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Book Description for Handjob from Hell: A Femdom Story of Extreme Sissy Denial by Kylie Cooper

 

Go get your wife, sissy. Mistress Michonne has a video lesson for her. Mistress Michonne is going to teach your wife how to give you the most painful handjobs EVER. She's going to show her what should happen when horny little sissy cuckold chastity sluts like you can't stop begging and whining for orgasms. She's going to teach your wife how to end all this whining about your blue balls and how bad you need a little relief. She'll going to teach her how to give you a truly agonizing "release," a true "unhappy ending," so that you'll think twice about ever asking for a handjob again.

Now, if that sounds hot to you, then you're one hell of a pervert. What's more, you may be tempted by Mistress Michonne's beautiful blonde hair, shiny fetish clothing, the succulent way she sucks on her cigarette. In fact, you may be tempted to watch this video yourself, because you're such a horny piggy slut Maybe you'll even be tempted to touch yourself while you do, fantasizing that beautiful Mistress Michonne is the one jacking you off. But if you do that, it will be very, very naughty. And then, sissy, there will be consequences...horrible consequences...

Handjob from Hell is an explicit 4,500-word erotic story intended only for an adult audience. It includes female domination, forced feminization, sissy submission, cock-and-ball torture, ballbusting, smoking fetishism, erotic humiliation, tease-and-denial, male chastity, and implied cuckolding, infidelity, and bisexuality, as well as other forms of sexual variation. Do not sample, buy or read it if you might find such themes offensive.




"Handjob from Hell" first appeared in Handjobs that Hurt. Deception Press, 2014. Copyright © 2014 by the author. Used by permission of the author. All rights reserved.




Handjob from Hell by Kylie Cooper

 

The video opens with the logo and name of the production company: "Agony Enterprises." Its tagline follows: "Providing Painwhore Entertainment and Femdom Instruction since 2013."

There's no introductory footage after that -- just the title:

HANDJOBS FROM HELL

 

How to Give Them

 

How to Make the Bitch Thank You for Them

 

Instructor: Mistress Michonne

The image quickly fades into a close up shot of a beautiful woman in a skintight PVC top that shows off an ample pair of tits. It zips down the front; the zipper's half open, displaying her cleavage. She's blonde, this woman, with finely-tuned features: a small button nose with a septum ring dangling from it, silver and exotic; full lips plumped by makeup and possibly surgery, painted cocksucker red; bright, eyes painted heavy with mascara that radiate sadism; high cheekbones and a cascade of messy blonde hair flying everywhere, forming tendrils that scatter across her shoulders, her neck, her upper arms. She's smoking; more tendrils coil about her as she places the butt of her cigarette between her red lips and purses them. She draws deep and blows smoke at the camera. She regard you for a time, letting the coils of smoke from her cigarette form intricate patterns around her in the air.

At the bottom of the screen is your instructor's name, in bold letters:

MISTRESS MICHONNE

LIFESTYLE DOMINANT

A viewer inclined to make snarky comments might wonder how much of a "lifestyle" Mistress Michonne has had a chance to live, since she can't be much older than twenty-three or twenty-four, maybe twenty-five. But one thing's for sure; the ferocity of her gaze makes it clear that she's not taking your shit.

The close-up shot gradually draws back, widens.

"That's it, back up. Back up, slave. Back away from me. Keep your fucking distance before I punch you in the balls."

From somewhere there's a murmured, "Yes Mistress."

Seated on a stool, Mistress Michonne comes more fully into frame. She's wearing shorts, tight ones, of PVC and laced up the sides. Her shapely legs are on display down to the top of her shiny, high, PVC boots. Those are lace-ups, too, big and heavy ones, not the high-heeled types that some Dommes wear. The resulting look is not that of some here-to-please sex kitten, but of a punk-rock tomboy, possibly dangerous.

Her words bear this out. "Further! Sit down, slave, shut up and listen. This isn't for you, slave. This is for your Mistress, whoever she is. You will stop watching now, or you'll be in big fucking trouble. Stop watching now or I'll punch you in the balls. Stop watching now, and give this video to your Mistress, so she can learn how to give you a proper handjob. Is that understood? Good. Now get."

