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A Slave’s Punishment:

A Story of Hard-Core Forced Feminization

by

Scarlett Redd





“Come Friday night,” said my wife Nicole as I was rubbing her ass cheeks on a Wednesday afternoon, “you’re going to suck my boss’s cock. Wear your pink lipstick.” 

I stopped the massage long enough to give her a shocked look. “Are – are you serious?” I said. “You want me to have sex with another man?” 

She gave me a deadpan look, then burst out laughing. “What do you mean

‘another’ man?” she said. “You’re no ‘man,’ my dear Samantha! I think we both know that!” 

I dropped my eyes and said, “yes, dear,” in the feminine voice she had taught me to use. “You’re right, of course.” 

She rolled over on her side and leaned on her elbow as she gave me a long, sad look; she was lying on the masseuse table I bought for her last Christmas.  “As far as ‘sex’ is concerned,” she said, “I’m afraid the only one who will be cumming that night is him – and me, of course, after I see his jism on your painted lips.” She sighed. “Nothing makes me hornier than disgracing you, sweet husband. It’s the only aphrodisiac I need.” 

“You’re right, dear,” I said, staring down at the manicured tips of my long, dainty fingers. “I’m a pathetic sissy.” 

She brushed her fingers against my right cheek. Her touch sent sparks of electricity through me. “Indeed you are, my sweet Samantha,” she said. 

“That’s why we’re so good together. I’m beautiful, sadistic, and dominant. 

You’re a submissive door mat.” She smiled. “We make the perfect pair.” She laughed as I nodded in agreement. 

“Now finish rubbing me down,” she said. “Then bring me a glass of Zinfandel. I’m going to lie naked on the sofa and sip wine while you do your

chores. If you’re good, then I might let you watch me masturbate. You would like that, wouldn’t you?” 

I felt my cock stir, its tender flesh pressing against the walls of my chastity device. “Yes, dear,” I said, the image of Nicole fondling her clit making me wild with desire. Sadly, my days of having erections were over forever; she had seen to that. Still, I could dream…


***

I met the woman who is now my wife three years ago on a BDSM dating site. 

I was 21 at the time, heir to $3 million left to me by my controlling mother. 

My father left my mom when I was five years old, after he caught me playing with her makeup. He was a self-made business tycoon, strong-willed and ruthless, and expected his only child to follow in his footsteps. That dream died when he caught me smearing her mascara on my face. “No way in Hell I’m raising a faggot,” he said. “I’m out of here.” 

My dad tried to cut mother and me off without a cent, but he badly underestimated the woman he had married. She found a ball-busting attorney who took him for every penny he had. He jumped off a skyscraper shortly afterwards. Mother collected $1 million from the life insurance after a judge declared the death an accident. Of course, everyone knew it was suicide. But my mom was gorgeous and the judge was a man. So, as usual, she came out on top. 

Mom always encouraged me to pursue my feminine side. She dressed in me in skirts, forbade me to watch sports, and sent me to a private school in Europe.  Most of the teachers were hard-core lesbians who hated me for being born male. One of the instructors, a tall, blond German woman, would spank me for the slightest infraction while my classmates watched. I drank in the abuse like nectar, relishing every moment of the humiliation they dealt out. It was sheer heaven! 

After graduating, I tried to date, but most women are interested in real men, not feminized wimps like me. In desperation I turned to the Internet, where I saw Nicole’s personal ad. She made her dominant nature quite clear in her description, which of course caught my eye. She included several photos of herself in lingerie, which cemented my interest. 

After several weeks of exchanging emails we met for dinner. We hit it off from the moment we laid eyes on each other. Later that night we went back to her house, where she cuffed me to the bed and tortured my balls with a cattle prod. It took a month for me to recover. During that time she got access to my credit cards and ran up over $100,000.00 buying clothes and shoes. I proposed to her as soon as I could walk again. 

We married soon afterwards in a Vegas chapel. The officiant was a massive, muscular Hispanic man who performed the ceremony bare-chested. Nicole invited him to our hotel room afterwards, where he fucked her brains out while I watched. Every so often he would look at me and say, “You’re the most pathetic excuse for a man I have ever seen” while Nicole laughed and begged him to keep pounding her. 

To this day it ranks as the most degrading experience of my life – and the most arousing. I can still picture his massive penis going in and out, in and out, while my pathetic micro-cock hung in the air, ignored and undesired. 

Shortly after the wedding, my wife changed my first name from Samuel to Samantha. I signed over my money and property to her. 

