
        
            
                
            
        

    
Forever Theirs, In Steel and Silk: From Husband to Housewife 5

by Vanessa Lockridge


The silk gown teases my trembling legs as I present myself to them — my wife, and the woman who’s invaded our lives and transformed both of us into something new. Grace smiles with cruel satisfaction, while Seraphina's eyes burn with possession. 

Tonight isn't just any night — it's my bridal night.

Months of training have led to this moment. The cage between my legs is now all but permanent, the pretty clothes have become my daily uniform, and Grace and Seraphina have intertwined deeper than I ever could have imagined.

Now they rule me together, my wife and her lover, always ready to play with their toy — and now, I’m their perfect bride, ready for ever-deepening service and submission.

My wife become barely remembers the man I used to be. And after tonight, she never will again.
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Chapter 1: Two Surprises

“Oh, you do look very pretty, don’t you.”

I startle so intensely that my stilettos actually lift off the kitchen floor, coming back down with a clatter as my dress swishes around my thighs. Even that simple touch of lace feels so intense that it gives me a shiver of pleasure that twists into a knife in my stomach as I realize who’s speaking to me. I can’t believe she lives here now. I can’t believe I’m expected to serve her.

I can’t believe how much it turns me on to do it.

“Seraphina!” I gasp, dropping into a low curtsey. The movement shifts the plug deep inside me, the thick tip buzzing against my sissy spot and squeezing pre-cum from my cage and a moan from my pink-painted lips.

“Naughty girl,” she says dismissively, clicking into the kitchen on high heels even taller than my own. “Weren’t you supposed to be doing the dishes?”

“I was!”

Her eyebrows go up expectantly.

“I was, _ma’am,_” I correct myself, hating that I have to do it and how much harder it makes me in my cage.

“That’s not what it looked like to me,” Seraphina says.

There’s still a pile of dirty dishes in the sink, half-finished, the dishwasher still open. I had been doing the dishes, but I got distracted — embarrassing as it is — by my own reflection. I’m sure that’s why Grace put a full-length mirror in the kitchen. She knows how easily I get tempted by this kind of thing. I think she just likes knowing how much it turns me on to be this hot.

“Sorry, ma’am,” I say, keeping my eyes glued to the floor.

Seraphina has only lived here for a few weeks but it’s already become routine for me to defer to her and treat her as if she’s my Mistress until Grace gets home. When she does, they usually go off to the bedroom while I get dinner ready. I don’t need to watch to know what’s happening. The sounds that come from the room I used to share with Grace are enough.

“Kneel,” she says coolly. Expectantly.

I drop in an instant. It feels right to kneel at their feet. To be denied and tormented and teased until they finally decide to give me relief: with a hard cock deep inside of me, my little clitty throbbing against the bars of my cage. Dressed in my stunning lingerie and my achingly beautiful dress. Made up, nails painted, hair done. I am the picture of femininity — and sluttiness, with a dress that barely hides my panties and my lips painted a tempting, glossy pink. How many times has Seraphina found a better use for them than talking?

“Open,” she commands.

Another thrill runs through me, my mouth already watering. She reaches out and places one finger on my bottom lip, pulling my mouth open while I look up at her with wide, innocent eyes. I know what she wants, how to drive her crazy. She wants a pretty girl she can defile, who will beg for all the right things in all the right ways. I let out a tiny whimper and watch as it electrifies her.

“What do you want, slut?” she purrs.

I’m already breathing hard by now. “Please ma’am,” I say in a sweet soprano. My voice is higher when I wear this lingerie — just another layer of submission to add to the rest. “Anything you want to give me.”

She laughs softly as her finger leaves my lip and strokes across my cheek before sliding into my waiting mouth. My tongue dances against her fingertip while I stare up at her like a needy little plaything. I can’t believe how easy it is for me to slip into this role and become Jessica, sissy slut superstar. Of course, it’s not even a role anymore. I might have been a husband once, a provider, but I don’t miss it at all. I can barely even remember it. What would it even be like, to get pleasure from having someone else’s cock in my mouth? There is nothing about it that excites me except how much they enjoy using me. That is all that matters.

“Anything?”

“Please, ma’am,” I moan, biting my lip. That always drives her wild.

She slips her two middle fingers into my mouth and I instinctively close my lips around them and suck. A cruel, delighted smile crawls across her face. “Do you taste your wife on them, girl?”

“Yes,” I whimper. And I do: the smell and taste of Grace on her skin makes my heart ache and my clit throb. The way Seraphina touches her when I am not around is almost too much for me to bear; I know that if I ever saw them together I would explode in jealous anger — and arousal, deep and intense enough that I know I’d only survive it because there is nothing more erotic than knowing that another woman gives her pleasure like I used to.

Of course, she’s not the only one who can.

