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To Mistress,

Always your loyal submissive.


A good husband is a cut husband. Every wife should join the club.


Founding the Club

Five years ago, Samantha was casually talking with her close group of girl-friends. Each one complained about their husbands and the constant pressure for sex. It is not that they were prudes, they all enjoyed an active sex life; but, sometimes things appeared to become absurd. “My husband tries to hump me three times a day,” exclaimed Shelly. “My husband is just as bad. Sometimes I wish he could be fixed like our dog. Ever since, little Fido has not tried to hump my leg once,” replayed Courtney. All the girls laughed at the suggestion, but that sparked an idea in Samantha. What if they could fix their husband like a dog? Surely there were benefits to castration that were worth exploring.

That night, Samantha went onto the computer and immediately started searching Google. “Castrate Husband;” “Benefits to Castration;” she just kept searching for new results. All seemed to give nothing answers, but Samantha was determined. She poured herself a glass of wine and continued her search. “Voluntary Human Castration” was the search that finally pointed Samantha in the right direction. Under that search on the fourth link down, there was a page to Dr. Caroline’s Castration Study. She was looking for human subjects willing to be castrated for science. Importantly, the page had Dr. Caroline’s contact information.

Immediately, Samantha wrote off an email asking all her questions to Dr. Caroline. She was curious to what information she could get back. For starters, she wanted to know the benefits of castration to the wives of the men, why men would want to get castrated, and how she could get her own husband castrated. She was a little tipsy and started to debate whether to actually send her email. Eventually, the wine won her over and she hit “send” before heading to bed.

The next morning, Samantha awoke with a bit of a headache. She must have drunk more last night than she thought. Thinking back on the evening, she remembered all her of her internet searches and then remembered type the email. Surely she didn’t send it. After all, she is not really interested in castrating her husband Bob. Without hesitation, Samantha opened her computer and was about to open the sent items folder when she noticed a response:

Dear Samantha,

Thank you for your interest in my castration study. For the last 10 years, I have performed numerous castrations of male volunteers. While each experience is different, the overall response has been quite positive. For the males, they experience less aggression and a longer lifespan. Their overall quality of life immediately jumps as they are not entirely pre-occupied with thought of sexual intercourse. Their wives also benefit from the decreased male libido. They find time for other activities and enjoy are more compassionate, dedicated spouse. Clearly it is a win-win opportunity.

Why men get castrated is an interesting topic. Some of my clients come on their own because they cannot stand the constant thoughts of sexual intercourse. Others fear they may act on thoughts which would cause troubles in their lives – legal or marital. Finally, I have some clients who come as directed by their wife or mistress. They outsourced major decisions the outsourced major decisions in their lives to someone who knows better. I particularly enjoy plying my trade on those subjects.

If you are serious in your interest in castrating you husband, I am always available by phone or in person. Please call my office and schedule an appointment. Don’t worry; most wives have the introductory meeting without their husbands present.

Dr. Caroline


Responding to the email

For nearly a week, Samantha did nothing in response to Dr. Caroline’s reply. Every day, she would open the email and re-read it – often several times before closing her computer. Unsure what she should do, Samantha talked to her girl-friends and told them the whole story. After laughing heavily, they convinced her to schedule an appointment. In fact, all five of them would go together. It would be an adventure that no one wanted to miss.

With the encouragement of her friends and the help of a glass of wine, Samantha picked up her phone and called Dr. Caroline’s office. The female receptionist was very friendly and happy to arrange an initial consultation for Samantha plus her friends. The group picked a day in the next week and scheduled the consultation.

The group was elated. They were going to learn about castrating their husbands. None of them thought it was a serious endeavor, but everyone wanted to at least hear the doctor’s response. At the best case, maybe the girls could see a video of a castration. The initial joke started to take a more serious overtone. Things were getting interesting.


The Consultation

The day of the initial consultation had finally arrived. The girls decided to make day of it. The appointment was at 11am and then they would all head to lunch. Approximately 10 minutes before their appointment, everyone arrived at Dr. Caroline’s office. They were all giggling and laughing at the reason they were there. Wives don’t get their husbands castrated. It is not a normal activity. But here they all were, waiting for an initial consultation with a doctor who has castrated men in the past.

When they finally met the doctor, the first thing Samantha noticed was how beautiful Dr. Caroline looked. She was a woman in her late thirties. Thin with long brunette hair. She wore a medical lab coat, but Samantha could still see her impressive figure and ample cleavage. Samantha instantly had a crush on the gorgeous doctor. She had never felt this way for another woman since that one experiment in college. Once the group sat down, Dr. Caroline began her talk.

“Castration is actually a rather simple procedure that gives numerous benefits to the lives of males and the females in his life. After having children, testicles are not medically necessary and the testosterone they produce actually causes more problems than it solves. One day, the standard medical treatment for the male disease will be castration. It will help on numerous fronts from longevity to birth control. No rational male would ever want to keep his testicles after having children.”

The group laughed at how easy Dr. Caroline was able to dismiss the importance of testicles to men. To her, they were as unnecessary as the appendix or the tonsils. Surely, she was a man hating lesbian who just wanted to get rid of the male species. But, the group wanted information and asked their questions. For over an hour, she answered anything they asked with a straight face. A few questions surprised Samantha.

What about sex after the procedure? Without testicles, a wife can regulate testosterone. When she wants to have sex, she simply increases the dosage. The rest of the time, the male is kept on a low maintenance dose. If she really wants sex and that is not enough, the wife can take a lover – perhaps one with a larger penis. After the husband is castrated, he would not be concerned with simple emotions like jealousy.

How many women really have their husbands castrated? Quite a few. Castrations are at least 50% of Dr. Caroline’s practice. Her services are in high demand. Several times a week, she removes a man’s testicles. Most operations are clinical and happen in her office. If the wife wants something special, Dr. Caroline will make arrangements to perform the procedure elsewhere as part of a scene or party on nights or weekends.

Do women really like having a castrated husband? According to Dr. Caroline, there has never been a complaint. Women are usually thrilled with the result. Including Dr. Caroline herself. She had her own husband castrated three years prior and not regretted her decision once since.

Can the wife participate in the procedure? Of course, that is the number one request Dr. Caroline receives. Not only does she allow the wives to participate, she encourages them to perform the final snip. When a wife makes the final cut to turn her husband into a eunuch, the act bonds them emotionally. A bond that makes their marriage stronger. 


The Pact

After hearing all the benefits of the procedure from Dr. Caroline, Samantha was determined to have her husband castrated. They already had three children and they did not want any more. She even tried to convince him to have a vasectomy a few times. Castration would solve several things at once. It was decided Bob was going to get castrated. Samantha even announced her intentions during the lunch. All the girls laughed, but everyone also decided they would enlist their own husbands.

Each woman would find a way to convince their respective husband to get castrated. When they finally did have the procedure, all the girls would attend and watch as each made their own eunuch husband slave. They could even have cocktails to enjoy the show. Hell, the group would watch as the husband enjoyed his last sex as a full man. With the pact in place, everyone laughed and dreamed how they would go about convincing their husbands.

From that day forward, Samantha would play with Bob’s balls while performed a blowjob or had sex. “Think how nice you would look without these ugly testicles. I bet your penis would look bigger,” she would often state.  She was relentless and tried everything. “Wouldn’t it be wonderful when we no longer needed birth control after you balls go away?” Finally, Bob asked, “Why are you so interested in taking away my boys?” Sensing her opportunity, Samantha told him everything Dr. Caroline had relayed before. She even handed Bob a pamphlet on the joys and benefits of castration. She explained how it was healthy and improved relationships between spouses. At first Bob was hesitant, but eventually Samantha won him over. He reluctantly agreed to procedure as long as Samantha agreed to some of his terms. First, she had to allow him regular testosterone injections afterwards. Second, Bob wants to have sex immediately before the operation and at least twice a day until it occurs. Third, Bob wants to finally have anal sex with Samantha. He has begged her for years to try anal. If she wanted his balls, he wanted to fuck her ass. Immediately, Samantha agreed to all his terms.