Mistress Michonne takes a relaxed breath and pretends to wait for whatever slave pays to download this to stop watching and give the video to his Mistress. She's nowhere near naïve enough to believe anyone actually does that, but she appreciates the fiction. It allows her to be truly brutal to the cameraman's junk, and this leads her male worshippers to believe she's teaching other women to do the same. Maybe that's why every painwhore and pigslave in town knows she's the hottest thing going in Femdom entertainment. In any event, she's what you deserve. That's why you want her.

Mistress Machine's face is perky. She says brightly: "Hello, there, fellow man-haters. Thank you for letting your pathetic jerkoff-slave buy you my video. I hope you'll find it quite useful in giving him just what he needs. Now, by now I do hope you've stopped fucking your slave, no matter how badly he begs and pleads, no matter how much he cries like a little bitch. Maybe you've locked him in chastity; I hope if you haven't yet taken that step, you'll instruct your slave to buy you my video Locking It Away: Why to Do It and How to Make It Fun For You. Maybe you're fucking other guys-- I sure hope so -- or maybe you're just doing strap-on sex, and maybe that's enough for you. Or maybe -- and I'm sure that plenty of you out there are thinking about this -- maybe you've found yourself a hot girlfriend, and maybe you both want to abuse that sick, pathetic husband or boyfriend of yours. I mean...just because your disgusting worm of a husband or boyfriend or sissy or slave or boss or professor or whatever turned you into a lesbian -- that doesn't mean you can't still find it hot, fun, and sexy to abuse male genitalia. They're made for it. So-called male, I should say, because I do hope if you find this video useful, you'll instruct your slave to purchase my later series, Sissifying Him: Why, How and When. The answer that last question is now, but we'll get to that."

Mistress Michonne puts her cigarette between her red lips. She stands up and comes toward the camera, which shakes a bit. Mistress Michonne leaves an ominous trail of smoke behind her.

She says sharply: "Bambi, give me the camera." She seizes it from him; the scene pitches and yaws and twirls until the screen is filled by the image of a naked man, shaved from head to toe, wearing black panties, a black garter belt, black fishnet stockings and black high heels. The panties bulge in an improbable way. They're almost see-through. Beneath the thin front can be discerned the telltale outline of a chastity tube.

The sissy's face is not visible. She's wearing a black leather hood, with an integrated slave collar padlocked at the neck. Where her mouth should be, there's a bright silver ring partially embedded into the hood, with an integral strap. It's cinched tight. The sissy has no mouth at all -- just a fuckhole. That's how Mistress Michonne likes her.

From the top of the black leather hood juts a great mass of blonde hair. Bambi's eyes, complete with their heavy load of makeup and false eyelashes, are visible through the wide-open eyeholes. Mistress Michonne works the camera down the lean, skinny male body, feminized (thus far) only by shaving and slimming down and being placed in lingerie.

"This is Bambi, one of my sissy slaves," says Mistress Michonne, off-camera, as the sissy stands awkwardly on display. "Show them your butt, Bambi." Bambi obeys, spinning and bending over at Mistress Machine's command. "Bambi thought she could be my boyfriend, because she has a relatively large cock. By the time she realized how wrong she was, I already her worshipping me and wearing panties every day. As you can see, she's in chastity--pull down your panties, Bambi--" The sissy does so, lowering her see-through black panties to mid-thigh and placing a sizeable clear-plastic chastity tube on display. The padlock dangles at the center, between her legs, up in the thigh-gap Mistress Michonne has built with a brutal regime of forced exercise. "I've got the key--" the camera spins around again, pointing directly at Mistress Machine's ample cleavage. The key dangles on the silver chain around her neck, along with five other keys.

"Here, Bambi," Mistress Michonne says. "Take the camera. Point it down there. I'm going to abuse you to teach these hot bitches a few things. Keep it in focus, Bambi, or there'll be hell to pay."

The camera drops down to Bambi's long legs. She sits on a cushy black sofa.

