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Book Description for Hot Sauce Sissy: A Femdom Story of Strap-on Torment & Bisexual Cuckold Forced Femme Denial by Kylie Cooper:

 

Ever since Lisa's boyfriend Mike moved in, she's kept her sissy husband Eric (aka "Erica") denied, submissive, strap-on trained and compliant. She even makes him sleep in a cage by the bed, while she and Mike "entertain" each other all night, every night. But when Lisa discovers her sissy husband touching himself in his sleep, she decides it's time to enforce her chastity mandate -- by waking "Erica" up for a hot, hard, deep and very painful bout of strap-on training. She even spices it up with a nice big dose of hot sauce as lube!

Enlisting Mike to help keep their sissy subdued for the punishment, Lisa sets out to teach Erica a lesson. But when Mike's mammoth manhood gets rock-hard, she realizes that her boyfriend might have something more than merely punishment in mind for her submissive sissy husband!

Hot Sauce Sissy is an explicit 6,700-word erotic story intended only for an adult audience. It includes bisexual domination, forced feminization, chastity, strap-on humiliation, anal torture, erotic humiliation, bisexuality and other forms of sexual variation. Do not sample, buy or read it if you might find such themes offensive.




Hot Sauce Sissy by Kylie Cooper

 

After her boyfriend Mike moved in, Lisa took pleasure in denying her husband Eric the privilege of watching them fuck.

But the problem was that it wasn't a very large apartment, and they'd invested in that sexy little cage for Eric to sleep in. She could hardly make him sleep in the hallway, could she? And they didn't have a garage. What should she do?

Lisa finally settled on the ingenious solution of making Eric sleep through it, whether he liked it or not.

What Lisa did was to start giving Eric two capsules of her powerful prescription sleep aid, Somnicare, before putting him to bed in his bedroom cage. One capsule was the usual dose; two was guaranteed to knock Eric out like a light. With her "friendly" relationship with Dr. Cross, Lisa didn't need to worry about running out; the dirty old doctor was always happy to write her another prescription for whatever she needed.

Using Somnicare was really quite ingenious. Lisa still got the pleasurable intimacy of having her husband there while she fucked her hot boyfriend, Mike, but she didn't have to worry about Eric losing sleep. It aroused her to watch Eric slumber away, snoring softly and drooling on a filthy pillow she'd fucked on earlier -- she always made sure his pillows smelled like her. He would snore away, locked securely in the arms of sleep, dominated by Morpheus. It turned Lisa on more than anything to have her husband oblivious to the scene he'd always so desperately loved to watch: her getting fucked.

It was torture for Eric to try to resist sleep. Consequently, it was heaven for Lisa.

Best of all, her well-rested hubby was able to do his chores in the morning like a good boy. She, on the other hand, got the pleasure of betraying her husband, while keeping him in an exquisite form of denial, over and above the cage she kept locked on his dick.

It also pleased Lisa that Eric passed out and snoring, she and Mike could make all the noise they wanted. And they sure as hell did! Mike gave it to Lisa so good that he made the whole house shudder with the slamming of the headboard into the wall. More importantly, Lisa was no longer shy the way she'd been when it was just her and Eric. She let it all out. She howled like a banshee and kept up a stream of filthy talk -- often about Eric, and how pathetic a lover he was. Over the year she'd been his absolute Mistress, Lisa had gotten so attuned to her husband's deep insecurities that it aroused her intensely to verbally abuse him even if he slept through it.

And the verbal abuse did make it even harder for Eric to get to sleep. By now, he was used to his cage; it was cramped, yes, but he'd learned to find it cozy enough. He'd learned how to curl up just right to keep himself from waking up cramped. He slept in relative comfort. But even so, if Eric hadn't been drugged each night, he never would have been able to sleep through the racket his wife and her boyfriend always made on the bed!

Eric had lots of chores to do around the house before he put on boy-clothes and went off to work, leaving Lisa and Mike to enjoy the luxurious house while Eric brought home the bacon. Lisa simply couldn't have her little worker bee wake up groggy, the way he'd often done after she'd first started having boyfriends over for all-night fuck-sessions.