The Sacrifice

Dr. Caroline was not joking when she mentioned she performed a significant number of castrations. As soon as Bob agreed to the procedure, she called to arrange a home appointment. For more than a month, Dr. Caroline was booked solid - it seemed a number of wives also found her skill set quite useful.

In the time between scheduling the appointment and the actual event, Samantha made all the arrangements and religiously followed Bob’s terms. She wanted to make sure he could not back out because she failed to meet the agreement. Twice a day she would have sex with him. Several times she even let him fuck her in the ass – she decided it was actually pleasurable, but did not want to let Bob know she liked it. Finally, the big day arrived.

Per the pact with the girls, everyone came to Samantha’s home in order to watch her and Bob make love for the last time. After over a month of double sessions, the two were ready to put on quite a show. Bob lasted for nearly 40 minutes before experiencing his final ejaculation. When he was finished, he walked over and climbed on the table Dr. Caroline had setup for the procedure. For his safety, Samantha strapped his legs and arms down. After all, Dr. Caroline would not what him to flinch and accidently cut something else. After Bob was secured, Dr. Caroline prepared the patient by first washing the area and then injecting local anesthesia. For ten minutes, everyone waited as Dr. Caroline went to scrub her hands.

Eventually, Dr. Caroline returned ready for action. The girls encircled Bob and watched intently as Dr. Caroline made the first incision. She careful cut the center of the scrotum and placed her finger into the hole. Carefully, she felt for Bob’s testicles and slowly maneuvered them out of Bob’s scrotum. Trying to minimize the scar, Dr. Caroline slowly widened the incision until both testicles were out for display. As the girls sipped their champagne, Dr. Caroline worked to separate the cords from the muscles and tendons. Throughout the entire event, she explained each step and constantly checked on Bob. Finally, she reached for her hemostatic clamps. “Before I do this next step, Bob are you sure you want to be castrated?” Dr. Caroline instinctively asked. Only once he shook his head did she proceed. With the hemostatic clamps, Bob was effectively neutered. There was no going back. After placing a few stiches, Dr. Caroline stopped working and handed the ceremonial scissors to Samantha. “He is yours. Make him your eunuch forever.”

Samantha was beaming with joy as she placed the scissors on the appropriate spot. It was time for her to castrate her husband. “Ready?” she asked Bob before squeezing the scissors. “Almost done,” Samantha remarked as she moved the scissors to the second testicle. As she said, “I love you,” Samantha squeezed the scissors again turning Bob into a eunuch. She put down the scissor and immediately kissed Bob to thank him for his sacrifice. The girls cheered as they welcomed the newest eunuch to the world. Bob made the ultimate sacrifice for his wife, but he was not going to be the last. Before Dr. Caroline left, Courtney scheduled her appointment.
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To Mistress,

Always your loyal submissive.


A good husband is a cut husband. Every wife should join the club. After watching Samantha cut her husband Bob, Courtney wanted to do the same. It was only a matter of time before her husband Justin was on the table. She made plans. His balls would soon be on the shelf and Courtney a full member of the club.


The Club

A number of years ago, Samantha and her friends created a pact to castrate their husbands. First, it was a joke. Then, Samantha found Dr. Caroline who was more than happy to assist the ladies fulfill their dream. After much research and a little trickery, Samantha was the first girl to join the club. She convinced her husband Bob to lie on the table and let the girls watch as Samantha took his manhood. Dr. Caroline did most of the work, but Samantha made the final snips.

For Courtney, Samantha turning Bob into a eunuch was the hottest thing she had ever seen. She needed to cut her husband Justin and join the club. In fact, Courtney made an initial appointment with Dr. Caroline the night of Bob’s ceremony. No one knew it at the time, but Bob would not be the only eunuch in the group for long.


Appointment with Dr. Caroline

Dr. Caroline was happy to get more business after her night with Samantha and Bob. In fact, she gets most of her business through similar referrals. While most doctors prefer not to remove healthy testicles, Dr. Caroline was different. She was a female dominate first and doctor second. The whole reason she choose medicine was the difficulty she saw her mother had in finding someone willing to castrate her father. Dr. Caroline wanted things to be simpler. After procreating, men don’t need their balls and often it becomes a nuisance to relationships. Dr. Caroline has also experienced that a few times in college where her boyfriend cheated because of the strong male sex drive driven from testosterone. She knew immediately, taking men’s testicles was going to be her life’s calling.

Dr. Caroline’s practice started small initially but continued to grow as word of her services spread through the female dominate community. Without question, she would be willing to take the testicles of a submissive based on the demand of an alpha. During her early years, Dr. Caroline took some gay customers but eventually transitioned to exclusively women clientele. Dr. Caroline even made sure her staff was exclusively beautiful women to make the female dominate feel comfortable and to give a final tease to the subject about to lose his balls.

Courtney was just like the other wives, girlfriends and mistresses. She arranged an initial consultation with Dr. Caroline and had a strong desire to cut her husband. After arriving at the clinic 15 minutes early, the large breasted blond nurse greeted her and offered a cup of coffee. “The doctor is still in another consultation, but would you like something to drink? Sadly, we only offer coffee and water during the initial meetings so you remain clear headed.” Courtney accepted the coffee and found a magazine to read while waiting. Halfway through an article on proper whip maintenance, the nurse invited her back to see Dr. Caroline.

Dr. Caroline was beautiful. She was in her late thirties with long brunette hair. She wore a medical coat, but Samantha could still see her large impressive breasts and thin figure. No wonder men gladly accepted her cutting off their balls. Courtney would have let her right now if she had been a man. Feeling herself get a little wet at the sight of the gorgeous doctor, Courtney quickly sat down and crossed her legs.

“Hello Courtney, it is nice to see you again. I take it you enjoyed the other evening. Is there anything you would like me to discuss further on the procedure? I think I was quite detailed as I performed everything on Bob. As you saw, it was a rather simple cut that will give him numerous benefits. Not to mention the joys Samantha will get out of their new life together. But, we are not here to discuss those two. Tell me, have you mentioned your desires to your husband?”

Courtney had decided that she was ready to cut Justin, but she never thought about how she would tell him. Justin was a great husband and always thought of himself as an alpha male. How was he going to take Courtney cutting off his balls for own amusement? Looking at Dr. Caroline, Courtney shook her head.

“Sadly, no. I don’t know how to bring up the discussion. I think he is a perfect candidate for your procedure but I don’t think he will go for it. We already have had enough children and I am sick of him asking for sex constantly. Quite frankly, I probably would not mind his demands for sex if he was larger or better in bed. But those things will not change, so it would be simpler fix to lower his libido.”

Dr. Caroline listens to Courtney’s complaint before answering.

“You would be surprised how frequently women say that same thing. If anything, that is another reason to castrate your husband. Once you remove his testicles, you can regulate his testosterone. Then you can only have sex with him when you choose. Or, take a lover with a larger penis. You husband will be calmed from the procedure so he will not get jealous. I know some women who have actually trained their husband to participate with their new lovers after the snip. Whether you go there, is entirely up to you. I just assist in and recommend the removal of his testicles. After I prepare everything for the final snips, the ceremony will bond him to you forever. You will be his wife, his lover, his mistress and importantly the one who took his manhood.”


Tricking Justin 

After hearing everything Dr. Caroline said during their consultation, Courtney was even more determined to castrate Justin. She had already joined the pact with Samantha, so she needed to find a way to get Justin to Dr. Caroline’s table.

First, she tried to the technique Samantha employed to get Bob to the procedure. She would play with his balls while performing a blowjob or having sex. She would tell him how ugly they looked and his penis would look bigger without his balls. She was relentless, but nothing seemed to work. Justin was just too attached to his testicles to let her take them. Finally, she decided to go the other way.

