
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    Some women will stop at nothing to force feminization on a man. They’ll use humiliation, brainwashing, torture, sadistic male chastity, and even castration. In short, they’ll do whatever it takes. Here are some samples of what awaits you in these pages. 
 
    “It’s like a limp carrot,” said my wife Sherry. “Small, soft and only fit for the garbage can.” 
 
    “I can see that,” said her lover Tyrone as he slipped one of his strong, burly hands under her sweater to fondle her breasts. “But I think it’s more like a cocktail wiener: short, slimy, and not worth putting in your mouth - or anywhere else.” 
 
    “What do you think it’s like, honey?” said my wife with a giggle just before giving Tyrone a deep, passionate kiss. 
 
    “It’s useless,” I said, tears streaming down my cheeks as I looked down at my tiny, flaccid cock. “Like me.”  
 
    “Truer words were never spoken!” said Sherry. “Luckily, I’ve got a real man here to take care of me!” She gave Tyrone a longing look as she stroked his massive, muscular chest. I wept like a little girl as she removed her sweater and unhooked her bra, giving Tyrone full access to her body. The pair fell onto the bed, their limbs tangled together in lustful union as they kissed and sucked and nibbled at each other’s perfect forms.  
 
    As for me, my wrists and ankles were chained to the walls of the bedroom, my pink sissy panties pulled down around my thighs. A sign hung from my neck that said I’M A WORTHLESS SISSY HUSBAND WHO CAN’T GET IT UP. I felt my penis tingling as it tried desperately to get hard. But, no matter how much I focused on becoming erect, my organ hung limp and lifeless between my legs…  
 
    *** 
 
    I decided to leave his organ intact. I just think it’s cute to see it try to get hard. With all the estrogen in his bloodstream the best he can achieve is a pathetic semi-flaccid erection that’s more of a tiny bump than anything else. He’s unable to orgasm anymore, so it guess my poor brother – or should I say sister? – is doomed to never cum again. Sometimes when I’m feeling especially mean I hold a pair of open scissors around its base and threaten to cut the stupid thing off. This always makes him so scared! He shrieks and whines, “No, sister, please! It’s all I’ve got left! Please don’t cut it off! I’ll suck cock! I’ll do anything! Please!” When he does that I just laugh and laugh and laugh… 
 
    *** 
 
    The women kept me there for three days and refused to let me sleep. They used the tools from my workshop to clamp my nipples, blister my balls, and staple my cock to my thigh. They forced me to prance around in high heels while they whistled and stomped and told me to “do it like a woman.” Mistress Priscilla fucked my tight little ass countless times while I lay helpless and chained across a work table. Mistress Angela suspended me from the ceiling and whipped me with my own belt.  
 
      
 
    At some point my will to resist collapsed. I knew my old life was over forever when my wife asked me, “who are you, slave?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m a worthless slave named Bubbles, a cock-craving slut who exists only to serve my owners,” I said in a quiet, defeated voice… 
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    Foreword 
 
    Hello, my little pets. In this book you’ll find 25 accounts of cruel, vicious women and the feminized slaves they control. Each offers a first-hand look into a taboo place where women force their male victims to become feminized sissy slaves.  
 
    I warn you now, some of this material may be disturbing. So, if you don’t have the balls (LOL) for this kind of thing, then I suggest you stop reading now. Some of the actions described are cruel, sadistic, and even illegal. Nonetheless, these authentic narratives provide a no-holds-barred glimpse into a phenomena that’s right under your nose.  I’m talking about the world of FORCED feminization, where the guy’s thoughts, wishes, feelings, or freedom don’t matter one damn bit.  
 
    I present this material to show you just how far some women will take their lust for domination and control. You might think that we ladies and kinder and gentler than males. But you’re wrong. These retellings prove that we can be just as merciless as any man who ever walked the earth. So, without further ado, I invite you into the world of hard-core forced feminization.  
 
    -Scarlett Redd 
 
    Atlantic City, NJ 
 
     2017 
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 DOMINANT WIFE KEEPS HER FEMINIZED HUSBAND IN LINE WITH INTENSE PHYSICAL AND MENTAL TORTURE 
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
    Personally, I think women who want to castrate their men but stop at cutting off their balls are half-ass dommes at best. When I decided to forcibly feminize my husband I made up my mind to destroy not only his testicles but his cock as well. Three years later, after using aggressive and, frankly, brutal methods to turn him into a woman, I completed the task by ordering him to undergo a penectomy. Fortunately, overseas doctors are both affordable and discrete, so the procedure was both quick and affordable. As a result, Paul is now Paula. She now serves my every whim as a full-time sissy maid and utterly chaste toy on which to inflict my sadistic desires. 
 
    Paula begins every day on her knees while I tell her the ways she has failed me over the past week. She is required to remain silent with her head hung low while I berate her for her failings. Usually this makes her weep, which gives me the pleasure of seeing those salty tears of despair glide down her pretty face. This in turn drives me wild with arousal, so I usually have her eat me to a body-quaking orgasm while still on her knees. Then I spank her for being a dirty little slut and leave for work while she begins her daily duties. 
 
    Paula keeps the house immaculate at all times. She understands that even one speck of dirt will result in severe punishment. Once I discovered a dust bunny clinging to the underside of the living room sofa. I made her stand barefoot on a red-hot iron grate until her feet blistered. I then required her to wear high heels for the rest of the week. The shoes aggravated the wounds and amplified the pain she endured. Yet I forbade her to show any sign of discomfort, else I would hold a plastic bag over her face to choke off her breath.  
 
    She managed to make it till Saturday, when I saw her wince while bent over taking my boyfriend’s cock up her whore ass. I denied her access to oxygen for well over a minute in retaliation for that act of blatant disobedience. Then I hung her from hooks in the ceiling and beat her with a metal rod until her eyes glazed over and her screams faded into a dull silence.  
 
    This drove me wild with sexual tension, so I invited my boyfriend to stay over for the night and fuck me as many times as he liked. We made love on the living room floor while Paula looked down on us, helpless and humiliated, her mind spinning in and out of consciousness. 
 
    Now, I don’t want you to think I am needlessly cruel to my beloved Paula. In use only the precise amount of discipline needed to keep her docile and easily controlled. In return, I allow her the high privilege of serving me with utter devotion and no possibility of ever experiencing freedom or dignity ever again.  
 
    This keeps her so fixated on despair that she can never entertain thoughts of escape or rebellion. Without me to dominate every aspect of her life she might begin to develop self-esteem; and what good would that do the poor thing? She belongs under my heel, where I can care for her as a good wife should. 
 
    I almost forgot to mention what became of poor Paula’s organs. I had her testes dipped in liquid gold and made into earrings, which I wear on a daily basis. As for her cock, I keep it in a jar on my desk at work. When I’m feeling stressed out, I look at the tiny object floating inside. It reminds me that, no matter how the rest of my life is going, my spouse is right where she belongs: under my thumb at all times. Now that’s a refreshing thought! 
 
    Ms. Jeanette Powers 
 
    Chicago, IL 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 DEMANDING DAUGHTER TURNS HER FATHER INTO WHIMPERING, CROSSDRESSING SLAVE 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
    My daughter has ordered me to write this letter to you. I’m grateful to have the chance to contact another human being. Usually Brandy forbids me to speak to others at all. It’s part of the way she controls every aspect of my life. 
 
    I’m a 40 year old trans person in the process of transitioning to full womanhood. I already have breasts. They’re immense - well beyond a normal D cup. Soon I’ll go under the knife to lose my cock and balls forever. Brandy says she will turn me into a street whore once I have a vagina. She will be my pimp and take every penny I make, but she will give me some food and a spot on the floor to sleep at night. She will buy my makeup, clothing, and other essentials. I suppose this arrangement is the best I can hope for at this point. My chances of ever living as a man again are pretty much nil. 
 
    Brandy started me on my forced feminization journey two years ago, when she caught me with my boyfriend at a hotel on the other side of town. I have been gay as long as I can remember, but I lived in denial of my orientation while carrying on a marriage and all the outward signs of a normal straight life. Brandy says she always suspected I was queer but she didn’t try to prove it until I cut off her access to my credit cards when she turned 20.  
 
    That sent her on a mission to destroy me. She began by revealing my orientation to my wife, who promptly left me. Brandy then persuaded her boyfriend, a 21 year old college jock, to humiliate me by starting a fight and soundly kicking my ass while my lover watched. After seeing how poorly I fared he deserted me too. “I like real men, not little pussies who can’t defend themselves,” he told me before he walked out of my life forever. 
 
    I’m not sure if my urge to dress as a woman came from my own mind or if Brandy planted the desire in me. She says she plays mind control CDs in my bedroom while I sleep. Over time the messages have worn down my masculine identity and transformed me into a feminized sissy.  
 
    After months of her humiliating domination of me I finally surrendered to my submissive, crossdressing longings. Brandy guided me each step of the way, keeping my body smooth and selecting my outfits. She also forces me to wear a chastity device that keeps my cock bent sideways all the time. I can only pee sitting down, and even then with great pain. I tell Brandy how much the cage hurts, but she just smiles and tells me I have to take whatever she dishes out. 
 
    Brandy recently arranged a new marriage for me to her bisexual boss, a fashion designer who plans to turn her into a famous model. He’s a physical and emotional sadist and enjoys inserting pins and needles throughout my body, especially my balls. I’ll be glad when I finally get a pussy; my genitals are in constant pain and I’m ready for the doctor to cut them off. I’m sure my husband will still find ways to torment me, though. I’ve searched for clit and vagina torture videos online. Watching them terrifies me. I shiver when I picture those clamps and probes cutting into my new genitals. 
 
    I have to go now because Brandy’s boyfriend will soon arrive – yes, the same man who beat me up. I will blow his cock until it’s throbbing, then guide it into Brandy’s waiting pussy. My life is all about her pleasure and my pain, and I know I’ll never escape her control. 
 
    Sissy Cheryl 
 
    Boston, MA 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 FEMINIZED CUCKOLD HUSBAND DESCRIBES WIFE’S MERCILESS DOMINATION AND HUMILIATION TECHNIQUES 
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
    “It’s like a limp carrot,” said my wife Sherry. “Small, soft and only fit for the garbage can.” 
 
    “I can see that,” said her lover Tyrone as he slipped one of his strong, burly hands under her sweater to fondle her breasts. “But I think it’s more like a Vienna sausage: short, tiny, and not worth putting in your mouth - or anywhere else.” 
 
    “What do you think it’s like, honey?” said my wife with a giggle just before giving Tyrone a deep, passionate kiss. 
 
    “It’s useless,” I said, tears streaming down my cheeks as I looked down at my tiny, flaccid cock. “Like me.”  
 
    “Truer words were never spoken!” said Sherry. “Luckily, I’ve got a real man here to take care of me!” She gave Tyrone a longing look as she stroked his massive, muscular chest. I wept like a little girl as she removed her sweater and unhooked her bra, giving Tyrone full access to her body. The pair fell onto the bed, their limbs tangled together in lustful union as they kissed and sucked and nibbled at each other’s perfect forms.  
 
    As for me, my wrists and ankles were chained to the walls of the bedroom, my pink sissy panties pulled down around my thighs. A sign hung from my neck that said I’M A WORTHLESS SISSY HUSBAND WHO CAN’T GET IT UP. I felt my penis tingling as it tried desperately to get hard. But, no matter how much I focused on becoming erect, my organ hung limp and lifeless between my legs.  
 
    Sherry got on her knees and ran her tongue down the gargantuan length of Tyrone’s manliness, making the ebony bodybuilder gasp. He sank his fingers into her honey-blond hair and forced her to take in the full length of his superior black cock. She did so willingly, swallowing the horse-like shaft with amazing ease. Watching the huge African use my wife for his pleasure reminded me of my utter lack of manhood. I hung my head in shame, surrendering to the despair and degradation washing over me like a tidal wave. 
 
    The scene I’m describing for you, Mistress Scarlett, is typical of what happens in my home on Friday nights. That’s when my wife indulges her voracious sexual appetite with one or more lovers while I watch helplessly.  
 
    Do I sound like the sorriest excuse for a man on earth? Well, that’s exactly what I am. I’m a 40-year-old crossdressing sissy with a 25-year-old dominant wife who never tires of humiliating me. I was interested in forced feminization before Sherry and I met. But she has taken my curiosity and pushed it farther than I ever imagined, demolishing my masculine identity while taking every opportunity to show me who’s boss in our house. 
 
    Sherry and I met three years ago at a meet-and-greet for members of the local BDSM community. We clicked instantly. She’s a passionate domme with strong sadistic and cuckolding tendencies. She’s also tall and beautiful, with natural blond hair, DD breasts, long, shapely legs, and a curvy figure that’s tight and lean without a hint of flab.  
 
    The only thing I brought to the table was my money and a willingness to endure whatever she chooses to dish out. I’m thin, short and bald, with spindly limbs and pale skin. I tried to please Sherry in bed, but my clumsy lovemaking skills and tiny penis just couldn’t get the job done. So, when I proposed, she said, “I’ll marry you, but only if I’m in charge. You’ll just have to get used to me calling the shots. If that doesn’t work for you, then I’ll find another rich man to take care of me. But you’ll never get another woman with my looks, even if you did inherit $10 million.” 
 
    Her words it me like a baseball bat against my skull; they were so cold and cruel! But they also turned me on. So I meekly agreed to her conditions. That was when my life as a man ended forever. I’m now Sissy Rebecca, Sherry’s full-time slave and sissy maid. I cook her meals, clean the house, and massage Susan’s perfect body as she lounges beside the swimming pool.  
 
    Sherry’s unbelievably gorgeous in a swimsuit, a fact that draws men to our house like flies. They hang around just outside the gate that surrounds our property and shout things like, “Wow! That’s the finest looking woman I’ve ever seen!”  She laughs and thanks them for the compliments. Sometimes she struts alongside the fence, shaking her perfect ass and giant boobs while they stomp their feet and cheer. Every so often she rips off her top and gives them a good look at her boobs. 
 
    Last week she let them reach through the fence. They grabbed her breasts and ran their hands down her legs. Afterwards she ordered me to thank the men for admiring her. “Who the fuck are you?” one of them asked. 
 
    “I’m Sissy Rebecca, Sherry’s sissy maid and slave husband,” I said, my cheeks turning red with shame. The men doubled over in laughter. One of them stuck his hands through the bars and grabbed my nut sac, clamping down on it with a fierce grip and twisting it hard. I fell to my knees and shrieked in pain.  
 
    “Please, sir!” I begged the stranger. “Have mercy!” That just made them laugh harder. Sherry laughed too, then invited the men into our home. I spent the next hour serving them drinks and snacks. After that, Sherry led them into our bedroom, where they took turns fucking her.  
 
    Seeing the men make love to my wife turned me on. I wanted them to screw my sissy ass, but they said I wasn’t worthy of receiving their seed. However, a couple of them did let me suck their cocks, which I enjoyed very much. After they came in my mouth they rubbed their cock heads all over my face, coating me in their sperm. I lapped it up with my tongue, like a dog. It was delicious!  
 
    Later that evening Sherry paddled my balls and fucked my ass with a block of rough-sawn wood till I screamed and blubbered for mercy. My wife says I’m a stupid sissy queer who deserves everything I get. She’s right. But I’m also very happy with our life together and wouldn’t trade it for anything. 
 
    Your Worthless Sissy Slave, 
 
    Rebecca 
 
    Denver, Colorado 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 SADISTIC WIFE HUMILIATES SISSY HUSBAND AT A LOCAL BIKER'S BAR 
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
    My name is Jackie Purcell. I’m a dominant wife with strong sadistic urges; in other words, I'm a cruel, heartless bitch. I love finding new ways to humiliate my sissy husband. I came up with one of my best ideas a few weeks ago when I visited a biker’s bar on the other side of town on a Thursday night. There I met four members of a local gang called the Devil’s Disciples. They were so manly with their rippling muscles and black leather jackets, nothing like my pathetic spouse Jill!  
 
    One of them bought me a drink and kept me company as I nursed it, just like a gentleman should. After that, I let the foursome screw my brains out right there in the bar as I leaned against a pool table. It was nice having real men fuck me. There’s nothing like the feel of a biker’s calloused hands fondling and squeezing my boobs while he pounds me with his rock-hard tool! I came multiple times, then got on my hands and knees and blew each of the men till he sprayed his sweet jism down my throat. One of the nice bar maids recorded the whole thing so I could enjoy watching it later.  
 
    After an hour of raw animal sex, I bought beers for my new friends. As we sat around a table I told them how I had cuckolded and feminized my husband. They snickered when I described how Jill, formerly Bill, prances around the house in a French maid uniform doing the cooking and housekeeping. I showed them pictures of his red, swollen nut sack after a good hard paddling; I keep the images on my phone. That made them double over in laughter. 
 
    “What a pussy!” said one of them, a guy named Spike. “I’d love to make her watch us screw the hell out of you. I bet she’d weep like a baby right then and there!”  
 
    “Hey,” I said. “Let’s do it! I’ll bring Jill here and make her watch us!” The guys shouted their approval and promised to be there at 10 PM Saturday night. I was so excited I bought a round for the house, using one of Jill’s credit cards of course. I had to call a cab to take me home afterwards. Not only was I drunk, I was too damn sore to drive. That’s what a good hard fucking will do to a girl! 
 
    Jill was watching a chick flick on TV when I got home. The house was filled with a delightful aroma; she was baking cookies. 
 
    “Hello, darling,” I said, approaching her. 
 
    “Good evening, Mistress Carol,” she said with a nice curtsy. “I hope you enjoyed your evening out. I am preparing some chocolate chip desserts for your enjoyment.” 
 
    I smiled as I turned off the TV and slid onto the couch beside her. “Thank you, Jill!” I said, using my sweetest tone. “I’m so lucky to have a spouse as thoughtful as you.” 
 
    She eyed me suspiciously, fear evident in her face. “Did I do something wrong, mistress?” she asked with a quiver in her voice. “You rarely praise me unless you’re setting me up for some horrid punishment.”  
 
    I laughed. “Of course not!” I said, taking her hand. “No, quite the opposite, in fact. You’ve been so good lately that I want to give you a special reward. This Saturday night I’m going to take you out for a lovely dinner, just the two of us. I’ll even let you buy that outfit you’ve been begging for, the navy blue one with all the laces and frills.” 
 
    “Thank you, mistress!” cried Jill, clasping her hands together. “I’ve been dreaming of having that dress for months!” 
 
    “I know, my darling,” I said, stroking her cheek with my fingers. “Afterwards, I’ll even release your little toy from its cage and let you play with it for a full 60 seconds. You might actually get to cum if you try hard enough!” 
 
      
 
    Jill’s mouth dropped open. She looked at me with adoring eyes. “I’m speechless, mistress,” she said, her eyes glowing. “You’re not cruel at all. In fact, you’re kind and considerate to me!” 
 
    “How nice of you to notice,” I said. The dinging of a bell from the kitchen interrupted our conversation. “That must be the oven timer,” I said. “Why don’t you take out the cookies and let them cool? You may have one of them for yourself, as long as you promise to purge yourself later on. I'll enjoy the rest myself over the next few days.”  
 
    Jill’s face glistened as tears of joy filled her eyes. “You’re the most wonderful wife in the world!” she cried, then hopped to her feet and rushed to the kitchen. I climbed the stairs and went to bed, keeping my composure until I shut the door behind me. Then I laughed long and hard. “What a stupid, pathetic wimp!” I said as I pictured the fun I would have come Saturday night. I was so aroused by the thought that I had to masturbate three times before I could drift off to sleep. Talk about having a sore clit! 
 
