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Chapter 1
Night Two


Las Vegas was electric again tonight, and I could feel it pulsing through the floor of our hotel suite as I slipped into the little black thong Rachel laid out for me. She hadn’t told me where we were going—only that I was to shave, moisturize, and wear the heels that made my calves ache and my ass look obscene.

I didn’t dare ask questions. Not when she was in this kind of mood. And not when I was desperate for her to let me feel even a fraction of the pleasures she’d soaked in the night before.

I stepped into the bathroom, heart fluttering, and stared at myself in the mirror. The person looking back at me was so far from the man I used to be. I wasn’t Sam—not anymore. My lips were glossy and pink, my lashes dark and thick, cheeks flushed from foundation and the faintest contour. My hair curled in soft waves around my shoulders, and the bra Rachel had picked gave me just enough cleavage to make anyone second-guess what they were seeing.

I looked… like a slut. Her slut.

Rachel entered the room behind me, wearing a red satin dress so tight I could see the line of her thong through it. Her lipstick matched the fabric, deep and dangerous. She smiled when she saw me, a slow, devilish smile that always made my stomach flutter.

“Well, don’t you look edible,” she purred, stepping up behind me and adjusting one of my bra straps. “I could eat you up right now… but I think I’ll let someone else have that pleasure later.”

My legs trembled—was that a hint at what was to come?

She handed me the dress she’d chosen—if you could call it that. It was short. Obscenely short. Black and backless, with little thin straps and a hemline that flirted with danger. I shimmied into it under her watchful gaze, blushing as the fabric clung to every feminine curve she'd trained me to highlight.

Rachel’s hands slid down my hips, smoothing out the material. “Perfect,” she whispered. “Tonight, you’re going to turn heads without even trying.”

I swallowed hard. “Mistress, where are we going?”

She smirked and wagged her finger. “Ah ah, no spoilers.” Then she dangled something in front of me—a silk blindfold.

I blinked. “Wait… You want me to wear that?”

“Oh yes.” Her voice was syrupy and teasing. “You won’t need your eyes tonight. You’ll just need your obedience. Well, that and maybe some other things.”

The cage between my thighs throbbed instantly. As if she sensed it, Rachel reached beneath my short dress, cupping my aching little sissy clit through the fabric and giving it a slow, possessive squeeze.

“As usual,” she murmured, “you won’t be needing this thing.”

My breath caught. She stepped behind me and tied the blindfold snugly over my eyes. The world went dark—but my body lit up like it had been waiting for this.

“There we go,” she whispered into my ear, breath warm against my skin. “Now come along.”

She took my hand and led me through the suite, my heels clicking against the tile. Every step felt perilous, exposed, like at any moment someone might see me—this ridiculous, desperate little thing in a slutty dress and too much makeup, following her wife blindly into the night.

The elevator ride was torture. I could hear people murmuring around us, feel their presence. Rachel squeezed my hand tighter every time I tensed.

“You’re safe,” she whispered. “You’re mine.”

We exited to the sound of casino noise—slot machines chiming, drunk voices echoing off the walls, a thousand feet bustling around us. I stayed close, my body practically glued to her side as she led me through it all.

Outside, the night air hit my thighs, cool and sharp. I must’ve looked like a cheap escort, blindfolded and dressed like a showgirl’s apprentice. But if Rachel noticed the stares—or cared—she didn’t say so.

We got into a cab. I could feel the driver’s eyes on us. I bit my lip and tried to shrink into myself, but Rachel wouldn’t let me.

She pressed her hand to my thigh and leaned in close, whispering filth into my ear. “You’re going to make such a pretty little accessory tonight,” she murmured. “All dolled up and aching. Just the way I like you. And if you behave, maybe I’ll let you have a taste…”

A taste of what, she didn’t say. But I could imagine.

The car rolled to a stop and the door opened. Rachel took my hand again and helped me out, her steps confident and deliberate. I could smell cologne, sweat, and a hint of something spiced—liquor and smoke. Music pulsed in the distance.

“Where are we?” I whispered, my voice barely audible.