Justin has always been a little kinky and wanted Courtney to explore BDSM with him. He wanted her to spank him and try different toys. With gentle persuasion not working, Courtney thought she would get him there through painful stimuli. Her plan started one night when she tied him to the bed. Justin was excited and got hard immediately. Courtney took advantage of this situation and rode his engorged cock for hours. She shook her hips and really rode him hard. Every time Justin was close, she would stop moving and play with his chest hair until he was ready for her to continue. It kept going as a strong tease and denial session. Justin was ecstatic and Courtney was in charge for the first time in their marriage. When she finally let him cum inside of her, Courtney lowered her cum fill pussy onto Justin’s face and made him clean her out. She got another orgasm just the sight of him eating his own cum.

Courtney needed this feeling to last, and she was not going to untie Justin until she took steps to guarantee it would continue. While he was tied to the bed, Courtney attached a chastity device on Justin’s cock. With Justin tied to the bed and his cock locked, Courtney fell asleep in Justin’s arms. Tonight was the beginning.

For the next several nights, Courtney stepped up her plans to get Justin to agree to castration. Justin was already locked in chastity, and she had no intention of ever letting him out. Each night, Justin would come home and Courtney would tie him to a whipping cross she ordered for their bedroom. Justin would be exposed naked, except the chastity device, with his arms and legs securely tied. Courtney wore a tight leather corset and laid her collection of whips, riding crops, and belts on the bed. Slowly, Courtney would walk across the room making sure Justin could hear each step of her high heels on the hardwood floor. She would select a riding crop and walked to Justin. Running her hands over his ass and back, she made sure his restraints were secured. Courtney placed a large rubber ball gag into Justin’s mouth and closed the buckle to hold it in place. She had plans and didn’t want to hear his screams.

Once Courtney was confident of Justin’s restraints, she proceeded to start whipping him on the back and ass. She would make sure to beat him harder on the balls to cause him to cry. Slowly she would transition to less back and ass to more painful ball strikes. So she was just beating his balls until they were swollen and purple. When Justin could no longer stand, she would unlock him from the cross and help him to bed. Justin would hold his bruised balls and Courtney would just stroke his hair.

“Poor baby. Do you balls hurt? I know a way to end this pain if you are interested. Tell me to call Dr. Caroline. Beg me to have you castrated and we will no longer beat you testicles. I don’t want to hurt you. I only want to help. Trust me that removing those little devils will help us both. You don’t want to be in this pain.”

Each night Justin would say no and each day Courtney would whip his balls harder. Between the chastity device and the swelling of his balls, Justin package appeared massive in his pants. Only Courtney knew the truth. Courtney was committed. One day, her actions would break Justin.

After two months of constantly beating his testicles every night, Justin could take it no longer. His balls were purple and swollen to the size of grapefruits. He didn’t want to be beaten any longer. He looked at Courtney laying out the whips and belts. Immediately, Justin started to cry.

“Please Courtney, I cannot take it any longer. Please stop your game. I don’t want you to beat my balls any longer. They hurt too much and they are completely swollen. I think you may actually hurt them.”

Courtney looked at Justin in the eyes and kissed him. She loved her husband and he was just about there. She just needed to push him a little further. “Baby, I don’t want to hurt you either. Tell me what I want to hear. Ask me the question. Beg me. I will stop immediately. You know everything is in your hands.”

Justin cried harder. He didn’t want her to castrate him, but he didn’t want the pain any longer. He loved Courtney and wanted her to be happy. He simply closed his eyes and muttered the words. “Courtney, will you please castrate me. I need you to remove my testicles.”


The Sacrifice

Courtney did not waste any time after Justin uttered those words. She immediately got on the phone and scheduled a sacrifice with Dr. Caroline for the upcoming weekend. Courtney was actually rather fortunate since normally Dr. Caroline is booked solid for more than a month. With the last minute availability and the short timeframe, Courtney started to call all the girls and make party arrangements.

Courtney wanted to make sure Justin didn’t heal enough to try to back out of his agreement. While she did not beat him heavily, every day she would slap his balls to make sure they remained sore. His balls remained large and swollen going into the big day. Courtney was ecstatic. She wanted her trophies to remain large for the collection and she got her wish.

Per the pact with the girls, everyone came to Courtney’s house to watch the event. While Samantha allowed her husband one last fuck, Courtney had already thrown out the key to Justin’s chastity cage. It is not like she needed it any longer since the cage would easily slide off after the sacrifice. To give the girls a show, Courtney decided to give Justin one last ball whipping. For nearly an hour, she used every toy in her chest to beat his testicles. Justin was in full tears screaming into his ball gag. By the time she was done, he was begging to just cut the balls off and end his pain. He didn’t want them any longer. He just wanted them gone.

Courtney and the girls helped carry him to the table Dr. Caroline had setup for the procedure. For Justin’s safety, Courtney strapped his legs and arms down. Normally, Dr. Caroline would have the patient’s penis taped out of the way, but the chastity device worked nicely. With him secure, she gave Justin a final slap right on the testicles. In no time, Dr. Caroline came out and prepared the patient by first washing the areas and injecting local anesthesia. The drugs seemed to work because for the first time in a month, Justin finally did not feel agony over his bruised and battered balls. He just lay there as Dr. Caroline went to scrub her hands.  

Eventually, Dr. Caroline returned ready for action. The girls encircled Justin and watched intently as Dr. Caroline made the first incision into his scrotum. With his swelling, things were rather difficult but Dr. Caroline was careful to cut the center of the scrotum and placed her finger into the hole. For several moments she felt around to Justin’s testicles and slowly maneuvered them out of their protective home. Despite the large amount of swelling, Courtney was disappointed when she first saw Justin’s testicles. His scrotum was huge, but his balls did not get any larger from all her efforts.

As the girls sipped their champagne, Dr. Caroline worked to separate the cords from the muscles and tendons. Throughout the entire event, she explained each step and constantly checked on Justin. Finally, she reached for her hemostatic clamps. “Before I do this next step, Justin are you sure you want to be castrated?” Dr. Caroline instinctively asked. Justin just looked at Courtney who slapped a belt into her hand. Without hesitation, he shook his head yes. With the patient’s consent, Dr. Caroline proceeded. With the hemostatic clamps, Justin was effectively neutered. There was no going back. After placing a few stiches, Dr. Caroline stopped working and handed the ceremonial scissors to Courtney. “He is yours. Make him your eunuch forever.”

Courtney was beaming with joy. She could not believe she managed to get Justin to this point. Quickly, she placed the scissors on the appropriate spot as directed by Dr. Caroline. She was finally going to castrate her husband. “Ready?” she asked Justin. To her, it didn’t really matter what his answer was. She had already started to squeeze the scissors and severed his left testicle. The sensation was intense. She was not going to be stopped. She needed to finish the job and make Justin a full eunuch. “Just one more baby,” Courtney remarked as she moved the scissors to the right testicle. Looking at her husband, Courtney said, “I love you,” and then squeezed the scissors again. Courtney put down the scissors and immediately kissed her husband. Justin was a eunuch and the girls applaud. Justin made the ultimate sacrifice for Courtney and everyone was happy for the newest eunuch in the world.

Without the balls keeping it in place, she slid the chastity device off of Justin as she continued to kiss him. When she was finished, Courtney looked at the crowd and just asked, “Who needs this next?”


Serving Mistress: The Cut

The Obedient Submissive

June 2017


Text Copyright © 2017 557 Carriage House Books

All Rights Reserved.


To Mistress,

I would be nothing without you.