    The next two days rushed by and before I knew it Saturday afternoon had arrived. Jill was taking a long, relaxing bubble bath in the tub. Over the past three years I have kept her on a strict diet, so her body is quite slim. It’s also very smooth thanks to the hormones I inject into her. I made her get breast implants and facial feminization surgery last Christmas, so she’s one of the most feminine looking sissies I have ever seen.  
 
    The only sign that she was once a man is her “cock,” which I have kept locked in chastity for over a year. I milk her balls twice monthly, both for her health and because I love the sound of her screams as I crush her nuts between my fingers. The semen oozes from her piss-slit like goo squeezed out of a package of dough. I catch the liquid in a small plastic cup, then make her drink every drop. Afterwards she eats my cunt till I spurt my lady-juices all over her face.  
 
    I then tell her she’s a stupid, useless slut and spank her till she begs for mercy. It’s one of my favorite family rituals. Jill isn’t quite as fond of it as I am, strangely. It’s no wonder we’re childless, since it takes a man to knock a lady up and Jill is anything but.  
 
      
 
    I patted Jill dry as she got out of the bathtub, then told her to shave her legs. I watched as she ran the pink razor up and down those lovely gams of hers. She also shaved her chest and arms. All the estrogen swimming in her bloodstream keeps her body hair  very fine.  
 
    “All finished?” I asked her as she looked at me, her body freshly scrubbed and smelling vaguely like coconut. 
 
    “Yes, dear,” she said with an idiotic grin on her face.  
 
    “Well, then,” I said, “go lay down on the bed and wait for me. I’ll be right there.” 
 
    “Yes, dear,” she said. 
 
    I looked through her wardrobe, picking out the daintiest, most prissy items she owned. I wanted her to look like the world’s biggest, sluttiest sissy when she walked through the door of the bar. I settled on a pair of white stockings, a matching garter belt, black high heels, a bra with push-up cups, and a fake gold bracelet for her wrist. As for her outer garments, I would permit her to wear her blue dress, just as I had promised. I knew it would be in shreds once the Devil's Disciples were through with her.  
 
    “Raise your legs, Jill,” I said to her as I entered the bedroom. She did so, and I slid one of the stockings down her calf and along her buttery-smooth thigh. I followed up with the other leg. Her cock twitched in its trap as she gasped with pleasure. Move around all you like, little worm, I thought. You’ll get no pleasure tonight.  
 
    “Ohhh, mistress,” said Jill. “The sheer fabric feels so good next to my skin!” 
 
    I made her stand as I attached her garter belt and hooked the straps to her stockings. I let her put her panties on herself, then I draped her bra straps over her shoulders and hooked it in back. I sat her down at the vanity and began applying her makeup.  
 
      
 
    I made her lips scarlet, added blush to her cheeks, and used lots of black liner and blue eye shadow to give her face a “two-dollar hooker” look. I added thick fake lashes for a finishing touch. I figured the bikers would like that. 
 
    I curled Jill’s shoulder length, platinum blond hair in a ditzy style reminiscent of Anna Nicole Smith. I let he slip into her new dress and looked with satisfaction at the final results. She looked like a slutty secretary who works for a sleazy politician, the kind who spends more giving head than taking notes.  
 
    “Wow” I shouted as she posed for me. “You’re a vision!” 
 
    She blushed like a school girl. “Do you really think so?” she asked. 
 
    “Of course, silly,” I said. “Now get your purse. Our dinner reservations are at 10.” She trailed after me as we left the house, like a mongrel pup following its owner down the street.  
 
    “If I may ask, mistress,” she asked as I pulled out of the driveway, “where are we going to eat?” 
 
    “Why?” I said as I glanced in her direction. “Are you criticizing my taste in restaurants?” 
 
    “Oh, no, dear!’ she cooed. “As a stupid sissy, I would never dare to do that!” 
 
    “Are you sure, Jill?” I said with an accusatory tone. “I think you’re defying your mistress. I think you might need a little punishment.” 
 
    “I swear I meant no disrespect!” Jill cried. “I’m just curious. After all, 10 PM is quite late to have dinner.” 
 
    I slammed on the brake pedal without warning, making Jill’s frail body catapult forward. She shrieked and covered her face with her arms. “Please, mistress!” she screamed. “I’ll be a good sissy! I’m sorry I asked a question! Don’t punish me!” 
 
    I gave her an angry glare. “Now you’re telling me what to do, eh? My, you have become quite defiant as of late.” She said nothing in return, just cowered in her seat and regarded me with terror-stricken eyes. I let her stew for a few seconds, then patted her knee as I gave her a reassuring smile. “But I’ll overlook it this time. Now settle back and enjoy the ride. We’ll be at our destination soon.”  
 
    She unwound and relaxed as we continued the half hour ride to the biker bar. Good, I thought. Just chill, sweetheart. I want your defenses down when you get your big surprise.  
 
    Jill remained silent as I turned off the main road and headed down the side street that led to the club. Her lips parted as she began to say something. Then, thinking better of it, she clamped her mouth tight. Her eyes grew wide when we pulled up in front of the shabby building that housed the bar. The streets were dirty and debris filled the gutters. Pale yellowish light filtered through the window blinds. The sign above the door read The Devil’s Den. A flashing neon sign said BEER AND GIRLS. Best of all, I counted two dozen Harley Davidsons parked outside.  
 
    Jill’s in for quite a shock! I thought. She will remember the humiliation and pain of this night forever. My pussy dripped with excitement, filling the car with a musky scent. I pulled into a spot and killed the engine. “Here we are, sweetie,” I said. “I hope you’ve got a big appetite, ‘cause you’re going to have your mouth full tonight!” 
 
    Jill’s eyes darted around as she took in her surroundings. She whimpered, looked at me in panic, and quaked like a leaf blowing in a hurricane. “Where are we?” she asked. “This isn’t a restaurant! This is a biker hangout!” She clutched my shoulder and began shaking my arm. “Please, mistress!” she squealed. “Take me home! Please!” 
 
    “Shut up!” I shouted, backhanding her across the face. “Get out of the car now! Or I’ll spank your balls till they burst!”  
 
    Jill dropped her head, sobbing in despair as she said, “yes, mistress. I will obey.” She shuffled out of the car and stood alongside it, her hands folded in front of her. I walked over and looked in her eyes, smiling with satisfaction as I saw they had glazed over. They always do that when Jill feels trapped and helpless. A wave of sadistic joy swept through me as I drank in the wondrous sight like erotic nectar. Taking her by the arm, I half lead/half dragged her to the bar.  
 
    A roar of lust-crazed approval greeted me as I entered the bar. The four bikers who had fucked me two nights before walked up to me. I gave each of them a big hug, the smell of their muscular, sweaty frames stoking the flames of my desire.  Spike leered as he grabbed my crotch. “This thing is wet, boys!” he said to the crowd. “I think Jackie here is happy to see us!” I laughed and gave him an affectionate peck on the cheek. Then I grabbed hold of Jill's arm, dragging her forward. “Boys,” I said, “This is my sissy spouse. Feel free to use her however you like!” 
 
    “Well, well, well,” said one of the bikers, a huge bald man named Rex, as he sauntered forth from the rear of the crowd. “She's as fine a piece of sissy ass as I have ever seen, and I saw plenty when I was in prison!” He wrapped his big, meaty paws under her chin and jerked her head up, eyeing her like a raw steak tossed to a pack of wild dogs. “Face aint bad,” he said. He reached out with his other hand, squeezing one of her massive boobs. “What the fuck?” the biker said. “This bitch has a rack on her!” I saw a trace of a smile cross Jill's face at the crude compliment. “What's your name, sweet thing?” he asked. 
 
    Jill mouthed some indecipherable comment under her voice. Rex shook his head, gave her a hard stare, and said, “Look, bitch, I said tell me your name!” 
 
    I slapped her on the side of the head, making her stagger. “Tell the nice man your name! Now!” 
 
    “My name is Jill, sir,” she said. “I'm my wife's feminized sissy slave.”  
 
    Rex nodded. “Now that's better!” he said. “Tell me, Jill, do you like to suck cock?” 
 
      
 
    The question made Jill's face brighten. “Yes, sir,” she said. “I like sucking a man's cock very much.” 
 
    “Excellent!” said Rex, loosening his belt and letting his jeans fall around his ankles. “Get on your knees, slut. I've got a meaty treat for you!”  
 
    “Yes sir!” said Jill gleefully. She fell to her knees as Rex exposed his shaft for everyone to see. Just looking at it made my throat hurt. It was at least 12 inches long, thick and cut, with pearly drops of pre-cum glistening on its head. Jill looked at me with a pleading expression. “May I suck the big man's cock, mistress?” she asked.  
 
    “Feel free!” I said. “Just make sure you use your tongue and throat muscles the way that prostitute showed you!”  
 
    “Yes, mistress!” said Jill, wrapping her lips around Rex's Godzilla-sized rod. The biker's eyes grew wide as he arched his back. Jill inhaled as much of the biker's love-muscle as she could fit into her sissy mouth. I watched her red lipstick smear the length of the oversize cock as she threw herself into the task. 
 
    “Oh...oh god,” said Rex, wrapping his hands around the back of Jill's head and moving it back and forth in a bobbing motion. Silence fell across the bar as the bikers crowded around to watch. I stood nearby, glowing with pride at how well I had trained my sissy. She was going down on Rex like a real pro. She traced the outline of a huge purplish vein with a manicured fingernail, then stroked his balls softly. Rex moaned in pleasure as Jill worked him to a heart-pounding orgasm. 
 
    Minutes later, with a mighty thrust, the biker's cock erupted in a volcano-like climax. I watched, fascinated and a little jealous, as cum gushed straight into Jill's willing mouth. She gulped the liquid as if she was dying of thirst. Then she swirled her tongue around the head of the cock, licking it clean. It was a thing of beauty! 
 
    When it was all over, Rex pulled up his pants, turned to the assembled crowd, and said, “let's hear it for Jill, boys! She's a first-class sissy!” Cheers exploded from those assembled, then the bikers lined up so Jill could blow each of them. By the time it was over she was drenched in sweat and struggling for breath, but she also wore a huge grin. I was so happy for her. 
 
    At some point, I felt Spike's hands tearing my clothes off. I let him do it, longing to feel his touch against my body. Jill had just blown him to a body-shaking orgasm, but he was already hard as a stone. I bellowed in animal lust as he pounded me like a slab of meat, then closed my eyes in blissful ecstasy as he filled me with his man-seed.  
 
    A lot of other things happened that night, Mistress Scarlett, too many to mention here. Jill did indeed watch the bikers fuck me; and, as I predicted, shame covered her face. But she was a good sissy and accepted the humiliation in silence.  
 
    Jill and I staggered from the bar as the sun was just peeking over the horizon. We got in my car and I drove us home. Once we got there, Jill and I collapsed into bed side by side. As we lay there overwhelmed with fatigue she asked me, “mistress, my I touch myself now?” 
 
    I laughed. “Seeing other men fuck me turns you on, doesn't it, my pet? You enjoy being degraded that way.” 
 
    “Very much so, mistress,' she said. “I'm a gutless sissy who could never please a woman on my own. I have to let real men satisfy my wife.” 
 
    I gave her a glowing smile, fondled the golden key hanging around my neck, and said, “Maybe I'll let you play with yourself tonight. For now, go to sleep. You've earned a few hour's rest. Later I'll whip you for being such a dirty slut with those bikers.” 
 
    “Thank you, my goddess,” she said, closing her eyes and drifting off into slumber-land. I looked at my sissy husband with warm affection, glad to have such a docile and obedient slave. She truly makes my life complete.  
 
    Dominantly Yours, 
 
    Jackie Purcell 
 
    Atlanta, Georgia 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Jackie, 
 
    Thank you so much for your marvelous letter! I must say, you have an amazing grasp of the mistress/slave relationship. You've wiped every trace of dignity and masculinity from Jill, transforming her into the ideal brainwashed sissy. 
 
    It sounds like she has indeed earned a few moment's pleasure. Nonetheless, I urge you to keep her cock firmly encased in chastity, for two reasons. One, it will give you sadistic pleasure. And two...well, I guess that first reason is all you need!  Thanks again for your note and I wish you all the best. 
 
    Warm Regards, 
 
    Mistress Scarlett 
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    PATHETIC SISSY HUSBAND LOVES BEING HUMILIATED BY CONTROLLING WIFE 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
      
 
    My name is Jill. I am a worthless slut and the devoted slave of my wife Jackie. My dear spouse is always looking for ways to remind me of my inferiority, which is good because we sissies are stupid and forgetful. Recently she took me to a bikers' bar, where I had the privilege of servicing two dozen real men with my mouth and ass. It was a sissy's dream come true! 
 
      
 
    When we first arrived at the bar I was petrified. But mistress wisely forced me to enter the club, where she offered me to the gang as a present. As a cock-loving slut, I was in heaven with so many strong, ruthless men to use me. I blew each of the men to orgasm, then licked up every drop of their manliness, just as I should.  
 
      
 
    Afterwards the bikers took turn fucking my wife, which is good because my pathetic cock is far too soft and small to do the job. At one point my wife lifted the edge of my dress and dropped my panties, showing the men my worthless organ in its chastity cage. Tears of shame rolled down my face as they bellowed in laughter. Mistress said I deserved the humiliation for being such a pathetic loser. She must be right, because she's a real woman and I'm a brainless, feminized bimbo. 
 
      
 
    My favorite part of the evening was when several of the men took me to a back room, where they drew cards to be the first one to fuck me. A man named Killer won the bet. He cut a hole in the rear of my panties with his hunting knife, then shoved his organ deep into my queer little ass. He was so big I screamed, but he made me shut up by holding the blade to my throat as he fucked me. I was so terrified I could do nothing but submit.  
 
      
 
    At the time, I thought what he did was wrong, but mistress explained later that Killer did me a wonderful favor by honoring me with his massive cock. I should have realized that at the time, but, as I said, I'm just a stupid sissy whore. 
 
      
 
    After Killer fucked me the other men each took a turn. By the time they were through they had ruptured my sphincter and sent me into shock, which was my fault of course for not relaxing and just letting them use me as they saw fit. Mistress punished me later the next day by burning the bottoms of my feet with an iron. Walking in my high heels was unbelievably painful for several days, but it's my fault for being so stupid and useless. 
 
      
 
    I must beg you to excuse me now, Mistress Scarlett. My wife sold me to the leader of the biker gang, a man named Rex. I will spend the rest of my life as an unpaid bar maid and cock sucking prostitute. The gang will keep most of the money I earn, but they will let me keep a little, which I plan to sue for makeup and clothes. After all, a sissy should look her best! 
 
      
 
    Pathetically Yours, 
 
      
 
    Sissy Jill 
 
    Atlanta, GA 
 
      
 
    Dear Jill, 
 
      
 
    Thank you for your letter. I agree that you're worthless. But you're also lucky to have a wife who reminds you of that constantly. Be sure to obey your new owner, no matter what he tells you to do. If you please him, then he may not beat you quite as often – though, if he does, then it's exactly what you deserve. Now run along and remember: you're a stupid, brainwashed sissy and always will be. 
 
      
 
    Regards, 
 
      
 
    Mistress Scarlett 
 
    


 
   
  
 

   
 
    WOMAN TRANSFORMS HER BOYFRIEND INTO HER GIRLFRIEND 
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
    I first realized my boyfriend has a submissive side six months ago. I was poking around on his computer trying to discover his browsing history. I wanted to know if he had any online relationships I wasn’t aware of. But, instead of finding out he was a cheater, I learned instead that he is a huge perv! He especially loves images of men wearing panties and stockings getting spanked and dominated by women.  
 
    As I scanned the sites he had visited I found myself getting wet. Before I knew it I had spent six hours looking at all kinds of crossdressing and femdom sites. I was horny as Hell as a result! So I began wondering how I could use my boyfriend’s hidden side to control and feminize him. Luckily I have a friend who is a professional dominatrix; she was glad to give me some tips. With her to guide me I began a hard-core campaign to transform to turn my man into a sissy, with me as his ball busting domme. 
 
    I began by making little demands of him right before sex. I would tell him to rub my feet or my back or eat my pussy before he could fuck me. At first he grumbled a little. But soon he began meekly complying with my orders. After a few weeks I had him cleaning house, cooking dinner, and performing all the chores I used to do. On the rare occasions he complained I simply denied him sex, which always turned him into a whimpering little puppy. Knowing I had that kind of control over him was amazing! 
 
    After asserting my dominance I began destroying his manhood by humiliating him. Again, I started out with little things. I would put him down in front of others or tell him how other men had bigger muscles or made more money than him. This time he really put up a fight, but I could see his cock was rock-hard through his jeans, so I knew I was winning the war.  
 
    In time I was kicking and slapping him in restaurants, bitching about every little thing, and openly flirting with other men while he sat nearby. He would hang his head in silence as I treated him this way, enduring my abuse with a throbbing boner between his legs. It was heaven! 
 
    As time went on I wore him down, increasing my control over him as he meekly complied with my demands. Then came the night that changed everything. I was sitting in the living room watching TV when he came in. “Tricia,” he said, “we need to talk.” 
 
    I turned off the TV and looked at him. “So talk,” I said. 
 
    He started out talking in circles, saying he was concerned about the way our relationship was going but not mentioning specifics. Then, as he got around to what was really bothering him, his tone became angry. He told me that I had become a total bitch with no regard for his needs and concerned only with my own desires. I nodded my head as he talked, knowing where this conversation was leading. 
 
    When he was done I asked him, “well, what do you want, Brad?” 
 
    “I want you to start treating me with respect and consideration,” he said. “Or it’s over.” 
 
    “I understand,” I said, giving him a smug grin. “That’s fine with me. I can always find a better man than you anyway.” He tried to interrupt; I held up my hand to cut him off. He fell silent. “But you might have a hard time finding another woman, especially after I spill the beans about your naughty little online habits.” 
 
    Those words hit him like a baseball bat to the skull. His face turned pale and he began quivering. “W…what do you mean?” he asked in a timid, frightened voice. 
 
    I laughed as I leaned forward and put my hand on his knee; he was sitting in a chair across from me. “I mean,” I said in a condescending tone, “that your secret is out, my dear. I know that you dream of being a submissive little crossdressing slut. You watch videos of men fucking other men dressed in pretty pink undies. You get hard when I treat you like shit.” 
 
    As I spoke his whole body began to shake. His eyes filled with terror as he realized I knew everything.  “You even ordered a few pairs of panties recently,” I said. “You thought I wouldn’t find them stuffed in a hole in the wall. But I did; they even have cum stains on them.” I laughed as I saw the color drain from his face. “You’re quite the little slut, aren’t you, my dear? I’m sure your friends and your co-workers would love to know about all your secret yearnings.  Imagine them sitting around laughing at Brad the little sissy!” 
 
    He stared at me in shock in endless seconds as his mind came to grips with the situation. “You win,” he said at last, hanging his head in defeat. “What do you want?” 
 
    “This is how it will be from now on,” I said. “First, I run things, got it? You will obey my every command  – no back talk. I get the last word in every discussion. I say how the money gets spent. Got it?” He nodded in silent acceptance of my demands. 
 
