

During the day Bob Blake works as a data entry clerk. At night he becomes Christine, his wife Charlotte's feminized slave. But lately Christine has been getting silly ideas in her bimbo brain. She resents her mistress's loving discipline and imagines herself free of Charlotte's control. Little does Christine know that she will soon learn her proper place as a sissy spouse. The question is, will she survive the lesson? Here's a sample of what awaits you in these pages:

“Eat me, slave,” mistress commanded. “Now.”

“’Now?’’’ I repeated, glancing around me. “Here in the living room?”  

Her hand tore through the air like a bull whip, smashing into the side of my head and driving me to the floor with the force of a tornado. “Stupid, useless fool!” she screamed. “Are you deaf?”

I looked up at her, my hand pressed against my red, swollen cheek. “Mistress, please!” I cried, holding out my free hand in supplication. “I meant no disrespect! I simply didn’t understand!”

“Shut up!” she bellowed. “I didn’t ask for an explanation!” She pointed at the floor in front of her. “On your knees, sissy.”

“Yes, dear,” I whimpered as I obeyed her order.

“Now unhook the catch on my pants and let them fall.” Again I complied, and was rewarded with the magnificent sight of her standing over me in panties. A frilly garter belt held her stockings in place. I envied the belt.

Mistress licked her lips as her breath quickened. “Now, slut,” she said, drawing out the words for maximum effect, “pull down my panties.”

“Yes, Mistress Charlotte,” I said, my pulse pounding throughout my body as, with great care and devotion, I revealed the glory of her sex. The air filled with her scent, filling my nostrils and making my head spin. I almost thought I saw steam coming from her labia, so inflamed was her arousal. Her juices glided down her matchless legs. I dared to let my tongue dart out, swallowing the drizzle of nectar and savoring its flavor on my tongue. I thought for a moment she might throttle me for my lack of control. But she didn’t.

“Good girl,” said mistress, patting my head as if I was an obedient dog. “Now get to work.” She arched her hips forward and looked up to the ceiling, hands on her hips. I began by licking a circle around her cunt, coming oh-so-close to the heart of her womanhood while remaining on the edges. A shudder coursed through her body but she kept her silence.

I continued to trace her essence with my tongue, making the circle infinitesimally smaller with each pass. Mistress keeps her pussy shaved, which made my task not only easier but more enthralling. She said nothing as I crossed the nether regions around her labia majora. But she did clench her hands into fists, her knuckles turning white from the pressure of her grip. I’m doing it! I thought. I’m pleasuring her!

As I ran my tongue up and down the entryway to her cunt I stroked her inner thighs, making her legs tremble. My cock felt as if it would tear out of my body. But I somehow found the strength – or, more likely, the fear – to ignore its desperate cravings as I focused all my energies on serving mistress. I pushed my tongue past her pussy lips, licking her sugar walls until, at long last, I touched the very heart of her sex, the sacred jewel at the center of her erotic soul, her clitoris.

Spasms ran through her frame and a gasp escaped from her lips. She buried her hands in my hair, pulling my face deeper inside of her. My knees were on fire as the mercilessly hard floor pressed into them. My brain began to crave oxygen as breathing became almost impossible. But I stayed at my task, driven both by devotion and by dread of what she might do if I faltered. I wasn’t just servicing a woman, I was worshiping a goddess...
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Introduction

There is no lower form of life than a defiant slave, my dear readers. As a sissy trainer and forced feminization consultant, I hear from dominant women every day who are dealing with rebellious subjects. I tell them the only way to deal with these ungrateful wretches is with the immediate application of stern but loving discipline. After all, the greatest gift a woman can give a “man” is her absolute domination of his body and mind.

In this all-new narrative I present a proven, realistic way to keep a sissy in her place. Some readers may find the techniques described herein to be extreme, even cruel. Well, they are. Therein lies their power. Only ruthless application of extreme female domination can extinguish a male's stupid notions of masculinity and make him submit to total forced feminization.

Dominant women should use this true-to-life account as a guide to dealing with their own slaves. Sissies should take these words as a warning to never, ever defy their mistress. The consequences for doing so are worse than you can possibly imagine. Don't believe me? Just wait...

Scarlett Redd

Atlantic City, NJ

“Please, Mistress Charlotte!” I begged my wife as she tore my award certificate apart with all the fury of a vulture tearing into a well-rotted carcass. ”I won that citation for having fewer sick days than anyone else in the office!”

“Ha!” she shouted, her face twisted in glee as she tossed the  shreds into the fireplace. “They should have given the award to me! You wouldn’t even drag your lazy ass out of bed if I didn’t control you like the miserable puppet you are!”  I fell to my knees and wept as the flames consumed my final tiny link to self-esteem.

“Why, mistress?” I cried. “Why do you treat me like trash? I cook the meals, clean the house, and suck your lover’s cocks right before they fuck you, all while holding down a full-time job. Why must you be so cruel?”

Mistress Charlotte looked at me with a wicked gleam in her eyes, her lips parting in a half smile-half snarl. “I think you know the answer to that question already, Christine,” she said in cool, measured tones. “I abuse you because you love it. That’s why you married me in the first place. You crave the cruelty you complain about.”

“That’s not true!” I cried. “it’s not!”

“Really?” said Charlotte, standing over me like a conquering empress. “Let’s see. Up on your feet, sissy. Drop those pretty satin panties of yours and let’s see if your miserable she-cock isn’t erect.”

“Please don’t make me do that, Mistress Charlotte!” I begged. “I’m sorry I mentioned the certificate! I’ll be a good sissy  from now on!”

“Shut up, Christine!” she shrieked, drawing back her hand as if to slap my worthless bitch face. “Obey me or I’ll email those pictures of you to your co-workers.” She let the threat sink in for a moment, then continued. “You know the images I mean. The ones where you’re straddled across a table while the pizza delivery guy fucks your sissy ass.” She snorted. “He was a sorry sight, that obese clod with his planet-sized gut and his festering, seeping acne. But he was still more of a man than you’ll ever be.”

Her words slammed into my brain with all the force of a baseball bat to the skull, crushing what little willpower I had left. “I hear and obey, Mistress Charlotte,” I said in the mousy tone I always use when submitting to her harshest commands.

“Very good!” she said. “Now lift your skirt and drop your panties, whore.”

I choked back sobs as I carried out her order. She watched with sick fascination as I exposed my tiny cock. “Just as I thought,” she said. “Hard as a rock, or in your case a pebble.” She regarded my organ with amused interest for a few moments before a sudden idea came to her. “Wait here, slut,” she said. “I’ll be right back.” She popped into the kitchen, returning a minute later wearing latex gloves. She grasped my cock between her fingers, her face contorting in disgust as she stared at it.

“Such a wretched excuse for a penis,” she said. “Just like you’re a wretched excuse for a man, my dear. However, it seems I was right. You’re as hard as you're capable of becoming.” Her eyes bored into mine. “What does that reveal about you?” She grinned as my eyes fell to the floor. “Hmm? Tell me, sweetheart.”

“It shows I was lying,” I whispered in a choked voice, rubbing my nose as I sniffled.

“Indeed it does,” she said. “Not only do you tolerate my so-called ‘abuse,’ you crave it. It makes your worthless clit tingle. Doesn’t it?”

“Yes, mistress,” I said, my heart racing.

“In fact,” she said, keeping a firm grip on my organ. “I bet you’d love it if I spit on your genitals right now out of sheer disgust for the festering obscenity. Wouldn’t you?”

“Yes, dear,” I said, my hands trembling, excitement mounting in my voice.

“What a sad little sissy,” she said, shaking her head. “To have such pathetic urges.” She shrugged her shoulders. “Still, what’s a wife to do?” She swished her cheeks around, then, with a PFFT! sound, she sprayed my cock and balls with her saliva, the spittle dripping down my thighs and onto the floor. I watched as the translucent liquid glistened against the oak hardwood tiles, feeling my hard-on burning with renewed intensity.

Mistress looked down on me from her superior height, her sleek, muscled form apparent in her tight-fitting scarlet blouse. She had short, frosted blond hair expertly styled and arranged in layers around her flawless face with its full, sensuous lips, pert nose, richly toned skin and cool, intense green eyes. A gold chain dotted with alabaster pearls graced her long neck. Her chest was voluptuous and entirely natural. No knife-wielding Botox peddler had ever defiled her perfect form; she had no need of such services. Her waist was hourglass trim, not from surgery but as a result of endless hours performing excruciating exercises at the gym. Her hips were slender yet womanly, her legs long and curvaceous, her toes painted the same scarlet shade as her nails and encased in the maddeningly arousing semi-transparent stockings she wore underneath her black executive-style slacks. Her red open-toed heels cost more than many homes. Her perfume filed the air  with a musky yet slightly sweet fragrance. Inhaling it was like breathing sex.

