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  Introduction


  “A man’s natural position is on his knees, bowing to a superior woman as she dominates and feminizes him.  That is the simple philosophy that has guided my adult life.  It has made me into a powerful, financially successful lady, while helping my slaves to get in touch with their real selves.


  Sometimes, however, it takes a bit of persuasion to force men to admit the truth about themselves.  That’s the topic of the five stories in this book.  Each takes an enticing look into the world of male-to-female transformation, a thriving line of work with an endless number of clients.


  Sadly, there are not enough women with the training needed to do this important task.  That’s why I’m publishing this collection.  Think of it as a field manual for feminizing men, dressed up in five sizzling stories that will turn up the heat in your mind, as well as other parts of your anatomy.


  The more we ladies control and emasculate men, the better the world will be for everyone.  So enjoy the ride, and feel free to use the secrets I reveal within these pages.  You’ll find the rewards are well worth the effort!


  Dominantly Yours,


  Mistress Victoria


  San Francisco, CA


  2015


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   




  Feminized: How Bill Became Jill


  I strike my feminized husband with the wire flog in my hand.  As each blow tears into him he screams, which of course makes me laugh.  I see yet another beautiful red welt appear across his back while his body spasms in pain.  His tears form a puddle on the floor beneath his feet as he hangs suspended from the ceiling of our basement.  


  “Please, Mistress,” I hear him say between pitiful sobs, “have mercy.  I’m sorry.”


  “What are you sorry for, my dear?” I say, foregoing the beating long enough for him to speak.


  “For touching myself,” he says.  “I know I shouldn’t have, but it has been so long since you last let me cum…I just couldn’t hold out any more.”


  My face turns hard as I raise the whip over my head.  He knows what’s coming; his eyes close tight and his face contorts in fear.  “You’re pathetic, Jill,” I say.  “You can’t think of anything but that wretched little worm between your legs.  Maybe it’s time I chopped it off.”  


  Then I let fly with another blow.  This one lands at the top of his left thigh, raking the first several inches of his leg as it sears into his flesh.   A streak of blood appears, which turns the heat in my cunt up several degrees.  I love making my husband bleed!


  I feel my heart racing as my arm signals its fatigue.  I’ve been beating my sissy slave for 20 minutes, which is a serious workout even for a woman in my physical condition.  So I stop for a quick rest.


  I’m the kind of woman most men dream of – until I turn into their worst nightmare, that is.  I stand 6’1” in my bare feet, a true Amazon.  I have long, deeply tanned legs, a cute little bubble butt, and a tight waist that stays trim thanks to daily workouts.  


  My D cup breasts are nice and pert, with rosy nipples that point upwards even when I don’t wear a bra.  Men admire them even more than they adore my soft, full, lips, slightly angular nose, and baby blue eyes that make me look sweet and innocent.  


  My favorite feature is my long, flowing hair that hangs almost to my ass.  I tell everyone that I’m a natural blond, which is of course a lie.  But, with my fair skin, it’s a falsehood that most people believe.


  As I catch my breath, I look with satisfaction at my slave/ husband, the pathetic wimp I married two years before – for his money, of course.  Being an heir to a considerable fortune, he has never worked a day in his sad little life.  I keep his body smooth through twice-daily shavings, plus generous amounts of baby oil and scented creams rubbed into every pore of his skin.  


  His name used to be Bill, before I changed it to reflect his newly feminized identity.  I chose Jill as an ironic touch.  At night Jill sleeps face-down with a huge black dildo shoved deep into her ass.  Sometimes I use a vibrator and leave it running all night to stimulate her prostate gland.  I lay a towel across the bed to catch her drippings.  Then I spank her with a board for releasing them.


  I have been hypnotizing Jill for several months now to destroy her cock.  The results of my little experiment have been excellent.  Her organ hangs limp even when I caress it, which makes me laugh.  


  “You’ve lost what little manhood you once had, Jill!”  I tell her as I play with her little toy. 


  “Yes, Mistress,” she says, hanging her head low.  Jill used to look me in the eye, but now she knows better.  It’s amazing how much pain a cattle prod can inflict!


