised his hand to get the bar maid’s attention. 

“Why the fuck should I be?” I retorted. “It’s a man’s world and we all know it, my friend.” I finished my beer and stood up. “How’s my hair?” I asked Rory. 

“Perfect as always,” he said. “You making your play now?” 

“Hell yeah,” I said. “I’ll break the ice and signal you when it’s time to come over.” 

Rory nodded. “Got it,” he said. 

I laughed. “Not yet, man,” I said. “But you’ll get it soon, even if we have to rape these bitches.” I sauntered over to the girls like a horny rooster stalking a pair of hens. Had I been thinking about their feelings and not my own lust, I might have noticed the grieving looks on their faces. But in that moment I only cared about my dick, not their feelings. 

“Hello ladies,” I said, leaning against the bar. The blonde had her back to me. I waited for a moment for them to shut their traps. But they seemed unaware of my presence. I put up with being ignored for half a second before my patience ran out. 

“Hey!” I shouted, slamming my hand on the bar. “I’m talking to you two!” 

The blonde looked over her shoulder at me. “What do you want?” 

I took that as my cue to sandwich myself in between them. So I did. “Nothing much,” I said in answer to the question. “Just to buy you fine ladies a drink and keep you company. You could use a man to watch over you.” I looked around the bar. “There are some shady characters in here. 

Like that bastard over there,” I said, nodding towards Rory, who was waiting for my cue. He got out and walked over, sidling up alongside the Asian girl. 

“Good evening, ladies,” he said to the pair. “I see you’ve met my friend Ken. I’m Rory.” 

The girls looked at each other and rolled their eyes. “Look, boys,” said the Asian, her tone testy, 

“we’re talking about something important. So why don’t you make nice and go bother somebody else?” 

“WOO HOO!” I said. “Hear that, Rory?” I said. “Looks like Tokyo Tammy here needs a pair of glasses.” I leered at the girls. “My buddy and I aren’t boys, darling,” I said, puffing out my chest. 

“We’re all man, from our heads to our…” I grabbed my crotch. “Hell, you get the idea!” I blustered. “We’ve got enough man meat between the two of us to leave you ladies satisfied for a long time to come.” I tapped the bar with my forefinger. “So quit your yapping and let’s get busy!” I said. 

“Maybe we should just leave,” said the blonde to the Asian, touching her hand. “We can talk in my room.” 

“No,” said the Asian, fire in her voice. She glared at me and said, “for your information, one of our best friends committed suicide today. We’re trying to support each other and process our grief. The last thing we need is a pair of dickheads pestering us. Now go away!” 

“Sorry to hear about your friend,” said Rory, with more sympathy in his tone that I thought he could muster. 

“Thanks,” replied the blonde in a halfhearted tone. The Asian nodded in silence. 

“Yeah, hey, I’m sorry too,” I said.  Stupid bitches are grief-stricken, I thought.  I’ll use that to my advantage.  “What was your friend’s name?” I asked. 

The Asian gave me a poison look. “Her name was Becky Caldwell,” she said, her voice icy but tinged with sadness. Hearing the name of the girl I had dumped a few hours earlier sent a cold chill down my spine. But my libido overruled my conscience, enabling me to keep a straight face. 

Rory looked at me aghast. He started to speak but I mean-mugged him. He clamped his mouth shut and played dumb, which for him was no great feat. I nodded at the girls. “That’s tough,” I said. 

“She killed herself over some guy named Ken Compton,” said the blond, her eyes blazing as she spit out my name like a curse. She shook her head and looked up to the ceiling. “A fucking guy!” 

she said. “Can you believe it?” 

“Well, maybe this guy was something special,” I said, looking over at Rory, who was keeping quiet and letting me do the talking. 

“He stole her virginity then dumped her,” said the Asian as tears poured down her face. “She was one of those old-fashioned girls; the kind who still believes in romance and marriage and saving yourself for the right person. That callous bastard told her he loved her. He wormed his way into her heart just to get into her pants.” 

I shook my head. “That’s a stone cold motherfucker for sure,” I said, giving Rory a wink. “I wish he was here so I could kick his ass.” 

The blond gave me a distrustful look. “What did you say your name is?” she asked. “Wasn’t it Ken?” 

“No,” I said, my brain scrambling for the right comeback. “It’s Brad,” I said. “Brad… Smith.” 

Rory gave me a stunned look but said nothing. I silently congratulated myself on my cunning. 

 Attaboy, Ken,  I thought.  You still got it. 

I’m pretty quick at spotting threats to my life, at least most of the time. But I had two or three beers in me that night. The blond took full advantage of my buzzed condition as her fist flew forward like a pile driver, hitting me square in the jaw. I saw stars as her bony knuckle collided with my chin. “What the fuck?” I screamed as I hit the floor ass first. 

“You bastard!” the tow-headed harpy shrieked as she threw herself on me. “You’re Ken Compton!” The claw-like nails of her right hand raked my cheek. The fingers of her left hand dug into my crotch. Pain erupted from my balls and my face as she tore into me like a bobcat going after a rabbit. I tried to push her away but her assault was too fierce. 

At some point I began screaming, just like a bimbo actress in a bad horror flick. “Help!” I shrieked. “Somebody get this crazy woman under control! Please!” That just made her pour on the hurt even more. I felt hot, sticky blood run down my face and into my mouth, making me choke. I coughed and gagged and fought for every breath as the mad woman pummeled me like a rag doll. 

I was barely conscious when the bouncer finally succeeded in restraining her. He was a huge guy with biceps as big as watermelons. But he was barely able to pull her off me. I got to my feet, swaying on rubbery legs as my head spun like a top. I grabbed a bar stool for support and managed to plant my ass in the seat. 

“Hey, dumbass!” yelled the bartender as he looked at me. “Go the bathroom and clean yourself up! You’re bleeding all over my goddamn club!” I tried to respond but my throat was swollen shut with terror and tears. I staggered to the men’s room and leaned against the counter for support as I splashed tepid water on my face. 

I looked at myself in the  mirror, unable to believe what I saw. My handsome face was black and blue. Long, jagged scars ran down my cheek where that she-devil dug her talons into my flesh. I washed away the gore as best I could, then brushed my hair and tucked my shirt in. The bleeding had mercifully stopped. I went back out into the bar. Rory and the girls were gone. 

“Hey,” I said to one of the bar maids. “You seen my friend? The guy who was standing at the bar with me?” 

The girl gave me a sad look. “He took off,” she said, laughing, “right after blondie tore you a new one.” 

“Cunt!” I retorted, storming out of the bar. The cool outside air washed over me, reviving my senses. I fished my phone out of my pocket and called a number I knew well. 

“Hello,” said the female voice on the other end. 

Mom?” I said. “It’s Ken. I need help. I’m in trouble.” 

I heard a long sigh on the other end. “Again?” she asked. The frigid tone of her voice hit me like a ton of bricks. People passed by, staring at me and laughing at the pathetic pussy who just got his ass kicked by a girl. At that moment I thought that nothing could be more humiliating. But I was wrong. Dear god, how wrong I was. 

Chapter 2

Three hours later I sat on an oxblood leather sofa in my mom’s living room, my eyes wandering around the room as she sat in his recliner regarding me with apathetic eyes. The doctors at the emergency room had bandaged the scars on my face but the pain from the thrashing persisted. I felt a sharp stabbing jolt in my cheek. It made me wince. 

“Well,” mom said, “Tell me the story. How did you fail me this time?” 

I started to respond but my nerves made my teeth chatter. “I…” My addled brain try to come up with the right words to pacify her but only drew a blank. “Could… could I have a brandy, please?” I asked her. 

“You most certainly may not,” she said. “Brandy is for grown-ups. You’re a child. Now answer my question.” 

I took a long, deep breath, steadied my nerves as best I could, and spoke. “I had an argument with my girlfriend.” 

“And…?” mom asked. 

“And,” I said, “things went bad. She must’ve been mentally ill because she didn’t take the break up well.” 

“Go on,” said mom, tapping a finger on her chair. 

“And,” I said, “she, well, she killed herself today. I ran into a couple of her girlfriends at the sports bar. One of them figured out who I was.” 

I was quiet for a moment, trying to steel my nerves. My brain was screaming for alcohol but I didn’t dare ask for it again. I sat there in stone-faced silence as the hands on the wall clock ticked by. 

“Ken,” mom said, her annoyance becoming increasingly obvious. “I’m still waiting to find out what this is all about.” 

I sighed. “The thing is,” I said, ”I’m worried about the story spreading across campus. If those crazy feminists get wind of it, then I might find myself hauled before the disciplinary committee. 

It’s happened twice so far this year, as you know. This time I may get worse than a fine.” I shook my head. “Hell, I could get kicked out of school!” 

“I see,” said mom. “And you want me to handle the situation for you.” 

“Yeah; yeah,” I said in a quivering voice. “I thought maybe you could call that same guy you used before,” I said, “the time I hit that kid on the bike when I was driving.” 

She gave me a cold smile. “You mean Mr. Tagliero,” she said. “But his services do not come cheap, Ken. Perhaps it’s time to let you face the consequences of your actions for once, like an adult.” 