In contrast I was at best a pseudo-woman. My body was meticulously shaved but pale and comically lumpy. Multiple layers of makeup hid my facial flaws, but only by making me look like a two-bit hooker in search of a john with five bucks and bad eyesight. I did not deserve a woman like my mistress, as both of us knew well. After all, what male sissy could ever equal a female goddess? So I served as her slave, groveling for whatever scraps of attention she tossed my way.

“Eat me, slave,” mistress commanded. “Now.”

“’Now?’’’ I repeated, glancing around me. “here in the living room?”  

Her hand tore through the air like a bull whip, smashing into the side of my head and driving me to the floor with the force of a tornado. “Stupid, useless fool!” she screamed. “Are you deaf?”

I looked up at her, my hand pressed against my red, swollen cheek. “Mistress, please!” I cried, holding out my free hand in supplication. “I meant no disrespect! I simply didn’t understand!”

“Shut up!” she bellowed. “I didn’t ask for an explanation!” She pointed at the floor in front of her. “On your knees, sissy.”

“Yes, dear,” I whimpered as I obeyed her order.

“Now unhook the catch on my pants and let them fall.” Again I complied, and was rewarded with the magnificent sight of her standing over me in panties. A frilly garter belt held her stockings in place. I envied the belt.

Mistress licked her lips as her breath quickened. “Now, slut,” she said, drawing out the words for maximum effect, “pull down my panties.”

“Yes, Mistress Charlotte,’ I said, my pulse pounding throughout my body as, with great care and devotion, I revealed the glory of her sex. The air filled with her scent, filling my nostrils and making my head spin. I almost thought I saw steam coming from her labia, so inflamed was her arousal. Her juices glided down her matchless legs. I dared to let my tongue dart out, swallowing the drizzle of nectar and savoring its flavor on my tongue. I thought for a moment she might throttle me for my lack of control. But she didn’t.

“Good girl,” said mistress, patting my head as if I was an obedient dog. “Now get to work.” She arched her hips forward and looked up to the ceiling, hands on her hips. I began by licking a circle around her cunt, coming oh-so-close to the heart of her womanhood while remaining on the edges. A shudder coursed through her body but she kept her silence.

I continued to trace her essence with my tongue, making the circle infinitesimally smaller with each pass. Mistress keeps her pussy shaved, which made my task not only easier but more enthralling. She said nothing as I crossed the nether regions around her labia majora. But she did clench her hands into fists, her knuckles turning white from the pressure of her grip. I’m doing it! I thought. I’m pleasuring her!

As I ran my tongue up and down the entryway to her cunt I stroked her inner thighs, making her legs tremble. My cock felt as if it would tear out of my body. But I somehow found the strength – or, more likely, the fear – to ignore its desperate cravings as I focused all my energies on serving mistress. I pushed my tongue past her pussy lips, licking her sugar walls until, at long last, I touched the very heart of her sex, the sacred jewel at the center of her erotic soul, her clitoris.

Spasms ran through her frame and a gasp escaped from her lips. She buried her hands in my hair, pulling my face deeper inside of her. My knees were on fire as the mercilessly hard floor pressed into them. My brain began to crave oxygen as breathing became almost impossible. But I stayed at my task, driven both by devotion and by dread of what she might do if I faltered. I wasn’t just servicing a woman, I was worshiping a goddess.

My tongue strokes went from long, slow motions to staccato bursts intended to take her from prolonged pleasure to an explosion of ecstasy. I wrapped my arms around her for support as my mind flirted with unconsciousness. It had been over a minute since I had last taken a breath. I wasn’t sure if mistress would asphyxiate me, though sometimes she spoke of it.  But I had no intention of finding out. So I went at it with white—hot fervor, my hands cupped over her ass cheeks, caressing and fondling them.

She grunted, then moaned, then shrieked as she jerked her hips about like a 60s go-go dancer. It wasn’t just raw animal lust that inspired her. She was trying to force me to break contact with her clit, so she would have an excuse to punish me afterwards. The last time she succeeded in driving me away she skewered my balls with sewing needles then touched live electric wires to my sac

I have no words to describe the pain I endured that night so I won’t even try. Suffice it to say that I never want to endure the experience again. So I held to her tenaciously, almost defiantly as I drove her towards orgasm with my sissy tongue, praying that she would cum before she either smothered me or broke my neck with her gyrations.

Air flowed into my starving lungs as she released my hair and tore away her blouse to sink her nails deep into the silky smoothness of her breasts. I watched in awe, gazing up to see her gouge and claw at her nipples. She was going into the berserk rage that always preceded her moment of climax.

A blood curdling scream ripped from her throat and burned through my ears like a fireplace poker heated to orange-red intensity. She pushed me away and clamped her eyes shut, her body quaking with the after effects of her orgasm. I gazed up at her in wonder, then dropped my head in docile submission to her overwhelming presence. She was a sight too marvelous for my eyes to behold.

I started to crawl away when a word from her made me freeze in my tracks. “Freeze!” she said.

I looked back at her like a whipped puppy cowering before a cruel owner. “Yes, Mistress Charlotte?” I said in a quivering, quaking voice.

She grinned at me with demonic glee. “While I’ve got my pants down,” she said, “You might as well clean out my ass with your tongue.”

Bitter memories of my mouth being filled with the rancid taste of shit poured through my mind. I almost grimaced, but caught myself first. “Of course, mistress,” I said, turning to face her but staying on my hands and knees.

“Unless,” she said, sensing my hesitation, “you think your mouth is too good for my feces.” Her face turned dark as she glared at me. “Is that what you think, my dear? Are you having feelings of self-worth?”

“Oh, no, mistress!” I said. “Please don’t say that! I know I’m worthless!”

“That’s good,” she said, a cold, malicious look on her face. “Because we can’t have you getting too proud for your panties, can we?”

“No, mistress,” I said. “I must always remember that I am nothing at all, just a useless sissy for your amusement.”

She nodded. “Don’t forget it,” she said, turning her back to me. “Now crawl over here and eat my ass.”

“Yes, mistress,” I said. Once more I found myself on my knees servicing her. Like her cunt, mistress’s ass is a wonder to behold: firm yet soft, bubble-shaped without a hint of flab, and deeply tanned except for the tiny patch of skin her bikini bottoms cover. I ran my tongue along the edges of her cheeks, then spiraled in as I had done when eating her pussy.

I could tell from the way her body responded that she took immense pleasure from my worship, though I knew she would never tell me so. I contented myself with her non-verbal cues as I carried out my task, finally making my way to the edges of her ass-slit. I ran my tongue up and down, up and down, marveling at how this particular part of her body was just as soft as her labia, just as sensitive to touch.

“Don’t just rim me, fool!” she said. “Get your tongue in there and clean me out! Now!” I took a deep breath then obeyed her order, my facial cheeks pressed against her ass cheeks as I probed the depths of her anus. The flavor of her refuse was vile; it’s human shit, after all. But the feel of her velvety flesh against my tongue was heavenly nonetheless.

“That’s a good girl,” she said. “Lick the sewage from inside of me and swallow it down. You’re a human toilet. I will treat you accordingly.” The sting of her remark made me start to cry. “Ah,” she said with a cold, cruel laugh as my tears ran down her ass. “You’re weeping! Good! Your pain is my pleasure.”

My inner pain melded with the awful taste of her turd-slime, forcing me toward ever-deeper stages of humiliation. My soul plunged into a pit with no bottom, each level of degradation giving way to an even deeper one, till at last I felt myself plunging into a bottomless chasm that swallowed me whole. Yet I would not have freed myself even if I could have. I would rather she consume me as prey than reject me altogether. So I endured the shame of my slavery, grateful for the chance to savor her indescribable beauty.

“Finger me, bitch,” mistress said, her voice tinged with both aggression and arousal. I obeyed joyfully, inserting my index finger and thumb inside her vagina, finding her clit and rubbing it softly. I guessed that her second orgasm would come much quicker than her first. I was right. I had just begun when, once more, she exploded with climax. My face rode her ass as she began her frenzied gyrations anew.

I was so intent on driving her to the pinnacle of erotic bliss that her next assault came at me out of nowhere. She emptied her bowels into my open mouth just as she orgasmed. I made the mistake of inhaling at the wrong moment as she deposited her dung into my digestive system. I didn’t choke, but I did endure the sensation of her filth swarming down my esophagus to deposit itself in my stomach.

The wretched taste and smell was more than my battered system could stand. I doubled over and puked, the contents of my stomach bursting from my lips and soaking the floor. I stayed on my knees, hacking up shit and bile for what felt like eternity, while somewhere in the back of my mind I heard mistress laughing long and hard.

As I caught my breath she lifted my chin with her foot and made me look up at her. “What do we say, slave?” she said, cocking an eyebrow.

“I…I don’t know, mistress,” I said through bleary eyes.

“Yes you do,” she said, her tone even, almost subdued. “What do we say when I bless you with a brown shower?”

