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Craig thought he could resist his wife's desire to feminize him. Now he's a prisoner in a secret compound where he has no choice but to submit. 

"How do your balls feel, sissy?" asked Mistress Gisele, the edges of her lips turned upwards in an evil grin. 



"They hurt, mistress," I said. "The needle you shoved in them cause so much pain I can barely sleep." A tear slid down my cheek as I spoke. I chose my words carefully, knowing that even a hint of defiance would result in more punishment. 

Mistress Gisele chuckled. "I'll bet they do," she said. I nodded in silence, the agony in my testicles radiating throughout my body. "However, there is a solution, you know," she said, her tone turning soft, even gentle. "I can make sure your poor little nuts never feel pain again." 

Her remark kindled a tiny spark of hope within me. "Really?" I said. "How is that, Mistress Gisele?" 

Again she laughed as her right hand brushed the blade strapped to her luscious right thigh. "I think you know," she said. Suddenly the pain in my balls was worse than ever... 
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Chapter One

"For the last time," I shouted at Cassandra, my jaw clenched, "I'm not putting that damn thing on!" 

My wife held the cock cage in her hand, her long manicured nails clutching it in a death grip. 

"Yes you are, Craig," she said, her words crisp, her tone icy. "You're going to lose control of your penis and become my sweet little slave girl, just as you agreed to when we were dating." 

Her eyes narrowed as her face turned dark. "Or else." 

I snorted. "'Or else' what?" I said, smirking. "What the hell can you do to me? I earn all the money and everything is in my name. I graciously support you while you finish your degree, which is taking you an awfully long time, by the way." I tapped my foot to show my growing impatience. "How long does it take to earn a master's in feminist studies, anyway?" 

Cassandra shook her head slowly, her long, perfectly straight raven hair falling well past her ample bosom to her belly button. Her skin was goth-pale but utterly flawless, her hourglass figure lean and long from endless hours at the gym. She wore skin-tight jeans, black high-heeled boots that came up to her knees, and a black top with short sleeves and a plunging neckline that showed off her assets. Despite my anger, I couldn’t help but be aroused. "Let's just say I'm on the edge," she said. "I have one final project to complete, then I can graduate." 

I chuckled in derision. "Well, if that 'project' involves turning me into some kind of crossdressing sissy, then you can forget it." I met her wicked gaze with a defiant glare of my own. "I'm not one of those pathetic wimps you can dominate. I'm a real man." 

Now it was her turn to laugh. "Think whatever you like, Craig," she said. "But science has proven that any man can be feminized, whether he wants it or not." She paused for a moment to let those words sink in, then continued. "All it takes is the right... approach." 

Those words sent an icy chill down my spine, but I pretended they didn't affect me.  Stay cool,  I told myself.  Don't let her see you're afraid of her.  I tucked my quaking hands behind my back and did my best to look brave. "Then do your worst, sweetie," I said, hoping she couldn't hear the tremor in my voice. "You don't scare me." I turned away from her and towards the front door. 

"Now, if you'll excuse me, I'm going down to the diner to get something to eat, since you don't know how to cook." 

"Your time is running out, my dear," Cassandra said as I left our home. "I'm going to turn you from a submissive man into a feminized sissy, even if it kills you." 

I shook my head in disbelief as I crossed the lawn to my car.  What made me want to marry that psycho bitch?  I asked myself. If I had been paying attention to what was going on inside my body, though, the raging hard-on in my pants would have answered my question. 

As I drove to the diner my mind drifted back to two years before, when Cassandra and I first met:

 "So," she said, giving me a mischievous smile, "you like to be tied up. Is that right?" 

 My heart pounded in my chest as I looked at her. "Well, yes," I said. "The idea of losing control to my partner excites me." My face turned red as I spoke, unable to believe those words were

 actually coming out of my mouth. 

 She nodded knowingly. "Well, then," she said, "I think you and I will get along fine." I felt the tip of her foot run along the edge of my thigh underneath the table. I almost fainted from the sensation. My erection grew hard as steel. I tried to think of something to say, but arousal overwhelmed my mind, leaving me unable to speak. 

 "Let me tell you a secret," she whispered, leaning in towards me, "I'm wet right now." 

 My mouth fell open. "Well… how about… How about let's…" I struggled to get the words out, then just sat there in silent awe of this magnificent woman. She reached across the table and took my hand in hers. "Come on," she said. "Let's get out of here and go to my hotel room." 

 She gave me an evil glare as we got up and walked past the cashier. "Pay the woman, you clown," she said. Her curt command aroused me all the more. I reached for my wallet and did as she commanded. As we left the bar she led me to her automobile. "Don't worry about your car," 

 she said. "It'll be fine." 

 "Yes, ma'am," I said meekly as I settled into her passenger seat. 

 "WHAT THE HELL DO YOU THINK YOU'RE DOING, IDIOT?" She snapped at me. 

 I looked at her with abject confusion. "I'm just sitting here," I said stupidly. "What's wrong?" 

 "What's wrong," she said in a low, angry tone as she glared at me, "is that you're unworthy of sitting there. Get out, now!" 

 I stumbled out of her car. She pushed a button on her key fob. The trunk popped open. She pointed toward it. "Plant your sorry ass in there," she said. "Or I'll cut your dick off." 

 My body froze as I noted the insane look on her face. Part of me wanted to run for my life. But another part of me, the part that always wins these kinds of arguments, told me to do what she said. So I climbed into the trunk and crouched against the spare tire as she slammed the lid down with a resounding thump. Seconds later I was tossed around like a sack of potatoes as she whipped out of the parking lot, her tires squealing. I lay there draped in total blackness, wondering what I had gotten myself into…

My mind shifted back into the present as I pulled into the diner parking lot. I heard the familiar tinkle of the doorbell as I entered. The waitress, a cute little thing named Madge, smiled at me. 

"Good evening, Mr. Talbot," she said with a twinkle in her eye. "Have a seat and I'll bring you a cup of coffee." 

I smiled at her and took my usual seat near the cash register.  Now that's good service,  I thought. 

 She remembers my name and knows what I always drink. If only all women were so eager to please.  I watched as she poured a hot cup of fresh brew and brought it to my table. My eyes scanned the daily specials as I sipped my coffee. 

I glanced up and saw Madge scurrying to greet another customer who had just entered the diner, studying her pert little ass in admiration.  Maybe I have had it wrong all these years,  I thought. 

 Maybe I should go for submissive women instead of dommes. They're much easier to get along with.  The thought stayed with me as I turned my attention to the menu. 

A couple of minutes later Madge was at my table taking my order for meatloaf and mashed potatoes. She refilled my coffee then went to the kitchen to put in my order. As I sat there my mind drifted back to the night Cassandra and I first met... 

 The ropes burned as they dug into my wrists. I felt a cool, wet sensation around my palms and feared I might be bleeding. But I didn't care. My ankles were also tied to the bed, so I lay there spread-eagled, the bonds pulling me apart. Cassandra stood with her hands on her hips giving me a smug grin. She had changed into a black corset that cinched around her hourglass figure and displayed her ample breasts perfectly. In my aroused state she looked more like a goddess than a mortal woman. I was all too eager to worship her. 

 "All comfy, my little victim?" she asked. 

 "Yes, mistress," I said, breathing heavily. I felt my cock twitch in anticipation of what was to come. 

 She saw the motion and laughed. "Looks like your little toy is all worked up," she said, giving my organ an amused look. Then she ran her index finger down my penis, starting at the mushroom head and delicately tracing the shaft. I gasped with ecstasy. Then she yanked her hand away. 

 "Enough of that," she said. "I won't let you cum until I've had my fun." She reached into the leather bag that sat perched on the end of the mattress, then looked back at me. "In fact," she said, "I may never let you cum again." 

 My eyes bulged. "Are you serious?" I cried in a defiant tone. That was a mistake. Her only reply was to whip a ping-pong paddle from the bag and bring it crashing down on my balls with a swift, vicious flick of her hand. I shrieked as unbearable pain tore from my sac and reverberated through my body, like the deafening boom of a thunder clap following a lightning strike. Seeing my face contort in agony gave her an ecstatic look. She raised the paddle over her head, her lean, muscular arm flexing in a display of controlled power, and brought it down for a second blow... 

"Mr. Talbot?" said Madge, her brow knotted in concern. "Are you alright?" 

I looked up at her; she was standing beside my table holding my food. My nostrils perked up at the wonderful aroma of the meal. "Oh…oh, yes," I said, shaking my head to clear my thoughts. 

"Yeah, I'm fine," I said. "Just lost in thought." 

She laughed. "I understand," she said as she placed the carnivorous feast in front of me. "An important man like yourself must have a lot of responsibilities." 

"Me?" I asked, giving her a puzzled look. "Important?" 

She smiled. "Of course," she said, her face beaming in admiration. "You own an IT business, don't you? One of the biggest in the city, from what I hear." 

