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 Crossdressed, Cuckolded, and Controlled: How a Wife and Mother-in-Law Turned Daniel into Danielle 
 
      
 
    Right now my son-in-law Danielle is applying his (I should say “her”) makeup.  Soon Danielle will be attired as a woman from head to toe.  Then she will be on her knees servicing my pussy with her tongue, while I sip wine and enjoy imported chocolates paid for by Danielle’s money.  Whoever said feminizing a man isn’t worth the effort has never seen the lifestyle my daughter and I enjoy. 
 
      
 
    But I get ahead of myself.  Let me start from the beginning.  My name is Brittany.  I am a beautiful 50 year old woman with a grown daughter named Nicole, who is every bit as gorgeous as I was when I was 25.  I have always taught my offspring that men are scum meant to serve women.  I have also told her everything I know about how to break a man and turn him into a feminized sissy.   
 
      
 
    She has mastered every lesson I have given her.  As a result, she met, married, and transformed her husband Daniel, now “Danielle,” over the past three years.  Danielle was born into a wealthy family, so her money is more than enough to afford Nicole and me everything we want.  As for Danielle, we keep her as a slave for our amusement, and for her ability to suck our lover’s cocks to a rock-hard erection. 
 
      
 
    Danielle’s skills with her tongue are legendary. I have whored her out to millionaires giving exclusive parties for special clientele.  She has drank an ocean of cum in her time as a woman and has loved every moment.  She has taken cocks up her ass that were large enough to split the average woman in half.  Simply put, Danielle is as queer as the proverbial three dollar bill. 
 
      
 
    She wasn’t always this way, though.  When Daniel first met my daughter he was arrogant, brash, and very aggressive with women.  The heir to a $100 million fortune, he had never done a real day’s work in his life, and he had the soft hands and empty head to prove it.   
 
      
 
    At the time my daughter was working as a stewardess, and she encountered Daniel during a cross-country flight from New York to LA.  He came on to her like a dog in heat.  After several attempts on his part, she agreed to meet him for drinks once the plane landed.  That was when the first part of her plan went into action.  But I will let her tell you the next part of the story… 
 
      
 
    Nicole Speaks 
 
      
 
    I looked across the table at my prey, eyeing him like a cat ready to pounce on a mouse.  But he was too busy babbling about himself to realize the predicament he was in.   
 
      
 
    “And then I bought out that guy’s company and fired his ass right in front of the board of directors!” he said.  “The first thing I did was move the factory to China; that doubled my profits all by itself!”   
 
      
 
    On and so on he went, hoping his tales of conquest were impressing me.  Instead they told me two things I wanted to know: one, that he was rich; and two, that he was insecure - the perfect candidate for feminization. 
 
      
 
    “Daniel, honey,” I said, “reaching across the table to touch his hand, “I’m sorry to interrupt you, but could you get the waiter’s attention?”  I leaned in as I spoke, giving him a good glimpse of my cleavage through my low-cut top.  His eyes almost popped out of his head. 
 
      
 
    “Sure, baby!” he said.  He raised his hand in the air.  “Yo!” he shouted towards the bar.  “We need service over here!  Now!” 
 
      
 
    That momentary distraction was all the time I needed to slip the pill into his drink.  He turned back, took the glass in his hand, and drained its contents. 
 
    15 minutes later he glanced at his watch.  “Time to go, baby,” he said to me.  “I gotta check into my hotel.”  He leered at me as he stood.  “How about you come with me, and I’ll show you what a $3,000.00 a night room looks like?” 
 
      
 
    I gave him a half-smile.  “Gee, sweetie, I’d love to, but I have some errands to run first.  How about you give me the address and I’ll meet you there later?” 
 
      
 
    Sighing, he scribbled the information on the back of a business card.  “Don’t keep me waiting too long,” he said.  “Or you might miss out.”  He handed me the card.  “See ya soon,” he said, a smirk on his face.  Then he walked out of the bar. 
 
      
 
    I read the address.  It was in one of the most exclusive parts of town.  You may think you’ll be fucking me later on, you poor schmuck, I thought to myself.  But that pill I dropped in your glass will kill that idea quick.  I used my cell phone to call my mom; I wanted her advice on the next phase. 
 
      
 
    Three hours later Daniel lay beside me, his face a mask of confusion and frustration.  “I’m sorry, baby,” he said.  “I don’t know what the problem is.  I’ve never had this….trouble before.’  He glanced down at the limp object between his legs.  “I just can’t seem to get going.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s okay, Daniel honey,” I said, giving him a quick peck on the forehead.  “I know you tried your best.”  I adjusted my position in the satin sheets and smiled.  “Hey, I know what,” I said.  “Why don’t you try using your tongue on me?  That drives women wild, you know!” 
 
      
 
    His eyes grew wide.  “Wow,” he said, “I never would have thought of that.”  Then his face turned cloudy.  “But I’ve never done that before,” he said.  “What if I fuck it up?” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry, sweetie,” I said.  “I’m sure you’ll do fine.  Just give it a shot.  In fact, I’ll tell you what; I’ll stand up and you can get on your knees while you pleasure me.  I always cum easier when I’m on my feet anyway.”   
 
      
 
    I slid out of the bed and stood a few feet away.  Daniel looked up at me, his features filled with hesitation.  But then I put my hands on my hips and thrust my shoulder back, displaying my beauty in all its glory.  “Oh…oh, my god, you are hot,” he said as drool dribbled down his chin. 
 
      
 
    I pointed to the spot on the floor right in front of me.  “Get over here, I growled in a low, smoky voice, “and pleasure me – now!” 
 
      
 
      
 
    His face turned pale as color drained from it.  I thought I saw his flaccid shaft twitch for a moment, even though the drug was still be in his system.  He climbed out of the bed, staggered to me, and fell at my feet. 
 
      
 
    A moment later I felt his tongue lapping at my sex.  I arched my back and took his head in my hands, grinding it deep into my pussy.   
 
      
 
    In this one maneuver I had accomplished three things.  I had made my target doubt his manhood.  I had manipulated him into pleasing me without getting an orgasm in return.  And, most important, I had on his knees before me in a position of service and submission.  This created a solid foundation for the things I would do to him next… 
 
      
 
    Brittany Continues 
 
      
 
    See?  I told you my daughter learned her lessons well!  It wasn’t long before she had Daniel in panties and a cock cage.  You see, most “tough” guys are really just scared little wimps deep inside.  Many of them cross dress in secret and have strong bi or gay tendencies.  This was certainly true in Daniel’s case, as Nicole confirmed when she found the secret stash of panties and stockings buried deep in his dresser one night. 
 
      
 
    But I have said enough.  I will permit Danielle to finish the story. 
 
      
 
    Danielle Speaks at Last 
 
      
 
    I am Danielle, a feminized, cuckolded, cock-sucking slave.  My wife Nicole and mother-in-law Brittany control my actions and thoughts.   
 
      
 
    Every night I sleep in a special chair.  It has straps for my hands and ankles and a hole cut in the bottom.  My mistresses use it to insert a huge black dildo deep into my ass, which vibrates for hours as I slumber.  They play gay porn on the theater screen in front of me all night, ensuring that I cannot escape their brainwashing even in my dreams.  That, along with the cock cage that prevents me from ever becoming hard, keeps me in a constant state of arousal. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Brittany controls my fortune and my companies.  As far as the world is concerned, my male persona Daniel vanished from the face of the earth months ago.  Now I am Danielle, an unpaid housekeeping slave and private slut.  
 
      
 
    My mistresses have a steady stream of well-hung lovers.  My job is to serve them drinks and snacks, let them reach into my blouse to fondle my D cup breasts, and laugh at me as they stare at my shrunken, caged genitals.  As they do so, I sit with my hands folded and head down.   
 
      
 
    Usually the only words I am allowed to say are “yes, Sir,” and “yes, Mistress.”  Being allowed to tell you this story is a rare exception. 
 
      
 
    Last week Mistress Nicole called in a tattoo artist to inscribe a message a few inches above my ass.  “Every good whore needs a tramp stamp!” she said at the time.  My new decoration is quite simple.  It’s the words CUM DUMPSTER with an arrow pointing to my rear. 
 
      
 
    The tattoo artist was a huge man, heavily muscled.  After he finished his work I was ordered to lie across a table face down while he fucked me.  Mistress Brittany has trained my ass to receive a male organ, but his was so big that I thought he would rupture my insides.  My mistresses stood by and watched, laughing and talking about what a joke I am to them. 
 
      
 
    I found out something tonight, a bit of info that both terrifies and arouses me.  Tomorrow they will drug me and put me on a plane for Thailand.  There I will go through the ultimate humiliation.  The doctor will stitch my penis to my stomach, so that, every time I piss, the stream will soak my stomach and boobs.  Mistress Nicole plans to film this and sell the videos on the Internet.   
 
      
 
    Though I hate to admit it, I love the idea of being degraded in this way.  I would not trade my beloved mistresses for anything in the world.  Now, I must beg to you to excuse me.  It is time to service Mistress Brittany’s clit.  I hope I’m able to please her; otherwise she might use me as a human toilet again.  Oh well, such is the life of a feminized slave. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    No Escape: How I Became a Feminized Sissy Queer 
 
      
 
    I don’t have long to write in my diary.  If my owners finds that I have been recording my thoughts, then their wrath will be even worse than normal.  As it is, I’m still hobbled in pain from the needles they inserted in my tiny cock a couple of days ago.  My offense: gagging on their friend’s 12” penis as he shot his steaming load down my throat.  It’s not that I don’t love blowing guys, but the cum was sizzling hot, and it was all I could do to not choke on his massive ebony shaft.  You see, he’s a real man, while I’m just a feminized sissy queer named Julie. 
 
