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Steve Becomes Stephanie: How I used Force to Feminize my Employee

“You will never cum again.”

No matter how many times I tell that to a new slave I never get tired of saying it.  The best part is watching my victim’s face, as his expression changes from shock and anger to acceptance of his hopeless and humiliated condition.  Just thinking about it makes my clit throb!

My name is Chastity (how’s that for irony?).  I’m a 50 year old woman originally from Singapore.  I own a San Francisco-based company that manufactures sex toys and gadgets, including cock cages.  My products range from simple plastic tubes that keep the penis relatively unchanged to exquisitely painful models that punish the wearer for even the slightest hard-on.  

Business is booming, as more and more women discover the benefits of forcing their husbands and boyfriends to stay chaste.  When a man loses control of his cock he goes through a change not unlike a dog who has had his balls snipped.  His testosterone-fueled toughness fades away, replaced by a meek compliance with the woman’s every demand.  

Over time he comes to accept further feminization techniques like keeping his body smooth, wearing makeup, and foregoing football and other sports for cross-stitching and chick flicks.  In short, he becomes the ideal partner for today’s breed of powerful, decisive woman.

Over the past few months I have had the pleasure of feminizing my most recent hire, a talented graphic designer named Steve.  I hired him right out of college after seeing his portfolio; he does amazing things with web pages.  Sadly, he also knew he was talented, which made him insist on a high salary and full benefits.  I agreed to his demands up front, knowing that I would have him working for free before things were over.

My first step was to contact his girlfriend without his knowledge.  I told her that Steve had been looking at porn while on the job, and that I thought she had the right to know what kind of man he really was.  I also let it slip that he preferred gay images to those of women.  I told her that I had peeked into his laptop case once and found a pair of black satin panties tucked away in a corner.

At first she refused to believe me; she said that she knew Steve well and that he would never be interested in those things.  “Fine,” I said.  “But do yourself a favor and give his briefcase a good look-see the next time he’s over.”  

I of course planted the “evidence” I wanted her to find in a side compartment that Steve never used.  When his girl saw the naughty things I had hidden there she went berserk and dumped his ass.  She even called to thank me for telling her about his hidden side!

“My pleasure,” I told her.  “But do me a favor, please.  Steve is good at his job and I don’t want to lose him.  So don’t tell him I ratted him out, okay?”  Being the stupid, trusting cunt that she is, she instantly agreed.

The next day Steve showed up at the office, red-eyed from crying most of the night.  Seeing him in pain made my pussy throb with arousal, but I kept my composure as I invited him into my office to talk.

“It’s my girlfriend,” he told me between sobs.  “She thinks I’m a pervert, and I can’t convince her otherwise.”

I plastered my best “I feel your pain” smile on my face and gave him a hug to console him.  “I’m so sorry to hear that, Steve,” I said.  “Please let me know if I can help in any way.’

That step accomplished two of my goals at once.  First, it made Steve emotionally vulnerable.  Second, it made him dependent on me.  Once my claws were dug into him I started sinking them deeper.  A few nights later I invited him out for drinks.  What I didn’t tell him at the time was that the place we were to meet is one of San Francisco’s most decadent gay clubs.

Steve showed up right on time.  He was a little hesitant about staying, especially when he saw a male couple fucking on the stage.  “Oh, don’t let it bother you, silly!”  I said.  “After all, you work for a sex-oriented business; these people are our clientele!”

Slowly Steve relaxed and we began to talk.  Then, a few minutes later, the next part of my plan unfolded.  A friend of mine, Sheila, happened by our table and asked if she could sit with us. 

Of course!” I said.  “Pull up a chair!”

Steve instantly perked up.  You see, Sheila is drop-dead gorgeous.  She has luscious legs that go on forever and boobs that would make a dead men cum.  She’s a hot redhead with freckles all over her body, and she wears skimpy skirts and low-cut tops that leave little to the imagination.

Oh, I almost forgot – Sheila is a shemale.  Her dick is big enough to choke a horse, though she keeps it discreetly tucked when she’s out on the town.  She’s also sexually dominant; she loves nothing better than fucking men in the ass, especially if they have never had anal sex before.  She says they always squirm from the pain of having her massive shaft deep inside their bodies, which makes her orgasm all the more intense.

