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Excerpt from Eunuch Island:

I watched the sissy slide her mouth over the guy’s shaft as she gently cupped his balls in her hand. The man moaned with pleasure and arched his back.

“That’s a good sissy,” he said, pushing her head forward and forcing his organ deep into her mouth. She must have been an experienced cock sucker, because she had no trouble taking every inch of his massive pole into her throat

The pleasure in my ass grew. It spread into my balls, into my swollen penis, and through my body. My eyes stayed glued to the screen as the sissy continued to pleasure the man. At last,


with a powerful yell that split my ears, he came. His sperm ran out of her mouth and onto the floor in front of her. She lapped it up like a dog.

The spinning dildo began to force its way deep into my body. “Oh, oh…wow,” I said, as raw ecstasy poured through me. Then the screen went black for a moment. When the images came back I saw the words YOU ARE A SISSY QUEER flash across the monitor in bright pink letters. A female voice came from the speakers. It said, “You are a sissy queer, you are a sissy queer, you are a sissy queer,” over and over.

As the pleasure overwhelmed my senses, I began to say, “I’m a sissy queer, I’m a sissy queer, I’m a sissy queer.”

Mistress Cruelty whispered in my ear. “Are you a sissy queer, honey?” she said.

“Oh yes,” I said in a sweet, pretty voice. “I am a sissy queer.”


Prologue

“Bring the sacrifice to me,” ordered Mistress Victoria, thumping her scepter on the stone floor. A pair of slaves lifted the cot to which I was strapped. Then they carried my tightly bound form to the altar in front of the throne. The ropes that held my wrists and ankles dug into my tender pink flesh, sending shocks of white-hot pain through my nerves.

Panicked thoughts raced through my mind; I struggled against my bonds in the dim hope that I could loosen them. It was no use; I was fated to endure my punishment.

“Please,” I said, looking up at Mistress Victoria. “Please don’t do this. I’m sorry I broke the rules.” My voice cracked with despair as hot, salty tears ran down my face.

“It’s too late for that, my pet,” she said as she rose to her feet. “We must make an example of you for the others.” She drew a scabbard from the leather sheath around her waist, a smile crossing her lips.

She sauntered towards me with a slow, cat-like gait. Despite my terror, I gasped in awe at the absolute perfection of her face and figure. My heart pounded against the walls of my chest, making my breasts quiver. Mistress Victoria noticed my naked bosom jostling. She stroked my nipples with her left hand, and a fleeting wave of pleasure coursed through my senses.

Then, with a flick of her wrist, she sliced off my genitals.

The ecstasy of her touch was replaced by unimaginable pain, and suddenly, irrevocably, my last tiny shred of manhood was gone forever. My shrill, girlish scream echoed against the walls of the cavern, causing the torch lights to flicker ever so slightly.

Then Mistress Victoria’s alpha slave pressed a hot coal into my crotch, cauterizing the wound and making a sound like frying meat. The stench of boiling blood reached my nostrils, causing me to retch. The assembled crowd laughed in approval, then applauded.

How did I go from being a man to becoming a castrated sissy? Read on and find out.


Chapter One

It was a Friday night. Frank and I were at our favorite watering hole toasting each other’s business success. For a while our talk was all about cigars and stock prices. Then his face clouded over as a troubled thought entered his mind.

Hey, Randy,” he said, “Have you ever heard of Eunuch Island?” He spoke in a hushed voice, his narrowed eyes darting around the bar.

“Sure!” I said, snorting. “I’ve also heard of Santa Claus and the Easter Bunny!”

I watched my cigar smoke drift into the air. Nearby, another bar patron pinched his nose and gave me a dirty look. I chuckled.

“Look, I’m serious,” Frank said. “They say the place is real!” He raised a shot of whiskey to his lips with quaking hands; some of it spilled down his chin and onto his shirt, but he paid it no attention.

He lowered his tone to a whisper as he leaned in to speak further. “I swear, Randy,” he said. “I heard it from a guy who says he has been there. They take men and turn them into…” his voice trailed off as his face turned white.

“Into what?” I said, giving my co-worker a mocking look just before downing a mouthful of beer.

“I – I can’t say it,” Frank said, turning away as he hung his head low. “It’s too horrible.”

I laughed long and hard at my companion. Then, seeing his face turn pale, I reached across the table, placing a strong, muscular hand on his shoulder. “Look, buddy,” I said, “the world is full of bullshit fairy tales like this ‘Eunuch Island.’”

I took a moment to regard the ashen tip of my cigar. “The world is ruled by the strong,” I said. “And my ‘strong’ I mean men like us, the kind who take whatever we damn well please. We never apologize for being at the top of the food chain. Hell, we never apologize for anything!

Nor should we.”


I was about to launch into one of my usual motivational speeches when the barmaid approached me. “I’m sorry, sir,” she said, “but smoking isn’t allowed in here anymore; it’s a new state law.”

I took a moment to size her up. She was maybe 21-22, tall and lanky, with mousy brown hair pulled back from her face. Probably not even a good cock sucker, I thought as I noticed her small mouth and thin lips. I smiled as I spoke. “Look, darlin’,” I said. “You don’t look like the brightest bulb in the chandelier, so I’ll say this slowly. Me and the guy who owns this place are members of the same country club; in fact, I routinely kick his ass on the golf course. He says I can smoke in here whenever I damn well please. So take your ‘state law’ and shove it up your ass!”

I took a long, slow puff on my stogie, then buried her face in a cloud of second-hand smoke. Choking, she covered her mouth with her hands and doubled over in a coughing fit. I turned away in disgust as tiny specks of phlegm coated her fingers. “For god’s sake, you stupid cunt!” I shouted. “This is a public place! Think of your customer’s health!”

Frank laughed at my remark. “Damn straight, buddy!” he said, giving me a high-five. “That bitch works in food service; she should know better!”

A moment later the manager, a guy named Joe Caldwell, appeared at the table. “Sorry for the poor service, Mr. Talbot,” he said. “We’ll cover your bar tab to make up for the trouble.”

“And my friend’s here,” I said, nodding towards Frank.

Caldwell hesitated for a moment before speaking again. “Of course,” he said. Then his face turned hard as he glared at the waitress, who was just beginning to get her composure. “As for you, Sheila,” he said, “you should know better than to harass our customers. You’re fired; get out of here.”

I watched with glee as tears filled her eyes. “But, Mr. Caldwell,” she said, “I need this job! I’m a single mom and –.”

Caldwell raised his hand to cut her off. “Enough!” he shouted. “If you’re not out of here in five minutes I’ll have security throw you out!” Then he gave her a leer as he said, “Maybe you can make some money blowing guys on the street corner!”

“I doubt it,” I said, regarding her with a mocking grin. “She hasn’t got the lips for it. Hey, baby!” I said, crushing my cigar butt into the tabletop as I stood up, “maybe you could clean my apartment for a few bucks! I’ll even let you give me a hand job – no extra charge!” I stood over her as I spoke, my breath heavy with the odors of alcohol and tobacco. She grimaced as the noxious smell assaulted her nostrils.


“I-I’ll get my things and leave,” she said in a small quiet voice, weeping as she disappeared into a back room.

“You have my sympathies, Caldwell,” I said to the manager. “It’s tough finding good help these days, isn’t it?”

He nodded in response. “These cunts are more trouble than they’re worth,” he said. “I wish slavery was still legal; then I could just horse-whip them when they get out of line.”

“Hey, if it’s a ‘whip’ these bitches need,” I said, wrapping my hand around my crotch, “I’ve got the big one right here!” Frank and Caldwell guffawed at my little joke.

“Come on, buddy,” I said to my co-worker. “Let’s get out of here. The night’s young!”

“Let’s do it, man!” he said, grabbing his jacket as he stood.

I turned towards the exit; and that was when I first saw Mistress Victoria – though at the time I had no idea who she was. She was sitting by herself in a corner of the tavern, an untouched drink on the table in front of her. Oh, wow, I thought as my eyes drank in her beauty. My head swam from my sudden arousal, and my cock sprung to attention.

Even from her seated position I could tell that she was tall for a woman. Her long hair cascaded to her hips, framing her perfect face with its scarlet locks. Her cheekbones were high, her lips full and sensuous, and her skin remarkably clear for a redhead.

Her slender throat caught my eyes, and I followed it downward to her ample bosom, which was barely concealed by the low-cut green dress she wore. Her long, luscious legs were crossed, with one foot turned up smartly to reveal the gorgeous curves of her left calf. She wore designer pumps, and a small handbag hung from her chair; it must have cost more than most people’s cars.

Her eyes were her most striking feature; they looked like they had been cut from pure emerald. But they were cool and razor-sharp as she regarded me with a look that could cut through steel. I was horny and afraid all at the same time, as the blood rushing to my loins was matched by the color draining from my face. My tongue felt thick in my mouth, and for once in my life I was at a loss for words.

Then she stood and walked towards me. My thoughts raced for just the right pick-up line, but it came up blank as she closed the distance between the two of us. I’m a little over six feet tall, but she looked down at me from her superior height, her face remained cold and menacing.

“H-hi,” I said, barely able to eject the word from my lips.


She gave me the faintest trace of a smile before her face resumed its stony appearance. Sweat ran down my forehead. The tension between us was so thick it could dull a butcher’s knife. Seconds passed.

At last she spoke. “I’ve been watching you, Randy Taylor; and I don’t like what I’ve seen.”

Her tone was icy. But I was never one to back down from a challenge. I met her hostile look with one of my own. “How the fuck do you know my name?” I said, challenging her. “And what do you mean by ‘watching me?’” My hands balled into fists.

If my outward bravado had any effect on her, then she didn’t show it. “You shouldn’t have tormented that poor girl back there.” Her eyes glanced at the table where Frank and I had sat moments before. “Now you’ll be sorry,” she said.

Inside, my nerves were turning to mush; but I maintained my façade of courage. “Look, bitch,” I said, keeping my tone low and menacing, “you might be the hottest piece of ass I’ve ever seen. But nobody, and I mean NOBODY” – I pointed my finger at her face – “threatens Randy Taylor! Got it?”

“Enjoy your freedom while you can,” she said, then she turned her back to me.

I grabbed her arm as she started to walk away; that was a mistake. In a flash she had my wrist bent behind my back with some kind of martial arts move. “What the fuck?” I screamed, trying in vain to free myself. She pushed me forward and slammed my head against the bar. I felt her lips brush against my ear.