Rachel chuckled. “Sin City, sweetheart. And tonight? You’re going to watch me sin.”


Chapter 2
Blindfolded


Ididn’t know how long we’d been walking. Every step in my heels felt like a countdown—each click echoing off unseen walls, each sway of my hips a reminder that I had no idea where Rachel was taking me. The silk blindfold covered my eyes completely, turning the world black. All I had to guide me was her hand, warm and firm around mine, tugging me forward through corridors that smelled of leather, perfume, and sex.

I could hear things—doors opening, murmurs of low voices, laughter muffled by distance. We passed through layers of sound and sensation, until everything sharpened—louder bass, brighter perfume, something darker curling at the edge of it all.

Rachel stopped. I felt her body shift beside me. Something creaked—wood or leather—and then she let go of my hand.

“Stay,” she said, her voice low, almost playful.

I froze. Heels tight against the floor, thighs trembling beneath the hem of my barely-there dress, I felt my balance falter as my senses scrambled to make sense of the moment. A heartbeat passed, and then another. I could hear her walking. A door opened with a slow groan, then the heavy click of it shutting behind us.

We were inside.

The space felt thick. Private. Velvet-draped, maybe—something muffling the music from outside, making the pulsing bass sound lower, more intimate, more dangerous.

Rachel circled me once. I felt the brush of her fingers on my shoulder, then the small of my back, then the sharp, teasing tap of her fingernail beneath my chin.

"Down."

My knees hit the floor before I could think. The carpet was plush beneath me, soft enough that I didn’t even care if I was flashing anyone. My short dress barely covered my ass to begin with, and I knew my lace thong was already damp. I was trembling, blind, vulnerable—and so turned on I could hardly breathe.

“There,” Rachel whispered. I could sense her sitting down beside me, though not on the floor, in a chair. I could picture her crossing her legs, one heel dangling from her foot, a glass of something expensive already in her hand. “That’s where you belong tonight. Right beside me. Quiet. Watching. Listening.”

I whimpered without meaning to. My cage pulsed.

“You’re already dripping, aren’t you?” she purred. “God, you’re excitable.”

A new sound entered the room—heavier footsteps. One set, then two. Deep male voices murmuring, and something about the tone made my stomach flip.

Then the music shifted. It was unmistakable—stripper music. Dirty bass, a teasing snare, the kind of slow rhythm that demanded hips to roll and bodies to sway. The air changed with it. The temperature, the mood, the unspoken tension.

I heard Rachel set down her glass. Then: movement. Footsteps on carpet. A body approaching.

My skin lit up.

Even without sight, I could feel the dancer’s presence—masculine, powerful, practiced. The rustle of fabric, the beat of his steps, the sharp inhale of Rachel’s breath as he came into view… all of it built into a perfect cocktail of torment.

“Oh,” Rachel exhaled. “Yes. You’ll do nicely.”

She didn’t have to explain. I could hear it in her voice—that husky undertone that only came out when she was truly aroused. Her pleasure was tangible, thickening the air between us.

Then came the first snap—elastic, maybe a belt or waistband. The shuffle of clothing being dropped to the floor. I imagined her biting her lip, slipping a bill into his waistband as she leaned forward for a closer look.

“God, he’s gorgeous,” she whispered. “Smooth chest. Tight hips. And this cock… oh, sweetheart, you’d blush.”

I did. Even blindfolded, I could feel the flush rise up my neck.

Another moan. Not mine this time—Rachel’s. A soft, satisfied sound that made my breath catch in my throat.

“Spin for me, baby,” she said. “Show me everything.”

I could hear the dancer moving again, hips shifting, maybe thrusting just inches in front of her face. I imagined her grinning, fingers trailing down his abs, tracing the line to his cock just for the thrill of making me hear it happen.

She leaned in toward me. I felt her lips brush my ear.

“He’s hard,” she whispered. “So thick. So close. Do you want to see?”

I nodded instinctively, biting my lip hard to keep the whimper in.

She pulled away without granting me anything.

