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Chapter 1
New Beginnings


“Ihope you’re not blaming me. It’s not my fault you lost your job, Sam.”

I gritted my teeth, knowing better than to argue with my wife, but there was still a resentment brewing in me from her refusal to accept credit for my being fired. She was the one who had made me dress up as Sarah on my business trip and she was the one that made us go out to a bar. Not to mention that she was the one who picked my boss Bruce to be the object of her affection for the night.

The next day Bruce and I were both tired and distracted and failed to close any deals, leading us to return to the office in shame. Shame that only amplified when he fired me today.

“I mean, really,” she continued. “You would think that between the two of you, one of you would have been able to perform. I certainly know that Bruce is fully capable of performing to a high potential.”

My penis swelled from the memories of my boss taking my wife, but even that couldn’t sweeten my sour mood.

“Either way. I guess I had better start looking for something new. The job market isn’t great right now.”

“Or…” Rachel drew out, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Or we begin phase three of my plan for you. It’s a little earlier than I had planned, but I couldn’t think of a better signal that you’re ready to go all in.”

“Phase three… all in…” I mumbled, trying to decipher her meaning.

She slowly approached me, her hips gyrating with each powerful and commanding strut. “Yes, dear. Phase three. Ever since I discovered your little secret I’ve been developing a plan to help your transformation and to, well, make it more useful for me.” She placed her hands on my chest and slowly begin unbuttoning my shirt. “I think you’re really going to like this.”

My mouth opened to inquire more, but only ragged breaths managed to escape. Her fingers continued down my chest to my pants, unbuttoning all my clothes until they were in a heap on the floor.

“Consider yourself free from your slave clothes. Consider yourself free from your last ties to masculinity. Consider yourself Sarah.”

My eyebrows furrowed as I considered what she meant, but it was hard to think when every ounce of energy was focused on her hand as it cupped my tiny chastity cage. She rubbed it with her palm, quickly filling it with desire. It had been so long since I had the cage removed and so long since it had felt any physical touch, I wanted it desperately.

“Sarah?” I breathed out.

“That’s right, honey. From now on you are Sam no more. From now on you are Sarah.”

“But what about work? What about going out in the world? I can’t be Sarah all the time.”

“Isn’t it obvious? You will work at home—for me.”

I blinked rapidly, trying to understand. “For you? How?”

She laughed wildly as her fingernails traced up my body and flicked my lips. Her cheek rub against mine as her lips cozied up to my ear. “You will be my housewife, dear. You will live to serve and obey me. You will wait on me hand and foot, night and day.”

My penis pulsed wildly in its cage. It’s desperation, unlike anything I had ever felt.

“R-really?” I stammered, finding it hard to believe that such a life could be possible let alone that she would want it.

She laughed again and gave me a wild kiss, biting my lip as she pulled back. “Yes, Sam. Consider this your notice from me. You’re fired from being my husband. From now on you will be my housewife.”

“Your housewife?” I gasped, unable to believe what she was saying.

“Think about it,” she chuckled. ”All day you will get to prance around as Sarah wearing skimpy little outfits and feeling as sexy as you desire. And all I ask in trade is that you devote yourself to serving me. Isn’t that everything you’ve ever wanted?”

I opened my mouth to respond, but no words came out. My brain was a jumble of excitement and fear, desire and disbelief.

She noticed my hesitation and chuckled. “Don’t worry, dear. I’ve taken care of everything. I’ve had your new wardrobe ready and waiting for this day to come. Would you like to see it?”

“A new… wardrobe?” I managed to stammer out, my eyes wide with surprise.

Rachel just smiled and took my hand, leading me towards the staircase. I followed her like a puppy, my mind racing with questions and doubts. She lead me to our guest bedroom, stopping at the door and turning to face me with a wicked grin.

