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Sadist Wife, Sissy Husband
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I love to watch my boyfriend Mark fuck my sissy husband.  What I don’t love, though, is the thought that my pathetic spouse might enjoy the experience.  Fortunately, I have a simple fix for this dilemma.  I rub my hubby’s ass with sandpaper till his flesh is raw and red.  I work the gritty material into his cheeks and sphincter. Then Mark inserts his giant man-stick and applies his full weight with each thrust. 

That makes the sex pure hell for my poor husband and sheer heaven for me.  I love to hear him scream as my well-hung lover pounds him like a slab of beef.  Sometimes I cum from the sound alone! 

As you’ve probably already guessed, I’m a sadist.  I met my spouse Jim –

actually, Jennifer is his name now – at a single’s bar on the posh side of town 18 months ago.  In fact, tonight is our first wedding anniversary. I was cruising for financially successful men when he caught my eye. 

The first thing I noticed was the way his eyes darted back and forth as his shaky hands lifted his drink to his lips.  Long ago I learned how to spot shy, insecure men in a crowd; and my target was saying volumes about his inner fears and weaknesses. 

I felt my pussy tingle as I approached Jim; weak men have always turned me on.  I smiled as I sat next beside him at his table.  His eyes grew wide as they drank in my beauty, and I knew that he was falling into my trap. 

I should take a moment to describe myself.  I’m a buxom blond with old-fashioned curves like Marilyn Monroe, ruby-red lips that need no makeup, and cool green eyes that make men’s hearts skip a beat.  That night I wore a black skirt that revealed plenty, especially when I crossed my long, silky legs.  Poor Jim couldn’t resist me! 

“So,” I said, in my most seductive voice, “are you going to buy me a drink, or should I shift my attention to one of the other lonely men in this place?” 

Jim’s mouth dropped open.  He tried to speak, but could manage only garbled sounds.  Finally he regained the ability to form words.  “Uh – sure,” he said, stammering as he did so.  “Name’s Jim, by the way. W-what would you like?” 

 Your money, you sad little man; that’s what I want: your money,  I thought to myself.  But I knew better than to say those words.  “Red wine would be perfect,” I said sweetly. 

As Jim raised his hand to get the waitress’s attention I gave him a quick once-over.  I noted the tailored jacket, the expensive shirt cuffs, and the glimmering gold watch.  A girl can learn everything about a guy from those sorts of clues.  I also noticed his small hands, slender waist, and soft facial features.  I guessed that he was a runner, or maybe a swimmer, though his build was much too slight to be that of a weightlifter.  Excellent,  I thought. 

 He will make a splendid sissy. 

You should know that I’m a woman with powerful urges. I crave money and the things it can buy.  I love being showered with gifts and receiving utter devotion from my lovers.  But, above all, I enjoy dominating and feminizing men. I suppose it may have something to do with my abusive father, and the way he treated my mom and I during my childhood.  He showed me that men are scum; but he also taught me that they are stupid and easy to control – if you know the right tricks. 

Dear old dad is long dead now; someone tampered with his car one evening while he was in a bar.  Later that night he went flying off a seaside cliff and landed a giant rock far below.  The cops never found out who rigged the vehicle.  But I’ll spare you the details of that story.  For now, let me return to how I trapped my husband. 

Mark and I chatted at the club for a few minutes.  He talked about himself a lot, as all men do, while I nodded and sipped my wine.  Then I felt his hand slide over my knee and across my inner thigh.  His touch sickened me, but I pretended otherwise. 

“Why, sir,” I said to him.  “You act like a man who knows what he wants -

and isn’t afraid to take it.” I wrapped his fingers in mine, pushing them further up my leg. 

“That’s me, baby,” he said, his voice thick and slow from the effects of his drinking.  “I’ve got it all.  Want to see it?” 

“Hmm….,” I said, giving him a wary look.  “I don’t know…” The color ran from Jim’s face as I spoke.  “Well….okay,” I said at last.  “Let’s go back to your place and you can show me your manhood.” 

Jim leapt from the table so fast I thought he would go into orbit.  In a rush the two of us were in a taxi and on the way to his penthouse apartment.  During the ride I let him fondle me a little, but pushed him away when he tried touching my breasts.  This inflamed his passions even more, and I watched the bulge between his legs turn into a boulder. 