I nodded. "That's right," I said, grateful to hear an affirming comment from a woman."I have 25

employees. We do everything from computer repair to systems administration." I leaned back in my chair and cradled the back of my head in my interlocked fingers. "Yep," I said. "It's a lot of work. But I keep a firm grip on things." 

"I'll bet you do," she said. Then her voice turned from friendly to seductive as she said, "in fact, 

I'm sure your grip is very firm." Startled by her comment, I looked up at her in shock. Madge had never flirted with me before, so her come-on hit me almost as hard as Cassandra's paddle pounding my balls. I started to say something, but another patron called to her and she had to leave. I grinned as she left, enjoying her appreciation of my accomplishments. Then I turned my attention to my food, feeling a renewed sense of manliness as I devoured the meatloaf like a wolf tearing into its prey. 

Minutes later I sat with my eyes closed and my belly full, savoring the sense of contentment that washed through me.  This is what life is all about,  I thought.  Working hard all day, then kicking back to enjoy some well-deserved pleasures. 

My mind drifted back to my domineering wife, but instead of arousal I felt only disgust.  I've wasted enough of my life with that cunt,  I thought.  I'll call an attorney tomorrow and see how much a divorce will cost me. There's got to be some way out of that damn pre-nup she made me sign. We don't have any kids, so that's one thing she can't hold over my head.  I pictured her shrewish face frozen in shock as I told her the news:  bad news, baby;   your meal ticket is over. 

 Now get the hell out of my house. I'm not your submissive doormat anymore. 

I opened my eyes as I heard someone approach my table. it was Madge. "All done, Mr. Talbot?" 

she asked, her sweet voice like tinkling bells to my ears. 

"All done," I said, grinning at her. As she reached for my plate I said, "Any way you could keep me company for a few minutes? I'm a little lonely tonight." 

Her bright blue eyes registered surprise. Then, regaining her poise, she said, "It would be my pleasure, Mr. Talbot. I have a break coming up in about five minutes, if you can wait." 

"No problem," I said. "Take your time. I'll be right here." I waved a dismissive hand at her as she turned away.  If I'm going to be a dominant man,  I told myself,  I might as well start acting like one. 

Five minutes later Madge was sitting across from me. The diner was deserted, which was normal when closing time was near. I looked at her sapphire eyes, warm complexion, and honey-blond hair arranged in a simple style and wondered if my taste in women had been wrong all my life. I had always been drawn to those like Cassandra: tall, bossy, and unbelievably gorgeous. Madge was as different from my wife as a woman could be, yet I found myself drawn to her nonetheless. 

Our conversation started out with small stuff. I learned she was a couple of years younger than me, single with no kids, and enrolled at a local community college where she was studying nursing. She shared a small apartment with a female roommate and worked about 40 hours a week at the diner. I listened sympathetically as she described the rigor that the heavy load imposed on her. 

"Sometimes I can barely keep my eyes open," she said. "It's all I can do to make it home at night." She rolled her eyes. "But do I get to sleep when I finally walk through the door? No!" She shook her head in exasperation. "I have to study for a few hours. Only then do I get a few hours rest." 

"I'm sorry to hear that," I said. Part of me wondered if I should let her finish her work and clock

out, but I was enjoying listening to her. Besides, she had pert little boobs that seemed to be saying'hi!' to me. I imagined popping the buttons off her blouse and sliding my hands into the cups of her bra. My cock stirred to life as the image flashed through my mind. 

"Hey, Madge," said a feminine voice. "I've got the kitchen tidied up. If you like, you can head home. I just locked the front door." I looked up to see a caramel-colored black woman with a killer body speaking. She wore a striped uniform-style shirt and navy blue pants. Beads of perspiration dotted the edges of her face and there was a smudge on her cheek. She looked like a workout babe, all hot and sweaty after an intense session at the gym. 

"That's okay, Tamara," Madge said. "I'm talking to my favorite customer. If it's okay, I'd like to stay a few minutes more." 

The black woman smiled. "No problem," she said. "I need to do some paperwork. I'll be in the office if you need me." She disappeared through the kitchen doors. 

"That's Tamara," said Madge to me. "She's the new owner." 

"She's the owner?" I said quizzically. "What about Mel? Did he retire?" 

Madge shook her head. "No," she said, her eyes downcast. "Mel had a heart attack about three months ago. It was very sudden." 

"Damn!" I said. "I'm sorry to hear that! He was a great guy." Madge nodded, her eyes focused on the table top between us. Then she looked up at me. "Let's talk about you, Mr. Talbot," she said. 

"Okay," I said. "But call me Craig, okay?" 

Madge grinned from ear to ear. "Alright, Craig," she said, her eyes bright and her tone lighting up. "Let's hear all about you." 

I told her everything I could think of, starting with my problems with Cassandra. I talked about how I was drawn to my wife because of our complementary sexual desires. I explained how Cassandra wanted to take things further than I was willing to go; she wanted to transform me from a submissive kinkster into a docile, feminized slave over whom she had complete control. 

Amazingly, Madge didn't freak out when I began divulging the intimate details of my life. It was as if nothing I said surprised her. 

It was almost 10 p.m., my usual bedtime during the week, and I was getting very tired. That may explain why I was so open with what I shared. Then again, it might had been due to the other thing that was beginning to affect my brain, which I'll tell you about in a minute. 

I stared down at my coffee cup, watching the brown liquid swirl around inside the porcelain mug as a vague sense of doom crept into my brain. Suddenly I had the urge to get the hell out of there as quickly as I could. But, when I tried to stand, a wave of nausea erupted from my stomach and assaulted my senses, forcing me to sit back down. 

"What the hell?" I muttered in a slurred voice, rubbing my forehead and trying not to collapse onto the floor. 

I looked over at Madge, expecting her to show some concern. But her features revealed mild amusement instead. I tried to speak, but my mind fogged over. My tongue felt thick in my mouth

and my heart beat an unsteady rhythm. I clutched the table for support, terrified yet unable to act. 

"Tell me, Craig," said Madge, a trace of a smile crossing her face. "Do you believe in destiny?" 

"Huh?" I managed to say, spitting out the word with a supreme effort. "Y..yeah, I guess so." My vision became cloudy, but I was able to make out Tamara’s form as she appeared beside Madge, draping her arm across the waitress's shoulders. “Cassandra was right," she said to her employee. 

"That stuff took a while to kick in, but it's working like a charm now." 

Madge nodded in agreement but kept her eyes on me. "I'm glad you believe in destiny, Craig," 

she said, "because you're about to meet yours." The women glanced at each other and began laughing, a cold, vicious cackle utterly devoid of mercy or compassion. 

 Goddamn it,  I thought.  These cunts have poisoned me. I've got to get away.  I stood and staggered to the door, forcing it open as I swayed drunkenly in the parking lot. I pulled my iPhone from my pocket and tried to call 911. I entered the first two digits, but then the device fell from my quaking hands. I bent over to pick it up and tumbled head-first to the pavement. 

The last thing I remember seeing before blacking out was Madge's feet beside my prone form. 

"Thanks, Craig," I heard her say. "Now I won't have to work so hard." Then darkness swallowed me as my mind faded to black. 

Chapter Two

 Cassandra hovered over me as I thrashed about in horrific agony, trying to tear out of the ropes that held my ankles and wrists tight. The pain in my balls had changed from an all-consuming agony to a sharp, repeating throbbing. Glancing between my legs, I saw by crimson, swollen sac; it was the size of a grapefruit. I tried to fight back the tears that poured from my eyes, but to no avail. And, as I lay there sobbing, she glared at me, her face beaming with pride at her handiwork. 

 "You sick bitch," I growled at her between clenched teeth. "You better untie me; and I mean right now." 

 She snorted. "Or what, you little pussy?" she said, her tone dripping with mockery. "You'll kick my ass? I got news for you, little lady," she said. "You're at my mercy. I could take your wallet, get dressed, and walk out right now. I could crush your windpipe like that." She smacked her palm with her fist. "Or I could just keep beating your nuts until you pass out." She gave me a twisted grin that, combined with the fierce look in her eyes, made her look insane. A cold chill ran through me as I stared at the maniacal woman who had me at her mercy... 

"Looks like he's waking up." The voice was gruff and deep, but had a distinct feminine quality. 

"Should we give him another dose?" 

There was a pause before the second voice answered. "Yes," it said. "Let's keep him under till we're in the mountains." I felt a jabbing pain in my arm. Moments later I was out. 

When I opened my eyes again I was engulfed in darkness. I felt a coarse fabric against my face and realized my captors had pulled a hood over my head. My wrists and ankles were on fire with pain; they were bound behind me. The sack that covered my head stank of mildew, making me cough and retch. Breathing was nearly impossible. 

Flexing my muscles, I strained against the cords that held me tight, but succeeded only in tearing my skin. I felt warm, sticky blood pour from my self-inflicted wounds. "Help!" I shrieked, 

"Somebody help me, please! I'm scared!" My mind raced with and I thrashed about like a terrified rabbit pursued by a ravenous wolf. 

"Hey!" someone shouted. "That one in the corner is trying to break loose! Club him!" I braced for a blow to my skull. But, when the strike came, it landed square on my balls instead. I screamed as a tidal wave of agony overwhelmed my senses. 

