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I earned rare praise from my wife this weekend – not for taking out the garbage or plunging the toilet but for staying quiet while her boyfriend pissed on me. After he drenched my face and body with his golden shower, my spouse made love to him while I watched.  When he had fucked her for the fifth time I thanked him for giving her what I could never provide: the experience of being with a real man.  The whole day was one of the most fulfilling of my life.

As you can tell, I’m pretty pathetic.  I have been an ultra-submissive crossdresser all my adult life, ever since losing my anal virginity to my college roommate.  After cumming inside of me, he beat my ass with his belt until I was reduced to tears.  Then I sucked his ample cock until he ejaculated in my mouth. We remain friends till this day.

I started wearing women’s clothes at the insistence of my first serious girlfriend, an abusive and controlling woman named Dominique.  She is now my wife; we have enjoyed 10 years of wedded bliss.  She is the ideal partner for a pseudo-man like me.

My wife is a business executive who has never wanted a family.  She works 60-70 hours a week and travels much of the year.  Sometimes she calls me from her hotel room to tell me about the men she just slept with.  I enjoy knowing that her sexual needs are fulfilled.  

As for me, I clean the house, cook her meals, and occasionally service a gay male client of hers.  I dress as a woman 24/7 and have not had an orgasm in five years.  My organ is pretty useless anyway.  Female hormone shots, along with vicious cock and ball torture, long ago destroyed my ability to have an erection.  

I would tell you my name, but Dominique says I no longer have one.  She refers to me as “that thing” or “that tool.”

Once a month or so, when my wife is home for a weekend, I dress in my maid outfit and she sends me to her friend’s homes for housecleaning duties.  In between locations she blindfolds me.  I lay face down in her van with a dildo in my ass.  The local cops know all about the situation. Sometimes they peek in the van and laugh at me.

Dominique lets me have a small portion of the money she receives for my services, which I use to purchase diet foods and makeup.  She buys my clothes and other items; she selects them from a variety of ladies catalogs.

I am always under my spouse’s control, even when I sleep.  She tethers me to the wall of my tiny bedroom and plays feminization tapes all night long.  I dream of trying on girly things and of pleasing men.  Sometimes I wake to find that my sperm has leaked onto the mattress.  When this happens I try to clean up the mess as quickly as possible.  If Dominique sees it, then she beats my balls with coat hanger wire until her arm aches.

Recently my wife allowed me to have a playmate; a feminized husband who is owned by one of her best customers.  The two of us spent the afternoon shaving each other’s legs, applying makeup, and comparing outfits.  Unlike me, my playmate can still get hard.  So I sucked him off while his wife and Dominique watched.  They told me I was a good sissy for swallowing every drop of the other man’s cum. I blushed and curtsied in gratitude for their praise.

The hormones my wife injects into me have made my body smooth and soft. I shave it daily.  My boobs have grown to a firm B cup.  Dominique pays for a stylist to come to our home and do my hair; she keeps it ultra-blond and lets it grow about halfway down my back.  I look like one of those actresses you see in cheap horror flicks – a woman prized more for her empty head and big chest than for her inane talk.

A few days ago, Dominique told me that she wants to take my feminization to the next level.  She says that soon I will be drugged and shipped to a foreign country, where doctors will remove my shriveled genitals and give me breast implants.  They will give me collagen injections and other treatments as well, so I will have full, stripper-style lips and a thick bubble butt.  I will then be a fully transgendered woman.  I can’t wait for these changes to my body!

However, I fear that, once all traces of my so-called manhood are removed, she will sell me.  I know of an online bidding site where sissies are auctioned for use as domestic help and low-status prostitutes.  One Arab sheik reportedly have dozens of feminized former males in his harem.  The slaves give his “real” wives manicures, massages, and baths, and they are on call 24/7.  Every once in a great while the sheik uses one of his sissies for sex, though of course only he is permitted to orgasm, just like it should be.

I want to be ready for the degradation and abuse I will experience, should Dominique sell me.  So I have asked her and her lover to use me as a human toilet.  They have been happy to oblige.  After relieving themselves on me they pleasure each other.

Dominique has hired a professional hypnotist to meet with me twice-weekly.  The woman is reworking my brain so that I become more of a bimbo and a sissy.  I stumble around many days in a ditzy fog, thinking only of men and makeovers.  Sometimes I even forget to tend to my housekeeping duties.  When that happens, my wife hangs me from hooks in the ceiling and flogs me till I pass out.  I know that I deserve the punishment, but sometimes it takes weeks for my bruises to heal.

All in all, though, I am quite happy in my role as Dominique’s property.  I hope she will keep me for many years to come.  But, should she decide to sell me, I will be a good sissy for my next owner.  Who knows?  Maybe it will be you!
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