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Chapter 1
New Adventure


“Are you sure about this Rachel? This seems like a terrible idea,” I whined as I carried our luggage into the hotel room.

“As if you have a choice, Sam,” my wife scoffed, tossing her sun hat onto the couch on the side of the room. She walked to the expansive window on the far side of the room and pulled it open, letting the sun shine in as she smiled. “Don’t you remember how much fun we had the last time we went on a trip together? When I discovered your desire to become Sarah and that you wanted to learn how it feels to be a sexy and desired woman. Don’t you remember how I made you feel that trip?”

Her words made my cock swell in its chastity cage as the memories returned to me. “Trust me. I remember,” I replied, nearly laughing at the impossibility of forgetting such a trip. “But this time is different. This time my boss is on the trip, too, and staying in the same hotel. What if he sees me?”

“And here I thought you were feeling more confident about being Sarah these days. Perhaps another trip to Mistress Violet’s dungeon is in order if you’re still feeling so hesitant, dear.” She turned back towards me, the sunlight making her angelic figure shine as her blonde hair illuminated over her white sundress. “But I assure you that you have nothing to worry about. The way you now walk, talk, and look when you have transformed yourself… Not even Mr. Harvey will recognize you.”

I tossed our luggage down on the bed and sat beside them, exhausted from caring three heavy bags and feeling ridiculous that I had brought two bags of my own; one for my day job as Sam and one for nights as Sarah.

“I certainly hope so. I’d be the laughing stock of all the conventions and the office if anyone caught me, let alone my boss.”

“That should be the least of your concerns, Sam. If you’re detected that means you failed at being Sarah and that means you’ve failed me. Then you will really have something to answer for.”

My cock stirred longingly in its cage, aroused by her threat. Ever since we had seen Mistress Violet she had become much more strict and demanding when it was time for me to be Sarah. While she had yet to act on any of her threats, I could see in her eyes that she was closer and closer to becoming a true mistress and feeling the need, or perhaps desire, to handle me properly.

“Yes, Mistress. I understand.”

She gave me a flirty smirk as she slipped into the bathroom, her long flowing dress swiftly slipping off her body and revealing that she wore nothing else beneath. “I’m going to take a long, hot shower. Do be a good girl and unpack our luggage.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied, knowing that as always, I didn’t have a choice.

As I began to unpack, I thought about our adventures so far, not in our years as husband and wife, but as in our new relationship of Rachel and Sarah. This trip would mark the fifth time we would be out in this new dynamic. It was a strange new relationship we were building together with me feminizing myself while I helped my wife find new men to bed, but it was one that we each cherished in our own ways, our love for one another never wavering.

Everything seemed to be going full circle with this trip as we returned to the scene that had started it six weeks ago. Though it was a different town and a different hotel, it felt all too familiar even though I knew it would be immensely different this time. This time there would be no surprises of Rachel catching me and no hesitation to dress up for her. This time I would truly be Sarah, and this time I would feel like it.

A sudden knock at the door made me jump, wondering who it could be. To my dismay, as I open it I immediately recognized the face of my boss, Bruce.

“Oh! Hello, Sir. I didn’t know you were coming by,” I stammered, anxious from his surprise visit.

“I wasn’t planning on it, but I got in early and I decided that it would be best to make sure we were on the same page for tomorrow,” he explained, his tone gruff and annoyed. “I heard that during your last business trip you came off as a little distracted during meetings. I wanted to make sure that you’re more prepared this time and focused on our company goals. These trips are expensive and we can’t let them go to waste.”

“Of course, Sir. I understand.”

“I expect you to be in bed early so you can wake up fresh and prepared to drive home every sale tomorrow.”

“Yes, Sir. You have my word.”

He squinted at me as of trying to gauge my honesty, then his eyes opened as in the silence he recognized the sound of the shower. “Is someone else with you?” he asked.

“What? No! I was just about to take a shower to help me wind down for the day.”

“Very good,” he nodded approvingly. “Do whatever it takes tonight to have a clear mind. I want you focused on one thing tomorrow—sales. I’ll see you then.”