  The only time I have seen the slightest hint of an erection from Jill in the last year is when she is servicing one of my lover’s cocks.  Even a vicious sadist like myself needs a good, hard fucking from a real man every now and then.  Fortunately, a woman with my looks has no end of potential suitors.  


  Last week I had five of the guys from the gym over for a Saturday night fuck-fest.  Jill watched as each of the chiseled studs banged me with glee.  Then she thanked them for fucking me.  One of them just snorted and punched her in the balls, making her double over and fall to the floor.  That brought a roomful of hearty laughs from everyone present, me included.


  But back to the present.  Jill is hanging nude as she slowly twirls around, her arms nearly torn from their sockets thanks to the manacles around her wrists.  I see her sac drooping down and that gives me an idea.  I go to a nearby cabinet and take out a lovely pair of clamps.  Each has a set of lead balls hanging from it.  Jill’s face turns pale when she sees them in my hand.  


  “Mistress, no, please!” she begs.


  As I approach her I work up a mouthful of saliva.  Her features cringe as my spittle soaks them.  “Shut the fuck up, you little bitch,” I say.  “Your body is mine to do with as I please.”  Seconds later a long, pitiful moan comes from Jill’s lips as I place a clamp on one of her testes.  I do the same with the other clamp, then step back to examine my handiwork; it’s magnificent.  The weighted balls stretch her sac several inches, while her scrotum turns purple from the horrific pain she is enduring.  Fresh tears flow down her cheeks, smearing her mascara as black streaks drool down her face.


  I almost cum from the sight alone.  But there is one more thing I must do to make the moment perfect.  I touch the button on the far wall, which gradually lowers Jill’s wrecked body to the floor.  Too exhausted to move, she lays still on the hard, frigid cement floor.  Slipping out of my pants, I walk over to her.  


  With my cunt directly over her head, I unleash a steaming hot load of piss, drenching her face.  “Drink, slut!” I yell.  Jill parts her lips.  She begins to choke as the salty liquid forces its way into her.  But over time she has learned to relax her throat muscles, and, as she does so, my urine fills her stomach before overflowing her mouth and pouring out of her.


  My bladder empty, I step back to look at Jill lying on the floor, her body soaked in a pool of rancid, yellowish pee.  Her gaze flickers for a moment, then it clouds over as she slips into a trance.  


  I gasp as I realize what just occurred inside my husband’s mind.


  I have been dominating men long enough to know when that magic moment arrives, that singular second during which their will dissolves into utter submission.  For Jill, that time has finally come.


  “Oh, oh…god,” I whisper.  “It happened, it really happened.”


  “Stand, Jill,” I say.  She does so, then stands rigid like a mannequin with its strings pulled taut.  Her face is smooth, her eyes blank.  Her chest rises and falls with each breath, but other than that she looks like a figure carved from wax. 


  I feel my clit turn white-hot as an orgasm engulfs my body.  I arch my back and bellow in triumph, my hands, fingers and tits tingling with erotic ecstasy.  I close my eyes, letting it all happen.


  Jill is completely, utterly broken.  She will never be free of me, never function as a man again.  She is mine, body and soul, forever.


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   




  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.”


   


   


   


   


   




  Feminized: How Lisa Lost her Manhood


  “I think it’s time you became my eunuch.”


  I had just finished serving my wife dinner when she dropped that comment on me.  I felt the blood run from my face as the words entered my mind.


  “May this sissy ask why, Mistress?” I asked, making sure my voice sounded high and girly.  


  “You may,” my spouse said, then took a sip of wine from her glass, “but you needn’t do so.  I will tell you why, whether you want to know or not.”


  I watched the crimson liquid swirl in her glass as she set it on the table.  My heart skipped a beat.


  “Assume the position, Lisa,” my wife said, pointing to the floor.  I knew from long experience what she meant by that command.  I fell to my knees.  The hard, rough tile bruised my skin, but I knew better than to cry out.  Biting my lip, I endured the pain.


  Silence fell over the room as Mistress admired her manicured fingernails and glanced around the house.  Tense seconds passed.


  “I have three reasons for turning you into my eunuch,” my wife said at last.  “First, it will do you good.  With no testosterone poisoning your body, you will transition into a woman more easily.  Second, my current lover is very well-endowed.  Hence your organ is now officially useless.”