      
 
    Sometimes I try to remember what it was like to cum; my last orgasm was more than two years ago, just before I met Nicole.  The one time that I dared to bring up the subject, my current mistress doused me in cold water and sent me outside in freezing weather for the evening.  
 
      
 
    My owners are installing soundproofing insulation in the basement to muffle the sound of my screams.  They love to inflict pain, and I fear they have cruel plans for me. 
 
      
 
    Part One: the Death of Paul 
 
      
 
    I first met Mistress Nicole three years ago through a dating website.  From my first glance at her picture I knew she was out of my league.  I was a balding engineer in his early 30s with a little bit of a paunch and a very large nose.  She was in her 20s, tall and blond, with long hair that hung almost to her ass and a smile that softened the icy glare in her steely blue eyes.  I was so floored by her looks that I sent her an email suggesting a meeting, knowing the whole time that my chances with her were almost zero. 
 
      
 
    Imagine my surprise the next morning, when I logged on to my dating account and saw she had responded!  Not only was she interested in a date with me, she suggested that we meet that night.  The location she named was on the other side of town, in an area known for its gay bars.  I was a little puzzled as to why she would choose such a spot, but I was so anxious to meet her that I agreed.   
 
      
 
    A few minutes later she messaged me again, saying she was excited to see me and knew we would get along great.  She also sent me a photo of herself in a pair of black satin panties and matching bra, which made me so aroused that I could barely function the rest of the day.  Had I not been at work I would have spent the entire day jacking off. 
 
      
 
    After work that night I went straight for the bar she said we were to meet at.  As I suspected, it catered to a mostly gay crowd.  Making my way through the crowded, smoke-filled room, I felt the eyes of other men on me as I chose a table in the back. 
 
    I took a seat and ordered a beer.   
 
      
 
    I sat there nursing my drink with trembling hands as I eyed the other patrons.  I had never felt the slightest tinge of homosexual desire in my life, and I was uneasy at the open displays of man-on-man lovemaking; though I felt my cock harden while I was watching. 
 
      
 
    Then she appeared, coming in through a side entrance.  She wore a tiny black dress, her hair falling across her shoulders and almost to her waist, in tall stiletto heels that gave her thighs delicious curves.  My eyes followed her body, noting how the skirt was just long enough to cover her ass cheeks, and how it formed a V shape near the top that raised and parted each of her massive breasts.  She carried a small black handbag, wore a thin gold bracelet around her right wrist, and had exquisite scarlet fingernails. 
 
      
 
    My eyes continued to take her in as I noticed her facial features: the pouty lips, high cheekbones, skin so clear that she wore almost no makeup.  Her eyes were cold as ice and narrow, like a huntress gazing the scene in front of her for fresh game.  That’s how I felt, in fact - like an animal being stalked by a beautiful but deadly predator.  But I was so turned that I sat frozen in my chair. 
 
      
 
    Then she spotted me in the back of the club and began moving towards me.  A slight smile creased her face for a moment as she reached me.  “You must be Jim!” she said, in a tone that sounded friendly enough.  “I’m Nicole Gerda.”  I noted the faint trace of a German accent in her voice as she spoke.   
 
      
 
    “H-hello,” I said, trying to rise to my feet; my body was shaking so much that I could barely stand.  I extended my hand towards her, and she took it.  But, rather than a friendly shake, she held onto it for several seconds, turning it over and over and running her index finger down the lines of my palm.   
 
      
 
    “Such soft, unmanly hands,” she said, “more like a girl’s than anything else.”  She smiled once more. 
 
      
 
    My face blushed as I felt a twinge of anger at her comment, mixed with confusion and a little fear.  Was I her date?  Or was I a slave on an auction block being examined by a potential owner?  I started to speak, but then she took my hand in both of hers and squeezed.   
 
      
 
    I fell into my chair, my heart pounding as my head swam with both lust and a feeling I had never known before.  I’m not sure what to call it, but it must be what a fly feels just before it’s torn apart by a spider.  The same thing was happening to me at that moment, though I didn’t realize it till much later, after I became Julie. 
 
      
 
    She sat, ordered a drink, and made sure the waiter understood I would be paying.  Then she looked at me.  “Tell me all about yourself, Paul,” she said, “and we will see if we can make this thing work out.” 
 
      
 
    My head was still reeling.  But I found the words to tell her what she wanted to know: that I was a software engineer who worked from his home, single with no kids, a lifetime gamer and self-confessed nerd who had no social life to speak of.  I thought that hearing these things would turn her off, but instead I watched her grow ever more pleased as I shared my story. 
 
      
 
    “I think you will do, Paulette,” she said when I finished.   
 
      
 
    “Paul,” I said, “my name is Paul.”  Where did she get ‘Paulette’ from?  I wondered.  Couldn’t she see I was a guy?   
 
      
 
    I saw her perfect face turn hard for a brief moment.  Then she was smiling again.  “You are my Paulette,” she said, “until I determine a more suitable name for you.”   
 
      
 
    Before I could speak I saw her raise her hand to get the waiter’s attention.  As he approached, I noticed for the first time that he was a huge man, naked from the waist up, with a perfectly chiseled body gained from endless hours in the gym.  He had sandy brown hair and piercing green eyes.  I had never felt the slightest bit of attraction to a man before, but in that moment I was aroused.   
 
      
 
    “She will pay for our drinks now, waiter,” Nicole told the man.  “We are going to my home for some fun.”  Then she looked at me, with a smile that could bring a dead man back to life.  “Right, Paulette?” she said, stroking her fingers over her exposed breasts as she did so.  I was so turned on that I could say nothing, just nod in agreement as I reached for my wallet.   
 
    15 minutes later Nicole led me into her apartment, which was a few blocks from the bar.  I gazed around in astonishment; she is a woman of expensive tastes, and that showed in the massive leather sofa, fine oil paintings, and Persian rugs that decorated her living room.   
 
      
 
    “This is amazing,” I said to her admiringly. 
 
      
 
    She smiled at me as she poured a drink for each of us; bourbon and Coke for herself, skim milk for me, I looked with disappointment at the glass she handed me.  “Milk?” I said.  “I can handle something stronger, you know-.” 
 
      
 
    The blow came at the side of my head so fast that I had no time to react.  The milk splashed across my clothes and onto the floor beneath my feet.  My body shot backwards, my skull striking the edge of the sofa’s wooden frame as I fell like a sack of potatoes. 
 
      
 
    I touched my forehead, feeling a thin trickle of blood running down it.  I glanced upward to see Nicole standing high above me, her right hand still clenched in a fist.  She glared at me, rage coursing through her body.  “If you ever question me again, I will tie you to my bedpost and flog you with a special whip I own, one made with razor wire.”  Her tone was cool, her voice quiet, which made her threat all the more real. 
 
      
 
    Her eyes bored into mine as she stared right through me.  “This is how it is,” she said.  “I am more woman than you could ever hope to have.  You have already imagined yourself making love to me; and you will – in time,” she said, her smile returning.  “But understand this: I demand your absolute obedience and devotion, nothing less!”   
 
      
 
    She pointed towards the door.  “If that doesn’t work for you, then you can leave now.  We will never speak again, and you will spend the rest of your life masturbating to images of fantasy women on the internet.  Is that what you want?” 
 
      
 
    It’s impossible to describe all the feelings and thoughts that went through my head in the next few moments.  Part of me wanted to strike back - but she was taller and obviously stronger than me, so that would not go well.  Another part of me wanted to run like hell.  That was the side of me that I should have listened to. 
 
      
 
    But another part of me knew that what she said was true.  I would never have another shot at a woman as beautiful and as amazing as her.  I knew I wasn’t much of a man - more of an emasculated wimp, really.  And the idea of being controlled by this mysterious woman had my hormones in a rage.  So, after several minutes of lying there on the floor, I nodded my head and said, “I’ll stay.” 
 
      
 
    “Good!” she said.  “Then you can clean up the mess you made.”  She gestured towards the milk that had sprayed across her granite tile floor.  I said, “Yes mam.  If you can tell me where the cleaning supplies are’’.” 
 
      
 
    Once again she cut me off.  “You have all the ‘cleaning supplies’ you need in your mouth, Paulette,” she said.  “Use that sissy tongue of yours to lap it up like a dog.”   
 
      
 
    I looked up at her in disbelief.  Then she tensed her body, and I knew she would beat me to within an inch of my life if I didn’t do as she ordered.  In slow motion, with my head still spinning from striking the sofa, I got on my hands and knees and began licking.  I tasted the residues of cleaning chemicals on my tongue, mixed with the grit of floor dust and the watery flavor of the skim milk.
  
 
    She sat and watched as I complied, speaking to me in soothing tones.  “Good, Paulette - or, should I say, Julie?  Yes, you are Julie from now on, my submissive bitch dog.”  She laughed as she crossed her legs and sipped her own drink.  “You are Julie, my sissy queer bitch.” she said to me as I lapped up the white liquid.   
 
      
 
    I felt my eyes grow moist and tears flowed down my face.  My knees ached from the hard, cold floor, and my neglected cock was steel hard from the treatment I was receiving.  Nicole noticed all of it, and smiled at my utter degradation. 
 
