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Decadent Penance

When he said he’d wanted a threesome this had not been what he had in mind. Brad lay belly down on a table between Bethany and his Mistress as they spit roasted him mercilessly on their silicone cocks. He struggled to breathe through the invading mouthful of phallic monstrosity his wife had chosen to use on him. Drool ran down his cheeks and the eyeliner and mascara the two powerful women had applied earlier to his face ran in rivulets, smeared by spit and tears. Bethany aggressively pumped and thrusted the cock down his now sore throat. One hand firmly gripping his hair to keep his head in place. Her propulsions were so quick he had trouble seeing but erratically she would stop and hold him with his nose shoved up against her pelvic region, causing him to begin to choke hard and flail, unable to escape the deep penetrating monster dildo blocking his airway. He couldn’t even enjoy the scent of her now wet clit, this had never been what he wanted.

For all the choking and sputtering Brad was doing on Bethany’s end, the other end was possibly worse. Linda had also chosen a rather long dildo it was, however, shorter at least than the one Bethany was using but it was by far wider and covered in ridges that tore at his virgin rear. The pain was incredible and instead of getting bearable over time it was only getting worse and beginning to burn besides. Linda was perhaps less enthusiastic in its use as Bethany was being with her own strap on, but she was no less vigorous in its application. Linda as a professional Mistress had pegged many males before and she knew what she was doing. She performed her task as if it was an art and she had a way of making sure that every wide, rippled inch of her strap on made it inside Brad’s ass.

He tried to scream again for what was now an uncountable amount of times but with Bethany’s faux-cock shoved down his throat it was impossible to do more than make muffled groans of protest. Meanwhile, Linda and Bethany just laughed.

“I think he must be enjoying it, Bethany, he certainly is moaning like a whore.” Linda called.

“If I had known these were the things you were into Brad, I would have agreed to this much sooner. You make an adorably little cock slut.” She cooed at him, still pumping the cock into his mouth.

“Plegaffahhhh” Brad wracked over the dildo. Attempting to make the simple words Please Stop more than indecipherable noises.

“I think he said he wants it harder.” Linda chirped cheerfully and rammed the entirety of her dildo's length into him, holding him firmly in place by clutching his hips hard with her painted red nails.

“Well if the little sissy slut insists.” Bethany agreed. She pushed her own dildo as far as it would go down Brad’s throat holding him in place. Brad writhed and struggled uselessly, strapped securely to the table as he was and being simultaneously impaled from either end. The video camera set up in the corner, its red light on, silently recording every moment of his penance.

Three months earlier and Brad opened the door to Linda’s office. She stood on the other side dressed to fit the perfect picture of a Dominatrix that he had formed in his mind. She was dressed in black leathers and latex, all straps and rivets, holding a riding crop down along one exposed and smooth thigh. She snapped it through the air.

“Close the door, bitch.” She commanded him as the crop swished.

Brad quickly did as commanded, in part out of embarrassment that someone might see him in the room with this vision of female domination. Sliding the lock closed he turned to the noise of clicking heels on a hardwood floor and the stinging impact of Linda’s hand blurring towards his face. His head jerked a bit and his cheek redden where she had slapped him. He felt his dick throb in response as he processed what Linda had just done.

“On your knee’s bitch boy,” Linda ordered sternly. Her voice was firm, but her voice wasn’t raised, the picture of perfect control and superiority.

Brad willingly dropped to his knees. This had been exactly what he paid for. He was thrilled as she pulled him by the hair, placing his face firmly between her thighs, positioning him expertly so that his mouth was pressed to her shaven glory.

“Lick,” Linda instructed him, and he eagerly complied. There were a few moments where Linda maintained her rigid stance as Brad slowly lapped at her lower lips but the tension in her posture melted gradually and her stance became more liquid as he increased the speed of his tongue.

Linda clutched his hair harder and her voice softened but still full of authority and a demand for respect she said. “That’s right, worship. Worship you undeserving little slut.” Brad was in heaven, his dick was so hard it practically hurt, and he frantically tried to undo his belt buckle with one hand, the other clutching desperately to Linda’s thigh. His focus no longer entirely on her, Brad felt the sting of the crop brought down on his lower back.

“No!” Linda barked. She brought the crop down on him again repeating the word. “No, you exist only to serve, do you understand.” Brad yelped and tried to plead a response, but she only struck him with the crop again.

“Worship!” She commanded him. “Do not talk.”