Terror rose up from within me as she spoke. “Mom, no!” I cried. “Please! I swear this will be the last time I come to you for help! I can’t get kicked out of school! I might…” 

Mom smirked at me. “You might have to actually get a job and pay your own way in this world. 

Right?” 

I looked away from her, too ashamed to meet her stare. We both knew she was right. I would never make it in the real world without her help. 

I tried to come up with words, but could find none that might arouse a sense of pity within my mother. So I just sat there looking around the room, my eyes growing moist. 

Mom stood and shook her head. She wore a silk bathrobe that covered her from her shoulders to the tops of her feet. She paced around the room for a minute or so, letting me stew. Uncertainty built up within me as the time passed. Finally she said, “you know you’re not really my son, right?” 

“I know. I was adopted,” I said. “You never fail to mention it. In fact, you’ve mentioned it every time we’ve talked for the last eight years.” 

“That’s because it’s worth mentioning,” she snapped at me. “Russell wanted children. I didn’t. I just wanted his money. But he kept nagging me about it till at last I agreed to consider adoption. 

Hence you came along. Despite my best efforts, you have been nothing but trouble, especially since Russell died.” 

“I know mom. I know,” I said, anger making my cheeks flush red. “I’m the worst son that ever walked the planet. Now are you going to help me or not?” 

She regarded me for a while, her finger pressed against the side of her jaw. Her mouth began to form words, but oh so slowly.  Jesus Christ,  I thought.  She’s really drawing this thing out.  I buried my face in my hands, knowing I had no choice but to play her little game if I was to get the prize I was after. 

“Okay,” she said. “I’ll help you one more time. Since, as you said, this will be the last time.” 

My face lit up. “Mom, thanks!” I shouted as I jumped to my feet. 

“Don’t mention it, dear,” she said. “Of course, now that you’re all grown up and everything, you don’t get my help for free. When you’re an adult there is always a price to pay, my boy. 

Always.” 

“What do you mean?” I said as my blood ran cold. 

She gave me a cruel smile. “I think you know,” she said, then pointed towards the basement door. “You haven’t played the role of my bad little girl for several months. It’s time you did.” 

“Oh, mom,” I begged. “Please don’t make me do it! Not again!” 

“Fine,” she said. “I’ll just let the college administrators do with you as they will. And I’ll cut off your allowance. It’s time you entered the working world anyway.” 

The color ran from my face. I knew that I had no choice but to obey her. My shoulders slumped and my head hung low I walked towards the basement door. She followed me, stopping me on the ass as she did so. 

“Hurry up!” she ordered. “We don’t have all night!” 

“Yes, mom,” I said meekly. 

She clubbed me on the side of my head from behind. “Don’t call me ‘mom,’ you stupid little girl! Not when we’re getting ready to do a scene! I’m always mommy dearest during these times.” 

“Yes, mommy dearest,” I said, the words bitter in my mouth. 

I shuffled down the creaking wooden steps, hoping against hope that they would collapse under her weight; mom is a curvy woman. I think they used to call it “voluptuous.” The air was cold

and dank. I smelled something that reminded me of rotting meat. The foul stench turned my stomach. But I submitted to mom’s cruel domination as we descended into what felt like the bowels of Hell. 

I struggled to see in the cellar’s dim light. Cobwebs hung from the ceiling. The walls were made of ancient brick. The concrete floor was as cold as mom’s dark heart. I stood in the center of the small room, looking at her. She smiled at me with approval, hands on her hips as she looked me over head to toe. 

“Such a pretty little girl,” she said. “Now take off your clothes. Let mommy dearest see you in all your naked glory.” 

Trembling with fear, I slipped off my T-shirt and took off my shoes. I undid my belt and let my jeans fall to the floor, stepping out of them. I stood there facing my stepmom wearing nothing but a thin pair of cotton undies. She frowned at me. “All of it,” she said, pointing at my briefs. I hesitated for the briefest of moments before complying with her order. In the end I was naked, vulnerable, and utterly at her mercy. I shivered, not just from the chill air but from my terror of what she might do. 

I will admit, my cock was rock hard at this point. You see, some deep part of me loves being abused and humiliated. But what happened next made my organ nearly pop out of my skin. Mom let her bathroom fall to the floor, revealing her magnificent body in all its glory. She wore knee-high, black leather boots that glistened in the yellowish glow cast by the overhead light bulb. She also wore a matching leather bustier that cinched around her waist while boosting and showing off her considerable cleavage. 

Around her neck she had a rawhide collar. From it hung a small, rectangular silver piece of metal with the words MOMMY DEAREST etched into the surface. It was suspended by short, silver links of chain. Despite my fear, I gasped in sheer admiration of her. 

She sauntered towards me cat-like, reminding me of a feline who has found a bird with a broken wing and is getting ready to pounce on her victim. She touched my shoulder with her left hand, stroking my nipples with the fingers of the other. “At least you have kept yourself in shape, my little girl,” she said. I’ll say that much for you. You have no idea how hard it was for me to wait until your 18th birthday to begin enjoying you physically. Still, we must have rules. Our kind of fun is appropriate only for consenting adults like ourselves.” 

She ran her index finger down my mangled cheek, taking a moment to press a manicured nail into the still-fresh wound beneath the bandages. “You are consenting, aren’t you, my girl?” she said. “Because if you’re not then you’re free to leave right now.” She cocked her head. “Of course, that means you will have to suffer the consequences of your actions. But why endure agony and degradation when you could have your freedom simply by manning up for a change? 

It’s your choice, of course. Do as you freely choose.” 

I looked up into her merciless eyes; mom is a couple of inches taller than me. Some tiny part of my brain urged me to get dressed, tell her to go fuck herself, and deal with the consequences of my behavior head-on. But that distant voice was a near whisper compared to the screaming din of my cowardice.  She’s right,  I thought.  I’m no man. I’m a gutless pussy pretending to be a tough guy. 

“Well?”    she said after a time. “What’s your decision?” 

“I’ll stay,” I said in a tiny, almost childish voice, then added, “mommy dearest.” 

She grinned. It was not a happy grin or a friendly grin or even a pleasant grin. It was the sort of grin you might expect to see on the face of Satan as he welcomes the newly damned to his kingdom. It was both sublimely seductive and endlessly evil. Mom knew she held all the cards. 

She knew I didn’t have the guts to stand up to her. She could do with me as she pleased, in that moment and forevermore. I knew it as well. 

She began fondling my balls. Her touch was gentle at first. Had it been any other woman I would have been moaning in ecstasy. But when my stepmom gives pleasure it’s only to make the inevitable pain that will follow more intense. So I wasn’t surprised when, with a sudden twist, she squeezed my testicles in an iron grip and wrapped them round and round, like a carnival worker spinning cotton candy. 

I screamed and fell to my knees, covering my injured parts with my hands. “Good,” she said. 

“That’s where you belong, my little girl: on your knees. Stay in that position while I get something.” I was in far too much agony to stand, giving me no choice but to obey. She took a pair of handcuffs and shackled my wrists together behind my back, pulling them tight so that they dug into my skin. After that I watched her go to a dresser in the corner, reach in, and take out a pair of lacy panties. 

I clenched my teeth and tried to get to my feet. That was a mistake. “Idiot!” She blurted out. 

“Stay on your knees as I ordered!” I did. She walked up to me, stretching the panty’s elastic waistband between her thumbs. “We’re going to do things a little differently this time, Kandi,” 

she said. With that she pulled the satin garment down around my head. I felt its erotic smoothness against my flesh, making my cock throb with arousal. My balls, however, were still in horrific pain. 

“’Kandi?’” I repeated, my curiosity piqued by her use of the term. 

“Yes,” said mom. “My new name for you. To the world you will remain Ken, at least for now. 

But to me you will be Kandi from now on. It sounds slutty and bimbo-like, which makes it perfect for you, my whorish little girl.” 

I had just begun to wonder what she meant by “at least for now” when I felt the rope’s jagged fibers against my neck. A moment later my windpipe compressed as mom tightened the cord. 

Suddenly oxygen became the only thing in the world that I cared about. I was able to breathe, but just barely. It took all my energy just to suck a few precious molecules of air into my starving lungs. 

“Relax your throat, sweetie,” she whispered in my ear. “It will help.” She stepped away once more. I heard a drawer open, then a whistling sound slicing through the air nearby. “I just bought a new whip, little girl,” mom said. “It has wire cords. You’re the first person I’m going to use it on. So feel honored.” 

Despite her admonition to relax, every muscle in my body was tense, which helps to explain the nerve-rending pain that tore through my back a moment later. I let out a garbled shriek in response. “Good!” said mom. “That’s what I wanted to hear. I wish to savor every moment of your pain. Your misery is my ecstasy.” 

The second blow was harder than the first. It ripped into my back, causing hot blood to flow down my body and my butt. A stream of it flowed into the crack between my ass cheeks, mixing with the shit encrusted inside and filling my nostrils with a vile malodor. Along with my near-asphyxiated condition it made waves of nausea erupt from the pit of my stomach and flow

throughout my body. If there is a Hades, then I was there, suffering the worst kind of pain and degradation any human being can go through. But, despite all of that, my penis was harder than ever. 