“Wait right here. I want to make sure the room is just right for your surprise.” She pushed open the door and disappeared inside, leaving me to stand alone in the hallway. I took a deep breath, trying to calm my racing heart. This was all happening so fast. I had often fantasized about living full-time as Sarah, but I never thought it would actually happen. And certainly not like this.

I heard Rachel rustling around in the bedroom, and then the sound of footsteps returning to the door. The door creaked open, and Rachel stepped out, her eyes sparkling with delight. “Come in, Sarah. Your new life awaits.”


Chapter 2
My Uniform


Itook a deep breath, trying to calm myself. I could feel my cock pulsing in its cage as I entered, my mind racing with the possibilities of what waited for me inside.

In the middle of the room was a mannequin, donned in a satin black dress. It had white trim and a little white apron tied around the waist. It looked like a professional yet highly erotic maid’s uniform.

My breath caught in my throat as I continued to look around, seeing swaths of lingerie, petticoats, stockings and heels laid out around the mannequin, and even more dresses hung in the closet.

“Oh my,” I let out in shock at what was before me.

“Do you like it?” Rachel purred, coming up behind me. “I picked them out just for you. I think you'll look stunning in each and every one of them."

I reached out a trembling hand to touch the soft fabric of the dress. “I… I don't know what to say,” I whispered.

Rachel chuckled, her breath hot on my ear. “Say 'Thank you, Mistress.' That would be a good start.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” I breathed out, my face flushing with a mix of embarrassment and excitement.

“Good girl,” she cooed, running her fingers through my hair.

“And remember, from now on, you’ll be wearing these every day. You’ll be Sarah, my housewife.”

“Yes, Mistress.” I nodded, my heart pounding in my chest. The weight of her words was sinking in, and I felt a combination of fear and exhilaration coursing through my veins. “But will I be just your housewife?”

Rachel gave me a pitying look as she rubbed my cheek softly. “Are you asking if I’ll still take you out with me? The answer to that is… sometimes. It will be a reward for your good behavior.”

I gulped as I felt my cock strain against my cage, her sheer power over me making me feel so weak and submissive—and so aroused. “Thank you, Mistress.”

Rachel took a step back and surveyed the room, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. “Now, enough talk. Let’s get you into something more comfortable, shall we?” She moved towards the closet, her hips swaying with an almost hypnotic rhythm. I watched her as she returned with a soft pink lace teddy draped over her arm. "I want you to feel extra sexy tonight," she said softly. “Extra sexy and extra feminine.”

I blushed at her words, my heart pounding in my chest. I held out my arms, allowing her to slip the teddy over my head. The lace was soft against my skin, and I couldn't help but run my fingers over the delicate fabric as she fastened it around me.

"There we go," she said, stepping back to admire her handiwork.

I looked down at myself, taking in the sight of the lace-covered curves. The teddy fit me like a glove, accentuating my hips and bust, while leaving little to the imagination, returning the familiar feeling of naughtiness.

“I want to see you in something like this every night—no more pajamas, just sexy lingerie for you when you come to bed…” She let her voice trail off, leaving the thought hanging in the air. She moved closer to me, her hands gripping my hips as her lips pressed softly against mine. 

My cock pulsed as we kissed, overwhelmed by the sheer eroticism of the moment. Rachel's hands moved over my body, tracing the lace edges of the teddy, before slipping underneath to cup my chest, feeling them as if they were real breasts.

“I can’t wait to see what else you can do for me once you’re fully dressed,” she moaned into my mouth. She stepped back, her eyes scanning my body appraisingly.

With that, she turned and walked towards the dresser, opening one of the drawers and pulling out a few items. I watched as she laid them out on the bed: a pair of silk stockings, a garter belt, and a pair of heels.

"Sit down and I'll help you get dressed." Rachel patted the edge of the bed, and I complied, my legs feeling like jelly as I perched on the mattress. She knelt down in front of me, her eyes locked onto mine as she began to roll the silk stockings up my legs. The fabric was cool and smooth, sending shivers up my spine.

