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Chapter
One



PREPARATIONS

The room was thick with anticipation, and the faintest taste of fear. My pulse was quickening by the minute, knowing that something was on the verge of happening, that my life was about to change once again.

I pulled up my white thigh highs, clipping them to the garter belt that dangled from beneath the thick petticoats of my fluffy pink dress. My wife Christina had told me to get dressed in my sexiest, most feminine outfit and I could think of none better than the one that had started it all, the first dress that I had ever worn.

I scampered to the mirror to fix my hair, the long brown locks of my wig framing my face perfectly. My penis throbbed in my tiny pink chastity cage as I admired myself, the uncomfortable strain reminding me of my sworn pact to obey my mistress and do everything that she requested.

Christina had locked it on months ago and other than during my sissy initiation early on, she had yet to let me orgasm—and she continued to tell me that I wouldn’t be allowed to, not until she got what she truly wanted out of me.

“Good. You’re ready, Michelle,” my wife’s voice said sharply behind me, startling me and making me jump.

Michelle, my new name. How sweet it still sounds rolling off her tongue.

“Y-yes, Mistress,” I squeaked as I turned to face her, trying to compose myself in a way proper of a feminine servant. “What will you have me do next?”

She approached me, her slender legs taking long, calculated strides, each one omitting more power and sexiness than the last. As she moved her short black satin robe swayed softly, looking like it was ready to fall off her at any moment.

Her aura made me nervous, her body made me jealous; I wished that I could look like her, that I could feel like her, that I could be her. She was everything I wasn’t: powerful, sexy, and in control.

As she stopped just before me I could see a devilish gleam in her hazel eyes, a look that was becoming all too familiar, a look that told me that she indeed had something big planned. Her hand cradled my cheek, her thumb rubbing it tenderly as she gazed into my eyes. “You still look so striking in pink, my little sissy. You’ve made a great choice for tonight,” she whispered.

I couldn’t suppress a shiver as her words teased me, my body surging with desire from her touch and praise. “Thank you, Mistress.”

Her fingers traced down my body, straightening out my dress as they moved, helping me perfect my appearance. “I’m going to need you to be a very good girl for me tonight, Michelle. Do you think you can do that for me? Can you behave yourself?” she purred.

My dick throbbed. I loved hearing her call me a good girl, almost as much as I loved being one for her.

“Yes, Mistress, of course.”

She took a step back and considered me, then shook her head and sighed. “I want to believe you, I really do, but not tonight. I can’t let you spoil tonight.”

My heart began to race as I wondered what she meant. “W-what’s tonight?” I stammered anxiously.

Christina leaned in, nuzzling her lips by my ear, and whispered, "I have someone joining us tonight, Michelle. Someone who's going to give me what you can't. Are you ready for that? Are you ready to watch that?”

I swallowed hard. I knew this day would come eventually, but still I wasn't entirely sure if I was ready. But at the same time, I couldn't deny the fire coursing through my veins at the thought of Christina with another man in our marital bed. The image was intoxicating, while also frightening.

“It’s not my place to say, Mistress. I’m here to do whatever you wish,” I replied, trying to sound confident and obedient.

Christina walked away from me, her hips swaying seductively as she headed towards the wardrobe and emerged with a pair of handcuffs. She dangled them from her fingers as she returned to me, her black stilettos crashing into the hardwood floor with every step.

“You’ve been learning your place so much quicker ever since we tapped into your feminine side,” she chuckled. “I wonder what will make you more jealous tonight—watching another man take your wife, or watching your wife pleasured by a man.”

She wants me to watch?

She walked behind me, firmly pulling my arms together. I had to fight my natural urge to resist, allowing her to take control of my body once more as she handcuffed my wrists together. Pulling on the chain, she led me backwards to a corner of the room then helped me down to my knees. There she quickly attached the second pair of cuffs to my ankles, securing me in place.

“Just to make sure you don’t try anything silly,” she grinned as she walked past me.

I nodded my understanding as she strutted away, back towards her wardrobe. From within she pulled out another item, a long black leather strap. As she once again returned to me I saw that it wasn’t just any strap, from the middle hung a large, thick dildo.