“I have two surprises for you, sissy,” Seraphina says, relishing the suspense. She pulls her hand out of my mouth with a wet pop and then wipes her fingers down over my dress until they rest lightly atop my tiny bulge deep beneath the dense layers of my dress and petticoat and panties. It strains against its cage even harder at the touch, sending shivers through me as pre-cum leaks and stains my panties. I know what she wants me to say, and part of me doesn’t want to give her the satisfaction of hearing me ask.

But I need to know.

“What is it?” I whimper sweetly, staring up at her like the desperate little slut I am. “Please, ma’am! Tell me!”

Her smile is broad and cruel. “You are allowed to watch tonight.”

My stomach twists into knots and a moaning gasp escapes my lips before I can stop it. I’ve never watched them together before: not once since that night months ago when Grace made me kneel at their feet while she was fucked by someone else with my clit locked and forgotten in my panties. Grace has only used me on a few occasions since then, even as Seraphina indulges in near-daily dalliances. The thought of seeing them both naked and intertwined sends an intense pulse through me. And the idea that this will be my reward for good behavior...

I’m so aroused that I almost forget about the second surprise.

“Would you like to see what you’ll be wearing?”


Chapter 2: Her Slutty Little Toy

“Go slow. Tantalize me.”

“I need your help with the zipper.”

“Is that all you need help with?”

“You know it’s not.”

Her hands can’t help but rove over my satin-clad body as she slowly slides the zipper down, exposing my naked back and frilly lingerie beneath. I keep my arms crossed over my chest, hands on my shoulders, holding the dress in place to prolong the striptease for her. We’re only just getting started. I give her a coquettish look over my balloon sleeve and see her practically salivating. It feels desperately good to make someone want me this badly.

“You can touch if you’d like,” I say.

“I don’t need your permission,” she snaps, but then she gives me what I want.

Her hands slither over my naked skin, following the line of my garter belt and then — I can’t believe it’s happening — down to the front of my panties and the throbbing, caged clit inside. The instant she touches it, I let out a high, quivering moan. It’s been weeks since anyone has touched me there, and it inflames me with pleasure almost immediately. I’m burning for release again, for her touch, her cock — anything.

All it took was one fleeting touch to turn me into a desperate sissy slut.

“Oh, fuck!”

Seraphina laughs softly as my eyes flutter closed and I shiver against her fingers through the satin of my panties. Even that soft pressure feels so intense. “Looks like you might already be close,” she teases. “Does being a little sissy girl really get you off this badly?”

“Yes!” I squeal. “Oh, yes, ma’am!”

The striptease is over before it even begins. She shoves the petticoat and dress off me, exposing me to her aggression and desire. The air is cool against my naked skin. I let out a tiny gasp I know will only make her want me more.

“Very pretty on the inside, too,” Seraphina purrs. “See-through. You slut.”

I shove my hips to the side and turn around so she can take me in. My lingerie is all sheer white silk with dense, frothy ruffles trimming every edge and opening. My nipples are covered by a simple triangular bralette, visibly hard beneath the silk. The garter belt is tall, running almost up to the bra strap, with ruffles along each seam and along the back where it meets the thick rows along the backside of my panties. Buried within them is an opening so Seraphina can fuck me without even needing to take them off. It doesn’t take long for her to find it.

“You want to be a girly-girl,” she purrs, pressing herself against me as her finger slips between my cheeks. “But not that deep-down, you just want to be fucked.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I moan, letting my head fall back against her shoulder in a shower of golden curls. She takes the opportunity and wraps her hand around my jaw, her pinky finger just brushing against my throat. It’s almost a promise of her power that borders on being a threat, and it only turns me on more. I feel a twitch in my panties and know pre-cum has squirted into them, making the sheer silk even more see-through.

“Should I indulge you?” Her fingertip brushes against the plug still inside me.

“Yes, please!” I moan.

I need her so badly it hurts. Every touch is like fire. Every breath reminds me of how close she is to touching me; every shift of my hips brings the plug deeper inside me and presses down on my sissy spot — but I’m not allowed to cum. Not yet. Maybe not ever, if Grace doesn’t allow it. That would be perfect for her: to have me caged until finally all thoughts slip from me except how to best pleasure her and her girlfriend.

I am nothing but their slutty little toy, after all.

“Your nipples are the only thing about you that can get hard anymore,” she breathes as she pinches them between her fingers. They’re so sensitive that I can’t help but writhe against her with soft, high moans escaping my lips. She forces my head further back and I feel my neck stretch against her. When she gets tired with one, she moves to the other, then back again, until every touch is so intense that it makes me squirt into my panties just from the expectation of her touch.

“Slut,” she says approvingly, running her finger over the front of my panties and collecting the pre-cum there. She thrusts it into my mouth so deeply I’m worried I’m going to choke. “Good thing your wife locked this up. It’s better like this, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” I say, shocked at how quickly and easily the word comes out. “Yes!”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, ma’am!”

“You won’t get your surprise if you don’t use your manners, girl.”

“Sorry, ma’am.”

“Now say it.”

My throat dries out, my cage twitching against silk. “It’s better as a clit than it ever was as a cock.”