      
 
    Part Two: the Birth of Julie 
 
      
 
    Heaven and Hell: that’s what Nicole gave me in those first few days that I lived as her slave.  I soon found out just how sadistic she was, especially when it came to male genitals.  I spent the first night strapped to an X-shaped torture device with weights clamped to my balls.  I wanted to scream, but she gagged me with a pair of her soiled panties.  Then she took dozens of photo which would soon find their way onto her website.   
 
      
 
    By the time she released me, my sac was blue and purple and my testicles were swollen to three times their normal size.  I had wept like a little girl the whole evening, which just made her crueler.  She told me I was a worthless sissy who would never be with a woman again.   
 
      
 
    “But you said I would have sex with you!”  I cried out.   
 
      
 
      
 
    “I lied, you stupid whore!” she screamed.  Then, to show me she was serious, she grabbed my balls and squeezed like a vise.  I screamed and cried for help while she laughed and laughed.  At last she let go, and I collapsed to the floor in a trembling little heap of pain.  Then she spat on me and walked out of the room, locking the door behind her. 
 
      
 
    I don’t know how long I laid there; I know I slept, but I’m not sure for how long.  When I came back to myself I was lying in a soft bed.  My sac was no longer swollen, and where I had felt overwhelming pain there was now only a dull ache. 
 
      
 
    Then I realized someone was touching my legs.  Shaking the rest of the cobwebs from my brain, I saw a lovely brunette gently running a razor along my thighs.  She looked at me and smiled, a gentle expression that soothed my nerves.  ”Hello, Julie,” she said, “’m Janet, one of Mistress’s slaves.  I am here to feminize you.” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head.  “You’re here to do what?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Janet’s face turned dark as she spoke again.  “Mistress has put me in charge of turning you into a woman,” she said, her tone now cold and menacing.  “She acquired your identity and has sold your home, car, everything - and maxed out your credit cards while she was at it.”  Janet fingered the shimmering gold chain around her neck.  : That’s where this came from; only $5,000.00!”   
 
      
 
    I started to get up.  “This is crazy,” I said.  “I’m getting out of here!”   
 
      
 
    Then the shock hit me, shooting from the collar around my neck and pouring through my skull.  I thought it would split my head apart.  I collapsed back onto the bed with an explosive headache that made me wrap my hands around my skull and weep. 
 
      
 
    Through the agony-filled haze of my thoughts I heard Janet speak to me.  “That will happen every time you think of leaving,” she said.  “Mistress owns you now, and she wants you to be one of her sissy slaves.” 
 
      
 
    I felt the warmth of Janet’s hand against my cheek as her tone once more turned gentle.  “There’s really nothing you can do about it,” she said.  “Just go with the flow, and you will experience pleasure as you have never known before, I promise.”  Still wracked with pain and unable to resist, I simply nodded my head in silence.   
 
      
 
    By the time Janet was through with my legs I was soft and smooth.  I felt the urge to touch my calves, and she allowed me to do so.  “They’re so silky!” I said, enjoying the woman-like texture of my body.   
 
      
 
    Janet smiled.  “It’s only the first step, dear,” she said.  “We’re going to transform you into the sissy you have always been deep inside. 
 
      
 
    The next several days were sheer bliss, as I embraced the flood of pleasurable sensations to which Janet introduced me.  She trimmed my toenails and painted them a light pink, then helped me as I slid stockings up them for the first time.  I nearly orgasmed from the sensation.   
 
      
 
    She removed the rest of my body hair with a combination of razors and special creams.  She took me to a boutique that catered to crossdressers, and I picked out several outfits, including three pairs of whorish looking pumps that make my calves look great.  
 
      
 
    A week later I stood in front of a full length mirror, admiring my new body as Janet stood beside me.  “You’ve done well, Julie,” she said.  “And, as a special treat, you will meet one of Mistress’s most valued employees, Terrance.”  She winked as she spoke.  “He will show you the real meaning of being a woman.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at her, my eyes widening like saucers.  “Wait a minute,” I said, “I enjoy crossdressing, but I sure as hell am not queer!”  Then the collar, which I still wore, did its thing, and I was writhing on the floor in pain, girlish sobs escaping from my lips as tears poured down my cheeks.   
 
      
 
    “Oh, dear, “Janet said, looking down at me, “now you’re ruined your makeup!  Terrance will not be pleased.”  Once more the collar activated.  This time the pain was so intense that I blacked out. 
 
      
 
    When I awoke I was lying face down on a mattress, my wrists and ankles strapped down.  The bonds were pulling at me so hard I thought they would rip my limbs off my body.  The sheets below me were silk, and I smelled the faint scent of lavender.   
 
      
 
    I heard a door open behind me.  There was a series of heavy footsteps.  A male voice spoke.  “So you’re the slut I’m going to fuck tonight,” it said.  “I’ve had better.” I felt a pair of rough hands exploring my naked ass cheeks.  “At least you’ve got a good firm rear,” the man said.  Then he forced two fingers into my sphincter, so hard that I cried out.  He chuckled.  “Did that sting, sissy?” he said.  “Well, get used to it. I’m all out of lube.” 
 
      
 
    Moments later I felt a hard, muscular body laying across my back, and a man’s face beside mine.  Glancing over, I saw the profile of a young fellow with dark hair and eyes and just a hint of razor stubble.  “You’re a pretty thing,” he said, regarding me.  “After your surgery you will be perfect.” 
 
      
 
    For the briefest of moments I wondered what he meant by “surgery.”  Then he raped me, riding me like a steer at a rodeo as I lay there helpless to resist.  His cock was so large that I felt like it was splitting me in half, and every time he pushed down I thought it would come out my urethra.   
 
      
 
    My screams only made him ride me harder.  As he climaxed I felt a hot surge of sperm shoot itself deep into my body.  Then he collapsed on top of me, panting and saying, “damn, that was good!” over and over. 
 
      
 
    Part Three: Forever a Slave 
 
      
 
    In the next few days I was raped by Terrence and several other men.  I was fed very little food, and I got only an hour or two of sleep each night.  I recall hearing some odd music playing, with words just beneath the surface I couldn’t quite make out.  I think I remember a voice saying, “you’re a sissy queer” and “you love cock” over and over and over, till they penetrated to the furthest reaches of my brain. 
 
      
 
    Then came my period of rest and recovery.  My ruptured sphincter was allowed to heal, and I went with Janet to a plastic surgeon who examined my chest; I squealed like a teenage cheerleader when I was told I was getting breast Implants!   
 
    “Make them huge, please!”  I begged.   
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry,” said Janet, holding my hand.  “You’ll be the envy of every stripper in town.” 
 
      
 
    I spent much time watching gay porn while strapped to a chair with a dildo shoved deep inside me.  By this point I could barely remember the person I used to be; I was just Julie, a submissive whore who loved men and loved having them cum inside of her.  I also sucked a lot of cock, starting with Terrence’s massive shaft and working my way up to anonymous black men, both in person and at glory holes to where Janet would take me around town. 
 
      
 
    Then came the day that I saw Mistress Nicole again for the first time in months.   I stood on a podium, like a doll on display, while she circled me looking for imperfections.  She told me to lift my mini-skirt so she could check my panties for cum stains; I had long ago been told never to masturbate, and the collar made sure I never did.   
 
      
 
    She ran her finger along the back of my calves, checked my garter belt to ensure my stockings were hooked in place, and fondled my new boobs to make sure they were soft and tender.  At last she looked at Janet, who stood nearby, and said, “Well done; this slave will fetch a handsome price on the market.” 
 
      
 
    “Market?” I said, in my feminized voice.  “B-but Mistress,” I said.  “I thought that, once I was feminized, I would be with you.  I thought that I would at last be allowed to cum!” 
 
      
 
    “I can understand you thinking those things,” said Nicole, smiling at me, “you see, I wanted you to believe them. They would give you false hope.”  My heart pounded in my chest as I began to realize what she had planned for me.  “Take him to the operating room,” Nicole said to Janet.  “Whichever of our clients buys her, he will be one sadistic SOB, you can be sure of that.” 
 
      
 
    “No, no, no!”  I cried as Janet led me away.  “I want to be with Mistress!  I want to cum!  I need to cum!”  I fell to my knees weeping and begging for mercy.  But Janet, who I found was surprisingly strong, didn’t care what I wanted.  She dragged me into a room with an operating table, where a pair of men waited in full surgical garb.  They had all the tools necessary to perform an operation, except for one.  They had no anesthetic. 
 
    *** 
 
    My balls are gone now, cut from my body.  My shriveled sac clings to the sunken remains of my ruined penis, which is stitched so that the foreskin covers the glans completely, save for a small catheter that extends past it and lets me pee. 
 
      
 
    My new master is cruel beyond words.  He uses sandpaper on my ass cheeks and my sphincter before he fucks me, so that I feel nothing but pain from sex.  When he’s not raping me I serve him and his wife as unpaid domestic help.  Occasionally they whore me out to friends for fetish parties, where I sometimes act as a human toilet or ashtray.  I’m in a foreign country, and I don’t understand the language or local customs. 
 
      
 
    A small part of me still hopes that Mistress Nicole will one day have pity on me and take me back.  As sadistic as she is, I have never met a women so beautiful, or so totally cruel.  I am hers forever, body and soul. 
 
      
 
    -Slave Julie 
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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 say 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 who hails 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 leave the organ unharmed to 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 behind his back.  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 said 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 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 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 vulnerable to emotional manipulation.  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!” 
 