Brad, only further excited by the prospect of being denied feverishly continued licking Linda’s beautiful slit. Soon Linda’s thighs began to tremble, and her beautiful stomach rippled as she climaxed, making sure to pull Brad’s face firmly into place as she did, her cum coating his tongue and lips. After the third wave of her orgasm, she released Brad’s hair and let him sink to the ground. She then turned dismissively, and the heels of her boots clicked on the floor again as she went into the side room from the entryway where a couch sat among various pieces of BDSM furniture along with the implements often found with them.

Brad sat slumped in place, incredibly horny and in ecstatic bliss. This was exactly like the kind of thing he had begged his wife to do with him. She had always turned him down her put in some halfhearted attempt that had simply left him frustrated and her annoyed at his ungratefulness. It had been what drove him to seek out this woman, Linda Anderson, professional Dominatrix.

Only two nights ago he had laid in bed next to his wife, turned to the side so that the bright screen of his smartphone wouldn’t wake her. They had finished attempting a spicy romantic evening together than had ended in yet another kinky debacle. Frustrated with the situation Brad nervously typed out a message to Mistress Anderson. He had found her webpage some time ago but had never actually worked up the nerve to contact her and arrange a meeting before now.

She had responded quickly and after some discussion of requests and payment, the meeting had been set up. At the time Brad found it odd that no form of limits had been discussed, everything he had read had told him there should have been some discussion about limits and safewords, but his exhilaration caused him to ignore it, besides Mistress Anderson’s site had claimed she was a professional, the real deal. Linda’s words drew him back to the moment.

“Crawl in here gurl, don’t make me call for you again.”

Brad wasn’t too keen on the idea of crawling on the hardwood floor, but he gritted his teeth and bared it, his still stimulated cock guiding his actions. As he crawled his belt no longer fastened his pants began to slip but he managed to struggle his way into the other room. As he got before a standing Linda he went to readjust his pants.

Her words cut across his actions like a soft whip crack. “Don’t bother. Your clothes are not even close to befitting your station.” She turned a fraction of an inch, all flawless grace, and began flipping through a set of outfits inside a hanging dresser. He craned a little to see them from his position on the floor. There was a wide variety inside the dress with various colorings but they all shared a common theme. Each and every outfit was exceptionally revealing and slutty.

“Strip now and be quick about it gurl,” Linda commanded him as she thoughtfully perused the outfits. Brad's cock began dribbling at her words, this was the part he had been the most excited about. The part where Mistress Anderson dressed him up like a sissy girl. This was the part his wife had never understood about his fantasies. It wasn’t the pain that he wanted but a female authority figure to make him into her little sissy slut.

Brad quickly began stripping out of his clothes while keeping a kneeling position the best he could. He was soon completely naked, his cock throbbing, liberally coated in precum. Linda seemingly took no notice of him crouched at her feet as she painstakingly selected an outfit for him. A tight looking green and black corset alongside a matching petticoat skirt. She then pulled a dark green thong from a drawer to go with them before finally looking down at him.

She bent over, and Brad recoiled slightly, nervousness and exaltation warring within him. Gently Linda ran a finger around the rim of Brad’s cock head, softly and slowly caressing him, only causing his dick to dribble more precum. Collecting it with her finger she switched head splittingly fast from gentle to firm and hard, thrusting her finger in front of Brad’s face. “Lick it off gurl.”

Brad was knocked hard from the glorious arousal he had been feeling only moments before as Linda had been rubbing his cock. He jerked back and opened his mouth to protest. This was too far, he wasn’t into this but apparently, Linda had been waiting for that moment and expertly shoved her finger into his mouth, smearing the salty seed along his tongue.

“What the hel…” Brad tried to exclaim but was interrupted by another smack to the face from her hand.

“Silence gurl. The first rule of being a sissy slut is you accept what you are given.” She straightened back up. “Besides you would have stained your panties. She dropped the clothes at his feet and went to recline upon the couch. “Put them on.”

Brad wanted to protest, hell he wanted to slap Linda back and angrily tell her off, but this was the moment he had been waiting for. The moment where he was forced to wear women’s clothes. He decided after the game was over he would firmly tell her that eating his own cum wasn’t something he was into. His eyes fell then upon the clothes in front of him. With nervous trepidation he picked up the thong and slipped each foot into it before pulling it up, the strings slid along his hairy thighs and he felt as the string of the garment slipped between his crack, the soft fabric caressed his balls and his erect cock poked out the top of the little piece of cloth. He sat in place, his body practically vibrating with sensation as he soaked up the euphoric feelings wearing the thong was giving him.

“Continue.” Linda’s voice coaxed him.