Swiftly, the door shut my face, leaving me relieved that the interaction had finished. Returning to our luggage, I saw Rachel’s face peeking out of the bathroom, a naughty grin spread across her face. “Hurry up with the luggage, babe. I need you to get dressed.”

“Dressed?” I murmured.

“That’s right,” she giggled. “Tonight, Sarah and I are going out.”


Chapter 2
Mistress Knows Best


Iknew I didn't have a choice in the matter, I needed to do as Rachel said. But that didn't stop me letting her know my unease about the situation. “Mr. Harvey just stopped by and told me that I need to be at my best tomorrow. He wants me to get extra sleep so I don't come off as distracted or tired! Why don't we go out tomorrow? Then we can celebrate a successful trip?"

Rachel scoffed at me as she slid her razor up her long, lean leg. "That's cute of him to say, but you only answer to one person in this world, dear. You answer to the person who controls that little cock of yours." She switched legs, perching her right leg on the bathroom counter and letting me see her shaved pussy between. "And besides, I'm not wasting a fresh shave on an early night in.”

"Alright, fine," I sighed, knowing that her plan was officially in motion whether I liked it or not. Inside I felt the turmoil of being pulled in two directions, but I knew that she was right. The person who had the most important say was clearly my wife.

She winked at me in the mirror, smoothing lotion over her legs. "There's a bar downstairs, I've heard good things. It will be just like our first time." Rachel grinned, standing up and walking towards me. She cupped my face, leaning in to give me a soft kiss. "You were so nervous our first time at the bar, but you looked stunning. I promise, tonight will be just as magical."

I nodded, my heart pounding in my chest and my cock swelling in its cage. "Just as magical?" I muttered.

She laughed as she walked to the closet, fingering the outfits I had packed for myself. "Well, no, I suppose not to the same extent. But I promise that I will put on quite the show for you."

She spun around, her long blonde hair flowing in the air and landing on her perky nipples. In her hand was a slinky black dress, low cut and extra revealing—one that made me feel exceptionally slutty to wear. 

"This will be perfect, I'm glad you brought it." Rachel chuckled, handing me the dress and returning to her own wardrobe. "You go slip into the bathroom while I get ready," she instructed, as if we hadn't done this before. "I'll come in after I'm done and help you with your makeup."

I nodded, my heart fluttering as I took the dress from her. "Yes, Mistress." I said softly as my eyes looked down at the dress in my hands. Despite the nerves bubbling inside me, I couldn't help but feel a thrill as I anticipated the transformation.

Rachel smirked at my use of her preferred title. "Good girl. And remember, tonight is about me. You are just here to look pretty and to ensure that I have a good time. Understood?"

I nodded again, the cage around my cock feeling more constricting from her words. "Yes, Mistress. I understand." I slipped into the bathroom, leaving Rachel to her own preparations.

The dress was a simple slip-on, so I didn't have to bother with zippers or buttons. I stood there for a moment, looking at myself in the mirror. The dress hugged my curves in all the right places, accentuating my waist and showing off my legs. I turned to the side, admiring the way the fabric draped over my body. It was stunning, and I felt a pang of envy for Rachel, who got to wear such beautiful clothes every day.

I heard the bathroom door open and Rachel stepped in, holding a makeup bag. “That dress looks perfect on you,” she said, her voice soft. "I'm so lucky to have such a gorgeous partner."

I blushed at the compliment, feeling a warmth spread through me. "Thank you, Rachel," I whispered, staring at her reflection in the mirror. She wore dark red body con mini dress, the thin spaghetti straps seeming to struggle to hold up her large breasts. “I am, too.”

She set the makeup bag on the counter and started rummaging through it. "Now, let's get you all dolled up. I want you to look your best for tonight. I want to build on your confidence from last time.”

I watched as she expertly applied makeup to my face, transforming me into a stunning, feminine version of myself. She lined my eyes with dark liner, making them pop against my pale skin, and added a coat of mascara to my lashes.

"There, that's better," she said, stepping back to admire her handiwork.

