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Chapter
One



As the weeks melted away, so did my connection to my former self. Every day I was feeling more like Stephanie instead of Stephen. Maybe it was all the time preparing myself every morning, shaving my body, applying makeup, and slipping into something tight and slinky that my boss Mr. Robert Durant would appreciate, or maybe it was the constant attention that he gave me. Seeing the constant need and desire that he had for me, something I had never experienced from anyone before, made me feel like I belonged as Stephanie.

I had known when his daughter Juliette had trained me what her goal for me was, to become his sissy secretary, to be around to help him relieve his stresses, to service him when he needed it. But I had no idea how often that would be.

Constantly I was summoned into his office to perform my sissy tasks on him—it didn’t matter what time of day it was. If the office was busy, he would take me into his private bathroom, if it was late and everyone else had gone home, he would have me at his desk. There was a part of me that found it exhausting being at his sexual beck and call, but being still locked in a chastity cage, a device that only he held the keys to, the pent up sexual energy constantly coursing through me always got me into the mood when his need struck.

At the end of the day, I always enjoyed performing my secretarial duties.

I couldn’t remember how long I had been locked in chastity, but as long as Robert held the keys, I had a feeling it would remain on for quite some time, at least until he found someone else to take my place. For now, I just considered it part of me, part of who I was. In many ways it was true, I could hardly remember what it was like to hold my penis in my hands, or what it looked like hanging out from my body.

But for my new self that was a good thing, especially when I was summoned into my boss’s office just as I was now. When I looked down at my elegant black pencil skirt, it was flat and sleek against my legs—no sign of a bulge. In addition to the expansive wardrobe the Juliette had bought me and the lessons she gave me on applying makeup, it was my ability to hide my former self beneath it all that gave me the most confidence.

Running out from my tight skirt were my smooth, hairless legs covered in nude thigh highs. The stockings made my legs glisten, making them look just as sexy as they felt to wear. Above I wore a well fitting coral blouse, buttoned just to the top of my large breast forms to give me the perfect amount of to cleavage, just as Juliette had taught me.

My long auburn colored wig trickled over my shoulders, framing my face nicely. I didn’t need to look in a mirror to know how good I looked, how feminine I looked, I saw it in the stares of everyone I walked past as my stilettos clicked down the hall.

I knocked gently on the expansive glass door of Robert’s office and waited for him to wave me in. As I entered, he gave me a smug smile, as if seeing his invaluable property being returned to him. His look was intimidating, already I could tell that he would have a use for me, a deep and passionate need for my new skillsets.

I stood before his desk, looking over him as I felt my dick begin to swell up in its cage. Today he wore an expensive looking navy blue suit, perfectly tailored to fit his muscular physique. Underneath I could see a light grey shirt with no hint of a tie, a sign that his work was done for the day, that he was ready to relax.

"Ah, Stephanie, there you are," he said, gesturing towards one of the plush chairs. "Come, have a seat. I have something to discuss with you."

I hesitated for a moment but knowing all too well the consequences of disobeying him, I swallowed my pride and obeyed.

Robert grinned at me as I did as I was told, pleased with my obedience. “I have a suspicion that you’ve been avoiding me lately,” he said, his voice low and dangerous. “I hope that isn’t the case.”

His accusation filled me with panic, but also gave me a surge of arousal. I always knew that he liked to watch over me, but I had no idea he gave me that much attention. “N-no, sir,” I let out. “I’ve been looking over the staff, making sure they’re hitting their deadlines in preparation for your next board meeting.”

He considered me for a moment and then nodded approvingly. “I see, that’s very good. You’ve been adjusting to your new role quite well. Very well in fact.”

I felt a chill run down my spine at his words. I knew all too well what that meant and what he was building towards. My heart was racing as I watched him. He looked so powerful sitting in his large leather chair, knowing that he held the keys to my chastity cage only amplified that.

“I have something for you,” he continued as he pulled out a small black shopping bag and placed it on his desk. “To show you my appreciation for all your hard work recently.”

I gulped anxiously as I acknowledged the bag, the first ever gift that I had received from my boss. Leaning forward, I accepted it and looked inside. Its contents were black and lacy, sleek and sexy, and I could instantly tell what it was—lingerie.

I felt my eyes widen in shock and arousal as I realized the true meaning of the gift—what he wanted from me. Looking back at Robert I could see a satisfied smirk playing on his lips as he leaned back in his chair.