“More fun like this, too.”

I bite my lip and let out a little whimper as she teases the plug deep inside me by moving it back and forth, pressing down on my sissy spot even harder until it feels like every drop of pleasure in my body is concentrated there. She knows exactly where to press to make me squeal — but she’s not quite done yet. Her hands find their way to my nipples again and then she pinches them hard. I squeak with pain and pleasure, the two mixing deliciously as they have so many times before.

She releases her grip on my chin and shoves me forward onto the bed so that I land face-down against the soft comforter, my rear high in the air, legs spread askew. It’s an awful, deliciously vulnerable position to be in: my frillies, gossamer-thin, with nowhere for me to go or hide. All I can do is let her take me. My heart thunders hard against my ribs as I wait for the inevitable.

But it never comes.

“Surprise, slut.”


Chapter 3: Pretty Things

It’s not just a dress, it’s a gown. And it’s not just any gown, as beautiful as it is. It’s the kind of thing a girl dreams about her entire life, imagining herself as a princess right before she gets ravished.

“A wedding dress?” I ask in awe.

“Time to consummate our new arrangement,” Seraphina says, practically licking her lips.

She holds it up for me to see and I gasp. It’s pure white and shimmering; every inch of it embroidered with tiny crystals. The bust has thick ruffles around the bottom, then gives way to delicate satin straps over my shoulders, tied in pretty, floppy bows. It’s so short that the dense, glimmering petticoat is clearly visible beneath. The satin skirt is pulled up like arches around the hem, each held in place with pretty blue bows. It really is like something a princess would wear.

There’s matching lingerie, of course. The panties are more like a tiny skirt on their own than they are like any pair of underwear I have . Matching white with more crystal details across the back and down the sides, with white satin buttons keeping the open rear closed. At least, I assume, until Seraphina rips it open to take me. Not as a husband or a sissy. But as something else. It makes me shiver even thinking about what I am going to become.

Seraphina smiles wickedly, holding up her prize: a white garter belt trimmed in lace, made to match the gown perfectly.

“Your wife wants you to be dressed when we consummate.” She lets out an amused snort. “Like there’s anything left to consummate after all this time.”

My cage twitches against my skin, leaking pre-cum at the idea of watching my wife get fucked by another woman — with me kneeling at their side and begging to be used, too. I can hardly believe that I’m finally allowed to do it. I can hardly believe how much I want it.

“It’s all so beautiful,” I finally gasp.

Her laugh is high and bright and filled with icy mirth. “You really are such a sissy girl. All of this, and all you can think about is how pretty you’re going to be. I’m going to fuck your wife while she screams my name and all you can think about are your cute little panties.” Her hands stroke over my lingerie, making me shiver and squirt into my soaked panties even harder.

And then she does something I can’t believe — so surprising that I almost don’t notice when it happens.

“Show me how much you like your pretty things, slut,” Seraphina says as she tucks the key back into her bra and my clit springs to life, knocking away the cage and tenting my soaked panties.

It only takes a moment before I’m throbbing hard in front of her, my heart thundering against my chest at the knowledge that I’m not just naked — I’m free. My mind spins with excitement and terror and arousal. I know better than to reach down and touch myself; all I need to do is feel my bare skin brushing against the silk for a pulse of pleasure to run through me. The thought of being used makes me ache between my legs even more intensely.

“Show me,” Seraphina repeats.

I want nothing more than to be her plaything. Her fuckdoll. Something she uses when Grace won’t give her what she wants. That’s all I am anymore: something pretty to look at, fun to tease and torment, useful for only one thing — getting fucked, and making sure I stay nice and girly-girly. So I take a deep breath and start playing with myself like she told me to.

“No!” she roars, slapping my hand away. “Fuck your dress, you whore.”

It sends a twisting jolt deep into my stomach. There’s something so wrong about that, so humiliating. After months in a cage with nothing but teasing and torment, I’m finally unlocked — to be only allowed to rub myself against my new wedding gown? No hands, no mouths, no pussies. Nothing but silk and satin and lace and frills, because Seraphina knows just as much as I do that those are the only things my little clit deserves.

I whimper as I peel my panties down, careful not to let any part of my hands or arms brush my clit. Just looking at the dress and knowing what I’m about to do with it makes my shaft twitch and spurt a dribble of pre-cum. Seraphina notices, of course, and laughs delightedly.

“I knew this is what you really wanted.”

She holds it up for me and makes me stand to thrust myself against it, and as awkward and humiliating as it is to do it in front of her, to know that this is the closest I might ever get again to my shaft being inside someone else, I can’t deny how intensely pleasurable the soft silk is against my neglected clitty. I am brushed and caressed by the feminine fabrics of the girlish gown. It feels like nothing else in the world, better than anything ever has before. My heart races and my mouth goes dry and before long my eyes start fluttering closed. It is bliss. Everything beyond the room melts away.

“Don’t stop,” she whispers.