“I’m going to enjoy destroying you,” she whispered.

Then she released me. I jerked my head up, intending to take a swing at her. But, when I looked around, she was nowhere to be seen. It was as if she had vanished into thin air.

Silence hung over the room as the crowd stared at me. Some faces revealed shock, others amusement. That sent me over the edge. “What the hell are you people looking at?” I bellowed. Then I saw Frank standing nearby. “Let’s get out of this dump!” I said. As I stormed out of the tavern he trailed closely behind, like a puppy following its master.

“Jeez, Randy,” he said when we were outside. “That was one psycho bitch!” He glanced at my swollen wrist. “You gonna be okay?”

“Of course,” I said. “I coulda broke out of that hold any time I wanted; I’m just too much of a gentleman to hurt a defenseless lady.”


I saw the corners of Frank’s mouth curl upward for a moment. “If you say so, my friend,” he offered. “Hey, how ‘bout we visit that little cathouse near the docks; you know, the one with all those Asian cunts? I’ve got a yearning for some yellow poon-tang!”

I shook my head. “Some other time,” I said as my tortured wrist began to throb. “I’m gonna hit the sack early tonight; big golf tournament at the club tomorrow.” Frank went to his car and I went to mine. I clutched the leather-wrapped steering wheel of my Mercedes with one hand; the other was in too much pain to hold anything. “Fucking cunt,” I muttered under my breath. “There’ll be hell to pay if I run into her again.” But, as I drove off into the inky darkness, a cold wave of fear coursed through my body. I felt like a mouse scurrying for cover, while a big bad alley cat sat nearby, waiting for the right moment to devour it alive.


Chapter Two

I’ve always been a quick healer, so by Sunday afternoon the wrist pain had all but disappeared.

My anger at the mysterious woman from the bar still burned deep inside, but all my efforts to discover her identity led to dead ends. “Sorry, Randy,” said Caldwell when I called him on Saturday. “Never saw her before that night and I hope to never see her again.”

“You have a package, Mr. Taylor,” said the receptionist as I arrived at work the following Monday. “It was sitting at the foot of the door this morning. I’m amazed no one walked off with it.”

“Thanks,” I said, taking the small box from her hands. My eyes scanned the label. The person who addressed it had written FRANK TAYLOR in small, precise letters, along with the building address. They used red ink. I tossed it onto my desk as I walked into my office, then fired up my computer and glanced over my to-do list.

In those days I was a hot-shot Los Angeles realtor who specialized in commercial properties. LA is a fast-growing town that offers unlimited opportunities for getting rich. I had built a sizeable financial empire over the past 10 years with a combination of smooth talk and shady deals.

Some of the buildings I unloaded weren’t quite the way I described them to customers. But the buyers usually flipped them over so quick that they didn’t care. It was a matter of finding the biggest sucker, the person with the deepest pockets and the emptiest head. The guys in my circle of friends made plenty of cash, and that was all we cared about. If occasionally a buyer got stuck with a fire trap that burned down around him…well, that was his fault for being stupid.

Around 11 a.m. that morning I got a call from Frank. He ran a small ad agency, and his building was only a few blocks from mine. “Hey, buddy,” he said. “Hope your wrist is better!”

“Of course it is,” I growled into the phone. “What’s up?” I said, changing the topic.

“Nothing much,” he said. “Just wondering if you’re up for getting some drinks tonight. I’m off tomorrow and feel like hitting the town. Hell, I’ll even buy you a round if you like.”


Nothing got my attention faster in those days than a chance to score some free booze. “Sound great!” I said. “Where should we meet?”

“Remember that cathouse near the docks I mentioned the other night?” he asked.

“Sure,” I said, smiling as I realized what he had in mind.

“Good,” he said. “There’s a great bar on the next block; it’s called Persuaders. They’ve got ‘buy one-get one free’ after seven. Maybe we can loosen up and pay the ladies a call. I’ve got it on good authority that their girls are all young and clean; straight off the boat from the

Philippines.”

“Hell,” I snorted. “You really have a thing for gook pussy!”

“You know it!” he said. “So why don’t we meet about 7:30 and get the party started?”

“See ya then,” I said as I hung up the phone. I spent the rest of the day surfing the net and grazing on free porn; my people were well-trained and could run the place with little effort on my part.

I got so wrapped up in what I was doing that I almost forgot about the package from that morning. Then, as I was getting ready to leave late that afternoon, I noticed it sitting on the edge of my desk. Almost absent-mindedly I reached for it. Tearing open the brown paper in which it was wrapped, I discovered that it contained a small wooden box with hinges. I opened it.

Inside, wrapped in a red silken cloth, was a small hourglass. Knotting my brow in puzzlement, I lifted it out, holding it in my hand.

Hanging from the object was a small piece of parchment-like paper. Unfolding it, I saw a message written in the same, small precise handwriting as the address. It read TIME’S ALMOST

UP, MR. TALBOT. ENJOY YOUR FREEDOM WHILE IT LASTS.

My blood ran cold as I read the words. Then, my anger rising up to quench my fear, I tossed the hourglass in the waste basket and stormed out of the building.

An hour and a half later I sat across from Frank at the bar he had recommended. On the table in front of me sat the remains of a cheeseburger and fries. It was the first time I ate that day, so I had torn into the food with ferocious intensity.

“Gotta hand it to ya, buddy,” I said, looking around at the scantily clad waitresses that seemed to be everywhere, “you sure know how to pick ‘em.”


“I thought you’d like this place,” Franks said. “I just found out about it myself a couple of weeks ago.” He leaned forward and spoke in a hushed tone. “They say these girls are real sluts; they’ll polish a guy’s knob for 20 bucks!”

I felt the hardness rift in my pants as I looked around the room. “Ya don’t say,” I replied. “I might just have to test that theory. Some of these bitches have world-class blowjob lips!”

Had I been thinking with my big head and not my little one, I might have noticed a couple of odd things about the wait staff: one, that they were all unusually tall and well-muscled for women; two, that there were an awful lot of them for such a small place. As it was, however, I was too involved with my lurid thoughts to pay more attention to my surroundings.

Frank was in a buying mood that night – another red flag that I should have seen. But I was never one to turn down free alcohol. So, as he paid for round after round, I kept imbibing. We smoked cigars and made lewd comments to the waitresses, who smiled tightly but said nothing about our smoking. Despite the weird package and the incident from a few nights before, I was feeling on top of the world. But that would not last.

Around 11 p.m. I glanced at the clock on the wall. “Jesus fucking Christ,” I said. “Tomorrow’s a work day! Let’s get out of here, Frank.”

“Relax, buddy,” he said. “You’re the boss, remember? Just call in sick!”

Ordinarily I would not have found that crack funny. But I was so drunk by then that I doubled over laughing. “Goddamn right!” I said. “That cunt receptionist can run the show tomorrow; hell, I pay her enough!”

We stayed till midnight, when Frank looked at his watch and said, “Randy, I hate to call it a night; but, unlike you, I don’t run the show at my office. How ‘bout I walk you to your car?”

“Y-y-yeah,” I said, my thoughts in a fog. “Works for me…let’s go.”

I stood up, felt my head spin, then fell back into my chair. “Damn!’ I said, “this is the drunkest I’ve been in years…can’t even coordinate myself…” I shook my head, put my hands firmly on the table; and then, with a supreme effort, got back on my feet.

“Easy, big boy, easy,” said Frank, grabbing my arm. “Let me guide you out the door.”

My memory of the next few minutes is a blur; all I remember is seeing my Mercedes sitting in the parking spot where I had left it a few hours before. “There she is,” I said, my voice slurred, my legs like rubber. “I’m gonna drive that beauty back to my place, and if a cop gives me shit I’ll kick his ass…fuckin’ cops!”


Glancing to my left, I saw Frank right beside me, still clutching my arm as he walked me to my automobile. “T-thanks, Frank,” I said, “You’re a great pal.”

Don’t mention it,” he said, smiling. “Gotta watch out for my best friend.”

As we approached the car, my eyes made out the dim outlines of two people standing around it. We were in a parking lot patrolled by private security, but the guards were nowhere around.

“Who…who the fuck is that?” I said, sudden fear whisking away my mental fog.

I heard Frank snicker. “You’ll find out soon, buddy,” he said.

I felt my heart skip a beat as the pair of blurry shapes turned razor-sharp. The redhead from the other night stood a few feet in front of another women who towered over her; I guessed her height at close to seven feet. The giant’s blond hair cascaded down her body to her hips. Both women were dressed the same: leather boots and corsets, golden necklaces, and a rawhide bag slung over their shoulders.

“Hello again, my pet,” said the scarlet-haired lady, in a voice that was almost pleasant. “Your time is up, I’m afraid.”

Frank let go of my arm and I tumbled to the ground. The dizziness I had felt over the last several minutes retuned with a vengeance. I slapped myself, trying to fight off the wave of unconsciousness that was rushing over me.

I rolled over on my back and looked upwards. The cold fluorescent ceiling lights burned holes through my eyes; I closed them and covered my face with my hands. Waves of pain thundered through my skull. Oh god, no, I thought. This is it; I’m going to die.

The giant Amazon woman reached down, wrapping her paws around me. In a flash she lifted me off the ground, then tossed me over her shoulder like a sack of potatoes. My belly crashed against her rock-hard physique; she was insanely strong. My nostrils filled with the musky scent of her lean, sweaty body.

I saw Frank looking at the redhead; he held out his hand, palm up. “I drugged his sorry ass for you and brought him here,” he said. “Now give me the money!”

The red-headed woman reached into a leather pouch slung across her chest and produced a giant wad of cash. “It’s all here - $50,000.00, as we agreed,” she said, holding it out to Frank. But, instead of accepting it, he half-turned from her and sneered.


“That was the deal when we first talked,” he said. “But I’m changing the terms. After all, I could turn you cunts in for this shit you’re doing,” he said. “How ‘bout we make it an even $100,000.00 and I keep my mouth shut?”

You fool, I thought to myself. You poor, pitiful fool.

Silence fell over the lot as the redhead stared at my once-friend. “$50,000.00, Mr. Crowder,” she said. She loosed her grip on the money and it fell to the concrete floor at her feet. “Take it and get out of here – now.”

Frank glared at her as he pulled a pistol from his pocket. “I’ll blow a 9mm round up your ass if you don’t pay up,” he said, pointing the barrel of the weapon at the redhead. “Now give me the hundred grand, you stupid whore! I got it coming!”