“Go ahead and try it on. I can’t wait to see you in it,” he said softly.

My cheeks flushed with embarrassment as he nodded to his private bathroom, telling me to go get dressed. His control over me fueled my arousal even more, especially in that moment when I knew I had no choice but to obey.


Chapter
Two



“Yes, sir," I finally managed to stutter out, my voice barely above a whisper.

Without hesitation I gave him a curt bow then turned to make my way to the bathroom, feeling the heat of his longing on my backside as I moved. Inside I pulled out my gift, an elegant set of black lace lingerie, soft to the touch, and naughty to the imagination.

Seeing it I knew exactly why Robert had picked it out, it was gorgeous. I quickly disrobed and slipped it on, letting the thong slide between my cheeks before putting on the matching bra. The bra had padded cups, big enough to both fit and hide my breast forms—I couldn’t help but giggle at the sight, knowing how much Robert liked to squeeze my chest.

The lacy undergarments made me feel sexy and confident, but also naughty and vulnerable. There was no denying that the gift was a vehicle of Robert’s lust, but be that as it may, I adored the surprise that he had given me.

Back in his office I felt like I was walking into a lion’s den as Robert waited for me with a predatory smile on his face. His suit jacket was off and his shirt untucked from his slacks. He held a glass of scotch in his hand, swirling it gently as he admired me and appreciated my obedience.

"Good girl," he said, his tone soft yet firm. "Now, I want you to do exactly as I say, no questions asked, understand?"

I nodded, knowing exactly the game we were about to play.

Without breaking contact with me he raised his hand, wordlessly summoning me to him with a simple curl of his finger. I did as I was told, slowly moving towards him, making sure to wag my hips with every step, just as his daughter had taught me.

His eyes ravaged me as I approached, his chest beginning to heave with lust. I loved it when he looked at me this way, so passionate, so full of desire, so hungry for me.

I felt his hands on my ass, firm and deliberate, telling me that I was his for the taking. Trembling from his touch, I wondered how he would have me service him this time.

"You're such a good girl, Stephanie," he murmured, his voice thick with desire. "Always so obedient, always so willing to please. It's truly a thing of beauty," he said, giving my ass another firm squeeze, spreading my cheeks slightly and making me quiver with delight.

His fingers loosened and traced the hem of my thong around my hip, slowly moving down between my legs. I felt his touch along my chastity cage, the object that made me bound to him, and heard him chuckle. “And it’s all thanks to this.”

My confined cock pulsed from his touch. I longed for more and was flooded with despair when his hand drifted away.

“Take off my pants,” he growled, quickly returning to business.

“Yes, sir,” I choked out, trying to hide my frustration.

His breath grew heavy as I unbuttoned his pants, slowly beginning to wiggle them down his legs. He moaned as I lowered them to his knees, letting his already hard cock burst out from beneath.

I blushed at the sight, growing flush with desire from its presence. But before I could properly greet it I felt Robert’s fingers on my chin, lifting my face up to meet his. I could see the searing heat of his lust burning in his eyes as he spoke to me. “I want you on your knees, just like your first time.”

I bit my lip as I nodded, remembering how naughty that first time had been, hidden under his desk and unable to control my blossoming urges.

“As you wish,” I breathed out, slipping down between his legs.

Already my dick was throbbing, yearning for our act to begin. I stared at his manhood, standing hard and erect before me, and knew that I couldn’t wait a second longer.

“Suck it,” he whispered.

I did as I was told, taking him into my mouth. I could feel him thick and pulsing against my tongue, filling my entire mouth. After weeks of training, my gag reflex had improved so I could take him deeper, but still I enjoyed testing the depths of my lust. He moaned loudly as he held my head firmly in place, forcing me to take the entire length of his cock, reminding me how much he enjoyed it, too.

"That's it, Stephanie, take it all in," he groaned, his breathing becoming more labored as he embraced the pleasure.

I felt his hand tighten in my hair, pulling harder as he began to thrust his hips, roughly fucking my face, his eagerness to use me on full display. I could feel every inch of him as he went deeper with each hungry thrust.

With each breath I took, I could taste him—the salty tang of his sweat and the musky flavor of his manhood. My lips were growing swollen and raw, but I didn't dare to pull away or slow him down. I knew there would be consequences if I disappointed him.