Steve had no idea of Sheila’s true gender, however; he thought she was a genetic female.  So I let the two of them chat while I went around the club socializing.  In about an hour he tracked me down, grinning ear to ear like the cat who swallowed the canary.  “Sheila asked me to come home with her,” he said.  “She says she has a ‘big surprise’ she wants to share with me.  Mind if we split up for the night?”

“Absolutely not!” I said.  “You two go have fun!  She’s a great girl.”

“Thank you, Chastity!” he said, then left with Sheila a few minutes later.  I had to force myself not to laugh as I pictured him seeing his date’s “big surprise.”

The next day Steve called in to say he would be a few minutes late.  When he finally walked through the door I noticed two things.  First, he was wearing the same clothes from the night before.  Second, he was walking as if his back was in pain.  In fact, he asked if I could loan him a cushion to sit in while he worked.  “My hemorrhoids flared up on me,” he said.  

“No problem,” I said as I handed him a satin pillow from the office closet.  “By the way, how did things go with Sheila last night?”

“Um – fine,” he said.  Then he took the cushion and scampered away like a frightened mouse.  Once more I smiled, knowing that it was almost time to spring the trap.

I let him work the rest of the week in blissful ignorance.  Then, when Friday came, he asked for his paycheck.  “Let’s talk in private,” told him, motioning him towards my office.  “Go ahead and have a seat in there.  I’ll be right along.”  Steve gave me a confused look, but he did as I said.

I let him stew for nearly half an hour before joining him.  When I walked in he gave me a hard glare.  “Look, Chastity,” he said, “I appreciate your friendship and all, but I need my check!”

“All in good time, my boy,” I said.  I took a seat behind my desk, pointed towards the flat screen TV on the far wall, and said, “watch this video first.’  As I touched a remote control button the screen sprang to life.  

I watched Steve’s face as he saw the recording of himself being fucked by Sheila at her apartment a few nights before.  “Oh, oh god,” his image cried out.  “Fuck me, baby!  Please!  I want all your hard cock in me!”

“Are you queer, doll?” Sheila said.

“Ohh yes, I’m queer as they come!  I never knew having a man inside of me could feel this good!”

I watched Steve’s face turn pale.  Then his head dropped into his hands.  I heard aching sobs as he began to weep.  My clit tingled at the sound.

“My friend Sheila recorded your little session,” I told Steve as I stood to my feet.  Circling my desk, I went over to him, wrapping my arm across his shoulder.  “How horrible it would be if your family back in Kansas saw this nasty little episode – not to mention that girl you’re still hoping will come back to you.”

Steve turned his head towards me.  “You win,” he said.  “What do you want?”

“Oh, not much,” I said, walking away from him and to a cabinet.  “Just three things: first, you now work for free.  I will pay your rent, have food delivered to your apartment, and pay your utilities and other necessities.  But you will never again have a penny in your pocket.  You will be totally dependent on me; understood?”

Steve nodded meekly.

“Good,” I said.  “Now my second condition: you may continue to call yourself Steve during the week.  But, as soon as Friday night rolls around, you become Stephanie.  Sheila and I will feminize your body, and you will serve as a cock-sucking cum dumpster for some well-hung clients of ours.  Understood?”

This time he almost objected.  Then I reminded him of the video.  Once more, he nodded his acquiescence.

“Good girl, Stephanie,” I said.  Then I reached into the cabinet, retrieving a glimmering chrome object from it.  I held it out so Steve/Stephanie could see it.  She gasped.

In my hand I clutched the Manhood Destroyer.  It’s a special chastity device that’s illegal to sell in most countries.  It doesn’t simply restrain the male organ and testicles.  It uses springs and sharpened surfaces to gradually turn them into useless pieces of flesh that will ultimately require castration.

I saw a dark stain appear in my employee’s crotch and spread through his slacks.  “I would be terrified too if I were you,” I said, tossing the torture device at him.  “Now be a good girl and put it on.  You’ll have a few months before you’re drugged and shipped overseas to be castrated.  If you’re lucky you might even have an orgasm or two before your testes are chopped off.”  As his face filled with despair, I gave him an evil grin and said,” Then, my dear, sweet Stephanie, you will never cum again.”

Sadist Wife, Sissy Husband

I love to watch my boyfriend Mark fuck my sissy husband.  What I don’t love, though, is the thought that my pathetic spouse might enjoy the experience.  Fortunately, I have a simple fix for this dilemma.  I rub my hubby’s ass with sandpaper till his flesh is raw and red.  I work the gritty material into his cheeks and sphincter. Then Mark inserts his giant man-stick and applies his full weight with each thrust. 