Another dancer entered. I could hear the rhythm shift, the footsteps heavier, the voice smoother. “Mind if I take over for a bit?”

Rachel laughed. “By all means. But I should warn you—I brought a little audience with me.”

“Yeah?” the man said. “She gonna behave?”

Rachel reached down, threading her fingers through my hair and tugging lightly. “She’s well-trained. But a little desperate.”

My cock pulsed again, caged and aching.

The second dancer stepped forward. I could hear the brush of his thigh against Rachel’s, the low murmur as he leaned down to speak only to her. Then a groan—his this time—as she probably grabbed him, stroked him, teased him mercilessly while I sat, helpless, panting like a pathetic little thing on the floor.

“Don’t worry,” she said sweetly. “She’ll get her turn. Maybe.”

And then, slowly, she leaned down beside me.

“Do you want to see what you’re missing, dear?”

I nodded quickly, heart racing.

The blindfold slipped away.

Light flooded in—and I blinked, my breath catching as I finally saw it:

Rachel, flushed and radiant, perched like a goddess in her chair. One dancer’s cock pressed against her shoulder, the other grinding in front of her with a wicked smirk. Both of them shirtless, glistening, their bodies built like sin itself.

Rachel smiled at me, lazy and satisfied. “Now,” she said, “watch how a real woman is treated.”


Chapter 3
Strippers


The blindfold was gone—but I almost wished it wasn’t.

Because now I could see everything.

Rachel sat above me, legs elegantly crossed, the red satin of her dress riding high on her thighs with no intention of staying in place. Her lipstick was just slightly smudged from sipping her drink, and her skin was glowing—flushed with lust and attention.

She was basking in it. The dancers surrounded her like heat waves. One now stood behind her, massaging her shoulders, fingers kneading into her skin through the thin straps of her dress. The other was kneeling in front of her, gyrating to the slow, pounding rhythm, hips rolling inches from her lap.

And I was nothing. Just a thing on the floor. Still in my heels, my slutty dress barely covering my panties, the cage between my legs pressing against soaked lace. I felt like a prop—there only to be looked over, not looked at.

Rachel didn’t even acknowledge me at first. She was too busy smiling at the man in front of her, watching him dance, her eyes fixed on the bulge in his thong as he leaned back and slowly ran his hands down his torso. His skin shimmered under the club lights—bronzed, smooth, perfect.

She reached out, letting her nails rake gently down the center of his chest. He smirked at her, clearly used to being adored.

“Mm,” she purred. “You’re very confident, aren’t you?”

He shrugged. “I’ve been told.”

Rachel chuckled, sipping her drink again. Her eyes flicked to me briefly—only briefly—before returning to the man in front of her.

“Me, too,” she said casually, as though mentioning the weather. “But it’s hard not to be when you have an obedient pet who sits and kneels and aches while I enjoy myself.”

The dancer looked at me for the first time. I blushed under his gaze, face burning. I didn’t know if he could tell I wasn’t a real girl. Or if he did and didn’t care. Either way, I didn’t matter. I was on the floor.

Rachel reached out and slipped a bill into the front of his thong, letting her fingers linger against his cock.

“I’m the one who gets the attention,” she said softly. “She just gets the view.”

My cage pulsed so hard it hurt.

Rachel’s other hand lifted, palm outstretched toward me without even looking. “Come closer.”

I crawled on all fours, slowly, shamefully, until I was beside her chair. She stroked my hair absentmindedly like I was her pet.

The second dancer—taller, darker, just as beautiful—stepped forward now. “She’s really just here to… watch?” he asked.

Rachel laughed again, but this time it was throaty. “Watch. Beg. Do whatever I say.”

I whimpered before I could stop myself.

The dancer smirked. “That’s some discipline.”

“Oh, it’s not hers,” Rachel said sweetly. “It’s mine.”

The man behind her—still massaging her shoulders—slipped one hand lower, dragging his fingers along the neckline of her dress. Rachel exhaled softly and tilted her head to the side, letting him kiss her neck. His lips grazed her skin, and she turned to kiss him back, slow and hungry.