  “Third,” said Mistress, an evil grin parting her lips as her face turned dark, “it will give me sadistic pleasurer at your expense.”  Despite myself, I let out a tiny, involuntary whimper as my wife’s eyes bored into mine.  She chuckled.


  “Of course,” she continued after taking another drink of wine, “I will have to clear numerous legal hurdles first.  A doctor will examine you to ensure your body and mind can endure the process.  You will sign a notarized consent form.  And, last but not least, I will have to find a licensed clinic, one that ‘makes the cut,’ as it were.”  She struck the table with a karate chop.  I flinched.


   “Everything must be legal and safe.” she said, standing.  “After all, I have thousands of your dollars invested in your sissy maid training.  I would hate for anything unfortunate to happen to you.” Once more she smiled as her cool gray eyes narrowed. 


  My mind raced as I tried to come up with a response.  “B-b-but Mistress!”  I blurted out.  “I don’t want to – that is, it wouldn’t be good – I mean…”


  “WHAT?” she screamed, her features contorting into a mask of rage.  “Damn it, Lisa!  You know you are NEVER to use the word ‘I’ to refer to yourself!  The proper term is ‘this sissy’ or ‘this worm!’  I have told you over and over!”


  I shook with terror as Mistress’ body quaked with rage.  “I’m sorry!  I’m sorry!” I cried out, dropping my head as I groveled in front of her.  “Please don’t discipline me!  I will never do it again!”  Tears ran down my smooth, baby-soft cheeks.  


  A moment later my world turned scarlet as she drenched me with the remnants of her wine glass.  “Look what you did!” Mistress screamed.  “I paid $200 for that silk top you’re wearing and now you’ve stained it! Clean it up!  And, if there’s a single spot left on that blouse after you’re done, then I will take the cleaning bill out of your pathetic little ass!”  Turning on her heels, she stormed out of the room.  


  I got to my feet and removed the top, exposing the bra that held my sissy breasts in its soft, lacy cups.   I spent the next three hours hand washing the blouse, trying to remove the wine stain without damaging the delicate fabric.  My fingers were nearly raw when I finished, but I was sure I had cleaned up the mess.


  Hanging it to dry, I slipped into another shirt, a pink one that felt nice against my skin.  Mistress was reading a book when I entered the bedroom.  She looked up at me.  


  “Lisa, I have been thinking,” she said.


  “Yes, Mistress?” I said, dropping my eyes to show my continued submission.


  “I have decided to let you keep your miserable excuse for male genitals, provided –“she held her right index finger in the air – “provided you still feel the same way after this Saturday night.”


  I felt a ray of hope break through the fog of despair that clung to me.  “May this worm ask what is going to happen this Saturday night?” I asked.


  Once more Mistress kept quiet for a minute, torturing me with the silence.  She must have seen the fear in my face, because she look quite pleased with herself as she said, “My lover is coming over for some fun and games.”  I felt a cold shudder run through my body as she laughed long and hard.


  That Saturday morning I rose early to ensure the house was spotless for Mistress and her guest.  Then I began making dinner for the two of them: filet mignon marinated in soy sauce with sautéed onions.  I also prepared Caesar salad, braised potatoes, and small chocolate pastries for dessert. I of course tasted none of these things.  I settled for canned soup and a bowl of water instead, as Mistress ordered.  


  My wife’s lover arrived that night at 7 p.m.  I had never met him before, so when I first saw what he looked like I was in awe.  At 6’6” he towered over me, with broad shoulders, lean waist, and a chiseled face with aqua eyes and jet black hair.  I felt my sissy cock stir in my satin panties as I looked at him.


  I served the two of them dinner as they made small talk and held hands.  Every once in a while Mistress’ lover would glance at me and chuckle.  “This is your ‘husband,’ eh?” he said.  “No wonder you feminized him.”


  Mistress laughed at his insult, while I stood nearby.  “She truly is a sad case,” she said, looking at me.  “I knew from the moment we met that she could never satisfy a real woman.  Still,” she said, reaching out to touch my on the arm, “she serves me adequately as a housekeeper and cook.”