And I don’t. Even when I see the way she looks at me — not disgusted, not even amused, but aroused by my desperation, by how far gone I am, how much of a sissy girl I have been so utterly transformed into — I still don’t stop rubbing myself off on the gorgeous satin of the wedding dress. The plug thrums deep inside me, driving out my sissy pre-cum as I spread it over the satin fabric.

Seraphina holds up her phone. Thirty seconds remain on the timer. Even as aroused as I am, I know that won’t be enough. I let out a whining moan and thrust myself against it faster, deeper, letting the fabric envelop me and give me what I’m so desperate for. I don’t know if I’ll ever be unlocked again after this. This might be the last time I’ll ever feel anything on my clitty besides steel and the burning gaze of Grace and Seraphina.

My balls swell with pleasure. I’ve never been denied for this long before; all the pent-up frustration of being locked away finally catches up with me as my hips rock back and forth desperately, rubbing my bare shaft over the softness of my new dress, making a mess of the pretty fabric as I leak pre-cum all over it and stain the satin.

The sound of the timer going off is lost in Seraphina’s high laugh as she pulls the dress away. I can feel the hammer of denial slam into my stomach as I’m left cold and desperate, pre-cum pouring out of me onto the shiny black leather of my stiletto. A shiver runs through me that turns into a tremor as pleasure turns to pain and I let out a pitiful squeak of protest.

“Please!”

But I know the answer before she says it.


Chapter 4: Permanent

The pre-cum is salty and acrid as I lick it up, first from the tip of my shoe, and then from the white satin of the dress. Seraphina is meticulous and picky, forcing me to do it all on my hands and knees while she adjusts the intensity of the plug. My clit never stops streaming pre-cum, even once she’s locked it tightly away again — “chastity tears,” she calls them.

It’s a new cage, and it’s worse than the last. So tiny it’s almost flat, and completely solid steel except for a small opening at the tip. No touches between bars now to remind me of what I used to have. Chastity isn’t a tool to tease me anymore. It’s simply how I exist, now. My cage is a part of my body, no different than my fingers or hair or lips. I don’t have a shaft locked up. I simply have a clit, it’s just that mine has a casing of steel.

And it will never come off.

“No lock,” Seraphina says softly when she gets it into place.

She drops the key to my old cage in front of me on the floor and my heart twists painfully inside my chest. I watched Seraphina seal me inside. There is only a tiny steel bar that rotates into place in one direction. I can never take it off, now. It should be torture, but the thought of having to live like this forever makes me so hard that I’m afraid it might break through the solid steel and escape, but nothing happens: not even an ache or twinge. It feels perfect there, exactly where I belong.

“You’re going to look so pretty,” Seraphina whispers as she watches me clean the dress with my tongue. “So sweet for us.”

The casualness with which she took away my clit is shocking — but it’s also desperately, horribly thrilling. No conversation, no ceremony. A simple transition from cage to clit, from hope for release to permanent denial. The only way I can be pleasured now is the way a sissy should be. The way all sissies want to be, even if they don’t have steel enforcement of those desires.

“Fuck me,” I moan, wiggling my ass high in the air for her. “Fuck me like a slut for my first time in my new cage.”

“And you say I talk dirty,” Seraphina laughs. She gives the plug a firm twist until it starts buzzing against my prostate again, making me whine with pleasure as a shudder runs through my whole body. My clitty throbs inside its prison and I squirt pre-cum through the tiny hole in my cage. It’s so intense that I almost don’t notice when Seraphina slides my panties back up into place, over my stockings and garter belt. They fit snugly around my cage, hugging me tightly, reminding me that nothing can happen to my clit except getting teased and tormented by her — or Grace. It is perfect for my first night as their bride.

“You have to wait,” she says softly. “Grace wants you all locked up nice and pretty for our bridal night.”

“You’ve already taken my virginity.”

“Try to enjoy yourself anyway.”

“Do I get a preview?”

She chuckles, her power over me absolute. “Open wide, slut.”

She is thick and heavy with musk, a scent that once was foreign but is now so familiar that it alone makes me throb in my cage. Seraphina teases the underside of her cock against my tongue. I sit up on my knees, curving my back like a good girl, taking a cock the way I’m supposed to: pert and excited and thankful for it. As I lick and suck and kiss her shaft, I throw my hair back over my shoulder like I’ve seen girls do before. It makes me feel even sluttier, even prettier. I belong on my knees like this.

Her head brushes past my lips and I reel at how close she is to pushing herself deep into my throat. It’s everything I could possibly want, to be filled by the one who has taken my manhood and my wife from me and given me something else in return: something darker and sweeter and more beautiful. She’s given me Jessica, not as my wife imagined her, but as she was always meant to be.

I want all of her and I lean forward, trying to take as much of her length as I can, but Seraphina steps back, clicking her tongue and wagging her finger. “Not until tonight.”

“But I want you now,” I whine.

“Keep that up,” Seraphina says, eyes flashing. “And I might just have to gag you to make sure we get through our honeymoon night without a hitch.”