That's why Lisa saw fit to dose Eric. The new drug, called Somnicare, was powerful enough to virtually guarantee Eric couldn't stay awake, no matter how eagerly the little perv tried to prop his eyes open so he could watch his wife get fucked. He still liked it, so help him, despite the fact that he'd seen plenty of it by now. Mike and Lisa fucked six or eight times a day, shamelessly letting Eric watch most of the time. But Eric still loved to take in the sight of his gorgeous blonde wife spread out under Mike's muscular bulk as he rutted into her. It never got old.

Somnicare was guaranteed not to produce tolerance in the user, so Lisa didn't have to up the dose to keep Eric passing out despite desperate struggles to stay awake and watch. Lisa even felt safe enough to start taking a break from sex to get up and reach into her husband's cage, unlocking and removing his cock cage. Eventually, she even started taking his cage off before she put him to bed, which was more of a turn-on than ever. Lisa loved to see her husband's little cock get hard as a rock while he watched her get fucked.  She had to watch like a hawk for the first twenty minutes or so, to make sure he didn't try to sneak in a jerk. But that kind of turned Lisa on, anyway. She loved having the intimate time with Eric while Mike kissed her neck or went down on her or played with her boobs, going easy for the first little bit so that Lisa wasn't distracted from the task of watching Eric.

She and Mike would just play more casually at first, which only made Eric's distress more acute; it tortured him not to get to see the good stuff. Lisa loved the obvious distress on her cuckold husband's face as he tried to stay awake at least until the moment when Mike's enormous cock parted Lisa's cunt-lips and stretched her open. He loved seeing the expression of rapturous pleasure on Lisa's face as she felt a real man's cock inside her. He always had.

But he couldn’t stay awake. Somnicare was simply too powerful. His eyelids would droop, even as Lisa would laugh at him. Mike would tease his cockhead up and down Lisa's slit, letting Mike watch that but obeying Lisa's plea: "Not yet, baby. Not yet. He's almost asleep. Let the bitch fall asleep first...then you can put it in me. Then you can fuck me."

Sometimes, Lisa couldn’t bear to wait; she would be the one who caved, begging Mike to put it inside her. Then, Eric got what he wanted, briefly; he'd see his wife's mouth opening wide in an "O" of explosive pleasure, while Mike drove his cock into her. But he never lasted long before that; by the time Lisa really started moaning, Eric would always be snoring.

Lisa even developed an elaborate game.

The rule was this: Eric could stay awake to watch a whole fuck-session --meaning until Mike came at least once, usually inside of her -- she'd open the cage and let Eric eat her out, no matter what time it was. If he ate her out like a good little sissy -- not shying away from the cum-filled hole that he'd worshipped so eagerly since before they were married -- then Lisa would let Eric jerk off his sad little cock.

This was quite an incentive. Eric had been in chastity for a year. Lisa had locked Eric's dick up on their fifth anniversary, and for most of the time since she'd only let it out of its cage for monthly or bi-monthly handjobs --always performed while her cock was strapped on and shoved deep inside of him. Eric knew damned well that every "release" he begged for would only be doled out at Lisa's pleasure; when it amused her to give him one, it would be coupled with a brutally painful reaming. But in the two months since Mike had moved in, Lisa had discovered she couldn’t be bothered to give her husband an orgasm. Eric hadn't been jerked off since Mike had moved in.

Unlike Eric, Mike had stamina; he went the distance every night, fucking Lisa for an hour or more before he finally spent his seed inside her. It didn't seem like much to ask for Eric to keep his eyes open long enough to see that...and get his much-needed release. Every night, the sleepy Eric tried to tell himself that if he just stayed away, Mike would have to reach his limit --only after Lisa had climaxed multiple times, of course. Unlike Eric, that's how Mike did things. That's why Mike was in bed with Eric's wife, while Eric had long, blonde hair now, wore makeup and slept naked in a cage.

Even so, such a balance of power could not last forever. Even drugged, Eric was being freed from his cock cage for a few hours every night. No matter how eagerly she and Mike were going at it, Lisa always watched him until she heard him snore and knew that he was fast asleep -- thus guaranteeing he wouldn't try to sneak a jerk.

But even in sleep, the night came when Eric's body rebelled against the torturous swelling of his increasingly blue balls. As they filled with cum, his sleeping body began to seek its own release.