I turned my head sideways. This somehow loosened the rope’s grip, enabling me to breathe more freely, but only by a microscopic amount. I had just inhaled when, without warning, mom struck again. This time the wire tore open my left bicep, once more making gore run down my body. 

I think I screamed. I’m not sure. My morning was clouding over as I went into shock. Then nothing. I gritted my teeth and waited for the next blow. Long, almost eternal moments dragged by as I prepared myself. But the attack didn’t come. I dared to hope that mom had either been interrupted by something or had, against all aspects of her character, decided to show mercy this one time. 

I was wrong, of course. My brief respite was due only to her repositioning herself. I know this because the next lash came down, not on my back but on my balls. This one was not quite as fierce as the others. Mom wasn’t trying to rip open my sac, as she had done to other parts of my anatomy. She only wanted to inflict pain. That she did with brutal efficiency, as every cell in my body shrieked in agony. I cried out as well, though my scream sounded more like a choked gasp. 

I fell face first, my forehead slamming into the unforgiving concrete floor. 

“No fair!” yelled mom. “You’re hiding the most tender parts of your body from me! I will punish you for that!” She made good on her threat, raining down blow upon blow against my calves, thighs, ass, back, and even the balls of my feet. 

As she continued to torment me, each blow melted together with the one before it, till I was at last one giant mass of unrelenting pain. Tears flowed from my eyes and drenched the panties cinched around my head. My body collapsed into a loose heap of muscle, bone, and nerve as I surrendered to the assault. 

I’m not sure how long the beating lasted. It might have been a minute. It might have been an hour. All I know is that, in the end, I could hear mom breathing like a race horse that had just completed a grueling marathon race. She moved around a bit, then released me from my handcuffs. “Clean up this mess down here, Kandi,” she ordered. “Then come up to my bedroom.” I heard her ascend the creaking stairway and shut the upstairs door behind her. Only then did I undo the cord around my neck. Air flooded my body, making my head spin. 

Slowly, with every effort a new experience in pain, I got to my feet. The floor beneath me was stained with my blood, though surprisingly little, given how much I had suffered. I went to the cleaning closet in a corner, took out the mop, and began the task of cleaning up. As I did, the heady scent of my stepmom’s pussy juices filled the air, a sure sign that she had orgasmed while flogging me. 

I saw a pool of her fluids near where I had knelt. I ran my index finger through it, lifted the dripping essence of her womanhood to my mouth, and closed my lips around it. The musky, sweaty, primal taste of mom’s juices make my hand instinctively go to my cock. 

I knew she would never approve of me jacking off. But I was so horny I didn’t care. I stroked my organ like a man possessed, which in many ways I was. I closed my eyes and pictured myself lying under mom while she unleashed a torrent of steaming piss all over my naked body followed by a storm of soupy brown turds. I relished the mental picture of my body covered in her waste, letting it carry me up to and over the edge. 

I started to cry out when my climax came, then clamped my lips shut for fear that she would hear me. I spurted jism all over the floor I had just mopped, then looked shamefully at the silvery proof of my lack of self-control. 

“Mommy dearest is right,” I said out loud. “I’m a miserable slut.” I fell to my knees once more, leaning forward to lick up my cum. It tasted salty and bitter, nothing like mom’s sweet she-liquid. Still, I swallowed every drop. 

I climbed back onto my feet, dressed and tried to walk without aggravating the wounds my stepmom had inflicted to the bottoms of my feet. I tidied up a bit more, then put the cleaning supplies away and climbed the steps one agonizing stair at a time. 

When I got upstairs I repeated the arduous chore, ascending the second stairway with just as much difficulty. At last I staggered into the bedroom where my stepmom lay on the bed naked, her magnificent legs spread wide, her cunt glistening in all its glory. My mouth fell open in awe of her beauty. 

“Come over here, Kandi,” said mom, her arousal evident in her throaty voice. “Eat your mommy’s pussy. Be sure to lick it clean, slut. Or I will beat you worse than before.” 

I approached her slowly, partly because my body could barely move and partly out of reverence for the sexual goddess whom I was about to pleasure. I staggered to the edge of the bed and dropped forward, my mouth landing conveniently on top of her pussy. I began licking her labia, eliciting a moan of pleasure from her. My fingers stroked the creamy insides of her thighs as my tongue went to work. I probed the insides of her vagina, tracing the edges of her sugar walls before flicking along the tip of her clit. She began to writhe as her arousal became more intense. 

“That’s a good little girl,” my stepmom said, running her fingers through my hair. “Take care of mommy.” Her faint praise made me go at the job with added gusto. I buried my face in her bush, stroking, licking and sucking as my hands caressed her legs and ass. 

She arched her back and thrust her hips forward.  For the second time that night I found my mouth and nose unable to inhale. But I didn’t care. I was determined to bring my stepmom to the swirling heights of orgasmic ecstasy, even if it cost me my life. 

She began writhing with unimaginable ferocity as the pleasure built inside of her. I glanced up and saw her pinching her own nipples, drawing blood as her nails dug into her rosy tits. Then I closed my eyes and shut my mind off to everything else but accomplishing the task for which she had chosen me. Her juices began to flow freely. I sucked them greedily down my throat. My cock pressed into the mattress but I left it ignored and unsatisfied. This moment was all about mom, not me. 

Her screams echoed against the bedroom walls as she came, not once but multiple times. She let go of her breasts and pounded her fists into the side of my skull, taking one last opportunity to mix her pleasure with my pain. 

I endured the beating even as it came close to knocking me unconscious. I had to satisfy her fully if I wanted to leave her home while I was still in one piece. Yet the knowledge that I was pleasing her made her all the more sweet to my tongue, so that I cried out, “Oh mommy, mommy dearest, you taste so good!” 

When it was all over my head rested beside her hips. I breathed deeply and freely while she did the same. We laid there for several minutes, letting ourselves unwind from the experiences of the evening. At last she said to me, “you can go now, Kandi. Mommy will make sure you stay in

school. Just get the hell out of my house. Now that I’m satisfied I no longer care about you, you pathetic slut.” 

“Yes, mother,” I said, slinking down the stairs and out the front door to my car. The September air had a chill in it. Overhead the stars bathed me in their cold light. I slid into the front seat, leather material rubbing against my fresh wounds and igniting new sparks of pain in me. I endured the agony in silence as I drove back to the frat house where I lived. 

My friends would needle me endlessly about the ass kicking I took at the bar. But at least it gave me a reasonable cover story for the wounds that covered most of my body. I would shower alone and wear a T-shirt whenever anyone else was around till I recovered sufficiently. 

Still, the humiliation and degradation had served my purpose. My problems were behind me, or at least so I thought. Had I known what was coming, I would have left town that night. Instead I sped unknowingly towards the horrific fate that was already trapping me in its inescapable web. 

Chapter Three

“I’ll say this for you,” Bob Rodriguez said. “you’re one lucky bastard.” 

“What can I say?” I responded with a smug grin. “Some of us were born under a lucky star.” 

“So when does your ‘sensitivity training class’ begin?” he asked. 

“Monday morning, bright and early,” I said. “Eight AM in the basement of Crowder Hall.” 

“Crowder Hall?” Bob retorted. “That dumping ground for every bitch on campus who’s too ugly to get laid?” 

I nodded. “The one and the same,” I said. “And you’re right. That dorm should be turned into a dairy farm. Let some dumbass farmhand squeeze milk from those cunt’s udders. Then they’d at least have a reason to live.” 

Bob snorted. “You got that right,” he said, then added, “How you got the disciplinary committee to let you off so easy is a mystery to me.” He glanced at his watch. “Well, potna, I gotta head to class. Watch your back. A lot of those witches still want to castrate you.” 

I shook my head. “Like it’s my fault that Becky was ate up with the dumbass. I did her a favor by going out with her. But that’s what happens when you try to be a gentlemen: the world shits on you.” 

“Roger that,” said Bob. “I’m outta here.” I shut the door behind him, locked it, and went to the bathroom, where I took off my shirt and faced myself in the mirror. 

“Goddamn mom,” I said as I turned slowly around to inspect my wounds. I peeked over my

shoulder to check out the gashes on my back. They were still pretty deep. I took a bottle of hydrogen peroxide out of the medicine cabinet and soaked a cotton swab with it, reaching around as best I could to dab the marks. The liquid stung like hell as it soaked into my mutilated flesh. 

I faced the mirror once more to inspect the cuts on my. Luckily for me, Brad spread a story around school that it was a biker who jumped me that night, not a crazed feminist amazon. 

That’s the kind of lie that only friendship, along with $500 in cash, can buy. 

My mind relived the feeling of being on the floor of the bar, helpless before the blonde’s fury. I felt my cock stiffen as the images flashed through my brain. I tried to ignore the urge to jack off, but I found my feet grounded to the spot as my hand reached into my jeans. I felt my fingers circle around my organ, which twitched and throbbed as it responded to my touch. 