I couldn’t look away.

The other dancer knelt in front of her again and began to grind his hips to the music, his cock now clearly hard beneath the thin stretch of fabric. Rachel parted her knees just slightly, her dress riding up as she leaned back and let the show go on. I stared, helpless, as his pelvis rolled just inches from her pussy, as her hands slid down to touch him again—stroking the length of him through the fabric.

“You see that, Sarah?” she whispered, finally glancing at me again. “You see how a real woman gets treated?”

I nodded frantically, swallowing back the desperate moan in my throat.

Her hand slipped under his waistband.

He groaned.

I nearly cried.

Rachel grinned down at me. “Do you want to see more?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I breathed.

She took her time. She dragged the man’s thong down slowly, teasing it lower, exposing inch after inch of thick, gorgeous cock. He was fully hard now, the head flushed and glistening, veins pronounced and proud. Rachel wrapped her hand around it, stroking him once—twice.

“Would you look at that,” she said, pretending to be surprised. “And you? You’ve been so good… Maybe it’s time you got a little treat.”

I held my breath.

She turned the dancer toward me, angling his cock until it hovered just above my lips.

“Open your mouth, sweetheart,” she cooed.

I obeyed instantly, trembling as the tip of his cock touched my tongue.

Rachel held him in place while I suckled gently, tasting salt, sweat, skin. The dancer groaned softly, his fingers brushing my hair. My cage throbbed, the ache almost unbearable now as I worked my mouth over him, taking him deeper, my lips stretching to accommodate his girth.

Rachel stroked my cheek.

“That’s it,” she purred. “Look how eager she is. She lives for this.”

Another cock brushed my shoulder. I turned toward it instinctively, still working the first one as the second dancer stepped closer.

Rachel laughed.

“Well, don’t be greedy,” she said, smirking. “Share, sissy.”

She shifted the first man aside, and now I had the second one in front of me—already hard, already glistening. She grabbed him and tapped his cock lightly against my cheek before feeding it into my mouth.

I moaned helplessly.

“She’s trained,” Rachel told them. “She knows how to take care of real men.”

The second dancer’s hips moved slowly, and I let him guide the rhythm, licking and sucking while my hands stayed in my lap, clenched tight in fists I didn’t dare unclench.

The first dancer watched, stroking himself idly. “You two do this often?”

Rachel didn’t miss a beat. “When she earns it.”

“And tonight she’s earned it?”

Rachel smiled. “It’s looking that way.”

The dancer raised an eyebrow. “You free later?”

Rachel finished her drink and leaned back with a grin.

“The Pantheon. Room 1024,” she said. “Come by after your shift… if you’re curious how deep her desires go.”


Chapter 4
Visitors


Back in the hotel suite, everything felt louder. Maybe it was the alcohol, or the music still echoing in my skull, or maybe it was just the way my cage throbbed between my legs—full, swollen, aching.

My heels clicked over the marble tile as Rachel led me back into the room, her fingers laced through mine, loose and lazy. She didn’t speak at first. She didn’t need to. She was humming.

Not a tune. Not a song. Just content. Drunk on attention and anticipation, buzzing from the way those men had touched her, danced for her, let her grab their cocks like it was her birthright.

She dropped her clutch on the counter and turned toward me, her eyes shining. “Strip.”

My breath caught. I hesitated.

Her smile sharpened. “Now.”

I obeyed.

I stepped out of my dress, carefully, like it was sacred—which it was, in a way. A symbol of her ownership. My heels stayed on. So did my makeup and lingerie—though my little lace thong could barely cover the straining cage I wore beneath.

Rachel watched, eyes roaming over me slowly. Like she was checking her work. Like I was hers—and I was.

“Go sit on the edge of the bed,” she said, unzipping her dress. “Back straight. Hands in your lap.”

I did as I was told, the cool air of the room brushing over my bare thighs. I tried not to rub them together. Tried not to whimper. But the way my cage sat snug against my skin, the way my whole body buzzed from the club, from the memory of those cocks on my tongue—it was unbearable.