“And this,” she smirked. “This is so you can’t disturb us.”

She patted my cheek, telling me to open my mouth. I obeyed. Suddenly the dildo was inside of me, deep inside of me, making me gag. Christina swiftly reached around my head and buckled the straps together, fastening them tightly so it wouldn’t leave me without assistance.

"Derek will be here soon," she said, her voice low and sensual. "I very much look forward to having another man in our bed—and to introduce him to my beautifully dressed and obedient husband." She reached out and cupped my cheek again, her touch tender and heartfelt. “You are going to be obedient for me, aren’t you, Michelle?”

I tried to answer but the gag wouldn’t let me. Instead I nodded eagerly, letting her know that I would be good for her.

Suddenly the door bell echoed through the house, letting us know that her guest was here.

“I guess we will find out soon enough,” she let out, turning her attention towards the door. She gave me a pat on the cheek and then walked away, turning off the lights and closing the door behind her, leaving me bound and gagged in the dark, awaiting the arrival of her new lover.


Chapter
Two



DEREK

My heart began to race as the door creaked open. Light from the hallway began to trickle in, slowly filling the room and highlighting two figures standing in the doorway, one was short and petite, clearly Christian, while the other was tall with broad shoulders. I had no doubt whose silhouette this was.

The lights flashed on, momentarily blinding me. My eyes squinted, slowly regaining focus as the two figures approached me. Looking up, I saw Christina. Looking to the side, I saw Derek.

He was tall and muscular, with short black hair and piercing blue eyes. A few days of stubble gave him an edgy appearance, a stark contrast from my own soft, hairless face. Derek’s eyes widened momentarily upon seeing me bound and gagged in the corner, but he soon focused his gaze on his reason for being here—Christina.

“This must be your…” he began, his voice low and gravely.

“My husband, that’s right. You may call her Michelle,” Christina answered. “But you don’t have to worry about her, she’s just here to observe. I want her to see how a real man fucks a woman.”

“Oh? He’s not a real man?” Derek asked, staring at me curiously. “Is that why you don’t let him dress like one?”

Christina’s eyebrows perked up at his question, a wicked grin spreading across her face. “Why don’t you let me show you why he’s no longer a man,” she let out as her attention turned towards me.

She hurried over, stopping just before me and taking a moment to glare. I looked up with pleading eyes. I wasn’t sure what she had in mind, but I had a bad feeling about it. But she didn’t stop and I shouldn’t have expected her to.

Her heeled foot stuck out, slipping beneath my dress and the fluffy layers of my petticoats. Slowly, she raised her foot, lifting the white puffy material off the floor until she could grab it with her hand. With a firm grip, she pulled it higher up, blocking my view while reveling my matching pink thong to Derek.

I heard a curious grunt come from him as he considered the sight before him. My body began to shake from becoming such a spectacle, and from knowing that Christina wasn’t yet done. I felt the tip of her heel on my cage as she hooked it under my panties and pulled them to the side, letting my confined cock pop out.

“What the hell is that?” Derek blurted out in shock.

My cheeks went flush with embarrassment, I could feel his eyes staring at my caged dick with a bewildered gaze.

Christina flicked my cage with her heel a few times as she giggled, loving the humiliation she was causing me. “It’s a chastity cage. It stops him from cumming so he can properly play the role of my doting servant,” she explained, letting my dress fall back down as she returned to Derek. She placed her hands on his firm chest as she looked into his eyes. “Why? Do you want to try one, too? I could make you into my personal sex slave.”

Derek shook his head vigorously as he took a step back and threw his hands up. “Hell no! I would never let anyone do that to me,” he let out defiantly.

Christina chuckled as she glanced back at me over her shoulder. “Of course you wouldn’t, dear. No self respecting man would.”

I trembled, unsure of how to react. I had never felt smaller or more pathetic than I did in that moment.

“That’s right,” Derek snickered as he step back towards my wife, letting her take him in her hands again.

Her hands explored him, feeling his hard, toned body. Seeing her lust over this stranger made me feel ashamed of my former manly appearance and made me grateful that she had transformed me into something more appropriate.