I was just about to begin stroking myself when I thought of something. I opened a drawer and reached into its depths, retrieving an object I kept carefully hidden. It was a dildo, huge, thick and black as coal. The mushroom-shaped head had two silvery drops of pre-cum etched into it. 

My heart pounded in my chest and my mouth turned dry as dust as I stared at its massive length. 

I let my pants fall around my ankles along with my underwear, closed my eyes, and tried to relax my sphincter. Then, with a quick, sudden thrust, I inserted the sex toy deep into my ass. 

It felt like it would split me in two. But it also felt wonderful. 

I fell into a familiar rhythm as I rammed the dildo even further into me every time I stroked my cock – one instant of pleasure and an equal moment of agony. As I worked myself to orgasm I began whispering, “I’m a stupid sissy queer. I’m a stupid sissy queer. I’m a stupid sissy queer” 

over and over and over. 

My mind raced with memories of how mom had whipped me on my 18th birthday until I passed out, how she told me I was a stupid bimbo who was no more of a man than my dad had been. I recalled how the first girl I asked out laughed in my face and told me she liked real men, not worthless sissies like me. 

I thought about how I had always felt weak and insecure and inferior to other people, especially women. I reminded myself that the manly image I projected to the world was total BS, that I was really a craven coward who liked to imagine himself with boobs and a pussy. 

I got more and more excited till I was on the verge of cumming. That’s when I whipped the dildo out of my ass and clubbed my dick with it, not once but multiple times. “Bad sissy! Bad slut!” I shouted. “No orgasm for you! Not now! Not ever!” 

As a final touch I struck myself square in the balls, then dropped the dildo and fell face forward against the bathroom sink. The shock I had just dealt my nervous system radiated through my body like lightning. I vomited my breakfast, watching chunks of bacon and the runny remains of half-cooked eggs swirl in the basin. The acidic stench filled my nostrils, making me throw up again. I stared at the bile as it drained away, then pulled up my pants, hid the dildo in the back of the drawer, and cleaned myself up. 

As I left my room I reapplied the façade I presented to the outside world: that of a cocky young man who had life by the tail and was destined for greatness. If I was lucky, no one would notice that the mask was cracked around the edges, like the face of a broken china doll sitting alone and unwanted, forgotten in a dark corner of a third-hand thrift store on the bad side of town. At least I could hope. 

Chapter Four

Ms. Dominique – she insisted on being addressed as “Ms.” – was tall, athletic, and tan. Her hair was raven-colored and perfectly straight. It ran down and across her shoulders, surrounding but not concealing her ample cleavage. Her eyes, which were emerald, glowed with a ferocity I had never seen, except perhaps in my stepmom’s face when she was flogging me. In short, she was as far from what I had imagined as she could possibly be. And I loved her for it. 

I sat in the room with half a dozen other male students, each of whom had committed some sort of infraction against a member of the school’s female population. Their offenses paled in comparison with mine. One had referred to his girlfriend, who was now his ex-girlfriend, as a whore. Another had scrawled racial epithets on the car of a female African-American student. 

The rest had, in some way or another, fallen short of the rigorously intolerant standards applied to today’s college students in the name of tolerance. None of them however, had driven a girl to suicide. That dubious honor belonged to me alone, giving me the unofficial title of “class bad-ass.” I reveled in the mock celebrity it afforded me. 

“Let’s be clear,” said Ms. Dominique as she stood at the front of the room, her towering height and muscular arms reinforcing her authoritative demeanor. “You are here because you have, in one way or another, failed to respect a woman’s intelligence, value, or talent. You have shown yourselves to be in need of an attitude adjustment, one which I will be happy to administer over the next four weeks.” 

The guy sitting across from me gave me a “wow, is this lady serious?” look. That was an error on his part, a major one. Ms. Dominique spotted his failure to pay attention. She leapt across the room like a cheetah, her hands planted firmly on the edge of his desk, her sensuous face mere inches from his pudgy mug. 

I watched him melt like ice before her fearsome stare. “You got a problem paying attention?” she demanded. 

He swallowed hard before answering. “Um…no…no. mam,” he said, his body trembling as he ran his finger across the inside of his shirt collar, which I suspected felt more like a noose at that moment. 

“Good,” she said, then returned to her position at the head of the class. After that, every eye remained focused on her as she explained to us why men were the scum of the earth while women were all saints and angels. In many ways her diatribe was much like the verbal abuse mom had dealt out to me on countless occasions, except that it was dressed in academic terminology. But as she spoke I found myself falling under her spell, first reluctantly, then with ever-growing eagerness. 

She talked about prehistoric cavemen dragging women around by the hair and fucking their brains out. She told us about ancient patriarchs who bought and sold women like cattle. She covered wife beating and female chastity belts and corsets and every other tool males have used to oppress the fairer sex since the beginning of time. 

Hearing that you’re what’s wrong with the world could shake the convictions of even the most stalwart believer in male supremacy. To me it was confirmation of what I had always suspected but was too scared to say openly: that I was inferior to every woman on earth. 

The class was set to run for a month, after which our offenses would be expunged from our records and we would be pronounced rehabilitated and worthy to rejoin the ranks of civilized

human beings. It was on the last day of the first week that she called to me as I walked out of the room. “Mr. Compton,” she said. “Stay. I want a word with you.” 

I was halfway out the door when I heard her beckon to me. I froze in mid-step and spun on my heels to look at her. “Come here,” she said, gesturing to a desk at the head of the class. “Now.” 

“Yes,” I said, eagerness obvious in my voice. “Yes mam.” I ran more than walked to the front of the room, taking a seat in the desk at which she had pointed. She looked down on me with her hands on her hips, reminding me of a strict school teacher from ages past who was preparing to discipline an errant student. The image was intoxicating, both to my eyes and my cock, which sprang to life with unusual vigor. 

She paced back and forth with her hands clasped behind her back as she addressed me. “I have been looking into your case,” she said. “I attended the funeral of the young lady who you drove to suicide. I spoke with the female student who so courageously stood up to you at the bar when you tried to harass her.” I accepted her version of past events in silence. 

“I even interviewed your mother,” she continued after a brief pause, “who is a woman of exceptional character and strength. She told me how you have berated and defied her throughout your life, never giving her the respect she so richly deserves, both as a woman and as the one who gave you life.” 

That slight factual error made me speak up. “Um, excuse me, Ms. Dominique,” I said. “She is my stepmom, actually, not my biological one.” 

“SHUT UP!” she bellowed, smacking the palm of her hand on the desk with such a resounding thud that it made my ears ache. “I said ‘gave you life,’ not ‘gave you birth!’ Can’t you even summon the mental candlepower needed to LISTEN to a woman for once in your miserable life?” 

“I’m sorry!” I blubbered out. “I’m sorry! Please don’t hurt me!” The blood ran from my face as I stared at this magnificent woman who was asserting her power over me. I felt like I was at the mercy of a she-grizzly, one who had just awoke from a long winter’s nap and was looking for a tasty snack to start her Spring day. I cowered accordingly. 

“Are you scared, Mr. Compton?” she asked, her face stone-like, her hand raised as if I was a fly and she was about to swat me. 

“Yes, Ms. Dominique,” I managed to squeak out. 

“Do I intimidate you?” she asked. 

“Yes, Ms. Dominique.” This time my reply was more of a choked whisper. 

“Are you hard?” she asked, a cruel, mocking grin creeping across her face. 

“Mam?” I said in confusion. 

Her face was inches in front of mine in less time than in takes to blink. “ARE – YOU - HARD?” 

she repeated, this time with an emphasis on “hard.” 

“Yes, mam,” I said. “I am hard.” 

“Very good,” said Ms. Dominique as she mercifully withdrew to a semi-comfortable distance. 

“Very, very good. I’ve decided that there may be hope for you. But you will need a more, shall we say, hands-on form of instruction.” ” 

She scribbled something on a notepad and handed the paper to me. “This is my address. Show up

tonight at precisely nine, not a moment earlier or later. And be prepared for an intense instructional experience.” 

“Okay, then,” I said, looking at the painfully neat penmanship with which my instructor had written her message. 

She waved a dismissive hand at me. “Get out of my sight, worm,” she said. “And don’t play with yourself between now and tonight. I want you nicely frustrated.” 

I leapt to my feet and fled the room. As I passed through the doorway she said, “have a nice day, Kandi.” That remark made my heart seize. I stopped for a moment, trying to decide whether I should look back at her, if I should confirm what my ears told me she had said. 

I almost did. But my fear overpowered my need to know, and I scampered away like the frightened sissy I am. Yet I knew that, no matter what, I would be at Ms. Dominique’s front door that night at nine, ready to take whatever she dished out, even if it cost me my life. 

Chapter Five

The sun was below the distant horizon and night had just begun to settle across the landscape when I knocked on the door of Ms. Dominique’s sprawling house.  What a spread,  I thought as I looked at it.  How does a college prof afford a place like this?  I scarcely had time to ponder the question before the door flew open and there before me was the mistress of the estate. 