I looked at myself in the mirror, a familiar figure looking back at me—Sarah. I touched my face, feeling the soft foundation and the flick of eyeliner at the corners of my eyes and let out a gasp of awe.

Rachel smiled, her eyes sparkling. "I know. Now, let's add some color to those cheeks." She picked up a blush brush, dusting it with a soft pink powder. “And finally, pucker up, Sarah. Let’s do your lipstick.”

As I pushed out my lips, Rachel swiftly leaned in and pressed hers against them. Her hand grabbed the back of my head as she held us close, kissing me deeply and passionately, and making me desperate to feel more.

She pulled back after a moment, leaving me yearning for her. "Mmm, that's my girl. You just look so sexy—I couldn’t resist.”

She held up a vial of lipstick and I puckered my lips again, wishing for another taste of her, but this time feeling the lipstick press against them. I caught my reflection in the mirror, seeing the striking contrast between the red lips and my pale skin.

I loved it.

Rachel capped the lipstick and placed it back in the bag. She stepped back, admiring her work. "You look absolutely ravishing, Sarah. Any man would be lucky to have you on his arm tonight."

I blushed again, feeling a mix of pride and nervousness. "Thank you, Rachel. I feel... I feel beautiful."

She beamed at me, her eyes glimmering with excitement. “As you should. Now let's go find someone to make tonight memorable."


Chapter 3
Invitations


We left the hotel room arm in arm and made our way downstairs to the bar. As we approached, the low hum of conversation and clinking of glasses greeted us. The bar was brightly lit, the atmosphere excited with people buzzing around merrily.

The crashing of heels echoed through the bar as Rachel’s powerful strut approached, stealing away the attention of nearly every man inside. We stopped at the entrance, surveying our potential choices. "Looks like we've got some promising options," Rachel said, her eyes scanning the crowd with a predatory gleam. "What do you think?"

I felt a blush creep up my cheeks, the weight of the stares from the men in the bar making me feel anxious for how the night would go. "Um, I think... I think you’re right," I stuttered, trying to focus on anything other than the way my heart was racing.

Rachel gave me a playful smirk, tugging at my arm and leading me further into the room. "Well, I think they look delicious," she purred, her eyes landing on a group of men sitting at the bar. "And I'm hungry."

Approaching the bar I could feel the heat of gazes on my back. I knew my backside looked incredible, thanks to Rachel’s newly enforced workout routine—and the extra attention only made the thrill even more exhilarating.

Rachel leaned over the bar, giving the bartender a full view of her ample cleavage. "Two dirty martinis, please," she ordered. She turned to me, winking. “Drinks make us look busy and purposeful, making it so only the most confident and cocksure men will approach. And those are the types of playthings we want for the evening."

I nodded, feeling a shiver of excitement and apprehension. "Of course, Mistress."

The bartender, a young man with dark hair and a handsome smile, quickly prepared our drinks. He slid them across the bar, his eyes lingering on Rachel's breasts as she continued to flaunt them. "Here you go, ladies. First round's on the house."

Rachel raised an eyebrow, leaning in closer to him.

"Oh, really? How generous of you." She flashed him a sultry smile that had him blinking rapidly, clearly taken aback.

The bartender raised his own glass and winked before returning to work. Even though I felt more beautiful and confident as Sarah every day, I was still amazed at Rachel’s outgoing nature. But perhaps that’s the kind of confidence a woman would have in a relationship like ours—when she had a doting partner back home but could go out whenever she wanted to fuck men with no strings attached. She could always have whatever she wanted, whenever she wanted, and she clearly knew this.

Rachel turned to me, raising her glass. "Cheers, darling. To a successful night."

I clinked my glass against hers, taking a sip of the martini. The cold liquid hit my stomach, sending a welcome shiver through me. I watched Rachel as she leaned against the bar, casually sipping her drink, her eyes returning to their eager surveillance. She was in her element, and I had to admit, it was a turn on.