With her insistence, he found the strength to pull himself enough out of his hazy bliss to continue. He quickly pulled the skirt overtop the thong and found that when he bent to retrieve the corset the skirt did absolutely nothing to hide his girlish underwear. He flushed with equal parts excitement and embarrassment. He slipped into the corset and as he puzzled at how to tie it closed heard Linda call to him.

“That’s a good gurl, now come here so I can fasten that for you.” He blushed again, a fresh wave of embarrassment as he realized she had just watched him get dressed and undoubtedly seen how sexually stimulated it had made him. He walked towards her and she made a clucking noise of disapproval.

“No, no gurl. One foot directly in front of the other and swish your hips as you do so. That’s the way a proper sissy slut walks.”

Brad cringed with desired humiliation and did as he was told to the best of his ability as he finished his approach. Upon reaching her Linda deftly pushed him down onto all fours and tightly cinched the corset up causing Brad to forcibly exhale only to find the corset getting tighter. She then grabbed him and dragged him up onto the couch with her. Her touch was electric to him and her hands began running along his skin and clothes. Her touch through the feminine cloth was exotic and foreign and every moment of it was indescribably decadent.

Her arm casually nestled among his skirts and her hand began to caress his balls through the cloth of his thong. The feeling was erotic, and Brad couldn’t contain himself for more than a few moments before he was shooting his load off, moaning loudly and writhing in Linda’s arms.

“Did you like that gurl?” Linda whispered derisively yet seductively in his ear. Brad nodded emphatically still high on his orgasm. “Yes, yes, yes Mistress….”

“Good.” Linda purred. “I think you’ll make a fine gurl. Now go and hand wash these filthy panties and skirts in the sink, then we are done for the day.”

All thoughts of earlier complaints died in Brad’s mind as he drifted on his salacious high. “Yes, Mistress Anderson.” He heard himself murmur before getting up to comply. As Brad entered the little bathroom to wash the clothes he heard Linda call to him. “After you are done hang them up and see yourself out. If you want to do this again pay me another thousand and schedule an appointment.”

Upon leaving, Brad decided he wouldn’t do it again, after all, it was expensive, and he was being unfaithful to his wife. Soon however his itch for sissification and humiliation was upon him again and his wife seemed to fall so short of Linda’s power, she just didn’t understand he told himself and so it went. Visit after visit to Mistress Anderson, whenever he could no longer resist her siren call. The next time she dressed him similarly and did his makeup for him before getting him off. The following visit she made him wear falsies and a wig. The next visit she shaved him bare and instructed him to maintain his now smooth skin. Before long she had him doing his own makeup and secretly buying his own female clothes to wear. Once or twice she even made him show up to her place of business wearing them.

It was upon one such visit Brad found himself forced to stand outside her business wearing an entirely feminine and slutty outfit, wig and all knocking repetitively and ever louder on Mistress Anderson’s door, desperate to be late inside. She made him continue knocking and he grew so nervous about being discovered he almost left till she finally unlocked and opened the door for him.

He half bolted inside before remembering how a proper sissy walked, she had been training him constantly in this and any failure earned him the sting of Linda’s crop. Once inside, blushing red she gave him an appraising look before nodding. “I think you are ready for the final step.” She said and turned to go into the side room. She indicated a table that had been pulled to the center of the room with straps on it clearly laid out to bind and restrain each of a person’s limbs.

Brad nervously minced towards the table before sitting on the edge of it. Linda firmly pushed him onto his back and tugged him into place. Within moments he was expertly fastened to the table, bound and unable to get up. Linda then gave him the usual inspection, checking to make sure every inch of him was shaved clean. She casually pulled down his panties as she performed her intense examination of his body that never failed to embarrass him and make him feel like some sort of lesser being before her.

Apparently satisfied she ran a single stroking finger up from his balls along the shaft of his cock, giving his head a light flick as she did. An action both seductive and scary as she rarely touched his cock bare. Ever since their first session, she had only ever touched it through his various panties.

“It’s time to make you a full gurl Brad, it’s time we give you a clit and a more befitting name of your new position.” Linda declared. She then bent down to reach under the table as Brad’s mind buzzed. What did she mean give him a clit? How the hell was that possible? He had learned better than to voice his questions to Mistress Anderson, the repercussions were excruciatingly painful.

