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Chapter 1
A New Day


The first thing I felt that morning was the cage. Not the sheets brushing my hairless skin. Not the sunlight creeping through the window. No—the first thing was that dull, familiar ache. The tight pinch of my chastity cage locked around my cock.

It was always there now. Always waiting. Like a collar around my most pathetic desire.

I had lost track of how long it had been since my wife Rachel had first locked it on, since she had first feminized me. Days had blurred into weeks, weeks into months. My life had become a roller coaster since she had first discovered my desires and helped me fully unleash them.

I rolled onto my side, the pink satin nightie Rachel had chosen for me sliding up my thighs, exposing the tops of my stockings. I reached down automatically, tracing the lace garter clips, the soft satin ribbon of the bow at my hip... and then I touched the cage.

It pulsed at the slightest contact. A useless twitch. A caged little reminder that I didn’t own myself anymore.

That I was hers.

And now that I was her housewife, or rather her devoted little sissy servant, I truly was. Each day she expected me to wake up early, to dress up as Sarah and begin serving her. I would make her meals and bring her refreshments throughout the day and when I wasn’t cooking or tending to her, I was cleaning, making sure the entire house was spotless.

It had been a week since I fully stepped into my role as her housewife—one full week of waking up early, dressing the part, and doing my best to serve her. But until now, Rachel hadn’t had time to properly guide me.

That would change today.

The door creaked open. “Rise and shine, Sarah.”

Rachel’s voice was silk over steel—low, amused, unmistakably in charge. She flung open the curtains, letting more morning sunlight flood the room. I whimpered and curled into the blankets even though I knew she wouldn’t tolerate that for long.

“I said up.” The click of her heels. The sharp tug of the covers yanked away. “Today you’ve got your training. You’ve got chores. You’ve got a house to keep spotless. And you’re already behind.”

“I’m sorry, Mistress,” I murmured, eyes down.

“You will be.”

I gulped at her harsh tone, quickly kicking my legs off the bed. Since we had started this new arrangement she had been different towards me, but never so dominant. It scared me, but it was also undeniably arousing.

She paused in the doorway, turning just enough to glance over her shoulder. Her eyes sparkled with cruel amusement.

"You work for me now, Sarah. Not in some silly pretend way. You’re mine. This house is your office. Those heels and slutty little dresses are your uniform. And your job—the only job you’ll ever need again—is to make my life effortless and satisfying."

I felt my pulse accelerate. “Yes, Mistress. I understand.”

She stepped fully into the hall, her voice drifting back with finality. "Be a good little maid today or I’ll have to teach you what happens to bad employees."

She turned on her heel and walked out without another word. Just the sound of her footsteps fading down the hall, and the throb of my cock trapped helplessly in its cage.

I stood frozen for a long moment before snapping out of my surprise at what had just happened. Seeing her this way, hearing the strength of her tone—I had a feeling that today would be a long, grueling day, but one that I would also enjoy.

I quickly moved for the closet and pulled out a uniform for the day. It was the black one today. The one with the sheer apron and the puffed sleeves. The one that hit just below the ass, especially when I bent over. The one Rachel had picked out “for special occasions,” like deep-cleaning her bathroom or scrubbing her shower tiles on all fours.

It was already hanging on the closet door, of course. She’d made the choice for me. Just like she always did.

The moment I touched the silky fabric, my breath caught. Just touching it I knew how it would make me feel—exposed, sexy, naughty.

But that was the point. That’s how my wife wanted me to feel, especially when I was serving her as her housewife.

I slipped it on over my hairless body, smoothing it down over my hips, then reached for the matching accessories: the lace-trimmed headband, the little white gloves, the white thigh highs, and my latest addition—the collar. Soft leather, baby pink, with a silver O-ring dangling at the throat.

By the time I made it to the kitchen, my heels were already aching. I had been standing for less than ten minutes. That didn’t matter either. Rachel didn’t accept complaints. She expected breakfast to be ready when she sat down.

Pancakes today. Fresh berries. Whipped cream. And her coffee—exactly the way she liked it: dark roast, splash of oat milk, two drops of vanilla stevia. Anything less and she’d make me pour it out and try again.