Lisa caught him one night, on a Wednesday, just after 3 a.m. when she got up to pee after letting Mike fuck her doggy style for a third time that night. She was dripping Mike's seed, drawing deep of the smell of Mike's manly odor smeared all over her body. As she rounded the end of the bed and caught sight of her husband, tucked into the natural face-down, ass-up sleeping position she'd cultivated in him -- he looked prettiest that way --she realized that one of her husband's hands was wrapped around his cock. Eric was jerking off.

Lisa gasped. She laughed. She said, "Mike, come look at this."

Mike, somewhat groggy himself after the exhausting fuck he'd just given Lisa, got out of bed and came over to where Lisa pointed and giggled at her husband's little strokes. His cock almost disappeared into his hand as he stroked, but she could just see the tip poking over the top of his hand. His pumping motions didn't have the urgency of a waking man trying to reach his completion; he was far too lackadaisical and casual about it, stroking himself with a slow, uneven caress, as if he were merely exploring. What's more, Eric was still softly snoring, his lightly-painted face turned to the side with his red lips parted as he drooled on his pillow. Lisa knew that it was the pillow they'd fucked on earlier that night; when Mike fucked her in positions that required her to elevate her hips or her ass, she always made sure to use a pillow she would later give to Eric to sleep on, so he could smell her -- and Mike, since he usually came in her -- all night long while he slept his drug-deep sleep.

Eric's face looked positively beatific. He didn't wear a full makeup load, of course -- just a little eyeliner and plenty of lipstick. Lisa liked him that way, even while he was sleeping.

"She's jerking off," growled Mike with amusement. "The little faggot is jerking off. Did you give her permission?"

"Of course not!" laughed Lisa. "Without me inside him? No chance. He's asleep."

"Seriously?" asked Mike. "Those pills really do a number on him, huh?" He cupped his hand and shouted: "Hey, sissy! I'm fucking your wife! Wanna watch?"

Mike remained fast asleep. Lisa giggled. She got a wicked, wicked look on her face.

She said: "Now that you mention it...she is overdue for a squirt. But I've got to punish her for touching that sad little thing of hers without permission!"

Mike shrugged. "She's asleep, baby. She couldn't help it. You're the one who unlocked her."

Lisa laughed, appalled. "Bite your tongue, darling! If there's one thing you need to know about the marital cuckold relationship, it's that nothing's my fault. It's always hers."

Mike chuckled. "Convenient. So how are you going to punish her?"

Lisa was already going for her toy drawer.

"She knows the rules," said Lisa. "She has my dick in her ass when she cums. She only cums with my dick up her butt. But I can't just give it to her normally, you know. She likes that."

Mike chuckled, his face twisted in a sadistic grin. He went over to Lisa, who was rummaging through her toy drawer. He put his arms around her, his hands on her tits. He bent down and began to kiss her lovingly on the neck.

"Oh yeah?" he asked. "She sure makes a racket, for someone who likes it."

Lisa giggled with savage excitement. She took out her harness and her largest dildo: "Mister Gigantic." It was the cock she used when Eric was very naughty.

"Erica just doesn't know that she likes it," purred Lisa as she fitted Mister Gigantic into the harness and bent over, stepping into it. "She always cums, though, doesn't she?"

Mike laughed. "Like you give her a chance?"

"Point taken," said Lisa. "But I've got to do something special for her." She glanced over at her sleeping sissy, who was still listlessly stroking her hard cock. "Something that'll really wake her up."

She leaned in and whispered something nasty in Mike's ear.

Mike's eyes widened.

"No shit?" he said. "You really think she deserves that?"

Lisa laughed softly.

"You surprise me, baby. Usually you're the mean one."

Mike shrugged. "This is more than just mean...it's cruel." Despite his protests, his handsome face showed a gleeful smile on his face. He obviously liked the idea. His hand curved around Lisa's strap-on cock. He jacked her off roughly; the motion pressed the base of the dildo up against Lisa's clit. She gasped in pleasure and put her arms around Mike.

"Please?" she asked. "Please go get the hot sauce?" She whimpered softly as Mike worked the base of the dildo against her crotch. "The one we got on vacation in New Mexico. The really hot one." She groped after an elusive thought, distracted by the pressure against her clit. "What's it called again?"

"Santa Fe Scream?" Mike gaped. "You're fuckin' serious?"

Lisa smiled like the cat who ate the canary. She was pleased with her sadistic imagination. What's more, her bare breasts and face were flushed with excitement. She was quite obviously getting aroused all over again, despite her numerous recent orgasms and the slippery feeling of Mike's essence feeling warm and erotic inside her.