  Mistress gestured to my bosom.  “I bought those for her last Christmas.  The damn things set me back $10,000.00!  Fortunately, she has an ample trust fund, which is why I married her.”


  “What else have you done to her?” asked Ken, eyeing me like a Roman emperor sizing up a new slave.


  “I pump her full of estrogen,” said my wife.  “It makes her skin very supple and prissy, which she loves, of course.  Don’t you, dear?”  


  “Yes, Mistress,” I said in my best female voice, hoping that Ken would notice how feminized I was.  I knew his cock must be huge, and the thought of having it in between my lips was driving me wild.  My throat ached with the thought.


  After dinner Ken and Mistress retired to the bedroom.  I watched as he fucked my wife over and over, driving her to orgasm each time.  She moaned in ecstasy and wrapped her thighs around his hips as he went down on her, making the bed creak with the force of his thrusts.  His organ was even better than I had imagined.


  After making love for the fourth time they lay in each other’s arms, their lean, fit bodies drenched in sweat and pussy juice.  Cum dribbled from Ken’s penis and stained the bed sheets.  I longed to have some of that delicious nectar in my mouth…  


  “Oh god, you’re the best,” Mistress said to her lover, giving him an affectionate peck on the cheek.  Then she looked at me.  “And now for you, Lisa,” she said with a smirk.  Once more I felt the color drain from my face.  “It’s time I introduced you to CBT.”


  “May this sissy ask what CBT is, Mistress?” I asked, a tremble in my voice.


  “Cock and ball torture, you little sissy faggot,” said Ken as his shaft grew hard once more.


  20 minutes later I was strapped to a wooden X-shaped cross in the basement.  My wrists and ankles were on fire from the crude leather straps that dug into my soft, yielding flesh.  The cross was perfectly vertical, holding me at a rigid 90 degree angle.  My feet rested on splintery boards.  My legs were spread so far apart that I feared they would tear from their sockets.  


  Ken and my wife stood a few feet away eyeing me with approval.  She wore a black leather bustier and fishnets with knee-high boots.  He was nude except for a tiny G string.  


  “Very nice setup, my dear,” said Ken as he looked around the basement.  “You have a splendid assortment of torture devices down here.”


  Thank you, my dear,” said Mistress.  “Did you bring your toys?”


  “Indeed I did,” said Ken, opening a small brown case that rested on a bench at his side.  My heart froze in my chest as I saw that it held six long, silvery needles.  Wickedly sharp, they gleamed in the basement’s dim light.


  Cold sweat poured down my face as my heart pounded against my ribs.  But, despite my terror, I felt my tiny cock grow stiff as Ken approached me with one of the evil-looking instruments.  I knew that part of me wanted him to skewer my pathetic genitals with those mini-harpoons.  


  Despite my arousal, I screamed when the point pierced my sac.   Mistress snickered as her lover skewered my testes.  Hot, salty tears flowed down my face.  Then Ken withdrew a second needle.  Lifting my swollen organ, he squeezed the tip to enlarge my piss-slit.  Then he jabbed the implement directly into my urethra.  Again I screamed.  


  Mistress reached between her legs to fondle her clit, while Ken stood back and began to stroke his giant cock.  Moments later he ejaculated, spraying my tits with white-hot sperm.  Meanwhile Mistress climaxed from her self-pleasuring, bellowing in ecstasy as waves of orgasm poured out of her cunt and into every inch of her body.


  After what seemed an eternity, Ken slowly pulled the needles from my cock and balls, swabbed each with cotton soaked in alcohol, then reinserted them into the case.  My genitals were a throbbing mass of pain.  But my wife rewarded him with a blow job that sent the last of his precious man-cum deep into her mouth.  There would be no pleasure for me that evening.


  Later that night I lay in bed, bandages covering my injured body parts.  Mistress curled up next to me, fondling one of my giant breasts as she gazed with pleasure at my genitals.  “So, Lisa,” she asked, “are you ready to become my eunuch?”


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   




  Forced Feminized Southern Style: How a Redneck Woman Turned a Man into Her Submissive Sissy Maid


  Sam’s face turned hard, and I feared that whatever was left of a man in him would break free of my control.  But his tough look dissolved into an expression of utter submission and despair, and I knew I had won.  My clit throbbed with arousal. 