Rachel took another sip of her martini, and I could see her eyes flicker towards the door as it opened. In walked a handsome man, stopping to admire the crowd as he scratched at his perfectly chiseled jaw. His hair was short, graying at the temples, but it only added to his rugged charm. His blue eyes watched over the room, and when they landed on Rachel, he smiled, broad and confident—a sight that made me gasp.

It was Bruce Harvey, my boss, and from the smile on Rachel's face I could tell that he was her newest target. She turned to me, her eyes sparkling with a mischief I recognized all too well. "Sarah, why don't you be a dear and invite him over?"

My heart pounded in my chest as I looked at Bruce, his gaze still locked onto Rachel. "Are you serious? Rachel, that’s my boss and he's met you before. Even if he doesn't recognize me, he could recognize you!"

My wife considered for a moment then laughed. "Well then perhaps a night with me will help you get out of that tired old position you have. Remind me, when's the last time you had a promotion or even a raise?"

My jaw dropped, shocked at her bluntness, but I knew she was right. My job had been stagnant for years. Rachel's eyes flicked back to Bruce, who was now making his way towards the bar.

"Do as you’re told, Sarah. Let's see where this leads." She gave me a playful jab with her elbow, a clear signal that I should comply.

I straightened up, taking a deep breath as Bruce approached our end of the bar. I plastered on a smile, trying to appear confident and approachable, and waved at him to join us.

"Good evening ladies," Bruce said, his gaze lingering on Rachel before finally settling on me. "This is a beautiful place, isn't it?"

Rachel chuckled, taking a sip of her martini. "Yes, it is. We were just admiring it ourselves." She nudged me again with her elbow, a silent cue to keep the conversation going.

"It's lovely," I agreed, feeling my nerves settle slightly. "Hotel bars are usually so dark and dreary. This is a pleasant surprise."

I felt my cage press against my panties as I spoke. Watching Bruce check me out as I talked to him as Sarah was exceedingly arousing.

Bruce nodded, signaling the bartender for a drink. “I take it that you’re both from out of town as well? I'm glad I decided to come here tonight then.” He winked at Rachel, and she smiled back, clearly enjoying the attention.

I felt a pang of jealousy as Rachel leaned in closer to Bruce, her hand resting on his arm. “Indeed. So, what brings you to town, Bruce? Business or pleasure?"

Bruce chuckled, his eyes flicking between Rachel and me. “I’m here for business, but who knows, maybe I'll find some... pleasure as well."

Rachel's smile widened. “Then I think you may have met the right girls.”

She ran her fingers lightly up Bruce's arm, leaving a trail of goosebumps in her wake. I felt a flutter of desire swirl through me, an excitement consuming me as I watched her make her move.

I looked at Bruce who was keeping his cool and trying not to seem too eager. I had never thought much of him as my boss, but seeing him here in this different light, there was no denying that he was not only a handsome man, but he was also perfect for Rachel. I steeled myself, determined to play my part. Noticing the stool next to me was open, I moved over, and gestured for him to sit between us. "Please, have a seat, Bruce. We'd love to keep you company."

Bruce smiled and accepted my offer. "That's very kind of you both. It's not often I get to enjoy the company of such stunning women." He sat down, his leg touching mine ever so slightly. I felt a jolt of surprise at the contact, but I didn't pull away.

Rachel leaned in closer to Bruce, her voice low and sultry. "Well, tonight is your lucky night then, isn't it? Two beautiful women, all to yourself. And here we were just thinking of leaving."

"Leaving? So early? Before I've had the chance to buy you both a drink?"

Bruce was suave, gesturing for the bartender to return before we had a chance to argue, but knowing that Rachel had already set her sights on him, I decided to step in and hurry the night up.

"Perhaps we could have the best of both worlds," I interrupted, grabbing his hand to steal his attention away. "Why don't you fetch us some drinks then join us back in our room." I said, giving him a coy smile that made sure he understood the invitation. 

Bruce raised an eyebrow, his blue eyes flickering with interest. "Well, I don’t think I could possibly decline such an invitation.”

Rachel leaned in closer, her arm wrapping around his shoulders as she pressed herself against him. "Then don't," she whispered. "There's a lot more fun we can have alone, just the three of us."


