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My shaft would be stone-hard right now if it were not twisted sideways by the chastity device I wear. My key holder is running a razor down my thigh.  I married her two years ago, and during those 24 months she has cuckolded and feminized me with sadistic glee.  Later tonight I will suck her boyfriend’s shaft till he has a throbbing erection.  I will guide his gigantic organ into my wife’s warm, willing sex.  Then I will watch, utterly humiliated, as he fucks her to a body-quaking orgasm.

Later, if I am very lucky, I will be allowed 30 seconds to jerk off.  If I am unable to come during that time, then I will be locked back into chastity for several months.  I am permitted three chances to orgasm per year, provided my wife does not change the rules.  She is, of course, free to do so anytime it strikes her fancy.  She is my mistress and owner, and I am her emasculated sissy slave.

“Get your panties on, slut,” she says as she washes the razor in the bathroom sink.  “Wear the satin ones tonight; Tom says you look especially whorish in those.”  She gives me a wicked grin.  “You know he is more of a man than you could ever be, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I say, casting my eyes downward as my cheeks turn red with shame.  “I don’t blame you for preferring him to me.”  A single tear glides down my face.

“Oh, don’t be that way!” my wife says, tossing a pair of fishnet stocking at me.  “You know this is what you want, don’t you?” She keeps talking as she struts around the room getting dressed.  “You asked me to cuckold and feminize you; and, being the good spouse that I am, I granted your wish.”  She gives me another wicked grin as she sprays perfume on her wrist.  I smell the sweet, musky odor and it sends blood rushing to my loins.  I feel my twisted, shrunken shaft struggle to get hard.

“Hey, stop that!” my wife screams as she leaps across the room.  She lifts my chin upwards; I look into her piercing green eyes as they narrow into a menacing glare.  Then she slaps me hard. I let out a girlish shriek.  The pain from her blow burns through my face.  I savor the feeling while it lasts.

“Remember, Christie,” she says, “I know your every thought.  You’re absolutely forbidden to have any sexual urges without my say-so.”  She reaches down, taking my testicles in her fingers.  For the tiniest of moment she fondles them.  I feel forbidden pleasure shoot through my body…

Then she twists my sac with a sharp turn of her hand, gripping my balls hard as she does so.  I double over in pain and collapse on the floor sobbing.  “Mistress, please!” I cry out.  “I’m sorry!”

“Don’t give me your pathetic excuses, Christie,” she says.  “Get up and finish dressing.  You’re going to be on your knees a lot tonight, by the way. Tom hasn’t fucked me in a week, so he’ll be horny as hell.”

I lift myself from the floor and go to my dresser, the pink one my wife picked out for me.  I slide the fishnet hose up my silky-soft legs, then fasten them to a lacy garter belt.  Finally I slip into the red satin panties Mistress ordered me to wear for the evening.  The erotic feel of the material starts to arouse me once more, but I push the feeling back down before she senses it and punishes me again.

30 minutes later I’m serving drinks to my wife and her boyfriend Tom.  Being part queer, I can’t help but admire his muscular build, wavy blond hair and baby-blue eyes.  The two of them lift their glasses and make a toast to their mutual lust. I sit nearby with my legs crossed and my hands folded into my lap, the position Mistress has commanded me to use whenever she has company.

I watch as Tom’s callused, muscular fingers unbutton my wife’s blouse.  He slips his hand into the left cup of her bra, making her moan with arousal as he fondles her breast.  “Make love to me, Tom,” she whispers as she guides his free hand to her thigh.  “Show that little faggot over there how a real man pleases a woman.”

My wife’s lover kisses her neck as he gently removes her blouse.  Then he unhooks her bra and is falls to the floor while he suckles her nipples.  Arching her back, she moans as his right hand slides under her skirt.

“You’re amazing, baby,” he says as the two of them begin kissing passionately.  By now his fingers are exploring the inside of her cunt, making her writhe as her panties slide down her exquisite legs.  

I feel my so-called penis struggle to break free of its cage.  Then I grimace as the pressure makes my organ dig into the tiny chrome spikes, the ones that Mistress added herself to punish me for getting hard.  I cross my legs even tighter, trying to suppress the feelings that course through me as I watch another man have sex with my wife.