I scrambled to get everything plated just right. Wiped the rim of her mug twice. Folded the napkin. Took a deep breath as I heard her footsteps behind me.

“You remembered the cinnamon?” she asked, stepping into the room in her robe, a vision of smug, sleepy radiance.

“I did, Mistress.”

“Good girl.” She dropped a kiss onto the top of my head, a casual pat like one might give to a pet. “You’re already improving. Maybe the training won’t be so rough after all.”

I didn’t know what to say. My cheeks flushed. My cage pulsed.

Rachel sat and crossed her legs, motioning for me to stand nearby as she began to eat. I stayed in place, hands clasped in front of me, just like she preferred.

She licked a dollop of whipped cream from her finger and smiled. “You’ve come a long way, Sarah. But being my cute little wife isn’t enough. If you’re going to live here full-time, if you’re going to wear my clothes, clean my house, serve my guests...” She took another bite, chewed slowly. “Then you’re going to be trained. Properly. Thoroughly. Professionally.”

I swallowed hard. “Yes, Mistress. I understand.”

She took another bite, then looked up at me with a gleam in her eye. “Today’s about more than keeping the house clean, Sarah. It’s about proving you’re ready to serve me the way I deserve. As the perfect little housewife you’re meant to be.”

I swallowed hard. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good.” She stood and stretched, graceful and unbothered. “Let’s see if you’re worth the effort. If not... well, I’m sure we’ll find some use for this pretty new self of yours.”

I meant to say yes. Really. But all I managed was a tiny nod and a helpless flutter in my chest.

“For now, finish the dishes,” she said, rising to her feet. “Then I want every surface of this house spotless. Vacuum the rugs. Scrub the baseboards. Disinfect the bathrooms. I want to see my reflection in that toilet bowl, Sarah. Make it sparkle.”

I nodded again, her dominance making my penis pulse wildly.

She smirked as if knowing the effect she was having on me, then turned and walked away, leaving me standing there in that little black dress and thigh-highs and heels, dripping with obedience and just a trace of whipped cream.

My cage throbbed again. And with a full day of training still ahead, I knew it was only the beginning.


Chapter 2
Training


The morning passed in a blur of dusting, scrubbing, and carefully following Rachel’s handwritten schedule. Every task came with precise instructions: how to angle the vacuum head on the stairs, how to fold the hand towels in thirds, how to spray the mirror and wipe in overlapping circles.

And through it all, Rachel watched me.

Before I began, she clipped a leash to the O-ring on my collar—soft pink leather, just like the collar itself. The leash dangled down my chest all morning, swaying as I moved. Rachel said it was just in case she needed to grab me, correct me, or remind me. It was a symbol. A warning. A comfort.

And it worked.

She didn’t hover, exactly. She lingered. Present in nearly every room, lounging nearby with her tablet or sipping her second cup of coffee. Her gaze followed my every movement. I could feel her eyes on my ass each time I bent over. I could hear her amused hums when I blushed too hard or adjusted my skirt too quickly.

She wasn’t just supervising. She was enjoying herself.

“Slow down,” she said once, when I was scrubbing the grout in the master bathroom. “That little sissy body is for service, yes, but it’s also for show. Present it properly.”

I flushed and adjusted my posture, back arched just a little more, knees wide on the floor as I resumed scrubbing. She purred her approval and returned to painting her toenails.

It was humiliating—but somehow also thrilling.

Every compliment felt like a reward. Every correction made me want to do better. She didn’t shout. She didn’t punish. She simply guided, with that tone of soft dominance that left me trembling.

When I finished the upstairs bathrooms, she inspected them herself. I stood with my hands folded at my waist, waiting in silence while she ran a finger over the counters and slowly lifted the toilet lid.

“Not bad,” she murmured. “We’ll get those corners sharper next time. But you’re learning.”

I beamed.

By the time I made it to the kitchen floors, my knees ached and my dress clung to my skin with sweat. Rachel had changed into a soft sundress and was sitting at the table again, watching me from behind the steam of her tea.

“Almost done, Sarah?”

“Yes, Mistress. Just the last corner.”