"You have such beautiful legs, Sarah," Rachel murmured, her hands lingering on my thighs. "I can't wait to see you walk around the house with them exposed all day."

I blushed at the thought, biting my lip as I felt my cock swell in its cage.

Rachel stood up, and I watched as she fastened the garter belt around my waist, her fingers brushing against my skin in a way that sent electric shocks through me.

“Now stand up,” she ordered me.

I obeyed, feeling weak in the knees from the sensitive treatment my wife was giving me. It had been so long since she had helped me get dressed, its was a such a pleasant treat to feel her hands against me in such a way.

"Perfect," she said as she appraised my look. She moved over to the display of dresses, looking over each one thoughtfully as she brushed the soft fabric with her fingers. "Let's have you wear this one tonight."

She stepped aside to show me her choice, a small black satin dress with white trim along the top. It was sleeveless and short enough that I wondered if it would be able to cover my ass. The sight of it made me tingle with desire.

Rachel handed it to me, and I slipped the dress on over my head. “Turn around,” she commanded, and I did as I was told.

She came up behind me and secured the zipper at the back, her fingers brushing against my skin and sending goosebumps down my spine. Her hands reached around me, wrapping a short white apron around my waist which she tied snuggly behind my back, the tightness of the straps amplifying my feminine curves.

“Now, let’s see how you look.”

I turned to face her, smoothing my hands down the front of the dress. It hugged my curves in all the right places, and the white trim accentuated my cleavage. I felt sexy and confident, but also completely at Rachel’s mercy. Seeing this dress on me made me realize that I had just performed the ultimate submissive act. I was now her housewife, her maid, her servant—and now she was in full control, and I was hers to command.

She walked over to a dresser and picked up a small, black butt plug. “Now, let’s give you the finishing touch.”

She walked behind me and pushed against my back, telling me to bend over. I felt her fingers swipe aside the thong of the teddy, and then slip the plug inside me, making me gasp at the sensation of being filled.

"Let this be your constant reminder that you belong to me, that you are mine in every sense of the word.” Rachel said, her voice dripping with dominance as she twisted the plug, making me moan softly.

I straightened up, adjusting to the new sensation, and felt the plug shift inside me, sending a thrill straight to my core. "Yes, Mistress."

"Very good. Now put on your makeup and join me in the bedroom so we can begin."


Chapter 3
First Tasks


Ifinished my transformation, applying my makeup and putting on my long dirty blonde wig, before meeting Rachel in our bedroom as requested.  She was standing by the window, the sun setting behind her, casting a warm glow on her blonde hair and green eyes. She was beautifully draped in a short black dress that hugged her body tightly, her heels clicking softly on the hardwood floor as she turned to face me.

"You look... exquisite, Sarah," she said, her voice filled with a mixture of admiration and lust. "I always knew my husband would make a beautiful woman."

I blushed, a small smile playing on my lips. "Thank you, Mistress."

She walked over to me, her hips swaying gently, and reached up to cup my face. "Tonight is just the beginning. Tomorrow, we'll start your training as my housewife. You'll learn how to cook, clean, and serve me properly." She traced my lower lip with her thumb, sending shivers down my spine. "But for tonight, I want you to focus on embracing your new life."

I nodded, my breath hitching in anticipation. Rachel's grip on my chin tightened, and she leaned in to capture my lips in a passionate kiss. Her tongue explored my mouth, dominant and demanding, as her hands roamed over my body.

"I want you to commit yourself to me. To fully commit to becoming Sarah."

She gave me another deep kiss as she walked me backwards, leading me further into the room. When she broke free from my lips I opened my eyes to see my closet, filled with my normal clothes. "How?" I asked, my voice thick with a desperate longing for more of her.

She ran her fingers over each neatly hung garment, her grin widening as she teased her plan. "I want you to get rid of this, all of this. I want you to have no trace left of your former self."