“Don’t threaten me with a good time.”

She leans down, cock bobbing between her legs, and snatches my chin in her hand. It’s raw and aggressive and it only makes me want her more. “You’d love it, wouldn’t you? Gagged so we can use you however we want, no matter what you say?”

I shiver in her grasp. “Yes, ma’am!”

“Why don’t we start now?”

In one fluid motion, she shoves her panties down and steps out of them. To my surprise, they’re old-fashioned, tall and lacy, but still achingly sexy. Normally Seraphina wears thongs that are little more than whispers of silk or simply crotchless, to give her instant access whenever she wants it. It’s only as she stuffs them into my mouth and I smell and taste her on them that I realize she was planning this from the beginning. She wore them just so she could gag me with them.

It’s desperately exciting, and even worse when I feel the straps tighten around my wrists. She pulls on the rope connected to them and hauls me up to standing, hands over my head, tied to the bolt in the ceiling. My legs start trembling when she goes to the door, leaving me alone in the room with nothing but my lingerie, stilettos, and plug to keep me company.

“See you tonight, slut,” Seraphina says.

Then she flicks off the light and shuts the door.


Chapter 5: The Picture of Innocence

All I can think about is what they’ll be doing without me, while I’m locked and suspended and left alone to do nothing but wait until they want me. If they ever do. The plug thrums inside me and my clit screams for release, straining against my tiny cage with so much force I’m sure it’ll break. Pre-cum pours out of me, staining my panties and reminding me that the only thing my clit is good for now is this: being locked, teased, tormented. No one will suck it again.

Now I only cum from being fucked.

I don’t know how long it’s been when I first hear sounds from outside the door. The click of stilettos, muffled conversation, then laughs, then gasps, then moans. They’re all coming from Grace. I’m sure Seraphina has her pinned against the wall the way I used to before all this ever started, and I’m sure she picked this wall to make sure I hear everything they do. The moans turn into squeals and groans. Even like this, just hearing the sounds of my wife’s pleasure is enough to get me desperately excited. The stream gets thicker. The plug feels better.

“Oh, fuck, Sera,” Grace moans. “Right there!”

Those are the things she used to say to me right before she’d tell me how much she wanted my cock. Now all I have to pleasure her with are my mouth and my fingers and the knowledge that she controls every part of me — and that deep down, I burn to be used like this. I’ve never felt anything so powerful in my life as knowing what I need more than anything else: to be a toy. Something to use when they’re bored and something to keep locked up the rest of the time. It is heaven and hell rolled together, bliss and pain wrapped around each other until they are almost indistinguishable.

I hear another squeal, then a giggle, and suddenly the door is open and light spills into the room. Seraphina steps inside and struts over to me. She never does anything quickly. I know she’s delighting in knowing how much I like to watch her. Her hips slide from side to side wrapped in a black silk dress that inspires as much fantasy as it reveals skin. When she reaches me, her hands slither over my body and up to my chin. When she kisses me, she tastes like my wife.

“Get dressed,” she commands, taking off the straps around my wrists. She lingers at the door before leaving. “And then come join us.”

My back and arms burn, but I don’t care. Her words light a fire of desire inside of me that makes me tremble as I take off my stained, wet lingerie and slip into my new bridal set. The shivers move to my core as I step into my petticoat and dress, pulling the heavy garment up around my body and zipping myself inside. I feel like a princess — but I’m not allowed to wear any panties tonight. Instead, my garter belt is just for decoration and my steel clit cage rests against my leg, making sure that I can feel every inch of the luxurious satin skirt sliding over my legs when I walk.

“Oh, baby,” Grace purrs when I step softly into the bedroom. “You look incredible, Jessica.”

“I almost believe you’re a virgin,” Seraphina says. She’s lying behind my wife, arms wrapped around her with her body-skimming dress pulled up high enough to reveal she’s wearing no panties. I can guess where Seraphina’s hands have been.

“I feel so —” I can’t say it. It all feels so ridiculous all of a sudden. I want to be with them so badly — to taste my wife again, to feel Seraphina’s throbbing shaft, to be told what to do and how to do it and what a good girl I am. But I’ve already been sealed inside a permanent new cage, been told to dress like a blushing bride in my luxurious white silk gown. What if this isn’t what I want? What if it’s something worse?

“You are,” Grace says with a grin. “Stunning. The picture of innocence.”

Seraphina snorts. “She could barely keep herself away from my cock.”

Grace sucks in a shuddering breath. “Really, baby?”

I bite my lip and stare at the ruffled hem of my dress, and that’s the only answer Grace needs. “You are a slut,” she laughs. “Did you do it like this?”

She rolls over and lifts her ass high in the air so I can see it framed in her dress. I can’t see the moment she takes Seraphina’s cock into her mouth, but I don’t need to — I can see the pleasure written across Seraphina’s face. My clit twitches and my stomach tightens as I watch what little I can. It’s been so long since I’ve been allowed to join them. My desire builds inside me, burning me like acid, as I’m forced to do nothing but watch and wonder when — if — I’ll get a chance, too.