My wife controls every aspect of my life. I even have to ask her permission to go to the bathroom unless she’s away from home. She had a tracking device installed on my arm that alerts her if I ever try to leave the grounds of the estate, so I’m her prisoner as well as her slave. 

Despite her sizeable wealth, Nicole insists on having a job. She works in sales for a giant advertising company. Her boss is a flaming homosexual who has slept with more men than I can count. As for me, I’m straight, despite my feminine identity, which is why Nicole’s plans for Friday night gave me concern. Still, I know who the boss is in our home; it certainly isn’t me. 

Nicole stretched out across our oxblood sofa while I cleaned house. At 6’1” 

she’s quite tall for a woman, with broad shoulders, shapely breasts, and a narrow waist with rock-hard abs. She’s a platinum blond with an angelic complexion, full lips, baby blue eyes, and a pert little nose. As for me, I’m 5’6” in heels and quite frail. I have brown eyes. Nicole injects me with estrogen that keeps my skin smooth and soft. I have B cup breasts with rosy nipples that Nicole loves to twist. My hair is reddish-brown, shoulder length, and arranged in a modest style Nicole chose from a 1950s fashion magazine. 

My best feature is my legs, I think; they’re the only part of my body that has real curves. My wife requires me to wear either white or pink stockings with a garter belt, white or pink pumps, knee-length skirts, and blouses made of a silken material that rubs against my skin, keeping me horny all the time. I wear lacy strapless bras to give my small breasts some shape. 


***

“You’re a poor excuse for a man, my dear,” said Nicole as I cleaned house. 

“Yes, dear,” I said, again feeling my shriveled organ stir within its trap. 

She slid her right hand between her naked thighs and began fondling her sex. 

While I dusted the fireplace she moaned, her hips thrusting into the air rhythmically. 

“Oh…oh, god,” she said as she worked herself to climax, “I love humiliating you, dear husband.” She began writhing in ecstasy on the sofa as I finished my dusting and began sweeping the floor. “Just knowing I have such control over you…it’s sheer bliss. And it’s going to be even sweeter for me this Friday. Bob is going to turn you into his whimpering bitch while I watch.” 

Her speech took on a deep, throaty sound as she began breathing faster. 

“Yes, dear,” I said, stopping my work long enough to watch her pleasure herself. I studied her fingers as they massaged her bulging clit. I saw her vaginal lips turn moist. The air filled with a hot, musky aroma as waves of ecstasy coursed through her magnificent body. 

I wanted so badly to tear of my cock cage and play with myself. But I knew she would punish me mercilessly if I tried. So I stood there, aroused to the point of insanity yet unable to pleasure myself, as my wife fondled her cunt. 

She closed her eyes and arched her back as her climax approached. Then, just as she was about to come, her eyes snapped open and focused on me. “Get over here!” she ordered. “Eat me!” 

“Yes, Mistress!” I said, rushing to her and falling to my knees. I buried my face in between her legs as I licked and sucked her throbbing sex. I worked feverishly to bring her to orgasm. I loved the feel of her pussy hairs brushing on my lips, the silky smoothness of her inner thighs against my cheeks. She wrapped her legs around my back and drew me deeper into her, like a spider draping its prey in a deadly cocoon. 

I tried desperately to breathe. I wanted to gag, to pull my head away, and to inhale before I suffocated. But she had broken my will so completely that I remained right where I was, submitting to her control even at the risk of my own life. 

I heard her grunt, then moan, then scream as she came. She rubbed my face in her cunt. Her vaginal juices sprayed deep into my mouth and down my throat. I savored their sweet, musky taste as I continued to pleasure her. 

Then, with a powerful motion, she shoved me backwards. My head flew through the air and collided with the edge of the coffee table, sending white-hot shocks of pain through my skull. I saw stars as I coughed and wheezed and fought to fill my lungs with precious oxygen. While I was bent over on my hands and knees retching she reclined gracefully on the sofa, sighing in contentment like a queen being pampered by her slaves. 

“Thank you, my dear,” she said. “That was adequate.” She gave me a warm smile as she crossed her long, luscious legs. 

“I’m glad I was able to please you, Mistress,” I said, looking up at her as I regained the ability to speak. 

“So am I. You may finish your housekeeping now,” she said with a dismissive wave of her hand. “I’m going to take a nap. Wake me when dinner is ready.” 

“Yes, Mistress.” I said. “May I take a moment to clean myself up?” 