That makes the sex pure hell for my poor husband and sheer heaven for me.  I love to hear him scream as my well-hung lover pounds him like a slab of beef.  Sometimes I cum from the sound alone!

As you’ve probably already guessed, I’m a sadist.  I met my spouse Jim – actually, Jennifer is his name now – at a single’s bar on the posh side of town 18 months ago.  In fact, tonight is our first wedding anniversary.  I was cruising for financially successful men when he caught my eye.  

The first thing I noticed was the way his eyes darted back and forth as his shaky hands lifted his drink to his lips.  Long ago I learned how to spot shy, insecure men in a crowd; and my target was saying volumes about his inner fears and weaknesses.

I felt my pussy tingle as I approached Jim; weak men have always turned me on.  I smiled as I sat next beside him at his table.  His eyes grew wide as they drank in my beauty, and I knew that he was falling into my trap.

I should take a moment to describe myself.  I’m a buxom blond with old-fashioned curves like Marilyn Monroe, ruby-red lips that need no makeup, and cool green eyes that make men’s hearts skip a beat.  That night I wore a black skirt that revealed plenty, especially when I crossed my long, silky legs.  Poor Jim couldn’t resist me!

“So,” I said, in my most seductive voice, “are you going to buy me a drink, or should I shift my attention to one of the other lonely men in this place?”

Jim’s mouth dropped open.  He tried to speak, but could manage only garbled sounds.  Finally he regained the ability to form words.  “Uh – sure,” he said, stammering as he did so.  “Name’s Jim, by the way. W-what would you like?”

Your money, you sad little man; that’s what I want: your money, I thought to myself.  But I knew better than to say those words.  “Red wine would be perfect,” I said sweetly.

As Jim raised his hand to get the waitress’s attention I gave him a quick once-over.  I noted the tailored jacket, the expensive shirt cuffs, and the glimmering gold watch.  A girl can learn everything about a guy from those sorts of clues.  I also noticed his small hands, slender waist, and soft facial features.  I guessed that he was a runner, or maybe a swimmer, though his build was much too slight to be that of a weightlifter.  Excellent, I thought.  He will make a splendid sissy.

You should know that I’m a woman with powerful urges. I crave money and the things it can buy.  I love being showered with gifts and receiving utter devotion from my lovers.  But, above all, I enjoy dominating and feminizing men. I suppose it may have something to do with my abusive father, and the way he treated my mom and I during my childhood.  He showed me that men are scum; but he also taught me that they are stupid and easy to control – if you know the right tricks.  

Dear old dad is long dead now; someone tampered with his car one evening while he was in a bar.  Later that night he went flying off a seaside cliff and landed a giant rock far below.  The cops never found out who rigged the vehicle.  But I’ll spare you the details of that story.  For now, let me return to how I trapped my husband.

Mark and I chatted at the club for a few minutes.  He talked about himself a lot, as all men do, while I nodded and sipped my wine.  Then I felt his hand slide over my knee and across my inner thigh.  His touch sickened me, but I pretended otherwise.  

“Why, sir,” I said to him.  “You act like a man who knows what he wants - and isn’t afraid to take it.” I wrapped his fingers in mine, pushing them further up my leg.

“That’s me, baby,” he said, his voice thick and slow from the effects of his drinking.  “I’ve got it all.  Want to see it?”

“Hmm….,” I said, giving him a wary look.  “I don’t know…” The color ran from Jim’s face as I spoke.  “Well….okay,” I said at last.  “Let’s go back to your place and you can show me your manhood.”

Jim leapt from the table so fast I thought he would go into orbit.  In a rush the two of us were in a taxi and on the way to his penthouse apartment.  During the ride I let him fondle me a little, but pushed him away when he tried touching my breasts.  This inflamed his passions even more, and I watched the bulge between his legs turn into a boulder.

Every dominant woman has a different style for capturing her victim.  Some leap on the target like a leopardess, tearing and ripping into the tender flesh with blinding fury.  Others, myself for instance, are more subtle in their approach.  I’m more akin to a spider who gradually wraps its victim in a shiny gossamer web.  I take time to relish the creature’s terror and despair before enjoying my meal.  

So that night I let Jim fuck me with his little toy, while I wrapped my legs around his waist and pulled him towards me, biting his chest and leaving red welts on his skin.  He thought it was because I was turned on.  In reality, I was like the spider weaving its trap.