    “Second, I take charge of your feminization. No more sneaking around behind my back. I will show you how to dress, act, and talk like a woman. During the day you can still be a man. But, as soon as you get home, you put on feminine clothes and serve me! You’ll be my little girlfriend and private slave. Understand?” Again he nodded in silent defeat, tears forming in his eyes as the reality of my victory over him became obvious. 
 
    “Third,” I said, “I am going to cuckold you. There are plenty of real men out there, ones with big muscles and big cocks. Unlike you they can give me what I need. So every Friday night is date night for me. I will get my brains fucked out by a hung stud while you stay home and clean house. Is that clear?” 
 
    This time his face turned hard, and I thought for a moment I had overplayed my hand. But, in the end, his willpower vanished as she succumbed to my dominance. “It’s clear,” he said. “From now on I’m your sissy slave.” 
 
    Hearing him say those words lit a fire in my cunt. I had to have some relief or the arousal would drive me mad. So I ordered him to go to the bedroom, put on a pair of his panties, and return to me. As he did I slipped out of my clothes and laid back on the sofa, my legs spread wide. When he came back the sight of the silky material against his crotch make my clit tingle! I ordered him to fall to his knees and eat me. He obeyed without hesitation, licking and sucking and pleasuring my womanhood as I pinched my nipples and moaned in pleasure.  
 
    After several minutes I came, drenching his face in pussy juice as a body-shuddering orgasm ripped through me like a tidal wave. We spent the night with me in bed and him curled up on the floor beside me like a dog. It was the most incredible evening of our lives. 
 
    It has been a couple of months since Brad and I redefined the nature of our relationship. Not only has he accepted my domination of him, he actually seems happier than ever. It just goes to show that the best households are those in which women wear the pants! 
 
    Tricia Cummings 
 
    Atlanta, GA 
 
    


 
   
  
 

   
 
    TOUGH, BOSSY WOMAN DOMINATES AND FEMINIZES HUSBAND 
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
    Living here in the Pacific Northwest affords a dominant woman like myself a number of advantages, including easy access to large groups of horny, physically powerful men like lumberjacks. I made use of that fact a few months ago when I was forcing my husband to assume the feminine role in our household. 
 
    First a little background information. I’m a 33 year old woman who has always been in touch with her masculine side. I’m not totally butch; I do wear a little makeup and ladies undergarments. My hair is shoulder length and I do enjoy a little bedroom play with a well-hung male. Overall, though, I’m what they used to call a “tom boy.” Growing up I could out-run, out-fight, and out-drink any of my guy friends. I guess that’s why Devan was attracted to me. My strength and dominance drew him to me like a fly to a spider’s web. 
 
    Devan is my husband. He’s my physical opposite, tall and slender with pale skin and a face that’s more girlish than mine. In high school he was into acting and poetry, which got him beaten up on more than one occasion. He has always been kind of whiny and prissy, a true metrosexual. Fortunately for me, he’s also from a wealthy family. His mom kicked off a few years back and left him several million dollars. So, when he asked me out, I said “yes,” but in a casual way that made him wonder if I really cared for him at all. You see, I can spot an insecure man a mile away, and I used Devan’s self-doubts to play him like the proverbial fiddle, 
 
    While I have a healthy sexual appetite, I can control my hormones when I need to. Devan, on the other hand, is horny as a whore in a room filled with sailors. I used this fact to control him, letting him kiss me and even feel me up on occasions, but cutting off his efforts to get in my jeans with a firm “no.” This would frustrate him to no end, which I would use against him: “you only want my body, you don’t love me for myself.”  
 
    This made him feel horribly guilty, which just reinforced my growing control over him. He spent a fortune on flowers, jewelry, and dinners, blubbering pathetic apologies as he showered me with gifts. I took everything he threw my way but always found a way to put his gifts down. “These roses are wilted; this diamond doesn’t really sparkle; this new car looks like shit.” This just made him all the more desperate to please me, tweaking his massive insecurities and placing me in an ever more dominant position over him. I began ordering for him in restaurants without asking him what he wanted beforehand. “I’ll have the filet mignon, extra rare, with a cold brew,” I would say, “and my wife here will have the vegetarian platter and a glass of tepid water. She’s getting a little fat, the stupid slut.” The waiter would laugh and say something like, “well, I guess we know who wears the pants in your house!” Devan would cringe and drop his head in shame. It was wonderful! 
 
    After a year of suffering my abuse he proposed. I told him I would let him know, then demanded $10,000.00 so two of my girlfriends and I could go to Vegas for the weekend. We flew first class, went through most of the money at the crap table in the first few hours, then went to a male stripper’s club where we slipped $100 bills in the dancer’s undies. I got a chance to stroke one’s cock; it was huge! Later that night he and a couple of his buddies dropped by our room and fucked the living shit out of the three of us!  
 
    When I got back to Seattle I told Devan every detail, then said I would marry him so long as he remembered that I was, and would always be, my own woman. Now, at this point any real man would have told me to go to Hell. But he said, “I understand. I’m just glad you want me at all,” in his quiet, sissyish voice. The whole thing was so sad I laughed in his face; I couldn’t help it! He just curled up in a ball and pouted.  
 
    We tied the knot in a lavish ceremony a week later. My friends from Vegas were my bridesmaids. The three of us went out a couple of days before the ceremony and picked out the sluttiest dresses we could find. Mine was made with white lace and had a veil, but the skirt was short enough to show the crotch of my panties while I strutted down the aisle. I wanted every man there to see my assets, just in case I wanted to fuck one of them later that day. 

Afterwards my friends congratulated me on landing a rich man. Devan’s buddies, on the other hand, just shook their heads sadly. “You deserve exactly what you’re going to get,” one of them told him. “This she-devil will bleed you dry.” Then that same guy walked over to me, sat down, and began flirting! Devan broke out in tears when the guy kissed me and ran his hand down my thigh for everyone to see.  
 
    On my wedding night I had sex multiple times, but not with my new husband. He laid in his bed alone and jacked off. I made him cum into a paper cup so he could drink it afterwards. Seeing him degrade himself in that way made me climax all by itself! 
 
    This leads to the point where I started this letter, Mistress Scarlett. After a few months of married life I finally told Devan that his chances of ever fucking me were zero. When he begged to know why I told him, “because you’re gay, sweetie. You’ve been in denial all your life, but everyone around you spotted it right away.” This was total bullshit, but he was so beaten down that his confused mind decided it was true. I began feminizing him right away, tossing out all his male clothes and dressing him in pretty satin and silk things. The feel of the material against his freshly shaven skin keeps him aroused all the time. But I have forbidden him to ever masturbate again, so he never gets release; his balls are blue from all the cum built up in them.  
 
    Degrading him was getting a little boring at this point, since he never put up a fight. That’s when I got the idea of sending him to a lumberjack camp. I told him that some gay men orgasm from a good hard ass-fucking. This made him brighten up right away. Then I told him there was a group of really tough guys cutting trees up I the mountains along the river. “They have been up there for six months,” I told Devan, “and haven’t seen a woman the whole time. They’re probably ready to screw just about anybody, even a sad little pseudo-woman like yourself!”  
 
    I dressed Devan in a red mini-skirt with black fishnets and scarlet pumps, put him in a blond wig, got him a pair of pink panties and a matching bra, and dolled his face up like a street walker’s. He actually looked pretty good in a cheap kind of way. Then I drove him up into the hills in my SUV, dropped him off at the entrance to the lumber camp, and wished him good luck as I sped away, stranding him 25 miles from civilization at the mercy of 20 sex-starved lumberjacks. 
 
    The results were better than I could have dreamt. A big pickup truck dropped my husband off at our house a week later. His clothes were in shreds, his body was covered in bruises, and his eyes had a vacant, glazed over look. He stumbled across the yard and collapsed at the front door. I dragged him into the house a few hours later an examined him, delighted with what I had found. The lumberjacks had made him their slut and pounded him like a slab of beef in a slaughter house. Sadly for Devan, he still hadn’t had an orgasm.  
 
    It took him a month to recover from the ordeal, after which he asked me to take him back. It seems my dear spouse has at last learned his place in this world. So I called the camp and told them they could have him for a full month, but only if each of them kicked in $100. We went back and forth on the price till I finally agreed to accept $5 total. I know; it’s not nearly as much as I wanted. But Devan – now Denise – is a cheap whore, so it just seems right. Besides, I don’t need the money. I’m busy burning through Denise’s inheritance. Life is great! 
 
    Ms. Roxy Thorne 
 
    Seattle, WA 
 
    


 
   
  
 

   
 
    CONTROLLING SISTER TURNS HER BROTHER INTO A BRAINWASHED SISSY 
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
    I’m a female bully, plain and simple. Whereas other people deny that side of themselves I embrace it. That’s why I found it so easy to feminize my brother. Forcing others to match my desires is exactly what I do best. I know it may sound strange hearing a woman talk this way, but I guess that is what makes me unique. 
 
    I began driving my brother towards his sissy side soon after he turned 19. I was tired of his ultra-masculine, testosterone-fueled mania and the way he broke girl’s hearts without a hint of remorse. I started my slipping performance-lowering drugs into the sports drink he would guzzle right before playing football. At the time he was the quarterback for a local college team. He was quite good at it, to be honest, which accounted for most of his insufferable arrogance; no more, though. Not only did the concoction destroy his athletic ability, it left him with minor muscle tremors for the rest of his life. It was a small price to pay for his feminization, though, especially since I’m not the one who paid it. 
 
    His coach not only banished him from the team, he made him a laughing stock in front of the other players. Oh, you should have seen how that devastated his ego and his self-esteem! In his pain he turned to me for comfort, which gave me the perfect opportunity to sink my claws into his brain. Several times he wept himself to sleep while I played the role of the supportive sister. Then, after he passed out, I played hypnosis CDs that tore apart his subconscious, reshaping it in a form more to my liking.  
 
    His mind put up a good fight; sometimes he would wake up in a cold sweat screaming, “No!  I won’t do it!” But, with the use of another of my potions, I was able to keep him under for the whole night. Watching his slumbering body thrash about while the subliminal messages raped his brain gave me the most intense orgasms of my life! 
 
      
 
    After a few months of this intense brainwashing his will finally snapped. He told our parents he was coming out of the closet as a trans woman. Dad just laughed at him; “I knew you were nothing but a pussy after you failed at football. Guess I have two daughters now!” My brother cried like a baby upon hearing our father say those stinging words. Mom, on the other hand, just smiled and gave me a wink. She’s in on the whole thing, you see. 
 
    Over the next year I feminized my brother’s body just as I had done to his mind. I shaved him head to toe, rubbed all kinds of prissy scented lotions into his body, slid silky stockings up his legs, dressed him in frilly panties, and bought him a training bra. I then began injecting him with hormones until his breasts grew into a respectable B cup. I painted his face in soft pastel tones that gave him a nice sissyish hue, made him grow his hair out shoulder-length and dyed it platinum blond, and inserted a vibrator in his ass to train him to cum from anal stimulation.  
 
    The moment of no return came when I invited some of the girls who he had dumped over to the house one Friday night. They walked in on him just as he was putting on his panties! Let me tell you, Mistress Scarlett, the look of shock and despair on his face when he saw his old girlfriends was priceless! He just dropped his head in shame while they laughed and made fun of him. Then they joined in prettying him up and we all took him out to a gay bar to begin his new life as a “her.” That night my brother sucked a dozen cocks to orgasm and swallowed every drop of the men’s cum. I then bent him over a table and let the whole bar pound his sissy ass until he passed out from pain and exhaustion. That evening forever destroyed any hope he might have had that I would ever let him live as a guy again. 
 
    I know most dommes castrate their slaves, but in my case I decided to leave his organ intact. I just think it’s cute to see it try to get hard. With all the estrogen in his bloodstream the best he can achieve is a pathetic semi-flaccid erection that’s more of a tiny bump than anything else. He’s unable to orgasm anymore, so it guess my poor brother – or should I say sister? – is doomed to never cum again. Sometimes when I’m feeling especially mean I hold a pair of open scissors around its base and threaten to cut the stupid thing off. This always makes him so scared! He shrieks and whines, “No, sister, please! It’s all I’ve got left! Please don’t cut it off! I’ll suck cock! I’ll do anything! Please!” When he does that I just laugh and laugh and laugh! It’s fun being the sister of a forcibly feminized slave. Now mom and I plan to do the same thing to my dad! 
 
    Sadie St. James 
 
    Rochester, NY 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 SLAVE HUSBAND TREATS HIS WIFE LIKE A GODDESS, JUST LIKE HE SHOULD 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
    My name is Sissy Sheila. My mistress, who is also my wife, has spent the last two years transforming me into her submissive crossdressing slave. Our lifestyle is based around total power exchange, which means she has complete control over every aspect of my existence. She decides what I will wear, what I will eat, when I may go to the bathroom, and even what I think. I’m allowed no freedoms whatsoever. She has forbidden me to watch television, make phone calls, or have friends.  
 
    My day begins at 5 AM, when mistress releases me from my bonds. I prepare breakfast for the two of us. She usually has scrambled eggs, bacon, toast, and coffee. I drink a glass of skim milk from a dog bowl on the floor.  
 
    She leaves for her job as an advertising executive at 6 AM, at which time I begin my daily chores. I wear a French maid’s outfit as I vacuum, dust, and wash dishes. The lacy material rubs against my cock, keeping me horny all the time. But I am forbidden to touch myself or seek release in any way. So I spend every waking moment tormented by unfulfilled desires as I keep our home to mistress’s excruciating standards.  
 
    Mistress performs weekly white glove inspections. If she finds the slightest bit of dirt, or even a piece of furniture out of place, then she hangs me by my wrists from ceiling hooks in the living room. Sometimes she beats me. Other times she just lets me hang there for hours until my arms are numb. She pulls back the curtains so passersby can see me in that condition.  Sometimes they tap on the glass and point at me, laughing.  
 
    At noon I prepare a little snack for myself from mistress’s list of approved meals.  Sometimes I eat tofu and steamed broccoli. Other times I have a small slice of vegan pizza and a side salad. I’m strictly forbidden to eat meat or dairy products. Mistress created this rule to keep me thin and to remind me that I’m a sissy, not a man.  
 
    After eating, I shave my body head to toe and rub moisturizer into my skin to keep it soft and smooth. I use a pink ladies’ razor and lotions mistress purchases from a store at the mall. I’m then allowed to bathroom myself, dress in my afternoon maid’s outfit, and, once more, clean the house top to bottom. 
 
    At five PM I begin preparing mistress’s dinner. She arrives home by six most days. Sometimes she has sirloin tips and a baked potato. Other times she enjoys a grilled chicken breast and mixed vegetables or salmon and roasted potatoes. She eats leisurely while I stand by her side ready to attend to her slightest wish. After she dines, I again drink skim milk from a dog bowl, although she permits me to add pieces of tofu or some other protein source to the liquid. I also take a women’s multi-vitamin and drink a diet soda. 
 
    I clean up after dinner, then mistress inspects the house and my body for flaws. If she finds the slightest thing she doesn’t like, she inserts a needle in my balls or rubs my nipples with sandpaper till they’re raw. Once I accidentally left a spot on the kitchen floor while mopping. Enraged, mistress slapped me and beat me with her fists till I passed out from the pain. 
 
    Mistress usually spends an hour or so in the evening answering emails or having conference calls with employees. Around her office she’s known for being highly capable and utterly merciless, so her employees work night and day to keep her happy. Unlike me, though, she pays them and gives them healthcare and other benefits, while I am never allowed to have money. This arrangement keeps me docile and compliant like a whipped animal, as I could never survive on my own. Her extensive contacts with other business owners ensures no one would ever hire me anyway. So I am both her prisoner and her slave.  
 
    Around 8-8:30 mistress retires to the living room, where she relaxes on the sofa and reads a book. I rub her feet and shoulders and serve her a cup of cocoa or hot tea. I’m permitted to enjoy a small serving of microwave popcorn and a cup of water, assuming I have not angered her that day. 
 
    10 PM is bedtime for both of us during the week. She follows me to my room, where she manacles my wrists and ankles to my cot for the evening. She places a bad pan under me in case I must void my bladder overnight. After this, she kisses me gently on the lips and wishes me a good night. She finishes the night falling gently to sleep between the silken sheets of her sumptuously appointed bedroom. 
 
    Mistress has several lovers who keep her satisfied during the weekends. Sometimes she spends the night at their homes. Other times she invites them to our house, where they engage in wild, uninhibited sex for hours while I watch. The men laugh at me and call me names. I find their behavior cruel, but mistress laughs and agrees with their insults of me.  
 
    Sometimes mistress orders me to serve one of her gay clients. On such occasions she lends me to the man for a day or two. I clean his house, cook his meals, and suck his cock. I’m required to swallow every drop of his cum or mistress tortures my balls with a stun gun afterwards.  
 
    One time mistress made me the property of a reclusive, wealthy sadist. The man forced me to wear a huge black dildo that nearly ruptured my sphincter muscles. At night he would remove the object and fuck me in the ass repeatedly.  
 
    On my final night in his home he entertained a group of his friends by abusing me while they watched. The man ordered me to sit naked on the top of his stove while he turned one of the burner knobs higher. He and his friends watched as I blubbered and begged for mercy.  
 
    I found out later the stove was unplugged. The incident was his idea of a joke and the heat was all in my imagination. I wasn’t physically harmed, of course. But the humiliation was so bad it made me cry in front of the men.  
 
    When I told mistress about it she laughed at me and told me I was a weakling. To punish me, she attached a clamp to the tip of my penis that choked off my piss slit, preventing me from relieving myself for the rest of the night. Since then I have never dared to mention how her clients mistreat me. 
 
    I suppose you think I’m the biggest sissy on earth for allowing my wife to treat me this way. I guess I am. But I find my enslaved existence wonderfully fulfilling. I love my mistress and wouldn’t trade my life with her for anything on earth. 
 
    Sissy Sheila 
 
    Las Vegas, NV 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 

   
 
    WEAK-WILLED HUSBAND SUBMITS TO WIFE’S SADISTIC URGES 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
    I don’t have long to write this letter. My wife has ordered me to shave my legs and slip into a pair of silk stockings for tonight’s party. I’ll be on my knees for most of the evening giving head. Mistress promises that she won’t beat me if I make the men cum. But she has been known to change her mind about things like that. In any event, I’m sure I’ll be taking loads of steaming jism down my sissy throat, while getting nothing in return but pain and abuse. 
 
    I wasn’t always such a sad excuse for a man. I used to be a confident, masculine, domain male. But that was before I met Jacqueline, my owner and mistress. Over the past five years she has transformed me into a weak, whimpering slave.  
 
    At first her methods were subtle. She started by making small demands of me, refusing sex when I didn’t obey her right away. She talked about how attractive she found other men.  She put down everything I did or said. When I tried to point out her abuse she would turn things around so that I, not she, looked like the person in the wrong.  Over time she wore down my ego, like water rushing over a mountain until it reduces a once-mighty peak to rubble. 
 
    Over time her tactics grew more brutal. She began insulting me in public, bossing me around while others watched. She flirted with guys who were younger or in better shape than me. She let men touch her, hug her, even kiss her, while I stood by with my head hung low in humiliation. Yet the more she mistreated me the more obsessed I became with her. 
 
    After a year of putting up with her abuse I decided to stand up for myself. I told her I felt disrespected and devalued by her. I poured out my heart while she sat across from me in silence. 
 