I take a step forward, then another, and then Seraphina notices and snaps at me. “Not yet, slut. Just. Watch.”

Grace giggles between her legs. “She wants it, but she can’t have it.”

“Not until we’re ready,” Seraphina moans. “Is this what you want, slut? To taste me?”

“Yes,” I breathe.

“Or do you want this, baby?” Grace turns and runs her fingers between her legs. I can see how wet she is.

“Yes,” I moan.

Seraphina laughs. “Should I be hurt she wants you more than me?”

“You can take it out on her later,” Grace giggles before turning back to Seraphina’s cock.

It sends a jolt through me. It’s a promise I haven’t heard in a long time. Tonight, I get to do more than just watch. I finally get to be their toy. For both of them, together.

“What are you waiting for, slut?” Seraphina snaps.

I don’t have to be told twice.


Chapter 6: Like She Used To

She tastes incredible. I’m shaking from the excitement of it all, my lace petticoats rustling beneath my voluminous gown — my bridal gown — as I bury my face between Grace’s legs from behind. I can hear her working Seraphina’s cock, wet and frantic, and can’t help but want to be in her place. It’s been more than a year since she’s touched it, and longer than that since she’s sucked it. Now no one ever will again. The last time I got to use it for anything other than to fill a cage is when I fucked my own gown.

“Don’t stop,” she moans. “Fuck, your mouth is good.”

“Yours is prettier wrapped around my cock,” Seraphina says. “Miss anything, Jessica?”

“I know where I want it next,” I say before Grace grabs my head and pulls it back into her.

“Don’t fucking stop,” she says, her tone fierce like I’ve never heard it before. It makes me twitch in my cage again. I’ve never seen her like this. It’s all so good — why is it better like this?

“Your wife is such a good cocksucker,” Seraphina grins. “She begs me for it every day. Did she ever do that for you?”

Grace just giggles from between her legs and takes her even deeper.

“I want you to suck me like she sucked you. Like you wish she still would.”

Grace slides up the bed and drapes herself around Seraphina, her eyes blazing. She pumps Seraphina’s wet cock while I crawl forward to it, my movements restricted by my gown.

“You’re such a pretty sissy,” Grace breathes. Her other hand moves down between her legs as she stares at me. I love knowing how much it turns her on to see me like this. There’s no pretending with her now. This is everything she wanted from me. I can feel it radiating off her in waves of lustful desire.

“Fuck, sissy girl,” Seraphina says through gasps as I kiss my way up the length of her shaft. “That feels amazing.”

The taste of pre-cum spreads over my tongue as I run it over the underside of her tip. Seraphina shudders underneath me. It gives me goosebumps just to know that I’m able to do something so powerful to someone who has become such a dominant force in my life, such a master of control and power. For a moment, I get to be the one in control.

“Suck her like the slut you are!” Grace roars.

Before I realize what’s happening, my wife grabs me by the hair and pushes me down onto Seraphina’s throbbing cock, forcing it deep into my throat. My senses are suddenly flooded with her, but they don’t give me any time to adjust. As Grace holds me by my hair, Seraphina thrusts in and out, smearing lipstick over my face. I look up and see them kissing, see Grace’s hand between her legs moving even faster as she watches me suck another woman’s cock.

“You really are a good cocksucker,” Seraphina says, and it fills me with a strange sense of pride.

Grace’s fingers move faster as she watches me suck, so turned on by watching me be used like this in my virginal gown that she can’t stop herself. “I might cum just from this,” she moans.

“Why don’t you share me instead?”

She giggles and kisses Seraphina, then joins me at her cock. We slurp her together, worshipping her length as our tongues intertwine and our lips brush against each other. I want to kiss her so badly but I can’t, not with Seraphina in the way. Our lips only touch by accident as we serve this woman together. It burns me, but I don’t want to stop. The sound of Seraphina’s moans is intoxicating, but even more so is the feel of Grace pressed against me as we suck her together, making a mess of Seraphina’s shaft like two slutty girlfriends.

“You look better with a cock in your mouth than you ever did with one in your panties,” Grace giggles.

She pulls me back by my hair and finally gives me what I want: the touch of her lips. It’s like stepping from the shade into the sun. I can taste Seraphina on her tongue but it’s overpowered by her, by the familiar flavors I knew before the other woman ever came into our lives. The kiss starts aggressive and dominant before it melts into something soft and tender and loving. Even after all of this — the clothes, the cage, the new name, Seraphina — she still wants me.

“Get her ready for me,” she says, her tone turning on a dime into something predatory again.

Then she pushes me back down onto Seraphina’s cock by the back of my neck. The way I’ve been denied for so long makes it all even hotter, giving Seraphina what I can’t get myself. It should make me feel crazy to be denied like this. But all I can think about is how much I want that cock inside me. How much I want her to fuck me until I’m nothing but a moaning bride shuddering in her pretty dress as she cums again and again.