      
 
    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 perked up on the spot.  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 tucked away 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 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 ass was on fire.  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 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 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. 
 
      
 
    “Oh 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.  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.  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.  “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 dependent on me for everything; understood?” Steve nodded. 
 
      
 
    “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 a drawer and took out a glimmering chrome object.  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 in most countries.  It doesn’t just restrain male genitals.  It uses springs and sharpened surfaces to grind them into useless pieces of flesh. The process takes a while, but the results are well worth the wait. 
 
      
 
    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 for castration surgery.  If you’re lucky, then you might even have an orgasm or two before they chop off your testes.”   
 
      
 
    As Stephen’s face filled with despair, I gave him an evil grin and said, “Then, my dear, sweet Stephanie, you will never cum again.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    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 came 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. 
 
    She 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 with whom she just slept.  I enjoy knowing that her sexual needs are fulfilled.   
 
      
 
    As for me, I clean the house, cook her meals, and now and then service a gay 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 up 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 from 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. 
 
      
 
    I 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 suck him off while his wife and Dominique watch.  They tell me I’m a good sissy for swallowing every drop of the other man’s cum. I blush and curtsy in gratitude. 
 
      
 
    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 thoughts. 
 
      
 
    A few days ago, Dominique told me that she wants to take my feminization to the next level.  She says that soon she will ship me 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 stripper-style lips, a vagina, 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 owners auction sissies for use as domestic help and low-status prostitutes.  One buyer, an Arab sheik, has dozens of former males in his harem.  The slaves give his 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 allowed to orgasm. 
 
    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 obliged my request.  After relieving themselves on my face 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! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    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 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 am a stunning exception to the usual skanks who danced for the crowd.  My abs are tight and my ass firm from thrice-weekly workouts at the local gym.  Plus, I avoid tobacco and drugs and almost never drink.   
 
      
 
    The clientele at Billy Bob’s love my perfectly shaped C cup boobs (all natural, of course), and lean, tanned physique.  At nearly six feet tall, I am able to look most of the guys in the eye.  I have sea-green eyes and long, perfectly straight raven-colored hair that 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 had 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 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 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, sometimes, 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 tipsy before I let him touch me.  Then he ravished 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 in a soothing toine 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 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 at that moment.  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. 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 quickly! 
 
    “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 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! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 

 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 well 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 eyed 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 at me.  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 was 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.   
 
    She 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 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.” 
 
      
 
    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. 
 
    I felt burning pain in my wrists and realized that I was hanging suspended from a pair of manacles, twirling from a massive oaken beam in the ceiling of a dimly lit room. 
 
      
 
    As I looked 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 overcoming the dread that was creeping through my soul. 
 
      
 
    Lopez laughed – 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 echoed 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.  It was 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 blackness overwhelmed me.  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.  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 all but healed.  But my body was also hairless!  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 me. 
 
      
 
    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. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Forced to Wear Her Panties 
 
      
 
    “You’re not going to watch football tonight,” my wife said as she tapped the table with her flogging cane.  “Instead, you’re going to put on a pair of my soiled panties and do housework.” 
 
      
 
    “But, dear,” I said with a quivering voice, “my friends are coming over tonight!” 
 
      
 
    “I know,” she said with an icy smile.  “They’re going to fuck me while you watch.”  
 
      
 
    I felt the last shreds of my dignity die as I hung my head in defeat.  “Yes, dear,” I said.  Then I went to the laundry room to find my attire for the evening. 
 
      
 
    You may be wondering how a man could become as degraded and humiliated as me.   It all began a year ago, when I met my wife Louise at a singles bar.  From the moment I walked in the door I was drawn to her.  She sat perched on a stool drinking a Bloody Mary. She’s a tall African-American beauty with light caramel skin and a lean yet voluptuous body.  
 
      
 
    That night she wore a red top with a plunging neckline and a short gray skirt that went well up her thighs.  She had the cool, sexy look of a lady who feels no need to hide her assets. Her long legs were adorned with fishnet stockings; they were crossed.  Her shoes were red pumps, the platform kind that give a woman’s calves such a delicious curve.  I felt my cock leap to attention. 
 
      
 
    “May I sit here?” I asked her as I approached, pointing to the stool next to hers.  She glanced at me and shrugged.  “Whatever,” she said, “so long as you buy me a drink.”   
 
      
 
    “Of course,” I said, motioning to the barkeeper.  “My name is Sam, by the way,” I continued, smiling at her. 
 
      
 
    She smiled back, which I took as an encouraging sign.  “Hello, Samantha,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Sam,” I said, gently correcting her.  “My name is Sam.  Samantha is a woman’s name.” 
 
      
 
    “Exactly,” she said as a wicked gleam showed in her eyes. 
 
    She told me her name after a couple of drinks and an hour’s worth of conversation.  I found out that she worked as a sales rep for a large pharmaceutical firm, that she liked jewelry and red sports cars, and that she was bossy and domineering.  I had never met a woman like her before, and I found myself drawn to her strength and take-no-shit attitude.   
 
      
 
    I asked her to have dinner with me during the coming weekend.  She never actually said “yes.”  She simply told me the name of the bistro she preferred.  “Be there at 7 sharp on Saturday night,” she said.  “And bring your credit cards.” 
 
      
 
    I learned what the term “high maintenance woman” means during our date.  I was soon found buying Louise everything she demanded, even though it put quite a strain on my budget.  I’m a software developer, which pays well but isn’t exactly a road to riches.  
 
      
 
    Nonetheless I was so consumed with this fierce, beautiful woman that I was unable to tell her “no.”  As our relationship developed she became ever more demanding, which in turned made me hornier.  So I kept spending money on her so she would stay with me. 
 
      
 
    I got my first hint of her plans for me about a month after we started seeing each other.  We were making out in her bedroom.  She had me pinned down to the mattress and was kissing me so hard that her teeth were digging into my lips.  I sensed the salty taste of my own blood and tried to break free.  But that only made her grip my arms harder.  Luckily I was able to breathe through my nose; otherwise she would have suffocated me. 
 
      
 
    A thin trickle began to flow from my ruptured lower lip.  She swirled her tongue around my mouth, licking up every drop of my life-liquids.  Then she broke the kiss and looked down at me, her legs straddled across my torso.   
 
      
 
    “You do good work with your mouth, Samantha,” she said, smiling.  “You might be worth keeping around after all.” 
 
      
 
    “Th-thank you,” I said, gasping for air as I looked up at the magnificent Nubian queen who had taken control of my life. 
 
      
 
    She placed her hands on my chest and pushed herself off of me, falling on her back as she did so.  She was wearing a microscopic skirt and no panties, and she spread her luscious legs wide. Musky juices were dripping from her pussy.  Reaching between her legs with her fingers, she revealed to me the pink folds of her inner sex.  I felt my raging hard-on turn into a skyscraper as blood rushed from my face and into my organ. 
 
    “Eat me, Samantha,” she said.  “Suck my clitty with that girly mouth of yours.” 
 
      
 
    My mind was reeling from the intensity of the moment, but I managed to stammer out the words, “yes mam – gladly” as I maneuvered into position.  I was just about to plunge into the task when she grabbed a handful of my hair.  Yanking my head backwards, she gave me a vicious look as she said, “not just yet.” 
 
      
 
    My thoughts swirled with confusion and a little anger at being denied access to her inner regions.  But I was so worked up that I dared not risk offending her.  So I simply said, “Yes?” in a meek, tiny voice. 
 
      
 
    Her eyes darted to the doorway.  “Go to the laundry room and find a pair of my soiled panties.  Then put them on and come back.” 
 
      
 
    “Ummm…” I said, unnerved and surprised at her unusual demand.  But I saw her features turn hard as stone, which made any desire I had to argue dissolve into utter submission.   So I slid out of bed and did as she ordered.  I was naked, so I would not have to disrobe. 
 
      
 
    Fishing through her items, I found a pair of pink satin undies, ones with the telltale signs of being recently worn.  I slid them up my leg.  I can’t describe how I felt in that moment, with that silky fabric against my body.  The rush of hormones through my brain was so intense that I almost fainted right there on the spot.   
 
      
 
    Grabbing the side of the dryer to steady myself, I staggered back to the bedroom.  Fortunately I am very slender, so her panties fit me well enough. 
 
      
 
    When I re-entered the boudoir Louise had changed her position.  She stood in in the center of the room, wearing nothing but her usual fishnets and a pair of black high heel shoes.  She grinned when she saw me return.  
 
      
 
    “Good girl,” she said to me.  “Now get on your knees and eat my pussy like the dirty lesbian slut you are.” 
 
      
 
    At any other time I might have objected to her calling me a dyke.  But I was so insane with desire that I could only do as she said.  I fell to my knees in front of her, my knees bruising from the pressure of the hardwood tiles against my tender, yielding flesh.    
 
      
 
    Then I buried my face in between her legs, lapping and sucking at her giant clit.  She bent at the knees and shoved my mouth deeper into her cunt.  Soon I felt her on me like a rider on a horse.   
 
      
 
    Her grip on the back of my head blocked my nose, and my mind started sending out distress signals as my brain screamed for oxygen.  I tried to pull away, but that only made her grind my features into her sex harder.  “Keep working!” she screamed.  “I’ll smother you if you don’t make me cum!” 
 