    Then I asked her to tell me her side of the story. That’s men are supposed to do, after all:  show women how they can be sensitive and sweet. At least that was what I had always believed. But nothing could have prepared me for her response. Instead of offering apologies or compassion she gave me a vicious, merciless smile that made my blood run cold. “You’re right,” she said. “I’m not only a bitch, I’m the proverbial bitch from Hell, the man-killing shrew that eats pathetic wimps like you and spits them out.” She rubbed her clit through her jeans. “It’s the only thing that really gets me horny,” she said.  
 
    I tried to come up with a response, but her brutal honesty left me speechless. I sat there in terrified silence as she continued. “I’m a cold, vicious, cruel woman, Greg,” she said. “I enjoy the process of tearing men down, of grinding away at their egos and their self-esteem they dissolve into quivering masses of cowardly flesh.” 
 
    I stared at her in shock, unable to believe my ears. Yet I also felt my cock turn rock-hard a she spoke. She was turning me on! She glanced at the boulder growing between my legs and smiled. “Once I’ve broken them,” she said, “I recreate them in whatever form I please.” Her eyes traced my shaking body from head to toe. “In your case,” she said, “I’m going to transform you into a feminized sissy queer. I’m going to deck you out in pretty outfits and destroy your cock. I’m going to force you to blow other men over and over until you like it.” 
 
    She stopped long enough to take a sip of wine before continuing. “You’re going to bend over and let them fuck your sissy ass till they shoot their cum deep into your feminized body,” she said. “And I’m going to stand beside you the whole time, nagging and bitching and talking about how worthless you are. And you’re going to let me do it, because that’s exactly what you want, you pathetic little faggot.” 
 
    Her words were like the jagged edge of a razor-sharp hook gouging out my soul, crushing what little self-esteem I had left and drawing me under her control. “You’re right,” I said, salty tears gliding down my face. “I’m no man. I’m just a worthless sissy queer.”  
 
    “Yes,” she said, a triumphant smile spreading across her cold, cruel, beautiful face. Her laughter echoed against the walls of the room as I buried my face in my hands weeping like a baby as I let go of what little hope remained in my heart. In that moment I became hers, body, mind and soul. 
 
    Now I must beg you to excuse me, Mistress Scarlett. My wife is calling for me. Her guests have arrived, and I will be pleasuring them with my lips and ass as she watches in glowing approval. Afterwards she may flog me until I pass out. Or maybe she will use me as a human toilet. Or perhaps she will hang me by my wrists from the ceiling, letting me twirl there helplessly while she makes love to another man. Whatever she does, I will endure it in meek, docile silence. I’m her property, after all. 
 
    Sissy Ginger 
 
    Atlantic City, NJ 
 
    


 
   
  
 

   
 
    TERRIFIED SISSY LEARNS HIS MISTRESS RUNS THE SHOW, BOTH IN THE KITCHEN AND OUT 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
    The wounds from my most recent beating are slowly healing. My offense, as usual, was trying to touch myself. I wish I could obey Mistress Danielle and resist the urge to masturbate. Sometimes I think she should either lock me in a chastity cage or just cut my genitals off with one of her ultra-sharp kitchen knives. But she says I must learn to obey without any help; otherwise she will sell me to a foreign drug lord who will make each moment of my life a living hell. As harsh as my mistress is, the thought of being sent to another country to serve a vicious criminal terrifies my sissy soul. 
 
    I first met my owner during a food preparation expo in Minneapolis. She is a gorgeous Hispanic woman with rich, cocoa-colored skin, curly black hair that flows halfway down her back, and fierce, mysterious eyes that glow with a fiery intensity. Her body is lean and long with pert breasts and lots of strong, supple muscle like that of a female swimmer or dancer. She is also world-famous chef who markets her own line of German-made cutlery.  
 
    I was a sales rep hoping to persuade her to buy my company’s bakeware. I attended one of her demonstrations of her utensils, hoping to establish a business relationship. I watched in fascination as her knives sliced through produce with super-fine precision, coming dangerously close to the tips of her deft, slender fingers yet never actually touching them. I felt a sharp, stabbing pain in my balls as she hacked a sirloin steak into slivers for one of her stir-fry recipes. The sheer perfection of her movements fascinated me as I imagined those same hands caressing my body… 
 
    To make a long story short, we ended up sleeping together that night. Normally I wasn’t into kinky stuff, but I was so entranced with this amazing woman that I let her bind my wrists and ankles with plastic ties that cut into my skin, setting my nerves on fire with pin pricks of raw pain and even drawing a little blood. Then to my horror, she held a butcher knife to my throat as she mounted me! She kept the blade pressed against my flesh as she rode me like a rodeo star breaking a bucking bull into submission, the gleaming edge of the blade pressed against my carotid artery. Had she increased the pressure a microscopic amount I would have bled to death underneath her, but she maintained utter control over the instrument as her hips pounded my poor body into the firm, unforgiving mattress. My mind glazed over with terror as she used me for what felt like an eternity, till, with a lusty scream, she climaxed.  
 
    After she was done she rolled off of me, took a few deep breaths, and said, “You didn’t cum, did you?” 
 
    “N-no mam,” I said in a squeaky, quivering voice. 
 
    “Excellent,” she said. “Get used to it. You’re now my slave. Your days of cumming are over forever.” 
 
    That statement engulfed me in terror. I began screaming and fighting in vain against the bonds that held me tight. But my efforts were useless. She kept me in that position throughout the night as she degraded me in various ways. She slapped my face, whipped my cock and balls with a leather strap, told me I was a sissy bitch, and even held a sheet of plastic over my face to choke off my breath for several seconds. By the time the sun came up I was a blubbering, sobbing mess.  
 
    She kept me awake for the next 48 hours while she played brainwashing CDs at an ear-splitting volume. I heard a commanding female voice say, “You are a sissy queer. You serve Mistress. You are a sissy queer. You serve Mistress. You are a sissy queer. You serve Mistress,” over and over and over until my exhausted brain cracked and I submitted to what the message was saying. That experience transformed me into a docile, feminized slave for Mistress Danielle’s amusement. 
 
    As I’m writing these things my cock is turning rock hard inside my red silk panties. The feel of the material against my erect organ is driving me wild with desire, but I dare not touch myself. Mistress will find out; she always does. My life as a man is over forever, and I belong only to her. 
 
    Sissy Jasmine 
 
    Miami, FL 
 
    


 
   
  
 

   
 
    CRUEL WIFE USES WIRE FLOGS TO PUNISH EMASCULATED HUSBAND 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
    I’ve read a lot about dominant wives who keep their sissy husbands in line with whips or riding crops. In my house, though, the instrument of choice is a wire coat hanger.  
 
    While the idea was mine, the actual torture device was fashioned by my feminized spouse Emma under my strict supervision. I had her straighten the wire out with a pair of pliers and curl the tip into a wicked hook shape with a pointed end. It’s over two feet long and makes a high-pitched shrieking noise when I flick it. You better believe Emma cowers in terror when she hears that sound! Seeing her cringe as the cold steel whistles through the air is heavenly! 
 
    One way I assert my control over my spouse is by keeping a tally of her offenses in a small black notebook that I carry with me at all times. Emma isn’t allowed to see its contents or to know what I jot down on its pages. Nor do I give her hard and fast guidelines for how to please me. The rules change from day to day, depending on my mood. This keeps her in a constant state of fear that she has displeased me. 
 
    For example, the other day I disciplined Emma for adding cream to my coffee. She has been making it that way every day for five years and usually it’s just fine. But, on that particular morning, I would have preferred to drink it black. Emma failed to realize I had changed my mind, so I took the wire flogger to her ass cheeks and upper thighs. Seeing those delightful slash marks across her tender, yielding flesh while she blubbered like a baby was music to my ears! I’m getting wet right now just thinking about it. 
 
    Like all women, I need a real man’s cock inside of me or I’ll go insane. But Emma’s organ long ago shrank to near-microscopic proportions. So I go out whoring 2-3 times a week while she stays home tied to a chair. Often I bring the man home and let him fuck me while she watches. I require her to thank the gentleman for tending to my needs. After all, it’s not like she’s capable of doing the job! Sometimes I order Emma to blow my lovers or let them fuck her sissy ass.  
 
    A few months ago I allowed Emma to attend an office party with me. Prior to the event she asked me if she had to dress as a woman for the event. She was afraid my co-workers would laugh at her. Well, do you think I tolerated her defiance? Of course not. I shoved a needle in her cock and clamped her nipples so hard they turned purple. I forced her to go to the event with those torture devices firmly in place.  
 
    The entire evening she trailed behind me like a dutiful puppy shadowing its mistress. I drank liberally of the alcohol that flowed freely. Emma was only permitted to drink water. After an hour or so she begged me for permission to bathroom herself. I gave her the go-ahead. When she returned from the restroom she told me the needle I had shoved up her cock prevented her from urinating normally, making her soak her panties.  
 
    Well, when she told me this I simply lost it; the mental image was just hilarious! I ordered her to show my colleagues her mutilated organ. Some of them gasped in shock, but most of them thought it was as funny as I did. Emma stood there in the middle of the room as everyone pointed their fingers at her and laughed. I saw a single tear glide down her reddened face as she absorbed their scorn helplessly. Seeing her humiliation made me orgasm on the spot! 
 
    After the festivities were over I invited three of my male co-workers to come home with me. Once we were back in my house, I told Emma to fall to her knees and blow each of the men till their cocks were throbbing and rock-hard. Then my dear spouse guided each of their organs into my wet, willing cunt. This began a fuck-fest that went on until daylight.  
 
    Afterwards Emma cooked for my guests and me. While she stood by the table one of the men slipped his hand up her skirt and fondled her ass and balls. Later Emma told me she found his actions uncomfortable, but I know she was lying. That little faggot loves any attention she can get, especially from a man! 
 
    When my guests left I removed the needle from Emma’s cock out of my boundless mercy. But then I spanked her for, once again, putting cream in my coffee. She endured the pain in silence, the perfect feminized sissy submitting to her wife’s loving touch. Her utter docility is a monument to my dominance and her utter lack of manhood. We make the perfect pair! 
 
    Ms. Alexa Thornblade 
 
    Columbus, OH 
 
    


 
   
  
 

   
 
    FEMINIST PROFESSOR FORCES MALE STUDENT TO BECOME A WOMAN 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
    I can’t begin to tell you how very excited I am about tomorrow! I will finally lose my testicles. The surgeon will snip away those horrid things and throw them in the trash where they belong. With the ability to create testosterone forever stripped away, my body and mind will no longer resist Mistress Bridget’s loving efforts to change me into a woman. It will be bliss! 
 
    A year ago I was a typical male college student. I was brash and loud and self-centered, thinking only of myself and my ego. As for girls, they were playthings for my amusement. I would use and abuse them, then toss them aside and move on to the next one. As a gifted swimmer and tennis player, I always had lots of women flocking to me, hoping for a taste of my money and fame. 
 
    Luckily for me, one of the girls I mistreated turned me into the campus administrators. My punishment was to attend a semester-long class in sensitivity training. That is how I met Mistress Bridget. She is a professor of feminist studies in my school and one of the world’s leading academics on the history of women. She’s a tall, slender German woman with lovely blond hair, chestnut eyes, and a stern yet beautiful face. She speaks with a crisp, commanding voice that leaves no doubt as to who is in charge in her classroom. She’s 50 years old but looks much younger. She keeps her athletic body toned by playing endless hours of racquetball against men, whom she almost always beats. 
 
    On my first day in class I sat there sullen and resentful, surrounded by dowdy lesbians who glared at me like I was some kind of diseased slug. Despite my awful attitude, however, I couldn’t help but be drawn to the instructor, who I now know as Mistress Bridget but back than as Dr. Weber. My stupid male desires had me craving her from the moment I first saw her, and in my mind I began plotting ways to get her in the sack. 
 
    I waited till after class had just ended to make my move. “Excuse me, Dr. Weber,” I said as she was packing papers into her briefcase. “I have some questions about your lecture today and was wondering if you might have a few minutes to discuss them with me.” As I spoke I leaned forward and held by backpack in front of me, hoping to conceal the rock-hard erection jutting out from my shorts. 
 
    She looked me up and down with a stony expression and those razor-sharp, piercing eyes of hers. I shuffled from one foot to another as she sized me up, feeling a churning in the pit of my stomach and a vague sense of fear tugging at the back of my brain. At last she said, “Report to my office in the basement of Fowler Hall tonight at 8.” With that she brushed past me and left the classroom. As she walked away I studied her perfect ass, how it moved with flawless efficiency like the rest of her body. I’m going to enjoy nailing this bitch, I thought to myself. It will be the conquest of a lifetime. 
 
    I showed up that night as she had commanded. The building was dark and deserted and I glanced around me as I walked down a blackened hallway towards her office, which sat at the end of a gloomy, foreboding hallway. The sense of fear I had felt before returned, morphing into panic as I closed the distance between myself and Dr. Weber. But my libido overwhelmed my unease, keeping me moving towards the appointment with destiny that awaited me. 
 
    The door to her office was open, but I knocked on it anyway to announce my presence. Dr. Weber was seated at her desk scribbling some notes in a journal. “Sit down,” she ordered, gesturing to a chair in the corner. I did so. She ignored me as she continued to write.  
 
    “Are we going to talk?” I asked her, impatience reflecting in my tone. 
 
    “In a bit,” she said, giving me an odd smile. “For now, just sit there like a good boy.” She returned to her writing. 
 
    I was close enough to her to make out the tiny, precise letters of her penmanship. The script, like everything else about her, was flawless. I felt an urge to simply sit and admire this incredible example of feminine beauty that sat only a few feet away. As I did so, my mind slipped into some sort of erotic trance. 
 
    Then the sharp prick of a needle in the back of my neck jolted me back to full alertness. “What the fuck?” I shouted, grabbing the back of my head. I spun around to see one of the girls from my class standing there, a huge hypo in her right hand. She gave me a smug grin. Dr. Weber looked up at her. “Good job, Greta!” the professor said. “He never even knew you entered the room.” 
 
    Rage overpowered by other emotions as I leapt to my feet. “What the hell are you cunts doing?” I shouted. “You don’t want to mess with me! I’ve got money and…” Those were the last words I said before the drug kicked in, swallowing my mind in a black cloak as my body crumbled to the floor, like a marionette with its string cut.  
 
    I can’t say the next several days were pleasant. But they were for my own good, as I now understand. There was almost no food and as little sleep. Mistress Bridget and several of the disciples broke down my male ego during that time. They inserted needles in my scrotum, tortured my cock with live electric wires, and flooded my mind with sounds so loud I thought my eardrums would burst. They told me over and over that I was evil for being a man and that they were only trying to save me from myself.  
 
    At first I fought back, but over time the fear and fatigue and hunger broke my will. Then, as I lay there utterly defeated, they filled my mind with the truth. At last I came to see that men are inferior to women and that my gender’s only purpose is to serve females and obey their every command. The world came together for me, and at last I saw things as they really are. 
 
    After they remade my mind, they began modifying my body to suit their needs. I lost weight. My skin became soft and smooth after they shaved me head to toe and injected massive amounts of estrogen into me. They untied me from the table to which I was strapped and showed me how to apply makeup, how to walk in heels, how to cross my legs, how to curtsy, and how to cover my face with my hands when I blush. They dressed me in pretty, dainty things like pink satin panties and white stockings and the loveliest pair of pumps! I got several dresses and silk tops as well. My hair began to grow out and they dyed it blond. My cock shriveled and I lost the ability to get hard.  
 
    Somewhere along the way I signed some papers absolving Dr. Weber and the other women of any fault in what they had done to me. I also signed over my money to the Militant Feminist Alliance. At the end of the month-long training session Dr. Weber told me how very proud she was of the progress I had made. She also told me my new name was Cassandra and I was to address her as Mistress Bridget from then on. I felt so privileged I broke down and cried like the girl I now am! 
 
    These days I serve as my mistress’s classroom assistant and housekeeper. I dress in sissy clothes all the time and spend my evenings in bondage so I’m not tempted to escape. I speak at feminist meetings about how much happier and fulfilled I am now. The women applaud approvingly and tell me how smart I was to submit to Mistress Bridget’s loving discipline. I couldn’t agree more! 
 
    This leads to the most exciting part of my story, Mistress Scarlett. Tomorrow, in an operating room at the nearby medical school, a female surgeon is going to castrate me! I will lose my male identity forever as a glittering scalpel slices my boy-parts away. Mistress Bridget and her disciples will be there to watch. Just the thought of what will happen makes me so very happy. I’m a lucky slave and would never change the way my life has turned out, even if I could. In fact, the very thought of defying my owner fills my mind with terror. I guess I’m just a gutless sissy after all. 
 
    Cassandra 
 
    Los Angeles, CA 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CONTROLLING MOTHER-DAUGHTER TEAM BREAK A SLAVE'S SPIRIT WITH HARD-CORE HUMILIATION 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
    In the forced feminization process, there usually comes a time when the victim's psyche passes the point of no return. For some, that can be after they're castrated. For others it may arrive after their wife or girlfriend dumps them. For my current slave Roxanne, the moment came after my daughter Nicole destroyed the sissy’s last remaining link to masculinity: a college football trophy. 
 
    I first met Robert (now Roxanne) at a local singles bar. My daughter and I had just exhausted my former husband's estate and were on the hunt for fresh game. We sized up Robert as he sat on a stool nursing a beer and trying to look more manly than he really was. I strutted over to him and placed my oh-so-perfect ass on the seat next to his.  
 
    I began with my usual, "well, aren't you a handsome fellah!" routine while Nicole stayed at her table and studied Robert, looking for signs of weakness. That’s how we usually work, you see. I keep the guy focused on my huge breasts while I twirl my scarlet hair and smile. She hovers in the background like a cheetah stalking a gazelle. Then later we compare notes and plot our course of action. 
 
    I let Robert take me home after a few drinks. Nicole tailed us in her silver BMW. Fortunately it was night, so her normally high-profile car didn't stand out in the gloomy twilight. I let Robert feel me up and eat my pussy, but when the moment came for him to fuck me his organ failed to rise to the occasion. Of course, that was my doing; I slipped a little something into his beer back at the bar. This humiliated him, naturally, which made him emotionally vulnerable to my techniques.  
 
    I feigned disappointment, told him it was okay, and gave him my phone number when he asked.  I told him how sweet he was when he offered to pay for my cab ride home. I glanced inside his wallet as he opened it and saw what I was hoping for: plenty of cold, hard cash. His tile flooring business was earning a nice profit, which meant he could support Nicole and I in high style, at least for a time. 
 
      
 
    I should mention that I'm 42 (yes, real age) and Nicole is 21. I have trained her to be a man-hunter since she could walk. She began working with me the day after she turned 18. Now that she can legally drink she's able to visit adult places with me and scout out fresh victims. I'm very proud of how my daughter has taken after her mom! 
 
    Robert and I dated for a few months. I tried to keep him out of my pants, but I actually had to let him screw me a couple of times before the wedding (disgusting, I know; what woman would ever want a man inside of her?). But that all stopped the moment we were legally married. Nicole moved in with us and the two of us made Robert's life a living Hell. I nagged and insulted him while she used his credit cards without his permission.  
 
    When he found out what she did, he threatened to punish her, which I used against him. "You're not the kind, sweet man I thought you were," I said. "you have no compassion or sensitivity for either Nicole's feelings or my own." This shamed him into apologizing, which just gave my daughter and I an opening to really pile in the guilt.  
 