Mistress Michonne reaches over and grabs her pack of smokes from the side table. The brand name is hidden by a white shroud of paper. Mistress Michonne drops to her knees in front of her sissy. She shakes out a cigarette and takes it between her red lips. Bambi's lace-gloved hand can be seen just in-frame, holding a pink butane lighter. Mistress Michonne fixes the camera and her slave with a vicious stare. The lighter springs to life in Bambi's hand. Mistress Michonne leans forward and touches the tip of her cig to the flame. She inhales. The cherry glows to life. She never takes her eyes off of you, the viewer, her eyes fired with contempt as she sucks down the smoke.

"Let's see your fucking disgusting little sissy thing, Bambi."

Her cigarette in her mouth, Mistress Michonne pulls the sissy's panties down her smooth white legs. They come off over the black high heels.

"Spread your legs, Bambi," Mistress Michonne says. Bambi obeys. Her thighs are smooth and pale. The camera stays focused "down there" as Mistress Michonne bends forward and fits Bambi's key into the chastity tube.

The tube comes away and Mistress Michonne places it out of frame. She starts stroking and rubbing Bambi's cock and balls, a beatific smile on her face.

"Now, get ready to listen, wives, girlfriends, Mistresses." Mistress Michonne takes her cigarette out of her mouth. "For this first lesson, we're going to use just our hands...and maybe my cigarette, if you're really lucky." She laughs at the tremble of the camera that signifies Bambi's fear. She lowers her cig to Bambi's balls. The whole frame trembles as Mistress Michonne draws the hot cherry of her cigarette down and then up the equator of Bambi's swollen nuts. The sissy squirms. Mistress Michonne continues up the sissy's shaft, skipping over it like a stone skipping on smooth water. It makes Bambi squirm. Mistress Michonne takes a moment to burn the sensitive underside of her sissy's dick in a series of gentle kisses. Then she snubs out the cigarette on Bambi's smooth-shaved balls. The slave howls and the camera tips as she wriggles in agony.

"Bambi!" hisses Mistress Michonne. "Look at me. Bambi. Did I tell you that you could feel pain?" The camera sways back and forth; Bambi's saying "no." "Then I want you to sit still and watch me. That wasn't the handjob. That wasn't the lesson. That was just fun, you little cunt. These women have pigslaves who paid me to educate them. If you can't sit still while you suffer, I'll get another sissy who can. Understood?"

The frame bobs up and down -- Bambi nods.

Mistress Michonne holds the snubbed-out sig up to the camera.

"Eat this," she says.

Bambi's lace-gloved hand enters the frame, trembling. She reluctantly takes the butt from her Mistress's hand. It disappears off frame.

"That's it, Bambi," says Mistress Michonne. Just open wide. Put it on your tongue. Like you're accepting the Eucharist, schoolgirl. That's it. Just put it on your tongue, and....oh, yes. That tastes good, doesn't it?" Back and forth. "It does, Bambi, you just don't know it yet. We'll have to work on that. Some future lesson." Mistress Michonne laughs. "Anyway, where were we? Oh, yes. This is just lesson one, so you're going to use your hands, mostly. But you will need a glove. Get me one, Bambi." The camera only sways slightly as Bambi hands Mistress Michonne a rubber glove. She snaps it on easily. "And some lube, Bambi." Mistress Michonne holds her hand out; the camera tips as Bambi seizes the lube and struggles to keep Mistress Machine's hand on-frame as she drizzles it from a bottle into her cupped hand. The label has been blacked out with electrical tape.

Mistress Michonne returns her attention to Bambi's genitals. Bambi's big dick is growing. Her balls are enormous. They're swollen and blue. Mistress Michonne begins kneading them with her rubber-gloved right hand, her left hand stroking the sissy's big shaft gently up and down, slicking it up with lube.

"Now," she says, "First, one thing. You'll see that I’m down on my knees. Is that a submissive position, Bambi?" The camera shakes back and forth. Mistress Michonne isn't satisfied. She repeats with more force: "Am I in a submissive position, Bambi?" and the sissy's "shaking-head" camera movie is punctuated with a violent yank to her overfull balls and a savage raking of her big shaft with Mistress Machine's painted black fingernails. Bambi lets out a squeal of agony so loud it makes the onboard microphone pop.

Mistress Michonne smiles with pleasure.