She studied my face for several seconds in silence, then smiled. “No,” she said. “I enjoy seeing your makeup smeared and your hair unkempt. You may not clean yourself up. However, I will punish you later for making such a mess of yourself. That’s horribly unfair of me, I know. But I don’t give a damn.” 

I dropped my head and meekly accepted her declaration. “Yes, Mistress,” I said. 

Her oh-so-perfect ass with its firm, round cups tormented me as she strutted out of the room. Long unfulfilled desires coursed through my body as I worshipped her with my eyes. “What an amazing woman,” I sighed. “I’m such a lucky sissy.” Then I turned my attention to the chores at hand. 

Later that night I stood beside her in my serving uniform while she enjoyed the filet mignon with sautéed mushrooms and green peppers I had prepared for her. She also had a small salad with spinach leaves and cherry tomatoes topped with homemade vinaigrette dressing, a piece of buttered bread, and a slice of homemade cherry covered cheesecake. She works out so much she can eat real food and stay trim. 

As for me, I stay thin from all the manual tasks I perform and from Nicole strictly controlling my diet. In fact, that’s what got me in trouble that night. 

After finishing her meal, Mistress leaned back in her chair and dabbed the corners of her mouth with a linen cloth. “Another adequate meal, my love,” 

she said. 

My face flushed red. “Thank you, Mistress!” I said, gushing with gratitude. 

“You’re welcome, Samantha,” she said. “I’m going out in a few minutes. 

Don’t wait up for me. I’m going out whoring with my girlfriends. I will probably end up spending the night in a strange man’s bed – hopefully a black man with a giant cock, unlike your wilted organ.” She stood to leave

“Have fun!” I said, my adoring eyes watching her as she left.  I am so very, very lucky,  I thought.  She’s the best wife anyone could have. 

The next day I Googled terms like “man sucking cock” to get an idea for what Mistress Nicole had in mind for me on Friday night. While I had never seriously looked at gay porn before, I found myself aroused by the images. In fact, I would have started masturbating to them were I not in permanent chastity. 

What really snagged my attention, though, was a link that described how gay men could sometimes cum from anal sex. I found myself pouring through the Internet looking for information on the topic.  Maybe this is a way I could orgasm,  I thought to myself,  without my wife finding out. 

Mistress had not yet returned from her whoring, so I took the opportunity to experiment on myself. I took a cucumber from the fridge, went to her bedroom, applied a generous dab of lube, and tried inserting it in my ass. 

At first my sphincter muscles rejected the giant vegetable. But, after several tries, I learned to relax and let it slide deep into me. The feeling was heavenly! I worked the object in and out of me, imagining it was a man’s

organ. I pictured both him and Mistress Nicole laughing at me and saying what a cock-hungry faggot I was. 

As I played with myself I felt a warm, pleasurable sensation begin in my rear and spread forward into my balls. The feeling made my cock tingle then poured down my legs and up into my nipples. Soon I was gyrating in time with the thrusts and saying things like, “yes, master; please fuck my sissy ass. 

I promise I will suck your giant cock and drink every drop of your delicious cum.” I imagined my wife watching her boss fucking me and cheering him on. I began to moan in ecstasy as the pleasant feeling became more intense. 

“I’m a pathetic sissy queer,” I said out loud, my heart pounding, my body covered in sweat. My cock fought against its restraint, trying to erect itself in defiance of my Mistress’s wishes. I was terrified of her walking in and catching me, but the sensation was too enjoyable to stop myself. “I’m a bad sissy,” I said in a frantic, gasping tone. “I’m a bad little faggot. Mistress will punish me.” 

The orgasm came on with such speed and power that I had no warning. It bolted from my ass and shot through my body. I screamed as each nerve lit up in ecstasy. Huge amounts of semen drooled out of my cock and onto the bed sheets. It was heaven! 

I was lying there breathless when I heard the front door open downstairs. 

“Samantha!” shouted Nicole. “I’m home! Get down here and rub my feet! 

Now!” 

I gazed with horror at the soiled sheets beneath me. Suddenly the cucumber felt like a cannon shell about to explode in my rectum. “Oh no!” I said. “I can’t let her catch me like this! Her wrath will be unbearable!” I squealed like the girl I am and hopped to my feet. The vegetable slid out of my ass and fell to the floor with a sickening THUMP. I looked down at it in horror; it was coated in a mixture of feces and lube, lying there as undeniable proof of my disobedience. I felt faint. 

“Samantha!” shouted Mistress Nicole. “What’s wrong with you? Don’t make me come up there and drag you down the stairs! I’ll make you regret it if I do!” 