If either of the women were scared, then they didn’t show it. The redhead looked at the massive blond who now stood beside her. “You heard the man,” she said to the giant. “Give him what he has coming.”

What happened next occurred in a flash. The immense woman dropped me, then snatched the gun from Frank’s hand and tossed it to a far corner of the lot. Then she wrapped her arms around him and lifted him high off the floor.

Frank barely had time to cry out before I heard a sickening CRACK sound. Then he fell to the hard concrete floor. His dead, uncomprehending eyes stared up at nothing. A pool of blood poured from his broken body, which was folded over backwards like a bent playing card.

“Nice work,” said the redhead to her companion. Then she turned towards me. The woman had grabbed me once more and was carrying me over her shoulder, her arm cinched around me like a vise.

“Please…please,” I begged. “Don’t kill me. I’ll give you anything you want. Just let me live.” I wailed mournfully as I spoke, expecting each moment to be my last.

The scarlet-locked woman’s face softened for a moment as she gave me a wicked smile. “Don’t worry, my pet,” she said. “I have far more…interesting plans for you.”

Then I fainted.


Chapter Three

How long I was unconscious I don’t know. Every so often I would start to wake up. Once I heard a creaking sound and felt my body swaying back and forth, as if I were on a ship. At one point I felt an object in my right hand and heard someone say, “Sign it – now.” My hand made a motion, as if I was affixing my signature to something. Then all was blackness.

The next thing I knew I was lying on a metal table. The cold metal chilled me to the bone. I saw a figure in a white gown and surgeon’s mask standing over me. Someone in the background said, “Make them as large as possible.” Searing pain cut through my chest, but I was unable to scream. Again I passed out.

When I awoke I saw a bright light overhead. The glow sent a wave of pain through my skull. I tried to cover my eyes with my hand, only to realize that my wrists were held down by straps. Slowly my vision adjusted to the glare and I could see around me. I was in what looked like a hospital room. My surroundings were sterile and metallic. I tried to sit up, but a strap cinched around my stomach kept me immobilized.

I heard the clack of footsteps against the floor as someone entered the room. “Well, there you are, number 2336!” a female voice said. “We thought you might not make it; but you pulled through after all.”


Standing over me was a dark-haired woman in a lab coat. Behind her was a petite Asian lady dressed the same way. They regarded me with a cool, emotionless glare. The woman in front took my pulse while she looked at her wristwatch. “65 beats a minute,” she said, glancing over her shoulder at the Asian. “Strong and steady. Number 2336 is well on its way to its new life.”

Through the haze in my mind I somehow found the ability to speak. “Who...who are you?” I said. “Where am In” I noticed my voice was unusually high.

“All in good time, Number 2336,” the lead woman said. “For now you should sleep.” She stepped aside, and the Asian woman approached me with a massive syringe in her hand. I cried out as she buried it deep in my arm and injected a brown fluid into me. Then, once again, I was out.

“Wake up, number 2336!” said the deep, commanding voice. As I opened my eyes I expected to see a huge, muscle-bound male standing over me. But instead I saw the same gigantic woman who had slung me over her shoulder the night I was abducted. She looked down at me with a grim expression.

“W..what?” I said, my mind still groggy from all the chemicals injected into me. “Who…who are you? Where am I?” My body felt cold; I glanced around and saw that I was lying on a huge, flat marble slab, manacles around my ankles and wrists.

“SILENCE!” the massive Amazon screamed, slapping my face so hard I saw stars. I shrieked as the pain from the blow echoed through my body. As I did, I noticed that my voice sounded girlishly shrill. A wave of terror coursed through me and my eyes filled with tears. “Please, please,” I begged, “don’t hurt me anymore!”

“Perhaps you should let it look in a mirror,” said a voice from behind my tormentor. “Anything to stop its ridiculous whining.”

“Good idea,” said the hulking she-brute. She left for a moment, then returned with a pane of silvery glass. “Look at yourself,” she said, holding the mirror in front of me. I did as she ordered.

I gasped, closed my eyes in disbelief, and then looked again. There, staring back at me, was the face of a woman! She had blond hair, full, pouty lips, a slender neck, and a small, upturned nose. On her right cheek I saw a huge red welt in the shape of four fingers; it was beginning to swell.

As my eyes followed the image downward I saw that I had somehow grown breasts, huge ones, like those of the strippers I used to fondle. Each had a perfectly formed pink nipple on its tip.


“Oh…oh, god,” I said. “What happened to me?”

“Welcome to Eunuch Island, number 2336,” Said the woman. “You’ve taken the first steps towards feminization.” She reached out and touched my inflamed cheek. “I must be gentler with you, however,” she said. “Our customers pay less if the merchandise is bruised.”

My mind filled with the horror of my situation. I screamed, my sissified voice filling the room.

“You’re not so tough when you’re in bondage, are you?” said the woman, laughing.

I began to sob.

“Oh, don’t be that way!” said the blond. “You’ll get used to being a slut-slave after a while. In fact, we may as well start your ass training now.” She glanced over her right shoulder, speaking to a shadowy figure that stood at the edge of the room. “Number 2336 is all yours, captain,” she said.

“Good,” said a man’s gravelly voice. “I’m horny as hell.” A skulking figure stepped out of the darkness. It was a giant black man who stood almost as tall as the giant woman who had struck me. “I’ll show this little sissy what it feels like to have a real man’s dick shoved up its ass.”

The blond Amazon removed a key from her breastplate and opened the locks that held my shackles in place. But, before I could try to escape, she grabbed my shoulders and flipped me onto my stomach. Then I felt her drag my feet backwards, so that I was leaning against the slab with my feet barely touching the floor, my naked ass jutting outwards.

The huge ebony-colored man grunted and threw himself on me. As he did, I felt his shaft force its way into my rectum. Then he began to thrust in and out. Blood trickled from my lacerated sphincter and ran down my smooth, silken legs.

I wept in agonized humiliation while the man rode me. And, as the violation went on, the woman stood nearby and smiled approvingly, enjoying each moment of the sadistic spectacle.


Chapter Four

The man they called “captain” used me for what seemed like hours. I felt him spray his white-hot jism into me over and over, barely taking a second to rest from each orgasm before he was once more rock-hard.

Eventually my mind went numb from the pain and shock, and I became a passive object for his lust. Finally, with one huge final shove, he let out an animal cry of enraged fury, then collapsed into a nearby chair and panted like a dog in heat while he caught his breath.

I felt my head spin, and then my knees buckled as I fell to the cold stone floor in a heap. My eyes were dry after crying a river of tears, and my throat ached from my endless screams. Somehow through the fog of pain and disgrace I heard the woman applaud.

A strong hand grabbed me ankle and dragged me away. I was tossed onto a cot into a room with pink walls that smelled vaguely of lilac. Fatigue overwhelmed my pain and I fell asleep.

When I woke I found myself still lying on the cot. I heard someone quietly humming near me; looking up, I saw a gorgeous brunette sitting on a cot like mine lined against the far wall. The room was tiny; it had two small dressers, a mirror, and the cots, nothing else. Everything was pink, even the carpet.

“Well, there you are!” said the woman, smiling as she saw me open my eyes. “I was wondering when you would come to. How was the sex?”

I shook my head to clear away the cobwebs, then I spoke. “Please,” I said. “Tell me where I am, what’s going on.”

My companion adjusted herself on the cot and crossed her legs; she wore a micro-skirt that showed ample amounts of skin. Then, once more, she spoke. “Get ready for a shock, sweetie,” she said. “You’re on an island somewhere in the middle of the ocean, god-only-knows-where


exactly. It’s a place where they transform men into feminized playthings for the rich and powerful.”

She smiled faintly. “I’ve been here for several months,” she said. “I used to be in the military. Then one day I started getting threatening letters from a redhead woman, whom I believe you have met already. Now I’m a sissy maid in training.”

The blood ran from my face. “You can’t be serious,” I managed to say. “But I’m an American citizen; I have rights! I –.”

The brunette held up her hand to cut me off. “Save me the speech, honey,” she said. “I’ve heard it a thousand times before, both from my own lips and from other sissies. None of that matters. This is a sovereign nation ruled by Mistress Victoria. Here you’re her property – end of story.”

“’Mistress Victoria?’” I said.

“Why, yes, of course!’ said the brunette, giving me a “duh” look. “The kick-ass redhead who abducted you! She’s Queen Bitch in these parts!” “By the way,” she continued, “my name is Karen. Nice to meet you.” She reached out her right hand. I reached out as well and clasped her warm, rosy palm against mine. “My name is…” I started to say. Then I stopped myself, realizing that I was no longer the man I used to be.

Karen, understanding my hesitation, smiled once more. “Right now you’re nobody, honey,” she said sadly, “just the number on your tummy.” She pointed at my stomach. Glancing down, I saw “2336” burned into my belly.

My mouth dropped open, and I looked up at Karen. “You’re only a number here until you complete initial training,” she said. “Then Mistress Victoria will give you a sissy name.” She dropped her eyes and said quietly, “I once went by ‘Ken;’ now I’m just a feminized sissy faggot named Karen.” She wrapped her arms around herself and grew quiet.

I realized for the first time that I was still nude. Standing, I looked in the mirror. My brain rebelled at what me eyes were telling it. Staring back at me was the same female face I had seen earlier. My boobs shook slightly with each movement of my body.

My belly was tight and lean; they had probably starved me for weeks while I was anesthetized. I had a glowing tan that covered me from head to toe – they must have exposed to me to UV rays as well. My eyes followed my new body to my cock. I started to touch it.

“No!” came the hysterical voice from behind me. As I turned, Karen grabbed my hand, yanking it away from my balls. “Don’t! None of us can ever touch ourselves down there again!”


“Why not?” I shouted, my former male pride flickering back to life for an instant.

Karen dropped her panties, showing me her genitals. “This is why,” she said, her voice cracking.

My heart stopped in my chest as I saw what the surgeon had done to her. Her cock was sutured to her body, pointing upwards towards her belly button.

She covered her face and looked away as her face turned red. “They did this to me when they caught me masturbating one night,” she said. “When I piss it shoots upward and soaks my body; they make films of it and sell them on the Internet. Thuis is only ine of the punishments they use. I’ve heard that, when a sissy is really bad, they will castrate her with a knife and seal the wound with heat; it’s the same method the ancient Romans used when they turned men into eunuchs.”