"That's the one," she said. "What does the label say? Guaranteed to make a grown man cry."

"Damn," said Mike. "That'll wake her up all right. You're one cruel bitch, Lisa."

Lisa pouted.

"I can't help it," she said, caressing her cock obscenely as she looked at her sissy husband's shaved butt and the back of his legs. "She made me that way. She begged for it."

#

While Mike went to the pantry to retrieve the Santa Fe Scream hot sauce, Lisa took out an egg-shaped vibrator with a small box that served as a wired remote. She slipped the egg into a special pouch in her harness, fitting it cautiously into the space between the base of her cock and the swollen nub of her clit. That way, each thrust she gave Eric would press the vibrator firmly against her and provide her pleasure, almost as if she really were fucking him.

Despite the fact that Eric was obviously very deeply asleep, Lisa didn't turn on the vibrator yet. No reason to risk it.

While Lisa waited for Mike, she gingerly opened the rear panel of Eric's cage, then folded the top up and secured its latch on the wall hook to make sure it would stay open no matter how vigorous Eric's struggles became.

Lisa grabbed a pump bottle of lube -- though she wasn't quite sure she would use it. She eased herself gingerly down to her knees behind her caged husband. She loved the feeling of the tight cage around her; it reminded her how securely she kept her sissy husband in check.

Lisa reached under her masturbating husband and gently pulled his hand away from his crotch. Eric barely resisted, his snores varying only slightly. His butt, though, responded instinctively, raising slightly. It was almost like he knew what was coming. Almost like he was lifting his butt for her cock.

But he didn't know what was coming. Lisa thought gleefully about what a bitch she was. Back in the old days, before she'd met Mike, hadn't Eric begged her to be just this cruel to him -- even crueler? Would he have begged for treatment like this, now that he knew how enthusiastically Lisa could give it to him? Would he have shied away from her, now that he knew how completely she intended to possess him, how exquisitely she intended to make him suffer?

Lisa didn't care. "Erica" was her plaything; it pleased her to torment her husband. Erica's holes were hers to fuck as she saw fit. She'd let the little sissy go too long without a good reaming. It was time. And with the help of some Santa Fe Scream, she'd make this fuck a memorable one. She wagered it would make quite an impression. Maybe it would even imprint her subconscious mind. Maybe even a sleeping Erica would know better than to jerk off without permission.

Lisa couldn't hold off any longer. She switched on the vibrator, first to high-power -- and then to low as she realized that she would quickly get off if she kept it up high like that. She poured out a drizzle of thin, slippery lube, first onto her husband's crack and then onto her cock. As she worked the slippery stuff up and down her sleeping husbands crack and over his hole, Eric's hips inclined just a little more, presenting his asshole for her cock like he wanted it bad. Lisa laughed, feeling evil.

The cock was so big she had to squirt three more loads of lube onto it to get it covered. She stroked her dick up and down, getting it nice and wet. As she did, she watched her sleeping husband's hand gradually migrate toward his crotch again. The intractable little sissy was going to stroke her clit some more! Lisa felt vaguely scandalized. More importantly, she felt even more confident that this was the lesson "Erica" needed to learn on this particular night, on a Tuesday at almost 3:30 a.m.

Mike came back in the room, holding a bottle of Santa Fe Scream. "You're sure?" he growled as he handed Lisa the bottle.

"Oh, I'm sure. Just watch me," she chirped musically.

"I intend to," he said, caressing her from behind. "From up close."

"Uh-uh," said Lisa mischievously. "From that side. I need you to hold her hands. She keeps trying to touch herself. Make sure she doesn't."

"Your wish is my command," said Mike, with a hint of bitterness.

He went around to the front of Eric's caged, reached through the bars and took hold of the sissy's wrists. With Lisa's help, he gingerly folded Eric's arms back and crossed his wrists in the small of his back. Lisa and Mike held Eric's wrists there, together, while the sissy shifted in his sleep and snored into his pillow. Mike could smell the rising aroma of Lisa's pussy from the filthy pillowcase.

Lisa snapped on a glove from the handy dispenser she kept by her husband's cage. Then she upended the bottle of Santa Fe Scream and smeared it over her cock. She caressed her strap-on dick with her gloved hand until it glistened with hot sauce.