Mercifully, it took Jim only a couple of minutes to finish his business.  Then he rolled over on his back, breathing hard as he said, “how was it, baby?  I’ll bet you never have anything that good, did you?”

I lay there with a smile on my face, as I let the quietness of the room answer for me.

“Well?” he said moments later, “It was good, wasn’t it?” I said nothing.

“Look, it was great!” he said, rolling over to face me.  “Tell me so!”

I gave him a quick smile and a sad look.  “It was fine, honey,” I said, tucking my palms behind my head and looking up at him.  “It was….it was fine.”

Jim’s snarl vanished, replaced by a forlorn look.  “Y-you didn’t like it?” he said, with the cutest little whimper in his voice.

I touched his cheek with the back of my fingers, stroking it gently.  “I know you tried, Jimmy,” I said.  “That’s all that matters.”

Jim quivered.  He wrapped his arms around his shallow chest and dropped his head.  Then he closed his eyes, and I saw a single tear roll down his cheek.  I’ve got him! I thought.  He’s mine forever.

Then a fire roared to life in my cunt, one that swept a blazing path through my body. No! I thought.  Don’t let him see you getting off on his pain!

Luckily, at that point he turned away from me and sat up, gazing into the still darkness.  That gave me the precious moments I needed.  I shuddered, clenching the bed covers in a vise-like grip as waves of ecstasy swept through my body. 

Then I made my one mistake: I gasped.  Jim turned back to me.  “Was that you, baby?” he said, a trace of hope in his tone.  “Did you cum?”

My mind raced for an answer.  Then, with a flash of inspiration, I gave him the perfect response.  “No, honey,” I said.  “It was just a yawn, that’s all.”  

I turned away from him.  “I’m going to sleep, Jim,” I said.  “I’ll stay here for the night.  Tomorrow you can make me breakfast.”

The web was spun, the fly was caught, and the bonds were in place.  The only thing left to do was to inject my venom, which I would do over the next six months.  I drifted off into slumber land, dreaming of the fun to come…

I no longer have to endure Jim’s dull-witted fucking skills.  That’s because he no longer has a cock.  I shipped him off to an overseas clinic right after our wedding.  There they performed a penectomy; that’s the medical term for surgically removing a penis.  

I also had the doctor remove his balls.  The staff asked if I wanted my husband to have a vagina.  That’s the usual next step for transgendered women, after all.  But I told them “no.”  A vagina would still allow Jim (let’s refer to him as Jennifer from now on, shall we?) to still cum, and I wanted to take that away from him forever.  

Jennifer will never have an orgasm again.  A catheter runs from her bladder to allow her to urinate.  The clinic used narrow tubing, so it takes Jennifer forever to piss; the poor thing. 

The surgeon gave my spouse breasts.  They’re massive DD hooters.  Along with her platinum blond hair, copious amounts of makeup, and collagen-injected lips, they make her look like a cheap streetwalker.  Once she was back in the States I complimented her on the boob job.  Then I pierced her pretty little nipples with fishing hooks.  The wounds healed, but the barbs are permanently imbedded.  They’re fun to twist; at least I think so.

Sometimes I catch Jennifer rubbing her mutilated crotch against a table leg, in a desperate attempt to feel sexual pleasure.  I used to punish her for this behavior.  But now I just laugh at the utter futility of her efforts.

All in all, you might say that I’m living the ideal life for a sadistic bitch like myself.  And you would be right.  But I’ve kept you long enough.  I hear stirrings in the next room.  That means that my lover Mark is getting ready to ride Jennifer once more.  Let me open the door a crack, so you can hear her screams…

“OH, OH DEAR GOD, PLEASE, MARK!  PLEASE, NOT AGAIN!  IT HURTS SO BAD! PLEASE!  IT’S TOO BIG!  IT’S TOO BIG!”

LOL, I love that sound!  I’m a lucky wife, aren’t I?

Feminized by a Female Cop

“Do you know what it feels like to have a nightstick shoved up your ass, sissy?” she said, running the edge of her weapon along the rim of my butt.  My nerves jumped with pleasure, but I was so scared that I barely noticed.  

“No mam,” I said to her.

“Well, you’re about to find out.”

Seconds later I learned what it feels like to be impaled on a flag pole.  