"Shut up, sissy!" a savage female voice shouted, followed by a second strike to my testicles. I convulsed in pain. 

"That ought to do it," said an unseen speaker. "Ease off. We don't want to kill him, at least not yet." The beating stopped. Seconds later I heard heavy breathing as someone knelt beside me and spoke into my ear. "Don't worry, honey," my invisible tormentor said. "Your little jewels won't hurt for long." Overcome with agony and despair, I curled up into a fetal position and wept, wondering if each moment would be my last. 

Chapter Three

"You are Sissy Angela. You live to serve Mistress." 

"You are Sissy Angela. You live to serve Mistress." 

"You are Sissy Angela. You live to serve Mistress." 

I'm not sure how long the message had been playing before I was able to comprehend the words. 

It might have been hours. It might have been days. All I know is that it repeated over and over as I lay on a hard, rough surface, with the dull, throbbing pain from my sac piercing every nerve of my body. The voice was androgynous in tone and relentless in its repetition. 

After a time I became aware of a vicious gnawing sensation in my stomach and a burning, aching dryness in my throat.  How long has it been since I ate or drank anything?  I wondered. My captors must have been mind readers, for it was only seconds later that one of them said to me, 

"you can have some food and water, Sissy Angela. Just say 'please' in the prettiest, sweetest voice you can muster." 

The offer confused me; I had not yet figured out the reason for my captivity. "Who is 'Sissy Angela?’” I asked in dumbfounded sincerity, surprised at how strained and rough my voice sounded. 

I heard a mocking laugh, then the voice said, "silly girl; don't you know your own name?" I felt a hand on my shoulder. "  You are Sissy Angela, of course!" 

"My name is Craig Talbot," I said. "I own a software firm in southern California." Saying my name cleared some of the cobwebs from my brain. I felt a flicker of defiance rise up within me. 

"You've kidnapped the wrong guy, you sick bitches. I'm going to make sure you pay for this." 

"Suit yourself, Sissy Angela!" snapped the voice. "But you won't get any food or water until you accept your name." 

"Fuck you, you sick cunt," I said, spitting out the words. The only response was silence. Then again I heard the message repeating itself, like a hammer tapping away at my skull: "You are Sissy Angela. You live to serve Mistress. You are Sissy Angela. You live to serve Mistress. You are Sissy Angela. You live to serve Mistress." 

I lay there powerless to do anything but listen. Time passed; and, as it did, my hunger and thirst grew worse. My throat felt like a parched desert landscape and every breath like a hot wind from Hell. The knot in my stomach became a yawning chasm that screamed for something to fill it. 

My anger faded, replaced first by fear and then by terror. I clenched my teeth, fighting the urge to call out to my kidnappers. But, as my body cried out for nourishment, my will faltered, till at last I cried, "for god's sake, please give me something to eat! Please!" But there was no response other than the endlessly repeating message that, coupled with my hunger, was beginning to drive me mad. 

I waited a few minutes, then tried to ask once more. But my throat was so inflamed I could only make a gargling sound. I heard movement above me. Then the same voice as before said, "Are you Sissy Angela?" 

I tried to say "yes." But I had lost the ability to speak. 

"You have to say your name, honey," explained the voice. "Or we'll leave you here to die. Your choice." 

My mind froze with horror at the sound of the threat. My throat was swelling shut. But somehow

I managed to croak out the words my captor demanded: "I...am...Sissy...Angela.” 

"At last! You're coming to your senses!" The words of praise were followed by hands at my neck. For a moment I thought they were going to throttle me. But instead they loosened the knot holding the hood around my throat and pulled it up just above my lips. Faint hints of light touched my optic nerves. Then, like a rushing stream of crystal delight, cool water flowed into my mouth. I sucked it down, feeling it wash over my throat and into my stomach. I guzzled the life-giving liquid like it was manna from heaven. 

My abductor let me drink my fill, then pulled the container away. "Open wide, Sissy Angela," 

she said. "I'm going to feed you now." I did as ordered and felt the metal rim of a spoon enter my mouth. The substance it held was bland and mushy; it smelled like overcooked vegetables but with almost no flavor. My body accepted it nonetheless. I devoured bite after eager bite. As I did, the awful pain in my stomach faded, until I slowly began to feel human again. 

"Say 'thank you,' Sissy Angela," ordered the voice. 

"Thank you," I said, amazed at my submissive tone. 

A hand touched the top of my head through the hood. It patted me gently, as if I was a dog that had just learned a trick. "What a good girl!" the person said. "You're going to work out just fine; you'll see!" Then my unseen tormentor pulled the burlap sack down over my neck and cinched it around my throat, leaving me just enough slack to breathe. 

"Should we permit it to bathroom itself?" someone asked. 

"Not yet," replied the other voice. "Let it piss and shit on itself for a while. The more degraded the object feels, the less time the forced feminization process will require." 

Hearing the words "forced feminization" sent a wicked chill down my spine. "What the hell are you two talking about?" I shouted. "What process?" 

I heard someone snort. "Testy creature, isn't it?" a voice said. 

"For now," said someone else. "We may have to use wheelchair discipline." 

"Sounds good. I love using that technique on them!" I heard two sets of footsteps, then a door opened and shut. I was left by myself, with only my dread of what awaited me to keep me company. 

Chapter Four

 I looked up in utter helplessness at Cassandra's cruel yet beautiful face. The paddle hovered

 inches above my balls. “I'm in charge here,” she said. “What I do next depends on your answer to my question." 

 "What question?" I asked. 

 Her face contorted into a twisted smile as she said, "Craig Talbot, will you marry me?" 

 I looked into her maniacal eyes in utter disbelief, wondering if she was serious... 

I woke from the dream with a start, feeling hands touching my face. Then, with a quick jerk, the hood was off my head. Light flooded my eyes and I was able to breathe freely. I sucked giant quantities of air into my grateful lungs, noticing a strong antiseptic odor as the oxygen revived my brain. 

"Open your eyes, Sissy Angela," said a dainty voice. I did as it said. At first everything was fuzzy, but then my sight focused into crisp clarity as I looked at my new companion. She was a petite brunette with her hair pinned back behind her ears, bright brown eyes, and a warm smile. 

She wore an old-fashioned nurse's uniform complete with the traditional white hat. The name tag on her shirt read SISSY ROBERTA. 

I tried to sit up, but my ankles and wrists were still bound - not behind me as more, but to the four corners of the bed on which I lay.  "Where am I?" I asked. "What's going on?" 

The woman smiled and said, "You’re in...Well, let's just say it's a clinic for people with your condition. We're going to do our best to help you get well." Her tone was sweet and compassionate, a vast difference from the earlier voices. I looked up at her with a mixture of relief and bafflement, as my mind struggled to make sense of what was happening. 

"I'm not sick," I said, my fear of another beating forcing me to choose my words with care. 

"What are you talking about? I don't understand." 

The woman pursed her lips in concern and shook her head. "Oh, dear," she said. "You're worse than we thought. I had better ring for Mistress Gisele." I heard a soft buzzing sound as she pressed a button near my right hand. Moments later a tall redhead entered the room, a chart in one hand. She wore a lab coat and had a stethoscope dangling from her neck. Sissy Roberta curtsied to the new arrival, saying, "Welcome, Mistress Gisele. We are honored by your presence." 

The scarlet-haired doctor gave Roberta an angry glare. "Of course you are," she said. "What do you want?" 

Roberta touched my arm and said, "This poor creature is confused and scared. Being a stupid sissy, I was unsure what to do, so I was hoping you could reassure her." 

The doctor looked at me and laughed. "That depends on what you mean by 'good,' Roberta," she said as she looked me over. She made a sour face. "Ugh. Not the best-looking specimen we have ever had." She pressed a manicured nail into my chin; it hurt. "The face will require significant work to feminize," she said. Then she pulled away the light cotton blanket that covered my torso. 

"Typical male form,” she said. "Bulky and brutish. Breast implants and hormones will minimize the deformities, of course. Still, I would just as soon euthanize the thing and run it through the grinder for fertilizer." I let out an involuntary cry. 

"Please, Mistress Gisele," said Roberta, pleading with the doctor. "You'll scare the poor darling to death!" 

The redhead ignored the plea as she continued her appraisal of me. She lifted my gown and looked at my genitals. "Swelling has all but disappeared," she said with an analytical tone. "Penis is a tad on the smallish size." She chuckled. "Not that it matters, of course. Mistress Cassandra wants it severed and fed to the swine." 

The sound of my wife's name made my ears perk up. "Cassandra?" I repeated. "What has that crazy bitch got to do with this?" I fought against my cords that held me down, adrenaline giving me sudden strength. "Is she behind this?" 



Roberta gasped and clamped her hand over her mouth. Her face turned pale. Mistress Gisele struck with lightning speed, planting a vicious blow in my exposed stomach. I screamed and tried to double over but my bonds prevented me from moving.  "Insolence!" she shouted. "Sheer, unforgivable insolence! You will pay, slave!" 

