

I suppose I shouldn’t complain about how my wedding turned out.  After all, I knew that Allison was a viciously cruel woman well before we tied the knot.  What I wasn’t ready for, though, was how thoroughly she would humiliate me on the day of the ceremony.  

As it turned out, it was I, the groom, who wore the wedding dress, while she didn’t even wait until the vows were over to start cuckolding me!  Such is the life of a submissive sissy like myself.

It all began the day we first met.  I was scanning the local personal ads in the paper when a message caught my eye.  It read:

DOMINANT BITCH SEEKS SUBMISSIVE MALE TO CONTROL AND FEMINIZE

I PULL THE STRINGS WHILE YOU DO AS I ORDER – NO QUESTIONS ASKED

MUST BE WILLING AND ABLE TO SUPPORT ME IN HIGH STYLE

The ad gave me a raging hard-on.  I’ve always been attracted to strong women, the kind who take charge but take no shit.  So I responded to the email address at the end.

For two days I heard nothing.  Then I got a response that read as follows:

BE AT THE BLUE HERON TONIGHT AT 9.  TELL THE MAITRE’D THAT YOU WILL BE DINING WITH ALLISON.  BRING PLENTY OF CASH AND CREDIT CARDS.  IF YOU’RE LATE YOU WILL NEVER HEAR FROM ME AGAIN.

I let out a low whistle as I read the words.  The Blue Heron is an ultra-swank seafood place that’s famous for both its excellent food and its high prices.  Once I made the mistake of eating lunch there; it cost me 75 bucks!  Still, I figured this was my one chance to meet this incredibly dominant woman.  So I made plans to be there.

At exactly 9 that evening I walked through the front door.  “Excuse me,” I said to the attractive young lady who was seating diners, “I’m here to meet Allison.”

The girl looked at me for a moment in silence.  Then she gave me an odd smile.  “Follow me, mam,” she said as she turned towards the dining room.

“’Sir’,’” I said, correcting her.  “I’m a man.”

The hostess gave me the same weird grin from before.  Then she snickered.  “Not for long,” she said.  “Not if Allison has her hooks in you.  Now be a good bitch and follow me.”

I did as she said, like a moth drawn to the flame that will soon take its life.

The hostess led me through the crowded restaurant, then to a small side room in the rear of the building.  That was when I caught my first glimpse of my date.  To say she was beautiful would be an understatement; she was a goddess.  She had closely cropped platinum blond locks that accented her high cheekbones, full lips, and cat-like green eyes.  She wore a red top with a plunging neckline that showed off her considerable cleavage, a diamond studded necklace, and gold jewelry that glittered in the room’s subdued light.  Her luscious legs were clad in dark stockings and nicely crossed, with a black pencil skirt that hugged her curves like a twisting road leading straight off a cliff.  I’m no expert on lady’s shoes, but I could tell that her pumps cost more than some people’s homes.  I felt my erection return, this time stiffer than before.

She looked up as the hostess and I entered the room.  If she felt any emotion at seeing me for the first time, then she didn’t show it.

“Here’s your appetizer,” the hostess said to Allison as she presented me to my date.  “I hope you find him tasty.”  

Allison chuckled.  “Thank you, Janet,” she said.  “Now please leave us.”

The hostess gave Allison a slight curtsy then exited the room.  

Allison looked up at me with a stone-cold expression.  “Sit,” she ordered, pointing at the chair opposite her.  

I know what you’re thinking: why the hell didn’t I get out of there?  I can understand why you might ask that.  But you weren’t there that evening.  You weren’t in her presence.  You didn’t feel the sheer power she radiated.  So I did as she ordered, taking a seat across from her at the table.  As I did I felt my raging hard-on form a tent in my slacks.

We sat in silence while she nibbled at an appetizer.  After a few minutes I spoke.  “Hi,” I said.  “My name is-“

“SILENCE!” she said, tossing the contents of her wine glass at me.  The scarlet liquid soaked my shirt, making a crimson stain that looked like the results of a bullet wound.  I gasped and starred in shock at my ruined clothes.  

Then I looked up at Allison, my face contorting in rage.  But something in her cool, sharp eyes stole my willpower, and instead of cursing or walking away I dropped my eyes, folding my hands in my lap as I did so.  “I’m sorry,” I said in a small, quiet voice.

“As well you should be,” she said.  “From now on you will not speak in my presence unless I tell you to.  Is that understood?”
I said nothing, simply nodded my head.  My cheeks turned red with shame, but merely sitting at the same table as this stunning woman made my erection turn steel-hard.  I felt my heart pound in my chest, and my head spun from the sheer intensity of the experience.