Robert was breathing heavily now, grunting and swearing as his orgasm approached. I could feel the tension in his body, the ripple of his muscles as his lust overtook him.

I could feel his cock swell inside my mouth, the head throbbing at the back of my throat.

But he suddenly stopped.

I had expected his cock to burst, to pump his cum deep into my throat, but it didn’t come. He slowly pulled himself out of me as he released his grip on my hair.

“Evelyn, darling,” he let out as he adjusted his posture and nudged me with his feet to hide under his desk. “To what do I owe this honor?”

Evelyn? His wife?

Surging emotions began to course through me, a fear of being caught by his wife mixed with the naughtiness of the situation.

“Hello, Robert,” his wife greeted him, her voice less than pleasant. “Glad to see that you’re not fucking any of the staff tonight.”

Robert’s body tensed from her words, showing that he, too, was clearly panicked by the situation at hand. “Of course not,” he grumbled.

“Good,” Evelyn replied sharply before changing the subject. “Anyways, I was just heading downtown to arrange a last minute shipment for our dinner party tomorrow and thought you might like to join me for dinner. In fact I insist, it’s been far too long since we’ve shared a night on the town. I simply won’t take no for an answer.”

I noticed Robert slump, a feeling of defeat washing over him. His eyes flashed down at me with a look of longing, but then moved back to his wife.

“Yes, it has been too long,” he replied, putting on a polite smile. “But I need to wrap something up here first. Can I have a few minutes then I’ll meet you outside?”

There was a long pause before Evelyn replied. “Very well, but do be quick. The tables at Le Cigare Volant fill up early.”

“Yes, dear.”

“I’ll be outside. Don’t keep me waiting.”

With that I heard the clicks of Evelyn’s heels depart. After a long minute, Robert pushed his chair back and looked at me, his face rampant with frustration. “This will have to wait,” he groaned through gritted teeth.

He stood up and began pulling up his pants when his face suddenly lit up. “Tomorrow,” he muttered. He looked back at me, his eyes glistening with excitement. “Come to my house tomorrow evening, we’re throwing a big party and you will be my special guest. Wear something black and sexy, something that I’ll like. We will finish up then.”

“Your house? Are you sure?”

His eyes squinted as he glared at me. “You will be there if you know what’s good for you.”

He threw on his suit jacket and was off, leaving me still hiding under his desk, wondering what tomorrow would have in store for me.


Chapter
Three



The Durants' house was a marvel of architectural splendor, its steeped ceilings and gleaming marble floors paired exquisitely with walls adorned with fine art. I arrived dressed in a tight-fitting, knee-length black dress, complemented by stiletto heels and garter belts that held up my sheer black stockings. Beneath I wore the lacy black lingerie that Robert had gifted me the night before.

I was greeted by a hostess who guided me through the corridors towards the dining room, where the party was taking place. As I walked down the halls I couldn't help but feel the eyes of everyone crawling over my body. I felt like a piece of meat on display, and I loved it.

The dining room was enormous, filled with crowds of elegantly dressed people. I swept through the room, searching for my target, finally finding him at the head of a large gathering in the back. He was commanding the crowd with his deep, boisterous voice, but for a moment our eyes locked. He raised his glass towards me and flashed me a wink, letting me know he saw me, before returning his attention to his group.

My heart started pounding, my body shaking nervously as I took in my surroundings and realized what we would be doing tonight. At some point he would be pulling me aside and using me while his house was filled with guests—and his wife. It was expected of me, however, and I would need to fulfill my boss’s demands as always.

I began to make my way over when suddenly someone grabbed my arm and pulled me out of the room. They drug me into the hallway and pushed me forcefully against the wall. When I recovered from my shock, I realized that it was Juliette standing before me with a panicked look on her face.

"Stephanie, what are you doing here? And why are you dressed like a hooker? My mother is in there. If she catches you dressed like this hanging around Daddy you're going to ruin everything!" she exclaimed. "My mother cannot know about your existence, let alone the fact that Daddy is fucking you.”

Her tone was unsettling, making me even more nervous than I already was. "But Juliette, I don’t have a choice," I replied, my voice weak and vulnerable. "Your father, he demanded that I come tonight and that I dressed like this.”

Juliette sighed deeply, “I’m sorry he put you up to this, but it’s extremely inappropriate. If mother discovers you she'll be devastated, and I don't want to cause any further heartache for her after everything she's been through. You shouldn’t have come.”