Every part of me belongs to you


The following is a continuation of the story from The 30 Day Challenge. It picks up shortly after completing the challenge and how life changes as couples become content with each other. While parts of the story are based on my real life, the cut is mostly fantasy as even people dedicated to this lifestyle take permanent body modification seriously. Permanently changing one’s body is a decision to be made in a loving environment, but a decision that must be made by the submissive. Outside of a very limited number of people, castration of a submissive rarely occurs and is almost always fantasy. Even then, those few who choose to pursue it do so in a long-term committed relationship.


Falling into a Routine

For over 5 years, I have been a faithful cuckold chastity slave to a beautiful mistress. She has pushed my limits on how far I am truly committed to this lifestyle. Approximately six months ago, Mistress enrolled me a force-bi blowjob challenge amongst her group of lifestyle mistresses. Over the course of the month, I had to service an unknown number of true men for the entertainment of the group. Officially, I was required to suck off a total of 50 men. That target turned out to be a minimum as Mistress showed her devilish ways leading me to become a full service cum bucket by the end of the month. Not only was it deemed a success, but Mistress took a strong liking to a handsome, black alpha with a massive cock that helped me reach my target.

For the next few months following my 30 day challenge, life returned to relative normality. Mistress kept the muscular, black alpha with the 10 inch cock as her regular bull. I normally don’t know the names of the various alphas that come and go. Mistress is more interested in their cocks, so their names are irrelevant. However, it was easier to learn his name, Rick, given the length of time we started to spend together. Rick with the big dick – which by the way he call Simba King of the Jungle. Soon, Rick was living with Mistress full time. At first, I would sleep at the foot of the bed. Eventually, Mistress acquired a trundle bed which allowed me to stay close whenever I did not share the bed with Mistress and Rick. Mostly, we three just shared the king sized bed. We started to become a happy family. 

Every morning, I would wake early and bring coffee to Mistress and Rick. Depending on Mistress’s mood, she would either have sex with Rick or she would instruct me to service Simba. The two would enjoy their coffee while I got my daily vitamin. When everyone was finished, Rick and Mistress would jump into the shower while I would the day’s layout clothes for Mistress. As soon as I heard the water stop, I was expected to enter the bathroom and help dry Mistress. After helping Mistress dress, I would go and prepare breakfast while Mistress applied makeup. She would always leave for work first and give me a kiss on the cheek with an “I love you.”

After work, I would get home and cook/clean as necessary. When we had plans for the evening, I would layout clothes for Mistress and make sure everything was well pressed. Usually, Mistress and Rick would have sex in the evening. Sometimes, they would include me. Depending on her mood, Mistress would fuck my ass while I sucked Simba, or Mistress would take Simba and make me clean everything afterwards. Except when Rick put Simba into Mistress’s ass, I didn’t mind sucking him clean afterwards. Simba would be soaked in Mistress’s sweet cum and I loved its taste – even if it was on a large black cock. I lived for her nectar. I was happy. Mistress was happy. Rick was happy. Simba was really happy. Additionally, with three incomes, there was plenty of spending money for Mistress.


Sissy Spa

Outside of our house, Rick was the owner/operator of a sissy spa. It is not a spa to send a sissy, they are not worth the costs to pamper, but a spa operated entirely by sissies. At the spa, mistresses and alphas could pamper themselves as little chastity sissies attended to their every needs. The spa was truly full service. Not only were regular spa services (manicures, pedicures, massages, etc.) offered, but the spa included all manners of sexual release to its clientele. Alphas could order a blowjob or fuck one of the spas sissies. Mistresses could request someone to orally please her, or she could use one of the numerous strap-ons the spa carried to fuck a sub. If they were feeling excessively aggressive, the spa kept a number of fully stocked BDSM rooms where a mistress could take a sub to whip or do anything she dreamed up. Guests were welcome to have sex with each other and mistresses could even order a lover. Clearly, the spa was not going to offer the pathetic penis of little dicked sissies who made the bulk of the staff. In addition to the hordes of sissies, the spa employed a number of alphas in management positions. When a mistress was in need, these alphas supplied the full sized cocks they deserved.

When weekends arrived, Mistress and I would spend at least one day at the spa. Mistress gladly took advantage of the facilities. She always enjoyed getting her nails done or a good massage. She particularly liked lounging naked around the pools or steam rooms – the perks of fucking the owner. While she was relaxing, I was put to work; but, not as a front line sissy. Since my normal day job is auditing, I was responsible for managing the books of the spa. Every week, I would handle the accounts and re-order supplies based on the inventory count. Then before we left, I would get a manicure and pedicure in the back office – Mistress liked the clean look with clear nail polish, but even I was not allowed to mingle with the mistresses and alphas.

After spending several months’ worth of weekends, I got to know the sissies personally. While some of the sissies were acquired just for the spa, most were procured when their former mistresses decided they were no longer wanted. Several were still owned by a Mistress outside the spa but loaned to the resort part-time to earn extra money. As one of my early suggestions, we started offering a vacation storage package to mistresses who traveled without their subs. Rather than leaving them unsupervised, mistresses could leave them in custody of the spa. During her vacation or business trip, a mistress would drop off her submissive who would work as a spa sissy. We would guarantee he was kept in chastity and well disciplined. When she returned, she could enjoy the service of the spa before collecting her submissive and any related earnings. Some mistresses with several subs even earned enough from the spa storage program to pay for her vacation. Needless to say, she started to travel significantly more and became a great customer.  

The spa offered another service you would normally never see at a day spa. The building was designed to share a space with Dr. Caroline - a general practitioner. Rather than just supplying Botox or treatments to the mistress, Dr. Caroline would treat submissives and made sure everyone was healthy. Owning two sissy slaves herself, she was well familiar with the lifestyle of her clients, so mistresses did not need to unlock subs before any medical appointments. In her office, Dr. Caroline had access to a special key that was capable of unlocking any chastity device if it was medically necessary. Though, she usually had no need to release a sub and simply did her exams while they continued to wear a cage. Additionally, Dr. Caroline was known throughout the community as place to send unruly submissives in order to “correct” their attitude. As a doctor, she was both trained and legally allowed to perform castrations when a mistress requested one. As part of her rent, she treated the spa’s sissies and made their “adjustments” when necessary. She was the perfect tenant for a sissy spa as well as a dear friend of Rick and Mistress.


Reasons for the cut

Now, different mistresses had different reasons for gelding their slaves. Some mistresses liked the look of a tiny ball-less penis. They thought it enhanced the appearance of the sissy stick not having extra things dangle below. Besides, it is not like a submissive had much use for his balls while his tiny penis is locked in chastity. To them, castration is just an extension of circumcision – it is all about the aesthetics.

Others, wanted a more docile submissive. The mistress could just enjoy her submissive who was entirely focused on her pleasure. Without testosterone, the eunuch never got jealous of its mistress taking a lover and it never had to worry about its own sexuality anymore. The procedure solved multiple problems by clearly marking the eunuch as no longer a man.

Some only performed the cut as punishment. Though, the submissive would have had to done something pretty extreme to warrant castration versus a typical whipping or other punishment. I know one submissive who embarrassed his mistress at the annual mid-summer wet-and-wild sex weekend event by slipping off his chastity device and playing with himself. He thought no one would notice, but he got caught. Needless to say, his castration happened three week later.

Finally, some mistresses just don’t want to deal with the mess a sissy creates. While submissives remain in chastity, proper maintenance requires routine milkings to eliminate their filth. Otherwise, little sissies can have wet dreams and ruin the sheets. For select mistresses, it is not worth the hassle. They simply have their sluts cut and the problem goes away.

Regardless of why the mistress wants a castration, no one at the spa, or within the lifestyle, judges a mistress. Her reason to castrate a submissive is her’s alone. It is her personal decision and everyone just leaves it at that. Though some bulls would recommend mistresses castrate their submissive, mistresses don’t take orders from the bulls and they will not tolerate any undue pressure to castrate a sissy. I even heard that a former bull actually ended up under the knife himself from trying too hard to force a mistress to castrate a submissive for his own filthy pleasure.