My eyes popped when I saw her standing there silhouetted in the doorway. She wore a scarlet negligee that followed every delicious curve, matching thigh highs held in place with a frilly black garter belt, and gleaming black leather stiletto heels. My breath froze in my throat as I stood there in amazed adoration of this academician turned sex goddess. 

“Well?” she said, “Don’t just stand there, idiot. Get your ass in my house.” 

I did as she ordered. As she slammed the door shut behind me and locked it I wondered if I had just stepped through the gateway to Hell or the entrance to Heaven. Either way, it didn’t matter. I was in no mood to leave. 

I turned and looked at her. She smiled. “Like what you see?” she asked, leaning with one hand against the wall and her hips thrust out. I stared stupidly at her, too transfixed by arousal to speak. When I tried to form words all that came out was a pathetic choking sound. 

She shook her head. “You men are all alike,” she said, approaching me with a sexy stride. “You think only with your little heads, never your big ones.” Her long, luscious legs rubbed against each other as she walked. The sound of the fabric of each stocking touching its mate was indescribable. Had she ordered me to drive a knife into my heart I would have done it, so powerful was her hold over me. 

She ran her index finger along the edge of my chin, almost making me faint on the spot. “Yet

that is what we women love about you,” she said. “It makes you so easy to control.” She glanced at my crotch. “Have you denied yourself as I commanded?” she sked. I nodded vigorously. “Are you sure?” she asked. Once more I nodded. 

“Excellent,” she said, then pointed at the sofa. “Sit,” she said. I did. She sauntered over, settling into the opposite end of the couch from me and spreading her oh-so-perfect legs. I watched as she ran the perfectly manicured nail of her right index finger along her vaginal lips; she wore no panties. My tongue hung from my mouth as I panted like a horny mongrel. 

She extended one leg, rubbing my calf with her toes. “Why don’t you lean over and eat me raw, young man?” she said. “I’m sure you’ve eaten your share of pussy in your time.” 

I looked at her in stunned disbelief. “Are you serious?” I asked. “You really want me to?” 

“More than anything else in the world, Ken,” she said, her voice low and seductive. “Show teacher what a good student you are. If you’re lucky, then I might even give you an ‘A.’” 

Warning bells were clanging in my brain, urging me to get out of that house before whatever trap she was preparing came crashing down against my spine. But what man could say no to the offer she was making me? So I did as any member of my gender would have. I jumped at the chance and buried my face in her cunt. 

She responded with savage force, grabbing the back of my head and shoving it backward and forward over and over. It bobbed up and down as I lapped at her inner regions, savoring every microsecond during which some part of my body made contact with the heart of her sex. 

The flavor of her cunt was even sweeter than mom’s, like the taste of imported chocolate twice-dipped in honey. After much probing, the tip of my tongue finally made contact with her massive clit, which was hotter than fire and more sensitive than a gay poet overdosing on estrogen. She shrieked and moaned and growled as I lapped at her greedily, like a man dying of thirst trying to suck water from a stone. 

My cock was screaming at me for relief but I fought the urge to touch myself, knowing it would only provoke her wrath. In that moment I was not a man, not even human. I was just a tool to serve her with utter, selfless devotion, then to be kept or discarded as she saw fit. 

She had already cum three times and was well at the peak of her fourth climax when, with a blood-curdling note of terror, she cried “RAPE! HELP! THIS MAN IS RAPING ME!” 

She let go of my hair and I pulled away from her. “What?” I shouted. “What’s wrong? What did I do?” As I stared at her in disbelief I saw several huge figures in blue uniforms pour into the room. They were swinging batons and charging straight towards me. I stared in shock as they descended on my helpless form. 

Chapter Six

Just before the first intruder drove her fist into the side of my head I looked into her face and realized she was a woman. “Rapist!” she yelled as she lashed out at me. 

“Predator!” another voice exclaimed just before its owner drove her lead-weighted club into my balls. I clutched my crotch and tumbled off the sofa onto the hardwood floor, feeling blows pouring down on my legs, back, and arms – everywhere but my head. 

“Stop!” I cried. “Have mercy! I’m sorry I was a bad little girl! I’m sorry! Please don’t beat me anymore!” 

“Enough, girls!” a familiar voice said. The assault instantly stopped. I peeked up through the spaces between my fingers. There were seven forms standing over me, including Ms. 

Dominique. She regarded me with a triumphant sneer. But that is not what terrified me the most. 

What truly filled me with horror was the long, wicked-looking hypodermic needle in her right hand. 

A gray-sludge-like solution dripped from the instrument. A single drop hit me on the face and ran down my cheek, oozing past the bandage that covered my wounds and into the open flesh beneath. It was sickly warm. 

“Time to say nighty-night, Kandi,” said Ms. Dominique as she shoved the hypo into the side of my neck. I was far too exhausted and paralyzed by fear to resist. Within seconds I plunged into overwhelming blackness as the drug pulled the curtains on the theatre of my mind. 

“Wake up!” the booming voice shouted, wrenching me from the blissful nothingness into which I had descended. My eyes flew open and I immediately realized I was tied to a chair. In front of me sat the same six women who had beat me to a pulp right before I blacked out. They were arranged like members of a jury, their faces somber, their arms crossed in front of them. 

Behind them sat Ms. Dominique, her statuesque form towering over the others. The room was black except for a light that shone from overhead. The setting reminded me of mom’s basement but even more ominous. 

I stared helplessly at the macabre assembly of females who were arrayed in judgment over me. I shook my head to clear the cobwebs away. My vision went in and out of focus a few times before it sharpened to crystal clarity. The setting was like a scene from a horror movie, except that it was really happening. 

“What’s going on?” I asked, my voice reflecting the fresh horror I felt at this latest turn of events. 

Ms. Dominique approached me. She no longer wore lingerie. Instead she was dressed head to toe in black; black boots, black jeans, and a black long-sleeved shirt. The ensemble blended with her hair’s midnight color, giving her the look of a witch who presided over a coven of sinister sisters. 

“’What’s going on,’” she said, her face grim and foreboding, “is your trial, Mr. Compton. You stand accused of abusing and exploiting women, including me.” She brushed her hand against her chest. “I had hoped that you might see the error of your ways.” She shook her head as her eyes narrowed. “But I guess I was wrong.” 

“What are you talking about?” I said, anger about my mistreatment overwhelming my fear. 

“Everything we did was consensual! You showed up at the fucking front door dressed like a high-dollar hooker and asked me to eat your pussy!” I struggled against the bonds that held me

fast. “Let me out of here!” I shouted. “You people are crazy!” 

One of the women who had assaulted me leapt to her feet and walked over to me, pointing an accusatory finger in my face. “Do you deny that you treated Ms. Dominique like a sex object?” 

she said. “That you thought only of her body and not her mind? That you didn’t take the time to listen to her, ask her about her day, affirm her emotions?” 

I stared at the maniacal female in defiance. “You’re fucking nuts, bitch,” I said as I looked around the room. “All of you are.” I leered at them, my jaw thrust out, every muscle in my body coiled. “I know what you’re trying to do. You want to drive me nuts. You’re probably working with mom. She’s as bat-shit crazy as the rest of you.” 

Another woman stood and walked over to me. “And what about the girl you killed?” she said. 

“She offered you her open heart and you stomped on it. You ended her life just as it was getting started. And you did it in such a heartless way.” 

I snorted. “Bull shit. I was kind and sweet and caring with Becky. I sat down with her and told her how much I cared for her. I let her talk while I sat beside her and gave her emotional support. 

I did everything a guy could possibly do to uplift and respect a woman.” I shrugged my shoulders. “Can I help it if she was mentally ill?” 

A third figure got to her feet. “Really, Mr. Compton?” she said as she stood alongside Ms. 

Dominique and the others. “Is that your official story?” 

“You’re goddamn right,” I said, spitting the words at her. 

“If that’s the case,” said Ms. Dominique, “then you won’t mind if we play a video recording for you.” A dark curtain at the back of the room parted, revealing a massive TV screen. It flared to life and I saw myself standing next to Becky talking to her. It showed exactly what had happened the day I dumped her! I gawked at the images in disbelief, my mind unable to accept what my eyes were telling me they saw. 

“Oh, god,” I said. “No.” 

“Yes, Mr. Compton!” snapped Ms. Dominique. “We have been watching you for some time now. We have recorded everything you do when you’re outside your frat house!” She kicked the seat of the chair on which I sat, nearly knocking me backwards. “There is no escaping us! We see all!” 

I watched the screen as Becky pleaded with me, as I laughed at her and left her in despair. I hung my head in shame as I saw the pitiful result of her fall, the wound that tore open her flesh. As the video played I dropped my head and wept. 

“I’m sorry,” I wailed. “I’m sorry for what I did. I’m sorry for being a man. I’m sorry for everything!” Bitter tears soaked my face and drenched my shirt. I tried to control myself but did not have the force of will to do so. 

“Now!” shouted Ms. Dominique to the girls who were still seated. They jumped out of their chairs and circled me as I sat there bawling. 

“Sex harasser!” one shouted. 

“Racist!” another said. 

“Misogynist!” another called out. 

Each epithet hammered away at the crumbling walls of my mental defenses, turning my brain to

goo. My body sagged forward as every ounce of mental and physical strength forsook me. 