For once in my life I had nothing to say. I just stared in abject horror, imagining what it would be like to endure such total humiliation. Then, despite my revulsion, I felt my cock grow stiff.

Why am I getting excited? I thought. Does the idea of being dominated and humiliated turn me on at some level? The question burned in my mind as my throbbing penis stood at attention, waiting for relief that would never come.


Chapter Four

The rest of that day went by quickly. Karen showed me around the room. Then she lent me some of her clothes and led me out of the room and down the hallway, showing me what she could of the compound in which we were imprisoned. It consisted of a long hallway with 12 rooms like ours. At one end there was a communal bathroom. Past it, a massive steel door with no knobs or windows blocked our path.

There were other sissies on the hallway, each in various states of transition. I met a tall African-American named Nicole who used to be a big game hunter, a petite sissy named Jane who was once a computer analyst, and a broad-shouldered but very quiet sissy named Rachel whose face was badly bruised.

“What happened to her?” I asked Karen when we got back to our room.

“She dared to talk back to Mistress Cruelty,” she said.

“Who?” I asked.

“The giant blond super-woman you met,” she said. “They say she’s some sort of genetic experiment – one of Mistress Victoria’s soldiers. She will lead the others into battle when the final war comes.”

“War?” I asked, raising my eyebrows. “What war?”

“The one that will turn all men into sissies and give women control of the earth,” said Karen. “You’ll learn about it during your training, which will probably start tomorrow.”

I was about to ask her what she meant by my “training” when a loud bell sounded throughout the building. “Follow me,” said Karen glumly. “It’s dinnertime.”

I did as she said. As we went into the hallway I noticed that the giant steel door was now open. A woman in a black uniform stood against the wall; she had a firearm and other devices in a


holster around her waist. “Move, sissies!” she ordered, giving us a cold, stony look. I kept my eyes down as I shuffled past her.

The hallway led to a small cafeteria. Karen and I shuffled through a serving line; the people who dished out our meal had a vacant look in their eyes. They scooped our food from large silver bowls using ladles, and dropped it onto our plates with slow, almost mechanical movements. I nearly retched when I saw what we were expected to eat: steamed vegetables and tofu. The only drink was water.

“Is this he only food they give us?” I asked Karen as we sat together.

“Yes,” she said. “They say it’s good for us. It has plenty of vitamins but almost no protein.” She took a bite, swallowed, then continued to speak. “And very little flavor,” she said.

“Why is everything pink?” I asked, looking around me.

“Because pink is a sissy color,” she said. “It’s part of the way they reprogram us.”

“’Reprogram us?’” I said. “You mean like computers?”

“Exactly,” she said. “They dominate our minds and our bodies. We’re like clay to them.”

“What do they want to turn us into?” I asked, a cold chill running through me.

“Feminized sissy slaves,” she said, “with no mind or will of our own.”

I tried to put those words out of my mind as I continued to eat. We sat through the rest of dinner in silence. Afterwards we returned to our room. The guard closed the giant steel door behind us with a loud THUD and we were trapped in our tiny section of the complex.

A minute or two later we were lying on our cots when we heard the door open again. We looked into the hallway to see what was happening. Three female guards were marching down the hallway; they were dressed head-to-toe in black leather. All of them were blond, with enormous breasts and hourglass figures. The heels of their boots clacked against the tile floor as they walked. I felt my cock stir to life once more.

Ignoring the other sissies who stood in the hall looking at them, they approached Karen. One of them held a coiled whip in her right hand; she pointed it at my roommate. “Sissy Karen!” she said. “Step forward! You broke the rules and must be punished.”

Karen’s hands covered her mouth as she took a step backwards. Her face turned pale and she begin to quiver. “Oh…oh god, no; please, mistresses; have mercy!”


“Silence!” shouted the lead guard. “You revealed information to number 2336 that it was not supposed to know until training period. You will suffer for your actions.”

“Wait!” I said, stepping forward. “What is this about? Why punish her when I asked the questions?”

One of the guards buried her fist in my abdomen, then followed up with a knee to my groin that lifted me off the floor with its force. I doubled over and collapsed on the floor.

Rolling over onto my back and looking up, I noticed for the first time that a set of manacles hung from certain sections of the ceiling. The guards encased Karen’s wrists in the bonds, so that she hung suspended from them.

Then the woman with the whip went to work. The rawhide strips shredded Karen’s clothes and cut into her skin. I saw red welts appear as the cords drew blood. She screamed for mercy that never came.

A cruel smile crept across the guard’s face as she struck over and over. The lean, firm muscles of her upper arm flexed every time the whip made contact with its victim. The sight reminded me of a nature show I saw once, in which a lioness attacked and killed a male gazelle. I watched that program in fascination as the hungry animal tore into its prey. The guard had that same air of utter ferocity as she did her work.

When she was done flailing at Karen’s back she focused her attention on her ass, then her upper thighs. Streak after crimson streak appeared on Karen’s body as the weapon did its work. The other sissies and I watched helplessly, too scared to do otherwise.

When it was over, Karen hung exhausted from the manacles, her breathing forced and uneven. Her clothing lay in tatters on the floor beneath her feet. I looked at her surgically altered cock, at the way it was stitched into her body so that it would never function properly again.

I shuddered at the sight of her raw, open wounds. I saw the look of utter hopelessness in her eyes as she endured the pain in silence. Is that how I will end up? I asked myself. What will become of me before this is through?


Chapter Five

After they whipped Karen, the guards lowered her from the ceiling, undid her bonds, and carried her limp form away with them through the blue steel door. I returned to my room and tried to sleep, but the images of my roommate’s abused body made it nearly impossible to rest. Eventually my fatigue overwhelmed my terror and I nodded off.

“Wake up, number 2336! Time to begin your training!”

The command tore me from my slumber. I looked up to see Mistress Cruelty towering over me. She pointed to the hallway. “Get up and follow me,” she said. “You have a long day ahead of you.”

I shuffled to my feet. “Hurry up!” shouted Mistress Cruelty. “Or you’ll get the same treatment as Karen!”

The thought of being flogged made me quicken my pace. I followed the blond super-woman down the hallway, past the open steel door, and through a maze of twisting passages. Several minutes later we entered what appeared to be a medical clinic. At its center was a hard wooden chair with a hole cut in the center of the seat and four chrome-plated handcuffs attached at different points.

Mistress Cruelty ordered me to sit; I did so. She locked my wrists and ankles in the cuffs and told me to look straight ahead.

“Sit still,” she said. Then, with no warning, the jabbed a hypodermic needle into my arm and injected me with a fluid.

“What was that stuff you shot into me?” I cried out.


“Shut up!” she screamed, striking the top of my head with her palm. I saw stars for a moment, then forced my mouth to stay closed.

A few feet in front of me was a pink curtain. It raised into the air, and behind it was a huge flat panel TV. It began to play a standard porno flick, the kind I used to watch all the time. A big guy with muscles was fucking the hell out of a woman beneath him. “Oh, baby,” the woman said. “Fuck me with your big, manly cock. Oh god, I can’t get enough!” My organ grew stiff as I watched.

Then a wave of nausea began to surge through me. It began as a churning in my stomach, then it spread upward into my throat and mouth. I squirmed in the seat as the cuffs held me in place. “Help me!” I shouted. “I’m getting sick! Someone help me! Please!” I turned my head towards Mistress Cruelty, who stood in a corner watching me. “Please!” I screamed at her. “I’m going to throw up!”

“Shut up, number 2336!” she said. “Keep your eyes on the screen or I will beat you!”

Remembering Karen from the previous night, I did as I was told. The movie was getting hotter as the man drove his giant shaft into the slut beneath him, but my queasiness wouldn’t let me enjoy the images. Suddenly, with a massive spasm that shook my body, I vomited on myself.

“Excellent!” said Mistress Cruelty. “Well done!” The TV screen went black as she spoke.

I looked back at her. “Why are you doing this to me?” I pleaded with her.

“For your own good, number 2336,” she said, walking towards me. “You see, men are filthy, degenerate creatures who think with the dicks. These sessions will break you of those bad habits. Whenever you think of sex with a woman you will become uncontrollably sick.”

She took a key from her belt and used it to release me from the cuffs. Then she pointed at a door on the other end of the room. “Through that door is a shower stall,” she said. “Go in there and clean yourself up. Then return here.”

I did as she commanded. The stall was cramped and the water ice-cold, but I found a small sliver of soap and a towel. I rinsed off my body then went back into the room. The puke on the floor was gone, but its smell lingered in the air.

“Mistress Cruelty cuffed me to the chair once more. Again she injected me with a fluid; it had a different color than the first compound.

Then I heard a whirring sound from the floor underneath me as a piece of metal rose up and made contact with my ass cheeks through the hole in the chair. I screamed, expecting the object to hurt, like the captain’s cock had felt the day before. But, to my surprise, it slid into me


easily. The dildo was smooth and cylindrical; it began to rotate slowly. I could tell from the ease with which it moved that it was lubricated.

I began to feel pleasure.

Then the TV flickered to life once more. But this time the images were different; they showed a feminized sissy on her knees giving a man head. I watched the sissy slide her mouth over the guy’s shaft as she gently cupped his balls in her hand. The man moaned with pleasure and arched his back.

“That’s a good sissy,” he said, pushing her head forward and forcing his organ deep into her mouth. She must have been an experienced cock sucker, because she had no trouble taking every inch of his massive pole into her throat

The pleasure in my ass grew. It spread into my balls, into my swollen penis, and through my body. My eyes stayed glued to the screen as the sissy continued to pleasure the man. At last, with a powerful yell that split my ears, he came. His sperm ran out of her mouth and onto the floor in front of her. She lapped it up like a dog.

The spinning dildo began to force its way deep into my body. “Oh, oh…wow,” I said, as raw ecstasy poured through me. Then the screen went black for a moment. When the images came back I saw the words YOU ARE A SISSY QUEER flash across the monitor in bright pink letters. A female voice came from the speakers. It said, “You are a sissy queer, you are a sissy queer, you are a sissy queer,” over and over.

As the pleasure overwhelmed my senses, I began to say, “I’m a sissy queer, I’m a sissy queer, I’m a sissy queer.”

Mistress Cruelty whispered in my ear. “Are you a sissy queer, number 2336?” she said.

“Oh yes,” I said in a sweet, pretty voice. “I am a sissy queer.”