Every dominant woman has a different style for capturing her victim.  Some leap on the target like a leopardess, tearing and ripping into the tender flesh with blinding fury.  Others, myself for instance, are more subtle in their approach.  I’m more akin to a spider who gradually wraps its victim in a shiny gossamer web.  I take time to relish the creature’s terror and despair before enjoying my meal. 

So that night I let Jim fuck me with his little toy, while I wrapped my legs around his waist and pulled him towards me, biting his chest and leaving red welts on his skin.  He thought it was because I was turned on.  In reality, I was like the spider weaving its trap. 

Mercifully, it took Jim only a couple of minutes to finish his business.  Then he rolled over on his back, breathing hard as he said, “how was it, baby?  I’ll bet you never have anything that good, did you?” 

I lay there with a smile on my face, as I let the quietness of the room answer for me. 

“Well?” he said moments later, “It was good, wasn’t it?” I said nothing. 

“Look, it was great!” he said, rolling over to face me.  “Tell me so!” 

I gave him a quick smile and a sad look.  “It was fine, honey,” I said, tucking my palms behind my head and looking up at him.  “It was….it was fine.” 

Jim’s snarl vanished, replaced by a forlorn look.  “Y-you didn’t like it?” he said, with the cutest little whimper in his voice. 

I touched his cheek with the back of my fingers, stroking it gently.  “I know you tried, Jimmy,” I said.  “That’s all that matters.” 

Jim quivered.  He wrapped his arms around his shallow chest and dropped his head.  Then he closed his eyes, and I saw a single tear roll down his cheek. 

 I’ve got him!  I thought.  He’s mine forever. 

Then a fire roared to life in my cunt, one that swept a blazing path through my body.  No!  I thought.  Don’t let him see getting off on his pain! 

Luckily, at that point he turned away from me and sat up, gazing into the still darkness.  That gave me the precious moments I needed.  I shuddered, clenching the bed covers in a vise-like grip as waves of ecstasy swept through my body. 

Then I made my one mistake: I gasped.  Jim turned back to me.  “Was that you, baby?” he said, a trace of hope in his tone.  “Did you cum?” 

My mind raced for an answer.  Then, with a flash of inspiration, I gave him the perfect response.  “No, honey,” I said.  “It was just a yawn, that’s all.” 

I turned away from him.  “I’m going to sleep, Jim,” I said.  “I’ll stay here for the night.  Tomorrow you can make me breakfast.” 

The web was spun, the fly was caught, and the bonds were in place.  The only thing left to do was to inject my venom, which I would do over the next six months.  I drifted off into slumber land, dreaming of the fun to come…

I no longer have to endure Jim’s dull-witted fucking skills.  That’s because he no longer has a cock.  I shipped him off to an overseas clinic right after our wedding.  There they performed a penectomy; that’s the medical term for surgically removing a penis. 

I also had the doctor remove his balls.  The staff asked if I wanted my husband to have a vagina.  That’s the usual next step for transgendered women, after all.  But I told them “no.”  A vagina would still allow Jim (let’s refer to him as Jennifer from now on, shall we?) to still cum, and I wanted to take that away from him forever. 

Jennifer will never have an orgasm again.  A catheter runs from her bladder to allow her to urinate.  The clinic used narrow tubing, so it takes Jennifer

forever to piss; the poor thing. 

The surgeon gave my spouse breasts.  They’re massive DD hooters.  Along with her platinum blond hair, copious amounts of makeup, and collagen-injected lips, they make her look like a cheap streetwalker.  Once she was back in the States I complimented her on the boob job.  Then I pierced her pretty little nipples with fishing hooks.  The wounds healed, but the barbs are permanently imbedded.  They’re fun to twist; at least I think so. 

Sometimes I catch Jennifer rubbing her mutilated crotch against a table leg, in a desperate attempt to feel sexual pleasure.  I used to punish her for this behavior.  But now I just laugh at the utter futility of her efforts. 

All in all, you might say that I’m living the ideal life for a sadistic bitch like myself.  And you would be right.  But I’ve kept you long enough.  I hear stirrings in the next room.  That means that my lover Mark is getting ready to ride Jennifer once more.  Let me open the door a crack, so you can hear her screams…

“OH, OH DEAR GOD, PLEASE, MARK!  PLEASE, NOT AGAIN!  IT

HURTS SO BAD! PLEASE!  IT’S TOO BIG!  IT’S TOO BIG!” 

LOL, I love that sound!  I’m a lucky wife, aren’t I? 
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