    After a year, Robert was going to feminist lectures and telling us how sorry he was for how his gender has oppressed women throughout the ages. No matter how much he groveled, however, I never let him feel that it was quite enough. Berating him was not only effective at shattering his ego, it was also a lot of fun!  
 
    After 18 months of wedded life I had my husband convinced that he was in denial about his homosexuality. He denied this, of course, but I bullied him into wearing a pair of my panties and letting a gay friend of mine fuck his sissy ass, just to explore his feeling. I took pictures of the sex without Robert's knowledge and sent them to his friends and family.  
 
    They went nuts, telling him about how they always knew he was queer deep inside and how no real man would ever let another guy treat them that way. Robert was crushed, which only made him more pliable. Long story short: as of our two year anniversary last week he is totally feminized and kept in chastity 24/7.  
 
    This leads to the topic I began this letter with. Despite my best efforts, Robert/Roxanne refused to part with a silly trophy he won when he was a college quarterback. I guess it reminded him of the days before he met me, when he was a man instead of a pathetic sissy. For whatever reason I let him cling to this final, fragile connection with his former gender. I shouldn't have, of course; I guess I'm getting soft as I get older.  
 
    This is where Nicole finally surpassed her mom. Last night she smashed the trophy in front of Roxanne, daring her to do anything about it. I watched from close by, worried that this final act of abuse might kindle what tiny sparks of dignity still smoldered in my husband's soul.  
 
    Was I concerned? Yes!  But I shouldn't have been. Nicole stood there with her hands on her hips glaring at the craven, cowering fool in front of her. "Well, sissy?" she said to Roxanne. "Are you going to do anything or not?"  
 
    A fire lit in Roxanne's eyes as her body tensed. Seconds passed as my fears began to mount. Then the light in my husband's eyes faded to a dull glow before winking out forever. I breathed a sigh of relief as she dropped her head and folded her manicured hands in front of her, mumbling a half-ass apology to Nicole as tears ran down her feminized face. 
 
    Nicole made a "hmmph!" sound and said, "that's what I thought. You're a sissy queer, Roxanne. You always have been and you always will be. So get used to me and mom doing whatever the hell we like from now on!" She snapped her fingers in front of Roxanne's face, making the beaten sissy shriek in terror and cringe, like a whipped puppy learning its place. 
 
    I tell you now, Mistress Scarlatti, I have never been more proud of my offspring than I was in that moment. Seeing her take charge like that reminded me of why I became a mother in the first place. I embraced her on the spot, then ripped Roxanne's purse away from her and fished out her credit cards. "My child and I are going out on the town tonight," I said. "We're going to max these things out buying clothes and jewelry!" 
 
    Roxanne, her head still hung low, said, "yes, dear" in a tiny voice. It was wonderful! 
 
    "That's right," said Nicole. "Then we're going to pick up two hung studs to take care of us! We're going to bring them back here and you're going to watch them fuck us!" She laughed cruelly as Roxanne began openly weeping. "If you're good," said my daughter, "we might, just might, let you suck them so they're nice and hard for us!" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Nicole," murmured Roxanne in between girlish sobs. 
 
    My child and I made good on her promise, Mistress Scarlett. We brought home two exceptionally endowed black men, both of whom my husband sucked to the verge of orgasm before they began screwing us. Fortunately, they were able to contain themselves till Nicole and I climaxed, then they blew their steaming loads deep into our throbbing cunts. Afterwards they fucked Roxanne's whore ass and slapped her around while we laughed.  It was heaven! 
 
    Sadly, I must end this letter on a down note. I just checked my husband's bank account and realized we have wiped out it out. So I guess this mother-daughter team of us will have to hit the hunting grounds again, leaving Roxanne a broken, impoverished husk of her former self. No worries, though. I'm sure Nicole and I will find a new victim soon. My darling Nicole is the joy and pride of my life! 
 
      
 
    Beverly LeCroix 
 
    Detroit, MI 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 POWERFUL BLACK WOMAN ENSLAVES WHITE COUPLE AND FEMINIZES THE HUSBAND 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
    Last night I caught my slave girl Betty trying to escape. It wasn't the first time, so I had to be extra brutal in disciplining her. I think she will be able to walk again in a few months, though she will probably always have a limp. That doesn't concern me so long as I'm able to dig my nails into her milky white breasts and drag her around by her long blond hair. 
 
    My other slave, Jill, is far more docile. Feminized males usually are. I think it's because men are submissive by nature. They simply need someone to force them to face reality. Luckily, applying force is one of my specialties. 
 
    I first began dominating Cindy soon after she came to work in my law office. I'm one of LA's top  corporate attorneys, with a well-deserved reputation for ruthlessness. I have never let the occasional racism of white people prevent me from taking what I want; I'm far smarter than most of them, anyway. Not only did I graduate from law school at the top of my class, I passed the state bar exam with one of the highest scores in history. But my brain is only one weapon in my arsenal. There's also my long, tall, expertly sculptured caramel-colored body. I have long hair that flows past my shoulders, lovely chestnut eyes, C cup breasts that fit perfectly inside my designer bras, and an hourglass figure that's trim yet curvy. I look as good in a business suit as i do in lingerie - and I know it.  
 
    Betty first came to work for me as a paralegal. I fell in lust with her at first sight. She's a little shorter than me, with straight golden hair that almost touches her delicious bubble-shaped ass, DD boobs that manage to remain pert despite their size, a narrow waist, and legs that go on forever - though one of them is now just a tad shorter than the other, due to her recent disobedience. 
 
    While I'm bi, she is totally straight by nature, a fact that didn't concern me because her needs never mattered anyway. I used my position as her boss to force her to sleep with me. She apparently thought that putting out would help her to earn a promotion. In fact, I put that idea in her head, now that I think about it. In reality, of course, all I wanted was to see her on her pretty white knees servicing my Nubian cunt with her pretty pink tongue. 
 
    I was able to convince her she was a lesbian with the help of some powerful brainwashing techniques I learned from a Middle Eastern client of mine. This destroyed her marriage to her husband Jack. I egan flirting with after the divorce. His vulnerability made him easy prey for my methods. I dumped him after a few months, shredding what little self-esteem he had left. Then, with the help of a drag queen friend, I transformed him into a cute transsexual with lovely skin and boobs that are bigger than Betty's. Along the way he lost other body parts in return. But you can't make an omelet without breaking a few eggs, can you?  
 
    I use Betty for sex and Jack-now-Jill (get it? LOL) as an unpaid domestic servant. Betty is expert at cunnilingus. She starts most of her days licking and sucking my oversized clit to a magnificent orgasm. After she's done I whip her ass and thighs for being a tramp and confine her to her tiny cell for the day. Jill  rises at 4 a.m. seven days a week. She cleans, cooks, and, on occasion, services some of my more open-minded clients as both maid and cum repository.  
 
    I have forbidden my slaves to speak to each other or be in the same room together. Sometimes this makes them sad, but they exist for my needs, not theirs. And don't they say a little suffering is good for the soul? 
 
    I hate to cut this letter short, but I hear Betty in the other room clanking into things with her new wheelchair. If she ruined any of my priceless antiques I may have to discipline her again. Sometimes I think owning slaves is more trouble than it's worth. But I guess it's my destiny to bear such burdens. 
 
    Ms. Chevonne Power 
 
    Los Angeles, CA 
 
    


 
   
  
 

   
 
      
 
    SCHEMING SISTER FORCES HER BROTHER TO BECOME A FEMINIZED SISSY 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
      
 
    You always say that women should keep men in their place. I've been doing that in regards to my brother, who always thought he was more intelligent than me. Over the past year I've taught him that I'm by far the smarter one. I did it by destroying his dreams and forcing him to feminize. It's been a wild ride, Mistress Scarlett, and a profitable one. 
 
      
 
    First a little background information. We live with our mom in a mobile home park in rural Mississippi. Dad died years ago. Some say mom killed him for his insurance money. I don't know if that's true or not, but I do know that she collected $200,000 shortly after the funeral. 
 
      
 
    We planned to use the money to buy a bigger trailer and take a trip to Dollywood over in Tennessee. Unfortunately, mom developed health problems that her insurance didn't cover, forcing us to spend the cash on medical treatments. So, I took a job as a stripper to help pay bills. Most nights I'm able to bring home at least $200 in tips. Guys around here love seeing my gorgeous body gyrating against a metal pole. And I get off on seeing them all hot and bothered. 
 
      
 
    Then there's my brother, who never fit in with the rest of the family. He thought he was better than folks around here because he made all A's in high school. For most of his life he walked around with his nose stuck in the air, talking about going to a fancy college out of state and leaving the rest of us behind forever.  
 
      
 
    One day I got sick of all his bullshit and decided I was going to get even with him. That's when I ran across your books and learned about female domination and forced feminization. The idea got me so horny I let some of the customers at the club fuck the hell out of me in the backseat of my car. Then I started planning how to use your ideas against my brother. 
 
      
 
    His dreams of going to college depended on him winning a scholarship. That in turn required him to take a series of exams at a local testing center. I slipped some drugs into his glass of milk the night before he was scheduled to take the tests. The next day my brother failed his tests miserably. The scores were so bad the school ordered him to take a drug screening. The stuff I poured in his drink made him test positive for all kinds of illegal shit, getting him in trouble with the sheriff and ruining his dreams of college. 
 
      
 
    Afterwards he was an emotional wreck. I took advantage of his frazzled state, pretending to be kind and supportive. One day he asked for my honest opinion of him. "Look, Bob," I said, "your problem is that you're in self-denial. Truth is, you're obviously gay. Mom and I have known it all your life. Until you admit it, you'll just keep screwing up." Of course, this was total BS. But it made him confused and insecure, giving me the opening I needed to really fuck with his brain. 
 
      
 
    Bob had to take a job washing dishes at the truck stop since he lost his shot at a scholarship. My boyfriend Jake was his supervisor and I made sure he treated my brother really bad, constantly putting him down and telling him he was too stupid for kitchen work. Bob would come in most nights after 1 AM, exhausted and depressed from his minimum-wage job.  
 
      
 
    I waited till he fell asleep, then played some forced feminization hypnosis CDs I bought online. I tell you, Mistress Scarlett, those things really work! One day I noticed some of my panties were missing. I looked through Bob's dresser drawers and found them buried under his socks. That made me laugh my ass off. I knew he was wearing them and didn't want me to know. 
 
      
 
    I let it slide for a few weeks, then decided to move in for the kill. I called Jake and told him to be extra mean to Bob that night. I showed up at the truck stop about midnight; Jake let me go back into the kitchen, where my brother and the other workers were cleaning up after a busy night. My cunt tingled when I saw Bob all sweaty and dirty, scrubbing a huge, food-encrusted pot. I could see the pink elastic waistband of the panties he was wearing sticking out just above the belt line of his jeans. 
 
      
 
    "Ready?" I asked Jake, who stood nearby glaring at Bob. 
 
      
 
    "Hell, yes!" he said gleefully. "Let's teach the little faggot a listen he'll never forget!" He gave me a quick kiss, then walked up behind my brother, who was too engrossed in his work to notice. It only took Jake a moment to yank Bob's pants down around his ankles, exposing his cross-dressing secret for the world to see!  
 
      
 
    My brother spun around, got tangled in his jeans, and fell. His face burst into tears as his knee slammed into the concrete floor. He cradled his injured leg as he lay on the floor weeping like a baby. It was beautiful!  
 
      
 
    “Hey, everybody! Look!” shouted Jake, pointing at Bob and laughing. “The little sissy is wearing his sister's underwear!”  
 
      
 
    The color drained from Bob's face as he heard Jake's cutting remark. A chorus of laughter spread through the kitchen staff as everyone began pointing and laughing at the humiliated sissy. My brother just laid there on the floor, bleeding and broken. He hung his head low and wailed mournfully; and, as he did, I went over to him and stood over his prone form, hands on my hips as I smiled at him. He looked up at me, his face filled with pain and shame and utter despair. “Why, Tammy?” he begged me. “Why do you do these things?”

“Well, dear brother,” I said with a smirk. “who's the smart one now?” 
 
      
 
    As you can imagine, that was the end of Bob's dreams of getting out of Mississippi. Now he's a transvestite prostitute named Brenda, hanging out at the truck stop near the interstate blowing drivers for 20 bucks a pop. I'm his pimp, so I keep most of the money.  
 
      
 
    I'm married now, BTW. Jake and I tied the knot at one of those roadside wedding chapels and he moved into the trailer with me and mom. The three of us spend a lot of time laughing about how I feminized my stupid sibling. It just goes to show that women are always smarter than men! 
 
      
 
    Hugs and Kisses, 
 
      
 
    Tammy Johnson 
 
      
 
    Laurel, Mississippi 
 
      
 
    Dear Tammy, 
 
      
 
    It sounds like you taught Brenda a valuable lesson. She should be grateful she has someone like you to watch over her. Make sure you never let her start thinking those high-and-mighty thoughts again. Constant humiliation is the secret to keeping a sissy under your thumb. Congratulations on your marriage and I wish you and Jake all the best! 
 
      
 
    Warm Regards, 
 
      
 
    Mistress Scarlett 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    FEMINIZED SISSY DESCRIBES HER NEW LIFE AS SISTER’S HUMILIATED SLAVE 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
      
 
    I’m writing to tell you how much I agree with everything my sister said in her letter. I had no business thinking I was smarter than her. After all, she’s a real woman and I’m just a pathetic sissy queer. I’m glad she forced me to face that fact, even though the lesson was painful and degrading.  
 
      
 
    I still think about what it might have been like to go to college, but those dreams are destroyed forever. Nowadays I must focus on being a good little cocksucker and obeying whatever my sister and her husband tell me to do.  I have learned to swallow every drop of the precious cum the truck drivers shoot down my throat, even though sometimes it’s dark and bitter. I have also learned to relax my sphincter muscles and let them fuck me till they get off inside my pathetic sissy ass. I’m honored to have so many men use me for their pleasure. Sometimes I service 20 to 30 in one night! 
 
      
 
    After my sister humiliated me in front of the other workers at the restaurant, she took me home, tied me down, and shaved my body till it was smooth and hairless. I cried for a little while, since I’m such a sad little whiny bitch. But Jake put a stop to that by holding a pillow over my face till I blacked out.  
 
      
 
    When I woke up I felt groggy and slow-minded, like I had lost part of my brain and become a stupid bimbo. But what use does a sissy have for a high IQ anyway, right? If I’m smart enough to dress in girly clothes and blow a man to a heart-pounding orgasm I don’t need my brain for anything else.  
 
      
 
    My favorite part of being a sissy is my chastity cage. I wear a metal tube that bends my cock in an L-shape, so I can barely pee and will never again live as a man. Jake helped to destroy my genitals when he put little metal camps on my balls. I’ll tell you the truth, Mistress Scarlett, at first my poor little nuts hurt like Hell! But after a few weeks the pain changed to a dull, constant ache. My sister says I deserve it for thinking I had a right to better myself. I’m sure she’s right, of course. She always is.  
 
      
 
    I also enjoy wearing lacy panties and fishnet stockings. I also have a frilly garter belt that holds the silky material next to my silly legs. It really drives the truckers wild when they see me wearing a mini-skirt and platform heels! My sister taught me to walk in pumps. She’s proud of how I strut my stuff when I’m cruising the truck stop.  
 
      
 
    My makeup skills are coming along nicely. I usually wear red lipstick because I’m such a tramp, LOL. I have a blond wig that, when paired with heavy mascara and my naturally blue eyes, really makes me look like a street walker. I paint my fingernails and toes a nice crimson color, so I’m like a complete slut when I’m fully dressed.  
 
      
 
    I’m sure I have lost most of my IQ. I tried reading one of the gossip magazines on the truck newsstand recently, but it had so many big words I gave up after a few seconds. Sister says I used to read big, fancy textbooks and remember everything they said. Those days are over forever, I guess. 
 
      
 
    I must go now, Mistress Scarlett. It’s almost sundown and I need to prowl the truck stop parking lot for johns. Sister says that, if I’m extra good, she may let me keep enough money to buy some food. I’m a lucky girl and wouldn’t trade my life for anything else! 
 
      
 
    Sissy Brenda 
 
    Highway 20 Truck Stop 
 
    Laurel, Mississippi 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Brenda, 
 
      
 
    I’m glad you’ve accepted your new life as a cock-craving slut and feminized slave. Remember to obey your sister’s orders and do it with a smile. That way you’ll be punished less often and you’ll please lots of men with your mouth and ass, which is all you’re good for anyway. As far as reading books and other silly ideas, you’re much too stupid now to concern yourself with such things. Now run along and earn your wonderful sister a lot of money! She’s a marvelous girl and I’m so proud of her. 
 
      
 
    Regards, 
 
      
 
    Mistress Scarlett 
 
    


 
   
  
 

   
 
    AMBITIOUS COLLEGE GIRL DOMINATES AND FEMINIZES HER PROFESSOR 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
    I spanked my sissy’s balls last night. She didn’t do anything to merit the punishment. In fact, she has been especially well behaved over the past few weeks. I just felt like having some fun and her nut sack seemed like the perfect outlet for my playful desires. And it’s not like I did any permanent damage to the poor creature. She’ll have trouble walking and urinating for a month or so, of course. But isn't a little suffering good for the soul?  
 
      
 
    I should mention that my sissy is also my spouse. Her name used to be Michael before I changed it to Michelle. She’s an instructor at the liberal arts college I graduated from last year. She teaches courses in the gay and women’s studies departments, including a class on the history of feminism, which is where we met. Michael was a lonely 45-year-old academic from a wealthy family, an ultra-liberal who was constantly apologizing for being white and male. I was a hyper-ambitious 22-year-old woman with a killer body and a taste for the finer things in life. I was clear to me from the moment laid eyes on him that he was the victim…excuse me, I meant to say “man…” I had been searching for my entire life. 
 
      
 
    I first got Michael's attention by wearing low-cut skirts and sitting in the front row where he would have a perfect view of my legs. I crossed and uncrossed them numerous times during his lectures, sometimes rubbing my thigh with my palm, sometime stroking my calves with my long, tapered fingers. About a month into the semester I asked him to give me some private evening instruction, just him and I alone in his office. Afterwards I asked him if he would like to go to a local coffeehouse where he could continue tutoring me. He said “yes!” so fast it almost made my head spin!  
 
      
 
    Later that night I let him feel me up as we sat on a sofa in his giant living room. I pulled back just as he made the move to touch my legs. “Sorry,” I said as I pushed him away, “but it’s late and I better get some sleep. Thanks for the coffee and all.” 
 
    He stared at me in goggle-eyed bewilderment. “What?’ he said. “But – but I thought…I mean, I assumed…” 
 
      
 
    I gave him a poison look. “You ‘assumed’ what, Michael?” I said, spitting the words at him. “That you could treat me like a piece of meat?” He dropped his face in shame. “I thought you were a sensitive, intelligent man who respected women. Guess I was wrong.” I stood, turned my back on him, and headed for the front door. 
 
      
 
    “Wait!” he cried, following me like a child trailing after his mother. He sounded so pathetic I almost burst out laughing on the spot! But I forced myself to keep a straight face as I turned to face him, my arms crossed and a stern look on my face.  
 
      
 
    Tears were streaming down his cheeks as he said, “I know you must be bitter about the way my gender has treated women over the years. But I swear to you I’m different. Please give me a chance to prove it to you.” 
 