“Oh-oh god!” Mistress screams out as she comes from her lover’s gentle fondling of her cunt.  I watch her manicured nails dig into the couch as she reaches climax.  Then she smiles as she lays back on the generously-sized sofa.  “Thank you, my dear,” she says, removing Tom’s hand from her sex and kissing it tenderly.  I can see her juices drizzling down his fingers.

By this point I am so aroused I feel as if I will burst.  The spikes are impaling my tiny shaft, sending jolts of agony deep into the soft flesh.  But I don’t care.  Seeing my wife cheat on me while I watch helplessly makes me remember why I married a merciless, dominant shrew: because that is exactly the kind of woman I crave.

Tom and Mistress take a few minutes to catch their breath and relocate to the bedroom.  I tidy up the living room and wait until I am ordered to enter their presence once more.  What I see as I cross the threshold makes me gasp.  Tom is standing naked at the foot of the bed, his magnificent shaft fully erect.  I’m instantly aroused.

Mistress smiles as she sees my lips part.  “See, Tom?” she says.  “I told you Christie is both a sissy and a faggot.  Look at her lusting for you!”

“She’s hot for my dick, that’s for sure,” he said, regarding me with a smirk as he strokes his huge shaft.  “Come over here and wrap those painted lips of yours around me,” he says.  “If you’re a good girl then I might even shoot my load down your throat!”

“Yes, sir,” I say as I swish forward in the girly way Mistress taught me to walk.  As I fall to my knees I touch his manliness with my sissy pink nails, watching it jump as I run my finger down its considerable length.  Tom gasps.  Then I flick my tongue against the tip just before I take him into my mouth.

“Attagirl, Christie!” Mistress cries out as I go down on her lover.  “Suck that thing like a good slut should!” She reaches between her legs to play with herself as she watches me take care of Tom.  I gag a little bit from the sheer size of his penis, but I slowly grow used to it as I work my mouth back and forth.  My lipstick smears his shaft, making a scarlet streak as it does so.  

Mistress watches with intense interest as my head bobs back and forth, back and forth, polishing her lover’s knob. I reach down to stroke his sac, which makes him moan in pleasure and arch his back. I feel his organ swell to rock-hard stature between my sissy lips. I move my tongue around his shaft, taking time to lick every inch of its massive length.

I’m doing it, I think. I’m pleasing my wife’s lover! I’m a good sissy slave!

Tom grunts as drops of pre-come force their way down my throat.  Then he grabs my shoulder-length blond hair and shoves my face into his lean torso.  White-hot sperm erupts from his shaft, filling my mouth and gushing down my chin.  My tongue greedily swirls around, licking up as much of his delicious nectar as it can.  

My head spins with the intensity of the experience, and I almost climax myself.  But then I remember Mistress’s warning, and I push those feelings deep inside.

Tom falls back on the bed.  “I gotta hand it to you, babe,” he says to Mistress.  You trained this whore well.  She’s a first-class sissy.”

My wife smiles.  “She has her charms,” she says, giving me an approving look that lifts my spirits.

Once more I tidy up as my wife and her lover catch their breath and visit the restroom.  Then, with Tom reclining comfortably on the mattress, I suck him until he’s once again rock-hard.  Mistress lies beside us fingering her clit.  Then, as he rolls over on top of her, I guide his throbbing member deep into the welcoming heart of my wife’s sex.  

Tom likes to fuck women hard; that’s one reason why Mistress chose him.  She wraps her legs tight around his body as he thrusts into her over and over.  Once more I feel my sissy clit try to get hard, and once more the spikes dig into it.  I try to quell the fire raging within me, but to no avail.

Hours later, after bringing my wife to multiple orgasms, Tom kisses her goodnight and leaves.

Mistress looks at me, smiles, and reaches up to caress the key she keeps around her neck.  My hopes rise as I think I might have a chance to come after all.

She strokes it between her fingers, giving me a coy look.  She starts to remove it from her neck.

Then she lets it drop.  “Sorry, Christie,” she says.  “But I want you to suffer a little bit more.”

My head drops as I speak.  “Yes, mistress,” I say.  “As you wish.”

“That’s a good girl,” she says, brushing my cheek with her fingers as she goes to bed.  I watch as she turns out the light, leaving me in the dark.  And, as I feel my unfulfilled urges course through my feminized body, I realize I am married to the most perfect woman on earth.  Sleep well, my love.
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