My tortured mind struggled to understand what she wanted. Then it came to me. “Thank you, my goddess,” I said, reciting the words from memory. “Thank you for honoring me with your superior essence. Please do so again at any time.”

“Excellent, my pet,” she said, kneeling down and kissing my forehead. “Now clean this mess up.” She waved her hand at the pool of vomit expanding underneath me. “Then take a long bath, rinse your mouth out multiple times, brush your teeth,  and make dinner.” She scooped up her slacks and underwear and  left the room.

I stayed on my knees for a minute or two, drowning in my pitiful condition until the stench overwhelmed me. Then with a long, sad, defeated sigh, I dragged myself to my feet and did as she had commanded

The sun was below the horizon by the time I served dinner. I stood alongside Mistress as she took her time savoring the medium rare beef tips and seared rice with sautéed green beans I prepared for her. I watched each bite she took with fevered longing, inhaling the succulent aroma of the meal and trying to recall the last time I ate meat.  I stood in silent, rapt attention, ready to attend to her slightest wish. I wore a formal black servant’s dress with spotless white apron, a white linen headpiece, dark stockings and ebony shoes.

Please, my mistress, I thought as she dined. Please compliment the food. Tell me it’s adequate.

She took a long, leisurely drink of the rich burgundy wine I had selected to accompany her meal. She leaned back in the chair with her legs crossed, glanced up at me, and said, “it’s too much, Christine. It’s just too much.”

I frowned in anticipation of the critique I knew was coming. “Please forgive me for being slow and stupid, Mistress Charlotte,” I said, “but may I ask what you mean?”

She waved a dismissive hand at the plate in front of her. “This…food. You made the meat too tender. You used too many spices.” She poked at the rice with her fork. “You overcooked the pilaf to the point where it’s almost mush. You know I like my meals to have substance.” She shook her head. “Sometimes I think you defy me on purpose.”

I looked up towards the ceiling as my face grew wet with tears. I bit my lip, choked back the urge to assert myself, and said, “I’m sorry I disappointed you, Mistress Charlotte.”

“Think nothing of it,” she said as she stood. “I’m so used to it by now that it rarely catches me by surprise.” I endured her casual torture of my feelings in soul-crushing silence.

“Still,” she said as she patted my cheek, “I shouldn’t expect more of you.” She took the wine glass in hand and walked towards the kitchen, beckoning to me to follow. I did. She leaned against the counter, taking a sip of the scarlet liquid before saying, “you may enjoy your own dinner now, my pet. Be quick about it or I’ll  discipline you again.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, looking with forlorn eyes at the absurd concoction that was to be my meal. It consisted of bread crumbs, overcooked broccoli, unseasoned tofu and a spoonful of dog food, the cheapest brand the local market sells. The misshapen mess sat in a pink pet bowl with my sissy name emblazoned on it. Beside it sat another bowl, this one filled with lukewarm water. I set the dishes on the floor, got on my hands and knees, and put my face in the food bowl as I began to feed.

“Such a lowly dog you are, my dear,” mistress said. “So willing to suffer whatever degradation I inflict without an ounce of defiance. Isn’t there some tiny piece of a man inside you that resents all this abuse? Or have I killed the last faint sparks of dignity that you possess?” I consumed my bland, slimy meal in silence like the lowly animal I am.

“You’re not even human, Christine,” mistress said, twisting the verbal harpoon she had driven into me with her “dog” comment. “You’re a worm living with my foot held over you at all times, ready to squash you whenever I please.”

The sound of mistress’s ring tone gave me a moment’s reprieve from her vicious remarks. “Brad!” she said, her voice lighting up as she took the call. “How wonderful of you to think of me!” My ears perked up at the sound of her well-hung lover’s name. “What am I doing?” she said, glancing down at me. “Not much. Just watching my worthless sissy husband eat garbage from a dog bowl.” She fell silent for a moment, then laughed. “Yes, you’re so right!” she said. “Christine is a craven bitch indeed!”

Mistress reached down to pat my head. “But you should have seen how excited she got a moment ago when she heard your name! I think she’s remembering what it felt like to have your manly cock shoved between her painted lips, the little slut!” She wandered out of the room as the conversation with her lover continued. I drained the water dish then took the bowls to the sink, rinsed them, and put them in the dishwasher.

Afterwards I went upstairs to draw mistress’s bath and lay out her toiletries. My last duty for the evening would be to sponge her body with warm, sudsy water then rub lotions and creams into her perfect skin. As she drifted off to sleep I would lie on the hard, cold floor at the foot of her bed, wanting to fondle myself more than anything but terrified of what she would do if she found out. At last, after hours of torturous self-denial, I would get a few hours of fitful sleep before the alarm clock roused me at 6 a.m. to get ready for work.

Chapter Two

“Good morning, Bob,” said the gorgeous blond secretary as I entered the office.  “How are you today?”

“I’m great, Nicole,” I said. “And you?”

“Never better,” she said. “Thanks for asking.” She was seated so that anyone coming into the office had a great view of her long, silky, shapely legs, which were crossed. She wore a red dress that showed off ample amounts of thigh; she was wearing sheer hose and red heels that matched her dress. Her breasts were so large they looked like they might tear through the layers of lace that caressed them. My heart pounded against my rib cage and my mouth went dry as I stared at her, my feet glued in place.

“Can I help you?” Nicole said, giving me a puzzled stare.

“Uh,” I said, shaking my head to clear the lust-crazed cobwebs draped around my mind. “Uh…no.” I lurched forward in a Frankenstein monster-like gait, my libido raging with pent-up desire. Mistress Charlotte’s words echoed in my mind: You’re not even human, Christine. You’re a worm living with my foot held over you at all times, ready to squash you whenever I please.

I brushed away the tears that moistened my eyes and hurried to my cubicle, where I would spend the next eight hours processing employment applications. I had no say as to whether or not the applicant would get the job. My task was to type the information from paper forms into the computer for others to review. It was mindless, menial, soul-crushing work. But it was a paycheck. It paid some of the household bills and it gave me a modicum of independence from Charlotte, who earned five times my salary in her position as a corporate lawyer.

At lunch time I clocked out and went to the break room, where my meal awaited me in the office fridge. I ate two sandwiches made from whole wheat bread and pureed tofu, two of the items Mistress Charlotte permits me to eat. I also had a bag of sweet potato chips and drank a diet soda.

About halfway into my lunch time Nicole came sauntering in. Every male eye in the room turned to her, but she focused her attentions on Mr. Bradley, the owner of the business. He had dropped in for a visit.

“Oh Jacob, stop!” she said, playfully batting at Mr. Bradley’s hand, which was cupped over her oh-so-perfect ass. “You’re incorrigible!” I noticed she called him by his first name, something no one else in the firm would dare to do.

“No, I’m just horny!” he said. “Hell, can you blame me?” Mr. Bradley was a tall older man with dark hair that was silver around the temples. He wore impeccably tailored suits that fit his lean, firm body like a second layer of skin. His face lit up as he saw his favorite employee. “Roy Johnson!” he cried out, reaching out to shake Roy’s hand. “Great work landing that new client!” Roy had just won a huge new contract for the company, one that would double its profitability. My. Bradley spent several minutes talking to him while Nicole posed for her onlookers, leaning against the all, pursing her lips, and running her fingers along the neckline of her top to draw male eyes to her breasts – as if they needed help getting attention.

I sat at the end of the table as Mr. Bradley took a few moments to shake everyone’s hand and chat with them. I wonder if he will say anything about my award? I thought as he made his way towards me. My hands quivered as he talked to the person to my left; I tucked them under the table. But my anticipation turned to astonishment as he wrapped up his chat with my neighbor, looked at me with a wink and a smirk, and said, “hiya, Bobby boy.” No handshake, no conversation, not even a proper smile.

I stared at him in shock as he  turned his back to me and slid his arm around Nicole’s waist. “Let’s get out of here, honey,” he said. “I want to show you my new BMW. It’s got a Hell of a stick shift!” She giggled, kissed his cheek, and let him lead her out of the building, either not noticing or not caring about the wedding band encircling his finger.

The clock above the doorway told me that my lunch hour was over. I shuffled out of the break room and returned to my cubicle, sighing as I saw that I still had 368 applications to process before I could go home. As I sat there,the satin fabric of my panties rubbed against my balls, teasing me without mercy.

The next two hours passed unexpectedly fast and before I knew it three o’clock had rolled around. I signed out of my computer and returned to the lunch room for my 15 minute afternoon break. I kept my nose buried in the pages of a paperback book, not out of a love for reading but so I wouldn’t have to see the looks in my co-worker’s faces. I could imagine the things they were thinking about me: Poor Bob. Works his ass off for chump change and Mr. Bradley shits on him every chance he gets.