My eyes bulged at the thought, surprised that my wife would want me to give into being Sarah to such a drastic level.

"Rachel, are you sure? That's so much."

She laughed, her voice a sultry purr as she ran her fingers down my exposed arm. "Oh, darling, I'm more than sure. Like I said, I’ve been planning this for a while now. I want you to completely immerse yourself in being Sarah."

I took a deep breath, trying to process the enormity of her request. A thrill of excitement and fear coursed through me as I looked at my old clothes, each piece a reminder of my former life as a man and husband.

“But… but why?” I stammered, still trying to wrap my head around the magnitude of her request.

She leaned in, her voice a sultry whisper. “Because in order for you to truly be yourself you need to remove all reminders of your old life. Then you can be Sarah, my Sarah, and live to serve and please me."

I shuddered at her words, my body reacting to the thrill of being dominated by her. "But what about work? What about... normal life?"

Rachel smiled, her eyes glinting with amusement. "Normal life? Is it normal for a man to dress up as a woman and get off on it? Is it normal to crave being controlled and dominated by your wife? No, darling. Your life has never been normal. But normal is boring, normal doesn’t give you the same thrill that you’ve discovered—that you now crave.”

I thought about it for a moment then couldn’t help but agree. She was right, just as she always was. “Okay. I’ll do it.”

My wife stepped back and gestured to the closet. "Good. Start packing. You can keep a few personal items for emergency, but that's it."

I swallowed hard, the reality of her words sinking in. I was going to be Sarah full-time. No more reminders of my old life. I looked at my reflection in the mirror, the curves of my body hidden under the shimmering black dress. It was a strange feeling, knowing that this was going to be my new normal, but it was a feeling that I liked.

Rachel stepped up behind me, her hands resting on my shoulders. "It will be okay, Sarah," she whispered, her voice soft and soothing.

I nodded, my eyes returning to the closet. I knew she was right, but that didn't make the reality of it any easier to swallow. I was trading in my old life for something completely new, and there was no going back.

"You're right," I whispered, my voice barely audible. "Thank you for the push, Mistress."

Rachel nodded at me with a pleased smile. "You're welcome," she purred. With a wink she quickly swept around, making her way into the bathroom where she started applying some mascara. "When you're done with that I want you to start on the rest of the house. Tidying, vacuuming, cleaning; there is plenty that you can begin with before your formal training."

"O-okay," I stammered as I watched her continue her makeup. "What will you be doing?"

"I will be out looking for someone fun to bring home," she answered with a mischievous grin.

I looked down at my outfit, a uniform meant for working at home, and then glanced at her’s, clearly meant for going out. The sight mixed with hearing her plans filled me with sorrow. She was going to find someone to bring home with without me, another sudden change that I wasn’t sure I was ready for.

At the same time I knew it wasn’t my place to argue. She was in control and she could do as she pleased, with or without me.

"Yes, Mistress," I managed to breath out, my voice barely above a whisper.

Rachel finished her makeup and stood up, giving herself one last look in the mirror before turning to face me. "That’s a good girl. Now, get to work.”

She gave me a wicked smile before turning and walking out of the room. I listened as her heels clicked against the hardwood floor, growing fainter as she descended the stairs and left the house.

I stood there for a moment, the weight of her words sinking in. I looked around the room, my eyes landing on the closet filled with my old clothes. With a sigh, I walked over and pulled out the first set of clothes and one by one placed them in a neat pile on the floor.


Chapter 4
Meeting Kevin


My closet looked surreal without any clothes remaining. Everything had been boxed up and stored in the attic with just a few items remaining in the back of a drawer. I wondered what would replace my former wardrobe—would it be lacy lingerie and silky dresses? Or would it be mostly the maid uniforms of my new job?

I tried to push these thoughts aside to focus on the tasks at hand. I had to clean the house and get everything ready before Rachel got home. I didn’t want to waste any time, so I quickly got started with the living room, dusting the shelves and the mantelpiece, vacuuming the carpets, and polishing the tables.