Rachel let her dress slide off her shoulders, baring her breasts and the red lace thong she’d worn underneath. She looked like temptation itself, effortless and cruel. She stepped into the bathroom and came out moments later with a black satin robe, freshly tied, just as there was a knock at the door.

My heart stopped, but she opened it without hesitation.

And there they were.

The two dancers from the club—now in jeans and fitted t-shirts, freshly showered but still glowing with the same confident, cocky energy they’d had at the club. They stepped into the suite like they owned it. And maybe, for the night, they did.

Rachel offered them drinks, laughing like this was just a normal little get-together between friends. I sat motionless on the bed, hands folded, trying not to shake.

“She’s been so good for me tonight,” Rachel said, sipping her wine. “I think she deserves a little reward.”

The dancers looked at each other, then at me. One raised an eyebrow. “The same kind as earlier?”

Rachel smirked. “Oh, better.”

She walked to the bed, set her wine down, and gently pressed my shoulders back until I was lying flat. She climbed on top of me, straddling my thighs, her robe parting just enough to show the curve of her breasts.

“She’s going to watch me first,” she said, already breathless. “Just like always.”

The men began to undress. They took their time. Slow. Casual. A performance even now, but no longer for tips. Now it was for pleasure.

Rachel leaned down and kissed me, hard, her tongue sliding into my mouth with a hunger I hadn’t tasted in weeks. She ground her hips against my thighs, and I could feel the heat of her pussy even through the thin layer of satin. My cage pressed painfully against my skin, desperate to be touched, to be used, but still locked tight.

She broke the kiss and sat back, her eyes wild.

“Get on your knees,” she commanded. “Next to the bed.”

I scrambled into position.

Rachel laid back on the bed, and the first man stepped between her legs. She opened for him like a flower blooming—ready, dripping, shameless.

He didn’t hesitate.

He slid inside her with one long, deep thrust.

Rachel moaned—loud, unfiltered—and my whole body shuddered. I could see it all in the mirror: her legs wrapped around his waist, her breasts bouncing with every thrust, her mouth hanging open in bliss. The second man stood beside the bed, stroking himself as he watched.

Rachel reached for him, pulling him closer, stroking his cock before sucking the tip into her mouth with greedy moans. She was radiant, filthy, perfect.

And I was kneeling again, watching it all like the desperate little sissy I was.

But this time was different. This time, Rachel looked at me and whispered, “Come here.”

I crawled closer on shaking hands and knees then came to stand above her, seeing every inch of the man move in and out of her. She reached out, wrapped her hand around my cage, and squeezed.

My breath hitched. I whimpered.

She pulled me close and kissed me again. “You’ve been such a good girl this trip,” she whispered. “Do you want to cum?”

I nodded, eyes wide, lip trembling.

She grinned. “Then you’ll get to cum,” she said softly, “after I do. At least twice.”

My breath hitched, heart pounding in my ears.

Rachel turned her attention back to the second man, her hand wrapping around his cock as she pulled him toward her with an eager, practiced grace.

“Now,” she purred, lips parting, “where were we?”

She took him into her mouth with practiced hunger, her lips sealing tight around the shaft as her eyes fluttered shut. The wet sounds of her sucking filled the room, mingling with the low groans of the man fucking her from behind. She didn’t slow, didn’t pause—just opened wider, moaned deeper, let them both take from her like she was made for it.

I stayed on my knees, breathless, caged, and dripping with desire. I whimpered, as I watched both men fill Rachel from both ends, my hands balled into fists against the carpet. My cage pulsed with every thrust Rachel took, every obscene slurp of her mouth, every time she moaned like she was starving for cock.

I could barely think, could barely see straight. My whole body was locked in a state of trembling need, straining for release that wasn’t mine to claim.

But at least I finally I knew that I, too, would get what I craved tonight.

When she finally let me.


Chapter 5
Pleasure


Rachel hadn’t slowed down. She was on her back, legs parted wide, the man from the club buried deep inside her, pumping her full of cock like she was made for it. Her thighs were slick with sweat and cum, her hair a wild mess spread across the pillows. And she was loving it.