    Tense silence hung over the room as I toyed with him, like a cat playing with a mouse just before breaking its neck. At last I said, “I’ll think about it” and walked out of the house. I cackled like a victorious witch as I strutted to my car. “Got him right where I want him!” I said as I inserted the key in the ignition. “Now all I’ve got to do is reel him in.”  
 
      
 
    I’m not gay, but that night I was so horny I let my lesbian roommate feast on my sopping-wet cunt. I writhed in ecstasy as she probed my womanhood with her tongue. It was heavenly!  
 
    In the weeks and months that followed I treated Michael like my own private bitch, getting him worked up then shaming him for wanting sex. By the end of the semester he was buying me jewelry and giving me A’s for assignments I never bothered to do. I finished the course with the highest marks of anyone in the class, even though I partied the night before the final and missed almost every question on the test.  
 
      
 
    Michael proposed to me during the following summer. My eyes almost popped out of my head when I saw the sparkling five-carat ring cradled in his sweaty palm. I was tempted to snatch it out of his hand, sell it at a local pawnshop, and head for the beach in the Corvette he had bought me a month earlier. But I kept a firm grip on my impulses as I took the ring from his hand and gave it a close visual inspection.  
 
      
 
    My mom was a jeweler before she retired, so I’m pretty good at evaluating diamonds. The stone in my hand was utterly flawless. Nevertheless, I knitted my eyebrows together, turned it over a few times, and gave Michael a disappointed look. "It's got some flaws," I said. "Not unlike you." His face turned pale as I issued my verdict. "However," I said, "I guess it will do okay." I sighed and shook my head as I slid the ring onto my finger. "Okay, I will marry you, I guess," I said, shrugging my shoulders. 
 
      
 
    His face lit up like a Christmas tree. "Oh, thank you! Thank you!" he said, reaching out to hug me. "You've made me the happiest man on earth!" 
 
    "I said I would marry you," I said, shoving him backwards. "I didn't say you could touch me.  
 
      
 
    Apparently, you don't respect women after all. I'm not surprised." 
 
      
 
    "I'm sorry," he said, wringing his hands as he wailed pitifully. "I guess it will take years for me to recover from the brainwashing forced on me by our patriarchal society!" 
 
    "Well, at least you realize how screwed up you are," I said. "I'm willing to help you, Michael. But you must do exactly as I say. Otherwise this marriage thing just isn't going to work out." 
 
      
 
    "Please don't say that!" he begged. "I'll do anything to please you!" 
 
      
 
    I nodded. "Good," I said. "We'll begin by getting you in touch with your feminine side. I've decided you should change your name to Michelle and begin dressing as a woman. That will help you to understand the centuries of oppression my gender has endured." 
 
      
 
    I thought he might balk at my demand. But instead his pupils dilated and he began breathing hard. "I see," he said. "So you intend to feminize me? Is that right?" As he spoke, I saw a bulge grow in his jeans. He's into it! I thought. The pathetic little loser is turned on! I have him by the balls for sure! I gave him a wicked smile, my mind racing with ideas for turning him into my sweet, submissive sissy slave. 
 
      
 
    Michael, who is now Michelle, and I have been married now for a little over a year. The relationship has succeeded beyond my wildest dreams. The feminization of her body is coming along nicely. I forced her onto a low-protein vegan diet that destroyed most of her muscle tone, making her thinner than most fashion models.  
 
      
 
    The doctor prescribed massive doses of female hormones that have made her skin soft and smooth while giving her the cutest little B cup breasts. I make fun of her because my chest is a healthy D cup size, which gives my black boyfriend Tyrone plenty to fondle when he pounds me during our thrice-weekly dates. When Michelle complained about me having sex with another man, I reminded her that African-Americans were first brought to this country as slaves by evil white men. She apologized profusely. Now she sucks Tyrone's cock nice and hard right before he and I make love.  
 
      
 
    I enjoy the look of pain and shame on Michelle's face as she watches Tyrone and me fuck like animals in front of her. It gives the sex a nice sadistic edge that makes me scream like a banshee when I cum.  
 
    Mistress Scarlett, if there are any women out there who are wondering if they should feminize their husband, my advice is to go for it. They have nothing to lose and everything to gain. I should know. I'm living proof! 
 
      
 
    Karen Shockley 
 
      
 
    King of Prussia, PA 
 
      
 
    Dear Karen, 
 
    Thanks for sharing your amazing story! And congratulations on showing your spouse that you wear the pants. Remember to keep a tight grip on her balls, no matter how much she cries or whimpers. Better yet, just chop them off. Your relationship is about your needs and desires, not hers. Never let her forget that. Her happiness in life, what there is of it, should come from serving you. Best of luck and thanks again for your wonderful letter. 
 
      
 
    Affectionately, 
 
      
 
    Mistress Scarlett 
 
    


 
   
  
 

   
 
    FEMINIZED COLLEGE TEACHER DESCRIBES HER LIFE AS A SISSY MAID 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
      
 
    My owner Mistress Karen has ordered me to write to you as a follow-up to her earlier letter. She says that, if I do a good job, she won’t let her lovers call me names when I service their cocks tonight. Don’t get me wrong. I love it when a real man cums in my mouth. I’m just not quite used to the way they slap me around and kick my balls.  
 
      
 
    I thought that the liberal atmosphere at the college would embrace my new transgendered identity. But just the opposite has happened. My students lost all respect for me when I told them the story of how my wife feminized me. They snickered at me when I tried to lecture and shot spit balls in my face. One day it was just too much and I fled the classroom sobbing.  
 
      
 
    Later the administrative board summoned me to a meeting and told me I was fired. Since I don’t have tenure, there was nothing I could do but accept their verdict. They did offer me a job on the school housekeeping staff, however. Now I work 40 hours a week cleaning up three of the campus frat houses. The men who live there sometimes kick over my mop bucket when I’m mopping the restroom floors. Other times they steal the housekeeping supplies for my cart, forcing me to walk across campus to the supply room to get more. The students laugh when they see me, saying things, “Hey, there goes that stupid little sissy whose wife beats him up! What a loser!” I used to tell them they were being cruel and insensitive, but that only made them meaner.  
 
      
 
    My life isn’t all humiliation, though. Each month Mistress Karen lets me play with my cock for a few seconds. I haven’t been able to cum yet, but I hope to have at least one more orgasm in my life before she castrates me. I learned today that she has scheduled my surgery for next month, so my time is very short. Do you think you could persuade her to left climax once more before the doctors chop everything off? 
 
      
 
    Submissively Yours, 
 
      
 
    Sissy Michelle 
 
      
 
    Dear Michelle, 
 
      
 
    I’m insulted by your request. Do you think I’m crass enough to tell another domme how to treat her slave? I told Karen about your insolence and she has moved your surgery date up to next week. Your days of being a man are long gone, my dear. Get used to it. 
 
      
 
    Regards, 
 
      
 
    Mistress Scarlett 
 
    


 
   
  
 

   
 
    DOMINANT WIFE DESTROYS HUSBAND'S COCK AND FORCES HIM TO FEMINIZE 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
      
 
    Roger and I had been married for six months before the idea of feminizing him came to my mind. I knew since we first met that he was submissive, which is one of the reasons I married him. You see, I'm one of those ladies who enjoys getting her way all the time. So, when I noticed Roger's personal ad on a kinky site, I took the initiative and contacted him. That led to a one-year dating relationship that turned into a lifelong commitment. 
 
      
 
    The first thing that struck me about Roger was his face. He has very  
 
    soft features and is tall and slender, giving him a feminine look even when he represents as a man. After talking for a while, I learned that he prefers chick flicks to watching sports, is obsessively neat and tidy, and thinks most men are insensitive dolts. To be honest, I was surprised he was straight!  
 
      
 
    The first thing I did during our first date is lay down the ground rules. "This is the way it will be," I said as we sat across from each other at the restaurant. “I get to date other men, and women, for that matter, whenever I like; but – “I held up my index finger to stress the point – “you are only allowed to see me. Got it?” 
 
      
 
    "Yes," he said, his breath quickening and his eyes growing wide. Very good, I thought. He gets excited when I dominate him.  
 
      
 
    “'Yes' what?” I said with a stern look. 
 
      
 
    He stared at me like a deer staring into the headlights of the car that's about to take its life. At last he said, “yes...dear?”  
 
      
 
    “NO!” I shouted. “I am not now, nor will I ever be, your 'dear.' Got it?” His face turned pale and his hands began to quake. Beautiful! I thought. He's afraid of me! I glowered at him for a long moment, then continued. “You will address me as Mistress Pamela, both in private and public. Got it?”  
 
      
 
    “Yes,” he said, then added “Mistress Pamela!”  
 
      
 
    “Good girl,” I said. “You might do after all.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Mistress Pamela,” he said, his face going white as he swallowed hard. I knew then that he was mine to do with as I pleased. 
 
      
 
    We tied the knot in Vegas 12 months after our first meeting. I wore a leather bodysuit and carried a whip. He was dressed in a lovely wedding gown and carried a bouquet. That was the first time I saw him in female garb; he was gorgeous! That planted the idea in my mind to feminize him.  
 
      
 
    I started the project by systematically dominating and humiliating him more every day. I declared Friday and Saturday nights to be my date nights. I told him that, during those evenings, I was free to go whoring as much as I pleased, while he was to stay home, read housekeeping magazines, and soak his feet in rose water.  
 
      
 
    After a few weeks of this routine I began bringing my lovers home and letting them fuck me while my husband watched. Most of them were muscular black guys who loved banging a white woman while her gutless sissy husband watched in helpless passivity. Looking up from the mattress to see the shame and degradation on his face was all I needed to cum! Afterwards I ordered him to show the bull his tiny cock, which was always good for a laugh.  
 
      
 
    One time my lover for the evening grabbed my husband's pathetic sissy penis and gave it a good yank, driving him to his knees. I thought it was hilarious, but the doctor we saw at the emergency room later that night told us Roger's cock was fractured and may never function normally again. Lucky for me, the physician's prediction proved true. My husband can no longer have erections and his organ leaks a syrupy sissy-cum most of the time. I solved the problem by making him wear tampons.  
 
      
 
    These days, Roger must sit to pee, which reinforces the fact that he's not a man, not even close. I decided that, since he was using tampons anyway, I should just burn his male underwear and force him to wear panties instead. I didn't bother to tell him about the change ahead of time. You should have seen how surprised he was when he looked in his dresser one morning and saw all the pretty things I had bought for him! His eyes nearly popped out of his head! “Surprise, honey!” I shouted. “Now you're my panty slave!”  
 
      
 
    He cried a little as he slid into a pair of lovely red panties. “You destroyed my penis, now you're making me cross-dress. I have no dignity left,” he said in despair. “What do you have planned for me next?” That question was like a light bulb turning on in my brain. Of course, I thought. Roger is more of a woman than a man anyway, so I'll just feminize him!  
 
      
 
    Over the next few days I studied the dynamics of forced feminization, since I'm one of those people who insists on doing everything to perfection. I read online articles, chatted with some long-time dommes, and even paid a professional dominatrix $200 just for her advice (though the two of us did end up in the sack together; but that's a topic for another letter, LOL). I also read your book “The Stepford Sissies” BTW, which was both informative and exciting!  
 
      
 
    After a week of intense and exhilarating research, I had a plan of action for transforming Roger into my brainwashed sissy slave. I started by demanding he eat my cunt to orgasm every day. I yelled at him and slapped him when we went out to eat. I refused to let him order alcohol or anything with meat in it. I flirted with other men while he sat nearby. I even told a few of his co-workers about his defunct cock. They teased him mercilessly about it, making him cry.  
 
      
 
    After a few weeks of this hard-core abuse, Roger's male ego, which was never very strong to begin with, was on the verge of vanishing forever. One night I was in the living room watching TV when he came to me in tears. “Can we talk, honey?” he asked in a tiny, sissyish voice. 
 
      
 
    “Sure,” I said, turning off the TV. “What do you want to talk about?” 
 
      
 
    He sat beside me and poured his heart out. He told me over and over how much he loved me and wanted us to stay together. He also told me how my recent ultra-dominant behavior had confused him and hurt his feelings. As he whined and moaned he began to weep, which was so hysterical I had to force myself not to laugh. I mean, he wasn't even pretending to act like a man! In fact, he sounded more like a pathetic love-struck cheerleader who just got her heart broken by the team quarterback. I let him talk for almost an hour while I sat there stone-faced.  
 
      
 
    When he finally shut up I said, “give me your hand, dear.” 
 
      
 
    He eyed me with suspicion for a moment then did as I said. I took his hand in mine, then, using a move I learned in martial arts class years before, I bent his wrist sideways and twisted his arm, forcing him to his knees. He shrieked in pain and looked up at me with a terrified, agonized expression. I kept my eyes locked on his as I applied the pressure, using my willpower to beat him down mentally while my superior strength controlled him physically. 
 
      
 
    When I let him go, he yanked his hand away and clutched it next to his chest, looking up at me like a whipped puppy as he said, “Why, Pamela? Why did you hurt me? I was caring! I was sensitive! I showed you my open heart!”  
 
      
 
    “I know, sweetie,” I said, stroking his reddened, tear-stained cheek. “But you have to understand I'm trying to help you.” 
 
      
 
    “Help me?” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, honey,” I said, putting all the fake compassion I could muster in my voice. “You see, you're on a journey that you can't understand. In the end, it will all turn out for your good. For now, though, you'll just have to trust me and submit to my loving discipline. Will you do that?” 
 
      
 
    I saw uncertainty, even a remote flicker of manly resolve, in his eyes as he tried to process what I was saying. Did I push him too far too fast? I wondered. He might tire of my abuse and stand up to me. That would ruin all my careful planning!  But then his eyes glazed over with a dull, defeated look. He hung his head low and said, “Yes, Pamela. I won't resist. Do with me as you like. I'm yours, now and forever.” 
 
      
 
    They say that women can't cum without being touched. But, Mistress Scarlett, “cum” is exactly what I did as I watched Roger let go of his dignity and surrender to my absolute control. Searing bolts of erotic electricity shot through my body as I looked down at my whimpering spouse cowering helpless at my feet. I clutched the sofa and rubbed my thighs together to maintain my composure, then ordered Roger to go to our bedroom, take off his clothes, and lie on his back.  
 
      
 
    He did as I said, allowing me a few quick moments to cool down before putting the next phase of my plan into action. I walked into the bedroom minutes later and stood over my prize, who was laying spread-eagled on the mattress.  
 
      
 
    “Very good, little girl,” I said. “You're coming along very nicely.” Our bed has restraints attached to each corner and I used these to bind Roger's arms and legs. I made them tight because I knew it would cause him pain and, therefore, give me pleasure. I gave his ruined cock a playful little slap, which made him wince. After making his escape impossible I took a moment to savor the sight of my broken, beaten husband laid out for me to use as I pleased. It was the most pleasurable and fulfilling experience of my life, Mistress Scarlett! 
 
      
 
    I went to our bathroom, got one of my ladies' razors and a can of flower-scented shaving gel, and returned to the bedroom. “What are you doing, Mistress Pamela?” asked Roger when he saw what was in my hand.  
 
      
 
    “I'm going to modify something I own to match my preferences,” I said with a cold smile. “Namely, you.” I lathered his long, slender legs and ran the razor up and down their length multiple times. Fortunately, Roger has little body hair, so the task didn't take very long. When I was done, his legs were as smooth as the proverbial peach.  
 
      
 
    “Please tell me why you're doing this, mistress,” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “I told you, slave, that's none of your business,” I said, this time adding an edge to my voice to show him I was serious. I wiped his legs dry with a towel, then went to work on the hair around his genitals. He whimpered a few times when the razor nicked his balls, which sent a tingle through my cunt. Shaving his sac took a bit longer than his legs, but in the end his nuts were hairless. I ran the blade across his cock, just to remind him of who was in charge.  
 
      
 
    By the time I was done, Roger's body was free of hair except for the top of his head. I looked him over with pride, filled with satisfaction at how I had destroyed another emblem of his maleness. My clit was throbbing and I was yearning for release, but I didn't want to unbind him just yet. So I stripped, straddled his chest, and knocked another wish off the bucket list when I snaked my hands around his throat and began choking him. He tried to escape but the bonds held him in place, like a fly hopelessly entangled in a spider's web.  
 
      
 
    Seeing the terror in his features while I throttled him supercharged my libido. I started grinding my cunt into his chest, shrieking and screaming like a witch riding her broom. I bucked and writhed like the she-demon I am, watching Roger's face turn red, then white, then a lovely shade of purple.  
 
      
 
    I climaxed when he was at the point of death. As I rode the wave of ecstasy I released my grip on his neck. He inhaled huge chestfuls of air as my she-cum coated his body. The air filled with the musky scent of my juices, adding a nice touch to my moment of triumph.  
 
      
 
    I stared into his panic-stricken face and told him, “You'll never escape me, my pet. I own you; and, as a sign of my ownership, I'm changing your name to Veronica. You are now my feminized sissy slave.” He whined and wept and begged for his freedom, while I regarded him with a cruel gaze from my vantage point atop his chest. It was amazing!  
 
      
 
    And that is the story of how my submissive husband became Veronica, my sweet little brainwashed slave. There's more to the story, of course which I'll share in my next letter. Right now, my black lover is waiting in the bedroom for me. Veronica has sucked his cock till it's rock hard, so I'm about to get my brains fucked out. Afterwards my spouse will rub my feet while I eat chocolates. It just goes to show that a girl can have her heart’s desires once she feminizes her husband. I just wish I had started earlier!

  
 
    Affectionately, 
 
      
 
    Mistress Pamela 
 
    Miami, FL 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Pamela, 
 
      
 
    Thank you so much for sharing your incredible story. I'm delighted that you found my writings helpful in feminizing your spouse. Always remember, though, that sissy husbands need constant bullying and domination; else they might forget their rightful place. I recommend kicking him in the balls every now and then without warning, just to remind him who runs the show. I also recommend letting him keep his ruined cock, since it doesn't work anyway. Make fun of it often and force him to show it your friends for a good laugh. That will keep him beaten down and ensure you'll have Roger/Veronica at your mercy forever. Best of luck and thanks again for your wonderful letter! 
 
      
 
    Mistress Scarlett 
 
    


 
   
  
 

   
 
    SISSY VERONICA DISHES ABOUT HER NEW LIFE 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
      
 
    It’s a high privilege for an unworthy slave like myself to address such a powerful and commanding woman as yourself. I’m so glad Mistress Pamela forced me to accept the truth about myself. I’m much happier in my new role as her sissy maid than I ever was as a “man.” My only regret is that she didn’t feminize me sooner. In any event, I’m quite lucky and am looking forward to a lifetime of service to my wise, loving goddess.  
 
      
 
    Most Truly Yours, 
 
      
 
    Sissy Veronica 
 
      
 
    Dear Veronica, 
 
      
 
    I was delighted to get your little note. Your attitude is a refreshing change from the usual whiny drivel sissies send to me. You recognize your inferiority and willfully submit to your wife’s loving control. Unfortunately, you misspelled the word “regret” in your letter, which was blatantly disrespectful on your part. So, I called your wife this morning and told her to punish you severely. You’ll be spending the next few days with an anal plug shoved up your sissy ass and a needle in your urethra. Good luck bathrooming yourself for a while! 
 
      
 
    Regards, 
 
      
 
    Mistress Scarlett 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 

 DOMINANT WIFE FORCES FEMINIZED HUSBAND TO PLEASURE PIZZA DELIVERY MAN 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
      
 
    I learned a long ago that the way to keep my husband submissive and feminized is to subject him to endless humiliation. I recently took advantage of an opportunity to do just that when I ordered a pizza for dinner. Before the night was over, I would satisfy both my hunger for food and my drive to embarrass and degrade my sissy spouse. Here's what happened. 
 