“Good. Because I think you’ve earned a little treat.”

My heart fluttered. “A treat, Mistress?”

“Mmhmm. You may get yourself a snack.” She tapped her cheek. “But only if you ask politely.”

I blushed deeper than I thought possible. I knew what she meant. We both knew.

I crawled over on my hands and knees, skirt flipping up with every shuffle. When I reached her, I gently placed my hands on her thighs and kissed her cheek.

“Thank you, Mistress,” I whispered. “May I please have a taste?”

Her smile turned sharp, delighted. “Of course, sweetheart. You’ve earned it.”

She spread her legs, just enough, and pulled her panties to the side. As I lowered my face between her thighs, she reached down and wrapped the leash around her hand, holding it firm.

“No sloppiness,” she said softly. “Make me proud.”

I was careful. Gentle. Devoted. Licking and kissing like it was the only thing that mattered. Because in that moment, it was. She sighed and tilted her head back, fingers curling in the leash to guide my rhythm.

When I slowed, she gave it a soft tug. Not painful—but commanding. A reminder. So I worked harder.

She moaned softly. Whispered praise between sips of tea. Called me her sweet thing, her obedient little tongue toy. And when she came, her thighs trembled around my ears, and I felt my own body quake in response.

When she finally pulled me back by the collar, I was panting. Dazed. Aching.

“Back to work,” she murmured, already sipping her tea. “We’re not done yet.”

I obeyed, lightheaded and smiling.

But it didn’t last.

Later that afternoon, while Rachel was in her office on a video call, I was supposed to be polishing the floorboards in the hall. But I got distracted.

There was a pair of her heels left out by the stairs. Red. Patent leather. Dangerously high.

I knew I shouldn’t. But I couldn’t help it. I slipped them on. Just for a second.

I posed in the hallway mirror, biting my lip. Twirled a little. Imagined myself walking down the stairs in them. Serving dinner in them. Begging for her in them.

“Sarah.”

Her voice behind me froze me in place.

I turned slowly, heart in my throat.

She stood in the doorway, arms crossed, eyes narrowed—but not angry. Just amused. And disappointed.

“What do you think you’re doing?”

“I... I’m sorry, Mistress,” I stammered, stepping out of the heels immediately. “I got distracted, I didn’t mean to⁠—”

“You were told to polish, not play.”

“Yes, Mistress. I’m sorry.”

She stepped closer, slow and controlled.

“I think,” she said, tilting my chin up with two fingers, “that we need to address this.”

My breath caught.

She smiled.

“You’re going to be punished, Sarah.”

The way she said it made my cage throb.


Chapter 3
Corrections


Rachel said nothing else at first. She walked forward with unhurried grace and reached for the leash clipped to my collar, wrapping the leather strap around her fingers. Then, without a word, she gave it a sharp tug.

I stumbled forward on my knees, nearly gasping at the sudden pull, but I followed. She led me across the room with slow, deliberate steps and stopped at the foot of the bed.

“Over the bed,” she said simply.

I obeyed without hesitation, crawling up onto the mattress and presenting myself. I rested my forearms against the covers and arched my back slightly, knowing exactly what she expected. The leash stayed taut in her grip, a quiet reminder that I was hers—to position, to punish, to please.

“Come here,” she said, her voice low.

I hesitated for only a second before crawling over to her on all fours, eyes downcast.

“You were told to clean,” she murmured. “Not play dress-up. Not parade around in my heels. Do you think I gave you that list just to amuse myself?”

“No, Mistress,” I whispered.

“Then why did you disobey?”

I swallowed hard. “I just… I wanted to feel pretty. I’m sorry.”

“Oh, sweetheart,” she sighed, her tone suddenly softer. “You are pretty. But when you break rules, you stop being useful. And when you stop being useful, you need correction.”

The first slap landed with a sharp sound and a sudden burn. I gasped.

She continued, firm but controlled, each spank punctuated by a reprimand.

“You are mine.”

Smack.

“And you follow my rules.”

Smack.

“Or you accept the consequences.”

Smack. Smack.

Tears stung the corners of my eyes, but I didn’t resist. I didn’t beg. I let her discipline me. Because I deserved it. Because she cared enough to correct me.