Chapter Six

How long the experience went on I can’t say. All I know is that, when it was over, I was on the edge of cumming but unable to push myself into an orgasm. And, with my hands tied, there was nothing I could do, though I wanted to touch myself more than anything in the world.

In the end Mistress Cruelty released me from my bonds and told me to stand. “Follow me,” she said. “And don’t even think of masturbating or I will give you a whipping you’ll never forget.”

Then she wrapped a metal collar around my neck. It was attached to a long leather leash that she took hold of as she walked. I trailed behind her meekly as she led me down the hall.

Despite my raging hard-on, I obeyed her order. I felt pre-cum pooling on the end of my shaft, but I left it untouched.

After a long walk we arrived in front of a door. A sign over the entrance read FOUNDATIONS

DEPARTMENT. “Through there,” said Mistress Cruelty, opening the door and pointing to the room beyond. I did as she said, noticing as I crossed the threshold that I smelled the fragrant scent of women’s perfume.

The room was filled with mannequins, the kind used by department stores to display feminine undergarments. On each of them was a different type of lingerie: panties, bras, stockings, garter belts, and so on. At the far end of the room sat a lady at a large metal desk. Like every other woman I had seen on the island she was remarkably beautiful. She wore wire-rimmed glasses that perched on the end of her dainty nose. Her hair was a lovely shade of chestnut.


“Ah, there you are, number 2336!” she said, looking up at me. “I have been expecting you!” Her voice sounded vaguely German. “Come here,” she said, gesturing me towards her. “You may address me as Mistress Gwendolyn.”

As I approached her she looked me over from head to toe, sizing me up. “Sit,” she said, pointing to a padded chair. My naked ass sank into the soft leather.

Ahh, I thought. This is more like it.

“Lean forward,” she said as she sat in the chair opposite mine. Between the two of us was a small table. She opened a box that sat on it. Glancing at its contents, I saw that it contained makeup of various kinds.

“What are you going to do?” I said, pulling my head away!”

“SILENCE!” she screamed. Her formerly pleasant face turned icy cold as she gave me a venomous look. Then she pointed at my face with her right index finger. “You need to learn right now, number 2336, that you are NEVER to question what a woman tells you to do! Ever!

Do you understand?”

Too scared to speak, I just nodded my head.

“Much better,” she said, using the soothing tone with which she had greeted me earlier. “Now lean forward.” This time I obeyed without hesitation. Using the makeup brush and eyebrow pencil in the box, she applied cosmetics to my face. She started with a light foundation, then painted my lips and eyes. She put blush on my cheeks. When she was done she held up a mirror.

“See how beautiful you are now, number 2336!” she said.

Once more I couldn’t believe the image that was looking back at me. I had become a lovely woman! The cosmetics hid my blemishes and brought a rosy glow to my skin. I saw myself blush in the looking glass.

“Very good, number 2336,” the woman said, noting my reaction. “Your male persona is rapidly dissolving. I think you might make a serviceable sissy in time. Now stand.” Again I obeyed.

She directed me to stand in front of a full-length mirror. As I did she approached me from behind; I saw that she held a dainty, peach-colored bra in her hand.

“Hold up your arms,” she ordered. As I did, she slipped the bra’s silky straps over my shoulders, tucked my new breasts into the cups, and fastened the clasp. By this point my erection was stiffer than ever. Every nerve burned with the urge to masturbate, but fear of punishment kept my hands away from my organ.


“You should know, number 2336,” said the woman as the stood beside me, “that your days of being a man are forever gone. You are now, and will always be, a sissy. An inferior creature whose only purpose is to serve women and dominant men. You will be used as your owner decrees, but you will never, ever cum again. Do you understand?”

I felt a tear run down my cheek as the utter finality of her words sunk into my mind. She brushed it away.

“Now don’t be sad, dear,” she said. “Being a sissy is a wonderful life – so long as you please those who control you.”

“Yes, Mistress Gwendolyn,” I said in a tortured whisper.

Over the next several hours Mistress Gwendolyn dressed me in an array of panties, from silky black ones to lacy, frilly pink pairs. I shaved my body, slid stockings up my long, luscious legs, and tried on multiple outfits. Each of them included a mini-skirt and a low-cut top.

“You’re to be a whore, number 2336,” Mistress Gwendolyn said at one point. “It will be your only purpose; so you must look the part.”

In the end I was indistinguishable from a woman, save for my cock and balls. But they were concealed by my clothes. A faint bump jutted out from where I retained an erection. Seeing it,

Mistress Gwendolyn frowned. “Very unsightly, number 2336,” she said. “We will have to fix that. Otherwise, though, you’ve come along magnificently in a short time.”

“Thank you, mistress,” I said, feeling a rush of my pride at her words.

Later that day I returned to my room with armfuls of things to wear. The other sissies on the hall came by to congratulate me. I was actually happy, which amazed me since the experience prior to this moment had been so traumatic. The others asked me to strut my stuff for them, which I did, showing off my newly acquired feminized walk. They cheered and stomped their feet.

The only thing that dampened my joy was seeing that Karen’s things were gone; her side of the room was cleaned up and empty. “What happened to her?” I asked another sissy named

Veronica.

She held her index finger over her lips to shush me. “Don’t ask,” she said quietly. “When someone disappears we’re not to inquire about it.” I nodded in silence, not wanting to spoil the happy mood I was enjoying.


That night at dinner the food actually tasted good. I ate in small bites and wiped my lips with my napkin properly, just like a proper sissy should. I looked at the girl sitting next to me. “I’m so glad the worst of this is over,” I said to her.

She gave me a “you can’t be serious look!” along with the others who sat at my table. The sissy across from me reached across the table, taking my hand in hers. “I hate to tell you this, sweetie,” she said. “But the worst is yet to come.”

“Oh god,” I said, a lump forming in my throat. “Are you serious?’

“Yes I am,” said the other girl. Those around her nodded in agreement. “And, if you don’t perform well enough during the next test, then they will make you do it over and over. It has happened to all of us more times than we can count.”

The wound to my raped sphincter flared up, making me grimace in pain.


Chapter Seven

That night I slept surprisingly well, given the disturbing news from the other sissies. When I awoke the building was silent. I got out of bed, slipped into panties and a bra, applied a little makeup, and walked out into the hallway.

“Stop right there! You’ve broken the rules!” said a voice from behind me. I turned to see Mistress Cruelty, who had appeared out of nowhere, glaring at me. As usual, she was dressed in black leather: knee-high boots, corset, wristbands, and a mask that covered her face. She held a huge bullwhip in her right hand. Seeing it made my nerves stand on end.

“What’s wrong, mistress?” I said, using a meek, submissive tone. “Have I behaved incorrectly?”

“Shut up!” she screamed. “You know better than to question a woman!” She raised her hand above her head and lashed out with the whip. The tip whistled through the air, striking my balls through my soft, silken panties. I cried out.

“Please don’t beat me, mistress!” I said. “I’m sorry!”

“Now you think you can order me!” she shouted, and again the whip came down, this time tearing a bit of flesh from my shoulder. Blood trickled down the meat of my arm. I curled up into a ball, trying to protect myself form her blows. She struck again and again, working on my back. The more I screamed the more she flogged me, till at last I lay whimpering and sobbing, still curled up into a fetal position.

Through the fog of pain in my skull I heard her walk away. At last, I thought. It’s over. Then my ears picked up the sound of several people walking towards me. I summoned the nerve to peek through my fingers. There were three women walking down the hallway in my direction. Each was dressed in high-dollar, fashionable outfits, like the kind worn by rich housewives and female business executives. The trio gathered around me, shaking their heads and giving me disapproving looks.


“Number 2336,” said one of them. “I told you to start cooking dinner! Now I find you watching television! I should beat you for being so lazy!”

“Mistress?” I said weakly, looking up at her. “I don’t understand. When did you ask me to-?”

“That’s enough!” screamed a second woman. “I told you to clean the living room, number 2336! Now I find you trying to touch yourself! You’re worthless!”

I gave her a dazed, confused look. What’s happening? I asked myself. Am I going crazy?

“There, there, number 2336,” said the third woman, bending down to rub my arm soothingly. “It’s not your fault that you couldn’t make my husband cum. After all, you’re almost as bad at cock sucking as you are at washing dishes. Look up at me, sweetie, please. I won’t hurt you.”

I did as she said; then she spat in my face. “There!” she said. “There’s your reward for not touching yourself!”

The spittle ran down my face as I looked from one woman to the next. “Please,” I begged. “Please; tell me what’s going on.”

The three of them glanced at each other, then looked at me and started laughing. “Number 2336,” said one of them. “You burned the toast yesterday! Just for that I’m going to shove a hammer up your ass!” Then the women fell silent and walked away all at once. They passed the blue steel door, turned down the hallway, and vanished from my view.

I lay there curled up, my body sore and bleeding from Mistress Cruelty’s flogging. Then slowly, timidly, I get to my feet, staggered back to my room, and fell onto my cot. Several minutes passed.

Then I heard someone else approaching. This time I stayed on the cot, afraid of more punishment if I moved.

“Wow; look at that hot slut!” said the male voice at my doorway. I looked up to see a man standing there, utterly naked and with a giant erection.

Another man appeared behind him. He was nude as well, with a hard-on that rivaled his friend’s. “You’re right, buddy,” the second one said. “Hey, slut!” he said, looking at me. “Get over here! I’ve got a ‘big’ surprise for you!”

“Y…yes sir,” I said, looking at his cock; suddenly I felt very hungry.

I started to stand. “No!” shouted one of the men. “Crawl!”


I got on my hands and knees and did as he said. When I got near him I put my lips to his crotch.

But I was unable to take his dick into my mouth; I had never sucked a man before and wasn’t sure how to do it right.

“Well, hurry up!” he shouted. “Get to work or my friend and I will beat you worse than Mistress Cruelty did!”

I forced myself to open wide, then gently slid his massive shaft into my mouth. I ran my tongue up and down the length of his manhood, the same way that street walkers used to do to me before I came to the island.

“Oh…oh yeah, baby,” the man said, riding my mouth with his hips. “Suck it good; oh yeah!’

In a few seconds we had developed a rhythm, with the man going back and forth and me swirling my tongue around his cock while my lips remained tight around him. I almost gagged at one point, but controlled myself and focused on being the best cock sucker I could be.

After a couple of minutes he began to moan. “Oh…oh god,” he said, then shot his steaming load into my mouth. I sucked the delicious nectar down into my yearning stomach.