  The marks on my husband’s ass have almost healed from the last beating I gave him.  That’s as good a sign as any that he’s due for a fresh flogging.  I can’t let the little sissy think I’ve gone soft on him, can I?


  But I get ahead of myself.  Let me start with an introduction.  My name is Tammy Jones.  I’m the proud owner of a completely whipped and totally feminized spouse whom I have named Susan.  Susan used to be a man named Sam, and a more confident, self-assured peacock never strutted his stuff in the history of the world.  But that was before I got my claws in him.


  If my name sounds a little redneckish, that’s because I hail from pure southern working-class stock; what you might call ‘trailer trash.”  That was the hook I used to snag Susan.  Back when “she” was a “he,” my husband had a fantasy about being with a honky-tonk girl, the kind you hear about in old country songs.  That led him to stray from his usual upper middle class haunts to visit the seedy littler strip joint where I worked at the time.  


  With a name like “Billy Bob’s Brothel,” you can guess what kind of men usually frequent the place.  Still, a blue-collar guy with a gut full of beer can be quite generous with his tips, especially when he just got paid.  


  As for me, I was a stunning exception to the usual skanks who danced for the crowd.  My abs were tight and my ass firm from thrice-weekly workouts at the local gym.  Plus, I avoided tobacco and drugs and only drank occasionally.  


  The clientele loved my perfectly shaped C cup boobs (all natural, of course), and lean, tanned physique.  At nearly six feet tall, I was able to look most of the guys in the eye.  I have sea-green eyes and long, perfectly straight raven-colored hair that nearly touches my butt cheeks.  


  Simply put, I’m hot as hell.  And, unlike most women who take off their clothes for a living, I have the self-confidence to twist men around my exquisite manicured fingers.


  The night Sam strolled into the bar I could tell that he wasn’t the typical customer.  He wore jeans that cost more than some people’s cars, with an open-collared shirt that displayed one of those little polo-playing figures.  He sported shiny new lizard-skinned cowboy boots and a 10-gallon hat that made his fat face look like a pinhead by comparison.  


  Everything about him screamed faux-cowboy; a rich dude from the world of office cubicles who fancies himself a working man at heart.  That meant two things to me: first that he had major bank and second that he was stupidly self-deluded – in other words, the perfect prey for a girl like myself.


  I was onstage when Sam entered the place.  As he took a seat at the bar I gave him a smile and a wink.  Then I slid out of my top and displayed my luscious breasts for the guys to gawk at.  Everyone in the place loved it, but poor Sammy was really worked up; his eyes almost popped out of his brainless skull!   


  I always get horny when I dance, and that night was no exception.  So I gave the crowd a special show by fingering myself as I gyrated down the length of the sleek metal pole.  As I worked my clit to orgasm I kept my eyes on Sam; I could tell from the bulge between his legs that he liked what he saw.  I could also tell from its size that he wasn’t very well-endowed.  


  That was the moment I decided to feminize him; right there, in that two-bit little juke joint in the backwoods of Tennessee, I knew I was going to turn that chubby, leering pervert into a sissy maid and cuckolded spouse.


  The thought sent a fire through my pussy, and I arched my hips forward as I worked myself into a mind-wrenching climax.  The crowd loved it; they roared their approval and tossed cash at my feet as I bellowed with ecstasy.  


  When it was all over my hands were soaked with she-cum from my self- pleasuring.  Pussy juice ran down my silky thighs and pooled on the floor as I smiled and blew kisses to my fans.  


  The owner sent a hired hand onstage to mop up the liquid as I slipped back into my panties and top.  Then I sauntered down the steps and parked myself on a stool right next to Sam, crossing my legs as I did so.


  “Hi, handsome!” I said to him, ignoring the other men that tried to command my attention.  


  “H-h-hello there,” he managed to say as his tongue tripped over his teeth.


  “Well, don’t just sit there gawking at me,“ I demanded.  “Order me a damn beer already!”


  “Y-yes mam,” he said in a tiny voice as his brain cells fought his raging hormones for control of his mouth.  Then he raised his hand.  “Hey, barkeep!” he shouted, in a manly-sounding voice.  “Bring the lady a beer!”