I stumbled to the door and poked my head into the hallway. “Coming, dear,” 

I said. “I’m just tidying up here a bit.” 

“Well, hurry up!” she shouted. “Or you’ll be sorry!” 

I ripped the sheets off the bed and tossed them into a hamper of dirty laundry I meant to wash later that day. I checked the mattress for cum stains but didn’t see any. I lifted the cucumber gingerly with the tips of my fingers, carried it to a waste basket, and dropped it in. I removed the liner and tied the top together. I decided to carry it downstairs with me and deposit it in the large waste bin in the yard. With any luck, it would vanish for good. Then I hastily made up the bed. 

Mistress Nicole stood at the foot of the steps with a scowl on her face as I descended. “I was about to get my riding crop out, Samantha,” she said. 

“What took you so long?” 

“I was just straightening up your bedroom, dear,” I said. “I wanted it to be perfect for you when you returned.” She said nothing as I scampered past her and out the front door. I tossed the liner with my soiled dildo in the can and rushed back inside to service my wife. She was sitting on the sofa taking off her shoes when I reentered the house. 

“Get over here and start rubbing my feet!” she barked at me. “While you’re massaging them I will tell you about the man who drilled me last night. He was better in the sack than you could ever hope to be.” 

“Yes, dear,” I said, kneeling on the floor in front of her and taking her right foot in my hands. 

Mistress Nicole gradually became more pleasant as I gently yet firmly began rubbing her toes. After a few minutes she was laughing and telling me a story. “He was so big, Samantha!” she said in a dreamy voice. “I thought he might split me in two as he went down on me! And his body was amazing!” 

“Yes, Mistress Nicole,” I said as I continued the message. Without the pent-up frustration of unfulfilled longing, though, the story wasn’t as arousing as it might otherwise have been. 

My wife seemed to sense that something was different. “Are you hiding something from me, Samantha?” she said, arching her eyebrow suspiciously as she stared at me. 

I laughed daintily as I continued the foot rub. “Oh, my, no!” I said. “I would never do anything like that, dear.” 

She made a HMMPH sound and shook her head slowly. “You had better not be hiding anything, you little slut,” she said, her voice cold, her look menacing. “Or I’ll make you sorry you were ever born. One thing I won’t tolerate in this house is deception.” 

“Yes, dear,” I said, rubbing my butter-soft knuckles into the balls of her feet; that always pleased her. She made a contented sound and leaned back on the couch as I continued to pleasure her. 

“I’m a lucky woman,” she said, gazing up at the ceiling. “I’m rich, I’m beautiful, I get fucked by real men on a regular basis.” Then she looked at me, grinning. “And I have a pussy-whipped spouse who knows her place; right, my love?” she said. 

“Yes, dear,” I said, finding my arousal returning as she poured out the verbal humiliation. “I’m a worthless little feminized slut.” 

“Indeed you are, Samantha,” she said. “Indeed you are.” 

The day turned into evening as I went about my normal routine of tending to Mistress Nicole’s every need. She went on and on about how the man she had slept with the night before made her cum multiple times. I served her dinner, brought her a glass of wine afterwards, pleasured her with her a vibrator, then endured a severe spanking in silence. I ended up eating her to orgasm multiple times before she collapsed in a contented heap into the same bed where I had impaled myself hours before. 

I watched her for a few minutes as she slept, her face a picture of contentment. Then, taking care to be as silent as possible, I crept out of the room and to my tiny quarters. Even when she was out like a light she still terrified me. I undressed and slipped into my cot. I lay there in the darkness looking up at the ceiling, a relieved smile on my face. “I did it,” I whispered. 

“I actually managed to cum and got away with it.” 

As I lay there I imagined Mistress Nicole’s boss fucking me in the ass the next night, just like I had done with the cucumber earlier in the day. I thought about how his cock would feel as it reamed me like the sissy faggot slut I am. 

 It will feel so good,  I thought.  And I will orgasm just like I did today.  I felt my

micro-penis tingle as I pictured having that experience all over again. Then, with empty balls and a smile on my face, I drifted off to sleep. 

The next day I woke up earlier than usual. I wanted to make sure the house was extra clean and my wife’s breakfast was especially delicious. I was terrified she may come up with an excuse to prevent her boss from fucking me that night. She came downstairs about 10 AM. I greeted her with a big smile and a plate of French toast dripping in syrup and butter. She devoured the meal at the kitchen table while I washed the dishes. 

“What’s going on?” She asked as she finished up her meal. “Why do you seem happy?” 