Then he pulled away from me. I looked up at him with a smile, his cum tainting my lips. “Did I please you, master?” I said.

“Get away from me, you fucking perv!” he shouted. “What’s wrong with you?”

“Yeah!” said the other man. “We thought you were one of us; now it turns out that you’re some kind of freak!”

Tears began to run down my face. “But I thought I was giving you what you wanted!” I said in my defense, still on my knees looking up at the men.

“Nobody cares what you thought!” shouted the woman who appeared from behind the men; she was one of the three women who had abused me a few minutes before. “Now make the bed and scrub the toilet, like I told you! But first -“ she showed me the bottom of her shoe; it was a fancy designer pump that gave her calf a deliciously sexy curve – “lick it clean. And do it right, or I’ll ship you back to the island for retraining!”

I nearly threw up when I looked at her sole; it was covered in some kind of green filth with a putrid stench. But I extended my tongue, lapping at the slimy material. The taste and smell were overpowering; but somehow I found the ability to follow her order.


A few minutes later the sole of her shoe was immaculate. She removed the pump and examined it for herself. “Good enough, number 2336,” she said. I felt a flush of pride at earning her approval.

She showed it to the two men, who were still standing there. “Number 2336 did a great job, don’t you think?”

“Absolutely!” said one of the men.

“Incredible!” said the other. “I’ve never see a sissy degrade itself better than number 2336 did just now!”

“Congratulations, honey,” said the woman, still clasping the shoe in her hand. I looked up at her, giving her a faint smile as I did so. “Thank you, mistress,” I said.

“You’re most welcome, number 2336,” she said. Then she tossed the shoe at me; the spiked end of the hell struck me in the temple. I cried out in pain, touching the wound with my right hand.

“Goddamn it!” I shouted, anger bubbling up within me and overcoming my fear. “What the hell is wrong with you people? You’re all nuts!” I gave the three of them a defiant glare but stayed on the floor.

Silence fell once more as they looked down on me, their faces set in stone. Seconds passed.

“Please,” I said,” terror quenching my momentary courage. “I don’t understand. Please tell me what you want; please…” My voice cracking, I curled up once more and sobbed.

Then a stream of piss began to soak my hair. I tried to look up, but a blast of urine filled my eyes with acidic fluid. One of the men was peeing on me!

“Ah….nothing like a good piss,” he said. I heard movement above me, but was still blind from the rancid liquid. The smell made me heave, and I began to vomit up chunks of half-digested tofu and broccoli from the previous night’s dinner.

When I was done the floor was covered in piss and puke. My stomach was giving me fits and my head as aching. I was alone; my tormenters had left, with me too sick to notice their exit.

I tried to stand, but the pain and abuse I had endured drove me back to the floor. I lay there for what seemed like hours, slowly being engulfed in a lake of vomit and urine.

“Lesson over for now, number 2336,” said the woman’s voice. I blinked, found I could see again, and saw a woman standing over me. She was alone.


I started to speak, but stopped myself before I did, fearing it would lead to more punishment.

“I know you’re wondering about the reason for this training session,” she said. “Well, it’s simple. You see, my pet,” she continued, her voice softening just a tad, “as a slave, everything you do is wrong. No matter how much you try to please your owners, you will always screw up.

That’s because you’re a miserable sissy.”

“But I did what I was told…I did…”I said, my voice cracking with despair.

She bent down and looked me squarely in the eyes. “I know you did,” she said. “But, even when you do things right, you do them wrong. It’s just the way you sissies are.”

My mind struggled for words, but none came. In the end I just hung my head low. “Yes, mistress,” I said, shame filling my soul.

“You admit that ’m right,” she said. “That’s wrong. You deserve punishment, but I will be merciful this time. Stand up.”

I did as she said, still averting my eyes to show I was beaten.

“There’s a janitor’s closet down the hall,” she said, pointing past the steel door. “Clean up this mess you made. Then take a shower and return to your room. I order you to spend the rest of the day thinking about how worthless you are.”

“Yes, mistress,” I said.

The woman walked away, disappearing as she turned a corner in the hall. I found the closet, cleaned up the floor, then returned to my room.

I looked in the mirror, saw my pathetic sissy face gazing back at me, and said, “I’m no good; I do everything wrong. I’m a worthless sissy slave, not a man,” over and over and over.

At one point I heard a woman laugh. I glanced around but saw no one. Then I saw a small video camera mounted to the ceiling. They’re watching me all the time, I said to myself.

There’s no escape; I’ll be their slave forever.


Chapter Eight

I had no dinner that night and saw none of the other sissies. I passed out on the cot and fell into a deep sleep. I dreamt of the torments I had endured during the day. At one point I started crying out in my sleep; the sound was so loud I woke myself up. “No, mistress, no, master, please; I’ll behave!” I heard myself shouting.

I got to my feet, left the room, and looked around the hallway; it was dark and vacant. When I returned the first thing I noticed was a glowing red light in the ceiling. I gasped and covered my mouth, thinking it was a monster; but it was just the crimson LED light of the video camera.

I laid down on the cot once more and slept for what seemed like forever.

When I woke up, my mouth fell open in amazement. I was in a different room, a much larger one. I was lying in a bed with a soft mattress, not a cramped cot. The walls were still pink, but the ceiling was free of cameras as far as I could tell.

I looked at myself in the mirror; amazingly, the wounds from my beating were gone. My skin was soft, supple, and free of scars.

Against one wall was a huge dresser. I opened it to see all sorts of pretty sissy things: panties, stockings, and bras. I looked in the closet and squealed with delight. It was packed with beautiful female clothing in my size! I found skirts, tops, dresses, and all sorts of items.

Neatly arrayed on the closet floor were a dozen pairs of high heel shoes. “This is wonderful!” I said to myself. I reached out to touch some of the items, and realized for the first time that, mysteriously, I now had long fingernails; each was painted the nicest shade of blue to match my eyes. I was in sissy heaven!

“Good morning, Jennifer,” said the voice behind me. I turned to see who had spoken. Standing in my doorway was a tall African-American woman with lovely caramel skin and an incredible figure. She was wearing a red sleeveless dress that ended just above her knees, white stockings


that showed off the curves in her legs, and professional-looking black pumps. In her hands she held a pink notebook. She was smiling at me.

“I think you have me confused with someone else,” I said to her. “My name is number 2336. I’m a sissy slave.”

“No, sweetie,” she said. “You WERE number 2336.” She gestured to the chair in the room. “Have a seat and let me explain. You may address me as Mistress Nicole.”

“Yes, Mistress Nicole,” I said as I sat down.

“Good girl,” she said. “Now, you need to know that you are in phase two of your feminization training. In the past two days we began to break down your ego, destroy your male identity, and change your sexual orientation to gay.” Her brow knitted together as she gave me a sympathetic look. “I know that it has been rough; but, believe me, honey, it was for your own good. We had to be brutal in order to make your mind pliable.”

“Yes, mistress,” I said, absorbing ever word.

“The good news is that you have proven easier to train than we imagined. Last night we observed your reactions to humiliation training; not only did you accept the discipline you received, you even helped it along by admitting your own stupidity and worthlessness. That is very impressive!”

“Thank you, Mistress Nicole,” I said. Then I mentally suppressed the desire to feel proud about what she had said. Remember, you’re a worthless sissy who does everything wrong, I thought.

“Ah, now see!” she said, smiling at me. “I could tell by your body language that you fought the urge to feel pride in yourself. That’s excellent; it means that your mind and will are almost gone. We can start reprogramming you to suit our needs.” Mistress Nicole took a moment to cross her, long lovely legs. My cock stirred for a second; I clamped my thighs around it tightly to smother my erection.

“Outstanding!” she said, seeing my action. “Very good! It’s always better when our slaves willingly participate in their own emasculation! It means we don’t have to be quite as sadistic in our training methods.”

“Thank you again, Mistress Nicole,” I said. This time I couldn’t help but feel a little pride in myself for being such a good sissy.

“My pleasure,” she said. Then she held the pink notebook out to me. “Look through this,” she said. “It’s your training guide for the next several weeks. It will help to guide you through advanced sissy training.”


I did as she said, flipping through the material. I saw sections on walking in heels, on how to curtsy, on how to give men and women oral pleasure, on how to cook, clean, and sew, and on how to self-torture my cock and balls for other’s amusement.

“Remember that I called you, ‘Jennifer’ earlier,” said Mistress Nicole. I nodded. “That is the name Mistress Victoria has selected for you,” she said. “She told me to let you know how proud she is of the progress you’ve made so far.”

“I’m very glad to hear that,” I said. “I’m trying hard to be a good sissy.”

“I know,” she said. “And, because you’re working so hard, you have my permission to feel good about yourself for the next three hours,” she said. “After that, however, you must remind yourself that you are a weak, pathetic sissy who is letting women run your life. Is that understood?”

I glanced at the clock on the wall. “Yes, Mistress Nicole,” I said.

“Excellent!” she said. “It’s always better to let your superiors decide what you should think and feel; after all, it’s not like you really have much of a mind anyway, you stupid bimbo.”

“You’re right, mistress,” I said, dropping my eyes to the floor. “This slave is a stupid bimbo.”

“Perfect!” she exclaimed. “You’re well on your way.” She stood in front of me and lifted the edge of her dress. She was wearing no panties, just a garter that held her stockings in place.

“Before I leave you alone, however, you will service my pussy. On your knees, Jennifer.”

Her hot, musky scent reached my nostrils, driving me wild with desire. I knelt in front of her and buried my lips in her cunt. My tongue explored the walls of her pussy till it found her oversized, throbbing clit. I flicked my tongue over it rapidly, breathing in the aroma of her sex while I pleasured her.

“Yes, yes, that’s how to do it, Jennifer,” she moaned, digging her fingernails into the back of my head and thrusting me deeper into her. “Eat mistress out with your slut tongue; show me what a good pussy eater you are.”

My cock was on fire, but I let it hang suspended in front of me unsatisfied; all that mattered was pleasing Mistress Nicole. I sucked on her clit with my lips, then opened my mouth to lick its wet, hot exterior. My fingers stroked her smooth, silky thighs. She loved it!

After several minutes she let out a piercing scream, shoving my head even deeper into the heart of her pussy. Then, as she came, warm juices flooded her cunt and ran down my face.