      
 
    The sound of the doorbell ringing tore my attention away from the TV program I was watching. “Amber!” I shouted. “Pizza's here! Go get it!” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress Deborah,” said my sissy slave, emerging from the bathroom where she was scrubbing the floor. She wore a black maid's uniform with a frilly white apron, black shoes, white stockings, and a lace bonnet. I watched as she pranced to the front door in the swishing, effeminate stride I require her to use at all times. Excellent, I thought. Three years of brutal domination have erased all traces of her old identity. 
 
      
 
    Amber opened the front door, revealing a short, pudgy, middle-aged man with greasy hair and facial blemishes. He wore a shirt and cap that identified him as a driver for the local pizza chain. “Hello, mam,” he said in a shrill, squeaky voice. “I have your order. That will be $14.95.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you so much!” said Amber. “Let me get the money to pay you.” She reached into the tiny pink change purse where she keeps the small amount of cash I permit her access to. I studied the pizza guy for a moment, thinking about how nerdy and out of shape he was. Then a marvelous idea popped into my brain.  I hopped to my feet and walked over to him. 
 
      
 
    “Why don't you come in?” I said to the driver, giving him a sexy smile as I leaned against the doorway. “You look like you could use a break.” I nodded at Amber, who was about to hand him the money. “My husband here can get you a cold drink while you relax for a while.” 
 
      
 
    “Husband?” he repeated, giving Amber a dumbfounded look.

I grinned at him. “Well, I use the term loosely,” I said. “Husbands are usually men, but not mine. She's really just a stupid sissy who dresses up like a girl.” I looked at Amber, whose face was turning red with shame. “Isn't that right, dear?” I said. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress Deborah,” Amber said, a note of dread in her voice as she guessed what I was doing. “I'm not a man, not anymore. You turned me into a gutless sissy.” 
 
      
 
    I chuckled. “indeed I did, Amber,” I said, needling her with my words. “I broke your will and destroyed your masculinity. Now you're a spineless coward who lets me treat her like a doormat. Right?” 
 
      
 
    Amber looked at the pizza guy for a second, then dropped her head like a whipped dog.  “Yes, dear,” she said. “You took away my dignity and forced me to feminize. I was too weak to resist you.”  
 
      
 
    “What's going on here?” said the delivery guy. His name tag read “Bob.” 
 
      
 
    “Tell you what, Bob,” I said, stroking my cleavage with the tips of my fingers; I was wearing a low-cup top that showed off my assets.  “Come on in and I'll tell you all about it. Sound like fun?” 
 
      
 
    He looked uncertain for a moment, then shrugged his shoulders and said, “Sure, why not?” 
 
      
 
    “Wonderful!” I said. He handed the pizza to Amber. Then he entered the house and I showed him to a cushy seat in the living room. “Get him a cold drink, slave,” I ordered her. “Is cola okay?” I asked Bob. 
 
      
 
    “That's fine,” he said, then added, “it's not diet, is it?” 
 
      
 
    I laughed. “Don't worry about it, Bob,” I said. “Amber!” I shouted towards the kitchen. “Hurry up! Don't make me flog you!”  
 
      
 
    She came rushing out into the living room seconds later, huffing like a hooker working her way through a 12-man gang bang. She gave Bob a glass of cola. “Here you are, sir,” she said. “I hope you enjoy it.” 
 
      
 
    Bob sipped the frosty caramel-colored liquid. “Not bad,” he said. “At least it's not the diet crap my mom makes me drink.” 
 
      
 
    “I'm so pleased to hear it!” said Amber, curtsying to the obese slob. 
 
      
 
    “Amber!” I shouted, pointing an accusing finger in her face. “Are you insulting our guest's mother?” 
 
      
 
    “No, Mistress Deborah!” she exclaimed. “I'm just glad he enjoys the drink I gave him! That's all! I swear!” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I see,” I said. “So now you're calling me a liar.” 
 
      
 
    “No, not at all!” she pleaded. “Please, dear! I meant no wrong!”  
 
      
 
    “Shut up!” I screamed. “You insulted our guest and now you're being sassy to me!” I shoved her as hard as I could, sending her reeling backwards and crashing to the floor. She cowered there sobbing. I looked over at Bob, who was leaning forward in the chair with his elbows on his knees watching the whole thing. The bulge between his legs told me he was enjoying the show. I settled into the sofa and glared at Amber as her cries subsided. 
 
      
 
    “Are you done pitching a hissy fit, slave?” I said to her. She nodded, keeping her head bowed down. 
 
      
 
    “Good,” I said. “Then get on your knees. You're going to service our guest Bob with your filthy slut mouth.” 
 
      
 
    “Huh?” said Bob, looking at me in shocked disbelief. 
 
      
 
    “You do like getting your knob polished, don't you?” I said to him. 
 
      
 
    “Well, y-yeah,” he said, stammering. “That is...I never....I mean, I haven't...” 
 
      
 
    “Never mind,” I said, cutting him off. “The point is that you're here, you're hard, and there's a sissy queer on her knees ready to blow. So drop your pants and let her get to work!” 
 
      
 
    “Is it okay?” Bob said to Amber. “Will you...take care of me like your wife says?” 
 
      
 
    “Don't ask her!” I snapped. “It's not her choice. She does what I tell her to do.” I looked at Amber with a smug grin. “Isn't that right, my dear?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress Deborah,” said Amber in a weak, defeated voice. “I'm your property and I must do as you say.” 
 
      
 
    “Outstanding!” I said, “So it's settled. Amber, Bob will show you his rod and you will pleasure him.” I snapped my fingers at my sissy husband. “Chop chop!” 
 
      
 
    Bob still seemed a little unsure of what to do. But, after a few seconds of rocking back and forth, he got up, loosened his belt, and dropped his jeans, exposing his greasy boxer shorts for me and Amber to see. “Lower those as well, Mr. Pizza Guy,” I said. He slipped his hands behind the elastic waistband and pulled his underwear down, revealing to all present his “manliness.”  
 
      
 
    I must admit, Mistress Scarlett, it took all my self-control not to burst out laughing on the spot. Bob's cock looked more like a soggy cigar stub than a proper penis. Still, I'm a lady first and foremost, and ladies are always gracious to their guests. So I bit my lip as Amber wrapped her scarlet lips around the tiny sausage and began sucking.  
 
      
 
    Bob's stomach shook like a mass of whale blubber as he swayed unsteadily. “Oh...oh, wow,” He said, closing his eyes and thrusting his hips forward. 
 
      
 
    I got down on my knees next to Amber and began whispering in her ear. “Think of it, my dear; a few years ago, you were a high-powered sales executive with a six-figure salary and a sports car. Then you met me. I sank my claws into you and crushed your self-esteem even as I drained your bank account. Now you’re a worthless sissy on her knees giving head to a minimum wage drone who probably lives with his mom! Isn't the irony exquisite?”  
 
      
 
    Amber was too busy with the task at hand to respond, but I saw tears roll out of her eyes and stream down her painted face. The sight was so wonderful I found my hand moving to my clit out of sheer reflex. Hot jolts of raw pleasure shot through my body as I fondled my sex, my eyes glued on the scene of utter degradation unfolding before me.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, yeah,” muttered Bob as his arousal blossomed. “Suck me, you stupid sissy cunt. Make me cum. You're my bitch.” Hearing a fat, clumsy oaf degrade and abuse my husband supercharged my self-lust, making me work my woman-parts with a vigor I had never before experienced. It was incredible! 
 
      
 
    Bob's bloated body jerked back and forth as he pumped his semen into Amber's mouth.  She jerked her head back as he sprayed her with his seed, beginning to retch as she spit the grayish liquid out of her mouth. 
 
      
 
    “Amber!” I shouted, taking a break from playing with myself to admonish my sissy. “What are you doing? You know you're supposed to drink every drop!”

“I'm sorry, mistress,” she said between heaves. “But it's vile!” 
 
      
 
    “How dare you!” I shouted in righteous rage. “Our guest is blessing you with his cum and you're refusing it? You inconsiderate bitch!” I clubbed the side of her head with my fist. For the second time that day she curled up in a ball on the floor and wept. Seeing her in pain was all I needed to activate my orgasm. I pressed my palms against the sides of my head, looked up towards the ceiling, and bellowed like the goddess of evil I am, writhing and shrieking as wave after wave of animal ecstasy poured through me.  
 
      
 
    My head was still spinning when I heard Bob say, “I think I'll go now.”  
 
      
 
    “Whatever,” I said, waving a dismissive hand as I looked up from my position on the carpet. He pulled up his pants and fled, unnerved by his encounter but nonetheless satiated. I wondered if he would tell anyone what happened. If so, would they believe him? 
 
      
 
    Later I chained Amber to the wall of our cellar and beat her till she passed out. Usually I'm not that severe with her, but her crime made such measures necessary. As day turned to night I noticed the pizza still sitting on the kitchen counter. I heated a slice in the microwave and took a bite; it was surprisingly good. Then I realized Amber had never paid for it. “Excellent,” I said with a smile. “Now I have an excuse to punish her again.” 
 
      
 
    Triumphantly Yours, 
 
      
 
    Alexis Royal 
 
      
 
    Chicago, Illinois 
 
      
 
    Dear Alexis, 
 
      
 
    Wonderful letters like yours remind me of why I became a domme in the first place. You exhibit every quality that makes a woman great: malice, cunning, and sheer ruthlessness. Your slave is lucky indeed to have a mistress like you. I wish you all the best in your future endeavors and hope to hear from you again. As for Amber, the next time you whip her, give her a lash just for me. Ta-ta! 
 
      
 
    Mistress Scarlett 
 
    


 
   
  
 

   
 
    SISSY SUFFERS BROKEN HAND FOR DEFYING HER MISTRESS 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
      
 
    Please forgive me for not writing sooner. Mistress caught me playing with myself a few months ago and smashed the bones in my hand with a sledgehammer. I deserved it for disobeying her, of course. But it has taken a while for the swelling to go down so I could send you this note. 
 
      
 
    As Mistress Deborah shared with you in her letter, I am her feminized slave. She controls all aspects of my life, including when I may bathroom myself. I am permitted 60 seconds to pee and have a bowel movement. If I'm not done in that time, then she reinserts my anal plug. She also clamps the tip of my cock so I can't urinate.  
 
      
 
    I'm ashamed to say that I did indeed refuse the pizza man's cum. I was being selfish and thinking only of myself, as usual. Still, I have a stern but fair owner who never lets me get out of line. She has made me into a better slave through her brutal but wise control of my life. 
 
      
 
    Fortunately, I will have the chance to make up for my mistake. Mistress just ordered another pizza and the delivery man will be here soon. I hope it's Bob. This time I will swallow every drop of his wonderful gift, no matter how it tastes.  
 
      
 
    Your Obedient Servant, 
 
      
 
    Sissy Amber 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Amber, 
 
      
 
    Bravo for admitting that you were in the wrong. You sound like a very disobedient slut, hardly worth wasting time on. Luckily, you have a patient, loving mistress who tolerates your atrocious behavior. You should remind yourself constantly of how blessed you are. Were you mine, I would have castrated you a long time ago. Perhaps I will suggest that to your wife. 
 
      
 
    Regards, 
 
      
 
    Mistress Scarlett 
 
    


 
   
  
 

   
 
    TAKE-CHARGE WIFE FEMINIZES CHEATING HUSBAND 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
      
 
    What does a wife do with an unfaithful husband? She turns him into her sissy slave, of course! That’s exactly what I’m doing to Bubbles, formerly named Brad. I’ve deprived her of her freedom and her dignity, and soon I will chop off her balls as well. That may sound cruel, but it’s exactly what she deserves for cheating on me. 
 
      
 
    I met Brad five years ago at a country-western bar called Cowboys and Cowgirls. I was immediately attracted to him, at least on a physical level. He was tall, lean but muscular, and had a handsome, almost pretty face. He wore a 10-gallon hat, rhinestone shirt, new jeans, and cowboy boots. Yeah, I know that sounds like a stereotype, but in those days I fancied my ideal man as a rough and ready type. I’ve learned better since, of course.  
 
      
 
    I was so turned on by Brad’s looks that I gave him a smile and a wink when I caught him looking at me. “Well, hello there, pretty thing,” he said as he slid into the stool next to mine. “Name’s Brad,” he said with a tip of his enormous hat.  
 
      
 
    “Hi,” I said in my sexiest tone. “I’m Angie. Nice to meet you.” 
 
      
 
    “Pleasure’s all mine, darlin’,” he said in a tone that was smooth as suede leather. I felt my face flush and my pulse quicken as I looked him over. He’s a tall drink of water for sure, I thought. And I’m ready to take a sip!  
 
      
 
    Before the night was over, Brad and I made love in the bedroom at his trailer. Two things bothered me about him by that point. One was the Confederate flag hanging from the wall; it screamed ignorance to me. The other was his undersized, slightly soft cock. I like getting hammered by a giant, stone-hard tool, and Brad’s organ was more like a slithery worm.  
 
      
 
    When he came, the goo just kind of drizzled into me, like cream dripping from a malfunctioning milk shake machine. But, when he asked me how it was, I just smiled and said, “it was fine, honey. Just fine.” With that he rolled over and went to sleep, even though I was still yearning for more.  
 
      
 
    To make a long story short, Brad and I got married three months later. No, he didn’t knock me up; I can’t have kids anyway. But I found out he had inherited a nice-sized nest egg when his dad, a millionaire building contractor, died.  
 
      
 
    I made Brad sell his trailer and buy an upscale home in a fancy Dallas neighborhood. He grumbled a little when I urged him to do it, but gave in when I refused to give him sex. That was the first time I realized I could control a man by taking charge of his cock. Most women learn that lesson early in life, but I’ve always been a little naïve. That in turn set the stage for the next part of my story.  
 
      
 
    About a year into our marriage Brad began acting suspiciously. He would stay out late on weeknights and not answer his cell phone when I called. When he finally got home I would ask him where he had been. “Had to work late,” he would always say. 
 
      
 
    “But I called the foreman at the job site,” I would say. “He said you were nowhere around!” 
 
      
 
    “Look, just get off my back, Angie,” he retorted. “I’m tired. By the way, what’s for supper?” 
 
      
 
    As time went on, I noticed other clues that Bad was running around behind my back. I noticed the smell of cheap perfume on his shirts when I washed them. I checked his phone records and saw several calls placed to numbers I didn’t recognize. When I called the numbers they always went to a strange woman’s voice mail.  
 
      
 
    Finally, I decided to follow him one night. I shadowed his pickup truck in my Lexus, staying far enough behind him to prevent tipping him off. That’s when I caught him going to a fancy downtown hotel. I watched with a pair of binoculars as a busty, stern-looking woman in a black leather bustier answered the door and let him enter the room. 
 
      
 
    “That son of a bitch,” I growled. “That dirty, cheating son of a bitch.” 
 
      
 
    I spent the rest of the evening researching my options. My first thought was to divorce Brad, but he had suckered me into signing an ironclad pre-nup which ensured I would walk away from the marriage broke. And I was far from okay with that; after all, I was the victim in the whole sordid affair. Didn’t I deserve some compensation? I considered hiring a hit man to kill him, but I was worried I might get caught and go to prison. In desperation, I turned to the Internet, where I found your web site and learned about forced feminization.  
 
      
 
    “That’s it!” I said, pumping my fist in the air. “I’ll get revenge by turning Brad into a sissy queer!” I spent the rest of the night researching how to transform my cheating hubby into my swishing, submissive, cock-sucking slave. 
 
      
 
    Brad never did come home that night. But he did show up the next morning, mumbled something to me as he devoured breakfast, and went to bed, falling asleep as soon as his head hit the pillow. I fished his cell phone out of his jeans pocket, looking for something I could use against him. That’s when I found the videos he had recorded the previous night. My mouth dropped open as I watched them.  
 
      
 
    What I hadn’t realized the night before was that the woman Brad went to see wasn’t just your average slut. She was a high-rent hooker who spanks and abuses her johns. I pictured showing the recording to his buddies at work. Then I noticed that the lady had “something extra” between her legs. She was a transsexual, what the porn sites call a “shemale.” And she had a huge pecker between her gorgeous legs! Brad gasped as she pounded him with her massive tool.  
 
      
 
    “Please, mistress,” he moaned in the video. “Keep fucking my sissy ass till you split me in two! Punish me for being bad!” Then, after she came, he licked her cum-and-crap-covered pole clean and shiny, making her orgasm again and spry her jism all over his face.  
 
      
 
    She rubbed the sticky brown and gray mess all over his his features with her bulging, purplish cock-head as he knelt before her. Then she pissed all over him as he cowered on the carpet curled up like a baby and crying. 
 
      
 
    “This is better than I could have dreamt,” I said with an evil grin. I uploaded the video to my laptop, then kicked back with a glass of beer and waited for my husband to wake up.  
 
      
 
    Hours later I heard him stirring in the bedroom. As he stumbled out into the hallway I said, “Honey? Could you come into my office, please? I want to ask you something.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah…yeah, sure,” he said. “By the way, you seen my cell phone?” 
 
      
 
    “No, dear,” I said sweetly. “But I did find something else.” 
 
      
 
    “What you talkin’ about?” he said, a tinge of fear in his voice as he entered the room. 
 
      
 
    “Not much,” I said, clicking my mouse to activate the screen. “Just this.” The next several seconds was the greatest moment of my life. The color drained from Brad’s face as he watched himself getting reamed by a chick-with-a-dick. “Oh…oh, god,” he said. The air filled with the sour stench of urine as he pissed his pants. But to me the aroma was as sweet as honey. It signaled the beginning of Brad’s transformation into my sissy slave. 
 
      
 
    “Here’s’ the deal,” I said. “You can still act like a man when you’re at work with your buddies. But, when you’re home with me, you will dress and act like the gutless sissy we both know you are. You’ll wear pretty ladies’ clothes, keep your body smooth, prance about like there’s a dick shoved up your ass, and call me ‘Mistress Angela.’” 
 
      
 
    Bob glared at me. “And what if I say not?” he said. 
 
      
 
    I chuckled. “well, then,” I said gleefully, “I’ll show this video to all your friends and they’ll know your little secret just like I do.”  
 
      
 
    “I could grab that computer now and smash it,” he said defiantly. “Do the same to my phone.” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “Really, honey,” I said. “You should keep up with modern technology.” I nodded at the PC screen. “This wonderful performance of yours is already stored safely in the cloud, where I can hold it over your head forever. So, your chances of getting out of this thorny dilemma are as tiny as your slimy little penis. Face it, Bubbles; you’re screwed, and not in a good way.” 
 
      
 
    “’Bubbles?’” he repeated. “Who’s Bubbles?” 
 
      
 
    I laughed long and hard, then said, “Silly girl; YOU are Bubbles, of course! That’s your slave name! I chose it because it sounds like something a stupid bimbo would call herself. And let’s face it. You are one stupid bimbo indeed.”  
 
      
 
    He fell on his ass and sat on the floor at my feet, his eyes turning to glass as the reality of what I was saying sank into his slow-witted mind. I watched as his facial expressions showed terror, then panic, and, at last, hopeless despair. It was not only the most beautiful but the most powerfully erotic thing I have ever seen. In that moment, Mistress, Scarlett, I knew I was born to be a dominant woman.  
 