  So, you’re a fake tough guy, I thought as I sized up my prey. That’s good to know…


  By the end of the night I knew everything I needed to know about Sam.  He owned an accounting firm in Nashville, where he had a dozen bookkeepers slaving away for him five days a week.  He drove a Lexus, lived in a posh townhome in the high-dollar part of town, and never worked an honest day in his life; that was obvious from his soft, girlish hands.  I also figured out just how insecure he really was.  That made pushing his buttons easy.  


  We began dating once a week.  I made him buy me clothes and jewelry, take me to fancy restaurants, and even lease a shiny red new Camaro for me.  I was living high on the poor sucker’s credit cards.


  In exchange, I put up with his stupid conversations and, occasionally, even let him feel me up.  He never got his dick in between my legs, though.  I knew from experience that would be a mistake.  The moment he fucked me, he would mark me off as one of his conquests and move on to some other girl.  


  So I kept him hoping for a payoff that I knew would never come.  It was fun to work him up like that, knowing that he would run home after a furious make out session with me to jerk his little toy off!


  After several months of dating I finally agreed to spend a night in a hotel with him.  It was a sleazy little dump in the bad part of Nashville; Sam said that made it more “forbidding.”  I have no idea what the hell he meant.  Nevertheless I showed up as planned, with a little bag of tricks tucked neatly into the Jimmy Choo purse Sam had bought me for my birthday.


  Sam brought a cheap bottle of hooch and two glasses with him.  I made sure he was pretty tipsy before I let him touch me.  Then I let him ravish my body from the waist up for a few minutes.  He was breathing pretty hard when I felt his hand slide into my tight jeans, hoping to at last reach the Promised Land.


  “Stop” I said, grabbing his palm.


  “Why?” he shouted in his high, whiny voice.  Then he turned away from me.  “Sheesh, baby!  I thought tonight it would finally happen!”


  “It will, sweetie,” I said, speaking soothingly to him as I turned his face back towards mine.  Then I stroked his crotch.  “I just want to see what kind of man-meat I will be dealing with, know what I mean?”  I felt his cock jump at my touch and I knew I had him where I wanted him.


  A smile spread across his face as his eyes lit up.  “I got ya, sweetie,” he said.  “You want to make sure I won’t hurt ya, is that it?”  He reached for his zipper.


  “Yeah - something like that,” I said, fighting the urge to laugh in his face.


  “No problem,” he said as he stood to drop his pants.  When his boxer shorts came down I finally saw what Sam was made of.  I was prepared for an underwhelming sight.  But in my wildest dreams I never imagined the shrunken, barely visible mushroom my prey called his ‘cock.”  It looked like a soggy cork, maybe 1-2 inches long at best!


  I had practiced the facial expression I would use at that moment for weeks, but my shock was so real when the time finally came that I didn’t need to fake my disappointment.  “Umm…okay,” was all I could say.  I bit my lip while I looked at the pencil stub staring me in the face with its one little eye.


  Sam’s face turned red.  “What’s wrong, baby?” he said, trying once more to sound strong and confident.  “Am I too much man for you?”  He thrust his hips towards me in a desperate bid to give his pseudo-dick a little added length.


  I lost my self-control when he did that.  I had been fighting the urge to laugh ever since I had met the dumb slob, but his pathetic effort to make me want his tiny dick was more than I could stand.  I rolled around on the bed, laughing so hard that tears came to my eyes.  


  For a moment I thought I had blown all the careful plans I had laid to break Sam’s will.  But, luckily, my laughter had the perfect effect.  He collapsed into a chair and buried his face in his hands, crying like a woman who had been stood up at the altar.  


  “I’m sorry!” he exclaimed between broken sobs.  “I thought that I could finally feel like a real man tonight, not a pathetic sissy!”


  I felt my cunt tingle when he used the word “sissy” to describe himself.  I’ve got him, I thought.  He’s mine.  I slid off the bed and went over to him.  I wrapped my arm around his shoulders, like a well-meaning friend might do to console her gal pal.  


  “It’s okay, honey,” I said.  “You did you best.  After all,” I said, nodding towards his crotch, “You can’t help that nature made you more of a woman than a man.”