Pushing up Brad’s skirt again, his panties halfway down his legs, her actions were obscured from his view, but he didn’t need to see to feel when she touched the ice cubes to his dick. He let out a breath of and she patiently shushed him, her manner soft, at least for the moment. Brad squirmed in the restraints and murmured with protesting whimpers as she held the ice cubes in place. Brad’s member quickly shrank under the withering cold before Linda finally, mercifully to his mind, removed the ice. Still trying to get over the shock of cold Brad was taken by surprise as he felt something metal encircle his balls and shroud his dick uncomfortably. Lifting his head desperately to see what Linda was doing on a somehow vicious click sounded.

“Mistress Anderson?” Brad asked, unable to contain himself, but surprisingly he wasn’t rebuked by the palm of her hand on his cheek. Instead, she smiled, a wicked thing, and pushed down his ruffled skirts so that he could plainly see the tiny steel chastity device his dick was now stuffed into. She smiled wider as he gapped at the sight before him before reaching down to pat his now chastised dick fondly. “Now you have a nice shapely gurl clitty.” She cheerily informed him. “Don’t you like it, Suzzy? Now that silly useless thing won’t ruin your perfect panty line. Isn’t it what you’ve always wanted? Now you’re the perfect Sissy Gurl, Suzzy the Slut.” She happily declared.

Brad’s mind raced, he knew Mistress Anderson had been pushing him, further and further from his comfort zone but this was too much, how was he supposed to cum? What good was all the fantasy if he could get off?

“Wait, Mistress Anderson, this…. this is too much. I can’t do this, it isn’t what I want. I want to be able to cum.” He desperately pleaded with her, as he became all too aware that he was strapped to a table and no one knew where he was.”

“Too bad,” Linda said in a sing-song voice. She danced uncharacteristically away from the table. “They always fall for it.” She laughed. “Now slut, let me tell you just how this works. You start paying me a thousand dollars a week for a session, I don’t really care if you show up for it or not. If you do though our new sessions will consist of you cleaning and tidying. You will continue to wear skanky outfits and makeup, dressed as the perfect gurl. When I have guests to entertain, you will remain bound in the closet until they leave or such time as I decide you are to be let out.”

Brad was horrified at the predicament he now found himself in. “What if I just don’t show up? What if I go to the cops, what then huh?” He tried to project bold confidence, but it was hard from his current position.

She actually started laughing at him. “And tell them what? That your Mistress locked up your cock while you were cheating on your wife and getting your rocks off dressed up like a sissy slut? I don’t think so, Missy. Besides I have video evidence of your little secret slut. I’ve videotaped all of our sessions. If you tell anyone I’ll make the videos public and you’ll be exposed and ruined.

Brad lay on the table stunned, unable to formulate an argument. He was well and truly fucked he decided. This woman had played him from the beginning and now she had him dead to rights. There was nothing he could do.”

Linda stood watching him, drinking in his realization that she had him, that she Owned him. “I see you now fully comprehend the situation.” She giggled, and she walked up to him, heels clicking menacingly with each step. “But before you go thinking I’ve no heart at all, I’ll make you a deal. If you pay and show up for the next hmm, let’s say ten sessions. I’ll not only unlock your cock, destroy the tapes I have, and set you free but I’ll also upon your final session grant that your deepest, and darkest desire.” Brad’s head jerked up straight and his focus was on her like a laser beam in its intensity.

“Yes, that one Suzzy, the one where you get not one, but two girls teasing and tormenting you while you’re all dolled up like the perfect slutty plaything. The one where they use you for their pleasure for hours all while you drip into your panties.”

Linda smiled at him again like a spider would at a fly caught in its delicate web. “Well, Suzzy? What does my slutty little sissy gurl say to that? Do you agree?”

Was she serious? Brad thought, what choice did he have. Resigned but seeing a glimmer of hope. “Yes, Mistress Anderson, I agree.”

“Excellent,” Linda responded, the word drawn out as if tasting each syllable of it.

Nine long and grueling sessions later Brad stood outside Linda’s door, trembling in trepidation. He was dressed in the latest slutty apparel, his makeup perfect, his heels tall and thin, his hair now grown out sufficiently so that he didn’t need a wig. He had done everything to make his outfit perfect and his appearance passing for Mistress Anderson had indicated if it wasn’t she might make home go several more sessions before releasing him.

He couldn’t even bear the thought, it was getting hard explaining his now more frequent disappearance to his wife who was increasingly upset over his spending habits. He had lied and covered up where the money was really going as best he could but sooner or later the sham would all come tumbling down. There was also the problem of hiding his chastity device, while his wife maybe wasn’t into all the kinky things he was she still wanted normal sex. Brad had been forced to figure out increasingly intricate lies and excuses to put her off.