Castration Party

Though I have never attended one, I know several submissives who have been there either as servers or participants. While normal events are open to the general group, castration parties are typically more intimate affairs. Almost like a wedding, they take time to organize and prepare. The mistress supplying the guest of honor needs to decide an invitation list and schedule an appointment with Dr. Caroline. Alphas and male guests are banned. The number of submissives is kept to a minimum. Only those necessary to make drinks or pass food are allowed in attendance. Even then, they may not actually see the big event.

Unless it is an absolute emergency castration, everything starts well before the big day. When a mistress decides it is time to correct her submissive, she makes an appointment with Dr. Caroline. During the consultation, they discuss the pros and cons of castration on the minds of a sissy as well as the benefits for the mistress. Usually, the sub in question does not attend the initial consultation and he may not even know about the event until it is too late. That depends on the attitude of the mistress. Some like to keep it a surprise, others like to tease them all the way until the end. Finally, Dr. Caroline informs the mistress of her “three asks rule.” In order to make sure the mistress is ready, Dr. Caroline will ask the mistress three times if she wants the castration done. At the end of their meeting, Dr. Caroline asks “Mistress ___, are you sure you want me to castrate your submissive?” Only if the answer is yes all three times, does Dr. Caroline perform the operation.

About a week after the initial consultation, Dr. Caroline follows up with the mistress seeking castration to see if they have any further questions or concerns. Most of the time, the mistress has forgotten why she sought the castration in the first place. If the mistress is still certain, Dr. Caroline asks her question again. “Mistress ___, are you sure you want me to castrate your submissive?” With the second yes, the planning for the party may begin.  But first, the mistress needs to have the submissive get a Prince Albert or frenulum piercing. For he will need such a piercing to hold a cage once the procedure makes him no longer eligible for a ball restraint chastity cage.

During the big day, the invited mistresses arrive to the party. While the mistresses are aware of what is to come, the submissives who are serving the party are never told in advance. As far as the service submissives know, it is a normal lifestyle party – though one lacking male guests or alphas. The women gather and mingle while Dr. Caroline prepares the guest of honor in another room. When he is strapped securely to the operating table with his legs open, the service submissives are instructed to wheel him out to the room. It is the first time they realize the true nature of the night’s activities. As Dr. Caroline scrubs her hands, the crowd begins to cheer. The mistress owner may give a speech or answer questions on what her she planned with the “medical waste”. Eventually, Dr. Caroline enters the room with her hands sterile and wearing a surgical mask. There is a second pair of gloves on the medical tray so that the mistress may take the last snip. The crowd begins to applause and Dr. Caroline takes a small bow. Though you cannot see her face behind the surgical mask, she is smiling brilliantly. She stops in front of the submissive slave and begins to speak.

“Thank you ladies. It has been my honor and pleasure to supply my services over all these years. Tonight, I have been requested again to help a fellow mistress solve one of her problems. But before I can begin, I must officially ask for the third and final time: Mistress ___, are you sure you want me to castrate your submissive?

The room fills with applause as the mistress screams “Yes. Yes. Of course YES. I have been waiting for this day for so long.”  

The crowd encircles the patent and watches intently while Dr. Caroline makes the first cut. She is a professional and seeks to limit the size of the scars to just what is necessary. After cutting a small hole in the center of the submissive’s scrotum, Dr. Caroline carefully slides her gloved left pinky finger into the hole and feels for the cords connecting the testicles. It takes some effort, but she slowly manages to maneuver the first from the hole. She sticks her finger back into the hole and feels for the second ball. After widening the hole slightly, both testicles are out for display. The crowd cheers as Dr. Caroline explains the procedure. Taking her time, Dr. Caroline works to separate the cords and tie off the blood vessels to each testicle. While theoretically she could stop and reverse what she has done, the hemostatic clamps have effectively neutered the submissive even if his balls remained. After a few minutes, everything is ready. Dr. Caroline stops working and hands the ceremonial scissors to the appropriate mistress. To no one’s surprise, the mistress would be beaming with joy as she places the scissors on the first spot. Snip. The crowd begins to clap. With the work only half done, she moves the scissors to the second spot. “Ready?” she asks her submissive. Snip. The crowd is ecstatic. It is hard to hear the mistress over the vigorous clapping. “Welcome to eunuch hood.”

The mistress shows her trophies to the crowd as Dr. Caroline cleans up the new eunuch. When she is sure her stitches will hold, she releases the clamps holding the end of the cords outside the ball sac. Instantly, the newly freed cords retreat far up into the sissy’s scrotum. Seeing no signs of excess bleeding, Dr. Caroline closes the incision leaving only a small scar in the center of scrotum. She removes her gloves and stands to a vigorous ovation. She blows in the praise from all in attendance. Quickly, the patent is wheeled away and she excuses herself to clean up. Within a few minutes, she returns to the cocktail party and discusses the procedure with other mistresses who wish to have their slaves done.


Mistress’s Desire

Mistress always returns from the castration parties full of envy. More than anything, she wants to be the one making the final snip, but she loves torturing my balls too much. For her, there is too high of a cost if I was to get castrated. So, she always attends as a witness never the host.

In the past, I have recommended one of the other submissives she occasionally trains before gifting to another mistress. If she had plans to gift one to a mistress that would castrate them anyways, why shouldn’t Mistress get the benefit of making the final snip? But, she would have none of it. The whole ceremony was designed to bond a mistress with her new eunuch. She could not steal that bond by having them castrated early. So, I dropped the subject.

Unfortunately, Mistress did not let the topic drop as easily. At least once a week, mistress would grab my testicles and ask “do you really need these things?” Sometimes it would occur during a heavy tease and denial session. Mistress would suck my tiny cock and twist my balls. When I thought I could not take the ball pain any longer, Mistress would release and remind me “you would not feel this pain if I took these balls away.”

Sometimes, Mistress would have me wear a humbler in the corner and kick my balls. Over and over again, Mistress would kick my balls. Her friends would come over and they would take turns nailing my nuts with their feet. Occasionally, I would feel the crack of a whip on my scrotum. Throughout the course of a night, my poor balls would start to swell and darken. Tears would poor from my eyes as the girls just stood there laughing. Soon I would collapse from the pain and Mistress would place the heel of her sexy black leather boots on my bruised testicle.

“Poor subby. All I have to do is put my weight down and I can crush these little pathetic things. You’re not a real man anyways and only real men need balls. Tell me why I shouldn’t crush your balls right now. Tell me why I should not call Dr. Caroline. She can take away the pain permanently. You will be free. Two quick snips and you will no longer feel this type of pain again.”

It was her game. She loved teasing me with the threat of castration at every moment. After spending an hour fucking my ass with a strap-on, Mistress would exclaim, “I think I will miss the sound of you cage clank while I fuck you the most after I take away your testicles.” When she saw me dressing, she would tell me, “Subby, your panties will fit much better when I cut off those little plums.” At milkings, Mistress would remark, “Subby, you are so selfish. Think of all the time I waste giving you these little releases. Mistresses with eunuchs are so lucky not to waste this time on subs.”

I never took her seriously during all her talks during our play. She loved my testicles where they were. How would she cause me pain if they were removed? How would she get the chastity clank sound if I was castrated and wore a Prince Albert tube device? Plus, she loved giving me milkings and ruined orgasms. She was diabolical, but she loved me as a whole submissive.