"You people are crazy!" I yelled. "Please! Someone, help me!" 

"Angela, stop!" begged Roberta. "You don't know what they will do to you if you resist!" She threw her body across my chest. "For your own sake, please behave!" 

"Get off me, you crazy brainwashed freak!" I yelled. "I want out of here NOW!" In my enraged fear I forgot to notice that Mistress Gisele had left the room. She returned seconds later, a dripping hypo in her right hand. "Move!" she ordered, tearing Roberta away from me and knocking her to the floor. The enraged redhead buried the needle deep into my arm. I grimaced as the metal point touched a nerve. "This will teach you respect, worm," she said. She backed away, dropped the hypo on a table, and stared at me. 

A queasy feeling started in my stomach, then spread through my body with lightning speed. My face flushed with heat as nausea coursed through me. I began to vomit, chunks spraying from my mouth in huge streams. The smell of my own refuse filled my nostrils. I puked until my stomach was empty. Then came dry heaves as the drug continued its sadistic work. I heard Roberta's pitiful wailing as she cowered on the floor as the feet of her mistress. 

Chapter Five

 Tense moments ticked by as Cassandra awaited my answer to her proposal. My mind raced as I tried to understand the bizarre direction the evening had taken. I decided to stall for time. “Why do you want to marry me?” I asked my captor. “After all, we just met.” 

 “That’s a fair question,” said Cassandra, sitting beside me on the bed and reaching out to stroke my cheek with her fingers. “I want you to marry me because I’m convinced we’re the perfect pair. I’m powerful, controlling, and ruthless. You’re weak, submissive, and cowardly.” She gave me an icy smile. “It’s simple psychology, really. We click.” 

 I snorted. “You do know I’m a self-made millionaire, don’t you?” I said. “Successful entrepreneurs are rarely submissive or timid. I have gone toe-to-toe with some of the toughest competitors in the country. And I have come out on top every time.” 

 Cassandra’s eyes opened wide. A smile broke out across her face. She laughed long and hard. 

 “I’ll say this for you, my dear,” she said as she regained her composure. “You do know how to make a girl laugh. But you and I both know that your business success is really driven by your insecurities. Deep inside you know you’re a weakling. But you’re too much of a pussy to face the truth about yourself. So you try to compensate by making money and pretending to be tough and self-assured.” 

 “Fuck you,” I said, spitting the words out as my face flushed with anger. I strained against my bonds. “This is some kind of weird shakedown routine. You’re after my money, pure and simple. 

 But you’re not getting it. Not one cent.” 

 “So I guess your answer to my proposal is ‘no,’” she said with a blank expression. 

 “You’re goddamn right,” I said. 

 She stood, went to her purse, and took out a small object. “In that case,” she said. “I have no choice but to do this to you…” 

In a few minutes the sickness subsided. "Clean this vile thing up," Mistress Gisele ordered Roberta as she left the room. 

Roberta rose to her feet and gave me with a weird, vacant smile. "Let's clean you up, Sissy Angela," she said, then turned to a nearby sink. She filled a bowl with warm, soapy water and began to clean me with a sponge. She reached behind my ankles and wrists and tugged at something that loosened my bonds. 

"Thank you," I said. 

She smiled at me. "There's no need to thank me," she said. "I'm an unworthy sissy whose only purpose is to serve women." 

"Tell me, Roberta," I said. "What is this place?" 

"I told you before, honey!" she said brightly. "It's a clinic for sick people like you!" The sponge slipped from her hands and fell to the floor. "Oh, clumsy me!" she said, reaching down to pick it up. As she did her lips brushed against my ear. "This is a reeducation center," she said in a furtive whisper. "They turn men into feminized sissy slaves. Do as you're told or they will

destroy you." She took the soiled sponge to the sink and replaced it with a fresh one. 

Roberta rinsed the puke from my balls, then asked me to lift myself up by my hips as she ran the sponge across my ass cheeks and deep into my crack. "That feels good," I said, smiling up at her. 

She gave me a tight smile but kept her mouth shut. 

After she finished, a gargantuan black woman entered the room, a silver key in her hand. She inserted it into the bonds that held me down, freeing me from the grip. “You may get up and move about, Sissy Angela,” she said, then turned to Roberta. “Sissy Roberta,” she said,” you are now responsible for Sissy Angela. You will teach her the rules and ensure she knows what to do. 

If you fail, then the consequences will be severe. Do you understand?” 

Roberta dropped her head and curtsied to the woman. “Yes, Mistress Rose,” she said. 

“I hope you’re up to the job,” said Rose. “Or you’ll suffer.” She stormed out of the room, leaving Roberta and me to ourselves. 

Roberta took me by the hand. “Come on, dear,” she said. “Let’s get you dressed and ready for training. I have some lovely feminine items that you will look gorgeous in!” 

I pulled away from her. “I’m not dressing up like a woman,” I said. “It’s time we figured out an escape plan from this nut house!” I looked around the room for a window, back door, or anything that might lead to freedom. 

“Sissy Angela, please!” cried Roberta, her voice tinged with fear. “If you don’t go along, then they will punish me dreadfully!” Her hands were shaking and her eyes were filled with terror. 

I looked at her for long seconds, then at last said, “okay. I will go along with the program for now, for your sake.” 

A delighted smile broke out across her face. “Wonderful!” she said, clasping her hands together. 

“Now let’s get you ready!” 

Over the next hour Roberta did her best to make me look like a woman. She shaved my legs, face and chest till they were smooth as a peach, then massaged me with oils to soften my skin. 

She trimmed my fingernails and toenails and painted them a delicate pink shade. After she was finished she held up a mirror for me to see myself and said, “There you are, Angela! See how gorgeous you look!” 

My mouth fell open as I stared at the stranger looking back at me in the glass. I really did look female! I had always pictured myself as being rugged and masculine, but for the first time I noticed that my skin was quite fair and my features soft – qualities that the cosmetics did a nice job of accenting. Part of me was repelled, but another part was fascinated. Then a wave of horror flowed through me as I realized my cock was getting hard! 

“Take the mirror away, Roberta! Please!” I screamed, looking away in panic. 

My companion stared at me, confused at my dual reaction. “Why, Angela?” she asked. “Didn't I do a good job?” 

“Never mind that!” I shouted, leaping to my feet and walking away from her. “Just...just get rid of it! Now!” 

“As you wish, Angela,” said Roberta, setting the mirror aside. “But you need to get ahold of yourself pretty quick. The mistresses will punish you if you pitch a hissy fit during the exhibit.” 

“'Exhibit?'” I asked. 

“Yes,” she said to me, glancing at the wall clock. “In fact, it's time to go now.” She left the room and entered the hallway, motioning to me to follow. As we walked, dozens of other people filed out of rooms identical to the one we had just left. Some were vritually indistinguishable from real women. Others were obviously guys in drag. But all of them were at some point in the forced feminization process. They shuffled forward with a strange, shuffling gait and a blank, beaten-down look on their faces. I tried to speak to a couple of them. But, if they heard my voice, then they showed no sign of it. 

“Who are all these peoole?” I asked Roberta, who seemed to be the only one who wasn't deep in a hypnotic trance. 

“They're like us, Angela,” she said. “Poor, sick creatures who are here to get better.” 

I snorted. “You mean they're men who are being tortured and brainwashed by the sick bitches who run this place.” 

Roberta's face turned pale as I spoke. She stopped for a moment, looked at me, almost responded to my comment, then clamped her mouth shut and kept walking. “We had better hurry,” she said. 

“The mistresses are brutal to anyone who is late.” I shook my head and kept pace beside her. As I did, I noticed the walls were made of solid concrete and painted pink, just like the walls of the room. 

“This used to be a government institution,” I said. “That's why everything is so utilitarian. What did they do, buy an old military base and convert it into this nightmarish place?” Roberta stiffened at my remark but didn't respond. 

“Why is everything pink?” I asked. 

This time Roberta responded. “To remind us that we're weak, cowardly sissies, not men,” she said. “It's for our own good, of course, just like everything that happens to us here.” She gave me another of her odd smiles. “Look at you walking in heels, honey!” she quipped. “You're learning fast!” 

I glanced at my feet. The pumps I wore were silvery-gray with delicate straps running over the tops of my feet and held in place by tiny gold buckles.  She's right,  I thought.  What's happening to me?  My cheeks blushed and my stomach churned as the rhythmic CLACK CLACK CLACK

of my heels echoed against the walls. 

 Will my manhood survive my stay in this hellish place?  I thought.  Or am I doomed to become like these other poor creatures?  I wondered what fresh horror awaited me at the end of the corridor. 

Chapter Six

 My body tensed as Cassandra took the small object from her bag. Then my fear turned to bewilderment as I saw it was only a key.She inserted it in each pair of cuffs that held me to the bed, allowing me to move about freely. 

 I looked up at her as I rubbed my wrists and ankles, trying to read her throughts from her expression. But her poker face was as impenetrable as any I had ever seen. She dropped the key in her purse and pointed at the door. “Put your clothes on and leave,” she said. 

