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Chapter 1

My wife beat my sissy balls with a cast-iron frying pan last Friday, and as usual I deserved it.

She walked into the kitchen and caught me with my hand up my skirt as I was cooking dinner for her and Mistress Mother-in-law. It was the latest of my failed attempts to cum, after two years of intense forced feminization.

“Stupid, disobedient sissy!” she screamed as she reached for the pan hanging from the nearby wall. “You know you’re not allowed to touch yourself! Now you’re going to get the thrashing of your life!”

“No, Mistress Wife!” I pleaded, scampering out of the kitchen in my pink dress, white fishnet stockings and white platform heels. “I’m sorry! I won’t do it again! Please don’t punish me!”

“Bullshit!” she shouted as she followed me into the living room, frying pan in hand. “I’ve had it with you, Tina! Mother and I have made you the luckiest sissy in town, and now you repay us by breaking the rules! I’m going to beat you till you bleed!”

“What did that worthless sissy do this time?” Mistress Mother-in-law asked with a sigh as she looked up from the book she was reading.

“The stupid cunt had the nerve to play with her clitty while she was cooking dinner,” said Mistress Wife. “She might have made both of us sick with her filthy germs.”

“Is that true, Tina?” Mistress mother-in-law demanded, jumping to her feet and approaching me like an angry prison guard. “Did you disobey us yet again?”

“No, Mistress Mother-In-Law!” I said, trying to lie my way out of the predicament. “I was cooking dinner when Mistress Wife came barging into the kitchen screaming! She’s crazy! She wants to hurt me!” My eyes darted around the room as I searched for a route of escape.

“That hardly sounds like a plausible story to me, Tina,” said Mistress Mother-In-Law with a scowl on her face. “I think it’s time to remind you who’s in charge around here.”

“Agreed,” said Mistress Wife, closing in on me with murder in her eyes.

I’ve got only one chance, I thought. I’ve got to get out of here now. My gaze focused on the front door, and I scurried towards it like a frightened mouse. I grasped the doorknob and the door swung open wide.

I tensed my weak muscles and prepared to dash out into the warm, all-embracing night. But a fearful thought kept me frozen in place. What if there are bad people out there? I asked myself. They might take me way from my mistresses! How could I survive without them?

I shrugged my shoulders in resignation and turned around, only to find myself staring into the face of Mistress Wife, who was standing there with the frying pan grasped tightly in her hand.

“This is getting old, Tina,” she said. ”We go through the same ridiculous scenario every Friday night. I catch you touching yourself, you run away like a coward, and you freeze in place before you can get out the front door.”

“There’s nothing out there for you, Tina,” said Mistress Mother-In-Law, chiming in. “You have no chance of making it on your own, now that we have feminized you.”

“I know,” I said, hanging my head in shame. “I’m sorry I misbehaved.”

“I’m not,” said Mistress Wife. “It gives me an excuse to punish you.”

She swung the frying pan with a lightning-fast under handed motion, like a softball pitcher on steroids. It made a singeing WHOOSH sound, then hit me square between the legs, sending a tidal wave of pain through my nervous system.

I screamed as I flew backwards, my back slamming into the front door. My knees buckled and I fell on the floor, crumpling up into a ball and weeping as I wrapped my frail, slender hands around my shattered sissy-ovaries.

“Please don’t beat me anymore, Mistress Wife,” I begged, tears streaming down my face. “I won’t try to touch myself or run away ever again. I promise.”

“Sad little Tina,” she said, reaching down to stroke my face gently. “When will you realize that we’re doing all of this for your own good?” She placed a soft kiss against my forehead, then stood to her full height and turned away from me.

“Come, mother,” she said, “let’s go. We’ll leave Tina lying on the floor to think about her bad behavior. I think she’s learned her lesson for the evening.”

“Sounds good to me,” said Mistress Mother-in-law, reaching for her purse. “Why don’t we try the new bistro that just opened around the corner? I’ve heard their steaks are fantastic.”

“A splendid idea,” said my wife. “But you buy the whiskey tonight.” The two women joined hands and stepped around me as they went out the door.

“Oh, by the way, Tina,” said Mistress Wife, turning back to look at me before she disappeared into the night. “Don’t forget, Master Raul is coming for dinner tomorrow night. I’m catering the meal, so you won’t have to cook. But be ready to serve him with your trashy mouth, you cheap two-bit slut.”

“Yes, Mistress Wife,” I said in between sobs. “I won’t forget.”