Chapter 4
Just The Three Of Us


The walk back to our hotel room was a quiet one, the air thick with anticipation. In the elevator, Rachel's hand rested on my thigh, her fingers absentmindedly tracing patterns on the lacy fabric of my dress. I could feel the heat of her touch, the gentle pressure sending ripples of desire through me.

She was driving me wild, my cock straining against its cage, desperate for release and desperate to feel more than just her teasing touch. But I knew what was coming, and I knew that it wasn’t my cock that she wanted. At the same time, the idea of watching her with Bruce was exhilarating and I couldn’t wait to see her in action.

By the time the doors opened, Bruce could barely restrain himself. His hands eagerly grabbing at Rachel as she giggled and hurried to our door.

"You're fucking gorgeous, you know that?" he growled, his voice dripping with desire.

Rachel stopped at our door and smiled as she looked over her shoulder at him. "I know, darling. But I’d rather you show me how much you appreciate it than tell me.”

She swept around and nipped at his lower lip, making Bruce groan as his hands swarmed over her body, cupping her ass and pulling her against him. I watched as his erection pressed against her, and I felt a swelling of arousal as the show began.

Reaching around her back she fumbled at the door handle and walked Bruce backwards into our room. "Let's not waste any more time,” she whispered in his ear, her breath hot and heavy.

“That’s what I like to hear,” growled Bruce as he picked her up and tossed her down on the bed. I followed them and watched as Bruce grunted above my wife, starring down at her like a piece of meat he was about to consume. As I approached he noticed me and his gazed flashed back and forth between Rachel and I. “And what about you, beautiful? How do you want to play?”

Rachel laughed and shook her head. “Sarah is just here to watch and be a good little cuckqueen for me.”

Bruce’s eyes lit up, a devilish smile spreading across his face. “You two are together then? Fuck, that makes this even sexier.”

Rachel pushed herself off the bed and stood before me, her finger teasing my lips as she grinned. “That’s right, and Sarah just loves to watch me with men.” She turned back to face Bruce, but looked back at me as she continued, “Be a good girl and undress me so Bruce may use me.”

My fingers trembled as they reached out, fumbling with the tiny zipper of her dress. I pulled it down, letting it loosen and slip off her perfect body until she was nearly naked, wearing nothing but her thong and high heels. My fingers slipped into the hems of her panties, slowly pulling them down her plump ass and revealing her pussy to my boss.

Standing back up, I admired her soft glowing body and felt a pang of jealous as I saw the look of desire in Bruce’s eyes.

"Like what you see?" she purred, her voice full of confidence and desire.

Bruce nodded, his eyes roaming over her body, taking in every inch of her perfection. "Fuck, Rachel. You're incredible," he breathed, his eyes unable to look away.

Rachel smirked, running her hands up her stomach and cupping her breasts as she turned back to me, making sure Bruce got to see every last bit of her. “Now undress our guest,” she ordered me.

I hesitated, my heart pounding in my chest. This was new territory, even for us. But I knew better than to disobey Rachel. I turned to Bruce, my hands shaking as I reached for his belt. I unbuckled it slowly, my eyes locked onto his.

His eyes squinted at me as he watched me undress him, a strange look of familiarity lingering in them. I saw him look at the door and then at us, as if trying to put pieces of a puzzle together, but eventually he shook his head and helped me pull off his boxers.

His hard cock stared at me as his hand wrapped around his shaft. "Sarah..." he said softly.

I glanced up at him, my heart fluttering in my chest. "Yes, Sir?" I asked, my voice barely more than a whisper.

Bruce's eyes darkened, a hungry look in them that sent a shiver through me. “You're a good little cuck, are you?"

I felt a surge of heat between my legs at his words, my cock straining against its cage. "Yes, Sir. I am," I muttered.

"So that means that you need to help get me nice and hard for your wife. To make sure I'm fully ready to pleasure her."

Sensual shivers consumed me as I understood his meaning, and a deep longing to obey began to grow. “May I, Sir?" I asked, looking up at him with wide, innocent eyes.