      
 
    My vision turned red as I almost swooned, but I kept pleasuring Louise, flicking my tongue over her clit and suckling her with my lips.  This seemed to go on forever.  Then, with a mighty thrust, she sent me flying backwards.  The back of my skull struck the floor hard, almost knocking me cold.  But I stayed awake long enough to suck huge quantities of air into my starving lungs. 
 
      
 
    The last thing I remember before passing out was Louise, towering over me like an ebony goddess as her supple form writhed with orgasm.  I knew in that moment that she would own me for the rest of my days… 
 
      
 
    The events I just described happened 12 months ago.  Louise and I are now married.  She wore a $5,000.00 designer outfit.  I was dressed only in a pair of red silk panties.  Fortunately, the chapels in Vegas are very open-minded.   
 
      
 
    I now work as her unpaid housekeeper and sex slave.  I still hold down my job as a software developer. But that is all about to change.  Louise is starting a website devoted to submissive men with controlling wives.  She will film me sucking cock, cleaning dishes, and screaming as she canes me.   
 
      
 
    My body is covered with welts and bruises, and she has kicked my genitals so many times that they’re numb. Plus, I can’t get hard anymore; I think she injected a drug into me that is feminizing my body.  I’m even growing boobs!   
 
      
 
    Still, I would trade nothing for my beloved Mistress Louise, and for the privilege of wearing her soiled panties as I serve her.  I am yours forever, my queen. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 

 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, tan 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, most people believe me. 
 
      
 
    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 see the slightest hint of an erection from Jill 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 twirls around, her arms almost 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 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 positioned over her head, I unleash a steaming hot load of piss, drenching her face.  “Drink, slut!” I yell.  Jill chokes 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 poses 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. 
 
      
 
    I have broken Jill’s will, destroyed her self-identity, and turned her into a soulless puppet. She will never function as a normal human again.  She is mine, body and soul, forever. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    From Football Captain to Feminized Cheerleader: How I Turned a College Jock into a Humiliated Sissy 
 
      
 
    I’ve always been a sadistic, controlling bitch.  Those qualities, along with my stunning beauty, make me a dangerous person to piss off – especially if the unfortunate soul who angers me happens to be a man.  The captain of my college football team found that out when he tried to add me to his list of conquests.   
 
      
 
    My name is Sherry.  I’m a 27 year old dominatrix.  The story I’m about to share happened during my junior year at a state university down south.  In Dixie, football is like a religion and the guys whom play it are treated like gods, especially if they win games.   
 
      
 
    As for us girls, we’re expected to wear skimpy outfits and look pretty while cheering on the team.  Then, afterwards, the players demand that we put out. The men get the glory while we get felt up. It’s a decidedly unfair system; one that I’ve never cared for.   
 
      
 
    Nonetheless, being a cheerleader is a great way to get media attention, and I have always wanted to be a rich, famous model.  So, when I heard they were holding tryouts, I showed up.  That’s how Matt (now Mandy) first found out I exist.  It was the beginning of the end for his life as a man, though at the time he didn’t know what fate had in store for him… 
 
      
 
    Six Years Ago 
 
      
 
    “Hey, Matt!  Check out the blond babe over there!” 
 
      
 
    I smiled as I heard the comment.  I was standing in a corner by myself, knowing that I would attract attention in my low-cut top and ever-so-short skirt.  It was the first day of tryouts, and I showed up with dozens of other girls.  Most of them were hot, but none was quite my equal. 
 
    “Hey, babe,” said the handsome but dumb looking hunk who approached me seconds later.  “This is your lucky day.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh really?” I said, flashing a smile at my visitor as I twirled my index finger around a lock of my platinum blond hair.  “Why is that?” 
 
      
 
    “Because this is the day you get to be seen with Matt Jenkins, captain of the football team and the man who will lead us to victory this season.” 
 
      
 
    My eyes darted over Matt, sizing him up.  He’s cute, I thought, but a little on the thin side for a jock.  He was built more like a guy who does ballet than a rough-and-tumble football player; his frame was muscular but also slender. 
 
      
 
    His face was striking, not because it was overly masculine but just the opposite; he had high cheekbones, bright blue eyes, sandy hair, and full lips.  In short, he was so good-looking that he was pretty.  I found that interesting… 
 
      
 
    My face tightened just a bit as he snaked his arm around my waist, but he was too horny to notice.  “How ‘bout we cut out of here and discuss your cheerleading ambitions in private?” he said.  I noticed that his voice was rather deep for a young man who was barely 20.  I guessed that he was over-compensating for a high vocal pitch.   
 
      
 
    He sounds girly when he speaks naturally, I thought.  And he’s taking pains to hide that fact. 
 
      
 
    “Sounds fun,” I said in a coy voice, falling in lock-step beside him as he led me out of the auditorium. 
 
      
 
    An hour later we were in his room making out like our plane was going down.  He was a good kisser; not as good as a woman, of course, but decent.   
 
      
 
    As our lips broke contact I felt his hand reach under my blouse, his fingers creeping up towards my bra.  Glancing between his legs, I saw the cutest, teeniest bump poking up, like a soft, delicate flower growing out of a crack in the sidewalk.  Not much going on down there, I thought, smirking.  Once again he was too horny to notice my expression. 
 
      
 
    I let his hands reach the edge of my left nipple.  Then I stood up and glanced at my watch.  “Oh, wow!” I said.  “Look at the time!  I have a late afternoon class.”  Tucking my top back in my jeans, I gave him an apologetic look.  “Sorry, honey,” I said, watching his face turn red with frustration.  “Gotta run.  It was fun, though.” 
 
    He jumped to his feet.  “What the hell are you talking about, you little cock tease?” he said.  He must have been really ticked off, because his real voice came through in all its whiny glory.  “You’re not going anywhere!”   
 
      
 
    He grabbed my shoulder; that was a mistake.  In a flash my hands clamped down hard on his wrist, bending it backwards.  “What the fuck?” he screamed as I applied pressure.  I felt a tingle in my clit as I watched this supposed tough guy, who thought he could treat me like his property, fall to his knees. 
 
      
 
    “I took martial arts classes for three years,” I said, regarding him with a smug grin as I watched his face contort in pain.  “I could break your arm in a snap,” I said.  “Would you like that?” 
 
      
 
    He turned pale as he looked up at me.  “N-no mam,” he said, his voice quaking.  “I’m sorry.  Please don’t hurt me.” 
 
      
 
    I held my grip for a few seconds more, just to make sure he knew I was in control.  Then I let him go.  “Good boy,” I said.  “You will make sure I’m approved for the cheerleading squad, won’t you?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes mam,” he said, rubbing his injured wrist.  I heard the defeat in his voice as he spoke, which sent another wave of excitement through my pussy.  But what really made me smile was seeing the pebble between his legs turn into a boulder.  Being dominated by a girl really turns him on, I thought.     
 
      
 
    “Be a good boy and stay on your knees till I leave the room,” I said.  “You can call me later.”  Turning on my heels, I marched out of his room, grinning from ear to ear as I pictured the fun I would soon have at Matt’s expense. 
 
      
 
    As I expected, Matt called me that night; several times, in fact.  And each time I let it go to voice mail.  I had better things to do than talk to a silly boy anyway; I had picked up another girl at a local bar.  I spent most of the evening writhing in ecstasy as she administered expert cunnilingus to my sopping-wet pussy.   
 
      
 
    Later I banged her in the ass with a massive strap-on until she erupted in a multi-orgasmic wave of delight.  We spent the rest of the night dozing peacefully in each other’s arms. 
 
      
 
    The next day it was back to work on my victim.  I knew that I had Matt where I wanted him.  I just needed to tighten the noose.  So I teased him without mercy every time we went out, getting him to the edge then pushing him back.  Once I let him fondle my boobs but slapped him when he reached for my panties.  Dating a girl who wouldn’t give it up drove him crazy – and kept him coming back for more. 
 
      
 
    There comes a point in the emasculation process when a guy is ready to go from pussy-whipped man-toy to fully feminized slave.  For Matt, that time came when he blew the team’s chances of going to the state championship.  He let a player from the opposing team intercept a pass, turning him in an instant from the big man on campus to a pariah.   
 
      
 
    Later that evening he sought comfort in my arms; I held the poor crybaby as he poured out his heart. 
 
      
 
    “You did your best, sweetie,” I said, wiping the tears from his pretty face as he sobbed. 
 
      
 
    “You’re so understanding,” he said, looking into my eyes.  “None of the other girls wanted to be seen with me tonight.  They all said I was a loser.”  His voice cracked as he spoke.  Hot, salty tears flowed down his face.  
 
      
 
    Seeing him in such pain was getting me horny as Hell, but I kept my composure.  “You know, Matt,” I said, “I can’t tell you how glad I am that you’re finally opening up to me.  That’s what women really want, you know: a guy who’s soft and sensitive, not one who has to act tough and macho all the time.”   
 
      
 
    I had to bite my lip to keep from laughing at the absurdity of my own words, but they had the intended effect.  I watched Matt’s face as the mental virus I had just planted worked its way deep into his brain.  Long ago I learned how to read non-verbal cues; a slight twitch, a gesture, glancing in a particular direction – these things can tell a smart girl everything she wants to know about a man. 
 
      
 
    “Sherry,” Matt said, “If I tell you something a secret, something deep and personal, will you promise not to laugh?” 
 
      
 
    “Of course, my darling,” I said, brushing a loose strand of hair away from his face as I spoke.  “You can tell me anything.” 
 