"That's more like it, Bambi. What you students need to know is that kneeling is fine, as long as your little pet knows who's in charge. Do you know who's in charge, Bambi?" Again, the squeeze and the yank to the balls, the digging of fingernails into the shaft. Bambi's squeal is deafening this time.

Mistress Michonne laughs happily.

"Now, I'm assuming you've already started to use your husband's ass regularly. If not, I recommend my video Strap-On Training: How to Provide It, How to Overcome His Resistance to It. Whether or not you take pleasure in using your slave's asshole, I'm going to show you some moves that will guarantee that every handjob is one he remembers. And one he'll beg never to repeat. Now, this first time, we won't use equipment...but don't worry, Bambi. It's coming. That day is coming. I've got lots of fun toys for your big dick here. But right now, we're using our hands...."

Mistress Michonne runs through a dozen raking motions, a twisting motion, and shoves two and then three fingers up Bambi's ass. Bambi holds onto the camera, pointing it with increasing unsteadiness as the fury of Mistress Machine's assault continues. Soon she is drawing back and punching the sissy's overfilled balls. Squeals erupt from behind the camera. The microphone pops out again and again.

"Hold the camera, sissy. Drop it and I'll make you pay for it. Every last cent." She delivers a punch to the balls that makes Bambi squeal louder than ever before. She returns her hand to her asshole and forces in four fingers, pulling Bambi's ass forward and forcing her legs up over her shoulders so that the viewer can see. With four fingers in her ass, Bambi can't hold the camera steady at all. The frame shakes with each hard punch, each deep gouge Mistress Michonne digs into Bambi's shaft. When Mistress Michonne first inserts her left thumbnail -- not into her sissy's asshole, but into her pisshole, Bambi drops everything."

Mistress Michonne deftly captures the camera; she points it at Bambi with one hand while, with her other -- the gloved had still wet with ass-lube-- she slaps her across the face and then shoves three shiny fingers past the ring-gag. Bambi gags. Mistress Michonne howls from off-camera: "Are you going to hold it steady, bitch? Are you going to be good so these women can learn?"

Desperately, Bambi nods. She gags on the taste of her ass. Mistress Michonne gives her back the camera and the frame zeroes in on Bambi's big cock.

Once Bambi's junk is properly in frame, Mistress Michonne really lays into it.

She digs her nails deep into the shaft. She jacks Bambi off as she swats at the head, making the sissy squeal and the camera shake. "Open your legs, Bambi!" Mistress Michonne has to scream when her sissy's reflexes take over in response to the pain. Bambi manages to obey, but her pathetic whimpering can be heard over the onboard microphone. Mistress Michonne does not reward Bambi for obeying her, and she doesn't ease up on her sissy's junk. She stops jacking Bambi off, balls up her fist and punches the sissy's balls, hard.

A squeal erupts from Bambi's hidden face.  Mistress Michonne laughs.

"What's the matter, sissy? I thought you'd been begging for a handjob. Am I not remembering right? It's going to get worse from here, Bambi, but it's worth it, 'cause you need a handjob so bad! What's the matter, don't you want one?"

The camera sways deliriously back and forth, an approximation of Bambi shaking her head.

"If you don't want one, you can go back into your cage, bitch. Do you want that?"

This time, the camera simply tips. Bambi's head sways, and so does the camera. Bambi whines noncommittally. Mistress Michonne stares right into the camera and says:

"That's what I thought, bitch. Brace yourself. And you ladies at home...pay attention. This is very important. You'll need to learn how to do this to your man, or you'll never truly feminize and dominate him."

Mistress Michonne punches her sissy's denial-swollen balls.

Again, the sissy's long, smooth, stockinged legs try to close. Mistress Michonne doesn't chastise Bambi verbally this time. Instead, she just pins her legs open with her elbows, then punches the sissy's balls again. When the legs butterfly closed once more, Mistress Michonne gets up on one booted foot so she can ram her knee into Bambi's thighs and hold the slave's legs wide open. Her fist rises and falls, viciously pummeling Bambi's swollen balls. Wails of agony can be heard over the microphone, as the camera pirouettes and shudders in response to the building pain.