My body was trembling with fear. I didn’t know what to do. “He’ll be so upset if I leave,” I whimpered.

“Look, Stephanie, go to his office and wait there,” Juliette said as she scanned the hallway for any one that might overhear. “I’ll talk to him and explain everything. Don't come out again until I tell you. If you do, you'll only draw attention to yourself, and I don't want that."

I nodded, knowing that I had no choice.

Juliette fixed her a contemptuous stare before turning on her heel and striding away.
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Inside Robert’s office, I felt my body relax as I closed the door behind me. I walked in, running my fingers along his large mahogany desk as I came to sit in his throne-like chair. It was hard and firm, reminding me of its owner.

What am I going to do? Juliette is right, I shouldn’t be here. This is crazy!

I let out a sigh as I sunk into the seat, trying to take a moment to calm down. I still had no idea what the rest of the night would hold for me, but there was nothing that I could do about that right now, I would just have to let everything play out.

Just as I felt my body begin to relax, the door started to creak open. Startled, I jumped up, nearly falling out of the hard wood chair as I looked for somewhere to hide—but it was already too late.

The door swung open and in walked a woman. She wore a dazzling gold dress that shimmered from her neck to her toes. A long slit ran up the front, just teasing the bottom of her panties beneath. Though I had never met her before, I had no doubt who it was, it was Evelyn Durant, my boss's wife.

"Who are you and what are you doing in my husband's office?" she exclaimed as her eyes locked onto mine.

I tried to compose myself, my heart racing once again. "I-I am Stephanie, Mr. Durant's secretary," I stuttered, my voice shaking despite my attempts to control it.

Evelyn raised an eyebrow, taking me in from head to toe, her eyes squinting as she considered me. I wondered what she thought of my outfit, my tight-fitting black dress, the fabric clinging to my curves and accentuating my chest. My long hair cascaded down my shoulders, a stark contrast to the short blonde style she wore.

“His secretary?" she repeated, her voice dripping with skepticism. "I've never seen you around before. And I certainly would have remembered someone as beautiful as you."

I gasped at her compliment, caught off guard by her kind words. She walked closer, her heels clicking on the marble floor. I could feel my heart racing as she approached, my palms growing sweaty. I tried to speak again, but struggled to find the words.

"I-I started working for him recently," I managed to stutter, my voice barely above a whisper.

Evelyn nodded, her eyes never leaving me. She took another step closer, her body now mere inches from mine. I could feel the heat radiating off her, and it was almost overwhelming. I tried to breathe deeply, but I couldn't seem to get enough air into my lungs.

"Robert has never mentioned a new secretary to me," she said, her voice low and sultry. "In fact, I thought he was happy with the one he had."

She reached out, her hand coming to rest on my hip. I flinched at the touch, my body tensing up as she traced her fingers over the curve of my hip and down my leg.

“I believe they quit,” I squeaked out as my body began to tremble from her touches.

She looked at me with eyes filled with lust, and I could feel my dick swelling in my cage as she leaned close to me, whispering, “Did they now? Robert never tells me about his dirty little secrets, I wonder why."

Her breath was hot against my skin, causing goosebumps to rise on my arms. She reached up with her other hand and gently caressed my cheek, staring deep into my eyes. I couldn't move, couldn't speak, I was paralyzed under her spell. Her touch was like an electric current, sending waves of pleasure through my body.

I couldn't believe this was happening, that the wife of my boss, a woman of such grace and power, was coming onto me. I knew I should push her away, tell her to stop, but I couldn't find the strength to resist.

I didn’t want to resist.

Instead, I leaned into her touch, letting it wash over me as I closed my eyes.

“Robert never brings his whores into our bed,” she let out, her fingers still tracing patterns on my skin.

My breath caught at her words—did she know what I had been doing with her husband?

She leaned in closer, her lips nuzzling against my ear. “And trust me, I know all about his whores,” she whispered, her voice dripping with disgust.

She quickly pulled back as her fingers wrapped around the back of my neck. With a surprising strength, she pulled me into a searing kiss, her lips flooding me with excitement.

My body reacted desperately as I gave in to her kiss, my mouth parting to allow her access. Our tongues danced together, exploring each other's mouths as our hands roamed over each other's bodies. Her grip on my neck tighten, pulling me closer as she deepened the kiss.