She adjusted her rhythm, alternating cheeks, letting each stroke settle into a rhythm that blurred pain and pleasure. My breathing quickened. My cage throbbed with every impact.

“Tell me what you are,” she said.

“Your housewife,” I whispered.

Smack.

“Louder.”

“Your housewife,” I said, voice trembling.

“And what else?”

“Your sissy. Your servant. Your⁠—”

Smack.

“Your everything,” I gasped.

She stopped. Let the silence hang in the room.

Then she stroked my hair. “Good girl.”

When she finally stopped, she rubbed my sore skin gently and helped me sit up.

“You’re not being punished because you put on heels, Sarah,” she said, brushing my cheek. “You’re being punished because you put your desires before your duties. And that’s not what a proper housewife does.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I murmured. “Thank you.”

Rachel stood and gave me a long, unreadable look. Then, with slow, deliberate movements, she began to undress.

She peeled off her robe and let it slide to the floor, revealing her bare skin beneath. No bra. No panties. Just her body—elegant, toned, and completely at ease with being seen.

I froze, breath caught in my throat. She looked like a goddess. Not just beautiful, but powerful. The kind of woman people didn’t just admire—they worshipped.

She caught me staring and smirked knowingly, then turned and strutted toward the closet, hips swaying with casual command.

She stood, walked to the closet, and returned with a set of clothes folded neatly in her arms.

“Now it’s your turn to be useful. Dress me.”

She dropped the bundle onto the bed—a lacy crimson bra and matching panties, sheer black stockings, a slinky black dress that looked far too short to be legal, and a pair of gold stiletto heels that sparkled under the lights.

I moved carefully. Reverently.

First the panties, inching them up her smooth legs, pressing a kiss to each thigh as I did. Then the bra, clasping it from behind while she rolled her shoulders into the cups. I pulled the stockings up one at a time, smoothing them against her skin. The dress came last, sliding down over her curves like a second skin.

She turned slightly, checking her reflection, then looked at me. “Tighter at the waist. Adjust the hem.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I obeyed quickly, tugging the dress just a little to her liking. She turned again and gave a small nod of approval.

I fastened the clasp behind her neck. Then I found the jewelry—a long gold necklace, several thin bangles, her favorite dangling earrings.

She had me brush her hair, long slow strokes while she stared into the mirror. I misted her with perfume. Helped clasp each bracelet. Slipped rings onto her fingers.

With each touch, I could feel myself getting smaller. Humbler. She was transforming, and I was the one preparing her for it. Each detail mattered. Each button, each curl of her hair, every click of jewelry into place.

She looked like a goddess. Untouchable. Powerful. Mine, but not really. I only served her. I only existed to make her shine.

She stepped into her heels, gave her reflection a final once-over, and then turned to me.

“Kneel,” she said.

I dropped instantly.

She placed her fingers under my chin, lifting my gaze.

“You did well,” she said softly. “You disappointed me earlier. But you made up for it. Just a little.”

I nodded, eyes wide.

She kissed my forehead. Then stood tall again, radiant in her heels.

“Now, keep cleaning. And wait up for me tonight.”

I blinked. “Mistress?”

She winked. “I’m going out. But don’t worry. I won’t be gone too long. I want to see how well my little housewife can hold it together without me.”

She leaned in and whispered against my ear. “I want to come home to a spotless house and a desperate little sissy waiting by the door. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She picked up her clutch, adjusted her earrings, and walked to the door. Just before leaving, she looked back over her shoulder, eyes glittering.

“And don’t touch yourself. Not even once. I will know.”

And just like that, she turned and walked out, the sound of her heels clicking down the hall.

Leaving me alone. Aching. And desperate for her return.


Chapter 4
Waiting


The house was too quiet without her.

I threw myself into cleaning to fill the silence. Every counter got wiped twice. Every doorknob polished until it gleamed. I vacuumed places no one would ever look. Dusted shelves I didn’t even know we had. It wasn’t just about the chores—it was about proving something. That I could be trusted. That I could be good.