I lay on the floor for over an hour, waiting for the pain to subside. At last I summoned up the strength to get on my hands and knees. I crawled across the room and into the kitchen, where I found an ice pack in the freezer. I clutched it between my teeth as I crawled to my tiny bedroom.

Dragging myself up onto my cot, I put the ice between my legs. The cold numbed my balls long enough for me for exhaustion to take over, and I fell into a fitful sleep.

That night, I dreamt about sucking Master Raul’s massive, manly cock while my mistresses watched and cheered me on.

When I woke up the next afternoon, my cot was soaked in my sissy pre-cum. I wanted to touch myself more than anything in the world. But the welded steel cage enclosing my microscopic clit made that impossible. Whether I liked it or not, I was basically a eunuch. It’s

Chapter 2

“Tina!” Mistress Wife shouted as I was still lying on my cot. “Get out here NOW! Raul is here and he wants to feel your slutty lips around his cock.”

“Coming, Mistress!” I cried out, hopping off my cot and dashing into my washroom to fix my hair, do my makeup and get dressed. Thanks to the ice pack, my swollen ovaries had shrunk to their normal size. The pain was almost gone.

I scoured through my lipstick drawer and picked out the reddest, most whorish shade I had. I applied foundation and rouge to my face and painted my eyes a deep, smoky color that gave me a truly whorish look.

I was so horny by this point that I almost forgot to change my clothes!

I stripped out of the frilly pink outfit I was wearing from the night before. In its place I chose black stockings and a red dress with matching pumps.

Looking in the mirror, I couldn’t help but admire my DDD breasts. They had the usual bruises and small scars, but otherwise they were nice and firm. Each was adorned with its own tiny, cherry-colored nipple.

I love my boobs; they’re my favorite feature! 


I struggled for a moment over whether or not to wear a bra. Sometimes my mistresses punished me for wearing one; other times they punished me for not doing so. 

I finally decided to go without one, so that Master Raul could enjoy unfettered access to my body. His anger can flare up over the smallest things, and the last thing I wanted was to provoke his wrath.

I glanced down at my caged clitty in disapproval just before I changed into my new outfit. The thought of servicing Master Raul was making it struggle against its steel trap.

“Bad clitty!” I said, whacking it with my hairbrush. “You’re always getting me in trouble! Behave yourself tonight!”

Chapter 3

“Tina!” Mistress Wife shouted just as I was leaving the room. “What the hell are you doing in there, you stupid lazy tramp?”

“Coming, Mistress,” I called out in my sweetest, most feminine voice.

My jaw dropped open in wonder as I rushed into the dining room. My mistresses had transformed it into a setting worthy of royalty, complete with flickering candles and a lace tabletop. And they had done this while I had laid in bed all day, selfishly recovering from my well-deserved punishment the night before.

Mistress Wife stood on one side of the table and Mistress Mother-in-law on the other. Mistress Wife is tall, with a fair complexion and lovely scarlet hair that falls in curly cascades around her beautiful shoulders. She wore a green dress with a plunging neckline that showed off her gorgeous natural breasts. Her well-manicured nails are the same shade as her hair.

Around her alabaster throat was a gleaming pearl necklace, bought with the money that had once been mine. I was a highly respected stock market investor before Mistress Wife came into my life two years ago.

Now I’m barely able to do basic arithmetic, much less manage a business. But I’m much happier.

Mistress Mother-in-law is slightly shorter than Mistress Wife, but no less beautiful. Her hair is blonde with a few streaks of silver. Like her daughter, her breasts are large and well-shaped. I long to touch them, but I knew that will never happen. I’m not worthy.

That night she wore a long-sleeved black dress with precious stones woven into the fabric. They glittered in the dim candlelight. Her hair was arranged in a seductive yet professional style appropriate for a skilled medical professional.

A gifted surgeon, she castrates men for a living. Each operation pays her $100,000. She has castrated some of the richest and most successful men on the planet, and ensures their silence by blackmailing them.

Mistress Wife is an entrepreneur. She runs an adult website, where she sells videos of me giving blow jobs to her many lovers. I’ve drank an ocean of their cum over the past two years, and I have loved every moment of it. I’m a total cock whore you see.

My mistresses work hard, but they also treat themselves well. They go on frequent buying trips to France, where they purchase wine, cheese, and most of their wardrobe. Mistress Wife drives a Porsche, while Mistress Mother-in-law owns three Bentleys and a Tesla.