"That's a good girl," Mistress Michonne purrs, gradually lightening up on the punches and returning to the painful jacking as she rakes Bambi's shaft up and down with her fingernails. She uses both hands, hawking and spitting to increase the slipperiness, lubing Bambi up with her spit. Bambi's cock shudders and drools with the increase in pleasure. Mistress Michonne rubs the heel of her hand against Bambi's glans, and sissy-moans can be heard just off camera. The frame has straightened and steadied, now focused in tight on Michonne's pretty face.

"Is that good, sissy?"

The camera sways up and down as Bambi nods.

Mistress Michonne says tenderly, "Good."

Then she balls up her fist again and delivers a hard punch to Bambi's nuts. Immediately after, she seizes her sissy's balls and caresses them gently.

"Oh, I’m sorry, sissy, I didn't mean to actually ruin them...yet. They're giving me too much fun. If you're not always crawling around behind me begging to lick my ass if I just let you jack off, what will I do with my time? Do you think you can still cum, sweetie? I know you want to. Can you?"

Bambi nods.

"Good. Because if you don't, you'll be sorry. I sure hope they're not too damaged to squirt, Bambi. You don't want to find out what happens if they are, do you?"

Bambi shakes her head wildly.

"Good. Then get ready to spill it for Mistress." Michonne turns her attention to the camera again, as if she's remembering that she's supposed to be teaching a "class."

She says: "Now, those of you watching...when you want her to cum, be extra careful. Or him, or whatever you decide your pathetic worm-slave is allowed to call itself. Anyway, careful is the keyword here. You don't want to waste all your efforts by letting your disgusting thing feel pleasure, do you? You're going to need to induce a 'ruined orgasm,' which we've already covered in my series on chastity...but I'll briefly review it here."

Mistress Michonne continues: "There are many ways to do it, but I’m going to show you my favorites. There are two main ways I really like to ruin a handjob. First, there's excruciating pain applied just at the moment of orgasm--" She punches Bambi in the balls again to demonstrate. There are more squeals.

"That works well, but it's not my real favorite. The one I really like is this. It's as simple as can be. It takes some getting used to, but pretty soon you can do it without working up a sweat. Mistress Michonne looks into the camera and laughs. "And I have worked up a sweat. This is simpler. Ready to cum, baby?"

The camera bobs up and down as Bambi nods.

Mistress Michonne's hands work up and down on Bambi's shaft as she seduces the camera with her eyes and her full, kissable lips.

She says: "Get ready, baby. You're going to feel it. You're going to feel all the pleasure you've been craving. All the satisfaction I've been denying you." Her manner completely transforms; she seems suddenly innocent, young, carelessly seductive. "It's going to feel so good to cum, isn't it, darling?" Bambi nods again. Mistress Michonne keeps jacking Bambi off, looking up at the camera and at her sissy.

"Come on, baby. Just let it happen. I love you, sissy. I really do love you. I want you to feel good. I want you to feel pleasure."

The camera gives a telltale shudder as Bambi reaches the point of no return. But Mistress Michonne is one step ahead of her -- and an instant before the sissy can cum, she takes a viciously tight hold of the sissy's spit-covered shaft -- and jams her thumb roughly into the sissy's pisshole.

The shriek that erupts from Bambi's mouth is epic. So is the laughter that blasts from Mistress Michonne's pretty face. The camera doesn't just shudder; it pivots and swings. It better be shock-proof. It hits the sofa and rolls from the back to the seat, spinning sickeningly. The frame shimmies and shakes as the camera dangles on the precipice at the edge of the sofa; Bambi can be seen, pinned tight and spread beneath Mistress Michonne's powerful body. The Mistress's thumb is fully inserted in the sissy's tight pisshole. The sissy's fingers dig into the sofa. Howls of pain are coming out of her.

The camera spins again. Now it really better be shock-proof. It ends up pointed at Mistress Michonne's shiny boots, with nothing else visible in frame. In the distance, Bambi's groans of agony can be heard for a minute, then two, while the camera just points at Mistress Michonne's boots.

Then, "Go get my strap-on, bitch. It's time for your ass-reaming. Get me the big one. You know which one. And don't you dare lube it. This time you take it like the Goddess meant all sissy cunts to take really big dicks...bareback. Who cares if it hurts, sissy? You're only here to suffer for me. Git!"