A waitress appeared at her side.  “Good evening, Allison,” she said.  “May I take your order?”

“Yes,” Allison said, then proceeded to order a steak a lobster dish that would set me back more than a hundred bucks.  “Bring some bread as well, she said – and refill my wine glass.  I seem to have spilled it on my dog over there,” she said, giving a slight nod in my direction.  

The waitress, a buxom redhead with freckles on her face and arms, glanced at me and smiled.  “You should neuter him,” she said, ‘before he reproduces.”

Allison laughed.  “All in good time, my dear,” she said.  “Now be a good girl and give my order to the chef.”  As the waitress turned away my date spoke once more.  “Oh!” she said.  “I almost forgot; bring some crackers and water for my pet.”

“Of course, mam,” said the waitress, once more looking my way and grinning.  

I felt a sinking sensation in the pit of my stomach, and some small part of me whispered in my mind, get out of here while you can! But, despite my fear (or perhaps because of it) I stayed seated.

“Here is how it will be,” said Allison after the redhead left.  “We will marry.”

I said nothing, but the word “marry” made my eyebrows perk up.

Noting, my reaction, Allison smiled.  “Can’t believe your luck, eh?  Yes, my dear, at long last you will have the gorgeous trophy wife your ego desperately craves.”

“BUT,” she said, tapping the table with a manicured nail, “in private you will be my slave.  I will command and you will obey.  You will wear a male chastity device to which only I will have a key.  You will never cum again without me allowing it.”

The thought of surrendering control of my cock made my heart pound.  Here, at long last, I thought to myself, is the dominant woman I have dreamt of my entire life.

Allison must have ESP, because the next words out of her regal mouth were, “congratulations, Julie.  You have stumbled across the kind of domineering bitch you have craved for all these years.”

Julie?  I thought.  Who is Julie?

Again Allison read my mind.  She said, “’Julie’ is your new name, my dear.  It’s suitably feminine for your new role.  Plus,” she said, her lips forming a crooked grin, “it’s only appropriate, since I will never let you live as a man again after this night.”

At that moment my hard-on nearly popped out of my pants!

Allison was true to her word.  That night I accompanied her home, where she presented me with a tube-like device into which I forced my ultra-stiff penis.  I let out a groan as my cock twisted and strained to assume the sharply curved shape of the gold-plated metal.  That made Allison laugh.  “Believe me, Julie,” she said, “that is only a taste of the pain to come.”

She secured the cage in place with a tiny padlock, then stroked my balls with the back of her hand.  I had kept silent for most of the night, but the feel of her silky skin against my sac made me sigh in ecstasy.

My pleasure turned to excruciating pain a second later, when Allison wrapped my tender man-parts in a vise-like grip and gave her wrist a sharp twist.  Screaming, I fell to the floor in pain.  Still, Allison kept hold of my sac.  Once more she twisted, raising my fallen body from the ground as she did so; she’s incredibly strong for a woman!

“Mistress, please!” I said.  “Have mercy!”

“Why, Julie?” she said, “Aren’t you woman enough to take what I can dish out?”  She let go of me, letting my body fall to the floor with a THUD.  I doubled over and curled up into a fetus-like position, sobbing quietly.  

“Very good, Julie,” said Allison.  “I think you will do.”

Over the next three months Allison turned me over to a drag queen named Renee, who made me as feminine as possible.  She shaved every follicle of hair from me head to toe then dressed me in a variety of panties, stockings, garters, pumps, bras, etc. under Mistress Allison’s strict guidance.  In return I blew Renee on a regular basis and let her fuck my sissy ass, along with several of her gay male friends.  

My wife-to-be put me on a strict diet that starved me till I was pencil-thin; she also restricted my exercise to aerobics, so that I lost most of my muscle mass even as the inches melted off my waistline.   I learned to walk in heels, to speak with a sissy-like lilt in my voice, and to curtsy.  The whole time my cock was encased in the cage Mistress Allison forced me to wear, so I was always horny yet unable to cum.

The most humiliating part of my transformation was the day I went to the HR lady at my office to change the gender classification on my forms from “male” to ‘female.”  I also had to present myself to my old friends as a woman.  

My co-workers snickered when I showed up in female attire.  The secretary laughed out loud when her boss, a younger guy who lifts weights and mountain bikes, tripped me as I walked past his desk in heels.  I often heard the words “sissy” and ‘fag” muttered behind me as I sat doing my work.  

Mistress Allison ordered me to thank everyone who tormented me, which I did faithfully.  I hoped to earn an orgasm from my obedience, though the chances of her letting me cum seemed slim.  My cock began to shrink and turn soft about this time anyway, so it’s likely I could never have stayed hard for long enough to climax.