Two months earlier, just before Mistress Lopez enslaved and feminized me, I was just another smart-aleck driver who thought he could drive as fast as he pleased.  It was a typical summer day in southern California.  As usual, I was late for work, and I was trying to make up for that fact by driving 65 in a 45 mph zone.  

I cursed when I saw the red lights in my rearview mirror.  “What the fuck?” I muttered as I pulled over.

I reached for my driver’s license and registration, then waited to see what kind of human being would emerge from the cruiser behind me.  I expected the usual tough-guy cop with a giant belly and crooked cap.  But instead I had the pleasure of watching the hottest woman I have ever seen in my life get out of that cop car!  

She was tall and tan, with a shape that filled out her uniform so nicely that my heart pounded as she swaggered to my car.  Her raven hair was pinned back, showing off her slightly upturned nose and wide, sensuous lips.  She wore sunglasses with mirror frames that hid her eyes, which I found out later are almond-shaped and colored a fierce emerald green.  She wore the short-sleeved uniform most officers dress in during the warm season: white shirt with navy pants and black running shoes.  

A badge rested on top of her ample right breast; I envied the badge.

“License and registration,” she said as she neared my vehicle, using a short, clipped tone that left no doubt who was in charge.  Her voice had a slight Hispanic quality.

I handed her what she demanded, offering her a smile that I thought might charm her.  If it did, then her face showed no evidence of it.  “Wow,” I said, eyeing her lean, muscular 6 foot 2 inch frame.  As she examined my forms I gave her a close look.  Her arms were firm without a trace of flab, her shoulders broad.  I thought she might be a runner or a swimmer – though I now know that she gets her exercise in other, more interesting ways.

“’Wow?’” she said to me, repeating the word that had just escaped my lips.

“Uh – yes, officer,” I said, turning on the same act that had worked with countless other women over the years.  “I mean no offense; it’s just that I’ve never seen a lady cop as gorgeous as you before.”

She said nothing, just took off her shades and glared at me.  Her eyes were knitted together in a way that revealed the rage boiling in her at that moment.

“Step out of the car – now,” she said.  I scrambled to do so.

“Turn around and face the door,” she said, touching her firearm holster as she spoke.  I did as she commanded, my heart racing as much from arousal as from terror.

“Hands against the car,” she said.  Again I complied.

“Listen here, you stupid shit,” she said, putting her lips against my ear and leaning against me.  For the first time I noticed that she towered over me by a good three inches.  “I’ve worked too damned hard and endured too many long, miserable shifts to take your crap.  Understand?”  Her voice snarled like a tiger about to leap on an unwary rabbit.

“Y-yes mam,” I said, my voice quaking.  My stomach felt sick and my head was spinning.

“You ever speed in my jurisdiction again and I will turn you into my own private bitch,” she said. Then her left hand grabbed my right shoulder and spun me around.  

Trembling, I looked up into her stone-cold eyes.  She smiled.  “You’ve got a pretty face,” she said, “almost girlish.  I could do things to you, things I would enjoy very much.”

I felt my knees go weak.  My hands clutched the side of the car.

“Get back in your fucking vehicle while I check you out,” she said, waving my license in my face.  The she strode back to her cruiser with the cool, deliberate pace of a hangman on his way to an execution.

Sweat poured down my body as I endured the next several minutes in silence.  What the hell have I run into?  I thought to myself.  This woman is nuts!  As scared as I was, however, I couldn’t help but notice the raging hard-on in my pants.

Then came the merciful moment when I saw her exit her vehicle and walk towards me.  She handed me back my papers, along with a ticket.  “I’ve issued you a citation for $150.00,” she said, poking her head into my car and looking me up and down.  “Now go take care of that pitiful worm between your legs, you little faggot.”  

Returning to her cruiser, she drove off into the distance.  I sat there for several minutes staring at the citation, trying to make sense of what had just happened.  Her name and title, Officer Rosario Lopez, burned its way into my memory.

For the next several days I took different routes to work than usual, leaving home early so I could stay well under the speed limit.  For a week or so I behaved.  Then, on a Friday morning, I slipped back into my old habits, stepping on the gas just a bit.

As soon as my speedometer tipped over the posted limit I again saw blue lights in my rearview mirror.

As I killed my engine I saw the cop already walking towards me.  I couldn’t believe my eyes.  It was her!  Officer Rosario Lopez was approaching my car once more.  I wasn’t sure if I should feel cursed or lucky as I watched her unbelievably sexy form sauntering in my direction.