She moaned into the other man’s cock, still sucking it voraciously as he fucked her mouth. Her body was writhing on the bed, pleasure coursing through her as each man used her in synchronized strokes of sin.

My cage twitched with arousal as I watched her. I couldn’t look away. I didn’t want to.

Rachel turned her head lazily on the pillow and met my gaze. I could tell that she was pleased that I was watching so affectionately—so closely. I crept closer, biting my lips as I saw up close what was happening to her.

She moaned suddenly, louder than before—something raw, uncontrollable, the kind of sound that came from deep in the belly and couldn’t be faked. Her hips bucked upward as if electrified, and her whole body arched off the mattress, taut with ecstasy. Every muscle in her thighs quivered. Her toes curled. Her fingers clawed into the sheets, desperate to ground herself as the wave hit.

The man in her mouth grabbed a fistful of her hair and groaned, his cock pulsing as she gagged softly around the length of him—but she didn’t flinch. She didn’t stop. She kept sucking through it, moaning around him, using the vibrations of her climax to milk his cock like it was part of her pleasure.

Her eyes fluttered. Her mascara-smudged lashes barely held open as her face twisted in bliss. Her legs trembled, heels slipping on the sweat-slick sheets as her pussy clenched visibly around the cock buried inside her. Her body writhed, completely out of her own control—fucking back against him even as she came, as if she wanted to be filled deeper, used harder.

And then she shattered.

Her voice cracked around the cock in her mouth, a half-choked, half-sobbing cry of release. It was messy and primal. Her back bowed. Her pussy clenched visibly around the cock buried deep inside her, and she moaned again—muffled by the thick shaft in her throat.

Her orgasm rippled through her, shaking her in waves, slick gushing from her as the man fucking her groaned, grabbed her hips, and thrust in one final time.

He held her down, buried to the hilt, and came inside her with a grunt that filled the room. I saw the twitch of his cock as he spilled into her, pumping her full until it leaked out around him, dripping onto the sheets beneath her.

She smirked and reached down between her legs. The man inside her groaned as she squeezed around him, milking every inch of his cock with practiced, greedy skill.

Then her fingers dipped lower, moving inside. When she brought them back up, they were coated in slick white.

She held them up and beckoned me, slipping her swollen lips off the other man’s cock to give me her demands. “Come clean me.”

My whole body jolted. The shame, the thrill, the way she said it like it was a perfectly natural command. I leaned forward without hesitation, knees weak, thighs trembling, the skin between my legs still hot with lust, and sucked her fingers clean.

She smiled at me as my lips popped off, then she pointed down between her legs, telling me that I wasn’t yet done.

I crept between her legs, taking the place of the man who was now helping himself to the mini-bar. I grabbed her thighs, feeling the warmth of her orgasm still lingering.

“That’s it,” she cooed. “Taste what a real man gives a woman.”

The salty tang of semen and her juices filled my mouth. I gagged slightly at the intensity but swallowed it like it was communion. Her eyes sparkled above me.

“That’s my good little cumrag,” she whispered. “So eager. So useful in the bedroom when you know your place.”

I flushed with pride, my face buried in her slick folds, desperate for more praise.

She reached for my hair and gently guided me lower, back towards the mess between her thighs.

“But you’re not done yet. I told you to clean me. I want you to make me cum next.”

I gasped, my cage aching harder at the thought. But now I knew what she wanted and knew what I must do.

I bent forward, breath catching as I inhaled the scent of her orgasm—hot and ripe, thick with sex. She was soaked. Her inner thighs gleamed with it. Without wasting any more time I pressed my tongue between her lips and began to clean.

It was messy, overwhelming. My tongue moved in slow strokes, scooping and sucking, drinking in every filthy, sticky drop. I moaned into her pussy like it was the only thing I’d ever wanted. Like being her cleanup toy was an honor.

She moaned above me and tangled both hands in my hair. “That’s right, baby. Eat me. Get all of it. Make me shine again.”