Every now and then, I would catch a glimpse of myself in the reflection of the windows, my maid’s uniform glistening in the light, my long blonde wig cascading down my back. The sight of myself like that sent a thrill of desire coursing through me, making me squirm a little in my cage. I couldn’t wait to see what Rachel had in store for me tonight.

By the time I had finished cleaning the living room and moved onto the kitchen, it was getting into the late hours of the night and I was beginning to grow worried that Rachel hadn’t returned. But when I was in the middle of wiping down the countertops I heard the front door open and close. I froze, my heart pounding in my chest as I heard the low rumble of voices.

“Beautiful place you have,” a deep voice said. “It’s almost as beautiful as you.”

“You haven’t seen anything yet.” Rachel’s voice floated into the kitchen, followed by the sound of laughter.

I quickly hid around the corner, my heart pounding in my chest as I tried to stay quiet. I could hear the progression of their footsteps and the low rumble of their voices as they made their way into the living room.

“Sarah, we’re home,” Rachel’s voice announced.

There was something in her tone that beckoned me, and against my will I peered around the doorframe, looking out towards her and her new man. He was tall, his build muscular and intimidating. His black hair was cut short, framing his chiseled jaw and piercing blue eyes. I could feel the weight of his gaze, and it made me shiver.

“Welcome home, Mistress,” I squeaked out nervously.

"Sarah, why don't you fix each of us a drink then come out here and introduce yourself to Kevin?”

"Yes, Mistress," I murmured as I hurried deeper into the kitchen to obey. 

Quickly mixing a couple of her favorite drinks, I hurried back to the living room doorway and paused to collect myself. I took a deep breath and stepped out from my hiding spot, my heart pounding in my chest. 

Rachel and her man of the hour were perched on the couch, my wife wrapped in his large arms with a pleased grin on her face.

"Hello, Sir. I'm Sarah," I said softly, my voice barely above a whisper as I offered them their drinks.

Kevin gave me a slow smile, his eyes raking over my body. He accepted the drink and took a sip, nodding his approval. “You have your own maid?” he chuckled to my wife.

“I like to think of her as my housewife, but perhaps maid is a more apt name,” Rachel purred proudly. “Isn’t she cute?” 

“Seriously? So she cleans up and serves you meals?" Kevin asked curiously as he slowly leaned forward, his eyes taking in my full body.

"Indeed. She does all that and more. In fact, she’ll do anything I tell her to do." Rachel took a sip of her drink as she eyed me, a shimmer in her eyes telling me that she was about to say something naughty. "Anything," she laughed. "Anything you could possibly think of—but mostly she just likes to watch." Rachel smirked, her eyes sparkling with mischief as she took another sip of her drink.

Kevin's gaze flicked between Rachel and me, a wicked glint in his eyes. "Is that so?" he said thoughtfully before swallowing down the rest of his drink and setting the glass down on the coffee table beside him. "So she would like to watch me kiss you?"

Rachel nodded, her eyes never leaving mine. “Most definitely."

Kevin pulled Rachel closer, his claw like hands holding her tightly as their lips met. His lips were hard and demanding, his tongue forcing its way into her mouth. Rachel moaned softly, her body pressing against his as she melted into him.

Kevin reached one hand down to Rachel's ass, her short dress hiking up as he squeezed it hard and they continued to kiss. Rachel gasped at the sudden roughness, her eyes flicking over to where I stood frozen, watching them. Rachel smiled wickedly as they kissed, pleased that my eyes were on them.

I watched as Kevin’s hand moved up to her breast, squeezing it roughly. My mouth went dry at the sight, my heart racing as I felt a familiar heat building between my legs. I squirmed in my maid’s uniform, my ass clenching around the plug as I fought the urge to touch myself.