Once more, she poked her head through the open window.

“Hello again, mam,” she said.  “I see your clit has calmed down for the moment.”

Speechless, I could only look at her in shocked disbelief.

Then she shipped out a pen and paper, scribbling some words down.  “Be there at 10 tonight,” she said, tossing the note at me.  “Bring wine – something red and expensive.”  Then she went back to her cruiser and disappeared yet again into the distance.

Written on the paper in my lap was her address.  My hard-on returned, raging like never before.

That evening I rushed home from work, showered, changed, and went to the store, dropping nearly $100 for a bottle of wine with some obscure-sounding French name.  At precisely 9:55 that evening I stood at the front door of a small frame house in a solidly middle-class part of town.  I ran my finger along the inside of my shirt collar, steeling myself for whatever might be waiting for me on the other side.  The bottle of wine was in my hand.  The sun had fallen a half hour before, and a bright full moon was rising in the far end of the sky.

I reached up to knock, and as I did the door opened with a start.  There, standing before me, was Officer Rosario Lopez, wearing a black mini-skirt with leather pumps and a scarlet top that hung low in the middle, showing off her magnificent cleavage.  She wore a small gold watch on her right wrist, and a strand of pearls graced her lovely neck.

“Get in here,” she ordered, looking down at me.

I scurried into her home like a frightened mouse.  “Sit,” she said, pointing at a kitchen table with a dark table cloth and a burning candle in the center.

“Yes, mam, as you say,” I said, barely managing to speak the words.  

As I took a seat she walked over and tore the bottle from my shaking hands.  Her eyes narrowed as she scanned the label.  “This will do, I suppose,” she said.  In a flash she produced two glasses.  A moment later a corkscrew appeared in her hand, and I watched as her long, tapered fingers twisted the apparatus deep into the cork.  She snorted slightly as she saw me watching.  “What’s wrong?” she said with a slight snort.  “Is watching me screw something tight and hard too much for you to stomach?”

I tried to say something, but the lump in my throat made me gag as I struggled to get the words out.  In the end I only managed a wimpy gurgling sound.

She poured a little of the blood-red liquid into my glass, then added a much healthier portion to her own.  Taking a seat, she leaned back and sipped leisurely at the wine, keeping her wickedly sharp eyes focused on me the whole time.

“Tell me about yourself,” she finally said, in the same short, clip tone she always used.

Taking a deep, calming breath, I fought to speak in her presence.  “Well,” I began, “I’m 28…I work in sales…I live alone…” my mind went foggy as I struggled for something to say.

“No wife, no kids, and no girlfriend?” she asked.

“No…at least not right now…what I mean is, I have dated, but nothing serious for several years.”  I found the words coming easier as the wine began to have its usual effect.

“And you like girls, is that right?” she said.

“Oh yes…very much, in fact,” giving her the same grin I had tried to use the first time I met her.  She kept looking at me, taking a drink of wine every moment every now and then.

“What’s your name?  I know it was on your license, but tell me anyway,’ she said.  I noticed her tone soften ever so slightly.

“Chris,” I said, “Chris Taylor.”

Then she laughed – a long, hearty laugh that sounded musical and menacing at the same time.  “Oh, you are soo wrong, my pet!” she said, a vicious smile on her lips as her face turned dark.
 

“What do you mean?” I asked, my voice going high like a frightened girl’s.

Setting her glass on the table, she leaned forward.  Once more her eyes bored holes into my skull.  “I mean that your name is Christie, and you are now my slave.”

A moment later the drugs she had slipped into my wine kicked in.  My head plunged forward as I sank into blackness.

“I bet that hurts, doesn’t it?” were the next words that penetrated the clouds in my brain.

Then I felt the burning pain in my wrists, and suddenly I was aware that I was hanging suspended from a pair of manacles, twirling slowly from a massive oaken beam in the ceiling of a dimly lit room.

As I spun towards the flickering light of a group of candles I once more saw Officer Lopez.  She had changed into black leather boots that rose just above her knees, with a matching black leather corset that was cinched with rawhide straps around her hourglass waist.  In her right hand she held a whip.  

“What the hell is going on here?” I shouted, anger momentarily overcoming the dread that was creeping through my soul.

Lopez laughed once more – a wild, merciless shrieking sound that gave me a taste of the torture soon to come.

“Oh…god,” I said, looking at her then glancing around at the cinder block walls and cement floor that surrounded me.  “Y-you’re a witch, aren’t; you?”