I felt a hand on my shoulder and looked over to see Carolyn McKenzie sitting beside me. She was an older woman, 60ish, with chestnut hair that was slowly turning gray and a maternal smile that made her face beam. She was trim and fit, remarkably so for someone her age. Silver wire frame glasses gave her brown eyes an exaggerated quality, as if she was a wise owl ever ready to dispense nuggets of insight to willing listeners. “Penny for your thoughts, Bob?” she asked me in a sweet, gentle voice.

I closed my book and shook my head. “Nothing too surprising,” I said. “I’m just tired of being taken for granted.” I rubbed at my eyes to wipe away the tears that were already starting to flow. “I mean, I work so damn hard. I show up early each day and stay late every night. I’ve never gotten a bad review or been written up. Yet I’m still making the same pay I was getting five years ago, I drive a crappy car, and…” my voice trailed off as I pictured how Charlotte drowned me in an endless stream of abuse.

Carolyn put her arm around me and gave me a friendly hug. “I understand,” she said. “Sometimes the folks who do the most good get the least recognition.” She paused for a moment, her face turning dark. “Like that slut Nicole. She does nothing but surf the internet all day and paint her fingernails. But Bradley doesn’t care, not so long as she spreads her legs for him every time he’s in town.” I nodded in silent agreement.

“Still,” Carolyn said, her voice turning coy, “you know what they say. ‘Don’t get mad. Get even.’”

“What do you mean?” I said, my curiosity piqued.

I mean,” she said, lowering her voice even though we were the only two in the room, “that Bradley has a nasty-ass wife who would love to get her hands on his money. All she needs is the right dirt.” My jaw dropped open. “You could be the little bird that gives that to her, Bob.”

This time it was I who lowered my voice. “What are you saying?” I asked. “That you want me to tell her about him and Nicole?”

Carolyn gave me a wicked grin as her eyes flashed cold like steel. “You want payback, don’t you?”

“Sure,” I said. “But how do I spill the beans without Bradley finding out?”

She gave my hand a reassuring pat. “Don’t worry about that,” she said. “I work in IT, remember?” She scribbled some words on a piece of paper and handed it to me. “Use this email account when you get back to your desk. It routes through a hidden server. Bradley will have no idea who ratted on him.”

“I don’t know,” I said as I stared at the slip. “It sounds good, but…I just don’t know.”

“Then your only choice is to get shit on for the rest of your life,” Carolyn said. “The chance to be a man is right in front of you. The question is, will you take it?” She left me alone in the break room to consider what she had just said.

My break ended and I shuffled back to my cubicle. I began the tired old routine of reading the paper applications and typing their information into the onscreen form when I stopped and stared at my image reflected back at me by the monitor. Look at me, I thought. I’m the worst excuse for a man on earth. Everyone walks over me. My wife isn’t just a domme. She’s a sadistic bitch who tortures me endlessly. My co-workers don’t respect me and my boss pisses on me. Anger rose up within me as I clenched my jaw. “No more,” I said aloud. “From now on I’m standing up for myself.”

Finding my way into the human resources records wasn’t very hard. I had spent so much time with my nose buried in the company systems that I knew my way around them pretty well. Within minutes I had the details I needed. All it would take to screw Mr Bradley over was a message sent from the account that Carolyn had told me about. I typed in Mrs. Bradley’s email address, added the information about Nicole and her husband, and titled the message YOUR HUSBAND IS CHEATING ON YOU.

My finger hovered over the SEND button for what felt like an eternity as my mind went back and forth trying to decide what to do. This is it, I thought. Once I do this there’s no stopping what will happen.

My hands were shaking. My face was sweating. My teeth chattered. My shirt collar felt like a noose strung around my neck and pulled tight. I stared at my index finger, trying to force it to hit the button. It felt like it was cast in concrete, paralyzed by fear and unable to move. I licked my lips. I can’t do this, I thought. I don’t have the balls.

The sound of my wife’s cruel voice flooded my mind. You’re no man, Christine. You’re not even human. You’re a worm. I’ll stomp you flat one day. Just wait.

“No!” I shouted as rage boiled within me. Summoning my fading willpower, I forced my finger to hit the SEND button. The email raced to Mrs. Bradley at the speed of light. I leaned back in my chair, feeling pride rushing through me.

“Everything okay?” Melissa Chandler’s face popped into my cubicle. “I heard you yell.”

I waved a reassuring hand at her. “No worries,” I said. “My computer froze up and I got a little annoyed. It’s all good.” She smiled and left, after which I went to the bathroom and slid out of my pants. I took off the red satin panties that my wife had ordered me to wear that morning and tossed them in the waste basket, burying them underneath wet paper towels so no one would see them. I looked at myself in the mirror and for the first time in years saw someone I could respect looking back at me. I ran a comb through my hair, straightened my rumpled clothes, and nodded at my reflection. “Starting right now,” I said. “I’m a real man.” I left the restroom with my head held high and ready to take on the world.

Chapter Three

“What do you mean you’re no longer my slave?” mistress shouted. ”You’re mine body and soul!”

I shook my head. “Not anymore, you sick cunt,” I said. “I’m through letting you treat me like shit.” I thumped my chest. “From now on I run my life, not you.”

“I’ll send those pictures to your work buddies,” she said, her eyes gleaming with maniacal fury, her voice cold and crisp. “They’ll all know what a wuss you are!”

I laughed in her face. “Go for it, bitch,” I said. “I’ll tell them you made those pictures with Photoshop to get revenge on me for dumping your sorry ass. I’ll say you begged me to stay with you then got hysterical when I refused. They’ll think you’re the spineless wuss, not me.”

“I’ll find the pizza guy!” she said. “He’ll back me up!”

“Charlotte, you stupid wench,” I said, chuckling. “An attorney should know better. That poor schlep probably makes minimum wage and lives in his mom’s basement. He’ll say anything if you toss a few bucks at him, making him a poor witness indeed.”

Charlotte’s face twisted in maniacal rage as she absorbed each of my comebacks. “Get out!” she shrieked, pointing at the front door. “Get out of my house right now!”

“Sorry, no can do,” I said. “This isn’t your house, its ours. I checked state laws and I have a right to live here until a court says otherwise.” I plopped into a cushy recliner and began reading the paper. “By the way,” I said, looking at her over my shoulder, “I’m through cooking for you. You’ll have to fend for yourself from now on. You’ll also need to draw your own bath, shave your own legs, and do your own massages.”The fire in Charlottes eyes dulled to a dim glow as the reality of the situation began to dawn on her.

“By the way,” I added as a parting shot, “I’m through blowing your rooster’s cocks. If you can’t get them hard on your own, than that’s your problem.” She retreated from the room, cursing and mumbling threats the whole time.

“Good riddance,” I said as I watched her leave. As I relaxed I thought back on the day’s events. Carolyn’s advice made all the difference in the world, I thought. I should figure out a way to thank her.

My phone rang as I was thinking of ways to do just that. “Hello?” I said, noticing that the number was unknown to me.

“Bob?” said the feminine voice on the other end.

“Yes,” I said, wondering who was calling. “Who is this?”

“Its Carolyn, “ the caller said. “You need to come over to my house right now.”

I glanced at my watch. “Carolyn,” I said, “it’s 8:30 at night. Whatever it is, can’t it wait till I see you at the office tomorrow?”

“Afraid not, sweetie,” she said. “we need to deal with it tonight.” She gave me her location and said she expected to see me soon. I stared at the address for a long moment, then grabbed my keys and left the house. Night had fallen.

As I drove to her home I wondered what awaited me at my destination. How I knew the answer to that question at the time,  I might have kept driving till I fell off the edge of the earth.

Chapter Four

I let out a low whistle when I pulled up to Carolyn’s house. It was in a wealthy historic part of town, the kind of place where a Cadillac is considered an economy car. “Wow,” I said, standing by my car and taking in the sheer size of the residence. “IT must pay better than I thought!”

A call box at the gated entrance drew my attention. I pressed the button below the loudspeaker and heard a lady’s voice. “Hello?” it said. “May I help you?”

“My name is Bob Blake,” I said. “I’m here to see Carolyn.”

“Oh, Mr. Blake,” the voice said. “Yes. You are expected. I will open the gate for you.” The barrier between the outside world and Carolyn’s domain slid away, giving me access to her lair. I drove my car through the entrance, still amazed at her home’s grandeur. This is weird as hell, I thought. Even Mr. Bradley’s house isn’t this swanky. Maybe Carolyn inherited a bunch of money and just works to have something to do. I shook my head, aware that my idea was a long shot at best.

I parked in front of the massive front door. Spotlights shone on it, revealing its massive size and intricate paneling. As I approached it the door swung open. Given the Gothic design of the home I expected it to creak like a threshold opening up to a long-buried catacomb. But instead its motion was silent and smooth. I stood before the entryway, my body trembling and my mind racing. This is really fucking odd, I thought. Maybe I should get out of here.