Breathing heavily, she staggered for a moment, then she grabbed the open doorway for support. She looked down at me and smiled. “Nicely done, Jennifer,” she said. “Now start reading your manual. You need to know every word of it for your classroom training, which begins tomorrow.” With that she turned and left.

I was so horny from the experience that I could hardly think, but I forced myself to focus on the material. I learned that Eunuch Island has existed for over 100 years. It was founded by Mistress Victoria’s great-great-grandmother, who passed it on to her female heirs.

The isle offers sanctuary to strong, controlling, intelligent women. Many of them are accomplished doctors and scientists who were passed over for recognition by male colleagues. On the island they receive their just rewards. They’re also free to experiment on men, which explains how they were able to heal my body and remove the scars in such a short time.

As I kept reading I learned about how men have caused all the world’s problems. I realized for the first time that being born male is a sickness. Women are smart, sensitive, and peaceful, while men are stupid, egotistical, and violent.

As a sissy, I learned that I had the high privilege of serving women – and a select group of men who serve women with their cocks. I learned that I am inferior to both genders, since I am neither a man nor a true woman. But that’s okay, because my betters need slaves like myself to perform housekeeping duties and give them sexual pleasure. By being a good sissy, I can help to make up for all the wrong men have done throughout history.

I read for three hours, until my time to feel good about myself ran out. Then, setting the notebook aside, I stood and looked in the mirror.

“I am a worthless sissy queer,” I said to myself. “I do everything wrong. Women are my superiors; real men are my superiors. My purpose in life is to eat pussy, suck cock, and never be allowed to cum. I am a sissy maid who cleans house, washes dishes, and cooks for my owners. I am a worthless sissy queer. I am a worthless sissy queer.”

I repeated these words over and over; as I did they sank into my brain, and the tiny part of me that was still a man faded away, till it was a dim glow on the verge of being extinguished forever.


Chapter Nine

The next day I rose early and went to class. There were several others sissies who were in advanced training – though none of them had been promoted as fast as I. Our teacher was a gorgeous Hispanic woman named Mistress Luna. She led us through the next four weeks, showing us how to prepare delicious meals for our future owners, how to clean house, how to scrub floors on our hands and knees, how to tuck our cocks between our legs, and how to punish ourselves for having thoughts of our own.

Mt favorite part of training was learning new cock sucking techniques. Each week we serviced a group of well-hung men; the sissy who could get her man to cum the fastest received special praise and extra broccoli during meals. Once we were even allowed to have sissy-on-sissy sex – though we were strictly forbidden to orgasm, of course. “Some of your masters may want to stage scenes between two or more sissies, “the instructor said. “Just remember; it’s all about their pleasure, not yours.”

The hardest part of our training was learning to stop ourselves from having orgasms. One sissy would play with another sissy’s cock until the one being touched was about to climax; then

Mistress Luna would lovingly administer an electric shock to our testicles. This forced our brains to equate orgasms with pain and punishment. After those sessions I not only couldn’t cum, but my cock actually started to shrink. It became tiny and flaccid, more of a clit than anything else. Mistress Luna allowed me to feel pride for having such a small, useless organ, which made me deliriously happy.

As graduation neared, we began to hear rumors that we at last get to meet Mistress Victoria herself. The other sissies and I whispered among ourselves as to whether the wonderful news was really true. Mistress Luna gave us no hint, though: “be patient, sissies,” was all she would say.

Finally the big day arrived. Graduation was held in a huge, hollowed-cut cavern cut into the island’s stone foundation. We sat in our chairs with Mistress Luna at the head of the group. At the front of the room was a huge oaken throne with gold scrollwork carved into it. Behind it


stood a giant statue of a woman driving a sword into the earth. Torches burned on each side of the throne and a pot of boiling acid sat in front. But the throne’s seat was bare; no one sat upon it.

Mistress Cruelty emerged from a darkened hallway; in her right hand she held a trumpet. “All rise!” she shouted. “Mistress Victoria approaches!”

Everyone hopped to their feet and stood at attention. In the distance, walking down the hallway from which Mistress Cruelty emerged, we saw a figure dressed in emerald approaching. As the person came nearer we saw her long, flowing red hair, her flawless features, and her tight, well-muscled body. She filled out the green robe she wore with perfection, each curve of her body a testament to her beauty. On her head she wore a gold crown with giant diamonds set in a circular pattern.

It was the first time I had seen her since the night I was kidnapped. Back then I was terrified, but in the moment I saw her walking down the hallway I was in awe. She glided towards the throne like a conquering angel, took her seat, and regarded us coolly. My heart pounded in my chest.

“Be seated,” she said. We did so.

“You are here tonight because you have completed your forced feminization training,” she said. “Some of it was delightful, other parts of it were viciously cruel.” She stopped for a moment and smiled, then continued. “But it was all done with a single purpose in mind: to break you of your male urges and transform you into perfect slaves: obedient, compliant, and with no mind or will of your own.”

She looked at Mistress Luna. “Mistress Luna,” she said, “do you vouch for the worthiness of this training class?”

“I do, my goddess,” she said.

“Then let each member step forward to receive your token of accomplishment.”

Prior to that point, none of the sissies in my class knew what we would receive at our graduation. But. As we came forward one by one, we learned what would be our reward. First Brenda went forward. Mistress Luna removed a small object from a jewel-encrusted box. It was a chastity device! She slipped it in place over Brenda’s shriveled organ, locked it secure, and tossed the key into the vat of acid.

“Sissy Brenda,” said Mistress Luna, “you are now completely feminized. You will never think or function as a man again.”


“Thank you, Mistress Luna,” said Brenda, a blank, soulless look in her eyes. Then she returned to her seat.

Each of us went forward in turn. I was so excited when my cock was encased that I squealed.

The other sissies giggled. “Silence!” shouted Mistress Cruelty, who stood beside the throne, and we fell quiet.

After all of us were encased in chastity, Mistress Victoria looked at our group. “Each of you has done well,” she said. “You may feel proud of yourselves for the rest of the evening. This weekend you will be auctioned away to your new owners. These men and women are traveling to the island from all parts of the world.”

Who will own me? I thought to myself. Will my master be kind or cruel?

“Some of you will serve in many roles: cook, housekeeper, chauffeur, and whore. Others will be used exclusively for sex. Still others will be modified physically and mentally to serve your owner’s requirements.” Again Mistress Victoria smiled. “But all of you will be a credit to

Eunuch Island and to the women who transformed you into meek, mindless sissies. And, when women take their proper roles as mistresses of the earth, you will have helped that glorious day to arrive. So I say to you tonight, ‘well done!’”

My face turned red and a tear ran down my cheek; I was overwhelmed with pride and happiness.

Mistress Victoria looked at Mistress Luna. “Tell the alpha slave to step forward.”

“Yes, my goddess,” said Mistress Luna. Then she looked at me. “Sissy Jennifer,” she commanded. “Approach Mistress Victoria!”

My head swam with fear, and my stomach churned with fright. What’s wrong? I thought.

Have I displeased her in some way? Will I be punished? My terror froze me in place.

“Sissy Jennifer!” said Mistress Luna, louder this time. “Approach Mistress Victoria – NOW!”

My body quivered. Every nerve was on edge. but I moved towards Mistress Victoria, afraid that each moment would be my last. I tried to kneel when I got to her throne, but I was so exhausted with fear that I collapsed into a heap instead.

“Stand up!” Mistress Victoria shouted. My urge to obey overrode my fear, and I did as she said.

“I was highly skeptical of your prospects for survival here on the island, Jennifer,” she said, her tone suddenly becoming softer, almost warm. “But you surprised me. You adapted amazingly


well to your conditioning; in fact, you lost all traces of your male identity faster than any trainee has done in years.”

She turned her gaze from me and towards the assembled group. “For that reason, I am making

Sissy Jennifer my new alpha slave. Mistress Cruelty, who formerly served in this role, will now serve as chief trainee for our rapidly-growing army, which is even now gathering on the far end of the island. Soon women will rule the earth!” The audience came to its feet, cheering and clapping.

My face beamed. “Thank you, Mistress Victoria!” I said, gushing with gratitude.

“You’re quite welcome,” she said. “Now return to your quarters, along with the rest of the sissies. Your new duties will begin in the morning.”

I curtsied to my mistress, then the other sissies and I went to our rooms. We stayed up for hours talking excitedly, comparing each other’s hair and nails, and dreaming of life with our soon-to-be owners. Finally each of us said our goodnights, then went to our rooms and drifted off to sleep, full of pride and looking forward to the future.


Chapter 10

“Hey Randy, wake up!”

The voice pierced the fog of sleep that engulfed me. Opening my eyes, I looked up to see a dark figure hovering over me.

I reached for my bedside lamp, but a strong, masculine hand stopped me. “Keep it dark in here,” the person said. “I can’t be seen.”

“Who…who are you?” I said, trying to wake. “Are you my new owner? Do you wish me to pleasure you?”

“Stop talking like that, you brainwashed fool!” said the person. Then he struck a match and held it under his chin. I saw his face. It was my old roommate, Karen!

“Karen?” I said. “Where have you been, honey? I thought you were…”

“Dead, right?” she said. “Well, I’m not. And try calling me by my real name, willya? It’s Ken.”

“I’m sorry,” I said. “This is all very confusing. Is this a test? Am I to be punished?”

Ken grabbed me by the throat, cutting off my air. I saw stars. “Sorry to do this, old pal,” he said. “But I can’t take the chance that you’ll scream.”

Then he punched me on the jaw and I plunged into blackness.

When I woke, my head was leaning against a tree in the forest. The bright tropical sun was shining through a clearing; I held up my hand to block it out. Lush foliage was all around me.

“What’s going in?” I said. “Where am I?”


“Welcome back, Randy,” said a familiar voice. I looked up; Karen – or rather Ken – was sitting nearby, cooking a small animal over an open fire. I smelled the roasting flesh, and it seemed to trigger a long-dormant switch in my brain.

“Damn, that smells good!” I said.

Ken laughed. “I thought the scent of meat would help to bring you back,” he said.

I sat up, looking at the man who had rescued me. His body was still feminized but he had a masculine voice. His hair was trimmed away from his face and shoulders. He was naked except for a loincloth. I could tell tate he had been in the open for a while; his skin was deeply tanned. I felt my cock start to stir, but the chastity tube kept it locked tight.

“Where are we, Ken?” I said.

“We’re in the woods, about 10 miles from their compound,” he said.

“’Compound?’” I repeated.