Kevin pulled away and looked at me, his lips red from my wife's lipstick. "Did you like that?" he asked me.

"Y-yes, Sir," I stammered, nodding my head.

Rachel smirked at me before turning back to Kevin. “That’s not all that she likes to watch—and she can do a lot more, too.”

“Oh yeah? What other tricks can your pet do for me?”

Rachel giggled as she looked at me. “Pet is another great term for her. She’s obedient and loyal, and will do anything for her master’s approval. Isn’t that right, Sarah?”

I gulped, my body trembling as I wondered what she was building up to. “Yes, Mistress. That’s right.”

She reached over and grabbed my apron, suddenly pulling me towards Kevin. "Go on then. Show Kevin what a good little maid you can be."


Chapter 5
Being Obedient


Ihesitated for a moment, my chest pounding as I realized what she was demanding of me. But Rachel's grip tightened, and I knew better than to disobey her. I dropped to my knees in front of the stranger, my eyes cast up at him.

“Fuck,” Kevin let out, looking down at me. “Are you serious?”

Rachel chuckled softly. “Why don’t you give her a try? Tell her what you want.”

His dark eyes flashed between Rachel and I, trying to understand what was happening, but then just shrugged as his eyes settled back on me. “Ok, maid. Unbutton my pants and take out my cock." his voice was firm and commanding. It made me want to obey.

I swallowed hard, my body surging with arousal as I reached up to unbuckle his belt. I could feel Rachel's eyes on me, her smile wide and wicked. I knew that this was a test; a test of my devotion and obedience as her new servant—and I wouldn’t fail.

I unfastened his belt and unbuttoned his pants, my fingers trembling slightly. Pulling down his zipper, I reached inside, feeling his hard cock through the thin fabric of his boxers. I pulled it out, my breath catching in my throat at the sight of it. It was thick and long, already rock hard and ready for me.

I stared at it for a moment, my mouth watering, then I looked up at Kevin, waiting for his command.

“Now suck it," he growled, pulling my hair gently to guide me closer.

I opened my mouth, taking the head of his cock into my mouth. He groaned, his hips thrusting forward slightly as I took him deeper. I relaxed my throat, taking him in as far as I could, my nose pressing against his stomach.

"Fuck, yeah," Kevin moaned. “What a good little maid."

I began to bob my head up and down, taking him deeper with each pass. I could feel the head of his cock hitting the back of my throat, and I fought the urge to gag. I moaned around his cock, the vibration sending shivers down his shaft.

I could hear Rachel's breath coming in ragged gasps as she watched, her hand buried between her legs as she touched herself. "Fuck yes, Sarah," she whispered. "Show him what a good maid you are."

“She’s very good,” Kevin grunted, his hips beginning to thrust in time with my mouth. “She sucks a cock like a good little bitch."

“That’s what I like to hear,” my wife giggled.

Kevin's hands tightened in my hair, his hips thrusting faster. He was fucking my face and using me like a cheap toy. I gagged on his cock, spit dribbling down my chin as I struggled to breathe. I looked up at him, tears in my eyes, and saw the pure lust in his gaze. He was enjoying every second of this, every second of using me as I obeyed my mistress.

"That's right, you fucking slut," he groaned. "Take it all. Take my fucking cock deep down your throat."

Rachel watched us, her hand still rubbing her pussy through her clothes. "Now do me, maid," she ordered.

I pulled myself off of Kevin and shifted over to Rachel, my fingers sliding up her soft legs as they pushed up her short dress. As usual she wore no panties, and I could see her arousal glistening in the dim light. The sight made my cock throb under its cage, desperate to feel her warmth.

I buried my face between her legs, my tongue finding her clit and lapping at it greedily. She moaned, her hands gripping my hair and pulling me closer.

"That's it, Sarah. Get me wet and ready so Kevin can fuck me,” she purred.