“I know a strong, capable man like you would never allow anyone to do something so degrading as what I’ve done to Michelle,” Christina purred. “And that’s exactly why you’re here, Derek, you’re here to do what only a man can do, to fuck me and make me feel like a woman again.”

“Sounds like you’ve found just the right man for the job,” Derek chuckled, licking his lips as he admired her.

Christina giggled as her hands dropped to her side. Her fingers gripped the tie of her robe and gently pulled them apart until they unfurled and the robe softly fluttered to the floor. Beneath she wore nothing but a tight black teddy, its ribbing confirming perfectly to her body, amplifying her perfect curves.

I could feel my mouth water as I stared at her. I could practically taste her from here. But I knew that tonight I wouldn’t be the one tasting her—not if this other man did what he was here to do.

“But enough about her,” Christina spat out pointedly at me. “You’re here for me.”

“Yes. Yes I am,” Derek said suavely.

He placed his large hands on my wife’s hips and drew her in towards him until their lips met in a hungry kiss. His hands began to explore her body as their lips tangled together passionately. I watched as his fingers consumed her perky ass, gripping it firmly and making her moan softly into his mouth.

For the first time ever I was watching my wife kiss another man and I couldn’t take my eyes off. I could feel my dick squirming in its cage, slowly growing as it took in the sight before me.

Christina wasted no time in deepening their kiss. She wrapped her leg around Derek, allowing him to caress her soft thigh. Already her body was convulsing in rhythm with their kisses, her breath growing hot and heavy.

I knew that I should be angered by the sight, I knew that I should be humiliated—but I wasn’t. I felt something entirely different. I could feel a lust building up inside me, an intense heat yearning for attention. But being chained and gagged in the corner, I knew that attention would not be coming soon. Not until this man had his way with my wife.

“Enough,” Christina panted, her breath ragged. “Fuck me. Now.”


Chapter
Three



POWER

Derek obliged without hesitation. His fingers slipped inside the straps of Christina’s teddy and pulled them down.

Her breasts heaved towards him, spilling out of her lingerie as he pulled it down. Her nipples were hard and erect, begging for his touch, and her body glistened with sweat. My eyes followed her body down to her pussy—already it looked wet and ready for this strange man.

Christina wasn’t embarrassed by her sudden nakedness, she loved it, laughing wildly as she reached for Derek’s belt. It snaked out of his pants like a whip, snapping loudly in the air like thunder in a storm. Her fingers continued to move as fast as lightning, unbuttoning his pants and dropping them to the floor.

I gasped at the image before me, the large, thick outline of his cock in his boxers. Christina clearly saw it too as she began to run her fingers along its length, moaning at the thought of having it in her. I could see the enormous bulge pulsing from her touch while Derek squirmed in pleasure, letting out a guttural groan.

My cock throbbed at the image before me, longing to be the one getting touched. It had been weeks since it had been touched and that had only been in order to place this new, smaller pink chastity cage over it. Months had past since I had last been allowed to feel her, to enter her and bask in her perfect softness.

With one swift motion Derek pulled off his shirt, debuting his muscular body. His chest broad, his abs toned, his arms bulging with muscles—he was the spitting image of a perfect man, the man that every woman would want, the man that my woman wanted.

Christina’s hands landed on his chest, tracing his muscles downward. They stopped at the hems of his boxers, grabbing them tightly before tearing them off. His cock instantly sprung up, fully erect and ready to experience her.

“Oh, my,” Christina gasped. Despite her surprise she wasn’t bashful, she took it in her hands once again, this time feeling his real tender meat.

Christina began stroking Derek’s cock, letting it pulse in her hand with every touch. My breath was getting strained, jealousy welling up inside me watching my wife touch another man. At the same time, seeing his huge member made me feel smaller than ever—how could I ever expect to please my wife with what I had? How could I ever feel worthy to feel her again?

No matter how I felt, my own cock felt differently. It continued to pulse in my tiny pink cage, trying to break through its confinement, trying to get noticed so that it could join the fun.