      
 
    The words came out in a rush.  “I-I have always wondered what it’s like to be a woman,” he said.  “I see you and the other girls on the sidelines cheering and I imagine myself beside you, my body soft and smooth like yours, my hair long and cascading around my shoulders.  I see my long legs kicking high in the air while I cheer the players on.  And then –“  
 
    He stopped talking and turned quiet.  A silence hung in the air as he fought to say the last part.   
 
      
 
    It’s now or never, I thought to myself.  Spit it out, you wimp! 
 
      
 
    “-And then I imagine the other guys fucking me.”  His eyes nearly popped out of his skull as he said the words, unable to believe what had come out of his mouth.   
 
      
 
    Yes! I thought.  I’ve made him say it!  He’s mine! 
 
      
 
    “Sherry?” he said, giving me a curious look as a smile spread across my face.  “Is something wrong?  Did I freak you out?” 
 
      
 
    I stayed silent for a moment, letting him wonder what was going on in my head.  “No, sweetie, nothing is wrong at all,” I said at last.  “I think what you said is very sweet.  In fact, I would like to help you get in touch with your feminine side.” 
 
      
 
    “Really?” he said with a tone of shocked disbelief.  “You’re serious?” 
 
      
 
    “Of course I am, silly,” I said.  “I would like nothing better than to feminize you.” 
 
      
 
    Over the next few weeks Matt and I met several times a week at a local hotel, where I oversaw his feminization training.  We started out by shaving every last bit of hair from his body, followed by rubbing all kinds of perfume-scented lotions deep into his skin.   
 
      
 
    I slid silk stockings up his legs.  Then I adorned him in a pair of lacy peach panties with matching bra.  His little cock was rock-hard through the whole process.  But I had forbidden him from masturbating or having sex without my say-so, keeping him forever perched on the verge of cumming. 
 
      
 
    After feminizing his body I started on his face.  I used soft, pinkish tones to accent his cheeks and lips and light gray mascara to bring out the color of his eyes.  Sometimes when I feminize men I use black and red shades to give them the street-walker look.  But, in Matt’s case, I felt that making him appear soft and dainty would serve my purposes better.  He let his hair grow until it touched his shoulders, and I arranged it in a way that showed off his naturally girly features. 
 
      
 
    After about six weeks of these sessions Matt was an old pro at applying makeup and female clothes.  Then the time came to teach him how to walk in high heels.  Matt learned how to step smartly in his new shoes, to curtsy, and to walk with an effeminate swish that left no doubt he was a sissy.   
 
      
 
    I was impressed with how I had destroyed his male ego.  But there was still one problem: no one but Matt and I knew about his metamorphosis.  Outside of our clandestine meetings he still played the role of college jock.   
 
      
 
    By this point the semester was well under way, and I had set a goal of destroying him in time to hit the beach for spring break.  So I pushed the schedule up just a bit by mentioning the idea of him and me visiting a gay club during the coming weekend 
 
      
 
    I saw his face turn pale at the suggestion.  “Oh, I don’t know about that,” he said, his eyes drooping as he looked downward.   
 
      
 
    “Oh, come on,” I said.  “It’ll be fun.  Besides, you know that none of your friends will find out; after all, they’re hardly the kind to hang out in gay bars!” 
 
      
 
    He still looked unsure, so I wrapped my arm around his shoulders is a big-sister kind of way.  “Besides, I’d like to show you off a little,” I said.  “Lots of drag queens hang out there; you might even pick up a few beauty secrets!” 
 
      
 
    He was silent for several seconds, then said “okay” in a quiet, small voice that told me he would do as I wished.   
 
      
 
    “Good girl!” I said, giving him a quick peck on the cheek.  That night I let him make out with me. I even played with his cock to add to his torment.  Then I walked out on him, after reminding him that he was forbidden to have sex or to touch himself.  He nodded in meek submission. 
 
      
 
    An hour later I called on some of his buddies, telling them to drop by the bar Friday night.  They were pretty hesitant when I mentioned that it was a gay club.  “Trust me,” I said, smiling, “it’ll be worth your time.”  A few of them said they would be there.  I told them to show up at 10 p.m. sharp. 
 
      
 
    The rest of the week flew by.  That Friday afternoon Matt and I met at the hotel.  “I have a surprise for you,” I told him. 
 
      
 
    “Really?” he said, using the high, lilting tone I had taught him.  “What’s that?”  
 
    I reached into the bag I brought with me to show him its contents.  He gasped.  There, laid out for his sissy eyes to see, was a cheerleader’s outfit!  I had bought it at a shop that caters to transvestites. 
 
      
 
     “Thank you, thank you!” he said, holding it in his hands and smiling. 
 
      
 
    We went through the ritual of shaving and softening his body once more. I applied his makeup and brushed his hair, which was getting quite long by this point.  Then he slipped into the costume and modeled for me. 
 
      
 
    I was amazed.  I’m as good as any domme when it comes to turning men into sissies, but in that moment Matt looked like he was a real, honest-to-goodness woman.  I made a mental note to reward myself later on for the splendid job I had done. 
 
      
 
    Just before we left for the club he looked at me with a soulful expression.  “Sherry,” he said, “thank you for helping me face the truth about myself.” 
 
      
 
    “My pleasure,” I said.  “Oh, one more thing,” I told him, grabbing him by the arm and looking him directly in the eyes, “tonight you’re not Matt.  You’re Mandy; got it?”  I squeezed his forearm extra-tight to convey how serious I was. 
 
      
 
    “O-okay,” he said.  “If you insist.” I saw his eyes fill with fear at my sudden aggressiveness.   
 
      
 
    “I DO insist,” I said.  Then I reached between his legs and fondled his balls; I could tell they were full of semen from the weeks of denial through which I had put him.  A deep moan of pleasure came from his lips.   
 
      
 
    I let him have his moment of bliss.  Then I wrapped my fingers around one of his testes and yanked hard.  He shrieked in a high, frightened tone and reached for his crotch.  I knocked his fingers aside with my free hand and cinched my grip tighter on his nut.   
 
      
 
    Mandy’s eyes broke out in tears as her knees buckled.  I released her as she fell to the floor in front of me.  “Why did you do that?” she cried out, tears welling up in her eyes as she doubled over in pain. 
 
    “Just to show you who’s boss,” I said, using a cold, precise tone of voice.  “Now get to your feet and fix your face; your stupid bawling ruined my makeup job!” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, mam,” Mandy said, choking back sobs as she struggled to her feet.  A few minutes later we left for the bar. 
 
    Mandy was terribly shy at first, especially when men started hitting on her.  But I soon had her so full of alcohol that she was gushing at all the attention she was getting.  Some of the drag queens came by and told her how lovely she looked, which made her so happy she almost started to cry again.  The whole time this was going on she sat at the table with her hands resting in her lap and her sissy legs crossed, just as I had taught her. 
 
      
 
    At five minutes till 10 I took her by the arm.  “Let’s go sit at the bar,” I said, “where the guys can get a good look at us!”  
 
      
 
    “Sounds wonderful,” she said, her voice a little slurred from the effects of the evening’s drinking. 
 
      
 
    Moments later she sat perched on a stool, when a heavily muscled man came and sat beside her.  As they talked he slid his hand up her cheerleading skirt.  I saw her blush as he worked his way into her panties.  I also noticed that she winced a little, which made me smile.  She must still be sore from that torture I put her through earlier, I thought. 
 
      
 
    She was having the time of her life when, at just the right moment, the guys from school walked in.   
 
      
 
    “MATT?” one of them cried out.  ‘WHAT THE HELL!” 
 
      
 
    A silence fell over the bar as every eye turned to the small group of young, virile men staring in shock at their feminized friend.  I loved it.  But what I enjoyed most of all was seeing the terror on Mandy’s face as her fellow football players gawked at her. 
 
      
 
    Then in the back of the crowd started laughing.  The sound spread until everyone joined in.   Stepping away from Mandy, I stood beside her buddies, pointing my finger and shouting, “look, fellahs!  Matt thinks he’s a cheerleader!” 
 
      
 
    That brought another round of mocking laughter.  “Yeah, looks like ol’ Matt is queer!”  
 
      
 
    Someone else shouted, “What a loser!”   
 
      
 
    “Hey, Matt,” said the team quarterback, “let’s see you do some cheers!’ 
 
      
 
    Then it finally came; the moment I had been working for all those months.  I saw Mandy’s face turn red as the humiliation and degradation battered her ego into dust.  She said nothing, just dropped her head and wept, while the chorus of taunts and insults echoed through the bar. 
 
    I like to pride myself on my self-control.  But, in that supreme moment, I had to have some release.  I reached into my jeans to fondle my throbbing sex.  It only took a moment’s touch for my clit to explode with ecstasy, giving me a body-shuddering orgasm that swept from my pussy and through my body.  I arched my back and cried out like the sadistic bitch I am, drunk with pleasure over my victory.  Isn’t life grand? 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Feminizing the Boss: Frank Becomes Francine 
 
      
 
    I think the best part of feminizing my boss was sliding stockings onto his silky, shaven legs.  That, more than rubbing moisturizer into his skin, applying his makeup, or humiliating him in front of a crowd, was the most rewarding - and most arousing - part of the whole adventure.  In fact, just thinking about it is making my cunt wet. 
 
      
 
    But I’m getting ahead of myself.  My name is Jennifer Jenkins.  I’m co-owner of one of the most popular restaurants in town.  We serve everything from fettucine to fried clams.  Most customers wait more than an hour for a table.  The food is so good that I dine there myself most nights.  The crew works hard, but my partner and I pay them well and give them insurance, so our turnover rate is nearly zero.   
 