I could feel Kevin's eyes on me, stroking his eager cock as he watched me lick Rachel's pussy.  "Fuck yeah, that's hot," he growled, his hand pumping faster.

Rachel's hips bucked against my face, her breath coming in ragged gasps. "Keep working Kevin, too. Keep him hard for me." Rachel moaned, her legs shaking as my tongue worked her clit. 

I blindly reached over and grabbed for his cock, stroking it in sync with my licking.

Kevin grunted in approval. "What a talented maid you have. Maybe I should see what else she can do.”

His words echoed through me, filling me with a naughty arousal. An immense passion was flowing through me, a hunger like none I had felt before. Pleasuring them both was so satisfying, so fulfilling. I was moaning loudly into my wife's pussy as the feelings overwhelmed me.

But then I felt Rachel's leg slip in front of me and with a forceful kick she pushed me away. 

“No,” she snapped. She panted as she grabbed for Kevin and pulled him on top of her. “It’s time for you to show me what your cock can do.”


Chapter 6
Being a Good Maid


Rachel laid back on the couch, her legs spread wide to welcome Kevin. "Get on top and show Sarah what a real man can do.”

I watched as Kevin positioned himself between her legs, the head of his cock pressing against her entrance. He grabbed her hips and thrust in, filling her completely in one swift motion.

Rachel let out a gasp, her nails digging into Kevin's back as he started to move inside her.

"Fuck, that’s good," she moaned. "Come on, Kevin, fuck me. Fuck me hard."

Kevin obliged, his hips thrusting powerfully as he pounded into her.

Rachel's breasts bounced with each thrust, her face a mixture of pleasure and pain as her body struggled to accommodate his size. I watched, my own body throbbing with desire as I knelt nearby, my heart racing in my chest. The sight of my wife being fucked by another man was both horrifying and arousing, a twisted mix of emotions that made my cock ache in its cage.

"Fuck me, Kevin," Rachel panted, her voice laced with need. "Fuck me like the little slut I am."

Kevin groaned, his muscles straining as he picked up the pace, his hips slapping loudly against hers. "That's right, you fucking love it, don't you?" he grunted, his voice thick with lust. "You love taking this big cock deep inside you."

Rachel moaned in agreement, her hips meeting each of his thrusts with force. "Yes, yes, I fucking love it!" she cried out, her voice wild and unrestrained. "Give me more!”

I watched in awe, my own body burning with desire, my hands gripping my cage tightly. I felt such a deep jealousy, yet also a surging pride that my wife was feeling what she so desperately deserved.

Rachel's moans filled the room, her body convulsing with each forceful thrust. Kevin's grunts were like growls, primal and raw, as he pummeled into her. I could see the sweat glistening on their bodies, could hear the wet sounds of their bodies slapping together. The air was thick with the scent of sex and the sounds of their pleasure.

Heat was building in my own body, my cock straining against the confines of the chastity cage as I watched closely on my knees.

"Fuck, I'm close," Kevin grunted, his hips moving faster and harder. "Where do you want it?"

“Not yet! Just a little longer!” Rachel screamed, her body tensing as another wave of pleasure washed over her.

Kevin groaned, his hips slamming against Rachel's with increased force as he tried to hold back.

"Oh fuck, Kevin, right there! Don't stop, don't stop!" my wife cried out.

Without thinking I edged closer to her, hearing every deep breath escape her gaping mouth. Her head was tossed back, her chest heaving, and her fingers clawing at the couch—it was an intoxicating image that I needed more of.

She noticed my presence and grinned, reaching out and gripping my hair as she pulled me closer until our lips met. I could feel the vibrations of Kevin’s fucking as we kissed, her lips plump and greedy as she beckoned for me to satiate her final need.

My cock throbbed between my legs, straining hard against my tiny cage. I so badly wanted more, more of anything, but I knew she hated when I begged. I knew that I would have to wait for her to reward me with such pleasures.