Before I could turn tail a woman appeared in the doorway. She was tall and very slender, with a tight waist and large breasts. She was African-American with a light caramel complexion and hair arranged in a simple yet sexy style. She wore a scarlet dress that hung in velvety folds across her frame. She had full lips, a tiny nose, and a bright smile. The only thing that looked disturbing about her was her eyes. They were half-open like slits, as if she was drugged, sleep deprived, or both.

“Hello,” I said to her. “I’m Bob Blake. Carolyn is expecting me.”

“Yes, she is,” said the woman. “Please come in. My name is Chardonnay.” As I entered the home my greeter curtsied and shut the door behind me. Her voice was unusually deep for a woman’s. I also realized that her hands, those soft and lovely, were large. She had  manicured nails painted a dark, sultry shade of red. She wore a heavy perfume that reminded me of Charlotte's preferred fragrance.

“Follow me,” said Chardonnay. I did. She led me through dark corridors lit only by the flickering flames of candelabras on opposing walls. As we were going down one especially long hall I stopped in my tracks.

Chardonnay turned to me. “Is anything wrong?” she asked.

“I’m not sure,” I said, feeling more wary every second. “I mean, this house and all, it’s just a bit much.” I felt my fight or flight mechanism kicking in as I looked at the walls, which were decorated with oil paintings of famous females. I saw Susan B Anthony, Joan of Arc, and Lady Godiva. Their names were etched into bronze plates beneath the paintings. I also saw pictures of women whose names I didn’t recognize. Several of them were dressed in battle armor.

“Don’t worry,” Chardonnay said, taking my hand. I noticed her grip was quite strong for a woman’s. “Carolyn is in the room at the end of this hall. You’ll see her in a moment.”

“Alright then,” I said, letting this odd woman lead me into the depths of the massive house where Carolyn from the IT department lived. Soon I would find out what the pleasant older woman wanted of me.

Chardonnay opened the final door that separated me from my friend and benefactor. I entered the room to see Carolyn sitting in a throne-like chair, looking like a queen about to dispense judgment on enemies of the Crown. That was weird enough by itself. What made the sight even more strange was the how her appearance had changed since earlier in the day. Her hair, which was usually pulled tight behind her face, flowed long and loose around her shoulders. Her face was bare of the matronly glasses that she normally wore; in fact, she wore no glasses at all. She was dressed in an elegant black dress that gleamed like silk, matching stockings, and ebony high heels. Her fingers were adorned with glittering, bejeweled gold rings. Her legs were crossed.  She looked 20, perhaps 30 years younger than the woman I knew from the office. And she was absolutely, perfectly stunning. My breath froze in my throat as my cock stirred to life.

“Bob!” she said with a smile. “So kind of you to drop in.” She glanced at Chardonnay. “Chardonnay,” Carolyn said, “bring me a glass of wine, the Dom Perignon P2 from 1998.”

Chardonnay curtsied to her boss. “Right away, Mistress Carolyn,” she said, then hurried out of the room like a frightened mouse. Carolyn turned her attention to me. “How are you this fine evening, Bob?” she asked.

I licked my lips and put my trembling hands behind my back, still fighting the urge to turn and run. “I – I’m fine, Carolyn,” I said, looking around the room. “You have a beautiful home here. It’s very -” I struggled for the right word. “Unique,” I said at last.

“How kind of you to say that!” she said, her voice beaming. “It’s really just a modest cottage I picked up for an amazingly low price several years ago.” She patted the cushion armrests. “But it’s home.”

I nodded. “So why did you call me over here?”

She slid off the chair and walked over to me, stroking my cheek with her fingers. “Well, it’s like this,” she said. “I hear you've been a bad sissy.” She smiled as the color drained from my face. “Not only did you disobey your owner, you declared yourself free of her control.”

“How could you...” I started to say.

Carolyn cut me off. “As the head mistress for this district, the job of punishing you has fallen upon me. I promise you, my wrath will be like a ht wind from Hell on your back, you ungrateful little snot.”

“Fuck you, you psycho cunt!” I said, turning towards the door. “I’m outta here.” I grasped the doorknob. It refused to turn. I threw my shoulder against the door. When that did no good I pounded at it with my fists. “What the hell?” I said.

“Silly girl,” Carolyn said, laughing. “There’s no point in trying to escape. You’re trapped.”

I turned towards her. “Look,” I said, defiance in my tone. “I don’t know what this is about. But let me out of this nut house or I’ll make you wish you had.”

The smile vanished from Carolyn’s face, replaced with a stone cold look that sent chills down my spine. “Don’t threaten me,” she said. “Or you’ll never leave here alive.”

Chardonnay reentered the room, emerging from a veil behind Carolyn's throne. In one hand she held a goblet of wine.  “Here is your wine, Mistress Carolyn,” she said.

“Very good,” said Carolyn, taking the glass from her servant’s hands. She raised it to her lips, took a sip, then, with a brutal swiping motion, threw it to the floor. The crystal shattered in a million pieces and the wine sprayed everywhere. “Chardonnay, you filthy, dirty cunt!” said Carolyn, her face twisting her maniacal rage. “I'll kill you for this act of disrespect!”

Chardonnay screamed and covered her face, falling to her knees at Carolyn’s feet.

“Please, Mistress Carolyn!” Chardonnay cried out. “Don’t punish me! Please! Whatever is wrong, I will fix it!”

Carolyn lashed out with her left hand, clubbing Chardonnay on the side of her head and knocking it against the marble floor. The collision made a sickening CRACK sound that echoed against the walls. I grimaced and turned away.

Carolyn stood over to Chardonnay her like a vengeful Amazon about to punish an errant slave. “That wine was flat,” said Carolyn through clenched teeth. “It had none of the flavor or body of a superior vintage. I think you substituted some cheap hooch you picked up at a liquor store. I think you deliberately defied me.”

Chardonnay’s head was bleeding. Scarlet liquid trickled from her temple and onto the floor, mixing with the wine to create a ruddy stream of liquid that looked like a river of gore. “Please, mistress,” the slave said, holding up her trembling hand. “I didn’t change the wine. How could I? You never let me leave the house.”

At this point I was cowering in a corner, all my manly courage having gone up in smoke. I felt like I was my wife’s sissy once more, only this time I was trapped in a madwoman’s house watching her torture a helpless servant girl.

“Please, Carolyn!” I cried out. “don’t punish her anymore! She meant no harm!”

Carolyn turned to me, a maniacal look in her face. “Are you presuming to tell me how to discipline my own slave?” she said between clenched teeth. “Because, if you are, then know this: it could just as easily be you on the floor, your life’s blood flowing out of your broken body,” she was silent for an instant, then added, “Christine.”

Hearing my co-worker call me by my sissy name sent a shudder through my bod. “What did you call me?” I said in a tiny, shivering voice as I swallowed the lump forming in my throat.

Carolyn left Chardonnay lying on the floor in agony and walked over to me. “What’s wrong, sissy?” she said, a wicked gleam in her eye. “Have you forgotten your feminine name so soon?”

I looked at her in disbelief. “How – how could you know about –?”

Carolyn grinned. “We know everything, sissy,” she said. “The Sisterhood sees all, hears all, controls all. Nothing men do escapes our notice. Soon we will control the entire world and crush it under the heels of our boots.”

What sisterhood? I asked myself. What is she talking about?

Carolyn turned back to Chardonnay. ”You’ve defied me for the last time, you sad little bitch,” she said to the battered, barely conscious sissy. She walked to a small table in a corner of the room, opened a drawer, and took from it a small but deadly looking pistol. It’s silver metal glimmered in the room’s subdued lighting. “Now I’m going to dispose of you like the trash you are.”

“Please, Mistress Carolyn,” Chardonnay pleaded. “Don’t do this, please. Give me one more chance.”

Carolyn pointed the pistol’s business end at Chardonnay’s head.  I covered my ears in anticipation of the blast.

“Please, mistress,” said Chardonnay, reaching up to plead with her vengeful owner. “If I must die, then let me serve you with my mouth you one last time.”

Carolyn shook her head. “You're just stalling for time, coward,” she said to Chardonnay. “You're worried about your miserable life, not my pleasure.” She took aim at the beaten slave's head, cocked the hammer and began to squeeze the trigger. She kept tat position as precious seconds went by. I watched the scene with terrified fascination, wondering what would happen. For a moment I thought Carolyn would pull the trigger. But In the end she lowered the pistol to her side and uncocked the hammer.

“Perhaps I should show mercy after all,” Carolyn said. “At least this once. After all, you’ve been with me for many years.”

“Yrs, mistress,” said Chardonnay, her voice filled with devotion for her owner. “I know I'm worhtless. But I yearn to serve you nonetheless.”