The leash still hung from my collar. It swayed with every movement, brushing my chest, a constant reminder that I was hers, even in her absence.

Time dragged. I didn’t know how long she’d be gone. I didn’t know where she went or who she was seeing. I just knew I missed her. Every second.

Every sound made me jump. A car door. A creak in the pipes. I kept checking the clock. I kept fixing imaginary flaws in my work. I polished the silverware twice. Rearranged the throw pillows. Scrubbed the edge of the shower drain with a toothbrush.

And then—the front doorknob rattled. My heart jumped. I scrambled to my feet, heels clacking down the hardwood as I rushed to the door, smoothing my skirt as I went.

She stepped inside, radiant as ever, her lipstick slightly smudged, her dress riding high on her thighs. Her cheeks were flushed, and her hair had that barely-tousled look that made her seem freshly fucked. My breath caught at the sight of her.

And behind her—Nick. I recognized him instantly. My old college roommate. My friend. The one who used to crash on our couch, who shared pizza with me at 2 a.m., who always flirted with Rachel in that playful, dangerous way. The one who once told me, laughing, that if I ever screwed things up with her, he’d take my place in a heartbeat.

He looked the same—tall, cocky, broad-shouldered, effortlessly charming. Except now he was older. Sharper. Hungrier.

And he didn’t recognize me at all.

Rachel smiled at my stunned expression. "Sarah, this is Nick, an old friend. Nick, this is Sarah—my live-in maid."

Nick gave a polite nod, barely looking at me. "Nice to meet you."

I curtsied, my voice catching. "A pleasure, sir."

Rachel's eyes sparkled. "Why don’t you be a dear and fix us some drinks?" she said, sliding off her heels and handing them to me without waiting for a reply.

"Yes, Mistress," I murmured, taking the shoes in both hands like a gift.

I turned quickly, cheeks burning, and went to the kitchen. My hands shook as I poured their drinks. I could still hear their voices drifting through the house, low and intimate, like they belonged to each other. Like I didn’t exist.

I returned with two glasses and handed them to Rachel, who passed one to Nick as if I were a serving tray, not a person.

Nick took a long sip, looking around the room. “So remind me, where is Sam?”

“You know, he’s always off on some business trip or another,” Rachel shrugged. “Personally, I enjoy having Sarah around more anyways.”

I swallowed, standing in silence.

“And she won’t tell him anything that… happens?” Nick added, staring at me.

“Who? Sarah? Never. She’s my perfect, obedient little pet,” Rachel purred, her hand slipping onto Nick’s thigh as she pressed her body against his. “However, she does prove to be much more trustworthy if she’s allowed to watch.”

Nick’s eyes flashed between Rachel and I, considering her words briefly before shrugging. “If it finally gets me a chance with you, then fine.”

“Very good,” my wife smirked as she swiftly stood up. She walked towards me and snatched my leash, giving it a tug as she looked down the hall. "Come with me, Sarah. We have some preparations to make.”

I followed her, heart pounding, past the main bedroom and down the hall—to the guest room. My room. The room I slept in. Her heels clicked confidently on the floor while I trailed behind her like a ghost.

She opened the closet and pulled out a large black case. I tilted my head, confused. I'd never seen it before.

She placed it on the bed and unzipped it slowly, like she was unveiling something sacred. Inside was a sleek, mechanical device. Heavy, dark, gleaming with polished steel and rubberized edges. It took me a moment to understand what I was looking at.

And then it clicked.

My throat went dry as I watched her pull out a large dildo and connect it to the end of a long rod at the end of the machine. She picked it up and carried it to the corner of the room, setting it down and angling the rod forward.

My knees wobbled as she gestured for me to move towards her. I stepped forward trembling, knowing that I must obey, knowing that I must let her use this contraption on me.

She grabbed my leash and pulled me down to the ground until I was on all fours. She positioned me and I let her, angling me until the tip of the machine was pressed against me.

“You’ve been good today so I’ll allow you this special treat,” she whispered into my ear, her hand roaming my cheeks. “But I expect you to stay good and obedient for the rest of the night. I know you must have some feelings about who I brought home, but you’re still on duty, and you’re still mine.”