Quiet fell over the room as I sat there, limp and utterly docile. After a time Ms. Dominique approached me. “You are indeed a sad, sorry creature, Mr. Compton,” she said. “But you admit your own worthlessness, which means there is still a shred of hope for you.” 

I looked up at her, feeling like a child staring up at the parent who had just spanked his little ass. 

“Really?” I said, hope dawning in my voice. 

“Really,” said Ms. Dominique, smiling as the other women nodded in unanimous affirmation. 

“You can atone for all the wrongs you have done to women throughout your short, sad life. You can redeem yourself.” 

“How?” I asked. “How can I make up for being a man?” 

Ms. Dominique nodded at one of the other women, who approached me with a razor knife in one hand. I thought she was about to slit my throat. But instead she cut the ropes that held me captive. I moved about freely, enjoying the feeling of blood circulating throughout my limbs. My professor took me gently by the hand, helping me to stand. I was naked. “Come with me, dear,” 

she said. “We have something to show you.” 

“Yes, Ms. Dominique,” I said, letting her lead me out of the room. The other ladies followed, forming a single file formation as they trailed behind me. We went into a much larger room, one with stark white walls. In the center was a small butcher block table. A huge mirror covered one of the walls. I saw the image of my abused, mutilated body staring back at me as I stumbled along, guided by my instructor. She led me to the table, the top of which was level with my genitals. 

“Lay your sac on the table,” Ms. Dominique said. 

“Mam?” I said, confused at the direction the events were taking. 

“LAY YOUR FUCKING NUT SAC ON THE TABLE, IDIOT!” she shouted, raring back and preparing to slap me across the face. 

I cowered before her. “Please don’t hit me, Ms. Dominique!” I cried. “I’ll obey!” I pressed my body against the table edge, cupped my balls, and laid them on its smooth, cool surface. 

“Very good, little girl!” said Ms. Dominique. She looked around the room at the other women. 

“Isn’t little Kandi a good girl?” she asked them. 

“Yes,” they said in unison. “Little Kandi is a very good girl.” 

Ms. Dominique opened a drawer on the opposite side of the table from where I stood. The object she retrieved revived my lagging fears. It was a rubber mallet with a huge black head and a long wooden handle. She laid it on the table in front of me. 

“Atone,” she said, her eyes locked on mine. 

“Huh?” I said. 

She gave me a disgusted look, then shook her head as she addressed the other women. “Isn’t that typical for a sissy, girls?” she said. “Too stupid to follow even the simplest order.” She took my hand and placed the mallet against my palm, closing my fingers around it. “Atone.” 

I looked at her blankly, still not understanding what she wanted. 

“You’re exasperating, you know that?” she told me. “Let me make it plain. I want you to beat

your stupid, fucking balls with the mallet. Got it?” 

My willpower, which had practically disappeared when the women surrounded me in the other room, was beginning to reassert itself. I tried to summon the willpower to tell her that, no, I would not beat my balls with a rubber mallet. She seemed to sense my thought, because once more the other ladies encircled me. 

“Beat you balls, sissy,” said one. “Atone.” 

“Beat your balls, sissy,” chimed in the one beside her. “Atone.” 

The one to her right repeated the order, then the other, then the other. Ms. Dominique stood nearby, observing the events with keen eyes. My mind, which had just begun to emerge from the fog, slipped back into a robotic state. I watched my hand as, seemingly against my will, it tightened around the mallet. I raised it over my head. I stared at my balls, realizing for the first time how utterly loathsome they were, how disgusting, how unnatural. I hated them. And I wanted them to know how much I hated them. 

I brought the hammer down with all my might, squashing one of my testes. I struck again, crushing the other one. Then I did it again. And again. And again. As I did, the women watched intently. Some of them licked their lips. Others just smiled. 

There are no words that can describe how my self-abuse felt. But somehow I was able to continue my auto-torture for what felt like an eternity. My balls turned red and began to swell. 

That made me glad. I beat them harder.. 

“Tell him to beat his cock now, Ms. Dominique!” said one of the girls  gleefully. 

“You heard her, Kandi!” said Ms. Dominique. “Pound that cock! Now!” 

“Yes, Ms. Dominique,” I said, grateful to hear an approving tone in her voice. I pounded my dick multiple times, watching it turn white, the purple. The more I punished myself the more excited I got, till I was giddy with laughter. I continued till, at long last, my arm was too sore and my body too tired to continue. 

I dropped the mallet, looked around at those assembled, and said, “I did it. I atoned.” I staggered, swayed, and at last collapsed into a heap on the floor. The last words I heard before I slipped away were from Ms. Dominique. 

“What an idiot,” she said. Then I was out. 

Chapter Seven

Sunlight streamed into the cracks between my eyelids, rousing me from my rest. I looked around, amazed to see that I was lying in a soft bed. It wasn’t just any bed, in fact. It was  my bed, the one in my room at the frat house. I held my hands in front of my face and looked at my open palms, then at my arms, then down my naked body to the tips of my toes. 

 No scars!  I thought.  None at all! 

I looked around, expecting to see a crazed feminist descending on me with a billy club. I didn’t. 

Everything was as I recalled it: the posters of cheerleaders, the disheveled piles of clothes, the musty smell of old socks that were badly in need of washing. I even saw the stain on the rug where I had puked after a night of binge drinking. 

I rolled out of bed and got to my feet, walking over to my dresser. I examined my body head to toe. I saw the faint outlines of what might have been scars at one time. But, if they had been there, then some amazingly gifted plastic surgeon had all but erased the evidence. Even my face was unmarred. 

“Was it all a dream?” I asked myself. I remembered hearing something in psych class about how coma victims sometimes had hallucinations that seemed real as life. Maybe I had been in the hospital after a car wreck or some accident. 

I looked myself over once more, even turning around to see if there were marks on my back. I saw one. I looked at my face in the mirror. The cheek that the crazed blond had torn into was reddish. I saw what looked like miniscule jagged lines running along it. But that could have been due to almost anything. 

I breathed a deep sigh of relief.  Maybe I got hold of some bad 420,  I thought . Probably from that shithead dealer who lives in the projects.  Yeah, that was it.  I made a mental note to call the cops and have him busted.  Serves the motherfucker right,  I thought.  Selling that shit to college kids. 

I gave myself one more look-over. Everything was still as it had been since I woke up. The only part of my anatomy I hadn’t checked was my groin. That was concealed by the briefs I wore. 

 Better make sure that’s still in good working order,  I thought with a smile. A chill ran over me as I prepared to look.  Don’t, a voice inside my mind said. 

My fingers froze just inside the lining of my underwear. Great drops of sweat ran down my face. 

My limbs quaked. The voice spoke for a second time. DON’T! it screamed at me. JUST DON’T. 

I swallowed, summoned my nerve, and peeked inside my briefs. The world seemed to stop for an instant as I did so. My lip parted as I gazed at where my private parts should be. 

They were there. My cock was small and shriveled, as it usually was when I wasn’t horny. But it was intact nonetheless. Relief washed over me. “Whew!” I said, gratitude making my face glow. 

“Glad to see you, old buddy!” 

I was just about to get dressed when I took a second look, a closer one. My dick was fine and my nut sac was as well.  Or is it?  I thought. I reached down to touch it. That was when I realized it seemed flat and shrunken. 

“Oh my god,” I whispered as terror overwhelmed me. “It can’t be. Where are they?” 

I had no balls! 

Chapter Eight

I yanked my hand out of my briefs and opened my dresser drawer, fishing out a pair of jeans and a shirt. I threw the clothes on, slipped into a pair of shoes, and bolted from my room. What I saw as I walked out the door shocked me nearly as much as the image of myself with no testicles. 

I was in a building I had never seen before. A long, narrow, dimly lit hallway ran in both directions. The walls, floor and ceiling were pink. I stood in the middle of the corridor and peered one way then the other. But I could not see the end of the hall no matter how much I strained my eyes. It seemed to go on to infinity. 

“Ah, there you are, Kandi!” said the voice behind me. I turned and gasped when I saw who was there. It was Ms. Dominique dressed in a white lab coat with a stethoscope around her neck. 

Next to her stood mom, who wore a leather bodysuit with a spiked collar around her neck. 

I tried to ask the women where I was and what was going on. But, as with so many times in the past, fear froze my tongue in place. Ms. Dominique reached out, offering me her hand. “Come now, Kandi,’ she said. “Let’s get you down to surgery. It’s time for you to get your breast implants!” 

“Yes,” said mom, a psychotic smile on her face. :My little girl must have her own boobs!” 

My mind, which had just begun to recover from the nightmarish abuse I endured earlier, snapped at that moment. Instinct overtook me as I ran. I didn’t know where I was going. I didn’t have a plan or even a beginning of an idea. I was a panicked little mouse running from the predators that wanted to consume it. 

I looked for a door, a bend in the hallway, anything that might suggest an escape route. I saw nothing of the kind. So I just kept going. Red mist formed around the edges of my vision as my lungs began to ache.  What the hell is wrong with me?  I thought.  I used to be able to run for hours! 