“Damn!” said Carolyn, shaking her head and grinning. “One thing's for sure, you little slut,” she said to Chardonnay, who was still lying on the floor bleeding. “Doling out life-and-death makes me horny as hell.” She went back to her throne and set the pistol on the armrest. “I’ve just got to have my pussy eaten out.” She spread her long, gorgeous legs and patted her thighs. “Come to me, Chardonnay,” she said. “Crawl to mistress on your hands in the and service my pussy. Show me what a good slut you are.”

The opportunity to pleasure her owner made Chardonnay come to life. “Yes, mistress!” she said, eagerness dripping from her voice. She crawled to Carolyn on her hands and knees and began kissing her wner's stocking clad feet. Carolyn sunk her fingers into the padded armrests. She gasped, saying, “ah, now that’s exceptional, Chardonnay. You might get to live after all.”

I watched as Chardonnay pleasured her mistress like a well-trained slut slave. She pressed hot, wet kisses into Carolyn’s toes and feet, then ran her tongue along the inside of her owner’s calves and thighs with a sensual up and down motion. Watching the steamy drama made me horny as hell. I slipped my hand into my slacks to fondle my throbbing cock. But my hand froze in place as Carolyn snatched up the pistol and pointed it at me. “No!” she cried. “There will be none of that. Leave your stupid micro-clit alone, Christine. You don't deserve to cum.”

“Yes, mam,” I said, my mind hazing over as I fell into the rote behavior my wife had droned into my head over the years. It didn’t matter that Carolyn was my co-worker, not my spouse. She was a woman, a member of the superior gender. I was a sissy, an inferior form of life. I had to obey her commands or risk unimaginable punishment.

Chardonnay’s tongue was long and lithe. It traced her mistress’s curves like a snake, taking its time as it stroked Carolyn’s exquisite form with long, slow, loving attention. My organ throbbed with unreleased excitement as I stared at the magnificent scene, my mouth open as I panted like a bitch in heat. I felt pre-cum drizzle out of my cock head and flow down my tiny shaft before drenching my shrunken ball sac. The agony of self-denial was like a billion needles drenched in rubbing alcohol and inserted all through my body.

Salty tears ran down my face as I realized that my manhood was a fleeting illusion. I simply didn’t have what it took to stand up for myself. My courage and willpower was as microscopic as my dick. The best I could hope for was the knowledge that I was pleasing my betters. I was a sissy forever, with a smooth, hairless body and an empty bimbo brain.

Carolyn gasped as Chardonnay inserted her long, erect tongue deep into her mistress’s sex. I could tell from the motions of her cheeks that she was flicking her tongue over Carolyn’s clit. Chardonnay’s beautifully manicured nails dug ever so gently into her owner’s inner thighs, adding a dash of pain to the pleasure she was giving her owner. Carolyn responded with a long, ecstatic moan. I forgot about my own miserable state as I watched with baited breath.

The air filled with a marvelous, musky fragrance as Carolyn’s pussy juices flowed from the heart of her cunt and pooled on the floor at Chardonnay’s knees. More than anything I wanted to crawl to her and lap up that aromatic nectar like the dirty animal I am. But my fear overrode my lust, keeping me frozen in place.

“Oh, Chardonnay, oh my dear slave, you make mistress feel so good. I will forever remember you after I blow your head off.”

Chardonnay showed no evidence of fear at her mistress's comment. She slid her finger into Carolyns vagina, freeing her mouth for a moment of speech. “I am yours body and soul, beloved goddess,” said the ebony slave. “I will gladly receive whatever you choose to bestow on me and count myself blessed to be your property.” She ran her fingers along Carolyn’s’ sugar walls as her tongue once more darted in and out of the white woman’s pussy, slowly at first then faster and faster.

Carolyn’s moan transformed into a hiss, then a scream, then a witch-like shriek as she careened towards a body-shattering orgasm. I clamped my hands over my ears when the moment of her climax came, the sound of her victory cry reverberating against the walls of the room. It was both a battle cry and a ballad, a song of bliss and a call to arms, a call to sisterhood and a vengeful prophecy of every man’s inevitable slavery. It was all the proof ever needed that women are the true mistresses of the earth.

When it was all over Carolyn was curled up in an exhausted heap in the throne-like chair, Chardonnay sprawled on the floor at her feet. The hem of the slave’s dress clung to her thighs. Her black satin panties glimmered in the light overhead. A tidal wave of amazement flooded my senses as I saw a mountainous bulge jutting outward from them, like a Himalayan peak ascending above the Nepalese countryside. Chardonnay was a feminized slave!

I heard Carolyn dozing as her eyes drifted shut. My eyes darted around the room as I looked for an avenue of escape The prospects were dim at best. There were no windows, no doors except for the one I had entered and whatever lay behind the veil Chardonnay had emerged from earlier. I was creeping towards the curtain when Carolyn’s eyes popped open and locked on me. “Don’t even think about it, you piece of filth,” she said. I froze.

Chardonnay rolled over onto her ass, sitting Indian-style as she regarded me with a look of sheer disgust. “You were right, Mistress,” she said to Carolyn, her tone deeper and more assertive than earlier. “She’s less than worthless.”

Carolyn nodded as she reached down to stroke Chardonnay’s raven locks. “Indeed she is, my pet,” she said. “Mistress Charlotte is better off without her.”

“What are you two talking about?” I demanded, a faint trace of my all-but-extinct self-esteem resurfacing in the face of the women’s derision. “How do you know so much about me? What kind of game are you playing?”

“This is no ‘game,’ sissy,” said Carolyn, rising from her throne and approaching me with the pistol pointed at my head.  “This is a war. The outcome will decide which gender will rule the earth.”  My fading courage vanished as she stood over me, looking like an Olympian goddess about to unleash her wrath on a defiant mortal. “The male gender,” said Carolyn, spitting out the term as if it were profanity, “or the female gender. Male victory will mean endless warfare, environmental destruction, and oppression of womankind. Female victory will lead to endless paradise, with women in charge and men either feminized or used as chattel slaves.”

“Bullshit,” I said. “BDSM is just a kink that some people are into. It has nothing to do with destroying men or taking over the earth!”

Carolyn and Chardonnay laughed at the same time. “My, she is a dense creature indeed!” said the slave as she got to her feet. “Perhaps hearing it from one of her own kind will help. May I try, mistress?”

“By all means, my pet,” said Carolyn.

Chardonnay approached me with a slow, sleek, cat-like gait. Her cock jutted from her dress, making my mouth dry and my throat ache. Other than her male organ she was utterly feminine. I stayed on the floor and on my knees as she approached but kept my head high to behold her beauty.

“Bow your head to my alpha slave!” snapped Carolyn. I did as ordered.

“We have been watching you for quite some time, Christie,” said Chardonnay. “I for one must confess to a bit of jealousy.” She glanced at Carolyn, as if asking for permission to continue. Carolyn nodded. “Your mistress is exceptional in her care of you. Yet you repay her with betrayal and defiance. How could you be so ungrateful?”

“’Mistress?’” I said. “You mean my wife?” The thought of Charlotte made me cringe. “She’s a vile, cruel, heartless monster who has made my life a living Hell! I slave for her endlessly and get nothing in return but abuse. That’s hardly something to be jealous of.”

“Such a sad little sissy,” Chardonnay said, pity in her voice. “You just don’t get it. Your loving mistress doesn’t want to hurt you. She wants to help you to become the best slave you can be. That’s why she berates and tortures you. She wants you to surrender all thought, all hope of having a life for yourself. She wants you to realize that you’re nothing but an object for her enjoyment. Only then can you become truly hers.”

“Your wife insults your cooking because you think you deserve praise for it,” said Carolyn, getting out of her chair and taking her place alongside Chardonnay. “But you don’t deserve praise, any more than a refrigerator deserves compliments for keeping food cold; that's what it's for, after all. Your wife fucks other men because you think you’re a man. But you’re not a man. She deprives you of sex because you worry about your pleasure instead of focusing on her needs. But you have no right to expect pleasure for yourself.”

“Selfish tramp!” blurted out Chardonnay as she gave me a hateful glare.

Carolyn approached me, resting her hand on my shoulder. “We know your life story, Christine,” she said in a hypnotic tone. “When you were little, the other kids used to beat you and call you names. You tried to fight back.  But you were too weak to defend yourself.”

I felt my mind sinking into a trance as Carolyn spoke. “I remember that,” I said. “The other boys would pound their fists into me and knock me down. They were so much stronger than me. I cowered and wept like the gutless sissy I am.”

“Exactly,” said Carolyn, a fire beginning to glow in her eyes. “They were real boys, while you were – what? A girl?”

“I tried to be a girl,” I said, tears in my eyes. “I wore my mom’s panties and bra when no one was looking. I even wore lipstick. But my body is clunky and awkward, not like a girl’s at all.”

“I see,” said Carolyn. “So, if you’re not a boy and you’re not a girl, then what in the world are you?”

“I’m a sissy!” I said, tears flowing as I faced the truth. “I’m not strong, I’m not smart, I’m not pretty, and I’m not brave.”