Bruce groaned, his cock twitching in anticipation. "Fuck yes. Show me what that mouth of yours can do."

Looking at my wife for approval, Rachel nodded as she climbed onto the bed to watch. I smiled, my heart pounding as I lowered myself down then leaned in and took him into my mouth. He was salty and thick, and I could feel my caged cock aching with envy.

My body was overcome with feelings as I swirled my tongue around the tip of his cock before taking him deeper into my throat. I couldn’t believe what I was doing to my boss, that I had his meaty cock deep in my mouth. The extreme naughtiness of the moment had me pulsing with passion, feeling a heightened eroticism like nothing I had ever experienced before.

Bruce moaned his pleasure, his fingers tangling in my hair, guiding me, as he thought of only one thing. "That's it. Take it all," he grunted, his hips thrusting forward, his cock hitting the back of my throat.

I gagged slightly, but I didn't stop. I wanted to please him, I wanted to show Rachel that I could be a good little cuckold. I looked up at Bruce, his eyes were closed, his jaw clenched, a look of pure ecstasy on his face.

As I gazed into his eyes I couldn't believe that he didn't recognize me, that he had no idea that I was Sam, his employee that he had just spoken to hours ago in this very room. The realization made me swell with pride and encouragement, telling me that I really was Sarah. If he didn't recognize me as the man I used to be, then no one would.

I continued sucking him, taking him in deeper and deeper, feeling my own arousal growing with each thrust. I could feel the passion between my legs, my clit cage throbbing against the fabric of my dress.

I wanted to touch myself so badly, but I knew that I had no permit to do so. Instead I wiggled my thighs, letting them rub against my tiny cage and provide a sliver of the pleasure that I truly desired.

As I prepared Bruce's cock, Rachel positioned herself on her hands and knees, her ass high in the air. "That's enough, Sarah. It's my turn."


Chapter 5
Teased


Bruce looked at Rachel's yearning body and growled, her ass wiggling in the bed as if taunting him to come if he dared. He needed no more encouragement. His hands swarmed Rachel, grabbing her hips as he climbed onto the bed behind her.

He rubbed the head of his cock against her ass, teasing her and me both. I could feel my own need growing, my cock aching. I wanted him to fuck her, to give her the pleasure that she deserved. He moved to her entrance, sliding it between her lips, coating himself in her wetness.

"Don't tease me,” Rachel snapped. “Be a man and fuck me.”

Bruce chuckled, a low, dark sound that told me he wanted to be in control.

He turned his attention to me, staring into my eyes, and with one powerful thrust, he was inside her. “Your wife feels amazing.”

Rachel cried out, her body arching as Bruce filled her completely.

He pounded into her, his hips slapping against her ass, the sound of their bodies coming together filling the room.

“That’s it,” Rachel panted, her voice strained with desire. "Fuck me harder!”

Bruce obliged, his hips slamming into Rachel with even more force. I was so turned on watching them, so desperate for release so I could touch myself. I gritted my teeth, my body aching with need as I gave them my full attention, watching as Bruce’s thrust shook the bed vigorously.

Bruce groaned loudly, his body slick with sweat as he pounded my wife. His hands gripped her hips tightly, his fingers digging into her flesh as he fucked her harder and faster.

“God, I could stay buried in this pussy all night," Bruce grunted, his voice strained with exhaustion.

Rachel's moans became louder and more desperate, her body writhing as Bruce's cock continued. “Shut up and fuck me. Harder!”

Bruce's thrusts became erratic, his need to satisfy Rachel growing with each passing second. I could sense that he enjoyed her harshness, finding an intense satisfaction in her speaking down to him.

But he also liked being in control. He grabbed her hair and pulled her head back fiercely, his fingers tightly wrapped around her hair. “You’ll get what I give you, slut.”

My eyes bulged at his words, shocked to hear anyone speak to Rachel in such a tone. But she didn’t fight back, she just moaned as his cock buried itself deeper inside her.

He released her hair as his muscles began to tense. I could see him fighting to hold back and I knew he was close, but I also knew that Rachel didn't want him to cum yet. She wanted to orgasm first, she always did.