As for me, I’m never allowed to touch money – or myself, for that matter. I’m also forbidden to make phone calls, drive, have friends, or go on the Internet. But I am lucky enough to clean house for a select group of discrete clients, most of whom are dominant women who enjoy humiliating me.

In between my two mistresses stood Master Raul, who had stripped off his clothes and stood there naked in all of his magnificent glory. He’s a Latino bodybuilder with dark hair and a dark complexion. He has a PhD in psychology and has given my two mistresses invaluable advice on how to feminize me.

At 6’5”, he towers over me by more than a foot. He also has a massive 16 inch man-pole between his legs. It’s 6 inches thick and throbs with sexual energy whenever he visits us. Just thinking about it makes my clit tingle.

“About time,” said Mistress Mother-In-Law as I entered the room. “We were just about to go in there and drag you out.”

“Please forgive me for being so lazy and inconsiderate”, I said remorselessly. “I will try to do better in the future.”

“Forgive you?” said Mistress Mother-In-Law with an evil smirk. “Only after I’ve driven a few nails into your soggy, worthless clit. But never mind that.” She gestured towards Master Raul. “Our guest is craving some cock worship. He’s already fucked me and my daughter raw, so now it’s up to you to satisfy him.”

“Yes, you stupid slut,” said Master Raul. “Slip your whorish lips around my manhood and I’ll reward you with a load of my steaming essence.”

“With pleasure!” I said, rushing over to him and falling on my knees.

But, just before I could take him into my mouth, Mistress Wife shouted “STOP,” and I froze in place, my tongue fully extended and straining at its roots.

“Oh, Mistress!” I cried out in frustration. “You’re so mean and unfair! Please let me suck Master Raul’s cock! I want it so bad!”

“Wow, what a dirty slut you are, Tina,” Mistress Mother-in-law said with glee, enjoying my agony.  “Are you sure you want to stick your cock in that worthless creature’s body, Raul?”

“Absolutely,” he said with a lustful leer. “But not in her filthy mouth. I think it's time that our horny little slave lost her anal virginity.”

“What a delightful idea!” Mistress Wife said with an evil smile. “Yes, I think it’s time for my sissy spouse to learn what it feels like to be fucked in the ass.” She glanced at me. “Don’t you think so, my pet?”

“No, Mistress!” I cried out, my heart quivering with fear at the mere suggestion. “Master Raul is much too big! I’ll never survive!”

“Nonsense,” said Master Raul, grabbing my peroxide blonde hair by the roots and yanking me to my feet. He slapped my face so hard that I almost blacked out. Then he spun me around so that the tip of his manhood was pressing against my ass cheeks. I pictured it splitting me in two.

“Don’t do this, Master Raul!” I begged. “It’s too big to fit inside of me! Let me suck you off or give you a nice hand job instead!”

“Disobedient bitch!” he shouted in my ear as he wrapped his muscular arm tight around my windpipe. “I’ll teach you to backtalk me!”

I struggled for a moment before letting my body go limp and passive.

“Now that’s better,” he said. “Fighting me will only make things worse for you. Take your fucking like a good sissy and you might live to see another day.”

“Yes, sir,” I said, the words barely able to force their way out of my constricted throat.

Dominique,” he said to my wife, using her real name, “please be a dear and bring me one of my Cuban cigars. You’ll find them in the inside pocket of my sport coat.”

“Of course, Raul,” she said, reaching into the gray blazer hanging from a hook on the far wall. She took out a cigar that was almost as big as Master Raul’s cock and placed it between his lips.

The air filled with a sulfurous scent as she struck a match and lit the giant stogie. She pressed the still-lit flame into my ball sac, laughing as I whimpered in pain.

Master Raul slipped his free hand under my skirt and grabbed at my panties. He yanked down around my thighs and, with a single, powerful thrust, shoved the full length of his Spanish sex-rod deep into my shuddering sissy body.

I tried to scream, but the sound died in my throat. My ribs cracked and popped as he pressed me hard against the plaster wall. My breasts rubbed against the thin fabric of my dress, smashed almost flat with each of his thrusts.

Wave after wave of pain radiated from my sodomized sphincter as I endured the brutal treatment. It was excruciating. But it was also exhilarating. He was using me like a ragdoll.

“That’s it, Raul!” Mistress Wife shouted with gusto. “Show that bitch who’s boss!”