It wasn’t until a casual movie night that I first became actually concerned. We were snuggling at home watching a movie. Rick was out, so it was just me and Mistress. After making us popcorn and pouring the wine, we just cuddled with Mistress holding my little cage through the film. She cupped and tickled my balls the entire time.  I wasn’t even really listening when I heard Mistress talk. “I am going to miss this. Your balls are so cute and small. I think I found the best setting to have them displayed.” Not sure what I heard, I ask “Excuse me Mistress. What did you say?” Mistress continue, “Nothing important dear. I just think you have cute little balls. I keep thinking about having Dr. Caroline harvest them to put them on display. What do you think? Would you mind if I cut off your balls?” Knowing she expected no other answer, I quickly reply “no Mistress. My balls belong to you. Do with them as you wish.” With that, she kissed me and said, “Don’t worry. I am just thinking. Your balls are safe, for now.”

Just then, the phone rang. As expected, I went to answer. It was Dr. Caroline calling for Mistress… 
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To Jessica,

I have given you more than any man should.

No matter what more you want, I will always let you take.

Frank


How Frank met Jessica. From the beginning, she had plans. Those plans meant eventually Frank would turn into Francine. After years of chastity denial, it is finally time for the final cut. Frank will no longer be the man he once was. His manhood will be gone forever.


On the Table

While lying on the cold exam table, Frank was trying to remember how he got to this point. His relationship with Jessica started normal enough. They met at a party while juniors in the local college and had been sweethearts ever since. Everything seemed normal. He was a football star and she was the head cheerleader. How then was it that the former big man on campus turned into a sissy slave awaiting his imminent castration at the hands of his beautiful goddess? Where did things change that a star football player who could have had any girl he wanted was transform into a large breasted, cock sucking sissy?

This wasn’t the first time Frank went under the knife for Jessica. Almost from the beginning, Jessica was slowly making alterations to Frank so he would become her perfect slave. Slowly she changed him both physically and mentally so he would accept his ultimate fate. Things started small and nothing was permanent. First, she kept him in chastity and rewarded his behavior with releases. Her games were fun, so Frank wanted to keep playing. Give Jessica 10 orgasms and she would return the favor. He loved going down on her and he loved receiving blowjobs. How could he complain? He only hesitated slightly when she made him suck his first cock in order to get a release. Of course, she gave him a better reward than just a blowjob in return. It was also the first time Frank got to have sex with Jessica, so eventually Frank thought it was worth it.

Over the years, Jessica decided she wanted more than psychological changes out of Frank and began physically altering his body. Frank didn’t even question the first request – a tattoo of Jessica’s name on his body. After all, he knew plenty of guys with their girlfriend or wife’s name tattooed on an arm or chest. Of course, that was not the type of tattoo Jessica wanted. Instead, Frank got “Jessica’s bitch” tattooed in large letters on his ass. Fortunately, he thought no one was likely to see it other than Jessica. Other tattoos followed, all were a marking of his place in their relationship. “Slut” over his ass after the first time Jessica had another man fuck him. “Worthless” over his penis after she kept him in chastity for a full year without a release. The worst was “Cum Lover” she had him get on the inside of his lower lip.

Beyond tattoos, this wasn’t even the first surgical procedure Frank underwent to please Jessica. Even though he was circumcised as a child, Jessica thought he still had too much foreskin. So, she made him have a second circumcision to tighten things up. She also had him get a hair transplant when he started to go bald - all perfectly normal. Next, Jessica wanted him to have electrolysis over all his body. That process was extremely painful, time consuming and expensive. For over a year, Frank sat on a table while a technician zapped every hair on his body. By the time he was done, he only had the long hair on his head. Hair that Jessica had him grow out. Finally, Jessica wanted Frank to get a pair of C-cup breast implants so he would understand what she was going through every day. It would be temporary she said. If they didn’t like the way they looked or felt, Frank could have them removed and return to normal. Besides, he was already wearing fake breast forms regularly by the time she made her request.

This time was different. For starters, Frank was having something permanently removed from his body. If they changed their mind or broke up, Frank could not just have the procedure undone. He was going to be castrated. He would be a eunuch for the rest of his life. There was no going back. What was he thinking? Wouldn’t a normal man get off the table and run screaming? It is not like he was strapped down and held against his will. He voluntarily walked into the room and climbed on the table. He knew what would transpire yet he came anyway. Maybe Jessica was right, Frank is not a real man anyways.


Finding Jessica

He still remembers the night ten years ago when he first saw Jessica. She was standing on the corner of the dance floor in a tight cream colored sweater that showed offer her ample breasts. Jessica was stunningly attractive and it took Frank several minutes develop the nerve to ask her for a dance. He had never felt that way before. As the star quarterback, girls normally swooned all over him and he would pick a new one almost every night.  Sometimes, he would even take two or three at a time. After all, he was the alpha dog at college. No girl could possible say no. But despite his self-confidence, he was nervous about approaching this unknown beauty.  He needed to know who she was, so he took some liquid courage and started to make his way across the room. Soon he was upon his target as she chatted with her fellow girlfriends. They were excited that the star quarterback was making his way to them.  Perhaps, they believed he was interested in them. But Frank only had his eyes on Jessica. Though, she seemed less than thrilled that he had picked her. While Frank could usually win over a girl quickly, Jessica was a challenge. Only after spending the entire night and deploying all his best moves did she finally agree to exchange numbers. Not used to the challenge, Frank went back to his apartment alone for the first time since he arrived at college. 

The next day, Frank texted Jessica as soon as he awoke and anxiously awaited her response. After more than a day of waiting, Frank finally received a message back: “My schedule is really busy, so I don’t have time for anything real. I will let you know when available for something FUN ;)”. He could not believe his luck. After all the effort he spent the night before, Frank was sure that Jessica was not into him.  Not only was she interested, but she only wanted a no-strings booty call. That was something he was definitely willing to supply. He just had to wait until she messaged. It turns out, that he did not have to wait long.  That afternoon, he received a text: “Library 3rd floor history stacks 4pm”. When he arrived, Jessica was already there in a short skirt. She was reaching for a book on the top shelf which allowed Frank to clearly see she was not wearing any panties. This caused him to immediately become aroused. At first Frank was nervous that Jessica would notice, but then he remembered she only wanted NSA sex.  With that Frank alerted Jessica to his presence. Pleased to see Frank, Jessica asked him to grab the book from the top shelf. (Wait, he thought, did she ask? Frank tried to remember her exact words during their first sexual encounter. She needed the book, but what were her words? Then it hit him, Jessica actually said “Grab the red book on top and let’s find a quiet place.” He had always thought she asked, but it was actually an order. Just as was her instruction to eat her out while she studied. Based on his current situation, he started to wonder whether she had always planned on using him as a sex slave.)    

For the rest of the semester, Frank’s phone would go off every day or so with a location and time. Each time, Frank hoped their relationship would expand beyond just him going down on Jessica. At the very least, he hoped she would return the favor. Then a different text arrived:

“Exams are over; finally have time for a real relationship. Let’s have dinner Saturday to discuss if you’re interested.”

Frank was ecstatic. He finally was finally going to have a real relationship with the girl of his dreams. His life was going to be perfect. He had everything he wanted. 


The Dinner Date

Saturday could not come soon enough. When it finally arrived, Frank spent the day staring at the clock waiting until 7pm – the time Jessica had instructed him to arrive at her place. He knew to night was the night. For the first time in their relationship, they would be having sex. After all, the two of them were planning on staying in Jessica’s place all night. She was cooking dinner and her roommate had already returned home. They had the place to themselves.

At 7:15pm, Frank arrived at Jessica’s place for their date. Having spent the day dreaming of what tonight meant, he still managed to miss his alarm which caused him to be late. It was only 15 minutes. He doubted Jessica would care significantly. However, she was not her normal happy go lucky self when she opened the door.

“You’re late. I don’t like it when people keep me waiting. If you actually want a relationship with me, you will need to respect my time and come exactly when I tell you to come. But, we can discuss all that over dinner. I want to be sure we are on the same page in what to expect out of our relationship.”

After letting Frank know her disappoint for his late arrival, Jessica let him into her apartment. Her place looked great. The table was set and the food smelled amazing. She led Frank to the living room and poured him a glass of wine.