After several months of this treatment Mistress Allison announced that we would be married the next week.  “But,” she said a she told me the news, “this ceremony will be a little different than what you might expect.”

“How so?” I asked her, feeling a sense of dread rising in me as I did so.

“In our wedding,” she said, giving me a stone-cold smile as her eyes narrowed, “you will be the bride.”

Mistress Allison followed up on her threat.  The day of our wedding Renee dressed me in a long, flowing bridal gown with white heels and lacy stockings.  She did my makeup for me and put a blond wig on my head.  Finally she stepped back and said, “You look fabulous!”

“I do?” I said, my voice brightening at the thought of me looking pretty for my wedding,

“See for yourself, honey,” she said, turning me towards the mirror.  My mouth fell open as I looked at myself.  There, gazing back at me from the glass, was a lovely woman with soft, girly features and milk-white skin.  I was so happy I started to cry!

“None of that now,” said Renee.  “You’ll spoil your makeup.”  

15 minutes later I stood at the back of the ballroom Allison had rented for the event.  I looked towards the altar; there, in a dark gray ladies pants suit, stood Allison, looking both drop-dead beautiful and completely businesslike at the same time.  Then the wedding march began to play and I slowly, gracefully walked in my pumps towards my mistress.  I noticed that several of the guys from work had showed up; they were laughing and pointing at me.  Even my ex-wife was there with her new husband.  She smirked and said to her spouse, “See?  I told you he was gay the whole time we were together.  It’s about time someone forced him to face facts.”

I tried to ignore the comments, but each remark was like a stinging barb that tore into me.  By the time I stood beside Allison I was quietly crying.  “Stop your sniveling, bitch,” she told me.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, once more hanging my head low.

The man who was to perform the ceremony was much taller than me.  He wore no shirt, simply a bow tie fitted around his huge, muscular neck.  On his ebony body there wasn’t the sight trace of fat.  I got horny just looking at his perfect six-pack abs and broad, defined chest.  But my shriveling cock was still tightly caged, so my efforts at getting hard only caused pain inside my silky pink panties.

“Let us begin,” he said in a deep, commanding tone.  “Allison,” he said, looking at my wife-to-be, “do you take this feminized sissy to be your spouse and slave?”

Silence fell over the room as she glanced at me wordlessly.  I gave her a longing look, pleading with my blue eyes for her to say, “Yes” and let my public humiliation end.  But she kept her mouth tightly shut.  Seconds passed by.
“I suppose,” she finally said.  I felt relief flood my heart.

“But-“she said, looking at the officiant, “before I do, Cyrus, why don’t you give me one of your famous fuckings?  I need your hard black cock in me right now!”

I started to speak up; this was outrageous, even by Allison’s standards!  But she cut me off with a glare that reminded me who was in charge.  So I stayed quiet.

Cyrus grinned.  “Don’t mind if I do!” he said.

“Wow, this is better than I could have imagined!” shouted my supervisor from the back of the room.  “Hey, Allison, let that guy fuck you in front of your sissy bride.  That should be fun to watch!”

Allison looked at the gathered crowd.  “Who am I to refuse you nice people?” she said.  Then she slid out of her clothes.  A hushed awe fell over the crowd as they saw her nude body in all its flawless glory.  Meanwhile I started to openly weep, no longer caring about my makeup.  This wasn’t just humiliation; it was total degradation!

I heard Cyrus unzip his fly.  Then he took out his massive tool.  Despite my shame I couldn’t help but lust for it.  His cock was bigger than that of the average horse.  Allison growled with lust, then leaped on Cyrus, tearing at him.  Cyrus rode her as she wrapped her ling, lithe legs around his hips, moaning with each of his jackhammer thrusts into her willing frame.

I heard the guest shout and cheer as he rode Mistress.  Then, after several minutes of this animalistic lovemaking, she dug her claws into his back and looked towards the ceiling.  “Oh –oh, god!” she screamed as the orgasm swept through her body.  

I fell to my knees, sobbing.  My wedding day was ruined!

The ceremony continued minutes later.  Choking back my tears, I committed myself to Allison for the rest of my life.  Afterwards she let most of the guys present feel her up, as I sat alone in a corner of the room holding my bouquet.

Afterwards I found that, despite the unorthodox way it had unfolded, my marriage was legal and binding.  So any hope I had of escaping Allison’s merciless clutches vanished forever.  Over time she has worn down my manhood and self-esteem, turning me into more of a thing than a person.  Despite it all, I still love her mistress with all my heart.  I am yours forever, my cruel, sadistic wife.
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