I couldn't help but yield to her touch, my body responding in a way that I couldn't control. I had never been attracted to an older woman before, but something about Evelyn made me want her, made me yearn for her touch.

She broke the kiss and leaned back, licking her lips as she smirked at me. "I'm tired of Robert having all the fun," she breathed out, her voice husky with desire. “I want you, Stephanie. Come with me."


Chapter
Four



Inodded my consent and suddenly Evelyn had me by the wrist, pulling me out of her husband's office. She led me down the hall, her head whipping from side to side looking out for anyone who might see us.

We came to a large ornate door at the end of a hall which she threw open eagerly. She switched on the lights then swept us inside, still commanding me by my wrist as she pulled me to the expansive bed against the far wall of the room.

She stopped us just before the bed where she stood in front of me, her body lean and toned, looking gorgeous in her golden gown. She was unapologetically beautiful, a woman who knew what she wanted and how to get it, and as I looked up into her piercing eyes, I knew that I was completely at her mercy.

"Take off your clothes," she commanded me, her voice low and seductive.

I gulped nervously, realizing what undressing would mean. Suddenly I was unsure if I should resist or submit to her dominating presence. I stood still, my heart pounding in my chest as I debated what to do.

If I get undressed she’ll see me for who I really am, or rather who I was. When I’m naked there’s no hiding my former self. But what will she do if I resist? Will she confront Robert?

“What are you waiting for?” she asked, her voice growing sharper.

I hesitated for a moment and then shook my head. As much as I wanted this to continue, for me to taste the pleasures of a woman once more, I wasn't ready to show her what hid beneath my dress.

"I-I can't," I stammered, my anxiety becoming overwhelming with everything that had happened so far tonight. "Please, Evelyn... I just..." I trailed off, unable to find the words to explain. My mind raced as I tried to think of a way to get around the need to be naked.

"It's alright," she said softly, stepping closer to me. "There's no need to be shy.” She reached out and gently brushed a strand of hair away from my face.

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, trying to calm myself. I felt her hands on my thighs, slowly working their way up my silky stockings. Her fingers hooked onto the hem of my dress as she raised it up. I trembled as she grew closer to discovering my truth, to discovering my chastity cage confined cock.

My eyes clenched tighter as my rising dress brushed against my panties, continuing its way up. I could feel my dick straining against my cage and knew there was no hiding what I had. My secret was no more as my caged cock pushed hungrily against my thong.

Evelyn's hands paused before working their way back down. I felt them skim over the smooth fabric of my panties, tracing the bulging outline of my cage. I felt a shiver run through my body as her fingers explored me, teasing me more than she could possibly know.

"Well, Stephanie. It appears that you're not the girl that I thought you were, are you?" she let out, her voice full of curiosity.

I looked into her eyes, trying to read what she might be thinking. I could still see the hunger burning deep within her, growing stronger by the second. It appeared that her discovery hadn't quelled her lust for me. If anything, it had only heightened her desire.

Evelyn's eyes gleamed as she looked at me, an unspoken challenge passed between us. Before I knew it my panties were down around my knees and my chastity cage reveled to her.

“Oh my,” she gasped at the sight. “Is this what my husband is into these days?” She let out a dry chuckle as she admired my prisoned penis, softly running her delicate fingers over every inch of the hard surface.

Her touches were intoxicating. Even though I could hardly feel them through the cage, I could sense them. Just the idea that this beautiful woman was giving my dick such attention after being confined for so long was intensely arousing.

I felt her finger swarm the small keyhole, prodding it playfully as she examined it. “Ah, so there’s a way to take it off. Fascinating.”

I nodded to her as I bit my lip, trying to restrain my body’s burning desires. In that moment I resented the cage. I wished that I could rip it off, that I could let Evelyn feel the old me.

“Do you have the key?” she asked me, standing up to look me in the eyes, showing me how much she too wanted the cage removed.

I coyly shook my head, unsure if I wanted to admit to who did hold the keys.

“If you want out then you’re going to have to tell me who does,” she insisted, her hand once again grabbing my cage tenderly.

My breathing was growing heavy as she rubbed me, it felt so good to be the one on the receiving end of attention for once. I gritted my teeth, trying to hold back my boss’s secret, but then she cupped my balls and gave them a gentle squeeze, making me melt into her hands.

“Your husband,” I blurted out. Hearing my omission echo through the room filled me with guilt. I hoped that it wouldn’t get back to Robert, that Evelyn wouldn’t get me in trouble, but that was the last thing on my mind at the moment. All I could think about was her delicate caresses.