I felt like I was about to fall dead from fatigue when I saw a door come into view straight ahead of me. It was a huge steel portal with a tiny glass window near the top. I forced my exhausted body to close the distance between me and it, then threw myself against the unyielding surface. I felt something crack in my chest as I did  My ribs!  I thought.  I shattered my ribs! 

I fell to the floor and pounded my fists into the entryway. “Open it!” I begged, weeping and slobbering as I did so. “Please! They’re coming to get me! I’m scared! Please! I’ll give you money! I’ll suck your cock! I’ll let you fuck me in the ass! I’ll do anything! Jet me in!” Behind me I heard the regular, rhythmic clacking of shoes against the tiled floor. 

“That’s a good little girl, Kandi!” I heard Ms. Dominique say. “Just stay there. Your mother and I will be there in a second.” 

My lips touched the cold, merciless metal of the door as I whimpered like a scared puppy. I scratched at it. I begged and promised and pleaded. Still it remain locked as the footsteps from my rear grew ever closer. 

 I’m just going to give in,  I thought as I lay there.  I’m going to let them do whatever they like with me. Maybe then the torture will stop. Maybe then I’ll have some peace.  I stopped trying to claw my way through the door and just lay there, like a rabbit that has exhausted itself trying to get away from the she-wolf that wants to devour it. The fear in my mind drifted away, replaced by a sort of peace. It was at last over. I had lost. 

Then, with a shrill creaking sound, the door opened. My head, which had been leaning against it for support, plopped down with a hard CRACK. I looked up, staring into the enveloping blackness that awaited me on the other side. 

“Get in here!” a furtive voice said. “Now!” I dragged myself forward, too spent to stand. The footsteps were right behind me. 

The door shut with a resounding THUD. Suddenly there was a foot of steel between me and my tormentors. I dared to crack a smile. The rabbit had gotten away. The she-wolf would have to find another meal to satiate her ravenous appetite. If she couldn’t find one, then let her starve. 

Fuck her. Fuck all women. I would become a monk. A monk with no balls. So fucking what? I could still pee. 

The last thing I expected at that moment was to hear a male voice, much less a familiar one. 

Nonetheless that’s exactly what happened. It belonged to a friend of mine, a guy named Doug Chandler, who was president of my frat. The words he said were not kind. “What a fucking pussy!” he shouted. 

A chorus of mocking laughter erupted in response. “Goddam right, Doug!” said another male voice. “How did that sissy ever get in our frat?” 

“I don’t know,” said a third voice. “But it looks like we fucked up. She needs to be in a sorority!” 

I looked around me but saw nothing other than pitch darkness. Then, with a flash of light so intense I thought my eyes would explode, the room burst into light. I looked up and saw my frat buddies displayed larger than life on screens all around me. They seemed closer to me than my own skin. Their faces were crimson with the effects of riotous laughter. They all seemed to be pointing at me. 

Then the image panned away from them and pointed at whoever they were talking about. I saw a poor, pathetic wretch on his knees before them. He was dressed like a girl, with a white, lacy bra, pink panties, and white stockings. The humiliated figure had a sign with the message I’M A STUPID SISSY QUEER WHO WANTS TO SUCK YOUR COCK written in red lipstick and hanging from his neck. His head was hung low in shame As I looked closer at the cowering sissy I noticed that his face reminded me of someone, someone I knew.  Who is that?  I thought.  Who is the worthless faggot they’re ripping on? 

Then the truth of the matter became clear to my disordered mind. The object of their abuse was me. I was the pathetic sissy on his knees drinking in the humiliation and degradation my frat brothers were dishing out. I could tell the images weren’t fakes. They had actually happened. I knew it. At some deep, primitive level of my brain I remembered the torturous agony and utter despair I had felt in that moment. 

The screen went blank and overhead lights came on. Ms. Dominique appeared on one side of me and mom on the other. I looked up at them, my mind void of thought. 

“As you can see, Kandi,” said Ms. Dominique in a quiet, almost comforting tone, “your days of being a man are over for good. That video you just saw has been shared millions of times all over the internet.” A trace of a smile crossed her face, then vanished. “I guess that makes you a celebrity. Congratulations.” 

Mom took my hand “Come now, my little girl,” she said. “Let’s finish the purpose for which we

brought you here. Let’s complete your sissy training and obliterate all traces of manhood from you for good and all.” 

“Yes, mommy dearest,” I said as I took her hand. The two women helped me to my feet and led me back down the hallway. I didn’t put up a struggle. There was no “me” left to carry on the fight. I was Kandi, a brainless queer bimbo who lived only to serve her owners. Perhaps I had always been her. I really wasn’t sure. But one thing I did know: she was all I had left. 

Chapter Nine

“That’s a good girl, Kandi,” said mother. “Run the razor along your calf just as I showed you. 

You’ll soon be silky smooth and ready for your first pair of stockings.” 

I smiled at mother. “Do you really think so, mommy dearest?” 

“I do indeed,” she said. “You’re coming along nicely now that you’re not a man.” 

I shook my head. “Honestly, mommy dearest,” I said, “I don’t know what came over me for all those years.” I rolled my eyes. “To think that I cold have what it takes to be a man! I’m much too weak and cowardly for that sort of thing.” 

“Yes, you are,” said mother. “You’re nothing but a stupid cock-craving bimbo. But, by learning how to be properly feminine and submissive, you increase your chances of pleasing your owner.” 

“Oh I can’t wait to be auctioned off!” I cooed. “Do you think a man will take possession of me? 

Or will it be a woman?” 

“I don’t know, dear,” mother said. “But either way you must please them. Remember: a sissy always deserves her punishment. Try to keep that thought in your stupid brain. Or I’ll use the cattle prod on you again.” 

“Yes, mommy dearest,” I said, dipping the pink razor into a bowl of soapy water to clean the hairs from the blade. I took a momentary break to admire how pretty my legs looked, then went back to shaving away the evidence of my fading masculinity. As I did, I pictured a strong, domineering man holding me down and using me. The image turned me hard as stone. But I was forbidden to touch myself ever again, so I suffered in submissive silence. 


***

“These will do until your implant surgery,” said Mistress Dominique as she slipped the breast forms into the cups of my bra. “They will get you used to walking around with a rack.” 

I nodded. Remember,” she said waving a finger in my face, “you are always to let a man feel you up, no matter who he is or how rough he handles you!” 

“Yes, Mistress Dominique,” I said. “I will welcome any man’s attention. My body doesn’t belong to me, so I get no say in such things.” 

“Excellent!” said Mistress Dominique. “You’re coming along nicely, my dear. Soon we will wipe the final traces of manliness from your mind and body forever. You will then be nothing more than a sissy slut for the rest of your life.” 

“I’m so happy, Mistress Dominique!” I said. “I’m so sorry I gave you such trouble at first.” 

“You were wrong to resist our control of you,” my former college professor said. I cast my eyes down in shame as she spoke. “At times I thought of euthanizing you. But your dear mother persuaded me to be patient. She is a wonderful woman, a jewel.” 

“That’s so true!” I said, admiring my curvaceous form in a full-length mirror. The breast forms gave me the look of a two-bit stripper strutting her stuff for the crowd. “I hope mommy dearest lets me eat her cunt soon. I’ll do anything to please her!” 

“You had better please her, Kandi,” said Mistress Dominique. “Or we will punish you with the power drill again.” 

“Yes, Mistress Dominique,” I said. 


***

“How about this perfume?” Mistress Dominique asked mother. “Does it suit her?” 

“That’s better than t east one,” said mother. “But it’s too sweet and dainty, not to mention too expensive.” 

“How about this one?” said Mistress Dominique, spraying a bit of cologne on her arm and letting mother take a whiff. 

“Much closer,” said mother. “How much is it?” 

“$4.95 a bottle at most bargain stores.” 

Mother scrunched her nose. “Not cheap enough. I want something like a crack whore would wear to blow construction workers with. Something with no class or dignity at all.” 

Mistress Dominque’s face lit up. “I have it!” she said. She sprayed a different scent in the air. 

Mom inhaled it deeply. 

“Smells like a whorehouse that was just sprayed for cockroaches,” said mother approvingly. 

“How much is it?” 

“99 cents a quart,” said Mistress Dominique. “50 cents on sale.” 

“Good news, Kandi!” mother said. “We’ve found your scent at last.” 


***

“Her hair has grown out nicely,” said the stylist. “I think a nice chestnut color would match her complexion.” 

“No,” said mother. “make here a platinum blond.” 

“That will require lots of peroxide,” said the stylist. “It could damage her follicles.” 

“So what?” said mother. “If her hair falls out we’ll just put a wig on her.” 


***

“Oh, I’m so nervous!” I said to mother. “I hope I don’t make a mistake!” 

“Don’t worry about that, dear,” said mother as she gave my hair, clothes and makeup one last inspection. “Just remember to curtsy to everyone and smile no matter what they say.” 

“But what if I make a mistake?” I asked her. “You know how stupid I am!” 