The man who’d just filled her groaned from behind us, watching as I lapped at the cum he’d left inside her. He stroked himself slowly, shamelessly.

“You two are freaky,” he said softly, almost in awe.

Rachel laughed, her thighs tightening around my head. “Yes, and we love it.”

Her hips rolled up into my mouth, fucking my face as I cleaned her. I could feel more slickness spilling from her—whether it was his cum or her own arousal, I didn’t know, and I didn’t care. I wanted it. All of it.

“You love this, don’t you?” she panted. “Licking my used pussy. Feeling your cage throb while I get what you want.”

I moaned into her, nodding, my tongue moving faster. “I do, Mistress,” I gasped when I came up for air. “I love it. I love serving and pleasing you. I love everything.”

She cupped my cheek tenderly. “I know you do, sweetheart. That’s why I love you.”

Behind her, the second man stepped closer, his cock still rock hard. He knelt on the bed beside her and kissed her shoulder, then her neck, his hands sliding down her stomach toward her hips.

“I want a turn,” he said, breath hot against her skin, not wanting to be forgotten.

Rachel tilted her head back and gave him a languid, satisfied smile. “Soon.”

Her word gave me a sense of urgency, as if she was waiting on me to receive more of the pleasure she really wanted. I gripped her thighs tighter, moved my head lower, and worked my tongue faster.

Her body began twitching with every lick. Her hands clutched the sheets, her voice broken and breathless.

“Fuck, yes… god, yes.”

I watched from below, licking and nuzzling, feeling the tremors of her second orgasm building against my tongue.

When it hit, it was spectacular.

Her thighs clamped around my head. Her whole body convulsed. She cried out loud, writhing beneath me as I continued, not stopping until I felt her whole body relax.

And then she did something that made me want to sob with devotion. She reached down and stroked my hair, gently. Like I’d just done something truly worthy. Like I’d served her well.

“My good girl,” she said softly. “That was two. Now it’s your turn.”


Chapter 6
Rewards


My breath caught.

Her words hit harder than a slap. Now it’s your turn.

For a moment, I just stared up at her, lips wet with her slick, hair stuck to my cheeks, unsure if I’d actually heard her right. My cage throbbed in response, pulsing against my skin with desperate urgency. My whole body was flushed, wired, waiting.

Rachel smirked. “I think someone’s been very patient,” she said sweetly, brushing my hair back with her fingers. “Wouldn’t you agree?”

The second man—still hard, still waiting—let out a low laugh. “Extremely.”

Rachel turned her head toward him. “She’s yours now. Do whatever you like.”

He nodded, eyes flicking over me like I was a decadent treat finally unwrapped. “You sure know how to throw a party.”

Rachel leaned back against the pillows with a lazy stretch. “Just wait till you see how she moans.”

The man stood beside the bed and extended a hand. I took it with trembling fingers, and he guided me up onto all fours like I weighed nothing. I could feel his cock brush against my thigh, thick and slick with precum, and I shivered. My cage twitched, aching, soaking with anticipation.

He moved behind me, palms roaming over my ass, slipping my panties down to my thighs, then spreading me open. His touch wasn’t tentative—he knew what he was doing. My plug was long gone, and Rachel had left me loose and needy. I whimpered as he teased his tip against my entrance, rubbing slow circles before pushing inside.

It burned.

It stretched.

And it felt so fucking good.

He grabbed my hips and drove forward in a single stroke, burying himself to the hilt. I gasped, hands clutching at the sheets, my face flushed as the pressure exploded through my body. My cage pressed hard against the bed, grinding against my leaking sissy clit with every thrust. Every inch of him made me feel full in a way nothing else ever had. I whimpered, shuddered, and pressed back against him, desperate to feel him even deeper.

Rachel sat up and watched, her eyes half-lidded, a lazy smirk painted across her face.

“God, look at you,” she murmured. “Getting fucked like a real little slut once again? I’m too good to you.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I gasped, voice shaking as the man pounded into me, deeper, harder. “I wanted it so badly. I needed it.”