I nodded, unable to find the strength to speak.

This was all about to happen—my wife with my old friend, me with this new machine.

And I was going to watch. To feel. To experience every second of it—whether I wanted to or not.


Chapter 5
Fucked


The machine buzzed to life with a soft whir. Rachel adjusted the angle of the rod, tightened the straps beneath me, and turned the dial slowly. I felt the first gentle push of the dildo against me—teasing, pressing, not quite inside. My breath hitched.

"Breathe, Sarah," she murmured.

And then it entered me.

It wasn’t sudden or brutal. Rachel knew exactly how to work the machine—how to ease me open, how to build the pressure slowly. Inch by inch, the dildo slid in, stretching me, claiming me. The motor pulsed in rhythm, steady and deliberate.

I whimpered as it began its work. It filled me in a way that made my cage throb almost instantly. I could feel every movement deep inside, vibrating through my body, touching nerves that hadn't been touched in weeks. My knees trembled beneath me. The straps dug into my thighs, and the cool air kissed the sweat already forming on my skin.

Rachel knelt beside me, brushing a lock of hair from my face. "You're going to be so pretty like this. My perfect little sissy on display."

Then I heard the door open.

"We’re all ready," Rachel called out casually.

Nick stepped into the room, drink in hand, brows raised. And then he saw me.

His gaze didn’t flicker with recognition. Only confusion. Then fascination. Then arousal.

Rachel stood and walked to him, her hips swaying, her heels clicking with authority. "Sit," she said, pointing to the chair near the foot of the bed.

He obeyed.

I was helpless. Mounted. Moaning softly with each mechanical thrust. The dildo worked deeper with every cycle, each movement making me twitch in my cage. The pressure inside me was impossible to ignore. I felt open. Used. Owned.

Rachel turned back to me and slowly peeled off her dress. She continued with her bra and panties, making a show of their removal. Her skin glowed in the low light, smooth and flushed and radiant. I felt a new wave of pressure in my cage at the sight of her naked body.

She climbed onto the bed, kneeling before Nick, and unzipped his pants. He was already hard. Thick. Pulsing.

I whimpered.

Rachel smirked at me over her shoulder. "Don't look away, Sarah. This is for you as much as it is for me.”

She lowered her mouth to him, slow and sensual. I watched her lips slide over his cock, watched his head tip back in pleasure. My own hips twitched, the machine fucking me deeper now, faster.

The sound of wet sucking. The hum of the machine. My own ragged breathing.

She climbed onto Nick's lap, straddling him. She hovered for a moment, teasing him with the wet heat of her folds, circling his cock with deliberate slowness. Her eyes flicked to me before she sank down, inch by inch, onto him. A slow, possessive moan escaped her lips.

She began to move, rocking her hips in tight, calculated motions. Each movement was a performance, sensual and commanding. Her hands rested on his chest for balance, fingers splayed, her nails digging in slightly as she found her rhythm. Nick groaned beneath her, his head lolling back, his eyes flickering shut.

"That's it," she whispered, mostly to herself. "Let me use you."

I watched, utterly transfixed. Every bounce of her hips was echoed by the mechanical thrusts inside me. We were synced, my wife and I—her in control, me in submission. I whimpered as the dildo filled me again and again, the pressure mounting alongside the ache in my locked cock.

Rachel began to ride him harder, the wet sound of their joining echoing through the room. Her moans became louder, wilder. Nick responded, grabbing her waist, slamming up into her with sharp, brutal thrusts. Their bodies clashed in perfect rhythm, raw and unrestrained.

She leaned back, bracing herself on his thighs, and rolled her hips in deep, grinding circles. Her breasts bounced, her mouth parted in ecstasy. Sweat slicked her skin. She looked radiant, powerful, lost in pleasure.

She locked eyes with me again.

"Are you watching closely, Sarah? This is how a real man fucks me."

I whimpered. Nodded. Trembled.

My body was a mess of sensation. The cage around my cock was soaked with my arousal, each jolt of the machine sending electric shocks of frustration and longing through me. I was beyond aroused—I was desperate.