I felt a cold shudder run down my back as she spoke.  Is she on to me?  I thought.  Does she know I’ve figured out how to cum?  I knew she would come up with some horrific punishment if she discovered my secret. But being able to orgasm was too tempting to resist, even if it required getting fucked in the ass. 

I steeled my nerves and turned to face her. “What do you mean?” I asked in as innocent a tone as I could muster. 

She shook her head slowly, her chin resting on her fist, her eyes narrowed in suspicion. “I don’t know,” she said. “But something is going on, of that I’m sure. You’re much too relaxed for everything to be okay.” 

I giggled. “I’m simply getting used to my slave duties, dear,” I said. “Serving you is my only happiness in life; you know that.” I smiled at her. 

I hoped my act would pacify her. But the dark clouds in her features remained. “Uh-huh,” she said, staring at me. I took her plate from the table and washed it, then set it on the drying rack. I felt her eyes on my back as I did so. 

“You know my boss is coming tonight, right?” she said. “He’s going to expect a blowjob and a nice, tight sissy ass to fuck. You’d better please him or I’ll make you regret the day you were born.” 

“Yes, dear,” I said, turning to face her but averting my gaze to the floor and folding my hands in front of me in my typical submissive pose. “I understand. I certainly hope I can please him.” 

She shook her head, then stood up. “You’d better, my dear,” she said. “You’d better.” She turned and left the kitchen. I couldn’t help but grin as she did so. 

 Yes!  I thought, congratulating myself on what I thought was a superb acting job.  I’m going to cum tonight! 

Mistress left for the gym a few minutes later. While she was gone I went on the Internet and watched videos of man-on-man sex. I read tips for giving a man head. I pictured my wife’s boss blessing me with a load of his hot sperm in my mouth and ass. Perhaps, if I was very lucky, he and I would cum at the same moment. The thought made my pathetic organ stir within its steel cage. 

Mistress returned from the gym a couple hours later and began directing me my preparations for our guests that evening. I made baked chicken, tossed salad, French bread, buttered potatoes, and apple pie with ice cream for dessert. I set the plates out for three people: my wife, her boss, and a person whom she referred to simply as a “man of mystery.” I assumed this would be one of her many lovers with whom she would have sex while I watched in utter humiliation. Unknown to her, however, my mind was focused on the prospect of orgasming for the second day in a row. 

With dinner in the oven and the decorations set out, Mistress began preparing me for the night’s activities. She made me shave my legs, arms, and chest. 

She rubbed oils and lotions into my skin to make me supple and smooth. She supervised me as I applied my makeup. Then she painted my fingernails, toes, and lips a deep crimson color. “I want you to look like the cock-hungry, empty-headed bimbo you are,” she said with a wicked smile. 

“Yes, dear,” I said, my mind racing with anticipation for the events to come. 

Once my body was ready, Mistress dressed me in thigh-high fishnets with frilly black garters, red pumps, a black leather miniskirt that came up to my ass crack, a red silk top with plunging neckline, and a lacy black bra. 

As a finishing touch, she had me lie face down on the sofa while she wrote the words CUM DUMPSTER just below my bra strap with a felt tip pen and an arrow pointing towards my ass. She chuckled as she did so. “Bob will love seeing this,” she said. “It will amuse him and degrade you, two worthy goals indeed.” 

“Yes, dear,” I said. “I hope he will enjoy using me.” 

“I’m sure he will, Samantha,” she said. “I’m sure he will.” 

Minutes later the front doorbell rang. I dashed to answer it, then gasped as I saw two gorgeous men enter our home. One was tall and thin, with blonde hair combed straight back, dark brown eyes, thin lips, and an angular nose and chin. He wore faded jeans, an open collar black shirt, a black blazer, and penny loafers. I recognized him as my wife’s boss from photos she had shown me. His name was Bob. 

The other man was slightly shorter, with wide, muscular arms and shoulders and a barrel chest. He wore a dark green polo shirt, jeans, and leather boots. 

He was black. I had never seen him before. 

“Welcome to our home,” I said to the pair, remembering to curtsy as I did so. 

They ignored me and headed straight to my wife. 

“Bob, Terrance!” she said cheerfully, giving her boss a quick peck on the cheek. She embraced the man named Terrance then gave him a long, passionate kiss. As she did so, her boss stared at me. I noticed a giant bulge in the front of his pants. Just seeing it made my ass hurt. But my cock and balls tingled as I pictured him inserting that giant man-stick inside of me. 