She gave me a shocked look that confused me.  “Why, no,” she said in a mocking tone.  “My dear, sweet Christie, why would you say that?”  

Then her eyes turned black as pitch, or so it seemed, as her voice lowered itself.  “I’m no witch, young lady.  I’m the Devil, and this is your private hell.”

She raised the whip and brought it down with a CRACK!  For the first time I realized that I was naked; the cold, damp air assaulted my quivering body.

Then the flogging began.  I felt the whip’s rough surface tear into my flesh, opening welts as she worked it across my chest, then my thighs, then along my ass cheeks. My screams echoed against the walls, ringing through my head and mixing with her laughter as she laid into me.

I felt a moment’s relief as she stopped to wipe the sweat from her forehead.  Then she struck once more; this time the cord flicked across my balls.  I shrieked and bellowed and sobbed as the stinging pain tore through every inch of my body.

I don’t know how long she kept up the beating.  But, when at last it was over, my body was one giant mass of pain.  That was when I felt the cold edge of her baton against me.    

“Do you know what it feels like to have a nightstick shoved up your ass, sissy?” she said, running the edge of her weapon along the rim of my butt.  

“No mam,” I said to her.

“Well, you’re about to find out.”

There are no words to describe what I felt next.  I only recall feeling as if I had been torn in two, as I spun around like a roasting chicken with a giant skewer protruding from my rear.  

Then came blackness once more.  When again I awoke I was lying in a soft bed.  Officer Lopez was rubbing lotion into my wounds. 

She smiled when she saw me looking at her.  But this time her face was gentle, almost kind.  “There, there,” she said, touching my cheek with her fingers.  “It’s okay, my sweet little sissy.  We’re going to fix you up.”

My mind clouded over.  Again I went under.

Then I was awake once more.  I sat up in bed and looked over my nude form.  My wounds were, miraculously, all but healed.  But also missing from my body was every follicle of hair!  I was shaved smooth and my flesh was silky and soft.

I saw a small table against the wall with a mirror above it.  Getting to my feet, I rushed over to look at myself.  Then my mouth fell open in shock.

My features were covered in what looked like woman’s makeup.  I had red lips and eyeshadow so thick I might as well have been a streetwalker.  My cheeks were pink and blushing.  I tried to rub the cosmetics off, only to realize with horror that they had somehow become part of me!

“Don’t bother, Christie,” said the person who entered the room.  “Those marks are tattooed on.  There’s no coming back from where you’re going.”

Turning, I saw Officer Lopez standing in front of me.  “What’s going on?” I begged her.  “Please tell me what’s happening!”

Again feeling faint, I fell back onto the bed.  Lopez rushed over to me, checking my pulse with her fingers.  The look of concern on her face melted into one of relief.  “It’s okay, sweetie,” she said, her tone sedate once more.  “You’re just a little light-headed from the female hormones I’ve been injecting into you.”

I gawked at her, once more at a loss for words.

She smiled.  “I’m feminizing you, Christie,” she said.  “Your so-called ‘male life’ is done for.  From now on you will be my roommate, my maid, and my slave.”  

Then she rubbed her hand over my chest, which I noticed felt puffy and swollen.

Looking down at where she was touching me, I realized with horror that I was growing breasts.

“You’ll make a wonderful feminized sissy, Christie,” said my captor.  Then she kissed me ever-so-lightly, a sultry token of affection that, despite my despair and shock, sent jolts of energy through my rapidly changing body.

I felt a tear roll down my face.  Officer Lopez wiped it away, then regarded me with a domineering look that robbed me of what little traces of my manhood were left.  I knew that, from that moment on, I belonged to her.

“Be honest, Christie,” she said.  “This is what you wanted from the moment you met me, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Mistress Lopez,” I said, knowing that I spoke the truth.

Golden Showers, Bondage, and Total Humiliation: a Feminized Bimbo Sissy Tells Her Story

I earned rare praise from my wife this weekend – not for taking out the garbage or plunging the toilet but for staying quiet while her boyfriend urinated on me. After he drenched my face and body with his golden shower, my spouse made love to him while I watched.  When he had fucked her for the fifth time I thanked him for giving her what I could never provide: the experience of being with a real man.  The whole day was one of the most fulfilling of my life.