      
 
    Things weren’t always so good, however.  In fact, just over a year ago I was a waitress making just enough to survive.  That wasn’t the worst part of the job, though.  The person that made it a living Hell was the owner/supervisor, Frank Castellano.  Frank goes by Francis now, and she spends most of her time hanging out on street corners in the gay part of the city.  But, once again, I’m getting ahead of myself.  Let me start with what happened about 14 months ago. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Jennifer!  Get your ass in gear, you stupid bitch! We’ve got customers!” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Frank,” I said, balancing the serving platter on my hand as I entered the dining room.  It was about 8:30 on a Saturday night, and the place was full of hungry customers with growling stomachs.  I pasted on my fake smile and did my best to sound cheerful as I endured the rude comments and lewd stares from men.  I still remember the things they would say to me in those days: 
 
      
 
    “Hey, baby, shake that thing!” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll have a burger, fries, and a blow job, you hot little whore!” 
 
      
 
    “Give me your number and I’ll phone in my order about midnight.” 
 
      
 
    “How about a lap dance, honey?  You’re built for it!” 
 
      
 
    “Why don’t you suck my dick while I drink my beer?  I promise to cum in your mouth!” 
 
      
 
    Even worse than the snide remarks was the abuse I had to put up with from my boss.  When he wasn’t yelling he was trying to get his hands on me or one of the other girls.  One night was worse than usual.  We had a new waitress named Pam.  She had never waited tables before and was a little slow.  Frank was merciless to her. He stayed on her back throughout her whole shift.  The poor girl was on the verge of tears by the end of the night.   
 
      
 
    After the place closed for the night Frank was in his office counting up the night's receipts.  Me and the other girls were working our asses off, trying to get everything cleaned up.  Pam was scrubbing pots and pans alongside the guy who washed dishes.  Her face was streaked from tears.  We were patting her on the back and giving her hugs.  “Don’t cry, sweetie,” we said.  “You did fine.  What does Frank know anyway?” 
 
      
 
    Then he stuck his fat, ugly head out of the office door and shouted, “Pam!  Get in here now; I need to talk to ya!”   
 
      
 
    She gave us a wide-eyed look, the color draining out of her face.  “Do I have to?” she said in a tiny voice.  “He scares me.”   
 
      
 
    “It’s okay,” I told her.  “He probably just needs some information for your forms.”  
 
      
 
    Her body was quaking as she went into the room with Frank.  He slammed the door shut behind her. 
 
      
 
    The other girls and I went back to our jobs.  Time got away from us as we poured ourselves into the work.  Finally, at just before midnight, the place was spotless.   We headed to Frank’s office to get our checks; it was pay night.  But, before we could get there, the door burst open and Pam came running out.  Her blouse was torn and there was a large bruise on the side of her head.  She scurried past us and out of the building. 
 
      
 
    We started to go after her, but Frank yelled at us.  “Ignore that dirty cunt!” he shouted.  “Get in here and take your checks before I shred ‘em!”  We did as he said.  “Now get out of my restaurant,” he screamed at us.  “And be back tomorrow at noon.  You’re all working a double shift!”  
 
      
 
    “That dirty motherfucker,” I said under my breath as my co-workers and I crossed the parking lot to our cars.  It was a muggy summer night, and sweat rolled down my body in buckets, drenching my thin cotton shirt.  Some of it soaked into my bra; if felt good on my tits.  “I’m gonna rip his eyes out of his head and feed them to him.”   
 
      
 
    But my friend Joanie touched my arm.  “Don’t even think of it, Jen,” she said.  “The cops are all his buddies.” 
 
      
 
    I turned to her, glaring, “We gotta do something!” I said.  “He tried to rape Pam!”    
 
      
 
    I fumbled for the small pocket knife I carried in my purse; I was going to go back in the place and cut him up.  But she grabbed my wrist.  “Let’s go have a drink at the place around the corner,” she said, locking her eyes on mine.  “I have an idea.”  
 
      
 
    10 minutes later we were seated in an out-of-the-way booth in the back, nursing glasses of beer and talking.  “I have a friend who’s a psychology major at the local college,” Joanie said.  “Her name is Kim; she’s president of a lesbian group on campus and a real man-hater.  She says they are doing some really wild stuff with these new subliminal hypnosis tapes.” 
 
      
 
    She paused for a second, giving me a “sounds interesting?” look.  I took a sip of beer and nodded.  “Go ahead,” I said.  But in my head I was thinking, what the hell good is hypnosis?  We need to just shoot Frank in the head.  I smiled as I imagined his skull exploding from a shotgun blast. 
 
      
 
    Joanie continued.  “She says these new methods work on a subconscious level.  They can make people think they’re animals, for instance.”  She snorted.  “One guy thought he was a chicken; he was crowing and running around the lab and everything!”   
 
      
 
    I laughed so hard I spit out my beer.  “That’s hilarious!” I said.  Then I gave my friend a wicked smile.  “Wouldn’t it be fun if we could make Frank think he was a dog; he would run around the restaurant licking his balls and crapping everywhere.  Of course, that’s what he does at home, I bet.”   
 
      
 
    I looked at my glass of beer, watching bubbles rise to the surface.  “Actually, being single with no kids,” I said, “he probably spends all his time looking at porn and jacking off.” 
 
      
 
    Joanie’s face took on a devious grin that caught my eye.  “The dog idea is good,” she said.  “But I have something even more humiliating in mind.”  She leaned in towards me, lowering her voice.  “I told my friend about how Frank treats us.  She says that, deep inside, he probably hates women.  They call guys like that ‘misoginzers,’ I think.” 
 
      
 
    I chuckled.  “Misogynists, you mean.” 
 
      
 
    She cocked her head and pursed her lips.  “Well, look at Miss Smarty-Pants over there!” she said.   
 
      
 
    I grinned, pumping my fist in the air.  “That semester of community college paid off after all!” I shouted.  People turned, looked at us for a moment, and then went back to whatever they were doing. 
 
      
 
    Joanie kept talking.  “The way I figure it, becoming a woman is the worst punishment Frank could imagine,” she said.  I saw a distant fire burning in her eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Sweetie,” I said, slapping my palm down on the table, “that is fucking BRILLIANT!  What better way to humiliate a guy like Frank than to feminize him?”  I clapped my hands together.  “You are the real smarty-pants at this table!”  I waved the bartender over.  “Another beer for my girl here,” I said, “on me!”   
 
      
 
    A moment later he brought Joanie a tall, frothy container of cold brew with tiny slivers of ice floating on the top.  We clinked our glasses together in triumph.  “To Frank’s feminization!” I said.  Then we each took a long, satisfying drink.   
 
      
 
    “We can do it, girl; we can make him pay,” she said.  Then she touched my knee under the table.  The feel of her fingers sent a fire through my pussy.  I looked at her tousled hair and creamy skin.  I had never been hot for another woman before.  But, at that moment, I wanted to tear her clothes off and make love to her on the table.  We hung out till 2 a.m., figuring out the details of our plan. 
 
      
 
    Two days later we were at the local college talking to Joanie’s friend Kim.  I held the flash stick she had just given me in my right hand.  “Are you sure this will work?” I asked as I gave the drive a sideways look.  “I don’t know much about this high tech stuff.” 
 
      
 
    “Absolutely foolproof,” she said.  “That SOB will be feminized in a few weeks.”  She smiled.  “I wish I could be there to see it.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at her, the girl-on-girl lust I had felt the other night returning.  Kim was Asian, with a lab coat and little nerdy glasses perched on the tip of her nose.  Her dark hair hung just below her shoulders, and I smelled the subtle scent of her perfume.  I didn’t recognize the fragrance, but it was something musky.  Maybe I’m lez, I thought to myself.  No man ever made me feel this horny.  “Okay, thanks,” I said, looking at her. 
 
      
 
    “You’re welcome,” she said, grinning.  I noticed a twinkle in her eye. 
 
      
 
    “She’s pretty cute,” I said absent-mindedly as Joanie and I walked out of the building, “and smart.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” she is, Joanie said. 
 
      
 
    Stopping in my tracks, I looked at her.  “Oops!” I said.  “I didn’t mean for you to hear that!” 
 
      
 
    “It’s okay,” she said, smiling at me as she reached out to take my hand.  “I’m glad I did.”  We walked to her car.   
 
      
 
    We didn’t have sex that night, but we did make out a little, after Joanie told me she had been fantasizing about me for years.  My panties were soaked by the time I walked through my front door. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “It’s really simple,” I told the other girls the next day at work.  “The drive plugs into the back of the restaurant’s sound system, which plays Frank’s favorite songs over and over,” I said, grimacing, “you know - like fingers scratching a chalkboard.  It sends out a subliminal signal that no one’s conscious mind can hear.  But his brain will detect the messages and start acting on them.” 
 
      
 
    “Are you sure Frank has a brain?” said Rachel, the lady standing beside me.  The other waitresses laughed. 
 
      
 
    I smirked.  “I’m not sure,” I said.  “But something tells that dick of his to get hard.  I see him walking around with a boner every time the high school cheerleaders come in together.”  I slipped the drive into the slot on the stereo.  “And it’s not easy to spot, either,” I said.  “Just barely makes a crease in his pants.”  Once again the girls laughed. 
 