As for the black man named Terrance, the thought of him having his way with me was too terrifying to contemplate. Whatever he was packing in his jeans, I was sure it was far more than I could endure. 

My wife broke her lip lock with her lover, then gestured to me. “Sissy Samantha, where are your manners?” She snapped her fingers. “Get in the dining room and prepare to serve dinner to our guests. And be quick about it or I’ll flog you long and hard!” 

“Yes, Mistress, of course, Mistress,” I said, then rushed to obey her order. As I left the room, I heard Bob say, “Is that the slut you want me to use tonight?” 

“Yes, indeed,” said Mistress Nicole. “I know she’s not much, but she’s got to learn how to suck cock if I’m ever to whore her out properly. I appreciate you letting her practice on you, Bob. I really owe you one.” Her words stung like a bee sting, but I swallowed the humiliation as usual. 

Minutes later Mistress and the two men entered the dining room. I served dinner to all three of them, wearing an apron over my clothing to keep it from getting stained. Both gentlemen had a hearty appetite; they devoured every

bite of the meal. Luckily, I had just enough to satisfy them and my wife. 

Bob and Mistress Nicole sat at opposite ends of the table. Terrance sat beside her. The three of them chatted while I stood by dutifully in case they required anything. Bob and Mistress talked mostly of business, while she and Terrance discussed how sore each of them was after making love to each other. 

Apparently he was the man whose bed she had shared the previous evening. 

Every once in a while Bob would glance in my direction and give me a lascivious look that made my heart pound.  I can’t wait for him to use me later on,  I thought.  I’ll cum for sure! 

When dinner was done I cleaned the table, then washed the dishes. 

Meanwhile Mistress and her guests retired to the living room. I served them coffee and dessert as they sat around and talked some more. Again I took my place as their servant, but inwardly I was growing impatient for the sex to begin. 

Finally, after what seemed an eternity, Mistress said, “Well Bob, are you ready to use my husband?” 

“I think I can whip up something, now that you mention it. Of course,” he said looking at me, “cross-dressing sissies are not my usual thing. But, for an employee as capable as yourself, Nicole, I’m glad to help.” 

Terrance smiled and laughed. “Hey, don’t forget about us straight dudes!” He placed his hand over his crotch. “My engine’s raring to go as well.” The size of the mountain between his legs almost made me faint. 

Mistress smiled back at him, reaching over to touch him on the knee. “Don’t worry, my big black brute,” she said. “I promise you’ll leave tonight satisfied.” Then she looked at me. “But first things first,” she said. “Go to Master Bob, Samantha.” Slowly, nervously, I did as she commanded, approaching the well-hung gay man who sat on our sofa. 

“On your knees!” shouted Mistress as I stood quivering in front of her boss. I did as she said, my eyes wide as my lips hovered inches from his erect pole. 

She waved her hand towards Bob. “Do with the slut as you will,” she said. 

The gay man stood, unbuttoning and unzipping his pants. They fell down around his ankles. He did the same with his underwear, and suddenly I was face-to-face with his throbbing shaft. It was even bigger than I had imagined. 

Drops of pre-cum moistened the tip. I heard pounding between my ears as my minuscule penis struggled against its cage. 

“Suck me, you stupid sissy faggot,” Bob said. “And no teeth or I’ll slap you silly.” 

Closing my eyes, I leaned forward and opened my mouth as wide as I could. I slowly, gently used my tongue to circle the circumference of his massive head. I heard him gasp, which I took to be a good sign. I let my lips brush against his cock, then I swallowed as much of it as I could. 

At first I almost gagged, but I forced my throat muscles to relax and began bobbing my mouth back and forth, back and forth. My tongue swirled over the cock’s rock-hard surface, tracing the bulging vein that ran its full length. I reached out and cupped my hands around his naked ass cheeks, pulling myself closer to him. As I did, I felt his erection grow stronger and longer, which delighted me to no end.  I’m doing it,  I thought to myself with glee.  I’m pleasing him! 

The experience was so intense that it crowded out everything that was going on around me. During that time I was being the feminized slut I always knew I truly was deep inside. I was giving pleasure with no possibility of reciprocation. I was a slave, a toy, an object serving my betters. It was sheer bliss. 

In the back of my mind I heard Mistress call to Terrance. As I pleasured Bob, my wife and her lover began their own lovemaking mere feet away from me. 

I was glad for Mistress. I knew my pathetic organ could never please her. She deserved to have a real man fucking her. As for me, my purpose was serving her as her slave. 