As you can tell, I’m pretty pathetic.  I have been an ultra-submissive crossdresser all my adult life, ever since losing my anal virginity to my college roommate.  After cumming inside of me, he beat my ass with his belt until I was reduced to tears.  Then I sucked his ample cock until he ejaculated in my mouth.  We remain friends till this day.

I started wearing women’s clothes at the insistence of my first serious girlfriend, an abusive and controlling woman named Dominique.  She is now my wife; we have enjoyed 10 years of wedded bliss.  She is the ideal partner for a pseudo-man like me.

My wife is a business executive who has never wanted a family.  She works 60-70 hours a week and travels much of the year.  Sometimes she calls me from her hotel room to tell me about the men she just slept with.  I enjoy knowing that her sexual needs are fulfilled.  

As for me, I clean the house, cook her meals, and occasionally service a gay male client of hers.  I dress as a woman 24/7 and have not had an orgasm in five years.  My organ is pretty useless anyway.  Female hormone shots, along with vicious cock and ball torture, long ago destroyed my ability to have an erection.  

I would tell you my name, but Dominique says I no longer have one.  She refers to me as “that thing” or “that tool.”

Once a month or so, when my wife is home for a weekend, I dress in my maid outfit and she sends me to her friend’s homes for housecleaning duties.  In between locations she blindfolds me.  I lay face down in her van with a dildo in my ass.  The local cops know all about the situation. Sometimes they peek in the van and laugh at me.

Dominique lets me have a small portion of the money she receives for my services, which I use to purchase diet foods and makeup.  She buys my clothes and other items; she selects them from a variety of ladies catalogs.

I am always under my spouse’s control, even when I sleep.  She tethers me to the wall of my tiny bedroom and plays feminization tapes all night long.  I dream of trying on girly things and of pleasing men.  Sometimes I wake to find that my sperm has leaked onto the mattress.  When this happens I try to clean up the mess as quickly as possible.  If Dominique sees it, then she beats my balls with coat hanger wire until her arm aches.

Recently my wife allowed me to have a playmate; a feminized husband who is owned by one of her best customers.  The two of us spent the afternoon shaving each other’s legs, applying makeup, and comparing outfits.  Unlike me, my playmate can still get hard.  So I sucked him off while his wife and Dominique watched.  They told me I was a good sissy for swallowing every drop of the other man’s cum. I blushed and curtsied in gratitude for their praise.

The hormones my wife injects into me have made my body smooth and soft.  I shave it daily.  My boobs have grown to a firm B cup.  Dominique pays for a stylist to come to our home and do my hair; she keeps it ultra-blond and lets it grow about halfway down my back.  I look like one of those actresses you see in cheap horror flicks – a woman prized more for her empty head and big chest than for her inane talk.

A few days ago, Dominique told me that she wants to take my feminization to the next level.  She says that soon I will be drugged and shipped to a foreign country, where doctors will remove my shriveled genitals and give me breast implants.  They will give me collagen injections and other treatments as well, so I will have full, stripper-style lips and a thick bubble butt.  I will then be a fully transgendered woman.  I can’t wait for these changes to my body!

However, I fear that, once all traces of my so-called manhood are removed, she will sell me.  I know of an online bidding site where sissies are auctioned for use as domestic help and low-status prostitutes.  One Arab sheik reportedly have dozens of feminized former males in his harem.  The slaves give his “real” wives manicures, massages, and baths, and they are on call 24/7.  Every once in a great while the sheik uses one of his sissies for sex, though of course only he is permitted to orgasm, just like it should be.

I want to be ready for the degradation and abuse I will experience, should Dominique sell me.  So I have asked her and her lover to use me as a human toilet.  They have been happy to oblige.  After relieving themselves on me they pleasure each other.

Dominique has hired a professional hypnotist to meet with me twice-weekly.  The woman is reworking my brain so that I become more of a bimbo and a sissy.  I stumble around many days in a ditzy fog, thinking only of men and makeovers.  Sometimes I even forget to tend to my housekeeping duties.  When that happens, my wife hangs me from hooks in the ceiling and flogs me till I pass out.  I know that I deserve the punishment, but sometimes it takes weeks for my bruises to heal.

All in all, though, I am quite happy in my role as Dominique’s property.  I hope she will keep me for many years to come.  But, should she decide to sell me, I will be a good sissy for my next owner.  Who knows?  Maybe it will be you!

Did you like this book? If so, then check out the other great Amazon titles by Victoria Marlowe! Click on this link to see them all!
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