 I shook my head in confusion, wondering if this was a game she was playing with me.”That's it?” I said. 

 “That's it, Craig,” she said. “Thanks for dinner. Good night.” She fell into a chair, picked up the TV remote, and started watching one of those travel-related channels. 

 I got off the bed, put on my clothes, and checked my wallet to ensure my cash and credit cards were still in place. They were. I went to the door, started to turn the knob, then looked back at her. “That's really it?” I said. She ignored my query, keeping her eyes focused on the television screen.I stood there for several seconds, hoping she would bridge the gulf between us with a word or two. She didn't. 

 I shook my head as I walked out of the room. “Crazy bitch,” I muttered as I shut the door behind me. I hailed a cab and rode back to the restaurant, where my car sat waiting for me. As I drove home I relived the evening's events, wondering why I felt so glum. My evening with Cassandra had seemed like a close brush with serious injury, possibly even death. So why was I disappointed it was over? I had no answer for the questions that filled my mind... 

The hallway led to a large assembly room. There were 50-60 seats that overlooked a large stage on which sat a huge, ornate bed draped in luxurious fabrics. “Follow me, Angela,” said Roberta, taking my hand. She led me to a couple of places near the front. I began to sit down, then stopped as I saw that each chair had a massive black dildo attached to the seat and jutting about six inches in the air! 

“What's wrong, Angela?” asked Roberta. 

“What's wrong?” I responded. “Are you serious?” I pointed at the phallic object. “I can't sit on that thing!” 

She giggled at me. “Of course you can't sit 'on' it, silly girl!” she said. “You're supposed to let 'it' 

sit inside of you!'” She reached behind her back, slipped her delicate manicured fingernails up her short skirt, and pulled down her panties and stockings. Then, positioning herself carefully, she sat down, taking the full length of the erect dildo into her gorgeous ass. She squirmed around on the chair, gasping in pleasure. "Feels so good," she said, grinning. She turned her head towards me. "See?" She said. “It's fun! Now you try it!" 

I shook my head and backed away. I looked around the room for a way to escape. “You're nuts,” 

I said. “That thing will split me in half! I'm getting out of here!” 

Suddenly, standing on either side of me, were two tall, muscular women, a blond and a redhead. 

Each was dressed in a black military-style uniform with batons and stun guns strapped to their

belts. 

The blonde glared down at me. "What's your problem, sissy?" she snarled. "Sit down like Roberta told you to!" 

"Angela, please!" said Roberta, clutching my arm and pleading with me. "You don't know what they'll do if you defy them!" 

I stared up into the eyes of the two oversized guards, wondering if I had any chance of overpowering them.  What the hell,  I thought.  Might as well try.  I took a swing at the one on my left. That was a mistake. She deflected my punch and countered with a knee to my groin. The blow lifted me off the ground by several inches and deposited me on the floor. The other woman clubbed the back of my head with her baton. The pair grabbed my shoulders, positioned me over the chair, and, with a powerful thrust, shoved me down onto the dildo. 

I screamed as the obscenely, impossibly large object tore through the fabric of my skirt and my panties and impaled my ass. I shrieked and cursed and batted my hands at the two guards, who just laughed. "Might as well get used to it!" One of them said, snickering. "You're going to have a lot of cocks up your ass from now on!" 

Roberta looked at me in pity, while the other people in the room stared at the stage in silence. 

"Keep an eye on him, Sonia," said the blonde guard to the other, walking away. I glared up at the one who remained, tears streaming down my eyes and ruining my makeup. Moments later the first guard returned holding a roll of shrink wrap plastic. Realizing what she intended to do, I again tried standing up. This earned me a hard right cross to my chin. When the cobwebs in my brain cleared, I was bound to the chair in numerous layers of thick plastic. I could do nothing but sit there and endure the brutal torture as I wept like a whipped bitch. 

"I'm sorry, Angela," said Roberta, giving me a pitying look. "But I tried to warn you. You must obey them or they will treat you even worse. Now just relax and enjoy the show!" 

Unable to fight or escape, I stared up at the stage through bloodshot eyes. My despair turned to awe, however, when I saw  a gorgeous caramel-skinned woman step out onto the stage. Trim and statuesque, she looked like an African sex goddess. Her long, magnificent hair fell in great cascades around her shoulders and draped around exquisitely shaped breasts. Her arms and legs were long and lean, well-muscledbut in a sleek way like a cheetah's limbs. Her body glistened as if some fortunate slave had just rubbed it head to toe with oil. 

My eyes followed her perfect form from her seductive brown eyes to her feet. I especially focused on the hairs around her lady parts. Oh yeah, I forgot to mention - he was nude. My mouth dropped open as I drank in her exquisite beauty. My penis tried to show its approval as well, but the shrink wrap forced it to stay small and flaccid. 

"Welcome to today's training station," thw woman said in a calm yet commanding tone. Today we will reinforce the lesson we have been teaching you over the last several months: your total inability to pleasure a real woman. My gender has no interest in your tiny, pathetic organs or your clumsy lovemaking skills. Isn't that right, sissies?” 

"Yes, Mistress Tonya," those around me said in unison. "We are worthless sissies whose only purpose is to serve women." 

"Excellent!" she said, smiling. "Don't forget it.” She turned and waved a hand towards the shimmering red curtains behind her. "Tiffany, Chardonnay, please come out now, girls." The shiny fabric parted as two other woman took the stage, one on either side of Mistress Tonya. One was a fair-skinned, blue-eyed, Scandinavian looking blonde who reminded me of a she-Viking character I saw in a porno film one time. The other woman had an olive complexion, dark brown eyes, and black, perfectly straight hair that fell past her belly button. Like Mistress Tonya, their bodies were gleaming and absolutely flawless, with tight abs, supple arms and legs, wide hips, and full, pouty lips. They too were naked. 

The blonde's cunt hair was long and platinum in color. It reminded me of Marilyn Monroe's preferred hair shade. I guessed that the other woman was either Spanish or Italian. Both were beautiful almost beyond belief. Standing there with Mistress Tonya  between them, they formed a three-part image of feminine perfection that would have turned even a famous model green with envy. 

The black woman said, "to reinforce your sense of inferiority, you will now have the high privilege of watching two women make love to each other." She nodded towards the women and they lay down on the bed facing each other, eyeing each other like a wolf staring at a hunk of raw meat. "The blonde is Tiffany and the Mediterranean beauty is Chardonnay," Mistress Tonya said. "Ladies, you may proceed." 

"With pleasure," said Chardonnay as she pulled the blonde to her. The women's arms interlocked. Their silky lips met in a kiss as their hands fondled and caressed each other's body. 

Tiffany pulled away from the lip-lock for a moment, then begin pressing hot wet kisses into her partner's neck. Her tongue darted from her finely sculpted mouth and flicked along the edges of Chardonnay's right nipple. The olive-skinned woman's breath quickened as she arched her back, moaning and writhing. 

The pain in my ass diminished, replaced by a feeling of warmth and then of distinct pleasure. My sphincter relaxed and began to accept the dildo. I felt my cock strain against the plastic. The experience was at once insanely frustrating and incredibly arousing. It was like the way I felt when I went to strip clubs. I knew I was being teased mercilessly, yet I was too worked up to care. 

By this point Tiffany had her lips wrapped around Chardonnay's right nipple while the palm of the blond's left hand rubbed and massaged her partner's other breast. Chardonnay slid her index and middle fingers between Tiffany's thighs and deep into the blond's cunt, working them in and out, in and out. Tiffany squealed in delight and bit down hard on Chardonnay's tit. I saw a thin trickle of blood flow from the puncture mark and into the valley between the Mediterranean beauty's breasts. But neither woman seem to mind. In fact, Tiffany began lapping up the crimson liquid as Chardonnay continued to finger fuck her. 

At this point my hands were trying desperately to break out of the plastic and get to my cock so I could jack off. But I was held down and powerless to do anything but watch the amazing events unfolding on the stage. I glanced over at Roberta and then at the other people sitting around me. 

They all stared directly ahead, their mouths wide open, their eyes fixed on the two women. 

By this point, the black beauty who had introduced the pair was standing alongside the bed watching closely. One of her hands was cupped over her left breast and the other was buried

deep in her vagina as she fondled herself. Bronze pussy juices ran down the smooth, silken flesh of her leg and pooled around her feet on the floor. I felt my heart pounding in my chest. 

Tiffany reached between her legs, gently took hold of Chardonnay's hand, and raised it to her mouth. The Mediterranean's fingers were coated in the blonde's sensuous liquids. The two women began lapping them up greedily. In the process their tongues interlocked and began swirling around each other. Then, once again, they were kissing passionately. 

"Oh… Oh, wow," I said, my eyes popping out of my skull. "This is the hottest thing I've ever seen." 

The make out session went on for several sultry minutes before Chardonnay pulled back, wiggled her way to the bottom of the mattress, then buried her mouth around Tiffany's dripping cunt. She stroked the blonde's legs and ass cheeks as she probe inside of her with her tongue. 