It isn’t until Seraphina pushes me off her cock and grabs my wife to kiss her that I realize I got lost in sucking her. My lipstick is smeared over her cock just like it was on my face earlier today. Grace puts her hand on the side of my head and shoves it away, sending me tumbling down the bed in a cloud of lace and silk.

“We’re done with you now,” she says.

Seraphina grins. “Now you get to watch.”


Chapter 7: What She Owns

“Oh, fuck, your cock feels so good!”

Grace’s moans are so loud they echo in the room. Her head is pressed into the bed as Seraphina fucks her from behind, her face a mask of pride and power. They are, in truth, stunningly beautiful and achingly arousing like this. Grace stares up at me with an expression of deep arousal that I can tell comes from more than just the thick cock filling her. It’s because of what this means, to be fucked by another woman in front of her sissy girl — especially one locked in steel forever.

“You’re so tight, baby,” Seraphina moans.

“It’s all for you, Sera.”

“All for me,” Seraphina repeats, staring at me.

My stomach flutters every time she pushes herself deep inside my wife. The way their bodies come together like one — like how I used to move with her. The way every thrust sends Grace into squeals of delight each time. I’m sure my clit would explode if it weren’t for my cage holding it tightly in place. My hands shake as I clutch my dress. I don’t know where else to put them.

But it gives Grace an idea.

“I want to see it,” she moans.

“See what?”

“Your clitty!” she giggles. “I want to see what I own.”

It takes effort to pull back the layers of my dress and petticoat, gathering them in my arms against my chest, a cloud of girlish silk that’s so dense that I can’t see what Grace does. She squeals in delight. She reaches out to touch it but only makes it halfway before the pleasure of Seraphina’s cock overwhelms her again and she melts back onto the bed.

“It’s even smaller than I realized,” Seraphina observes coolly. Why does that turn me on so much?

Grace slowly pulls herself together and manages to pinch my cage between her thumb and finger, giggles interspersed with moans and squeals. “You put her in a new one,” she gasps. “It’s so small!”

“It’s permanent,” Seraphina says.

The effect that has on my wife is overpowering. She shudders with a wailing moan as an orgasm rips through her body, fingers still on my cage. Just this is enough for her — just knowing that my tiny clitty will never be unlocked again, that she’ll forever have me as her submissive sissy girl — is enough to make her cum.

That, and Seraphina’s cock.

Seraphina grabs her by the waist and pulls her into her thrusts, making Grace scream out each time her ass meets Seraphina’s hips. “Oh, fuck, I never knew how badly I needed a real cock!”

“Tell me what you want it to do to your slutty sissy.”

Grace looks up at me from under lust-glazed eyes. I can hear how wet she is with every one of Seraphina’s powerful strokes. Every one of them makes her twitch and moan in pleasure. This is more than she could ever get from me.

“I want you to fuck every last drop of sissy cream out of her,” she groans.

Seraphina pulls all the way out, then pushes back inside even harder. I can’t stop myself from thinking about how she’ll do that to me until she finally erupts inside me. It sends my heart pounding as my body tenses like a spring being compressed, waiting for the moment it will be released — release that will only come from being fucked like the sissy slut I am.

“You’d never know that was ever a cock,” Grace moans, drumming her fingers on the tiny steel dome between my legs. Even that makes me shudder and moan. It’s all too much. It might even make me cum.

Grace notices immediately.

“Oh, do you like it when I play with your little clitty, baby?” she purrs.

“Yes,” I moan. “Oh, fuck, I might cum.”

“Just from this?”

“Yes!” I squeal.

Grace giggles and Seraphina smirks at me. They’ve transformed me so utterly that I could cum without anything more than a pretty dress and a reminder of my place: in steel while someone else pleasures my wife. It should be hateful, but it only makes me more excited. All I want is this, and her, and them. It’s an excruciating mix of torture and bliss.

“What do you need?” Grace growls at me.

“I need to be fucked,” I moan.

“Is that what you want?”

“I want your cock inside me so bad, Seraphina.”

“Beg her for it!”

My wife is almost crazed with desire.

“Please,” I moan, speaking to Seraphina but staring at my wife, knowing there’s nothing I could do to turn her on more than this. “Please, Seraphina, please fuck my tight sissy ass. Use me like the slut I am.”

“Naughty talk for a blushing bride,” Seraphina says.

“Please!” I whine, surprising myself with how badly I want it. No more delays, no more teasing. “I need you right now. Please, please fuck me like the slut I am!”

“Keep the dress on.”


Chapter 8: What I Want

She fucks me like she did my wife: me on all fours, my dress gathered around me, framing me like a painting of silk and lace and skin and steel. My clit is so small in this cage that it doesn’t dangle between my legs, it simply points straight down at the bed, wiggling as Seraphina spanks me and spreads me and readies me for her. I wiggle involuntarily — I can’t wait any longer. Months of teasing and denial are finally going to end tonight, right now. Every second longer is agony.