“Yes,” he said. “The place where you have been living for the past month.” Using a stone knife, he cut away a part of the game he was cooking. “Here,” he said, offering it to me. I hesitated for just a moment; we had been taught that sissies were never allowed to eat animal flesh. But my growling stomach had the last word on the matter; I took the food and put it in my mouth.

“Oh….oh yeah,” I said, old memories and associations coming back to me. “That is good; damn good!”

“Feeling like a man again?” Ken asked, smiling.

“I’m beginning to,” I said. Then I thought about all the abuse and brainwashing I had endured over the last month. “My god,” I said. “Was it real? It seems like a nightmare.”

“Oh, it’s real, buddy,” said Ken. “I can vouch for that.” He glanced at his loincloth; I wondered if his organ was still in its mutilated condition. “That Victoria bitch is running her own private slave market. She abducts guys like you and I and ships them here to be turned into sissies.”

I reached out for another piece of the game; ken handed me the creature’s well-cooked wing. I devoured it, bones and all.

“How did you escape?” I asked, savoring the taste in my mouth.

“The night they dragged me away after the beating,” he said, “they took me to an isolation room and locked me in. But, fortunately, I was a Marine prior to being brought here; I was


trained to escape captivity. So I loosened a ventilation screen, crawled through the ductwork, and found my way outside.”

He stopped talking for a minute to eat. “I set up this camp you see around you,” he said, “and have been living here since.”

“Damn, you’re a regular bad-ass!” I said.

Ken snorted. “Just a man doing his duty for his gender,” he said. “I’ve been spying on them.

Besides the facility where they were keeping you, they have a huge complex on the other end of the island,” he said. “There’s some crazy shit going on in it. They’re breeding immensely strong super-women, clones of that ‘Mistress Cruelty’ cunt. That must be the army they’re creating to take over the planet.”

“They told us about all that in training,” I said. “We learned how men are the real problem, and how women will take over and rule us for our own good…” I felt my mind start to slip away as my training began to reassert itself. “We’ve disobeyed, Karen,” I said. “We must return and submit ourselves to Mistress Victoria…”

The back of Ken’s hand struck my cheek. “Snap out of it, dumbass!” he shouted. “That’s the brainwashing talking!”

The sting of his blow broke the spell. I shook my head to ward off the effects. “Holy shit,” I said. “They really fucked up my brain, didn’t they?”

“They sure as hell did,” he said. “Luckily I was too tough for them to break. They kept me in what they called ‘basic training’ for months. But I resisted their bullshit and kept looking for a way to get the hell out of there.” He glanced around. “This camp isn’t much, but it’s better than being their slave.”

“Why didn’t you get off the island?” I asked.

“I’m working on that,” he said. “I’m building a raft about a mile from here, in some brush not far off the shoreline. It should be large enough to hold food, fresh water, stuff we’ll need till we find civilization.”

“’We?’” I said.

“Yes, sir,” said Ken. “I knew when you first showed up in that place that you were a real man like me. So I hung out, waiting my catch to bust you out. Besides,” he said as he stood to his feet, “I need someone to help me finish the raft and drag it to the coast.”


“What happens then?” I asked, my old male ego reasserting itself. “Do we call Uncle Sam and have him send in the army?”

“Goddamn right!” said Ken. “Either that or some private mercenaries. In fact that might be better than regular troops,” he said. “They don’t give a shit about prisoner rights and all that crap.”

He rolled his eyes and snarled. “We’ll come back and exterminate those bitches – either that or turn them into our slaves,” he said. “I can’t wait to get hold of that ‘Mistress Cruelty’ freak and show her what it’s like to have a man inside of her!”

I laughed. “Those bitches won’t know what to do with a cock showed between their legs!” I said.

Ken nodded. “Of course,” he said, ‘we’ll have to find a plastic surgeon first, get him to undo this shit they did to us.” He glanced down at his feminized body, with its trim waist and huge breasts. “But that’s no big thing. Then we’ll come back and have our revenge. Hey!” he said suddenly. “I know what will make you feel better: a cigar!’

He produced a crudely shaped roll of tobacco leaves tied in a narrow bundle. “Made these myself, he said, “from plants growing wild.” He handed it to me. “Smoke up, buddy,” he said. “Feel like a man again!”

I took the stogie from him, lit the end in the campfire, and took a long puff. “Oh…oh yeah!” I said. “That brings back some good times!” Ken snorted and nodded.

Later on we walked to the raft. I helped him lash poles to it. Ken had found some discarded canisters in the jungle and filled them with fresh water from a stream. He also located some empty crates and filled them with fruit and smoked wild game. The watercraft measured about 10 by 20 feet; just enough for two guys and some supplies.

As the sun started to go down we put the finishing touches on the raft. “When do we set sail?” I asked.

“No time like the present,” Ken said. “They send out patrols just after dusk. I’ve managed to evade them so far, but the sooner we’re out to sea the safer we’ll be.”

The two of us dragged the boat to the water’s edge. Ken waded out into the ocean. “Okay, Randy,” he said. “Push!” I did so; he tugged from the other end. We climbed aboard, and soon the current was carrying us away from Eunuch Island. We shouted and high-fived each other, exhilarated and feeling our manhood return in all its glory.


“Goodbye for now, you sick cunts!” shouted Ken. “Next time we meet I’ll shove my M-16 up your ass!”

“Fuck you, bitches!” I shouted, giving the island the finger as it disappeared from sight. The sun sank below the horizon and the stars came out. I lay down and looked up at the sky. “So this is what freedom feels like,” I said. “I had almost forgotten.”

Chapter 11

“Goddamn it, Randy, wake up! The fucking raft is coming apart!”

Ken’s anxious voice stirred me from slumber. I looked up. The sun was just breaking over the eastern sky. “There’s something wrong with the cords I used,” he said. “They’re dissolving!”

I sat up and looked around. The craft was beginning to break up in the water. “Fuck!” I shouted. “What the hell do we do?”

“Grab two sections and hold them together with your hands!” he shouted. “I’ll do the same; maybe we can keep the thing in one piece long enough to find land.”

I did as he said, stretching out as far as I could to grab pieces of the raft and keep them from floating away. My body felt like it would be torn in two, but my companion’s solution worked, at least for the time being.

“Why did the ropes come apart?” I asked Ken.

“Not sure,” he said. “It’s like they were made of some weird material. If I didn’t know better, I would swear that those cunts knew what I was doing and let me find the cord on purpose.”

A moment later I felt something brush against my fingers; they were bobbing in the water as I kept my grip on the logs. “Shit,” I said. “What was that?’

Then, looking up, I saw the shark fin gliding through the ocean; it was inches from Ken’s hand. “For god’s sake, Ken,” I shouted. “Watch out!”

Ken screamed as the vicious predator sank its teeth into his wrist. “Help me, please!” he screamed as blood gushed from the stump where his hand once was. His part of the raft began


to break up. I watched in terror as the water filled with crimson gore. He gave me a pleading look. “Please, Jennifer, do something…help…”

Then the shark leaped from the water, clamped its jaws around Ken’s head, and decapitated him.

My bladder and bowels emptied at the site of the headless corpse less than two feet away.

“No, no, no!” I shrieked, my voice going high and whiny. “I’m sorry I disobeyed! Please, Mistress Victoria. Take me back! Please!”

What happened after that is still foggy. I remember grabbing hold of something that would float and clinging to it for dear life. I seemed to drift forever on the water, the hot sun frying my skin.

Then at some point I washed ashore. I got to my feet and staggered forward. Dizziness and fatigue came over me, and I fell face-first into the sand.

I heard footsteps and looked up. “Welcome home, Jennifer,” said the woman’s voice.

Towering over me was Mistress Cruelty; Mistress Victoria stood beside her.

I buried my head and wept loud and long, knowing that my days of being a man were over forever.


Epilogue

“Jennifer, you stupid bimbo! Hurry your ass up! We’ve got customers waiting!”

“Yes, mam,” I said.

“You’re pretty fucking worthless, you know?” said my owner, a tall blond woman named Constance. “You move slow, you think slow, and they say you’re not even a good cock sucker!”

I looked around the crowded bar. It was filled with businessmen from a local realty office. They had just closed a huge contract and were celebrating. “We did it! We’re the best! Yeah!” they shouted.

“May I take your order?” I said to a pair of guys sitting at a table in the corner.

“Fuck, yeah!” one of them said. “Bring some prime rib and a couple of draft beers for my pal and me! And make it quick or I’ll shove my cigar up your ass!”

“Yes, sir,” I said, scribbling the order on my pad.

Later, after the bar closed, I was cleaning up the mess made by the customers. Constance sat at a table nearby totaling the day’s receipts. “Excellent!” she said. “I’m richer than ever.”

Mistress stopped adding for a moment and looked up at me. “Tell me, Jennifer,” she said. “How does it feel to be a waitress in the same bar you where you first saw Mistress Victoria?”

“I have no feelings of my own,” I said as I continued to work. “You control how I think, mistress.”


Constance smiled. “That I do,” she said. “That I do. And, so long as you’re my property, you will feel humiliated and worthless. Is that clear?”

“Yes, mistress,” I said, letting my brain drift away into a dark place as I worked robot-like to finish my tasks.

Later on I sat on the toilet in the ladies’ room, voiding my bladder through the catheter that the surgeons inserted the day after I was castrated. The area between my legs was a mass of scar tissue. My male genitals were gone forever. I would never know sexual pleasure again.

As I walked back out into the dining room Mistress Constance was watching the news. “Big story from Asia tonight,” said the announcer. “Chinese forces are battling an army that seems to have appeared out of nowhere. Witnesses say the troops are huge and freakishly strong. They also appear to be women. The Chinese military is barely holding its own against them.”

“Glory to Mistress Victoria!” shouted my owner. “The final battle has begun!”

I hung my head low and tended to my duties, just like a good slave should.

Mistress Victoria hopes you enjoyed this account! You can find her other erotic masterpieces for Amazon at this link. While you’re at it, be sure to check out her friend and co-author Scarlett Redd’s sizzling works by clicking here. Enjoy!


About the Author

Mistress Victoria Marlowe is a San Francisco-based dominatrix and the author of many world-renowned erotic stories. Her writings are based on true-life experiences.

Check out these Other Great Titles from Mistress Victoria

The Forced Feminization Platinum Collection

True Life Forced Feminization

Forced Feminization Secrets: Includes New Section on Eunuchs
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