I braced for the worst but was delighted to see her eyes widen as if my response had triggered some realization inside her.

“Of course. Those keys,” she muttered to herself. She smiled as her eyes gazed into mine. “I know exactly where your keys are.”


Chapter
Five



Evelyn disappeared from her room for what felt like an eternity, but once she returned everything suddenly changed. She approached me, her eyes still filled with desire, holding a familiar set of keys—the keys to my chastity cage.

My heart raced, my breathing became shallow and jagged, and I could feel sweat beading on my forehead. The anticipation and wonder that I felt was nearly overwhelming.

“Now,” Evelyn said as she took another step closer, “Let’s see what you’re hiding in there.”

I watched, frozen in my own body, as she sat down on the bed and worked a key into the lock. As her fingers turned, a jolt of excitement ran through me as I felt the cage begin to loosen around my cock.

Evelyn met my gaze, her eyes dark and lust-filled as she began to remove my chastity cage. My heart pounded in my chest as I registered the feeling of freedom, my cock finally released from its confinement. I couldn’t believe it was actually happening.

Her hand moved to encircle my now-free cock, stroking softly and watching it grow. Her eyes widened as she saw how much bigger I could get once out of my tiny cage.

"How long has it been?" she asked, her voice thick with desire.

“I think a little over two months," I replied, my voice husky with both shame and excitement.

"Two months, huh?" she teased as she ran her hand down my entire shaft and continued over my balls.

I whimpered as her fingers delicately danced up and down my cock, tracing every throbbing vein.

"Don't worry, sweetheart. I'll take care of you," she purred as she dropped to her knees, her hot breath sending shivers down my spine.

She looked up at me with a devilish smirk before she wrapped her lips around the tip of my cock, her tongue swirling around it. I couldn't help but let out a husky moan as she took me deeper into her mouth, her head moving back and forth as she started to bob faster.

I watched as she worked my cock, her lips glistening with my pre-cum. I reached down and tangled my fingers in her hair, guiding her rhythm as she sucked me harder and faster.

My hips began to rock against her mouth, my lust overpowering me. It was like nothing I had ever felt before. After months without feeling a touch on my dick the sensitivity was unreal. Already I felt like I was close to orgasming.

“Stop! Please!” I cried. I didn't actually want her to stop, but I knew this was my chance to feel more. I needed to feel more. "I want to feel you. Please let me fuck you."

Evelyn looked up at me, a line of drool dripping out of her open mouth. She stared at me, considering my words for a long second before grinning. Standing up, she placed her hands on my hips, taking back the control between us. “You will get to feel everything,” she growled. "But I'm going to be fucking you."

Her hands released their grip as she shoved me down onto the thick bedding behind. I let out a gasp as I sank into the luxurious mattress and stared back at the frenzied look in her eyes. I laid there, my chest heaving, staring up at the woman whose husband I was supposed to belong to.

It suddenly felt so wrong, so naughty, but it was too late to stop. I pushed myself further back onto the bed as I admired her, this beautiful, confident woman who wanted me so badly. I could never dream about stopping her from getting what she wanted from me.

She hiked up her shimmering gold dress, revealing her long, slender legs. I saw a flash of white appear beneath and then watched as her panties suddenly swept down her legs to reveal her plump pussy.

My hard cock throbbed fiercer at the sight, yearning desperately for a taste of her sweetness. As Evelyn crept onto the bed, straddling me as she moved, I had a good feeling that I was about to get everything that I wanted.

She stopped with her pussy just below my cock, our intimate flesh just barely touching. The delicate touches drove me crazy, making me want to cry out for more.

"I have always wanted to fuck a woman," Evelyn whispered as she leaned down towards me, sending her lips to mine. Her kiss was fierce and passionate, her tongue invading my mouth with a hunger that I had never felt before. She tasted like power and authority, and I couldn't get enough.

I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her closer to me as our tongues tangled together. She let out a low growl as she started grinding her hips against mine, letting me feel her heat against my cock and showing me just how badly she wanted me, too.

"Let me inside you, please," I moaned.

Evelyn pushed herself up, sitting on my legs as she swiftly pulled off her dress and bra. Her body was firm and toned, her breasts were perfect, full and round with perky nipples that were already hard with need.