      
 
    “Okay, then,” I said as I turned away from him to look at my computer. “Let’s start picking out your new wardrobe, Bubbles.” I spent the next hour selecting panties, stockings, bras, dresses, high heels, purses, and other items. It was a little hard at first picking out sizes to fit Brad, but I found a helpful conversion chart on a crossdressing web site that made the job easy.  
 
      
 
    The last item I chose was a male chastity cage. I liked it because it has spikes at the tip designed to sink into the wearer’s glans should he ever have an erection. I ordered Brad to put it on when it arrived from Amazon a few days later. Then I made him get down on his knees and bow before me as I said, “Well, Bubbles, say goodbye to your manhood. Now you’re mine forever.” 
 
      
 
    Most Truly Yours, 
 
      
 
    Angela LeCroy  
 
      
 
    Dallas, Texas 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Angela,

I’m glad you realized your dominance in time to put your worthless husband in his place. And congratulations on the choice of sissy name. “Bubbles” is perfect. It combines smuttiness, stupidity, and submissiveness in one glorious package. I would love to hear all about how you broke his mind and transformed his body, so please feel free to write me again. Best of luck and thanks so very much for your letter!  
 
      
 
    Affectionately, 
 
      
 
    Mistress Scarlett 
 
    


 
   
  
 

   
 
    FORMER CHEATING HUSBAND, NOW SERVILE SLAVE, DESCRIBES HER LIFE AS A FEMINIZED BIMBO 
 
      
 
    Dear Mistress Scarlett, 
 
      
 
    My name is Sissy Bubbles. I am the feminized slave of my wife, Mistress Angela. She has ordered me to tell you what my life is like, now that I have lost my manhood and become a humiliated sissy cocksucker.  
 
      
 
    As mistress shared in her letter, she found the video of a transgender domme using mw for her pleasure. That woman’s name is Mistress Priscilla. My wife contacted her shortly after she ordered my new wardrobe to assist her in feminizing me. Mistress Priscilla said she would be delighted to help in my sissy training, but would require a fee of $17,000.00.  
 
      
 
    Mistress Angela ordered me to use the funds I had been saving for a new deep-sea fishing boat. I went to the bank to withdraw the money dressed as a woman. The clerk, a long-time guy friend of mine named Nick, saw me in drag and snickered. “Wow, Brad! Is that really you? Man, you look ridiculous!” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” I said, beginning to sob. “Angela is turning me into her transvestite slave. She has ordered me to turn the money in my savings account over to her.” 
 
      
 
    Nick snorted. “I always figured you were secretly gay, Brad. All the guys did. What’s your female name, by the way?” 
 
      
 
    “Bubbles,” I said, my face turning red as I hung my head in shame. 
 
      
 
    “Hah!” shouted Nick. Then he called the bank secretary over to his station. She’s a hot Hispanic woman with huge breasts and great legs. I used to flirt with her back when I was a man. Her name is Olivia. “You got to get a look at this!” Nick said to her as she approached. “Brad’s wife has turned him into a crossdressing queer!” 
 
      
 
    Olivia stood there eyeing me head to toe, trying to suppress a smile. Then she burst out laughing. “I’ll say this, Brad,” she said, “you’re almost as ugly as a woman as you were when you were a man!” 
 
      
 
    “Stop, stop!” I cried, burying my face in my hands. “Don’t be mean to me! Please!” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, so weepy!” said Olivia. “Must be this bitch’s time of the month!” She took out a couple of quarters out of her purse, throwing them at me. One of the coins hit me in the forehead. The other slapped against my throat, making me cough and wheeze. “There’s fifty cents, sweetie,” she said. “There’s a tampon dispenser in the ladies’ room. Go buy one!”  
 
      
 
    By this point other customer were laughing and pointing at me. The branch manager, a tall guy with muscles, walked over. “You shore are purty, miss,” he said to me. “How ‘bout we go on a date?” Nick and Olivia guffawed and the three of them high-fived each other.  
 
      
 
    I finally got the money, but only after enduring a half hour of vicious humiliation. I tucked the funds in my new purse and scampered from the bank like a frightened mouse. When I got outside I looked for my pickup truck, only to remember that my wife was driving it now. She had found a used pink Prius at a car lot and gave it to me to run errands around town. I started the engine and drove home, terrified to think about what awaited me there.  
 
      
 
    When I got back I saw a champagne-colored Cadillac parked in the driveway. My blood ran cold as I realized it was Mistress Priscilla’s car. As I walked into the living room I saw both her and Mistress Angela standing there, smirking at me. “Well,” said my former domme, “Hello again, Brad. Your wife here has been telling me some interesting things about you.” She looked at Angela. “Right, dear?” she said with a wink. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, indeed,” said my wife, approaching me. “Hand over the money, Bubbles,” she said. “Let’s get the financial details out of the way first.”  
 
      
 
    At that point something arose within me. Maybe it was a tiny sliver of my dying manliness. Maybe it was pure terror. I clutched the purse under my arm and turned to run away. But I had only taken a couple of steps before Mistress Priscilla leapt through the air and onto my back. She clamped her forearm across my neck, choking off my breath. I struggled furiously, but after a few seconds my strength evaporated and I collapsed to the floor.  
 
      
 
    “Excellent, Priscilla!” said Angela, snatching my purse away and fishing out the cash to give to the other woman. “Now let’s drag this worthless creature to the basement.” Each of the women grabbed one of my ankles and began pulling me across the living room and down the long, dark stairs that led to the cellar. My head smashed into each step as I descended into all-consuming blackness.  
 
      
 
    I don’t have enough courage to tell you all the things that happened to me down there, Mistress Scarlett. I know the women kept me there for three days and refused to let me sleep. They used the tools from my workshop to clamp my nipples, blister my balls, and staple my cock to my thigh. They forced me to prance around in high heels while they whistled and stomped and told me to “do it like a woman.” Mistress Priscilla fucked my tight little ass countless times while I lay helpless and chained across a work table. Mistress Angela suspended me from the ceiling and whipped me with my own belt.  
 
      
 
    At some point my will to resist collapsed. I knew my old life was over forever when my wife asked me, “who are you, slave?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m a worthless slave named Bubbles, a cock-craving slut who exists only to serve my owners,” I said in a quiet, defeated voice.  
 
      
 
    After I surrendered to the women they became gentle. They took me upstairs to a bedroom where they nursed my wounds and gave me bread and a little water. They let me sleep for a while, then shaved all the hair from my body, following up the razor with all kinds of fragrant oils and lotions. They slipped fishnet hose up my legs and dressed me in a lovely bra. They taught me to walk in heels, put a gorgeous blond wig on my head, adorned me in makeup, and praised me when I sucked Mistress Priscilla’s cock to orgasm. I licked it clean and swallowed every drop, just like a good sissy should.  
 
      
 
    After a week of intense training I signed the suicide note Mistress Angela wrote out, using my old male name. Now my wife has all my money. As for the man I used to be, he is dead, both to the world and to me. I serve my wonderful owner with loving devotion, even when she punishes my balls with a cattle prod or sticks needles in my cock. I am a lucky sissy and would never trade my new identity for anything in the world. 
 
      
 
    Your Obedient Servant, 
 
      
 
    Sissy Bubbles 
 
      
 
    Dear Bubbles, 
 
      
 
    Your story should serve as a message to men everywhere. We women know you’re brainless sissies. That’s why we work so hard to control you. So stop resisting and just give in to the dominant female in your life. You’ll save yourself endless pain and possibly even enjoy a little pleasure. Either way, we ladies will win in the end. We always do. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Scarlett 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

   
 
    SISSY DESCRIBES BEING FORCIBLY FEMINIZED AND AUCTIONED OFF 
 
      
 
    SPECIAL NOTE: I MUST ADMIT TO TAKING A LITTLE EDITORIAL LICENSE WITH THIS LETTER, DEAR READERS. I HAD TO PIECE TOGETHER THE ACCOUNT USING HAND-SCRAWLED NOTES LEFT BEHIND BY THE SISSY AND DIRECT TESTIMONY FROM THE MISTRESS WHO TRAINED HER. HOWEVER, I THINK YOU WILL AGREE THE RESULTS ARE WELL WORTH THE EFFORT. NOW IF ONLY I CAN FIND OUT WHAT HAPPENED TO POOR ANGELA.  
 
    -SR 
 
      
 
     “Very nice,” said the billionaire oil tycoon to my mistress. “Her legs are smooth and silky, her breasts full and pert, and her face utterly devoid of intelligence. I like the fact that you made her blonde.” His expression turned to a skeptical frown as he said, “How are her cock sucking skills, though?” 
 
    “She’s an accomplished cock sucker,” said Mistress Ramona. “Aren’t you, Angela?” She looked at me. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Ramona,” I said, blushing. “I love sucking a big, manly cock and feeling it cum in my mouth.” 
 
    Mistress Ramona nodded. “And what do you do with the man’s seed?” she asked. 
 
    “I drink every drop, Mistress Ramona,” I said eagerly. “Just like a good sissy should.” 
 
    The billionaire nodded. “Normally I would request proof of those claims,” he said to mistress. “However, I’m familiar with your reputation. So, I will take your word for it. I’ll start the bidding at $50,000 US.” 
 
    “I’ll bid $60,000!” said the gangster, a vicious-looking man with a scar running down one cheek. 
 
    “Is the slave trained in eating pussy?” asked the female media mogul, a tall, beautiful African-American woman dressed in a grey business suit. 
 
    Mistress Ramona smiled and stroked her crotch with her left hand. “I will personally testify for her cunnilingus abilities.” She looked at me again. “The merchandise loves eating pussy. Isn’t that right, Angela?” she said. 
 
    My poor confused brain spun with the stress of trying to answer a second question so soon after the first. “I…” I shook my head as my mind went blank. “I’m sorry, Mistress Ramona,” I said. “I’m already confused.”  
 
    A hearty round of laughter erupted from the bidders. “She’s a bimbo ditz, all right,” said the gangster. “How did you make her so damn stupid?” 
 
     “I destroyed her mind with intense torture and humiliation,” said mistress in a matter-of-fact tone. “Now all she can think about is pretty clothes and pleasing her owner. What little brain is left is too weak and confused to do anything else. Isn’t that right, Angela?” She said. 
 
    My face turned red with shame as I dropped my head low. “Yes, mistress,” I said. “I’m a brainless bimbo.” 
 
    “Exceptional!” shouted the billionaire. “$150,000!” 
 
    The gangster approached me, a Cuban Corona smoldering in his left hand as he looked me up and down. “$200,000,” he said, blowing smoke in my face.  
 
    I coughed and looked away. “Please, sir!” I whined. My sissy lungs are far too weak to handle cigar smoke!” 
 
    His face became a mask of rage as he drew back his right hand. “Sassy little cunt,” he growled. “I’ll teach ya some manners!” I squealed in terror and covered my face, cowering for the blow. But mistress’s massive bodyguard Lance leapt forward, locking his vice-like fingers around the gangster’s wrist and holding it immobile. 
 
    “What the fuck?!?” the enraged killer shouted. His half-smoked cigar fell to the floor as his left hand reached into his jacket.  
 
    “Stop!” mistress shouted. The killer froze in place as mistress shoved the barrel of a Beretta 9mm pistol against the back of the man’s skull.  
 
    “Mr. Tagliero,” she said in a cold, quiet voice, “I advise you to calm down – now.” 
 
    “But that bitch back-talked me!” he snapped in protest, glaring at me like a rabid bulldog eyeing a lost kitten. 
 
    “That she did,” said mistress. “But you know the rules: no misbehaving during the auction and no abusing the merchandise prior to purchase.” She inserted her pistol back into her purse. I breathed a sigh of relief for a moment till I saw her produce another object from the bag. My heart clutched in my chest. It was a stun gun! 
 
    She handed the weapon to Mr. Tagliero. “Use this on her,” she said. “I inserted needles into her testes when she first arrived here. Over time the flesh has grown around them, but they’re still quite sensitive to electrical voltage.” 
 
    “Now THAT is a good idea!” said the gangster, his meat paw closing around the torture device. I shrieked and tried to run away. But the guard who had saved me from being shot moments before now held me in a crushing bear hug from behind.  
 
    Tagliero pressed the business end of the gun into my crotch. The bidders laughed and applauded as a pitiful cry of agony issued from my throat. Jolts of miniature lightning ignited an electrical storm in my shriveled, mutilated balls. The air filled with the stench of burning flesh and the crackling sound of electricity gone wild.  
 
    “Listen to it scream! The sound is magnificent!” shouted the female media mogul. “$200,000!” 
 
    “250,000!” countered the billionaire.  
 
    “I’ll make it $300,000,” chimed in the gangster. “But you’ll have to throw in this stun gun! I’m going to use it on her every morning!” 
 
    My legs buckled as Tagliero pressed the torture device deep into my soft, yielding flesh. The bodyguard released his grip and I fell into a heap on the floor, like a marionette with its strings cut by a sadistic puppet master. I looked up at the mobster as he towered over me, an evil grin on his face.  
 
    “Is… Is it over?” I asked, a faint glimmer of hope flickering within my soul. 
 
    “Fuck no, bitch,” he said as he got down on one knee. “In fact, it’s only just begun.” He pulled my red satin panties down my thighs and pressed the stun gun into my exposed testicles. I shrieked and wept and pleaded for mercy that I knew would never come.  
 
    The pain radiated like a million merciless pinpricks jabbing themselves into every nerve of my body. My limbs flayed as I flopped around chaotically, like a fish ripped out of its watery home by a sadistic fisherman and thrown onto the hard, cold ground to die of suffocation. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I moaned. “I’m sorry.” My brain clouded over as I slipped into shock. Then merciful blackness washed over me. The last thing I saw before passing out was mistress standing nearby and smiling in approval. 
 
    *** 
 
    “Wake up, sleepy head!” My mistress’s voice cut through the fog in my brain. I blinked my eyes and looked up from the floor where I was lying. The stench of urine filled my nostrils as I looked at my still-exposed groin and saw I had voided my bladder.  
 
    “Yes, you soiled yourself,” said mistress. “Normally I would punish you severely, but I’m in such a good mood that I’ll forgive you.” She held a giant wad of cash in her hand that she showed to me. “$800,000.00, my pet! That’s the price you fetched tonight! And it’s in cash, so I needn’t report any of it to the authorities.” 
 
    “I’m glad to hear it, mistress,” I said as I struggled to my feet. “I’m sorry I disappointed you. I didn’t want to anger the bidder, but my pathetic sissy lungs are as weak and gutless as the rest of me.” 
 
    “Never mind that for now, my dear,” said mistress. “I’ve drawn a bath for you. Clean yourself up and I will shave your body head-to-toe. “Then you may have a little ice cream for fetching such a good price.” 
 
    “Mistress!” I said. “That’s so wonderful of you! Normally you only permit me treats on my birthday!” 
 
    “I know,” she said. “It’s for your own good, of course. Nobody wants a fat sissy.” She gave me a gentle smile. “But you’ll be leaving me tomorrow So I decided to indulge you.” 
 
    “If I may ask,” I said, my voice quivering, “did the gangster purchase me?” 
 
    “How perceptive of you!” mistress said. “Why, yes he did.” 
 
    “I understand,” I said, my heart heavy with despair as my worst fears were realized. “I will do my best to please my new owner.” 
 
    “I have no doubt of it,” she said. “But we will discuss those things later. Go take your bath!” She snapped her fingers in my face. “Hurry!” 
 
    “Yes mistress!” I said, looking forward to soaking for a while in the relaxing waters. After I bathed, mistress carefully removed every follicle of hair from my body, using hair removing cream followed by close application of a ladies’ razor. Then she let me sit in her comfy padded chair while she did my nails!  
 
    The thought of serving a cruel crime lord nagged at my mind, casting a shadow over the tiny scrap of joy I felt about mistress’s newfound compassion. Still, a feminized slave must be grateful for whatever small tokens of kindness she receives. So I decided to live in the moment and not worry about the future.  
 
    That night I slept on a feather-filled mattress. It was heavenly! 
 
    The next day mistress had me stand on a pedestal, the kind brides use when being fitted for a wedding gown. She inspected my body, feeling my silicone-enhanced breasts and my rounded ass cheeks to make sure they were firm and shapely. She slid a gargantuan dildo up my ass, the same one she had used to rape me repeatedly when my sissy training first began three years before. In those days the flagpole-like object had ruptured my sphincter. But now I accepted its prodigious girth with ease.  
 
    “Good girl!” mistress said with delight.” You’ve come so far since I first acquired you!” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress Ramona,” I said, my cheeks flushing with pride.  
 
    Later that day I stood alongside the island’s airfield, a small pink suitcase beside me. I wore a red mini-skirt, black pumps that showed off my gorgeous legs, and a white silk top with pretty buttons running up the middle. Delicate, lacy frills encircled the neckline and the cuffs of the long sleeves. My blond hair was freshly shampooed and fell in cascades over my shoulders. One of mistress’s cosmetician slaves had applied my cosmetics and mistress herself had dabbed perfume behind each of my earlobes. I smelled like honeysuckles.  
 
    I looked at myself in the mirror of my makeup compact. I’m gorgeous! I thought.  
 
     “I’m so happy for you,” said mistress as she stood beside me. “You made such an awful fuss those first six months, shouting about your so-called ‘rights’ and telling me you would never submit to my gentle tutelage.” 
 
    I dropped my eyes in shame. “Yes, mistress,” I said. “I was so confused in those days. I really believed that I was once a 20 year old college student whom you had abducted. To think I could ever have enough of a mind to go to school!” 
 
    “Yes,” mistress agreed. “You were quite deluded in those days.” 
 
    “You were so patient and wonderful, though,” I said. “I know now that all the  torture and humiliation you inflicted on me was for my own good. I just had to let go of my stupid delusions.”  
 
     “In the end you saw the light,” she said. “That’s all that matters.” She glanced at her watch. “It’s up to your new owners to figure out how to split you in two.” 
 
    I gave her a puzzled look, my brainwashed bimbo mind struggling to understand what she was saying. “Please forgive my stupidity, mistress,’ I said. “May I ask what you mean?” 
 
     “I won’t burden you with the math,” she told me. “I’m sure the clients will sort it out.” 
 
    “Please, mistress,” I whined, my fear returning. “Please tell this mindless sissy what you’re talking about!” 
 
    She sighed and gave me a sad look. “It happens sometimes,” she said. “Two buyers let their egos run away with them and they get into a bidding war. It’s my fault, I suppose,” she said. “I out-did myself in forcing you to feminize.” She shook her head and started to walk away, leaving me standing there.  
 
    My fear was morphing into full-blown panic. My eyes teared up. “Please, mistress!” I called out to her as she abandoned me. “Please explain what you mean!”  
 
    She stopped for a moment and looked back. “The billionaire and the gangster each own 50% of you. Neither could out-bid the other. So, in the end, they struck a deal. I’m not sure how they intend to divide you, since they’re not the kind who share. But I’m sure they will find a way.”  
 
    Mistress pointed towards the sky. “Look! Here comes one of their planes now!” she said, then waved goodbye and walked back towards the compound.  Terror overwhelmed me as I watched the jet touch down, wondering which of my owners had arrived and how he planned to “divide” me with the other winner… 
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    Thanks for buying this book. Mistress Scarlett appreciates all her loyal readers. You can browse all of her sizzling-hot Amazon titles at this site. Enjoy! 
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