He reached down to pull and straighten his microskirt. He would have to find a way to make all this up to her after today. Still nervous but eager to finally cum and to get out of this impossible situation he finally mustered the courage to knock on the business door.

Mistress Anderson smoothly opened it, holding it open for him to come inside. Brad forced himself to properly, and perfectly mince into the room. As Linda shut the door behind him Brad swallowed in anticipation as he saw the table with the straps was out again and there was a new curtain covering one half of the side room. Despair started to sink in as he realized there was no other woman in the room, maybe Mistress Anderson would still release him though.

Linda wore a tight-fitting but comfortable sweater skirt that bulged oddly around her crotch, but she pushed Brad’s chin up so that his eyes were on him. “Are you ready my little sissy? Are you ready to be made a woman Suzzy? I’m going to treat you like the slutty gurl you are.”

She walked to stand by the table and Brad’s worry increased. Hadn’t she said something similar to him when she had locked this cursed contraption on his dick? Knowing there was nothing to do but continue down this path he minced forward to the table.

“Bend over” she commanded him, and he did so. She quickly fastened him into place, his stomach pressed against the table the microskirt he wore hiked up to expose his entire ass and the precum soaked panties underneath.

“I knew you enjoyed this.” She said amused while poking at his chastised dick through the panties. She quickly walked around to stand in front of him, the bulge under her sweater skirt even more apparent at this level. With a laugh and a flare, she dramatically lifted the sweater to reveal a bouncing silicone cock fastened over her smooth sex by a strap on harness. “I’m going to fuck you like the gurl you are Suzzy and I’m going to find it Very pleasurable.”

Brad’s eyes bulged at the size of the monster dildo. “Mistress no.” He pleaded but she ignored him and continued to talk over him. “And as promised I’ve brought a special guest to join me in fucking you. You see she is going to take your other hole.” With that Linda pulled the concealing curtain down to expose Brad’s wife, Bethany standing there wearing nothing but a men’s’ white collared button-up shirt loosely buttoned and her own incredibly long flopping strap on.

“Hello dear.” His wife purred at him. She stepped up to stand next to Linda and pressed into her side a little, placing a maddeningly seductive kiss on the woman's cheek. “Thanks for calling me and telling me all about my little Suzzy’s frequent disappearances.”

Brad’s mind went into a frenzied overdrive. “Bethany look, please, I swear I can explain.”

“Oh, there is nothing to explain Suzzy, Linda here told me absolutely every detail. You wanted to be dressed up and at the mercy of two beautiful and dominating women? Well, you’re about to get exactly what you deserve. With that Bethany rushed forward and grabbed him by his lengthened hair and pinching his nose so that he was forced to open his mouth began mercilessly feeding him the long silicone cock. Brad’s mind raced still trying to catch up and process what was happening as he felt wet cold lube hit his asshole and the tip of Mistress Anderson’s massive dildo began to force its way past his resisting hole. He opened his mouth further to scream in pain, but his wife Bethany only pushed her dildo further in, sufficiently gagging him.

It was hours later, just as Linda had promised that they finally finished with him. They left him sore and moaning strapped to the table, his legs had long since lost their feeling and he lay uncomfortable slumped yet still restrained. The two women laughed over glasses of wine, lounging on the couch, their strap ons discarded upon the floor near them. Brad was made to listen to every excruciating detail as Linda regaled Bethany with all the details of each and every session from the beginning. Both women laughed together, acknowledging that he clearly was better suited to being Suzzy than Bradley.

Finally, Mistress Anderson stood up and walked behind Brad alongside Bethany. He stirred and tried to wiggle his feet to get enough feeling in them to properly support himself. With an electric thrill, he felt Linda’s hand on the chastity device encasing his cock. He held perfectly still, not daring to breathe or believing that this torture might finally be over. He heard the lock click and felt the device loosen as Linda turned the key. “There, just as promised Suzzy, after granting your darkest fantasy I’ve set you free. You no longer need to pay me and I’m turning you back over to your wife.”

Brad breathed a sigh of relief that was cut incredibly short as he felt the device tighten around his balls again and the click of the key relocking. His blood ran entirely cold as his wife’s voice purred, her hand now clutching his caged cock. “Who thinks that you should remain Suzzy the Slut for the rest of your miserable life, as penance for your decadence.”

“Now tell me, Linda, you said something about a Lady Margaret who can train Suzzy here to be a proper sissy maid?”

Linda laughed “Yes, the training only takes twelve weeks or so of full-time service to the Lady, I’ll get you her number.”

The End
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