I reached between Bruce's legs and grabbed his balls, squeezing them tightly and making him groan and thrust harder into Rachel. "Not yet, Bruce," I said, my voice firm and commanding. “You don’t cum until she does.”

Bruce let out a frustrated growl, his body trembling with the effort to comply. "I-I'm trying, fuck, I'm trying," he said through gritted teeth.

Rachel looked back at me, her eyes wild with lust and dominance. "Sarah, help him. Make sure he doesn't cum until I’m ready.”

I swallowed hard, my heart pounding in my chest. I reached down and wrapped my hand around the base of Bruce's cock, squeezing tightly and pulling it out of my wife. He groaned, his hips bucking against my hand, but I held firm.

"That's it, Bruce," I said, my voice steady and firm. "Hold it back. Just a little longer," I let out, my voice tight with the effort to control him. Sweat beaded on his forehead, his body trembling with the effort to hold back. I could feel his cock pulsing in my hand, his desire to cum undeniable.

Rachel looked back at me, her eyes gleaming with lust and triumph. "Good girl, Sarah. Keep him on edge."

I nodded, my hand squeezing tighter around Bruce's cock.

My wife smirked, her eyes never leaving mine. “You’re being such a good little cuck, baby. I think you’ll get a reward tonight.”

“What’s that?” I asked eagerly.

“After you watch me get fucked, then I’ll let you lick up every last drop of cum from my pussy."

I gasped as I felt Bruce's cock throb in my hand, his breath coming in ragged gasps. He glanced at me, a laugh erupting from his lips. "I'm going to fill her so fucking deep. You’re going to have to work hard to clean her up.”

"And she will,” Rachel purred. “But only after you've finished me. And then finished yourself.”

Bruce's eyes widened, a fresh wave of desire washing over his face. "Fuck yes. I’m going to make you cum so hard."

“You’d better. Sarah, let him go.”

Finally I let go, releasing him to claim my wife once more. Rachel let out a moan of approval, her body convulsing as Bruce's cock slammed into her with a renewed vigor. He shoved her down and mounted her, slamming his entire body against her as he ravaged her.

Rachel's moans grew louder, her body trembling as Bruce pounded into her with a wild intensity. I could see his muscles tensing and releasing with each powerful thrust, his body glistening with sweat.

"Fuck, Bruce, right there," Rachel panted, her hips grinding against him. "Don't stop. Fuck me harder."

Bruce obliged, his hips ramming into her with even more force. I could see the strain on his face, the effort it took for him to hold back, to keep from exploding inside her.

Rachel was a vision, her body shimmering, her breasts bouncing with each thrust, her moans filling the room. Seeing her this way—fucked so vigorously by this other man—it drove me crazy. I was so turned on, my own cock aching and hard in my chastity cage, desperate for release.

Bruce punched the bed beside them in frustration. “I can't hold back much longer."

Rachel turned back to Bruce, her hand reaching between her legs and rubbing her clit. “Just a little more,” she whimpered.

Bruce groaned, his hips snapping forward with every last drop of energy he had.

Rachel cried out, her body shaking as she reached her climax. "Yes, fuck yes! Don’t stop!”

Bruce let out a roar, his hips jerking as he came, his cock pulsing inside Rachel. I watched as his face contorted with pleasure, his body trembling with the force of his orgasm.

They laid together, panting in a puddle of lust for what felt like an eternity before Rachel's eyes met mine, a wicked grin spreading across her face. “Your turn, darling.”

Bruce pulled out of Rachel, his cock glistening with her juices. He looked down at me, a smirk playing on his lips. "Are you ready to taste what I did to your wife?”

I couldn't believe what I was about to do, but I knew I wanted it more than anything. “Yes,” I let out.

"Good girl," she purred, her voice like velvet. "Now, come here and taste your Mistress."


Chapter 6
Clean Up


Icrawled over to where Rachel lay, her body glistening with sweat—both her’s and Bruce’s. I could see his cum dripping out of her, a thick, white stream that I was desperate to lick up. I leaned in, my tongue darting out to capture the first taste of their mingled juices.

