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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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