She laughed. “That’s for sure,” she said. “You’re a dumb whore. But we have trained you thoroughly, even ruthlessly. I suspect you will perform adequately.” She took me by the hand and led me to the door. It opened from the other side. I looked up in awe at the beautiful yet imposing woman who stood guard at the entryway. 

She smiled at mom, then looked at me as if I was a used tampon floating in her bowl of cereal. 

“Is this gutless thing ready to serve us?” she asked mother. 

“As ready as she will ever be,” mother said. 

“Good,” said the huge figure. She looked at me. “Well, what are you standing there for, idiot?” 

she said. “Get in here!” 

“Yes, mistress,” I said, curtsying to her and rushing into the room. It was filled with ladies chatting and enjoying snacks. I saw a platter filled with food and went over to it, picking it up and circulating among those present. 

I presented the treats to a lovely African-American women, who took a chocolate chip cookie. 

She glared at me for a brief second, making me wince in fear. But then she turned her attention back to the woman with whom she was chatting. 

The aromas of meat, sugar and chocolate tantalized my sense of smell. They also made me sad, since I would never taste those things again. 

I wandered amongst the crowd with my platter, never coming so close as to imply I had a right to be in their presence - which, of course, I didn’t. Sissies have no rights at all. 


***

“No, no, no!” said Mistress Raquel. “You’re doing it all wrong!” 

I looked at her in terror as I took my lips off the dildo. “Please don’t beat me, mistress!” I said. 

“Please tell me my mistake.” 

“You mean other than being born?” she said. 

I hung my head low. “I’m sorry, mistress,” I said. 

“As you should be,” she said, rubbing salt into the wound. “Now try again. But this time remember to stroke the mannequin’s balls while you suck. Your owner might turn out to be a drug lord or Arab sheik. Or simply a demanding master who refuses to accept anything less than perfection. Those kinds of men have been known to break a sissy’s legs just for breathing the wrong way.” 

“Yes, mistress,” I said, then took the soft, flesh-colored object in my mouth again. 


***

I looked up from the examination table at the women in nurse uniforms. One had a bottle of

rubbing alcohol in her hand. The other held what looked like an oversized stapler. Mistress Dominique and mother stood behind them. Once more I felt like a scared rabbit about to be eaten. But this time I was held down by steel manacles, preventing me from moving. 

“How new is this method?” said mother. 

Our European friends just developed it,” said the woman with the stapler. “It eliminates the need for an expensive chastity cage.” 

“How does it work?” asked Mistress Dominique. 

“We pull the foreskin forward with pincers,” said the woman with the stapler. She looked at the other nurse. “Show them, Carol.” The woman set down her bottle of rubbing alcohol and picked up a huge clamp made of gleaming metal. I saw sharp silver tips at the end of each arm. She opened and closed the instrument a couple times, then pointed its business end towards me. 

“Help me, mommy dearest!” I cried. “I’m scared!” 

The women ignored my pleas. A moments later the steel ends of the forceps dug into my cock shaft. I emitted a blood-curdling scream as the woman pulled the tender skin forward till it draped over my glans. 

“Now I will simply apply two surgical staples to the bit of skin in front of the glans,” “the first nurse said. “This will end the sissy’s ability to have an erection.” 

“How will the sissy piss?” asked mother. 

“It will have to sit down,” said the nurse. “The urine will leak past the conjoined flesh and dribble into the commode. Urination will take significantly longer than with a normal penis. But that need not concern the slave’s owner.” The nurse smiled sadistically. “In fact, it will give her one more excuse to punish the slave.” 

I lay there helpless and horrified as the nurse prepared to destroy my penis forever. 

“This would be easier if the sissy was not fully erect,” said the nurse. “I guess she’s a little pain slut.” 

“Speaking of pain,” said Mistress Dominique, “will this hurt her?” 

“Oh, yes!” said the nurse, enthusiasm evident in her voice. “Very much so.” She drove two extra-length staples into the foreskin stretched over my cock. I screamed. I screamed loud and long. The women thought that was very, very funny. 


***

“Oh, mommy dearest!” I said, admiring myself in the mirror. “They’re just perfect!” 

“For once I agree with you,” said mother, who stood beside me. “I thought a C cup would be just right for your build. The men will enjoy fondling them and the women will enjoy tormenting them. I had the surgeon bury small flakes of metal in them just beneath your nipples. That way, you will only experience pain and misery when you wear a bra, never pleasure.” 

I nodded. “That’s exactly what I deserve,” I said, “after forgetting to add cream to your coffee.” 

Mother snorted. “You’re a brainless bubble-headed bimbo, Kandi,” she said. “And you’re deeply indebted to the foundation for all the therapy they have provided for you over the last year. Since you’re not allowed to make money, you will be in hock to them for a very, very long time to come.” 

“Has it really been a year?” I asked mother. 

“Yes it has,” said mother. “One year ago today you began your forced journey to becoming a sissy queer. Poor Becky; she was a marvelous young lady. Too bad she made the mistake of falling in love with you.” 

My face turned dark as I began to cry. “I feel so guilty for what I did to her,” I said. “For what I did to all women everywhere!” 

“Feeling sorry doesn’t help,” said mother. “Becky’s still dead. You will pay for your crime until the day you die – which, if you get a cruel owner, won’t be long from now.” 

“It’s only fair,” I said. 


***

“She’s here!” sad Mistress Dominique. “Your owner is here!” 

“Wonderful!” I said, squealing as I clasped my hands together. “I can’t wait to meet her!” 

“She looks forward to meeting you as well, Kandi,” said mistress. “I’ll hook your leash to your collar and lead you out to the main room.” 

“Yes, Mistress Dominique,” I said, remembering to curtsy. She attached my leash and led me away like a cow to slaughter. I pictured seeing my permanent mistress for the first time. Would she be beautiful? Would she be kind? Would she be young? So many questions went through my poor confused brain that I could hardly contain them all. 

As we entered the main room I saw a small group assembled in front of a podium. A door swung open. I looked in its direction and saw mother enter the room. All eyes were upon her as she took a position behind the speaker’s platform. 

“Welcome to Facility 37,” she said. “We are proud to have such an array of assembled guests with us today. Our the past year we have led the way in developing cutting edge forced feminization techniques. Kandi here has been our guinea pig.” She gestured towards me. I curtsied to the crowd. They glanced in my direction for an instant then turned their attention back to mother. 

“I think you will agree that the results are well worth the money and time we have invested,“ she said, her voice proud and strong. “We have proven that any man, any man at all, can be feminized. We will soon propose a method for implementing our methods across the globe.” 

Mother stopped speaking for a moment and closed her eyes as a look of joyous anticipation lit up her face. “When we do that,” she said, “the world will, at long last, belong to women forever.” 

The crowd jumped to its feet and applauded wildly. Many cheered. There wasn’t a man in sight. 

“We’re going to treat you to something extra special before we begin your tour,” said mother. 

“We would like you to watch the sissy’s reaction when she meets her new owner.” A buzz of excited whispering spread through the crowd. 

Mother looked at me. “Kandi, get over here,” she said. 

“Yes, mommy dearest!” I blurted out, scurrying over to stand by her side. 

“Kandi,” she said, addressing me directly, “You have always been a sad excuse for a child and an even sadder excuse for a man. You are as close to worthless as any creature could be. But Ms. 

Dominique and I have devoted the last year of or lives to redeeming what portion of you we could.” 

I nodded, my hands folded in front of me. “I’m sorry for being born, mommy dearest,” I said. 

“So am I,” she agreed. “Luckily you weren’t born to me. The good news is that, by selling you, this hospital will earn crucial operating funds that will enable us to carry on our great work.” 

“I’m glad, mommy dearest,” I said. “May I meet my new owner now?” 

“Yes you may,” said mother. “Let her in!” she said to a girl standing alongside a door at the far end of the room. The entryway swung open as the attendant complied with my mother’s order. A woman entered. I stared in disbelief. 

“No,” I said, convinced I had lost my mind. “It can’t be.” 

“Yes, it can, idiot,” said the young lady who was now my owner. She approached me, touching my cheek and snickering maliciously. Her beautiful face expressed the delight she felt at seeing the shocked confusion in my eyes. 

“But Becky,” I said, still trying to save what little was left of my sanity. “You’re dead! You killed yourself over me!” 

My ex-girlfriend threw her head back and laughed long and hard before replying. “Don’t be so damn stupid, sissy,” she said. “That was make-believe. It was all part of the plan. Why would any woman kill herself over someone as pathetic as you?” 

My brain, what was left of it, tried to understand what had really happened to me over the past 12 months. But it could not make the pieces fit together. The thoughts swirled away into nothingness as my mind went blank. I curtsied to Becky. “I am very pleased to be your new slave, Mistress Becky. Will you take me to your home now?” 

“Yes, Kandi,” she said. I have much for you to do: cooking, cleaning, and servicing my cunt.” 

She took hold of my leash. “Let’s go.” 

“Yes, Mistress Becky,” I said as she led me away to begin my new life. I looked back at mother and Mistress Dominique. They watched with utter contentment, knowing their victory over me could not be more complete. Ken Compton, the man I had once been, was dead forever. 

THE END
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