“Do you like wearing pretty things, Christine?” Chardonnay asked.

“Oh, yes!” I cooed. “Very much! I love it when Mistress shaves me smooth and rubs all kinds of rose-scented lotions into me! It makes me feel all girly inside!” I giggled.

Chardonnay slid her hand into my pants, fondling my ball sac as she continued to speak. “That’s very nice, Christine,” she said, sending hot sparks of erotic pleasure through me. “But you don’t have a mistress to shave and soften your body anymore, do you?” She stopped touching my genitals but didn’t pull her hand out.

A pang of despair washed over me as I said bitterly, “No. No, I don’t.”

“And why is that?” said Chardonnay.

“Because...” I wanted to finish my sentence but found myself choking on the words. “Because I betrayed her!” The statement forced itself out of my throat, making me weep and wail like a heartbroken sorority girl. “I threw her away!”

Chardonnay’s fingers grasped one of my balls and applied moderate pressure. I winced. “and what does that make you, Christine?” she asked me as she licked her lips.

“A traitor,” I said in a forlorn voice. “And a fool.”

“A traitor indeed!” screamed Chardonnay, digging her fingers into my sac and twisting it like a housemaid wringing a mop. I shrieked as the pain tore through my nervous system. But my cries only made Chardonnay grasp me harder. My knees started to buckle, but she held my body aloft with her powerful arm, the strain almost ripping my testicles out of my body.

“Please!” I cried. “Let me go! I’m sorry I was a bad sissy! Please!”

“Do as she says,” Carolyn ordered her slave. Chardonnay’s iron grip relaxed and I tumbled to the floor. I rolled around on the hard, cold marble surface, clutching my mangled, tormented sac and moaning in agony.

“What should I do with her, mistress?” Chardonnay asked Carolyn.

“Shoot her,” said Carolyn. “Then chop her body into pieces and bury them in multiple graves around the property.”

“No!” I cried out. “Please don’t do that! Have mercy!”

“What do you think?” said Chardonnay to Carolyn. “She is my fellow sissy, after all. And she did serve her mistress adequately for many years.”

Carolyn stared at me for several long, tense seconds. “Oh, all right,” she said. “Don’t kill the wretched thing.” Her eyes lit up. “In fact,” she said, “I have a better idea.”

My coworker whispered in Chardonnay’s ear, making her slave laugh with delight. “Excellent idea, mistress!” she said. “Outstanding! I’ll fetch the humbler!”

“’Humbler?’” I said, my blood running cold at the sound of the word. “What’s that?”

“You’ll find out,” said Carolyn, a cold smile on her face.

Chardonnay left for a moment then popped back into the room, an S-shaped object made of black metal in her hand. Looking closer, I saw that it was actually two lengths of steel joined together by a pair of screws, one on each end.

“Lay face down on the floor,” Carolyn ordered. “Now.”

“Why?” I said, some distant memory sending panicked signals through my brain.

Carolyn shook her head and sighed. “Chardonnay,” she said, ”force the slave to lay face down.”

“Yes, mistress,” said the slave, grabbing me by the hair and slamming my skull into the floor. I lay there seeing stars as Carolyn bent down, grabbed my balls in a tight grip, and placed them in between the two halves of the humbler. She tightened the screws and pulled it between my legs so that it pressed against the back of my thighs.

I thought I had felt pain in my testicles before. But even the worst cock and ball torture I had endured at my wife's hands over the years paled when compared to the suffering I felt that night. I didn’t scream or beg. I simply whimpered as my entire body became one seething mass of pain.

“Get on your knees, Christie,” Chardonnay ordered. I complied.

“Chardonnay,” said Christie, “your service has been exceptional lately. As a reward, I will permit you to masturbate until you orgasm.”

I grew excited at the thought of seeing Chardonnay’s ebony mountain up close. “I will gladly suck Chardonnay’s cock, Mistress Carolyn,” I said eagerly.

“First of all,” said Carolyn, “I’m not your mistress. Second of all, you’re unworthy to have my slave’s essence between your lips. However, I will permit you to drink her cum. Chardonnay, you may touch yourself now.”

“Thank you, mistress,” said Chardonnay, dropping her panties as Carolyn raised her skirt.

“Oh, my god,” I said as the slave’s majestic sex revealed itself in all its glory. It was not only long but incredibly, almost unbelievably thick, like an ancient Sequoia tree rising into the air from a primeval forest. I watched as she began stroking her mammoth organ with her strong, supple fingers, watching misty drops of pre-cum form on its tip like pearls of honey on the skin of a bee hive.

Carolyn came up behind Chardonnay and began licking at the slave’s ear with her tongue. She slipped her hands into Chardonnay’s bra and fondled her she-mounds, making the slave’s eyes flutter with ecstasy as the ebony goddess stroked herself with ever-increasing fury.

My mouth yearned to suck on that caramel love-stick, but I knew that defying Carolyn would likely mean my death. So I waited with unfulfilled longing as the alpha slave brought herself to the peak of climax. My tiny white micro-cock begged for attention, but my terror of Carolyn’s wrath forced me to leave it untouched.

Carolyn clung to Chardonnay ever tighter as her slave's self-pleasuring continued. She began kissing the back of Chardonnay's neck and digging her fingernails into the ebony servant's back. This went on for several minutes until Carolyn said, "fuck me, Chardonnay. Fuck your mistress.”

Chardonnay's eyes grew wide as saucers upon hearing her mistress's command. "Are you serious, mistress?" said the slave, disbelief in her voice.

"Oh God, yes," said Carolyn. "Stop playing with yourself and shove that thing in me. Now!"

“Yes, mistress,” said Chardonnay. Carolyn relaxed her grip on her servant as Chardonnay turned around and fulfilled her mistress's order. I watched with awe as my co-worker's pussy not only accepted but enveloped the full length of the black transsexual's log of lust. Chardonnay began thrusting her mighty cock into Carolyn's cunt-cave. I watched with both eagerness and growing fear. If she spray her jism into her mistress, I thought, then I won't get to taste it!

"Please!" I begged the lovers. "Save some of her cum for me!" I might as well have been pleading with a starving tigress who was intent on eating me. Carolyn and Chardonnay continued their furious fucking, oblivious to my wishes or even my existence. Chardonnay's fevered thrusts became a jackhammer-like pounding that made Carolyn's body shake like a leaf tossed about in a tempest.

The mistress tore at her slave's blouse, ripping away the silken fabric to reveal her breasts. Chardonnay screamed as Carolyn sunk her teeth into the slave’s right nipple, making blood flow down her exposed flesh. Still she pounded Carolyn with insane fury. The scene was so beautiful I could only lie there and let its splendor swallow me whole.

When the climactic moment came Chardonnay pumped every drop of her seed into Carolyn, leaving none for me to savor. I was left with a raging hard-on and no release whatsoever from the urges that were tearing me apart. I was where I had started that morning, except that now I had no mistress to guide me through life. I had nothing.

Chardonnay carried Carolyn to her throne and laid her beloved  across its expansive seat. The slave looked at me, then at her mistress, and said, "what should I do with this miserable, treacherous thing?"

Carolyn looked at me through weary eyes. "Inject it with the formula," she said. "As we discussed earlier."

"Wait," I said. "What kind of 'formula' are you talking about?"

Chardonnay walked to a bureau against the far wall and removed a hypodermic needle from one of its drawers. "Don't worry," she said. "It's painless."

"No!" I screamed. "No!" I ran to the door, pounding on it til my hands bled.

“Sissy Christine!” shouted Carolyn. “You have already disgraced yourself by defying your mistress! Must you continue to do so by defying me as well? Accept your fate with dignified submission!”

I whipped around to see Chardonnay about to plunge the hypo into my chest like a dagger. I shoved her backwards and moved to a corner of the room where a sturdy wooden chair rested against the wall. I picked it up and held it between me and the advancing slave. "Stay away from me, you sick bitch," I said, "or I'll beat your brains out." I heard Carolyn make a disgusted sigh as I uttered my defiance.

Chardonnay hovered in place for a moment before leaping at me with the speed and agility of a lioness. I swung the chair like a baseball bat. She ducked beneath it and thrust the hypo into my stomach, pressing the plunger as she did so. The drug paralyzed my nervous system instantly. I dropped the chair and fell to the floor. A sickening nausea poured through my body, making me want to vomit. But the drug suppressed my gag reflexes.

"Please," I wailed as the poison spread through my body. "I don't want to die."

The formula spread into my brain, corroding my consciousness and dragging me into oblivion. I put up one final, futile struggle before darkness overwhelmed me.

Chapter Four

I opened my eyes to find myself lying in what looked like a dungeon. The only light came from flickering torches mounted in the wall. I could turn my head but everything below my neck was still paralyzed. "Am I alive?" I asked out loud. "Or am I in hell?"