“Dinner will be ready shortly. We can talk about everything then. For now, enjoy you wine. I will be in the kitchen putting the finishing touches on the meal.”

In no time, Jessica brought everything to the table. It looked as amazing as it smelled. She obviously knew how to cook. Frank barely could boil water properly. Thanking her for the meal, Jessica just smiled and stated, “I wanted you have something nice. Our relationship will begin or end tonight. Either way, we deserve a good memory of everything.” Not knowing what she meant, Frank raised his glass and joined the toast. All he wanted was for them to have a real relationship, and he suspected that is what Jessica wanted as well.

They spent the dinner talking about their life goals and plans after graduation.  When it was finished, Jessica pulled out a small gift and handed it to Frank. “Don’t open it just yet,” she ordered as he wondered what was inside. “Only if you agree to the terms of our relationship will you get that gift. If I am not the type of girl you are looking for, I will completely understand.” Before Frank could say anything, Jessica began to announce what exactly she wanted in a boyfriend.

“You see Frank, I am not a normal submissive girl you probably see at the sororities. I am dominant, I need to be in charge. If you want to be my boyfriend, you will be my bitch. I will be in charge and anything I say goes. I expect you to follow my orders. If I say jump, you jump. You don’t hesitate. You follow my orders no matter whether or not you understand why I gave them. Will you accept those terms?”

Frank looked into Jessica’s beautiful green eyes and saw how sincere the words she spoke. She wanted to be in charge, what difference did that make. What difference would that mean to their relationship? Probably not much. She could pick the restaurants or the vacations. She could take charge while they have sex and be on top if she wanted. Frank was fine with that. He would gladly give what she wanted.

“Of course Jessica. I am fine if you want to be in charge. I will always follow you.”

Jessica smiled as Frank replied to her question. But she knew he did not fully understand what she was asking. Someone who did understand would not have given a response so quickly.

“I am glad Frank you seem excited, but I don’t think you get fully what I am saying. If we are to be together, I will be a dominant mistress. You will be my submissive slave. We will only have sex when and if I say. I will push your limits. Sometimes, it will seem I will break your limits. It will not be an easy relationship for you to keep. Do what I say and you will be rewarded. Disobey my orders and you will be punished severely. Can you handle those terms?”

Frank responded, “Yes Jessica. I love you. I will obey you.”

“If you really want this relationship, then you can open the gift I gave you earlier. I expect you to put it on immediately. You will wear it from now on. We will also need to punish you for the fact you came late. We cannot start our relationship with such insubordination. If that is what you truly want, then tonight I will fuck you for the first time. I have been waiting for this all semester. From the moment I saw you, I wanted to fuck you. But I was nervous you would reject me. You would not let me fuck you. Please don’t disappoint me.”

Frank was excited. Jessica wanted to fuck him. He has been waiting since the moment he saw her. Who would turn her down? She was the most beautiful girl in the universe. Any man would be lucky to have sex with her. Without hesitation, Frank nearly screamed, “Yes, let’s be together forever. I love you.”

Jessica was glowing from Frank’s response. He was truly hers. She kissed him deeply. “Ok Frank. Open the box and put on your gift. I cannot wait any longer to fuck you.”

With that, Frank opened the box. Inside, he saw a weird metal contraption. Unsure what he was looking at, he raised his head and stared at Jessica with a bewildered look. She could see his uncertainty and quickly explained.

“It is a cock cage. I need to know that you are mine and mine alone. If you wear it, I will know that you never again have sex with another woman. You will be my slave. Only when you earn a release, will I let you out of your cage and give you pleasure. Otherwise, you will remain locked as long as I see fit. I will continue to get pleasure, but you will remain chaste. Can you live with those terms?”

Frank just looked into Jessica’s eyes and shook his head. He loved giving her oral and never planned on seeing other girls. If she felt more secure with him wearing a chastity device, he could live with those terms. Jessica smiled and assisted Frank in securing the device. As soon as it was locked, she kissed him passionately and continued to speak.

“I am so glad you decided to be my submissive. Keeping you will be too much fun. Now that you are locked, I need you to understand that we will likely never have traditional sex. I only let large black cocks into my pussy. You are nowhere near large enough to please me sexually. You will continue to suck my pussy as demanded. You will prepare my lovers. When I am in the mood, I will fuck you. When you are bad, I will really fuck you. You are my bitch.”

Not sure what he heard, Frank asked, “If I am wearing this device, how will you fuck me? My penis is restrained. I cannot get hard.”

Jessica looked at him intently. She kissed him again.

“Come with me to the bedroom. You were late and need to be punished. Plus, I promised tonight I would fuck you. Follow my orders and you will get all your questions answered. Fail my instructions and you can leave. I have the key to the device in a safety deposit box. Unless you do exactly what I say, I will never unlock you. You can leave anytime, but the device will remain. No one will play with your penis without my permission ever again.”


The Bedroom

Jessica led Frank into the bedroom. While his penis was tightly confined to the chastity device, he was still getting horny as she kept kissing him passionately. Thinking he would still have sex. He let Jessica take the lead. Soon she was pulled out restraints and cuffed his wrists to the bed. Next she placed a ball gag in his mouth and closed the buckle holding it in place. Tied to the bed with his ass out, he started to feel vulnerable. Jessica just said, “You have been a bad boy, I told you to come at seven.” Frank looked at the mirror and watched Jessica take a riding-crop out of the drawer. He was about to be punished.

“I told you seven and you came late. We cannot let this type of insubordination go. You made me wait 15 minutes, so I will give you 15 swats. When I am done, I will fuck your ass. From now on, your ass is mine. Expect me to regularly fuck you.”

Wham. “One.”

Wham. “Two.”

With each strike of the riding-crop, Jessica counted the strikes. Frank screams were muffled by the ball gag as Jessica increased the force with each blow. After fifteen strikes, Frank’s ass was burning and he started to regret his decision. Thankfully, she finished striking his ass at 15. It was over.

“Now you know how serious I am. When I tell you something, you are to do it immediately. Do not keep me waiting. I do not like waiting. Tonight I gave you a sample of what to expect when you disappoint me. From now on, I will double punishments.”

Jessica returned the riding-crop to the drawer and removed something else. Frank could not see what she removed from the drawer. All he could see was Jessica wiggle her hips as she pulled something up. Soon she was adjusting buckles and straps, but Frank could still not see what exactly she was wearing. From behind, he saw what looked like a small laced corset – though it was only five inches long and covered the small of her back. There were also straps that came across her thighs. What could she be putting on, Frank thought to himself. When Jessica was done adjusting everything, she spun around and Frank saw it for the first time. Jessica was wearing a cock – a giant cock. She had put on a strap-on with what seemed like an 8-9 inch dildo. It was long and it was thick. Frank had never seen anything like it before. In the locker room, he was decidedly above average, but the penis Jessica was now wearing made him blush with shame. He was no match and he started to be scared with what Jessica was clearly planning.

“Say hello to Bertha. She loves having sex and it has been too long since she has taken someone’s cherry. I figure tonight was as good as any to teach you how to fuck. While you will remain locked, we will have lots of sex. I plan on putting Bertha to good use. Don’t worry, I will be gentle – at least for tonight. If you are bad again, Bertha has a big sister; but, I only bring her out when I want to ripe someone a new asshole. Trust me, you don’t want me to use Reina. You are nowhere near ready for her. Maybe someday you will get pleasure from Reina, but I think even the gayest slut would not actually enjoy her 13+ inches.”

With that, Jessica slapped Frank’s ass and spread lube between his cheeks. She rubbed more lube down Bertha as it appeared to Frank like Jessica was masturbating her large cock. Frank was scared but with his mouth full, he could not scream. He kept saying “no, stop” but all anyone heard was an unintelligible sound. Tears started to flow from his eyes as Frank knew what was about to transpire. He was losing his virginity to Jessica, but it was not going to be the same experience as when he lost his other virginity in high school. This would not be an experience he could brag about with his buddies at the gym tomorrow. He felt the head of Bertha push against his soft asshole. With a little force, Bertha soon started to slide in and it was over. Frank has taken a cock in his ass.