But it wouldn’t and it couldn’t.

Derek started laughing, his eyes flashing between my desperation and Christina’s eagerness. Suddenly he seemed taller, stronger, he seemed to radiate power—and he knew it.

“You want me badly, don’t you?” he laughed. “You need me.” His large fingers cupped her face and raised it until their eyes met, his blue eyes hypnotizing her. “I want to hear you say it. Say now much you need me.”

Christina looked at him with hungry eyes, one hand on his chest and the other on his hard shaft. “I do, I need you. I need you badly,” she whimpered.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing, my strong, powerful wife was suddenly in a position of weakness.

"Now, Christina. Let me hear you beg for it,” Derek demanded roughly. "I need to hear your sweet voice begging for my cock.”

My wife slipped down onto her knees, both hands now gripping his cock. She continued to look up at him, their eyes locked. “Please, Derek. Please let me feel your manliness, please fuck me,” she begged.

Never before had I seen her so weak, so demure. But then I looked up at Derek, seeing a satisfied smirk plastered across his face, and realized what it was. It was the energy of a real man. He was the dominant and with him around, Christina was reverting to the role of the submissive.

“Kiss it first,” he said sternly, his hand beginning to pet her hair.

She nodded obediently and then leaned forward, letting her lips taste his flesh. Her kisses moved up his shaft, growing more eager with every touch. When she reached the head she looked back up at Derek who nodded approvingly, but there was more than just that, his eyes told her to continue.

Her mouth opened and let in his cock. Slowly her lips embraced his length, taking in as much as she could. Her head turned as she pulled herself back, her eyes flashing back to Derek who again nodded his approval.

But still, he wanted more.

His fingers wrapped around her hair, gripping her tightly as he pulled her back down over his massive cock. He growled with a mixture of power and pleasure, his lips curling into a wicked smile.

I was amazed by him, his ability to transform and control my wife so quickly, so easily. Everything about him was making me mad with jealousy, especially my wife’s lips around his dick.

“Yes,” he groaned. “I think you will do quite well.” He chuckled as he pulled her off of his cock, still holding her hair tightly as she pulled her up to stand before him. His tongue darted out, ramming itself into her mouth as they began another passionate kiss.

My body was tingling, I had never seen something like this before, I had never experienced something like this before. It was consuming my entire being, a strange energy coursing through me.

Derek pulled Christina off of him, spinning her around and pushing her onto the bed. She crashed into the soft bedding with a moan and craned her head back to watch him.

“I’m not going to go easy on you,” he grinned. “I’m going to give you everything I have.”


Chapter
Four



DOMINANCE

With a predatory lunge, Derek was suddenly on her. Christina responded with a guttural groan as he pushed inside, his massive cock filling every inch of her pussy that had been left tight from my previous use. I could see the discomfort in her eyes as he moved deeper, I could tell that he was stretching her wider. My own dick throbbed as I wondered if she would still feel the same after taking him.

Derek pulled back then pushed in harder, making Christina dig her nails into the bedding beneath her. “Fuck, you’re tight,” he growled, a grin smeared across his face. “For now.”

Another thrust made Christina shake her head from side to side, anguished from the powerful pounding she was already receiving. Her eyes were squeezed shut, her body already writhing as the pleasure began.

“Shut up and fuck me!” she screamed at Derek.

He scoffed at her and hefted her legs up, pulling her body against his and pushing his cock deeper inside.

“Holy fuck!” my wife cried out, throwing her head back in ecstasy.

Slowly, Derek began thrusting in and out of her, his arm muscles rippling as he held up her legs. I watched as he claimed every inch of my wife, driving his cock into depths that I had never touched before.

I could hear the sound of his cock slapping against her wet pussy and the bed creaking beneath her. I could hear his heavy breathing and the moans escaping my wife. It was a symphony unlike any other, captivating yet haunting.

There was an undeniable heat igniting within me, turning me on as I watched this stranger ravage my wife while I was helplessly bound and gagged. My cock strained fiercely against its cage while my mouth sucked passionately on the dildo gag in my mouth.