  Sam stopped crying and gave me a puzzled look.  “Huh?” he said.  He seemed confused by my comment, but I noticed his stubby penis suddenly grew a few micro-inches longer.  He likes being told he’s a female, I thought.  Good.


  “Let’s try a little experiment,” I said.  “Take off your shirt and stand in front of the mirror.”  He did as I said, though he continued to wear the same befuddled look.


  As he stood there I slid out of my bra.  Then I wrapped it around his sagging chest.  “Look at yourself,” I said, my voice going low and soft.  “Aren’t you pretty in my brassiere?”  It was the first step in feminization hypnosis.


  Sam’s eyes glazed over as he fell under my spell.  “Yes,” he said.  “It feels wonderful, so silky next to my skin.”


  Once more my cunt tingled.  I had hypnotized sissies before, but none had ever fallen into a trance so easily!


  “You don’t want to be a man, dear,” I whispered into his ear.  “You want to be a sissy maid and serve me.  Don’t you?”


  “Yes,” he said, his face turning blank.


  “Then you must understand one thing,” I told him as I hooked the bra from behind.  “Your chances of having sex with me are zero.  A woman like me must have real men to fuck her, not pathetic wimps like yourself.”  The tingling in my pussy was turning into a mini-forest fire at this point.  


  As I glanced at Sam’s image in the mirror I saw tears slide down his cheeks.  “B-but I want to have sex with you, Tammy,” he muttered in a small, uneven voice.  


  I snorted as he said those words.  “Don’t be silly!” I said.  “I’m not lez, you stupid bitch!”  Grabbing him by the arm, I spun him around to face me.  Then I slapped him.  I saw four scarlet welts appear on his right cheek where my fingers struck his smooth, yielding flesh.


  Sam’s face turned hard, and I feared that whatever was left of a man in him would break free of my control.  But his tough look dissolved into an expression of utter submission and despair, and I knew I had won.  My clit throbbed with arousal. 


  That was the night that everything changed for me.  I now own the bar where I used to dance, and business is better than ever.  I forced Sam to sell his accounting business and work for me as an unpaid barkeep.  I also made him lose 50 pounds and go on hormones to make his body more feminine.  


  As a final touch, I arranged for him to get breasts implants, which, along with his bleached blond hair and collagen-enhanced lips, make him look like a first-class bimbo slut.  I rent him out to select friends of mine as a cock-sucking whore and housekeeper.  That’s an all-cash sideline that keeps me well supplied with extra money, which I of course spend on myself.  


  I thought about forcing Susan to get a vagina, but her now-microscopic cock is just too cute to chop off.  I have fun poking needles in it and giving it a good kick every now and then.


  For all the changes in her life, Susan is much happier as a woman than she ever was as a man.  That’s the secret, ladies: most men secretly crave feminization.  You just have to tear down their defenses and force them to confront their true nature.  Once that happens, you will have a devoted slave to tend to your every need.  


  So go for it!  You’ll be glad you did.  I know I am, and so is my sissy slave Susan.  She would tell you herself if she could.  But she’s on her knees at this moment, getting my boyfriend nice and hard for my waiting pussy.  It’s going to be a fun night!


   


   


   


   


   


   




  Mistress Nicole’s Feminization Secrets: a Guide to Domestic Bliss for Dominant Women


  I never miss an opportunity to abuse and humiliate my husband.  Some might say that makes me a bad wife.  But, given Francine’s utter devotion to me, I think I must be doing something right.


  “Francine” is the name I’ve given my spouse.  I used to call her Frank, back in the days before I emasculated her.  I find the feminine moniker far more suitable to her status in life as my cuckolded sissy maid.  


  My name is Nicole, by the way.  I’m a hairstylist and makeup artist in an upscale part of Atlanta, GA.  I’m a southern belle through-and-through   But, like most girls, I enjoy the finer things in life: designer shoes, high-dollar purses, sports car, and, of course, a huge, well-furnished home.  


  Sadly, I could never afford enough of those things to satisfy me.  That’s where Francine comes in.  She works as a web developer from our home.  I find most of her gigs for her, lining up as much work on crossdressing and femdom sites as possible.  That keeps her constantly horny and, hence, under my control.