For the next hour, Jessica kept slapping and pounding Frank’s ass. Knowing there was nothing he could do, Frank relaxed and let Jessica take charge. She kept pumping Bertha in and out of his ass. At times, she would go faster. Other times, she would go slowly making sure he felt Bertha slide all the way into his ass. With Bertha fully in Frank’s ass, Jessica would slap his ass or place her amazing breasts on his back. She would occasionally play with his chastity cage or Frank’s nipples depending on how much additional sensation Jessica wanted to deliver. She kissed the back of his neck and sucked his earlobe. Quietly, Jessica whispered, “You are so tight. You have no idea how long I waited to fuck you.” Eventually, Jessica tired of pounding away on Frank’s ass. She had cum several times as she could feel the Frank clench his anal sphincter several times during their love making session. As far as she was concerned, it was the perfect initial sex session for what would become a long relationship.


The Final Cut

Even after that initial strap-on session, Frank could not leave Jessica. He was committed to her full. Despite her constantly raising the bar, whether it was sucking cock, having a guy fuck him, the tattoos or even the breast implants, Frank could never find the strength to leave her. She was his soul mate. Her demands may seem extreme looking back at them, but each one made sense at the time. They were nothing compared to what she was offering. Getting castrated was just another one of those things that would make Jessica happy. It did seem like a big deal when he initially agreed. Now, he is lying on the table. He could run. He could hide. But, Frank is happy to stay as long as Jessica is happy.  

The nurse enters the room and begins to prepare Frank for his procedure. Since he has already undergone electrolysis all over his body, the nurse doesn’t need to shave his balls. Instead, she simply washes his boys and covers them with iodine to make sure they were ready. When she was done, the nurse finally spoke. “Your mistress is lucky. Not every submissive would make such a sacrifice for his goddess.” She then wheeled him into the operating theater.

Unlike normal hospital operating rooms, Frank was brought into the room of a private club. Since most doctors don’t like castrating healthy males, Jessica had arranged everything through a female domination club in which she was a member. The procedure was to occur at their clubhouse by their friendly female doctor – Dr. Caroline. While the doctor would do all the prep work, Jessica would be permitted to make the final cuts. It was a ceremony that Dr. Caroline has performed numerous times before with various mistresses. In fact, Dr. Caroline has even done her own husband in front of the group. Everyone knew the process and rules. People were waiting for the ceremony to being.

Frank was sitting there in the room with 20 or so witnesses to his sacrifice. They were all women. Some had their own eunuchs; others were just interested in watching a castration. Soon, Dr. Caroline walked into the room. She was wearing gloves and a surgical mask. Careful to avoid contaminating her sterile hands, she instructed others to move out of the way. The crowd applauded her entrance as she took a bow in front of Frank. When the applause quieted, Dr. Caroline finally spoke.

“Thank you all. It has been my pleasure to supply my services over all these years. As you know, I believe in male castration enough that I even had my own husband done. It is a choice, but one that must be made by the submissive’s mistress. So before I can begin, I must officially ask for the third and final time: Mistress Jessica, are you sure you want me to castrate your submissive?”

Jessica started to laugh. She was shocked that anyone would question her decision. “Yes. I have trained him to lose his nuts since the day I met him. He was cocky then, and now I will keep his balls in my purse.” The crowd cheers with Jessica’s answer. There was no turning back at this point.

Dr. Caroline lifted her scalpel. She winked at Frank and then proceeded to make the first incision in the center of his scrotum. After cutting a small hole, Dr. Caroline carefully slide her gloved left pinky into the hold and felt for the cord connecting Frank’s testicle. After a few minutes of struggling and enlarging the hole, Frank’s right testicle finally emerges from the protective ball sac. Dr. Caroline pushes it to the side and starts fishing for the left testicle. It requires more work and further widening of the incision, but eventually both testicles are hanging outside of Frank’s ball sac. The crowd cheers as Dr. Caroline explains what she is cutting and why. Taking her time, Dr. Caroline keeps checking for blood flow and slowly removes the different layers of muscle, skins and nerves. Eventually, the cords and blood vessels are fully exposed. Nothing she has done to this point would permanently make Frank sterile.

Dr. Caroline looks at Jessica for instructions. Jessica just smiles and shakes her head yes. With the last non-verbal approval, Dr. Caroline places the hemostatic clamps on the blood vessels connecting Frank’s testicles. Whether he knows it or not, he has been effectively castrated. Even if he ran screaming at this point, the camps have stopped the blood flow to his testicles and the damage was irreversible. He was eunuch. Only one that still had his balls in place – at least temporarily. After a few more minutes, Dr. Caroline had finished her work preparing Frank for the castration. She handed the ceremonial scissors to Jessica who was beaming with joy. Starting with his left testicle, she smiled and snipped. Partial wet from the power, Jessica kissed Frank. Then she placed the scission on the second spot. “Ready?” She asked. Snip. The scissors closed and Frank’s fate was sealed. He was a eunuch. Jessica’s eunuch. “Welcome to eunuch hood, my love. I am proud of you.”

The crowed was ecstatic as Jessica showed her trophies to the crowd. Dr. Caroline cleaned up her work and inspected Frank for bleeders. Once she was sure her stitches would hold, she released the clamps holding the ends of the now severed cords. Instantly, they started to retract into Frank’s empty scrotum. When the Dr. Caroline finished closing the incision, she squeezed Frank’s now empty scrotum. Without testicles, it was a weird sensation for Frank. The loose skin rubbed between Dr. Caroline’s fingers. Satisfied with her work, she removed her gloves and face mask. Looking at Jessica, all Dr. Caroline could say was “Call me when you want to remove his loose sac. I can make it tight like nothing was ever there.”

With that, Dr. Caroline started to leave the room. Frank was a eunuch and Jessica was displaying his balls to all those in attendance. Just before Dr. Caroline made her final exit, she stopped and turned around.

“Oh Jessica, I almost forgot. I am starting a new part of my practice in which you may be interested. Starting next month, I can also remove cocks for those mistresses who want a clean look. No pressure. Just thought you would like to know. I figure you may be interested.”

As Dr. Caroline exits the room following her last statement, Frank notices the sparkle in Jessica’s eye. He instantly knew his alterations were not finished.
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Mistress Victoria is a young author of erotic fiction largely based on her life experiences with her long time obedient submissive husband. Based in New York City, she loves to entertain and humiliate her little subby by pushing his boundaries. The two are active members of lifestyle clubs and Victoria loves helping introduce the lifestyle to potential new mistresses. Her favorite activities are chastity, cuckolding, BBC, strap-on play and humiliating subby sexually. As far as Victoria is concerned, nothing is off the table including forced-bi activities where she routinely has subby satisfy her lovers orally and occasionally anally. Other than having her submissive where panties, she does not regularly feminize subby. 

After years of practice, Victoria is very skilled at teasing her submissive husband; but, she is always looking for new ways to punish subby or to humiliate him. She loves her readers and encourages them to offer suggestions or to just reach out for ideas to turn them on. Before committing to writing a story, she will try to test nearly everything on her obedient submissive – as long as it doesn’t leave a permanent mark. (Other than the tattoos she has already used to mark her property.)  

Contact her at: Mistress.Victoria.Erotica@gmail.com

If you liked her story, please rate the book or try one of the others she has written. Alternatively, try one of the stories written by her Subby under the nom de plume “Obedient Submissive.” Finally, Mistress Victoria also has a Patreon page if you would like to help support a young female dominate. Sales and Patreon support help bring wonder stories about female dominance to life.
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