Then she eased her cockhead up to her husband's crack. She pressed the bulbous, mushroom-shaped head to his entrance and wasted no time in pushing it home.

Santa Fe Scream was a "slow-burn," according to the shop clerk at the souvenir store they'd visited. It took several seconds, sometimes even up to a minute, for its nearly unbearable heat to reach its full intensity. Lisa used this time to thrust her cock into her husband, waking him up with stretching pain in his ass. It may have seemed unfamiliar at first, but "Erica" was quite used to it. Lisa insisted on strap-on fucking her sissy husband each time she granted him a "release," but that's not the only time she fucked "Erica." For the first eight months of their cuckold relationship, she'd fucked Eric almost nightly. Eric's strap-on training had been an important part of his transition into "Erica." The sissy's ass was very well trained, even for cocks as large as the twelve-inch gargantuan model that Lisa was forcing into his back channel.

Since Mike had moved in, Lisa had slacked off with her sissy's butt-training. She'd had Mike's cock on her mind most of the time, rather than her own. Tonight, she intended to make up for lost time.

Eric came awake with a sudden shock. His bright blue, mascara-rimmed eyes, opened wide and brightened with surprise and unexpected pain. He was groggy as hell, still; his eyes were bloodshot. As Lisa drove her cock deeper into him, Eric's full, kissable, fuckable, red-painted sissy lips popped open into a silent "O" of shock and dismay. As the pain in his violated asshole grew with the deepening of his wife's hard thrust and the building of the hot sauce's fire, his silent "O" of dismay became a highly voluble one. Over the course of another deep drawback-and-thrust from Lisa, his cry varied from a soft, girly "uhhhh!" to a howl of agony. Eric struggled, trying to pull his wrists from their tightly-pinned position in the small of his back. He found himself helpless. Disoriented from sleep and pinned securely in an intensely vulnerable, face-down, ass-up position, Eric could do almost nothing to protect himself. His wife's strong legs pinned his knees wide open, giving her optimal access to the hole between his shaved butt-cheeks. Her boyfriend's powerful hand held his wrists together in the small of his back, holding him down with his face in the makeup-stained and pussy-wet pillow. The one thing Eric could do to protect himself was to tighten his butt, which was very much an act of instinct. Doing so put more of his sensitive tissues in contact with the searing heat of the Santa Fe Scream, which had mixed up quite effectively with the lube so gain maximum dispersal inside him. Every thrust Lisa gave him made the pain grow still more. Eric squealed and struggled, still half-asleep and all but unaware of what was really happening. Hot sauce ran down his butt crack, leaking out of his butthole and searing the sensitive tissues of his taint. It dribbled over his full, swollen balls, turning them from denial-blue to a flushed, hot, agonized pink in moments.

Lisa laughed. "I think she likes it! Don't you, slave? Don't you like my hot cock inside you?"

"What's happen--Mistress, I--uhhhhh!" Eric found himself incapable of forming words; all he could do was wail in pain as his stretched, punished butthole clenched instinctively, trying to repel the sizzling intruder. He gasped and heaved in pain; Lisa began to moan in pleasure, herself, putting muscle into every thrust and leaning hard against her helpless husband's upthrust ass to drive her flaming cock deeper and harder into him.

Lisa was seized by a wicked thought. She reached down under her husband with her gloved hand -- which was still covered in Santa Fe Scream. She gripped his cock and began to jerk him off urgently, making sure her sauce-smeared thumb made aggressive contact with Eric's urethra. Eric's cock was still rock-hard, his pained balls still swollen, substantially overfilled with cum. The pressure of her hot-sauce-smeared thumb on his pisshole drove the sizzling substance down into his sensitive urethra and caused a fresh kind of pain to assault him, even as the sauce she'd just smeared over his shaft made his skin burn with a slightly duller but still nearly intolerable pain.

Feeling her husband's little cock jerking and pulsing underneath her, Lisa was more aroused than ever. She made sure to get plenty of sauce smeared all over Eric's cock and balls, rubbing her thumb firmly against his pisshole again and again to ensure it got its proper dose. Then she drew back and pulled off the rubber glove with her teeth. She got one single drop on her lips, and felt the burn building slowly at first, then more rapidly. Damn, that stuff really was hot! She really, really was a hell of a bitch?