The intense arousal I felt was confusing. I had been dreading this night, dreading watching my wife with another man, yet here I was feeling like I could cum if given just the slightest bit of attention. I longed to touch myself, to run my hands over my bodice, to feel my silky stockings and rub my chastity cage. But here, in this moment, I was more denied than ever—only allowed to watch and saver the scene playing out before me.

I can’t believe this is happening!

I gasped as Christina let out a guttural cry, her body succumbing to Derek’s pounding. The scent of her aroma filled the room, tickling my every sense and making my confined cock throb even harder as I watched her arch her back. Her body quivered, trembling with pleasure, as Derek continued to drive into her with strong, powerful thrusts. I could only imagine the sensations that she was feeling with his thick, lengthy manhood inside her, the feeling of being pleasured in a way that only a woman truly could.

It reminded me of when she had fucked me in Dr. Alexander’s office, back when she had first dressed me up in women’s clothing. How I longed to feel such pleasure again, to be intimate with her in any way that she would allow me.

Feeling a surge of frustration and arousal, my wrists again strained against the handcuffs, trying to free themselves but still getting rejected.

Watching Alex take charge of Christina, plunging into her with unrestrained fervor, was captivating and thrilling. My heart hammered in my chest, and with every measured beat the longing within me spiraled further out of control. A bead of sweat trickled down my forehead as I watched, helplessly ensnared by the metal cuffs around my limbs.

“Oh, fuck!” my wife cried out. “You’re so big! So thick! If this is what a real man feels like then I’m not sure I’ve ever been with one before.”

Derek laughed primally, his head thrown back in delight from her praise. There was a new twinkle in his eyes as if he had suddenly been challenge to give her even more of himself.

“You haven’t felt anything yet,” he grunted.

As he rammed his meaty cock back into her, Christina turned to face me, her lips smiling wickedly as our eyes locked. I could see the unadulterated pleasure seeping out of her, I could hear each moan escaping her lips, I could tell that she was bragging, letting me know that I would never truly experience the pleasure that she was right then and there.

Derek buried himself even deeper inside her, drawing back her attention as the slap of their bodies echoed through the open room even louder. Christina’s breasts were jiggling and swaying with the force of every thrust, drops of sweat rolling down the valley between them, down her navel and towards her clit, making her entire body glisten.

I wanted to taste each drop, to trace their lines down to her pussy so I could take her juicy lips in my mouth. I moaned loudly through my gag at the thought, at the desire to please her.

Derek was sweating, too. Beads were dripping down his chest, bouncing over every well defined muscle. He shimmered in the light of the room, his physique making him look like a god as he towered over my wife.

Christina loved the sight of him. She was enthralled by his appearance, reveling in the sensation of losing control to him, of being utterly possessed by a man who commanded her body without holding back—something that I could never give her.

Her back arched in pleasure, the muscles in her core tightening as Derek’s thrusts grew more frenzied. He was like a powerful beast who seemed to know exactly what she needed from him.

He smirked, his eyes gleaming with masculine pride and raw desire.

Watching this man take my Christina so intimately was almost too much for me to take, and yet I kept watching.

Christina writhed, a deep moan escaping her lips as she surrendered herself to the deep sensations. She was close, so close, I could see it in her face, her eyes squeezed shut, her lips parted in a silent cry.

I could tell Derek was getting close, too. He had a primitive energy about him, his every movement exuding great purpose. His cock was sliding in with ease now, lubricated with Christina’s lust for him. His hips moved in a hypnotic rhythm, he moved so casually yet with so much force.

My cock was aching, pleading for its release, begging to join the wild foray before me. Christina’s mouth shot open, a deep guttural cry bellowing out from within, making my cage throb harder as the sounds of her pleasure rang through my ears.

I gazed at her longingly as I watched her body quiver, trembling under the masterful touch of Derek. He continued his strong, powerful thrusts into her as she gave in to her erupting orgasm.

“Fuck yeah! Harder, harder!” she cried out, her fingers swarming her breasts and teasing her nipples.