"Fuck!" my wife cried out, her lips breaking from mine as her head tossed back and a deep groan echoed through her. Her fingers gripped at my hair, clawing at me as she braced herself and her orgasm overtook her.

I gasped at the sight, in awe of her powerful look of pleasure, then looked at Kevin whose face told me he was almost there.

Rachel suddenly pushed my head away as her voice crashed through the room. "Now you. Finish on Sarah's face."

Kevin let out a laugh as he pulled out his cock and began to stroke it wildly in front of me. I could see its veins pulsing, the head swollen and ready to burst.

"Open up, Sarah," my wife demanded.

Without thinking I obeyed and suddenly felt a hot spray of liquid splash against my face. The first shot came hard and fast, catching me off guard, and I struggled to keep my mouth open wide enough to catch the rest. Kevin's groans filled the room as he stroked his cock, his hand moving quickly and roughly over his shaft.

Another burst hit my cheek and I turned my head to catch the stream. His cum was warm and thick, landing on my face, my lips, and my tongue. I could feel it dripping down my chin and onto my uniform. I could feel the wetness on my skin, the taste of him in my mouth as my own cock yearned for the same pleasures.

"Fuck yeah, that's it," Kevin groaned, his cock still throbbing in his hand. “Now clean your dirty little face with your tongue."

I moaned, the humiliation and the degradation turning me on even more. I licked his cum from my lips, my tongue swirling over my face, cleaning every last drop. I could feel my cock throbbing harder in its cage with each lick.

Rachel watched me, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. "That's a good girl, Sarah," she said with a satisfied smiled. "Didn't I tell you that you were going to love your new life? And this is only the beginning."

"Yes, Mistress," I breathed out, my chest heaving with lust. "Thank you, Mistress."

I licked another drop of Kevin's cum from the corner of my mouth. I could feel the heat of their stares on me, their satisfaction palpable in the air.

Rachel sat up on the couch, her body glistening with sweat as she leaned in closer to me. She looked me in the eye, a wicked smile playing on her lips. "You did well, darling. Very well indeed,” Rachel praised me, running a fingertip through the remnants of Kevin's cum on my face. She brought her finger to my lips, wiping it on them before smirking at me. “But I think I like this one," she said as she glanced at Kevin. "We're going to head to the bedroom. Fetch us another round of drinks and then go makeup the guest bed."

"He's going to be sleeping in the guest room, Mistress?" I asked in confusion.

She laughed loudly at my question, patting my cheek tenderly. "No, silly. He will be sleeping with me. You will be in the guest room."
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Also by Tiffany Chastain


My New Job as a Sissy Maid

James has been unemployed for over two months, and his lack of progress in finding a new job is causing distress for his wife, Anna. He also hasn’t been making good use of his extra time at home. He hasn’t been cooking, cleaning or fixing any of the issues around the house that he had promised his wife that he would.

When Anna comes home from work and finds James on the couch, absorbed in video games yet again, she has had enough. She comes up with a plan to make James into a more useful, participating member of the family. By transforming him into her maid.

Follow along as Anna transforms her once useless husband into a submissive and obedient sissy maid.

[image: ]


Becoming a Sissy Maid: Unlocking Hidden Desires

After allowing his marriage grow stagnant, Brad is faced with a tough decision. Wear a chastity cage or lose his relationship with his wife, Melissa. Melissa has issued him this ultimatum after years of growing unhappy in their marriage and because she believes that wearing a chastity cage will help turn Brad back into the loving, supportive man she married.

When Brad agrees, Melissa begins to give him daily chastity chores. Motivated by his desire to prove his devotion to his wife, Brad performs his chores diligently even as Melissa begins to add to his list of chastity chores. To further test his love and growing obedience, Melissa decides to tell him to dress up like a French maid for a deep cleaning of the house. When Brad not only agrees but seems eager to dress up again, Melissa understands that Brad was meant for a different life and takes it upon herself to unlock his hidden desires.
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