It was salty and sweet, musky and pungent, the most intoxicating flavor I had ever tasted. I lapped at Rachel's slit, my tongue tracing the path of Bruce's cum as it spilled out of her. She moaned above me, her hips shifting to give me better access.

"That's it. Lick me clean. Taste your mistress and her lover."

I groaned at her words, my cock throbbing in my chastity cage as I continued to lap at her, savoring the taste of them both.

I could feel Bruce’s eyes on me, could feel his gaze like a physical touch on my skin. "Fuck, that's hot," he murmured in awe.

I moaned against Rachel's pussy, the arousal of the moment growing heavy. She reached down and grabbed my hair, her fingers tangling in my locks as she ground herself against my face.

"That's right, Sarah. Clean me up. Get every last drop.” Rachel's voice was firm and commanding, and I knew I had no choice but to oblige.

My tongue darted out to capture any remaining traces of her tryst. I could taste her, taste him, and it was fucking incredible. I wanted more. I wanted to devour her, to feast on her until she was utterly spent.

Rachel moaned above me, her hands pulling at my hair, her hips grinding against my face. “Make me completely clean,” she reminded me.

I muffled my acknowledgement, not wanting to break away from her lips for even a second. I wanted to please her, to show her how good I was willing to be for her.

And I did.

Once I was satisfied that Rachel was clean, I looked up at Bruce. He grinned and stepped closer, his cock, still slick with Rachel's juices, inches from my face.

My gaze swept to my mistress, looking for her guidance. With a devilish smirk she nodded, telling me to continue cleaning up.

I opened my mouth, inviting him in and wrapping my lips around his cock. The taste of Rachel and him together was fresh on his cock and renewed my vigor. I sucked him hard, my tongue swirling around his shaft as I bobbed my head up and down.

Bruce groaned above me, his hands grabbing the back of my head and guiding it forward as he fucked my mouth. "That's it, you little slut. Take it all. Clean every inch.”

I gagged slightly as he hit the back of my throat, but I didn't stop. I took a deep breath through my nose and relaxed my jaw, letting him slide even deeper inside. I could feel the head of his cock pressing against the back of my throat, and I moaned around him.

“Fuck. You’re going to make me cum again,” Bruce groaned, his hips moving faster, fucking my mouth with urgent, needy thrusts. I could feel his cock pulsing in my mouth, his eagerness for another dose of relief building.

I sucked harder, my cheeks hollowing with each bob of my head. Bruce's groans filled the room, his grip on my head tightening as he pulled me over his cock, fucking my mouth with wild abandon.

My body was yearning for more, my cock throbbing in my chastity cage, feeling so close to its own relief—if only I could have a little more.

Bruce noticed my desperation and pulled out of my mouth, his cock glistening with my saliva. He smirked down at me, his eyes fierce with desire. "You want this cock, don't you? You want me to fuck you like the little cuck slut you are."

Again I looked to Rachel, my eyes pleading, my caged cock longing to feel the same pleasures that she felt, but this time she shook her head.

"You've been a very good girl tonight, Sarah, but sadly it's getting late and I believe you have an important day ahead of you." She smirked at me, throwing my own words back in my face to make me regret arguing with her plans earlier and remind me of the power she held over me.

I instantly knew what she was doing and that nothing else would be happening tonight, nothing other than me feeling the long effects of my denial deep into the night.

As if to drive her point home, she turned to Bruce and waved him away. "We're done with you now, you may go."

He was a little annoyed but her dismissal, but obeyed, quickly pulling his pants back up and stumbling out, the erection that I gave him still visible.

"Go clean yourself up and get to bed, dear," she ordered me as she slipped under the covers. "And don't come off as so needy next time. You do remember what these nights are for, right?"

"Of course, Mistress," I nodded. "They're for finding your pleasure. Not mine."

"Exactly."
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It was all so simple, our lives, our relationship, everything. At least it was until this fateful night. What started as prying eyes, a husband longing for his wife, quickly became something more, something that would change our lives forever—and it all began with a chastity cage.
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