The smoke from Master Raul’s strong cigar forced its way down into my weak sissy lungs, choking off what little air I was able to inhale. I saw through pools of liquid mist as my brain began to shut down

“Turn her around,” I heard Mistress Mother-in-law say. “I want Tina to see what my daughter and I are doing while she suffers.”

Master Raul did as requested, and suddenly I was looking at my two mistresses. They sat close to each other, each in her respective chair. They were holding hands, their dresses hiked up around their thighs. Each woman was fondling her clit as she watched the brutal spectacle unfold.

On my wife’s face I saw nothing but sheer erotic ecstasy. But Mistress Mother-in-law’s face was different. She glared at me through narrow eyes, and I could read her mind as it forced its way into my terrified, confused brain:

Look at you, you poor, pathetic creature, she thought, as waves of pleasure radiated throughout her body.

You’re exactly the kind of son-in-law I’ve always wanted.

My daughter and I have taken away your money, your freedom, and your dignity.

We’ve feminized your body and broken your will. You’re an absolute and total slave, living only for our amusement.

It’s true, I thought. They’ve emasculated me completely.

You’re trapped here in this house, trapped forever, her mind said to my mind. Never again will you know freedom or dignity.

She’s right, I thought. Her and her daughter were too strong for me. They forced me to feminize.

The outside world thinks you’re dead, her thoughts continued. Remember the suicide note we forced you to sign? Now there’s nothing left of you but Tina, a sissy maid slave with no rights whatsoever. And that will never change. So you better get used to it.

She gritted her teeth and dug her fingernails deep into her daughter’s palm, drawing blood as she worked herself towards the ultimate climax.

My wife didn’t mind the pain; she was too aroused to care. She was also on the verge of orgasm. “OH GOD, MOTHER,” she screamed as the supreme moment arrived, “IT’S SO WONDERFUL!”

Chapter 4

Lust-liquids spurted from the two women’s pussies as sheer ecstasy washed over them. They writhed like wild women, each of them grinding her beautiful ass into the chair on which she sat, like sexual queens exulting in their unbridled power.

Moments later, Master Raul came with a manly roar. His seed shot out of him like a jet, filling me up and gushing out from between my ass cheeks.

Then he threw me to the floor. I hit with a loud thud and saw stars.

My sissy-pussy was on fire with pain, stretched almost beyond its limits by the sheer size of his manhood. My balls ached with the jizm that had built up inside of them during two years of absolute denial.

I felt a few glowing embers of pleasure in my genitals, and I hoped for a moment that I might actually cum.. But the sensation lasted only for an instant before fading away and dying forever.

“Man, I really need to piss,” Master Raul said a few minutes later as his orgasm finally expended itself. “Might as well use Tina for my toilet. That okay, Dominique?”

“Absolutely,” said Mistress Wife, sitting down and catching her breath as she leaned against her mother for support. “I’m in favor of anything that further degrades my sissy husband.”

Master Raul’s steaming urine soaked my face as he relieved himself at my expense. Some of it leaked into my mouth. I lay there on my back, taking it without complaint.

I felt utterly and completely degraded. But I also felt honored. A smile came over my face as I surrendered to my exhaustion; and then all was blackness…

“Sissy Tina! Get up off the floor and start serving us dinner!” The sound of Mistress Mother-in-law’s regal voice ripped me from my sleep. I looked up to see Master Raul and my two mistresses seated at the dining table. They were fully dressed and had cleaned themselves up while I was unconscious.

The floor, which had been covered with cum, piss, and pussy juices, was shiny and spotless. I could smell the faint odor of disinfectant in the air. I wondered who had done the work, since all three of them refused to do chores of any kind.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said as I dragged myself to my feet. “May I please take a moment to clean myself up and change into the proper attire?”

“Oh, okay,” said Mistress Mother-in-law, sighing as she waved a dismissive hand in my direction. “But be quick about it. The food is hot and the three of us are hungry as hell.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said with a curtsy before going back to my room.

I stripped out of my cum-soaked clothes, took a quick shower, ran a pink razor over my calves and thighs, and slipped black fishnet hose over my soft, creamy legs. I changed into my French maid outfit and matching black heels. I checked myself in the mirror, applied fresh makeup to my face, and went back to the dining room.

In the center of the table was a huge silver platter. An enticing aroma reached my nostrils, and I knew that underneath the cover was a huge mound of medium rare steaks, the usual Saturday night feast. Master Raul had cooked them on the patio grill while I lay on the floor unconscious.