Tiffany screamed in delight and bucked like a cowgirl taming a wild bronco. "Oh goddess!" She cried. "I'm coming! I'm coming!" Chardonnay held her down and pushed her tongue deeper into her lover's essence, licking and caressing her clit and the walls of her pussy, making her orgasm go on and on and on. 

When at last Tiffany came down from the heights of ecstasy, she fell back on the bed and sucked in giant mouthfuls of oxygen. I watched in astonished admiration as her pert, firm breasts moved in rhythm with her lungs. Chardonnay took the other woman in her arms and the two embraced, their naked bodies drenched in sweat and vaginal juices. The black woman, who by this point had climaxed multiple times from self-pleasuring, fell on to the mattress with the other women. 

They became a tangled sculpture of sexual desire as they joined their bodies together in erotic union. 

Chardonnay kissed the Nubian goddess on the lips as Tiffany began stroking her perfectly shaped ebony ass and thighs. The trio then formed a daisychain, each woman sucking and pleasuring the other's inner regions. Minutes later they came simultaneously, as if they were one single entity and not three separate persons. The cuddled together afterwards, their hair wet and disheveled and all mixed together in vivid streaks of blond and black. 

“That's the most beautiful thing I have ever seen,” Roberta said. I nodded. 

At last Mistress Tonya stood and placed her hands on her hips, staring at the assembled crowd. 

The air was filled with the heady scent of perspiration and the musky aroma of vaginal juices. 

“Well, sissies,” she said to us. “Now you have seen the beauty and power of woman-on-woman love. Do you think you or any man can match what you saw on this stage?” 

“No,” said the group all at once. I looked around at them, then back at the glistening goddesses on the stage. Mistress Tonya smiled approvingly, then her eyes met mine. “What about you, Sissy Angela?” she said. “Can you do for your wife what another woman can do for her?” 

With my face sagging and my shoulder shrugging, I said, “No. no, I can't. Not even close,” in a weak, tiny voice. I felt Roberta patting my knee and I looked at her. Her face was glowing as she grinned at me. 

“Very good,” said Mistress Tonya to me. “You may survive your time here after all.” 

Chapter Seven

The guards came and released me from my plastic-wrapped cage. Roberta and the rest of us shuffled out of the auditorium. Once she and I were back in our room she said to me, "how lucky you are, Angela! It's rare that one of the women compliments us, especially Mistress Tonya!" 

"I guess," I said, examining my smooth, shaved legs and chest. "It was just so humiliating watching those women give each other so much pleasure, then to hear that a man could never measure up." I felt my eyes moisten as I spoke. 

"But don't you see, Angela?" Roberta said. "That's what all of us have to face! We're inferior to women in every way. Our job is to serve them as faithful slaves and let them control our bodies and minds as they see fit. It's nature's way." I said nothing in response, just sat on my bed looking at the floor and sighing. My cock hung shriveled and useless between my legs.  What good is having a penis?  I asked myself.  If it just can't do the job? 

A few hours later Roberta led me to the dining hall where we had dinner. The meal was a bland tasting scoop of limp, soggy vegetables mixed with some kind of soy-based protein. The drink was water. Afterwards we returned to our room where Roberta read a gay romance novel to me. 

"You know I'm straight, right?" I said to her. "I have no interest in being with another man." 

"All in good time, Angela," she said, giving me a nod and wink. "All in good time." 

A few hours later the lights in our room and the hallway turned themselves off. "It's 9 PM," said Roberta as the building plunged into darkness. "Our mandatory bedtime." She looked at me through the blackness, a tiny LED fixture plugged into the wall our only source of light. "Good night, Angela," she said, kissing me on the forehead and curling up on her mattress. Moments later I heard light snoring from her lips. 

I lay down on my bed and stared straight ahead.  "Maybe they're right,"  I thought.  Maybe man really are inferior to women. Maybe I am better off as a feminized slave.  I smiled.  Wouldn't Cassandra be delighted to know what I was thinking right now! 

I felt my eyes shut and my mind began to drift when a sound from down the hallway caught my attention. It sounded like a woman crying, mixed with laughter and cheers. I rolled out of bed and walked over to the door, opening it a crack and looking down the long, gloomy hallway. The sound grew louder. I glanced over at Roberta, who was slumbering peacefully. Then, covering myself in the bathrobe that hung from a hook on the door, I slipped out into the corridor and walked towards the noise. 

The hallway was almost completely dark, but the din guided me towards my destination. As I came closer yo it I  turned a corner, walked a few steps more, and saw the outline of an open doorway. I heard someone from inside the room say, "please, mistresses! Not again, please! It's too big! It's too big!" 

The plea was followed by harsh laughter. "Hear that, Roxanne?" someone said. "The poor sissy just can't take it!" 

Another person guffawed and said, "Well, she's just going to have to learn, even if Evan splits her in half!" 

I flattened my back against the wall just outside the doorway. I peeked in for a fraction of a second then pulled back. That tiny moment of time revealed to me what was going on. My breath quickened and my body began to quiver. 

Inside the room I saw two guards standing over a sissy, who was strapped face down onto a medical examining table. His feet were on the floor, his ass jutting out into the open air. Standing behind him was the biggest man I had ever seen. When I say "big"I don't refer to his height but to his cock. The dildo that had impaled me earlier that day was large. But it was microscopic compared to the flagpole between this guy's legs. He was well over six feet tall with bulging muscles and a chiseled six pack. His head was shaved and he had small, dark, fierce eyes. 

I noticed brown and grayish-white streaks running down his organ's prodigious length.  He has been fucking the poor sissy in the ass,  I thought, my sphincter ached with the thought of having that steel-hard object shoved inside of me. 

I heard blood-curdling shrieks from the room and peeked in again. This time Mr. Giant Cock was forcing his erect shaft into the sissy while the two female guards stood by clapping, cheering and whistling. "Ride that bitch, Evan!" one of them shouted. "That'll teach her not to backtalk us!" 

"Gladly," said the man. “I can't wait till you ladies take over the planet. Gay men like me will have all the ass we could ever want." 

The sissy was dressed in white thigh-high stockings, white high heels, and a frilly white garter belt with peach-colored panties. Someone must have cut a hole in the back of the fabric so the homosexual could insert his man-meat into the poor creature's body. The sissy also wore a peach bra with a hand-written sign hanging off the back strap that said I'M A DIRTY CUM SLUT

written in pink lettering, probably from a lipstick tube. 

I heard a loud SLAP as the gay man thrust his hips forward, smacking the sissy's smooth little ass as he began a steady, vicious jackhammer-like motion back and forth. My heart leapt in my chest as the sissy turned his head, looking in my direction as I stole another glance into the room. 

His eyes fluttered in their sockets and his face was a mask of pain. But, as the sex continued, his expression turned from one of agony to one of ecstasy. His tongue hung from his mouth as his lips formed a sloppy grin. 

"What do you think of that?" said one guard to the other, smacking her friend on the back. 

"Tammy is starting to like it!" The second guard nodded and smiled. "They all love having a cock in their ass, no matter how much they complain," she said. "They just need a little force to make them face the truth about themselves." 

She leaned down and spoke into the sissy's ear. "Isn't that right, Tammy?" She said. "You're enjoying having Evan inside of you, aren't you?" 

"Oh, yes, yes!" cooed the sissy. "I hope he fucks me forever! It's just what I deserve!" 

"Remember, Tammy," said the first guard. You're forbidden to cum or to touch yourself, just like all the other sissies here." 

"Yes, Mistress Roxanne," said Tammy. "You keep us on the edge of orgasm all the time. That's the only way you can control us." The sissy's hips bucked wildly back and forth while Evan reached the point of climax. At last, with a lustful cry and one final thrust,  he orgasmed. Cum

spurted from Tammy's ass, like cream shooting out of a dairy machine gone mad. It sprayed Evan's groin and thighs. The sissy screamed and blubbered and wept as the white-hot load erupted from his ass. "It hurts," Tammy said. "Yet it feels so good!" 

The guards doubled over in laughter. "What a stupid queer!" one of them said. "All he can think about is cross-dressing and cocks!" 

I felt something move between my legs and looked down to see my penis swollen with arousal.   I loved watching that man fuck the sissy,  I realized in terror.   It turned me on! 

“Hey,” I heard a guard say. "I heard something out in the hall. Let's go check it out." My heart froze in my chest as they began to leave the room. 

"Oh, dear!" I whispered, placing my hand over my mouth. "I have to get out of here!" I scampered down the hallway likea firghtened mouse, turning the corner just as one of the guards yelled at me to stop. I fled back to my room, shut the door behind me, and leaned against it trying to catch my breath. 

Amazingly, Roberta was still asleep. I slipped out of the robe and got in bed. I heard footsteps outside and voices muttering. "Who was it?" said one person. "What room did she duck into?" I cowered underneath the covers, terrified the guards would walk in on me at any moment. But, after a few seconds, I heard their footsteps fade away. 