Needle-like shocks of pain erupted through the back of my head as Bob sank his long, lithe fingers deep into my hair and forced me to take in the full length of his manliness. I could literally feel the tip of his penis going down my throat! Still I worked my lips and tongue as best I could, continuing to please him. I heard him moaning as I did so. At one point, he even said, 

“That’s a good sissy. You’re a first-class cock sucker after all.” 

My head was spinning with arousal and asphyxiation when he came. His cum shot out from his penis like water out of a high-pressure firehose, filling my

stomach and coating the inside of my throat and mouth. It rushed out between my lips and down my chin, then poured down onto the floor in front of me. I pulled my mouth away from his now-flaccid organ, then began lapping up every drop of his precious man-juice. It was so hot yet so sweet. I savored every drop as I greedily drank it down. 

Bob collapsed into a heap on the sofa. I glanced over at my wife. She was nude and pinned against Terrance. He also was naked. She was balancing her body on the arm of an easy chair while he thrust into the heart of her cunt with his huge ebony shaft. She began screaming and scratching his shoulders and back as she climaxed. His own orgasm followed hers seconds later. The two of them fell arm in arm onto the floor, exhausted yet content. I watched in fascination, happy for both them and myself. 

It seemed like forever before Mistress and the two men were able to compose themselves. Finally, however, she looked at Bob and asked, “So, were her efforts satisfactory?” 

Bob glanced at me then looked at Mistress. “Not half bad, Nicole; not half bad.” 

My wife looked at me with a note of regret in her face. “That’s a shame,” she said. “I was hoping she would screw it up so I would have an excuse to punish her. Nonetheless, if you say the service was satisfactory, then I will take your word for it.” 

She looked at me. “Sissy Samantha,”” she said. “Amazing as it may sound, you succeeded in doing something right tonight. As a reward, I’m going to let Bob fuck your ass while Terrance and I watch. Would you like that?” 

Still on my hands and knees, I looked at Mistress eagerly. “Oh yes,” I said. “I would like that very much.” 

“Very well, then,” she said, getting to her feet. “Lie flat on the floor and spread your hands and feet out wide.” 

This order confused me. “Mistress?” I said. “I’m sorry, I don’t understand.” 

She closed the distance between her and myself in a single, blinding motion. I saw stars as the back of her hand struck my face. “Stupid slut!” she shouted. 

“Do as I said!” 

I cried hot, salty tears as I pressed my palm against my injured cheek. “Yes, Mistress,” I said, blubbering as I stretched my body out spread-eagled as she had directed. 

“Bob, Terrance, if you could assist me,” she said, “I need to rearrange the furniture around Samantha.” I kept my head down and my eyes looking at the floor, so I couldn’t see exactly what she was asking them to do. But, seconds later, I felt steel manacles tighten around my wrists and ankles. Then I heard her hook the other ends of the cuffs around the legs of the sofa and chairs that surrounded me. 

In the corner of my eye I saw Bob positioning himself as if he were going to mount me. I forgot Mistress’s stinging rebuke as I looked forward to my second orgasm in as many days. But then my wife said something that made my blood run cold. 

“Poor, sweet, stupid Samantha,” she said sadly. “You actually believed you could hide something from me. Well, as always, you were wrong.” 

Confused terror filled my mind as I heard those words. “What-what do you mean, Mistress?” I said, my voice shaking as terror engulfed me. “I haven’t done anything wrong!” 

“Oh, you haven’t?” she said in a mocking tone. “That’s not what the surveillance cameras in my bedroom said. Are you calling them liars, my dear?” 

My stomach turned acidic and my heart skipped several beats. “Surveillance cameras?” I blurted out. “What surveillance cameras?” 

Mistress laughed scornfully. The two men chuckled heartily as well. “The surveillance cameras I had installed without your knowledge right after our wedding, my wonderful spouse,” said my wife. “They allow me to know everything that goes on in this home, whether I’m here or not.” 

Mistress crouched down onto the floor next to me. I turned my eyes away from her in fear. “Look at me, Samantha,” she said. My body quivering, my eyes filling with tears, I did as she said. 

“You willingly submitted to my demands when I agreed to marry you,” she said. “I told you that I would never permit you to have another orgasm in your life, didn’t I?” Her features were cold; her eyes had a murderous glare as

she addressed me. 

“Yes-yes, Mistress,” I admitted, despair filling my heart as I spoke. “I’m sorry I disobeyed you. Please be merciful. Please!” 