“Then shouldn’t you thank me?”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

She purred with approval. “That’s better.”

The man’s rhythm picked up, his fingers digging into my hips as he used me with pure, selfish focus. He didn’t care how I looked or sounded—he just wanted to fuck. I was nothing but a hole to him. And somehow, that made me feel more cherished than anything.

Rachel slid closer, her hand wrapping gently around my throat from the front. She didn’t squeeze—just held me there, a reminder.

“You’re going to cum for me, aren’t you?” she whispered into my ear.

“Yes, Mistress,” I moaned. “Please—please let me…”

He slammed into me again. And again. And again.

My cage ground harder into the mattress. My body burned. My eyes rolled back.

Rachel leaned in close. “Cum for me, my sweet little thing. Cum in your cage while he uses you. While he makes you feel like the woman you want to be.”

I screamed. Her words, his thrusts, the feeling of my cage grinding against the bed.

My orgasm tore through me, electric and violent, my body seizing as cum spilled out of the cage in hot, desperate pulses. I sobbed with relief, shaking under the weight of it, every nerve on fire. My thighs quaked. My arms collapsed beneath me.

But he wasn’t done.

He grunted, slowed just enough to reposition, then grabbed my hair and pulled me upright onto my knees. My back arched against his chest as he pounded upward, angling deeper, harder. The position sent shocks of sensation through my body, my caged cock twitching from the aftershocks, my breath catching with every brutal thrust.

“She’s still squeezing me,” he growled.

“Of course she is,” Rachel purred. “She’s always so greedy for cock after she cums.”

I whimpered, tears forming at the corners of my eyes. I didn’t want it to stop. I didn’t want it to ever stop.

His hand moved from my hip to my throat, mimicking Rachel’s grip, and for one blissful, terrifying moment I felt their control on either side—her eyes watching, his cock driving deep, both of them possessing me.

I belonged to them.

And then he pulled out.

He shoved me forward, pressing my face into the sheets as he finished with fast, harsh strokes of his hand. Hot ropes of cum splashed across my lower back, coating me, marking me. I gasped at the feeling, twitching from overstimulation, my caged cock still leaking from the last orgasm.

I collapsed fully, face down, drooling into the sheets, my thighs shaking uncontrollably.

Used. Caged. Finished.

And utterly fulfilled.

Rachel kissed my shoulder, then my temple. “That’s my good girl,” she whispered. “That’s exactly how I wanted you.”

I whimpered softly, barely able to speak. “Thank you, Mistress.”

“Shhh.” She stroked my hair. “You did beautifully.”

She didn’t unlock me.

She didn’t clean me.

She just laid beside me, tangled with me, proud of what I’d become.

And I knew, with aching clarity, that I would never want to be anything else again.
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The Seamstress’s Sissy Model

For months I had been looking into the window of a dress shop on the way to work, an unknown desire blooming within me. I tried to resist, to take other routes to work, but I couldn’t. Somehow I was always driven to return, to gaze longingly at the dresses and gowns draped over the mannequins in the shop.

But one day the door opened and a beautiful woman’s voice called out to me, inviting me inside. I knew that I shouldn’t, that a man such as myself had no business inside a woman’s boutique, but then she told me that she knew me, that she knew exactly what I wanted—and that she could satisfy me in ways I had never dreamed of before. She told me that all I had to do was say yes, to commit to obeying her every command.

How could I possibly say no?
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From Fanboy to Femboy

When Kyle decides to see pop sensation Cassidy Skye in concert he knows that he needs to wear something special for the occasion, after all, she is his favorite artist. He finds himself drawn to a pink pair of tights at a store which he can’t resist buying. But that’s only the beginning.

As he enters the concert venue wearing the neon pink tights along with matching bra and panties, Kyle has no idea what is in store for him. He soon meets Jessica, a bartender at the concert, who quickly forms an interest in him and his outfit.

Together with Jessica, Kyle will discover the magic and pleasure of wearing women’s lingerie as learn his true identity.
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