Lisa thought this with pleasure, laughing and smiling to herself as she tossed the spent glove out of the way and found the switch on her vibrator's control box. She'd clipped the box onto her harness for easy access, but Eric was bucking so hard that she still had to fumble to find it. When she finally reached it, she switched the vibe to medium, her eyes rolling back as new sensations assaulted her. She moaned wildly and took hold of her husband's hips, thrusting with an almost involuntary force, not so much slamming her cock into him as grinding her own clit and pussy up against the powerful vibrator deep in her harness. She was acutely aware that this translated to deeper, harder and more painful thrusts up in "Erica's" ass, and the sound of the sissy's distress turned Lisa on still more intensely. The timber of Erica's howls grew higher and girlier with the onslaught of pain, as the "slow-build" of the Santa Fe Scream reached its greatest intensity inside Erica's ass, followed a few moments later by a similar intensity to the hot sauce rubbed into Erica's peehole. The sissy howled and gasped, grunting with every thrust, as Lisa leaned hard against her and shivered all over.

Lisa reached her first orgasm. It came on quickly, fueled by the sound of her sissy husband's pain and the pleasure of one particular sight that met her eyes as she stared across her sissy's smooth, bowed back.

It was Mike's huge cock. It stood straight, hard, fully erect. Mike was grinning savagely as he held Erica's wrists in the small of her back. It turned Lisa on to see Mike getting hard as he helped her abuse her sissy husband. It reminded her what the pleasurable end-goal of all this was: not just to have a sissy-slave husband and a boyfriend, but to have a sissy-slave husband and a boyfriend who fucked her.

Erica's face was shoved into the pillow, just inches from Mike's jutting cock. Lisa's mouth watered to look at it...but she didn't want to suck it.

When Mike looked up at Lisa, she caught his eye with a  mischievous smile. She tucked her tongue into her cheek and mimicked a blowjob, giving the international sign of the cocksucker. Lisa blew Mike a kiss. Then she looked at his cock and dropped her eyes down to her sissy's tangled mass of blonde hair. She formed her lisp into a circle and bobbed her head. She nodded emphatically and winked at Mike.

Mike looked shocked, then annoyed. Lisa could tell he didn't mind the idea, though. And why would he? Skinny and shaved as she was, with her hair getting longer and bleached blonde, made up with a heavy load of lipstick and eyeliner and mascara, Erica looked more like a girl than a boy. Hadn't that been the goal from the start? Hadn't that been the fun part of all those sick perverted stories Lisa had found on her husband's hard drive? Hadn't she rubbed off to that part of each secret story, back when Eric had only jerked off secretly to those stories and claimed that his fantasies of sharing her with another man had nothing to do with the strap-on submission and all of that stuff?

Lisa mouthed "Please?" to Mike. She pouted and gave him a pleading look. Then she mouthed: "I'll suck your dick!" That should have gotten a laugh. Like there was any time when she wouldn't suck Mike's dick? It was a glorious dick, and it only seemed right that it should be Erica's first, while she suffered in anal and genital agony that would only get worse. At least the humiliation of having to suck her boyfriend's dick -- while it still smelled and tasted of her, no less! -- would lighten the mental load of the physical pain Erica was suffering, wouldn't it?

To Lisa's surprise, Mike didn't balk. He moved quickly, whether inspired by Lisa's plea and her playful promise or not, she would never know. All Lisa knew is that seeing her big, manly boyfriend reach down and grab her sissy husband's long blonde hair was enough to make her clit throb and her pussy get wet and juicy all over again. Her own mouth popped open wide in a look of amazement as she saw Mike pulling Eric's hair and guiding the sissy's face into his crotch. It shocked her a little that Mike had gone for it so easily -- but then again, wasn't Mike the one who popped a big boner while he helped her manhandle her husband?

It shocked Lisa far less that Eric didn't resist. He'd always been such a little cocksucker inside. She'd suspected it before she'd met Mike, even. Once she had seen how "Erica" looked at Mike longingly, enviously, Lisa had started to figure out what her husband really always wanted. Eric might have started out being jealous of Mike for being allowed to fuck Lisa while he had to kneel and watch. But by the time Eric was deep into becoming Erica, it was Lisa he had grown most jealous of. Thoroughly subjugated, Erica didn't just want to watch Mike fuck her wife. She wanted to suck Mike's dick.