Once more I lay in bed unable to sleep. But, this time, I had a raging hard-on that would make rest impossible unless I took care of it. So I began stroking my little toy furiously, the image of Evan fucking the sissy racing through my mind as I masturbated. I moaned as my soft hands rubbed against my organ's deleicate skin, all the time keeping a close eye on Roberta to make sure she didn't wake up. As my climax started to build I pulled a tissue from the box on my nightstand and soaked it in jism, closing my eyes and clenching my teeth as the most intense orgasm of my life rocked my body. 

I took the soiled paper to the restroom Roberta and I shared, dropped it in the toilet, and pulled the handle on the commode.  These women aren't so smart after all, I thought as I watched the evidence of my misdeed whirl down the drain.  And I'm not gay. This whole thing has been set up to brainwash me. But I'm not letting go of my masculinity, no matter what. Tomorrow I'll start looking for a way to escape.  Then I fell into a deep, peaceful sleep. 

Chapter Eight

The next morning Roberta woke me up just after sunrise. "Did you sleep well, sweetie?" she asked me. 

"I did," I said. 

"Wonderful!" she said. "Now let's get dressed and go to breakfast." I put on a pair of green satin panties, black stockings, red pumps, a yellow skirt and white silk blouse. I lay down on the bed

and let my roommate give my body a fresh shave. “Be careful with my genitals,” I said with a slight laugh. “I'll still need them once I escape from this place.” 

Roberta shook her head and frowned. “I used to think things like that,” she said. “Until I accepted the truth.” 



“What truth?” I asked. 

“That there is no escape,” she said with a note of despair. 

I started to reply when a huge dark-skinned woman burst into the room pushing a wheelchair ahead of her. "Step aside, sissy," she said to Roberta, who did as she was ordered. The new arrival approached me. I started to sit up, but she shoved me back onto the bed with a powerful palm thrust to my chest that took my breath away. “No one told you to move, idiot!” she shouted. 

I saw stars as the back of my skull slammed into the headboard with a crisp “crack” sound that sounded like an axe splitting open a coconut. My head exploded with pain and darkness overwhelmed my senses as I lost consciousness. 

“Wake up, Sissy Angela!” cried a familiar voice. I shook my head, opened my eyes, and realized I was sitting in the wheelchair. I stared straight into the face of Mistress Gisele, who stood over me staring into my eyes. 

“Oh, fuck,” I said. 

Mistress Gisele laughed. “'Oh fuck' is right,” she said, "for now you are, indeed, fucked." 

I tried leaping to my feet to throttle her neck, only to find my hands and feet were handcuffed to the wheelchair's steel frame. "What the hell?" I shouted, trying to break the manacles that held me fast. 

Mistress Gisele laughed again. "Struggle all you want, Sissy Angela," she said. "But you'll never break those bonds." She was right. After several minutes of fighting, I fell back into the chair, exhausted. 

"Where am I?" I shouted at my captor. "Where's Roberta?" 

"Roberta is none of your concern," said Mistress Gisele. "As far as your location is concerned, you're in what we call a 'discipline chamber.' It's a special place we use for problem cases.” Her eyes narrowed as she paused for a moment. Then she continued. "Like you." 

I hardened my face as I met her maniacal gaze with a cold stare of my own. "You're a sick, crazy bitch," I said. "All of you are. I saw you torturing some poor soul last night. You're nothing but kidnappers and criminals.” 

"Yes, you did see something special last night," said Mistress Gisele. “You watched a sissy enjoy a good ass fucking administered by one of our well-hung gay studs.” She turned away from me and walked over to a table in the corner of the room. On it sat a small wooden box. She picked it up then turned back to me. "That's our problem, you see," she said, sliding the case open and reaching into it. "We're far too indulgent around here." 

My blood ran cold as the glow from the dim overhead bulb glimmered against the needle in her hand. "But we also know how to discipline rebellious slaves," she said, her face twisted into a malicious scowl. “Like yourself, for instance. Last night you left your assigned quarters. You saw things you weren't supposed to see.” She twirled the needle between her fingers. The light sparkled against its silvery surface. "Then, as if that weren't enough, you committed the gravest violation of all. You touched yourself." She regarded me with a contemptuous frown. "Such a dirty, disobedient slut you are, Sissy Angela," she said. 

Cold sweat poured down my naked body as my breath quickened. "What…" I swallowed hard, steadied my shivering voice, and continued. "What are you going to do with that needle?" 

"I'm going to discipline you," said Mistress Gisele. "Our sister Cassandra is paying a lot of money to have you properly feminized. We won't return you to her until we've earned our pay." 

My face reddened and my muscles tensed at the mention of my wife's name. I worked up a mouthful of saliva. "You can go to hell," I said. "And so can she." I spat in Mistress Gisele's face. The clear, pungent liquid soaked her cheeks and nose and began dribbling down her chin. 

She turned from me, reached for a handkerchief, wiped my spittle away, then returned her attention to me. "I am SO going to enjoy this," she said, turning the needle point down towards my scrotum. Then, with a quick, smooth thrust, she impaled my testicles. My screams echoed against the stone walls of my cell. 

Chapter Nine

 I sat on my sofa, cell phone in hand, staring at its glowing screen. It had been three days since my date with Cassandra. I'd taken a few days off from work and kept an ice pack on my wounded sac to reduce the swelling. I counted myself lucky to survive my encounter with such a vicious, sadistic creature. I was free to go on with my life, find a normal woman to date, and enjoy the fruits of my financial success. So why was I struggling with the desire to call Cassandra and ask for a second date? That question burned in my mind as I fought the urge to call her... 

"How do your balls feel, sissy?" asked Mistress Gisele, the edges of her lips turned upwards in an evil grin. It was the day after she impaled me with the needle. Since then she had left me chained to the wheelchair by myself in the tiny discipline chamber. A guard brought me dinner and breakfast, but otherwise I saw no one. I barely slept the night before, and my mind was filled with jumbled, incoherent thoughts. 



"They hurt, mistress," I said in response to her question. A tear slid down my cheek as I spoke. I chose my words carefully, knowing that even a hint of defiance would only earn me more punishment. 

Mistress Gisele chuckled. "I'll bet they do," she said. I nodded in silence, the agony in my testicles radiating throughout my body. "There is a way out, you know," she said, her tone turning soft, even gentle. "I can make sure your poor little testes never feel pain again." 

Her remark kindled a tiny spark of hope within me. "Really?" I said. "How is that, Mistress Gisele?" 

Again she laughed as her right hand brushed the knife strapped to her luscious right thigh. "I think you know," she said. Suddenly the pain in my balls was worse than ever. 

"Please," I begged her. "No more. I give up. I'll be Cassandra's sissy slave." The words tasted like bitter poison as they came from my mouth. 

"At last you're coming to your senses!" said Mistress Gisele, her tone turning bright and cheerful. 

"But I'm afraid it's not as simple as that," she said. "There's one more thing you need to do. After that you'll have nothing to worry about." 

"What's that?" I said in a weary tone. 

Mistress Gisele at the cell's door. "Brutus!" she shouted. "You can come in now! She's ready for you." 

The door swung open and a huge, fearsome looking black man entered. His skin was dark as coal, his body was massively muscled without a trace of flab, and his massive organ was fully erect. He walked towards me till its tip was less than an inch in front of my lips. My eyes popped out of my head as I stared at its unbelievable size. I noticed drops of silvery pre-cum on the tip of the glans. 

“Oh…my…god,” I said, shaking my head in disbelief. 

Mistress Gisele chuckled at my amazement, while the man’s brown eyes were narrowed and glaring down at me. His meaty hands were balled into fists. I heard his breathing, heavy and deep like a bull’s. 

“What’s going on here?” I said, a tiny flicker of my old defiance rekindling inside my mind. “Is this part of your plan to brainwash me?” 

Mistress Gisele looked hurt. “Why, Sissy Angela,” she said defensively. “What an awful thing to say!” She nodded towards the man’s gargantuan ebony shaft. “I just thought you might be hungry, that’s all,” she said. “I know how much you little faggots love to suck cock. So I brought you this nice treat!” 

My muscles tensed as I looked up at her. “First of all,” I said through gritted teeth, “I’m not gay.” Second of all, I would rather die than suck another man’s dick. Got it?” 

If Mistress Gisele was taken aback by my defiance, then she didn’t show it. “Hear that, Brutus?” 

she said to the man. “This little sissy would rather die than pleasure you. What do you think of that?” 

The oversized black bull gave me a look that could kill. Then he said to the woman, “Fine. I think we can accommodate him.” 

Mistress Gisele nodded. “Indeed we can,” she said. “Shall we proceed?” 

“With pleasure,” said Brutus. He got behind me and pushed the wheelchair towards the door. It flew open on rusty hinges and all of the sudden I was outside. I was on a deck with a giant swimming pool just in front of me. In the distance I saw huge, forbidding, snow-capped mountians in every direction. My nostrils filled with a strong chlorine scent as Brutus pushed me towards the water. My mind guessed what he intended to do. “Holy shit!” I screamed. “What the hell are you people doing?” 