Rachel leaned forward again, wrapping her arms around Nick's neck. She began to bounce faster, more erratic now, chasing her orgasm with abandon. Nick thrust up to meet her, his face twisted in pleasure.

Their bodies slapped together again and again.

"Yes," she cried. "Yes, right there. Harder."

She began to shake, her body trembling atop his. Her moans turned into gasps, then cries. Her entire body convulsed around him. Her moans were loud, feral, uncontrollable.

"Yes," she moaned. "Right there. Just like that."

Nick groaned. His hands clutched her hips as he thrust harder, his muscles taut. She was close. He was close.

And I was right there, shaking, gasping, drooling.

Rachel reached down between them, rubbing her clit in tight little circles. Her eyes were half-lidded, mouth parted. Her movements became frantic. She was chasing it. And Nick was giving it to her.

She looked at me as she came. Her gaze locked on mine as her body arched, her moan high and raw and unfiltered. Her thighs trembled. Her whole body seemed to glow.

And I came undone with her—not in release, not in climax, but in surrender. I cried out, aching in my cage, the machine pushing harder, deeper. The pressure was unbearable.

Nick groaned. His face twisted in pleasure as he grabbed her hips and slammed upward, hard and final. He held her tight as he spilled into her, grunting, gasping, lost in her.

She leaned forward, kissing his neck, his cheek, his lips.

I could hear the wetness of their connection, the mix of their bodies, the scent of sweat and sex thick in the air.

But while they stopped to enjoy their pleasure, I couldn’t. The machine didn’t stop inside me.

My eyes fluttered, stinging with unshed tears. My thighs were trembling, the dildo pressing into me again and again. I couldn’t escape the ache. The arousal. The humiliation. And yet, all I wanted was more.

Rachel stood up slowly, Nick’s release dripping from between her thighs. She walked toward me, naked, powerful, the perfect vision of feminine dominance. Her fingers tangled in my hair, pulling my head up to meet her gaze.

"Do you see now, Sarah?" she asked, her voice breathless but cruel. "What you were always meant for? To serve. To watch. To ache."

I nodded frantically, lips trembling. The dildo still moved within me, stirring a new wave of helpless pleasure.

She crouched beside me, brushing her lips close to my ear. "And you’re not done yet.”

She stood and turned to Nick. "Would you like to stay the night?"

He chuckled, his voice rough. "I wouldn’t dream of leaving."

Rachel smirked. "Good. Because I’m far from satisfied.”

I whimpered as the machine thrust deeper.

Rachel turned slowly, her body glistening with sweat, and crept back toward the machine. She crouched beside it, her fingers brushing over the dial, and then she turned it up.

The motor whirred louder. The thrusts came faster, deeper, harder. I gasped, my back arching involuntarily, my whole body quaking with the new rhythm.

She watched me squirm, her smile wicked. "There we go," she purred. "That’s the sweet spot."

Then she stood and walked over to Nick, who was still catching his breath, sprawled across the bed with his cock glistening in the low light. She whispered something into his ear and he chuckled, then nodded.

Rachel looked back at me, her expression delighted. “Now it’s time to make yourself useful again, Sarah,” she said. “Be a good girl and clean Nick up.”


Chapter 6
Clean Up


Nick approached slowly, still naked, still half-hard, his cock glistening in the low light of the bedroom. I was trembling, the machine still working inside me, every thrust making it harder to focus, harder to think. My breath came in soft, ragged gasps as I opened my mouth for him, hesitantly, but obediently.

His hand found the back of my head, fingers curling tightly into my hair. He guided himself to my lips, and I wrapped them around his cock, tasting Rachel's slick arousal mixed with his own. He pushed in slowly, deliberately, until I gagged and had to pull back, only for him to press forward again.

And then he stopped.

"Wait a minute," he said, blinking. His hips paused, his expression tightening with sudden realization. "Hold on. I know that face."

My stomach dropped.

"Sam?" he said, eyes narrowing.

Rachel, lounging nude on the edge of the bed, smiled like a cat with a full belly. "Yes, Nick. That’s Sam. Or rather, that was Sam. Now she's Sarah."

He looked back down at me, stunned for only a beat before his expression twisted into something darker. Hungrier.