And Erica got her chance, now, when Mike shoved his dick in her face. The sissy opened wide and planted her lips around the hard shaft, gliding up and down. Lisa had trained Eric's mouth and throat for many months. In the old days, before Mike, every ass-fuck had been preceded by a "blowjob" as she made Eric suck her strap-on cock. It had been a critical part of turning Eric into Erica...and now it bore fruit.

As if trying to distract herself from the pain in her pepper-scalded ass, cock and balls, Erica threw herself with eager abandon into the task of servicing Mike's huge dick. She opened wide and swallowed without being told to. It was as if the two months Lisa had been slacking off with the strap-on fucks had been more agony for Eric-slash-Erica than the many more months since he'd last been allowed to put his dick inside his wife. In fact, as Erica gagged herself on Mike's cock, she even pumped herself onto Lisa's strap-on with  growing eagerness. The pain of the Santa Fe Scream now seemed irrelevant to the sissy, compared with her urgency to get done from both ends.

Impaled on two giant cocks, veritably spitted, Erica easily swallowed Mike's dick, arching her back as she pumped her face onto it in thrust after thrust. It glided easily down her throat with each stroke, while Mike held her wrists in place in the small of her back. The sight of her sissy gulping down dick was so deeply erotic to Lisa that she felt a wave of mounting pleasure. She thrust herself onto Erica's body, perching herself on the sissy's smooth-shaved butt and ramming her dick as far as it would go inside Erica's asshole. Lisa grabbed onto the sides of Erica's cage, desperately trying to steadying herself as the sissy bucked in response to the deep, painful thrust. Lisa's intent was not to keep her thrusts stable; it was to make sure the weight of her body served to push the vibrator up against her. Nestled deep in Lisa's harness, the vibrator rubbed rhythmically against Lisa's clit as her spit-roasted, ass-tortured sissy husband bucked and shuddered in pain.

Lisa reached down and turned up the vibrator to full power.

The increased power of the vibrations on her clit drove her quickly to the brink of another strong orgasm. But it was something else that drove her over the edge.

What made Lisa cum, so hard she screamed, was the sight of Mike releasing her husband's tightly-clutched wrists -- and what "Erica" did with them.

The little sissy didn't try to struggle or push Mike away. On the contrary; she reached around and took hold of Mike's cock, desperately pumping and squeezing as if she simply couldn’t wait to get a hot mouthload of the dominant man's cum.

That was too much for Lisa. Her eyes rolled back in her head. She screamed at the top of her lungs as her body undulated under her most powerful orgasm of the night. She came so hard she saw stars.

When Lisa's vision finally cleared, she felt tears flowing down her cheeks-- almost as if in sympathy for Erica.

Mike had taken hold of Erica's long blonde hair. He'd forced the sissy's head back, tipping her pretty face into a position where Mike could look in her eyes as he wrapped his big hand around her small one. Lisa watched as her sissy's painted fingernails worked up and down in a quick rhythm, guided by Mike's hand around them. A moment later, Mike threw his own head back and groaned as his cock began spurting a hot load of cum all over Erica's face. The sissy looked up and moaned in what sounded like pleasure as Mike blasted out what appeared to be a full load of jizz. He'd already cum inside Lisa so many times that night! How the hell had Erica got him to blow such a big load all over her face?

Lisa didn't care. She watched in pleasure-dulled comfort as her boyfriend pulled her sissy husband's long blonde hair, forcing her to milk out stream after stream of jizz onto her face. Some of it shot into Erica's mouth. Most of it ended up glazing her cheeks, running down her chin and soaking her blonde hair.

When Mike released her, Erica slumped forward, now on her hands and knees with her ass thrust up. The distraction of Mike's cock having been taken away, Erica now began to whimper in pain; slowly, the whimpering built to a groan, then a howl. Heavy tears, black with mascara, ran down the sissy's pretty, rouged cheeks.

She and Mike made eye contact.

Mike grinned. "Damn. Your sissy gives a hell of a blowjob!"

"Doesn't she?" purred Lisa. She remained thrust deep inside her, the sauce-slathered strap-on embedded in Erica's ass. "I'm very, very proud of her."

A shiver went through Erica's skinny, shaved body as the pain in her ass, cock and balls again assaulted her. She looked over her shoulder, turning her eyes toward Lisa. Lisa loved seeing the sissy's sleepy, bloodshot eyes through the curtain of pain and the mop of long blonde hair.