I heard a door creak open and footsteps come into the room. "It should be waking right about now," said a familiar voice. It was Carolyn's.

"Excellent!" said the person who came into the room with her. It was my wife and former mistress, Charlotte. She glared at me as I lay helpless on the cold stone floor. "Well, hello, dear husband," she said. "Fancy meeting you here." The sight of her standing in triumph over me robbed my power of speech, so that I could only stare at her in silent shock.

“Were you really thinking of blessing her with sexual reassignment surgery?” Carolyn asked Charlotte.


My wife shook her head. “Sadly, yes,” she said. “I was going to give her breasts and a pussy. She was so faithful to me until she began to get silly ideas in her brain.” 

“Don't feel bad,” said Carolyn, resting her hand on Charlotte's shoulder. “These slaves have no shame. They pretend to honor us while scheming behind our backs. Even Chardonnay was like that for a time before I crushed her spirit and reshaped her to my liking.” Carolyn smiled. “Now she's perfect.”

“Did you really think it would learn anything from your slave's example of utter devotion?” asked Charlotte.

“Not really,” said Carolyn, a trace of sadness in her tone. “But I thought it worth a try.”

“Give me another chance, Mistress Charlotte!” I cried out. “I won't ever be bad again!”

“Just shut up, Christine,” said my wife. “Haven't you caused enough harm with your lies?”

“Carolyn!” I said. “Please tell her I've changed! I learned from Chardonnay's devotion to you! From now on I will think only of my mistress, never myself!”

Carolyn ignored me. "The controls are ready" she said, pointing towards the ceiling. I looked up to see a bewildering array of gears, pulleys, and metal cables. The sight of the apparatus's glistening steel filled me with horror. I tried to move my body, only to find that it refused to obey my mind.

Chardonnay entered the room and bowed to the two women. "Please pardon the interruption, mistresses," she said. "The guests have arrived."

"See to their comfort," said Carolyn to the slave. "Bring them down here in a few minutes once we've got the puppet ready for the show."

"Yes, Mistress Carolyn," said Chardonnay, bowing once more before leaving the room.

"Ready to attach the object to the strings?" Carolyn asked Charlotte.

"More than ready," said my wife as she bent over and grasped one of my wrists. Carolyn                             grabbed the other arm and together the women hoisted me in the air. "What are you going to do to me?" I begged them. They paid me no attention.

"The puppet is lighter than I expected," said Charlotte.

"Yes," said Carolyn with a chuckle. "We have kept it on ice for the last few days. It hasn't eaten during that time."

Charlotte snorted. "What a shame," she said with a sneer. "How long will it take for it to regain control of its limbs after the performance?"

"Just a few hours," said Carolyn. "It's new owner can take it home tonight."

The phrase "new owner" made me panic. "Please, mistresses!" I blubbered. "Tell me what's going on!" Their only response was silence as they inserted my wrists in leather shackles attached to overhead cables. They did the same to my ankles. I felt a frigid draft against my balls and realized for the first time that I was nude.

When they were finished I hung suspended in the air. The women took a step back from me and examined their handiwork.

"You know," said Carolyn. "Calling this a 'puppet show' is grammatically incorrect. “A doll suspended from strings is, technically, a marionette."

Charlotte shrugged her shoulders. "Puppet, marionette, what's the difference?" she said. "At least in this condition the object will provide some amusement. That's more than it ever did when it was my slave."

At this point I was screaming with hysteria.

"My," said Carolyn, "it does make an annoying noise. Do you think we should gag it?"

Charlotte thought for a second, then said, "no. Let it whine and moan during the show. I enjoy hearing it suffer."

Carolyn nodded. "Whatever you want," she said. "You're the one who had to endure its bumbling and disloyalty."

"Tell me," Charlotte said. "Did you enjoy toying with it at the office? Setting it up and watching it fall?"

"Very much," said Carolyn with a smile. "It actually thought that being a tattletale made it manly." She shook her head. "So pathetic Yet so predictable."

The sound of footsteps coming down the stairs interrupted the woman's conversation. I looked up to see Chardonnay re-enter the dungeon, followed by Nicole and Mister Bradley. "Sir!" I cried out. "Thank heavens you're here! You've got to get help! They want to turn men into their slaves!"

The company owner clasped his hands together in front of him and looked me up and down with an admiring gaze. "You gals didn't lie," he said. "This is really marvelous work."

"Glad you think so, Mister Bradley!" said Carolyn. "How's that new employee working out?"

"Fine," said Bradley. "She was doing the job faster and better than Bob within a few minutes."

"Was that surprising?" asked Carolyn.

"Not at all," said Bradley with a laugh. "Bob really was a moron. A trained monkey could outperform him."

"Mister Bradley!" I said. "I worked faithfully for you for years! Please help me!" I might as well have been talking to a brick wall. He disregarded me and turned to Nicole, who was standing behind him. "After this show is over," he said, "why don't we go back to my suite for an all-night fuck-fest?"

“Nothing I'd rather do, baby, said Nicole, giving Bradley a long, passionate kiss. Carolyn and Charlotte watched the two of them make out, oddly satisfied smiles on their faces.

"Oh God," I said. Mister Bradley! "They're going to turn you into a feminized slave just like me! Nicole must be in on the plan!” I might as well have kept silent. Bradley would never catch on until it was too late.

I heard a another set of footsteps approaching. This set was slow and very, very heavy. A waddling, obese figure appeared in the doorway  Its face was swallowed almost entirely by huge mounds of fat that engulfed its features. Is hair was unkempt and greasy. Puss-tinged pimples covered its cheeks. Its mammoth belly overflowed its pizza uniform shirt and hung well past its belt line. It's him, I thought. It's the pizza guy that fucked me that night! The name tag over his sagging left breast said HOMER.

"Welcome!" said Chardonnay to the new arrival. "Did you enjoy the pepperoni flavored snacks?"

He stared at her with a blank look on his face for several seconds, as if his brain was struggling to process her question. "Duhhh, I guess," he said at last, in a voice that was as thick as his waist and as slow as dripping molasses. He looked at me. "Is this my new slave?"

"It will be soon," said Carolyn. "Right after the show."

Homer walked up to me. His rancid breath made me want to puke. "You remember me, right?" he said. "I fucked you that night. Now you're gonna be my bitch. I done inherited the house when mom died. I'll keep you in the basement. There is a cot down there and a toilet. You better be good or I'll make you cry real bad."

"Remember the deal," said Charlotte to Homer. "You only get to keep it till it earns enough redemption points. Then it becomes my property again."

"Duhhh, okay," said Homer. "It be a long time before this dumb slut does that. I have it long time first."

"Why don't you have a seat?" Said Chardonnay to Homer, leading him to the folding chairs that were arranged in two rows overlooking me. "I'll bring you some more snacks to munch on during the puppet show." Homer nodded and sat down, his gargantuan ass spreading out across two of the seats at once.

I saw Charlotte playing with a remote control box. "I think I've got it now," she said. She pressed a button and my right arm raised. She pressed it again and it lowered. As she pressed the other buttons my limbs moved up and down. When she turned a lever I moved backwards and forwards, right and left.

I heard a ding sound as Carolyn tapped a wine glass with a silver spoon. "Let's all have a seat, shall we?" she said. "Christine will now entertain us with a wonderful puppet show." The guests laughed and threw bits of food at me as my limbs moved up and down under my wife's control.

As I hovered there helplessly, I realized that I had always been a puppet for my wife and other women to play with, even when I thought I was breaking free of their control. I didn't lose the battle for my manhood, it was lost from the very beginning. I was simply too stupid to realize it.

Epilogue

The taste of Homer's cum was almost unbearable. But I choked it down and forced myself to smile. "Thank you for blessing me with your seed, master," I said. "I am a lucky slave indeed."

"Whatever, bitch," he said as he maneuvered his mammoth bulk off the sofa and got to his feet.  “Clean up down here,” he said. “I'm going to the comic book shop. I get back and beat you if you don't do good."

"Of course, master," I said as I stayed on my knee and bowed my head low. His words stung like a swarm of bees. But I absorbed their cruel impact anyway, not daring to show defiance. "Please feel free to discipline me as you wish. I am nothing but a sissy slave."

Homer had just began his long, lumbering climb up the stairs to the ground floor of his house when he stopped. "Oh," he said, "oh, yeah." He walked over to the chalkboard against the far wall, took a piece of chalk in his hands, and scribbled a number on the board. "You get two points today for making me cum. You got twelve points since I got you last month. You get fifty thousand more and you go back to wife." He looked back at me. "Till then," he said, "you're mine. Got it?"

"Yes, master," I said, despair making me weep.

Homer went upstairs. As he did, I realized I shouldn't feel bad about my fate. After all, I had betrayed my mistress. I deserved my punishment in full. If one day I was lucky enough to redeem myself I would never again forget my place.

THE END
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