      
 
    “Won’t it affect all the guys in the place?” said Joan, the blond with a tattoo on her back shaped like a dildo. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t I wish,” I said.  “But no, it says his name as it repeats the commands.  So it will only program him, no one else” 
 
      
 
    “What kind of commands does it say?” asked Rachel. 
 
      
 
    I looked at her, grinning.  “‘Stuff like ‘shave your legs,’ ‘shove a needle in your balls,’ ‘wear high heels,’ ‘suck other men’s cocks,’” I said. 
 
      
 
    “Poor ol’ Frank won’t know what hit him!” said Joanie.  Then, looking at the clock, she said, “We had better get ready to open.  He will be here any minute.”  We went to our stations to prepare for the dinner rush. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I was amazed at how fast the program on the flash drive began to work.  That night, after the place closed, Frank left before everyone else; I had the keys and could lock up for him.  On my way home I drove past a gay bar where lots of drag queens hung out.  I saw Frank’s truck parked there.  Joanie was in the car next to me.  We smiled at each other.  It was working! 
 
      
 
    Frank’s whole personality changed after that.  He began to walk with a swish, His voice became higher.  And I never again saw him with a hard-on when the cheerleaders showed up.  Instead, he got excited when the frat guys from the local college dropped in on weekends.  I caught him gazing at them more than once, sweat dripping off his forehead as his tiny cock jutted out hard as a rock - or, in his case, a pebble. 
 
      
 
    Over the next few weeks his transformation continued.  Once he bent over to pick up some boxes.  His pants dropped so low I saw his underwear; he had on a pair of panties!  Joanie saw it too; we elbowed each other and snickered.  Frank was in such a daze that he didn’t notice. 
 
      
 
    Then I came up with a way to humiliate him for good and all. I would need help to carry out my plan, though.  I called Kim at the college.   
 
      
 
    “Hello?” she said in her cute little voice.”   
 
      
 
    “Kim?” I said, my cunt throbbing just from hearing her talk.  “How would you and your girlfriends like to have a banquet here at our restaurant?” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    A few weeks later the local chapter of the Militant Feminist Alliance showed up at dinnertime for a meeting.  I thought that Kim was joking when she said that she was bringing 100 women with her.  She wasn’t.  The place was so packed that we had to close it to everyone else. 
 
      
 
    Whoever says that lesbians and feminists are all dowdy, plain-looking broads has no idea what the fuck he is talking about.  The ladies who were there that night were all young and gorgeous.  Most of them wore low-cut tops and skirts so short their panties were showing.  Plus, a lot of them were couples.  Our table tops sit pretty high off the floor, so I could see a lot of leg-fondling and calf-stroking going on.  It was so sexy I could barely hold the plates steady as I served the food. 
 
      
 
    But the high point of the night was when Frank stumbled in late.  His face was pale, his eyes were blank, and he had a whitish stain on his lips that looked like cum. 
 
      
 
    Everything was well in hand, so I decided to launch my little scheme.  “Hey, Frank,” I said, approaching him.   
 
      
 
    “Huh?” he said, looking at me. 
 
      
 
    “I was just thinking,” I said, touching him on the shoulder, “maybe you should go out there and tell the crowd how delighted you are to have their business.” 
 
    
Oh, oh yeah,” he said.  “Yeah, I’ll do that.” 
 
      
 
    “One thing, though,” I said, “you can’t go out there dressed like that.”  I pointed to his wrinkled shirt, baggy jeans, and untied shoes.  “That’s no way for a woman to look!” 
 
      
 
    Frank’s face lit up as soon as I used the word “woman” to refer to him.  It was like I turned on a switch in his brain.  “You’re right,” he said.  “I am a mess today!”  He touched his cheeks with his palms, in a way that was so sissy and gay I had to force myself to not laugh out loud.  He looked at himself in a mirror, clucking his tongue in disapproval as he did so.   
 
      
 
    “No problem,” I said.  “In fact, you’re in luck.  I have an outfit with me that will fit you quite well.  It has silky white stockings, pretty pink panties, a lacy bra, a short black skirt, and a red top.  I even brought makeup and a wig!” 
 
      
 
    “That sounds gorgeous!” he said.  “Let’s go to my office and you can put it on me right now!” 
 
      
 
    We did just that.  Frank stripped, leaned back in his office chair, and let me feminize him on the spot.  I rubbed a dainty smelling shaving gel into his legs, running a disposable razor up and down his calves and thighs.  He loved seeing all that nasty man-hair come off.  I shaved his balls too, just for good measure.   
 
      
 
    I painted his toenails bright red and slid a pair of black high heels onto his feet.  I had ordered them the week before from a website for transvestites, along with most of the things he wore that night.  Then I slipped the silk stockings up his legs; they hooked nicely to the garter belt I had selected for him; it had nice lace frills and was perfect for a sissy.   
 
      
 
    I had to look at his micro-cock for a few seconds that night, which was an underwhelming sight.  It was soon hidden by his panties, however.  
 
      
 
    The hair came off the rest of his body with a few strokes of the razor.  By the time he wore the rest of his wardrobe. Frank looked like a real woman - a fat, frumpy one, but a woman nonetheless!  He gazed up at me, hoping for my approval.   
 
      
 
    “You look lovely!” I said to him in my best fake-sincerity voice.  “There’s one more thing,” I said, touching my lips with my index finger.  “‘Frank’ is no name for a sissy loser like yourself.  How about we change it to ‘Francis’?” 
 
      
 
    Francis’ eyes lit up at the suggestion.  “That’s wonderful!” she said, touching her palms to her cheeks.  “It’s so feminine!” 
 
      
 
    “Then ‘Francis’ it is,” I said.  “Now, are you ready to make your debut?”   
 
      
 
    She bobbed her head up and down, giddy with excitement.  “Am I!” she said.  “I’ll show those bitches out there what a real woman looks like!” 
 
      
 
    I led her out of the office and through the kitchen, so that the other workers could see their brainwashed, feminized boss.  The busboy laughed so hard I thought he would have a stroke.  But the best response came from the head cook, a burly black guy named Tyrone.  “Looks like Frank is the pathetic, cock-sucking faggot we always thought he was!”   
 
    Thinking she was being complimented, Francis blushed and thanked him.  Laughing, Tyrone stepped out from his station, pulled off his apron, and dropped his pants to the floor.  There, revealed for everyone in the kitchen to marvel at, was the biggest penis I had ever seen.  The walls of my pussy hurt as I looked at it.  Francis got so worked up that she dropped to her knees and started blowing Tyrone on the spot!   
 
      
 
    Everyone else gathered around, pointing at her, laughing, and kicking her in the ass.  But nothing would separate Francis’ lips from that dick!  I almost felt sorry for her.  Then I remembered how he had abused Pam, and how he had insulted and degraded me for years.  So I let the mocking and teasing go on. 
 
      
 
    Then I decided it was time to show Francis the real meaning of humiliation.  I went into the dining room and told the ladies to get ready for the show of their lives.  By this time they had finished eating and were in the mood for some amusement.  “Be right back,” I promised them. 
 
      
 
    Seconds later I appeared with Francis by my side. Tyrone had cum in her mouth and sperm was dripping off her chin.  “Here she is, ladies!” I said, waving my arm with a flourish at my now-feminized boss. 
 
      
 
    Kim and her friends loved it.  They clapped and stomped their feet as Francis pranced about for them.  “Attagirl, Francis!” one of them shouted.  “Do it like a woman ought to!  Shake that ass!”  I got into it as well, as did the other waitresses. 
 
      
 
    Then Kim ran up to me, pulling me aside.  “I have the perfect idea,” she said, taking another flash drive out of her purse.  “We have been working on this in the lab. It can undo all the changes in Frank’s brain in a couple of seconds.  He’ll be like he was before, but he’ll be standing in front of a place full of women dressed like that!” 
 
      
 
    “I love it!’ I said, giving Kim a quick hug.  “Let’s put it in now!”  We raced to the back room where the sound equipment was.  I yanked out the old drive and plugged in the new one.  Then we hurried back to the dining room, where Francis was still putting on her act. 
 
      
 
    We got there at the perfect moment.  The new program hit Francis’ brain like a ton of bricks.  Suddenly she was Frank again.  He stopped his little show and looked at himself, shock and unbelief registering in his face.  “W-what is going on?” he said, looking up at the assembled women.  Then he stared at his painted nails and girly clothes.  “How did I get in these?” he said. 
 
      
 
    For a moment, stunned silence fell across the restaurant.  Then someone started giggling.  The sound spread through the crowd, and suddenly dozens of hard-core lesbian feminists were pointing at Frank and laughing.  I saw tears start rolling down his eyes as his fat face turned red.  Then he folded his hands together at his waist and hung his head in shame, as the mocking and sneering at him went on for what seemed like hours… 
 
      
 
    Frank is now back to being Francis; it seems that some of his programming was never erased.  He was so humiliated by the events that night that he sold the business to Joanie and I for almost nothing.  Now he hangs out on a street corner, offering to suck dicks for fifty cents a pop.  Most guys turn him down. 
 
      
 
    Joanie and I live together now.  Kim drops by with a couple of friends once or twice a week and we have an orgy.  I had no idea I would get so good at eating pussy; I make the girls cum every time I dip my tongue into their cunts.   
 
      
 
    Life as a horny dyke and restauranteur is heaven, and I owe it all to that hypnosis program.  Maybe we’ll figure out a way to make it work on men in general.  Then my friends and I will turn you into our slaves.  Hey, it could happen! 
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