I could see a tinge in Derek’s eyes that said he didn’t like being ordered to do anything, but this was a request that he couldn’t deny. He leaned over her, pressing her legs further back as he shifted his angle so he could thrust himself even further inside.

As Christina continued to cry out, her voice hitting a pitch I never thought possible of her, Derek worked harder and faster. He wasn’t done yet.

His body began to tense, the veins in his large muscles beginning to bulge. Christina looked up at him, her eyes still filled with raw passion as she nodded at him, telling him that he could finish.

Derek snickered at the look, turning his head to the side to avoid her gaze. His eyes closed, his heavy breathes turned into grunts. There was a great anticipation building in the room, Christina watched as she bit her lip and I sucked on my gag, both of us in awe of the masterful way in which he used his cock.

With a sharp cry, Derek let loose. His hips bucked forward a final time, staying deep inside my wife as his body crashed over her. Christina’s eyes bulged as she felt the pulsing of his cock and the power of his orgasm within her.

Derek savored each pulse and pump of his cock inside her wetness, allowing himself to catch his breath as he enjoyed his accomplishments. Sweat trailed down his chest, dropping down on to Christina’s quivering body beneath him, her chest still rising and falling with the force of her labored breaths.

My chest was pounding, my heart racing as I watched their sweat soaked bodies lie together in completion. I felt so overwhelmed with emotions and arousal, I was sweltering with an intense sexual energy with no way of releasing it. I was desperate for an outlet, for anyway to express my lust.

Derek pulled himself back up, slowly slipping his length out of my wife. His cock shined, covered with their mixed juices of pleasure. “Do you have a towel I can use for this?” he breathed out.

Christina forced her head up and looked at him, then turned her attention to me, still kneeling in the corner of the room. “Yes,” she grinned. “Her name is Michelle.”


Chapter
Five



ACCEPTANCE

Derek’s eyes flashed between Christina and me, putting together what she had just said. Then, without a word, he walked towards me.

Adrenaline raced through my veins, my chest heaving as I gazed up at the towering figure of this man who had claimed my wife—the man who was now coming to claim me.

"You want to join the fun?” Derek asked, casually holding his still engorged cock in front of my face. “Why don’t you be a good girl and clean me up."

I stared his wet cock in disbelief before hearing a firm order from Christina. "Do as you're told," she commanded, her assertive tone a stark reminder of the power she still had over me.

Could I possibly do this? Could I possibly suck a man’s cock? I have to right? My mistress ordered me to do so.

I gulped at the thought as I looked up at Derek and his well defined manhood. He was everything that I wasn’t, strong, handsome, well endowed—unlike me he was a real man.

He reached around my head and unfastened the straps of my gag, gently pulling it out then dropping it to the floor beside me. Already my lips were swollen, my throat sore, but I had a feeling that they hadn’t felt anything yet. I looked back at Christina who gave me an assertive nod, telling me that I was to obey without question.

But that wasn’t the problem, the problem was how much I suddenly wanted to do it, how my body was surging with weeks of pent up sexual energy and ready to explode. I glanced back at the large cock and then, unable to resist any longer, I leaned forward, my lips parting to gently taste the salty remnants of their shared ecstasy.

My tongue snaked out, hesitantly at first before growing bolder as it swirled around the pulsating head of Derek’s cock. I could taste the drops of their mingled fluids, the bitterness of Derek’s seed combined with the sweetness of Christina.

It made me want more.

Christina watched me from our bed, her powerful gaze never leaving me, watching me like a queen looking down over her servants.

My mouth opened wider, and I began to suck, gently at first, then with an increasing vigor as I savored the feeling of powerlessness consuming me. Each eager suck brought pleasure flooding through him, pulsing in time with Derek’s throbbing manhood.

As I cleaned his cock, a swarm of conflicting emotions threatened to overwhelm me: shame, excitement, submission, humiliation—all wrapped up in a searing ball of heady lust.

I tried to ignoring the feelings, to focus on the sensation of the dick in my mouth, the taste of it on my tongue, and the obedience I was proving to my mistress, but it was all just so much.