Surrounding the platter was an array of delectable side dishes: lyonnaise potatoes, buttered rolls, roasted artichoke, sautéed Swiss chard with Parmesan cheese, and wedge salads drizzled with blue cheese dressing. An ice-filled champagne bowl held a frosty bottle of French bubbly.

My empty stomach longed to taste the sumptuous fare in front of me. But as a sissy I’m only allowed to have steamed vegetables and a little tofu every now and then. I eat from a bowl on the floor, like a dog.

“A fantastic dinner,” said Master Raul with satisfaction after the meal was finished. “Worthy of superior beings like ourselves.”

“Indeed,” said Mistress Wife after sipping at her champagne. “Who prepared it, mother?”

“It was made by that chef I castrated last month,” said Mistress Mother-in-law casually. “He still works at that French restaurant uptown, but his wages go directly into our shared bank account.”

“That’s how it should be,” said Master Raul, lacing his fingers behind his head as he leaned back in his chair. “Every inferior male on the planet should be castrated and enslaved, the sooner the better.”

“And how do you define ‘inferior,’” asked Mistress Mother-In-Law with a wry smile. “Anyone with a cock shorter than seven inches?”

Master Raul scoffed as he wiped the corners of his mouth with his linen handkerchief. “Seven inches? Ridiculous! The minimum acceptable length for an intact male is 12 inches; and it must be at least four inches thick, no less.”

Mistress Wife nodded in agreement. “That’s absolutely true,” she said to me. “Small cocks are worthless. Right, Tina?”

“I don’t understand the question, Mistress,” I said, shaking my head in confusion. “Your words are too complicated for me.”

“Of course they are,” she said with a note of pride in her voice. “That’s because my mother and I have been rewiring your brain over the past two years. These days you’re nothing but a feminized bimbo.”

“Those words are still too complicated for me,” I said.

The three of them looked at each other and laughed. “See what I mean?” Mistress Mother-in-law said with pride in her voice. “We made the perfect choice when we chose Tim for our experiment.”

“Indeed,” said Mistress Wife, looking at me with a mocking grin. “Tina, do you remember Tim?”

“Ouch!” I cried out, holding my fingers to my temple as a sharp pain shot through my skull. “I don’t know why, but the mere mention of that name makes my head hurt terribly!”

“Superb,” said Master Raul, nodding his head in approval. “Just superb. You ladies deserve every bit of your success.”

As for me, I stood there in dazed confusion, thinking about pretty clothes and shiny jewelry as my mind turned to mush…

Epilogue

After dinner I cleaned up the table and washed the dishes. Master Raul wished my mistresses a good night as he prepared to leave. Mistress Wife gave him a long, lingering kiss while he fondled her breasts through her clothing.

I felt grateful as I watched the two of them, glad that my wife had a real man to meet her needs. I decided that next weekend I would reward Master Raul with an extra-special orgasm, even if it killed me in the process.

Mistress Mother-in-law watched the two of them as they said good night. I could see her erect nipples through her dress, and I knew she was horny once again.

”Bring me my favorite vibrator, Tina,” she said to me as she slid her fingers between her legs. “I want to orgasm once more before I go to bed.”

“Of course, Mistress Mother-in-law,” I said, rushing to comply with her command.

As I entered her bedroom I looked in her vanity mirror and smiled at myself, admiring my perfectly feminine form. Except for my clit and ovaries, I am indistinguishable from a real woman.

Maybe one day, if I am very lucky, Mistress Mother-in-law will chop off my worthless genitals and throw them in the garbage, where they belong.

I’m so happy, I thought to myself. I have everything a sissy could ever want. My breasts are huge, my owners are cruel and demanding, and my clit is caged forever. I’ll spend the rest of my days on the verge of cumming, never again allowed to have an orgasm. And that’s how it should be. Yes, I’m perfectly happy.

“Tina!” Mistress Mother-in-law shouted from the living room. “Hurry up! If you’re not here in two seconds, I’ll rip off your balls and shove them down your damn throat!”

“Yes, Mistress Mother-in-law,” I said, reaching into her dresser to take out the giant vibrator she had requested. It was so large that it barely fit in the drawer. Just looking at it made my throat and ass ache.

“One day soon, I’ll be so stupid that I can’t even think,” I said to myself as I stroked the massive vibrator. “I’ll be more like a robot than a human being, good for nothing but sucking cock and eating pussy. But that’s okay. I deserve a reward for all my selfless service.”

Perfect contentment filled my dimwitted mind as I left the bedroom, my mother-in-law’s sex toy held firmly between my two hands.
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