“You’re so fucking pretty,” Grace growls, eyes wide, my cheeks pinched in her hand. “I fucking love watching you take a cock.”

“Are you ready?” Seraphina asks.

“Yes,” I moan. “Yes!”

Grace slaps me, glaring at me. “She wasn’t asking you, slut. She can take you whenever she wants.”

Seraphina suddenly drives her finger deep inside me, if for no other reason than to simply prove the point. But I don’t care — it feels incredible. She curls it and squeezes my sissy spot so hard that pre-cum spurts from my cage and my legs shudder. I know I’m not allowed to cum without permission so I fight against the pleasure even as Seraphina tries harder to make me break that one rule. She is relentless, using all her practice with my body to bring me right to the edge.

Grace giggles as she watches my reactions and hears my moans. Her hand works its way through the bunched fabric of my dress until she finds my cage. My gasp is cut off by her lips as she kisses me, finger running circles around the steel, Seraphina working me from behind. If I close my eyes, I can almost imagine my wife’s touch on my bare skin.

And then she pulls away and lays back on the bed, legs spread, fingers sliding in and out between them. She’s stunning, her beauty only added to by the hint of cruelty she’s learned to embrace. This isn’t how a wife should want her husband, dressed in his frillies and begging to be fucked. But she does want it — prefers me like this, and that only makes it better.

“Fuck me, please,” I moan, dropping my head to the bed like Grace did before.

“Has she earned it?”

“Yes,” Grace moans instantly. “She’s such a good little slut.”

The feel of something hot and wet pressing against my asshole makes me shudder uncontrollably. I can’t help but look back as Seraphina positions herself above me. There are no words for how amazing she looks when she wants to fuck, statuesque and powerful. Like a goddess beyond the understanding of silly, slutty girls like me.

“I’m not going to be gentle,” she says.

“Good.”

It feels just as incredible when she finally thrusts inside me, splitting me apart with her shaft and filling me up like nothing else ever could. No fantasy was ever as intense as being pinned beneath her, my dress pulled up around me, while another woman fucks me like the slut I am, claiming me completely. My wife is so turned on by watching it happen that her fingers are almost a blur, moving in and out of herself even faster than Seraphina moves inside me. Her squeals of pleasure make my heart beat even faster. It all builds to a crescendo inside me — every second I’ve waited, every tease, every denial, all leading up to this perfect moment: fucked by a gorgeous woman with my wife watching us both. Wanting nothing more than to see me impaled like this. Once I was her husband.

Now I’m something so much more.

Seraphina leans over me, crushing my petticoat against my back, her lips next to my ear. I can feel the warmth of her breath as she grunts with every thrust. I am utterly enveloped by her body, nothing but a tiny toy wrapped in silk under her power and control. She could do anything she wants to me, and I know that would only excite Grace even more.

“Do you like being my pretty sissy?” she growls.

“Yes,” I moan, knowing Grace is close enough to hear me.

“It’s what you were meant for.”

“It’s what I want.”

She smirks at me before grabbing me by the waist and pulling my arms off the bed, pressing my back against her chest while she continues to fuck me. The change in angle presses her cock against my sissy spot and more pre-cum spurts from my cage. I roll my head back against her shoulder, tucking my mouth and nose against the curve of her neck. Nothing makes me feel more beautiful and small and perfect than when she fucks me like this.

The sound of Grace’s moans brings me out of it. I can see every part of her body as she touches herself: her flushed face, her heaving breasts, the wetness shining on her thighs as she plays with herself just as furiously as Seraphina fucks me.

“Oh fuck,” she groans. “I love watching you fuck her!”

My orgasm hits me like a freight train. My entire body goes numb with pleasure — except I can still feel Seraphina, her thrusts transformed into electric shocks that make me squeal. I never want her to stop, never want this to end. It spreads out through my body until every fiber is bent to nothing but pleasure at their hands. Grace is suddenly over me, kissing me again, tongue swirling around mine in wild abandon while I shake with the last echoes of my orgasm.

And then Seraphina erupts inside me, too, filling me up even more with a roar of triumphant pleasure. Every time she pulses, it sends another wave of pleasure rolling through my body. The way she pulls my arms behind my back makes me feel like an object — something for her use, not a person in my own right. A toy made for nothing but this purpose: to please another woman. It only intensifies the sensations coursing through me as Seraphina moans and finally releases me, falling onto the bed beside me as she catches her breath.

Grace falls beside her, giggling and grinning at both of us. There’s no denying how beautiful they look together. They kiss one last time before turning their attention to me. Their smiles make me shudder and gasp for air — I didn’t realize just how much this took out of me until that moment.

Seraphina runs her hand over my ass. “You really do make such a pretty bride.”

“My perfect sissy girl,” Grace grins.

It shouldn’t make me feel so proud when they say it.

But I know that it’s all I want to be.
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