  Francine makes a very nice income, which, combined with my salary, gives me the ability to indulge my interests.  As for her, she exists on a tiny allowance that just covers her makeup and a little food.  I restrict her diet to keep her slim; otherwise she would balloon into the same fat slob she was when we first met.


  For those ladies thinking of feminizing the man in their life, I offer the following proven secrets:


  

    	Refer to “him” as “her” all the time, just as I am doing in this piece.


    	Take every opportunity to make your husband feel small, both in terms of penis size and ego.  When I first started degrading Francine I constantly compared her cock to other men, telling her how pathetic her organ was in comparison.  


    	Over time, I recommend using cock and ball torture (CBT) to destroy her penis.  In Francine’s case, I have whipped her balls with coat hanger wire, skewered her shaft with sewing needles, and even held a pair of scissors next to her sac and threatened to turn her into a eunuch.  Her dick has shriveled to the point where it’s really more of a clit than a cock – a fact I point out to her often.


    	Encourage her to have sex with other men.  This is easier than it may sound; most guys are at least a little bi, you see.  In Francine’s case, I forced her to watch gay porn.  As she stared at the screen I worked a huge black dildo in and out of her ass, while telling her how much I preferred the actor’s cocks to hers.  This both aroused and humiliated her at the same time, an important part of brainwashing.  That leads to my next secret.


    	Take control of your slave’s mind with hypnosis.  There is plenty of information on the Net about how to do this, so I won’t go into the details here.  The key is to use the most humiliating commands you can think of while the slave is under your spell.  “Face it, you’re a fag;” “your cock is too small to see,” “you enjoy the way lace panties feel against your skin, don’t you?” and “you want breasts implants and a boyfriend, not a woman” are some of my favorites.


    	Force the slave to get an utterly humiliating tattoo.  Francine has one on her ass that says I’M A SISSY QUEER; I used jailhouse tattooing methods (ink and a razor blade) to carve the message in her skin, which was heaven for me and misery for her.  I show the marking to my boyfriends, who always laugh and talk about what a pathetic wimp my husband is.  This of course turns her on, and she usually ends up blowing my lovers before and after they fuck me.  


    	Force your slave to watch you make love to other men.  She should feel every ounce of humiliation and shame you can impose on her; this will shred her male ego and turn her into a broken, mindless thing you can reshape as you please.


    	Take full control of her orgasms, and only allow her to cum once in a while.  This will keep her constantly frustrated yet always hoping for release.  After a time, as her penis shrinks, she will lose the ability to cum normally, which is what you want.  You can then train her to climax from being fucked by a man, which will turn her queer forever.


    	As her willpower dissolves, use even more brutal methods to break her.  I have made Francine serve as human furniture for hours while I watch TV; I prop my feet on her back as she remains on her hands and knees.  I suspend her from the garage ceiling and leave her slowly twirling for hours, while I’m out having a good time with her credit cards.  When we go to a restaurant I publicly insult her, telling the waiter what a stupid bimbo she is and how I must make all her decisions for her.  At bars I toss a drink in her face or even the contents of an ashtray.  She is required to thank me for disciplining her in this way, while others laugh at her for being such a gutless worm.


    	Force her to burn her male clothes and to dress as a woman 24/7.  Keep her body smooth and freshly shaven and tell her how pretty she is.  Inspect her nightly for flaws, and punish her severely when something doesn’t meet your approval.


    	Sign her up for feminization surgery without asking her permission, then tell her the day before her operation what is in store for her.  In Francine’s case, I arranged for facial reconstruction, vocal cord shortening, and a boob job – all financed by her, of course.  


    	Keep your slave pumped full of female hormones, to cloud her thinking and to make her body soft and girly.


    	Invite one of your lovers to move into your home and sleep with you, while your slave rests at the foot of your bed or in a cage.  Order your spouse to thank your new man for taking care of her wife, since she just isn’t up to the job.  Openly dote on your boyfriend, then immediately insult or berate your feminized husband to keep her broken and docile.


  


  By following these secrets you’ll soon enjoy domestic bliss as the owner of a totally compliant sissy slave, which is the natural role of most men anyway.  Good luck and happy feminizing!
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