I reached out and ran my fingers over them, feeling my cock twitch at the sensation. The sight of her breasts made me ache with even more desire.

"I've always like a young girl with manners," she grinned as she slipped her warmth over my cock.

My eyes clenched shut and my mouth sprung open as the warm and wet sensations surrounded my desperate flesh. Once again I found my manhood completely encompassed by something, but this time instead of the lifeless plastic of the chastity cage, it was the sweet warmth of my boss's wife.

Evelyn placed her hands on my chest, grabbing hold as she began to grind her pussy over my cock. Her body moved slowly at first, allowing us to savor every pleasure. I could tell that she was going to make me feel every sensation possible, and I was completely at her mercy.

Each time she rocked her hips, my cock sank deeper into her folds and I could feel her warmth seeping into me. I cried out, reveling in the feeling as my fingers dug into her hips, holding onto her as tightly as I could.

She didn't slow down, instead, she picked up her pace, driving herself harder and faster against me.

"Oh, Stephanie," she moaned, her head thrown back as she took in every inch of me. “Does it feel good, baby? Do you like my pussy on your cock?" Evelyn asked as she rolled her hips, grinding herself against me even harder.

I opened my mouth to respond, but I couldn’t. I was too caught up in the sensation, my cock throbbing as it sank deeper and deeper into her. My hands roamed over her body, reaching up to knead her breasts and tweak her nipples. I felt her whole body shiver and a low moan escaped her lips.

“Answer me, girl,” she growled as she abruptly stopped riding me.

“You feel so fucking good,” I groaned, desperate for her to resume. “Please don’t stop.”

I reached down, my fingers finding their way to her clit. I started to circle it gently, making her whimper with pleasure. She threw her head back in ecstasy as she began to ride my cock again.

She leaned over me, our torsos attached, moving in sync. I watched as her chest heaved and fell, her breasts bouncing with every thrust. I could feel her slick wetness as she shifted position on top of me, sliding me even deeper inside her.

My fingers continued to work her clit in time with her thrusts and soon she was almost writhing on top of me, almost crying out for more. But she didn't need to say it. I could feel the tension in her muscles as she clenched around my cock, the way she ground herself against me told me everything I needed to know.

"Cum for me, Stephanie. Cum inside me. Fill me up with everything that's been building up inside you," she moaned, her face flushed with desire as we stared into each other's eyes.

I don't think I had ever been so turned on in my entire life. My balls tightened and my thrusts became erratic as I felt myself hitting the edge. I could feel the familiar tension building in my body and I knew I was close.

“Fuck! I’m so close,” I moaned, feeling my cock twitch inside of her.

She smiled down at me, a wicked glint in her eye as she leaned down to whisper in my ear, “If you don’t use that cock like you mean it then I’m going to lock it back up and destroy the keys.”

Her threat was intoxicating, making my dick pulse vigorously, making me tremble with a mix of anticipation and desperation. It was more than I could take.

I cried out, my fingers digging even deeper into her hips as I thrust myself deep inside her one final time before letting go. My cum shot deep inside her, filling her tight, warm pussy with my pent up seed. I roared, my body shaking as my orgasm tore through me.

Evelyn threw her head back, letting out a series of gasps and moans. "Yes! Yes! Yesss!" she cried, her voice drowning out the sound of my own heavy breathing. “Don’t stop, not yet.”

I continued to thrust into her as much as I could as the waves of pleasure washed over me. I felt her pussy contract around my cock as her entire body tensed and her face contorted with a mixture of pleasure and relief.

She let out a deep sigh and I knew it was over, her orgasm was slowly subsiding and she was feeling the same afterglow that I was. “Fuck, that was good,” she panted, still straddling me. “It’s been so long since I’ve been fucked and filled so passionately.”

I grinned, feeling smug and content at the same time. My fingers traced her thighs, feeling the heat radiating from her pussy. I was still basking in the euphoria of my own intense orgasm, but the sight of how satisfied she looked made my cock twitch inside her.

“Thank you,” I breathed out, not able to think of anything better to say in the moment.

She smirked at me, her posture loosening as she relaxed. “My pleasure,” she purred.


Chapter
Six



Evelyn stood over me, her perfectly formed body glistening with sweat from our passionate tryst. I gazed up at her, my eyes still hazy in my afterglow. Seeing her filled me with a strange mix of emotions—joy at the feeling of finally being able to release myself rom the confines of my chastity cage, delight at being able to satisfy Evelyn and her desires, but also horror at the realization that I had gone around my boss and slept with his wife.