"Holy shit," he breathed, fingers tightening in my hair. "I just fucked your wife… and my dick is in your mouth.”

My body was shaking with embarrassment from being discovered by my old friend, by his realization at what he had just done to me—at what he was currently doing. But I managed to nod, unable to answer otherwise.

He laughed, deep and disbelieving, then thrust forward into my mouth again. Slower this time. More deliberate. "Fuck, this is insane. This is so fucked up."

He didn’t stop. He groaned as he rocked into my throat. I tried to focus, but the fuck machine was still working steadily behind me, pounding deep, unrelenting. I moaned around his cock, the vibration making him grunt.

"You like that?" he asked, amused. "Of course you do. Look at you. Look what she’s turned you into."

Tears welled in my eyes from the overwhelming mix of humiliation, pressure, and arousal. My face burned. My caged cock was throbbing violently, dripping endlessly. The rhythm of the machine only made things worse, keeping me on edge, each thrust inside me pressing against something unbearably sensitive.

"That’s it," Rachel purred, watching us from across the room. "Use her mouth. She’s always dreamed of being useful to you."

"He really used to be a guy?" Nick asked, brushing hair from my cheek to get a better look.

"Not anymore," Rachel said. "Now she’s mine."

He growled low in his throat and pushed deeper, his hips rolling slowly, intentionally. I whimpered, choking slightly but refusing to stop. I couldn’t. I wanted to be used. To be seen.

Everything blurred together: the shame, the arousal, the feel of his cock sliding down my throat, the pressure inside me, the whirr and thrum of the machine driving me closer and closer to the edge. I felt like I might break. Like I might finally come despite the cage. My body was twitching, my vision hazy.

Nick thrust harder now, growing bolder. He slapped my cheek lightly, then grabbed both sides of my head and used me, fucking my throat with purpose.

"You know," he groaned, "I used to jerk off thinking about this. About fucking Rachel. And now I’ve done it. And you... you’re here like this. Fucking unbelievable."

Rachel moaned in approval. "She was always meant to serve like this. She just needed the right push."

Nick pulled out just long enough to let me gasp for air before sliding back in, slick and hard and pulsing. My jaw ached. My throat was sore. But I never stopped. Couldn’t stop.

I wanted to please him. To make Rachel proud. To give myself fully.

I was moaning around his cock now, drooling, eyes wide and glassy. The machine in my ass was relentless, driving deeper, faster, more erratic. I felt like I was going to pass out from how good it felt.

Nick groaned above me. “Fuck, you’re good at this.”

I whimpered in response, my entire body trembling, desperate for release.

Rachel stood, walked calmly to the machine, and turned the dial again.

Faster. Harder. The dildo slammed into me with obscene wet sounds, and I let out a muffled scream around Nick's cock.

"Yes," Rachel whispered, leaning down to stroke my cheek. "You take cock so well. My good little housewife."

I was shaking now. My vision blurred. My body screamed for release that I knew I wouldn’t get. I was leaking uncontrollably in my cage, every nerve alight with overstimulation.

Nick was groaning, shuddering, and I could sense that he was growing close.

Rachel smiled and pulled him back. "Not yet."

She knelt beside me turned off the machine before kissing my temple. The sudden silence was deafening. My body jerked at the loss of rhythm, my hole twitching around nothing.

"You were close, weren’t you, baby? So close to cumming."

I nodded, choking back a sob of frustration.

“The night is still young, dear,” she said softly, brushing sweat-damp hair from my face. “Now it’s time for you to serve us again. I can’t let you go losing your spunk before I’m done.”

I collapsed forward slightly, breathless, used, still aching for release. I wanted to scream, to cry for more. I was so close.

Rachel stood and turned to Nick. "Come. Sarah is going to fetch us more drinks while we await her in my bedroom."

She looked back at me. "Be quick about it, Sarah. We’re just getting started."

And with that, she led Nick out of the room, her hand on his chest, his cock still wet from my mouth.

I stayed there for a moment longer, breath catching in my throat, the taste of him still lingering on my tongue.

Then I rose—aching, dripping, obedient.

And I went to serve.
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