An evil grin spread across her face. “Oh, don’t worry, my little sissy,” she said.” I fully intend to show you mercy. In fact, “I’m going to let Bob give you exactly what you’re craving: a good, hard ass-fucking.” 

I couldn’t believe my ears. “Really?” I said. “You’re going to let him screw me?” 

“Yes, indeed,” she said. “But I’ve got to make sure your sweet little ass is ready to receive his giant slab of man-meat.” She looked up towards her boss. 

“Bob,” she said, “kindly hand me that small box sitting on the coffee table.” 

She reached up and took the box from him. Then, still lying next to me on the floor, she opened it, showing me its contents. 

“Oh…My…God,” I said. The tiny box contained nothing but a gleaming stainless steel scouring pad, the kind dishwashers use to remove stubborn stains from cookware. I realized instantly what she intended to do with it. 

“No! No! Please! Mistress, please don’t! I’m sorry! Please!” I fought against the bonds that held me tight to the floor. But the furnishings to which they were attached were heavy and extremely well made, far beyond the ability of my puny muscles to move. 

Mistress rolled over into a sitting position, raised up my skirt, pulled down my panties, and began rubbing the jagged metal into my rear. I screamed and screamed, but to no avail. She had Bob and Terrance kneel down on each side of me. They spread my ass cheeks wide as she worked the scouring pad into my sphincter. I shrieked as fiery pain shot through the tender nerves in that part of my body. Each moment was worse than the last. 

After several seconds, Mistress stopped the torture and got to her feet. “Might want to use a condom, Bob,” she said. “I was careful not to rub too deep, but there’s a couple drops of blood nonetheless.” 

“No problem,” said Bob. “Got one in my wallet.” Moments later he got on top of me and forced his insanely large cock deep into my rectum. Then he began pounding me like a sledgehammer shattering concrete. 

The gay man used me four times over the next hour before he said, “that’s about all I’ve got. Don’t think I can have another hard on tonight, even if I Brad Pitt wanted to suck my cock.” 

I barely heard the words through the fog of pain inside my head, but they came as sweet relief.  It’s over,  I thought. 

“Fair enough, I” heard my wife say. Then she said, “how about you, Terrance? Would you like to have a go at her?” 

“Well,” said the massive black man whose organ was easily twice the size of Bob’s, “I’ve never gone down on a man before. But I think we can all agree that your husband is no man!” Mistress and her boss laughed and said, 

“Agreed!” 

I screamed, I pleaded, but to no avail. Terrance had his way with me at least a dozen times that night. At long last, with one final, mighty thrust, he filled my ass with jism for the final time. 

Then I blacked out. 

When I woke up I was lying on my belly in a soft bed. Instead of feeling pain, I merely felt numb. The fog in my mind slowly cleared away and I gradually became aware of a person sitting next to me on the mattress. It was Mistress Nicole. 

“Well, I see you’re still with us,” she said in a soothing tone. “Don’t worry. 

Bob and Terrance are long gone. In fact, you’ve been unconscious for three days. I called a doctor to attend to your wounds. He stitched your poor little ass up and left me some pills to give you for the pain. It will be a few weeks, but you’ll be good as new.” 

They sweetness in her voice caught me off guard. “I don’t know what to say, Mistress,” I said gratefully. “I’m so very sorry I disobeyed you.” 

She stroked my head gently. “I understand,” she said. “Sometimes I expect too much of you. After all, you’re nothing but a pathetic little sissy.” 

“Yes, Mistress,” I said. “I’m your adoring feminized slave, and I wouldn’t want to be anything else.” 

“What a sweet thing to say!” she said. “I think I shall keep you around after all, Samantha. Your cooking and housekeeping skills are adequate, and Bob

truly enjoyed the blow job you gave him. So you seem to have some worth after all.” 

“Thank you, Mistress,” I said, looking into her eyes. 

“Don’t mention it,” she said.” I’ve hired a nursing assistant to take care of you until you’re up on your feet.” 

Overwhelmed at her kindness, I could say nothing, simply smile at her. 

“I’ve got to go now,” she said. She started to leave, then turned back towards me. “Oh,” she said, “you should know that I had the doctor modify your body slightly.” 

“What do you mean, Mistress?” I asked. 

“I mean,” she said, “that I had him castrate you. No balls means no testosterone, and no ability to orgasm ever again.” 

I could say nothing, simply stare at her in terrified disbelief. 

“Now get some rest, sweetie,” she said. “You eunuchs tire out all too quickly, I hear.” My screams echoed against the walls as she left me alone in the cold, dark room. 
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