From the corner of my eyes I noticed Christina nodding approvingly as she watched me pleasure her new lover. Her approval only made me want to suck the cock more, knowing that his satisfaction was also hers fueled my hunger for more.

Derek wanted more, too. He wrapped his fingers in my hair, controlling my movements as he forced me deeper onto his cock. I could feel him thrusting into me, pressing his length to the back of my throat. I knew by now that I had done my job, I had cleaned his cock thoroughly, but it was clear that he wasn’t yet done with me.

"Fuck, he's a natural cocksucker," Derek grunted, the words sending a shiver down my spine. I opened my mouth wider, desperate to take every inch of him in, to prove him right.

The chastity cage imprisoning me was digging into my flesh and balls with each bob of my head. I groaned around the thick length of Derek’s cock, the base hitting the back of my throat as I swallowed every inch that I could. I could feel the pulsing heat of my dick straining desperately against the bars of my cage, and the sensation provoked a fresh desire inside me.

"Oh, fuck you are good," Derek grunted, his grip tightening on my hair. I could feel his cock throbbing, telling me that it was enjoying my work. “If I hadn’t just cum in your wife I would definitely fill you up, too.”

Christina giggled, amused by the idea of this man using my mouth to dump his seed. “Maybe next time I’ll let you finish inside her instead,” she laughed.

Next time? In me?

The idea was so hot, so arousing. It made me want him all the more.

Moans bellowed out of me as I took his cock in and out faster. I could taste the pre-cum dripping from his tip as my own cock pulsed. I moved faster, feeling like I had an insatiable hunger that I couldn’t satisfy. I wanted more, I needed more.

I couldn’t hold back any longer, my eyes bulged open as release tore through me. My cock burst, pumping out weeks worth of pent up cum. I arched my head back, letting Derek’s cock slip out of my mouth as I groaned with relief, feeling suddenly overcome with euphoria as I orgasmed.

As I relaxed and started to catch my breath, I realized that the room was suddenly silent and everyone was staring at me. Derek looked amused, a sly smirk gracing his lips, while Christina looked excited, her eyes looking at me as if she was meeting someone new—which maybe she was.

“I can tell you enjoyed that, Michelle,” Christina let out as she considered what she had just watched me do.

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied between ragged breaths. “Thank you for letting me experience that. Thank you for allowing me to assist you with your special night.”

Christina gave me a naughty smile as she pulled herself up from the bed and approached. Tenderly she patted my cheek as she stared down at me. “You’re very welcome, my dear Michelle,” she said softly. “And don’t you worry, this will be far from your last experience. I now know exactly how to utilize you and your new desires.”

I could feel the drool dripping down my chin as I smiled up at her, excited for what the future now held. “Yes, Mistress. I trust that you always know how to best use me,” I replied eagerly. “I’ll be here to help and support you in anyway you wish.”

And I would. From then on I would be the most obedient, faithful sissy servant that I could be.

For her I would do anything.
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Also by Tiffany Chastain


Sissified To Be Her Cuckold: Feminized and Shared

Away from his wife on a three week business trip, Sam is ready to give into his building urges. After months sharing his wife with other men, he longs to learn how it feels to be like her, beautiful and desired.

But a surprise visit from his wife, Rachel, changes everything. When she discovers his secret, she’s not mad, she’s delighted. She helps Sam on his new path towards feminization and together they hunt for a new man, one they can share together.
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Hotwife Vacation: Caged & Controlled By My Wife

After years being locked in chastity by his dominant wife, Allison, Thomas has plans for the ultimate act of obedience: planning his wife’s dream vacation.

At first, everything seems perfect at their beautiful beachfront resort until Allison begins to reveal her own plan. As she struts around the resort in her skimpy bikinis, catching the eyes of every passing man, Thomas does his best to cater to her every need, oblivious to the fact that Allison has a particular need that she's tending to herself.

When Allison finally reveals her plan it’s too late. Caught in the middle, Thomas is left no choice but to watch as his wife changes the foundation of their relationship. Forever.
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For more chastity, sissy, and sissy maid stories, please check out https://www.tiffanychastain.com/ to find Tiffany’s complete catalog!
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