“Calling your bluff,” said Gisele, who strode alongside me as Brutus propelled the chair towards the water. “Let’s see if you’re really willing to die.” 

“No! No!” I screamed. “Please! Don’t! I’ll suck cock! I’ll do anything! Please!” But my cries fell on deaf ears. I struggled in vain against the shackles that held me fast, my mind painting a vivid image of what drowning would feel like. I imagined the water prying my mouth open and cold, dark liquid forcing its way into my lungs. 

The front wheels were over the pool's edge when Mistress Gisele shouted, “Stop!” My fear-wracked body quaked in horror as I stared into the crystal-blue water. “Are you ready to obey, Sissy Angela?” she said with an air of finality. 

“Yes…yes!” I blubbered, salty tears pouring down my face. “I’ll do it! Only…” my voice faltered as I stared into my doom. “Only pull me away from the water! Please, I beg you!” 

An eternity passed before she spoke. “Pull him back, Brutus,” she said at last. “I think our sad little sissy is ready to behave herself.” The man did as she ordered. My panic subsided as he pulled me backwards. 

Mistress Gisele gave me a minute or so to catch my breath. The bright sunlight hurt my eyes, which had grown used to the darkness of the tiny room. But I had no trouble seeing the man’s obscenely large cock as he presented it to me. I stared in sick fascination at the sheer length of the organ. It was thick and dark, with a purplish vein running the length of the shaft. The piss-slit stared at me like a hungry cyclops. My throat began to ache as I imagined fitting the huge object in my mouth. 

“Now suck Brutus, you weak, pathetic sissy,” said Mistress Gisele darkly. “Or it’s in the water you go.” 

The idea of giving another man head turned my stomach. But the thought of drowning in the pool overpowered my revulsion. I forced my mouth open as wide as I could and leaned forward till my lips made contact with the edges of the glans. Summoning my willpower, I swallowed as

much of the penis as I could. It felt slick and hard in my mouth. To my surprise I didn’t gag on it, even as I slid it deeper into my throat. 

“That’s good, Sissy Angela,” said Mistress Gisele with a note of approval. “Now use your tongue, girl! Show Brutus what a good faggot-slut you are!” I swirled my tongue around the cock’s giant circumference, feeling Brutus shiver with pleasure in response. 

My unease vanished as I worked at my task. I began to bob my head back and forth, each time taking a little more of the bronze shaft’s prodigious length into my mouth. The black man’s cock tasted salty and sweaty, but also sweet. 

“Now that’s the way to do it, sissy!” said Mistress Gisele in glowing tones. “We’ll have you feminized in no time at all!” 

Brutus reached behind my head, pulling me towards him. For a moment I panicked, thinking I would choke on the boulder-sized object sliding down my throat. But he left a tiny space between my throat and his ebony manliness, just enough for me to suck in a few precious molecules of oxygen. 

Mistress Gisele leaned over and whispered in my ear. “Face it, Sissy Angela,” she said. “You’re enjoying this.” I was both humiliated and aroused. My tiny white penis stirred to life between my legs. Compared to Brutus’s mountain-like manliness it was a pathetic joke. But I longed to touch it nonetheless. And I would have, if the shackles had not encircled my wrists. 

I felt my jaw begin to ache as I sucked on the chocolate-covered treat. I settled into an erotic rhythm as my lips glided along the other man’s thick, velvety skin. I had always heard that black men were better endowed that white ones, and the evidence of that claim was between my lips. 

I was so intent on doing a good job that the first spurts of Brutus’s white-hot sperm caught me by surprise. The steaming liquid cut off the microscopic air pocket that was keeping me from suffocating. I tried to pull away, but Brutus thrust his hips forward. I felt his glans force its way past my tonsils as he pumped his juices deep into my stomach, searing my throat as they went down. I pictured his shaft piercing my flesh and popping out of the back of my neck! 

My vision turned red and I relived the terror I felt when I thought I was going to drown. I tried to scream, but only managed a whiny muffled cry that made Mistress Gisele laugh. 

Relief came when Brutus clamped his hands down on both sides of my head and shoved me away. My lungs greedily inhaled giant quantities of air as the wheelchair flew backwards. But my relief turned to dread as I felt the rear wheels dip over the side of the pool. Looking behind me, I stared into the bluish waters, realizing that the slightest wrong move would send me hurtling backwards to my doom. 

I looked at Brutus and Mistress Gisele, who regarded me with smug grins. “Please,” I begged them. “Please help me. I did what you wanted! I sucked cock and humiliated myself! Now please, in the name of humanity, save me!” I tried reaching out to them, but the cuffs kept me fast. 

“What do you think, Brutus?” said Mistress Gisele. “Should we do as Sissy Angela asks? Or should we let her die?” 

The hulking ebony brute rubbed his chin thoughtfully. “I don’t know,” he said in a deep, lumbering voice. “Her cock sucking skills are okay, but I don’t like her attitude. She’s kind of a bossy bitch.” 

Mistress Gisele nodded. “You’re right,” she said. “I think her usefulness is over.” She strutted towards me, planting a leather-booted foot on the delicately balanced wheelchair. “Goodbye, Sissy Angela,” she said. “Have a nice swim!” 

I screamed as I plunged backwards. Then, amazingly, I stopped falling as the chair struck something hard and immobile. I felt liquid splash around me, but most of my body was out of the water. I stared up at a clear blue sky, my mind reeling with the impossibility of the situation. 

Mistress Gisele appeared at the pool’s edge, looking down at me with an amused expression. 

“It’s a funny thing about water, Sissy Angela,” she said. “You can think it’s as bottomless as the ocean, even when it’s only a few inches deep.” 

She chuckled. “Take you, for example. You thought you would drown.” She kicked off her boots and jumped into the water beside me; it reached to just above her ankles. “Instead you surrendered your dignity and gave a man head like the gutless she-bitch you are – even though you were never really in danger.” 

I stared up into her merciless face, feeling the harsh sting of her cruel words shatter my fragile emotional defenses. I wept bitter tears. Then, to make my degradation complete and irrevocable, Brutus stood on the edge of the pool and pissed on my naked, trembling body. 

My will was crushed, my manhood was in shreds, and I was ready for my captors to reshape me into whatever form they pleased. Cassandra had won. I was hers forever. 

Epilogue

 “I will accept your apology. I will even marry you,” said Cassandra. “As long as you agree that, from now on, I run things. Iwill dominate you sexually, but I will also control the finances. I will make all the decisions and do with you whatever I please. Is that understood?” 

 I looked at her across the table. The flickering candle light cast eerie, erotic shadows on her features.Her creamy white skin called to me, accented by the low-cut black top she wore. “I am so very glad I called her,” I thought. She was more than a woman to me; she was a Gothic goddess, and I would soon be her adoring husband. 

 “Yes,” I said. “I understand and agree to your conditions...” 

“Cassandra will be here soon to pick you up,” said Roberta to me. "Are you excited, honey?" 

I smiled and crossed my long, smooth legs. The silky material of the stockings felt so nice against my skin. "Oh yes," I said. "I can't wait to be with her again." 

"You've come such a long way since you got here a few months ago," said Roberta, giving me a hug and a sisterly peck on the cheek. I was worried about you at first. But now your thinking is all straightened out. You're ready to begin your life as it was meant to be." 

"That's so true, sweetie," I said. "When I look back on how silly I behaved those first few days I just want to slap myself!" I shook my head and dropped my eyes. "I must have really tried your patience at times." 

"Never mind that," said Roberta sweetly. "The important thing is that now you're properly feminized and can serve your wife as she demands. Mistress Gisele tells me you signed control of your company over to Cassandra yesterday. Is that right?” 

"Absolutely," I said. “It's only right and fair, after all. A stupid, worthless sissy like myself has no business thinking of herself as a business person.”I rolled my eyes and grinned. "My purpose is to look pretty, obey orders, and pleasure men." 

As I spoke, I heard a door in the hallway open and close. Seconds later I looked up into Cassandra's face as she entered the room, Mistress Gisele beside her. "Well, there you are!" said my loving wife. "Are you ready to make good on the bargain we forged? Are you ready to be my sweet little sissy girl and do as I say?" 

My face blushed with shame. "I'm sorry I was such a bother to you, my dear Cassandra," I said. 

"I thought I could call the shots and still let you dominate me sexually. I was thinking only of my own pleasure and not of your needs." I looked up at her with an earnest expression. "Will you forgive me?" 

Cassandra looked at Mistress Gisele with a satisfied grin. "I've got to admit," she said to the other woman. "You people do great work." Then she looked at me. "Yes," she said. I will forgive you, my sweet little sissy girl. "Now let's go home. You can cook dinner and clean the house tonight. 

Later on, I may let you pleasure one of my new clients - but only if you're good." 

I curtsied to the the two women. "I'll do my best, my mistress," I said. 

"I'm sure you will," said my wife. "Now let's go." I followed her as she led me to her car, excited

about the new life I was beginning. What a lucky sissy I am! 
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