She said: "In fact, sissy, I'm so proud of you that I'll let you cum. You have ten seconds to jerk off, sissy. Ten seconds, starting now. One--come on, sissy, did you hear me? Jerk your clit. Squirt for your Mistress, or else. Do it fast. Two..."

Eric knew this ritual. It was a rare enough one, since Lisa usually jerked him off when she felt like letting him cum. But the few iterations of forced masturbation -- on an absurdly short timeframe -- had imprinted indelibly on the sissy husband's brain. The quick response required only reminded Eric why his wife had cuckolded and sissified him -- besides the fact that it made his little dick hard, that is. Lisa often took pleasure in reminding him that his quick-on-the-trigger orgasms -- "premature" was the clinical word -- were unlikely to satisfy any woman. That's why, Lisa said, she'd known he'd be happier as a girl.

Knowing this turned Eric on, despite or perhaps because of the humiliation.

Upon hearing Lisa's command, Eric didn't hesitate. Even the intense pain still assaulting his cock couldn't dissuade him from jerking it. Permission was precious.

Eric reached down and grabbed his "clit," pumping it urgently as Lisa counted down. She got to "four" before the increased contact with the hot pepper sauce began to affect Eric. His tight, desperate grip on his cock had smeared the remaining sauce around, putting more of it in contact with his sensitive flesh. The sissy howled in pain, but never stopped pumping his cock.

At "eight," Eric cried out with orgasmic release. It wasn't exactly a cry of pleasure; Lisa figured that, what with the hot pepper sauce having burned Erica's poor little peehole, it was as painful as an orgasm could be. That only made her feel hotter and wetter as she drew her cock out of her sissy husband's bucking body, making Eric gasp in shock and pain as the mammoth silicone dickhead stretched his entrance at the moment of his most intense pleasure. The pressure made the hot sauce assault him anew, and fresh waves of pain assaulted Eric's smooth, skinny naked body.

After the sissy blasted his load all over the floor of his cage, Lisa let out a long sigh of exhaustion. On any other night, Lisa would have made him lick it up -- but she was too tired. She wanted to get back in bed and cuddle. And this time, she didn't just want to cuddle with Mike.

Lisa said: "Isn't she a good little girl? Sucking cock and squirting on command?"

"Yeah," grunted Mike, sweating. "Good girl."

"Please, can we let her sleep in the bed tonight?" Lisa asked.

Mike looked shocked at first. But when Erica looked up at him eagerly, hungry for approval, Mike's dubious expression turned to a grunt and a shrug.

He seemed to like the way Erica's smooth-shaved butt wiggled back and forth as she tried to assimilate the intense pain in her twin holes -- asshole and peehole. Or maybe he just liked the way her face looked plastered with his cum.

"Of course," said Lisa. "We'll take precautions..." Lisa pulled out tow rubber gloves and put them on. Then she retrieved the chastity tube from the place she'd hung it next to the cage.

She reached down with her gloved hands and shoved her sissy's spent cock back into the chastity tube.

Erica whimpered and wiggled in pain as the padlock clicked shut.

When she was locked in, Erica's face tipped up toward Mike again, as if his cock promised the only change for a reprieve from the hot pain burning in the sissy's ass and urethra. The only distraction. But Mike was exhausted, too.

Lisa retrieved a pair of leggings from her dresser. She held them out to her sissy husband and said:

"Here, sissy. Put these on so you don't get sauce on the sheets."

Erica whimpered in pain, accepting the leggings with her one clean hand.  She opened her mouth as if to beg for something, but Lisa cut her off.

Lisa said: "Don't you dare beg for a shower, sissy. There's nothing you can do to wash that pepper off or out of you. It's oil based. You'll just have to suffer. It should be better in a couple of hours. Maybe just in time for work."

Erica moaned in pain. Her eyes rolled back as she struggled into the leggings.

Mike and Lisa climbed into bed. Meekly, Erica joined them. She found herself sandwiched between them, getting more attention from Mike than ever before. While Lisa and Mike made out, Mike's big hands roved over the sissy husband's upper body, playing with his nipples, caressing his cummy face and pulling at his hair. And when Mike's huge cock began to stiffen yet again, Erica did what came naturally.

Feeling more feminine than ever, Erica eagerly distracted herself from the slow burn inside her.

After all, wasn't that what big cocks were for?
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