Bambi's feet can be seen scurrying past the frame. Mistress Michonne tips the camera onto its end, pointing it up at her. She bends over. She looks into it from close, her blonde hair hanging out everywhere like Medusa's snakes. The result is a bit of a fish-eye effect.

"I said she would pay for this camera if she dropped it. Didn't I?" She laughs. "And she will. That's the funny part, pigslaves. She already has. She pays for everything. That's how it works around here, fuckers."

Mistress Michonne picks the camera up. She points it at herself. She smiles and fluffs her hair for the camera. She puckers. She duck-faces. She blows it a kiss.

She sits on the sofa. She gets her cigarettes from the side table. One-handed, she gets out a cigarette and lights it. The package is shrouded in a white wrapper to hide the brand name. Mistress Michonne doesn't need any cease-and-desist letters from pigslave lawyers.

She blows smoke at the camera.

"That's what my slaves get, and that's what you get. No cummies for you, bitches. Oh, did you think I'm really dumb enough to believe you would ever pass this video on to your wife or your girlfriend? You think I'm a dumb enough cunt to believe you would give this to your Mistress? You think I would ever going to trust you to give my videos to that cuckolding whore of a slutwife who fucks around on you all the time? No, painwhore cunts. I know you all too well. I know even you aren't that stupid. The only way your slut of a wife is going to find out what a sick pervert weirdo she has for a husband is when you walk in on her getting fucked by her big, black boyfriend. The day is coming, slave...you know it and I know it. Most importantly, she knows it -- whatever dumb slut was drunk enough or dumb enough or sexually naïve enough to actually marry your piece of shit ass. But don't you worry, painwhore. Your slut wife is cheating on you, definitely. We all do...every last one of us. We know what real cock is like, and I guarantee you, she's out there fucking around on you right now. Someday you'll 'accidentally' stumble on her getting fucked by her real lover, and then this pathetic masquerade will all be over. On that day, pigslave, you're going to finally get what you want...a big, black dick up your ass, like a good little faggot. Maybe then you'll be able to blow your load for real."

Mistress Michonne laughs. "Someday," she says. "But that day's not today, pigwhore. There's no pleasure for you yet, no cock in your ass, no hot cum blasting down your throat...because you're not worthy. You can't even give this video to your wife. You pathetic little fucker. You just sit there watching it yourself....and jerking your tiny little cock."

She puffs, blows more smoke. She says: "I know that's what you're doing, pigslave. Your wife knows it, too...she just doesn’t care, because she's too busy taking her boyfriend's dick. But you care, don't you. And I care. Because I’m paid to care about your tiny little dick. It's the only way any woman ever really would, pigslave...do you know that?"

Subtly, gently, the camera sways up and down -- almost too faintly to notice. It's almost like you are nodding.

Mistress Michonne sucks at her cigarette. She lets it escape, tendrils of grey coiling around her as she laughs at you.

She says: "Of course you're there, now, sitting there someplace you're supposed to be working or sleeping or whatever, and you're jacking your sad little wiener. Of course you are, because that's all you ever do. If you didn't cum yet, don't. Then, I'll have mercy. You can tuck your disgusting little cock back in your panties and zip up your pants and just go. Come back when you're ready to learn about how I can put my whole fist up your ass, whether you like it or not."

She laughs and blows smoke.

"But if you did cum already..." Her voice is rich with seduction, sharp with the hunger to chastise. She smiles and laughs. "Then things are about to get very, very interesting."

She blows more smoke. She says: "Slave, if you shot your weak, watery load on your hand already, then you need to go to my sales page right now and purchase my video number three-five-seven, Unauthorized O's: What to do when your little bitch has them."

Mistress Michonne cackles savagely, bordering on the hysterical.

"Then give it to your Mistress," she says with a wink, "and tell her you were very bad."

Mistress Michonne makes love to the camera with an innocent pout, close-in at the lens, like she's going to kiss it. It's a sign of mock credulity.

She blows smoke at the camera, turns it toward the plain white industrial wall beside her.

As the screen fades to black, Bambi's high-heeled footsteps can be heard coming nearer.

Your fingers trembling on your mouse, you click through to the sales page.
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