But as I looked into Evelyn's eyes, I saw a passion and intensity in her expression that I couldn't ignore. She grinned at me as she slipped into bed next to me, resting herself on her elbow as she admired me.

“That was fantastic, Stephanie,” she let out with a huff, her breath still strained. “Usually Robert is the one who gets to have all the fun, it’s nice to turn the tables for once. Not to mention to steal away his pretty little play thing.”

She flashed me a wicked grin as I blushed, embarrassed at the thought that I was becoming this family’s toy.

“I enjoyed it, too,” I replied coyly.

There was an awkward pause before Evelyn broke our eye contact to search around in the tangled bedding. When she found what she was looking for she held it up—to my dismay it was my tiny pink chastity cage.

"Unfortunately, I think you now have an important decision to make," she said softly as she considered the cage in her fingers, slowly spinning it around and examining every bit.

“A decision? What do you mean?” I stammered as I felt my heart begin to race at the sight of the cage.

"Well, Stephanie, you’ve been freed from this cage of yours, you are no longer are you bound to my husband. Not only that, but I have the keys right here,” she explained, as she dangled the keys in front of my eyes. “So the choice you have to make is this: do you want to return to your chastity cage, go back to my husband and pretend like nothing happened between us? Or do you take the keys and accept your freedom from Robert's control?"

A smirk played across her lips as I considered her words.

"I..." I stuttered, unsure of what to do. Part of me liked how things were going, my life as Stephanie was improving quickly. But another part of me longed for a simpler life, a life without chastity cages and twisted events like tonight.

But as Evelyn began running her fingers down my sleek dress, letting me feel the soft touch of women’s clothing, I knew that the past was behind me now. This wasn't just about the chastity cage anymore; it was about embracing my role as Stephanie and taking ownership of my new life.

"Give me the keys," I whispered, my voice barely audible.

Evelyn smiled and passed me them. My fingers shook as I took them from her, feeling the weight of my decision swelling in my chest. 

In the last few months I had experienced so much with Juliette, Robert, and now Evelyn. There was so much pain and pleasure, so much companionship. I wasn't sure that I was ready to lose any of it. 

But then there was the simple fact of Stephanie. If I wasn't locked up would I still be her? If my dick wasn't tucked and locked away in this tiny cage would I still feel the same? Would I still have the same desires and urges that I have come to enjoy so much?

Even if I had those same feelings, would I want to go back to Robert? The man who used me as his personal free use secretary? Or did I want to stay with Evelyn? The woman who had liberated me, who had treated me so kindly and shared in my pleasure just minutes ago.

I looked up at Evelyn, her expression a mix of curiosity and excitement, then turned my attention to the keys in my hand. "Are you sure you want me to have these?” I asked, partially hoping that she would make the decision for me.

Evelyn nodded, smiling warmly. “If that’s what you want,” she said simply, and that was all the reassurance I needed. “I’ll deal with any backlash from my husband if needed.”

I returned her smile and then grabbed the chastity cage from her. It pained me a little to put it back on, but I knew that I needed to. I wanted to remain as Stephanie, I wanted to keep this new life, and for now at least, I felt like the chastity cage was a part of it.

With the turn of the key, I was locked up once again, my cock confined behind the pink walls of my chastity cage. I looked back at Evelyn who had a surprised look on her face, and I couldn’t help but laugh. “It’s hard to explain,” I began, letting out a deep sigh. “But I hope that this time things can be different.”

“Oh?” she let out curiously. “Different how?”

My smile grew wider as I extended my hand towards her, releasing my keys to her. “This time… I want to belong to you.”
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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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Billionaire’s Sissy Maid

Derek’s life was as comfortable as it could be for a college student without a permanent residence. This was thanks to his job as a house sitter which helped him both pay for tuition and provide a roof over his head. But when he gets a new job at a secluded hillside mansion, his easy job suddenly takes a turn for the worse after he breaks all of the home owner’s rules.

Soon Derek is scrambling to please the house’s billionaire owner, Sandra, who gives him two options: commit to doing everything she commands or face the consequences of his actions. Things quickly escalate as she pushes him to prove his devotion and obedience to her.

In order to keep his job and livelihood, Derek will have to push himself beyond his comfort zones in order to keep his livelihood.
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