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Chapter 1
Reward


Istood in the silent kitchen, fidgeting with the white lace of my maid’s outfit, the floral scent of cleaning solutions tickling my senses. When I had agreed to become my wife Rachel’s housewife I had thought it would be sexy and cute, a fun roleplaying game that would continue to grow our evolving relationship—but after working from dawn to dusk, tirelessly cleaning and serving her, I was starting to feel more like her personal maid and servant than her wife.

Yet still, as my fingers traced down the black satin of my dress and felt the skimpy lingerie that I wore beneath, there was something that made me want to continue this new arrangement. My hand slipped beneath the small skirt and petticoat and found my matching black panties, feeling the tiny chastity cage that hid beneath the soft lace. I could feel my arousal, I could feel how much I had enjoyed serving Rachel today despite how exhausted I now felt, and I could feel my desperation wondering when my wife might let me find my needed release once again.

As if on cue, footsteps echoed down the grand staircase, and Rachel swept into the kitchen. She was a sight to behold, as always–tall, blonde, and dressed in a form-fitting red dress that left little to the imagination. Her heels clicked against the tiled floor, each step deliberate and commanding.

I could see the faint glint of approval in her eyes as she scanned me from head to toe. Rachel was like a predator, always evaluating, always in control. I suppressed a shudder and stood up straighter, smoothing down my dress with trembling hands.

"You look nervous, Sarah," Rachel said, her voice a low purr as she leaned against the kitchen counter. "Should I be worried?"

I shook my head quickly, trying to smile. "No, Mistress. I’m just awaiting your commands, as always." I hoped my voice didn't betray the anxiety swirling in my stomach as I wondered what she would want me to do next.

Rachel stood up straight, her eyes never leaving mine. "Good. Because I have a job for you tonight. A very important one.” She paused, letting the anticipation hang heavy in the air. "I want you to go out and find me a man."

I blanched, my heart pounding in my chest. "You want me to... to pick someone up for you? By myself?”

Rachel chuckled, a sound that sent a shiver down my spine. "Don't look so surprised, dear. You've done it before, just not alone." Rachel crossed her arms, her eyes gleaming with amusement. “Consider my letting you go out a reward for your good behavior as of late, but also a test. I want to see how confident you truly feel as your new self, how confident and how obedient.”

The thought of going out alone as Sarah made my stomach churn. In the past I had always had Rachel’s strength to lean on in public. "But, Mistress..." I started, my voice faltering. "I'm not sure I can... I mean, what if something happens?"

Rachel's eyes narrowed and she uncrossed her arms, stepping closer to me. "Something will happen, Sarah," she said, her voice low and dangerous. "You will find a man, and you will bring him back here. And then, you will watch us. If you’re good, perhaps I’ll even let you have a little treat of your own.”

My breath hitched, and I could feel the blood rushing in my ears. The thought of having to watch Rachel with another man was almost as humiliating as the thought of picking one up myself—but twice as arousing.

I knew better than to argue, however. Rachel didn't like dissent. She liked obedience. And she rewarded it… sometimes.

“Okay, Mistress," I said, my voice barely a whisper. "I understand."

Rachel's expression softened slightly, and she reached out to tuck a strand of my hair behind my ear. "Good girl," she said, her voice gentle but firm. "Now, go upstairs, freshen up your makeup, and put on something sexy."

I nodded, feeling tense from the way she spoke, but I swallowed it down. "Yes, Mistress," I said, turning to leave the kitchen.

"And Sarah?" Rachel called out as I reached the door. I paused, looking back at her over my shoulder. "Make sure you look like a slut. I want you to really catch some eyes.”

I nodded again and hurried out of the kitchen, my heels clicking against the tile floor. I made my way up the staircase, each step echoing through the hall.

I stood in front of the large mirror in our bedroom, a room that used to be ours but now felt like it belonged solely to Rachel. I applied a generous layer of makeup, following Rachel's instructions to the letter. I blended the foundation until my skin looked smooth and flawless, then outlined my eyes with thick, dark liner and swept shimmery shadow across my lids. I painted my lips a deep red, the color contrasting sharply with my fair skin and dirty blonde hair.

When I was finished, I slipped on a new dress that Rachel had bought me—a skimpy shimmering silver sequin cocktail dress that would make me look as slutty and eye catching as she wanted me to be.

I looked like the kind of woman who frequented seedy bars, the kind who liked to be noticed. I shuddered at the thought, but there was no time to dwell on it. Rachel had given me specific instructions, and I knew better than to disobey.

I slipped into a pair of black heels that matched my bra and panties and complimented my outfit then adjusted my dress, pulling it down to reveal more cleavage, just as Rachel would want.

The fabric was silky and thin, barely covering my ass when I bent over. I took a deep breath and headed downstairs, each step doing nothing to ease the knot of anxiety in my stomach.

As I reached the front door, Rachel appeared from the living room, a glass of wine in her hand. Her heels clicked against the floor as she approached me, a smirk playing on her lips. "Ready to go?" she asked, taking a sip of her wine.

I nodded, trying to keep my voice steady. "Yes, Mistress. I'm ready."

She eyed me up and down, her gaze lingering on my low-cut dress and high heels. "You look... delicious,” she purred. “You’re the perfect bait for my catch.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” I let out as I felt a blush creep up my cheeks.

Rachel handed me her car keys, a small smirk playing on her lips. “I expect you to find someone worthy of my time. Don't disappoint me."

I nodded, clutching the keys tightly in my hand. "I won't, Mistress."


Chapter 2
Finding Her Man


The bar was a dive, the neon sign welcoming me in just as much as it was warning me to leave. The air inside was thick with humidity and the smell of cheap whiskey.

I hesitated at the threshold, my heart pounding like a drum in my chest, then made my way to the bar. When Rachel assigned me a task I knew that failure was not an option. I had to do this and I had to succeed.

I scanned the room, my eyes adjusting to the dim light. It was filled with an eclectic mix of patrons, each one lost in their own private world. In one corner, a group of men huddled around a table, their laughter booming like thunder. In another, a lone figure sat nursing a beer, his gaze lost in the depths of his glass. I wondered if one of them would be suitable for Rachel, if they had the confidence and courage to pleasure my wife as she needed—as I never could.

The bar counter was a long, wooden expanse, pitted and scarred from decades of abuse. Behind it, a bartender with a tattooed neck polished a glass with a worn towel. He looked up as I sat down, his gaze taking in my dress and heels before settling on my face. He raised an eyebrow curiously and set down his glass to focus on me. "What can I get you, sweetheart?" he asked, his voice a low rumble.

I swallowed hard, trying to keep my voice steady. "Just a vodka soda, please."

He turned to fix my drink, and as he did, I felt a presence beside me. I looked up to see a man leaning against the bar, his eyes locked onto me. He was handsome, with a chiseled jaw and piercing blue eyes that seemed to hold a spark of mischief. His hair was a mess of dark curls, and he wore a black leather jacket that accentuated his broad shoulders.

He flashed me a smile, one that sent a jolt through me. "You look like you could use some company," he said, his voice a deep rumble. "Mind if I join you?"

I hesitated, glancing at the bartender. He shot me a subtle nod, a silent hint that this man was okay. I took a deep breath and turned to face the stranger.

"Sure," I said, trying to sound confident. "Why not."

He grinned, his eyes crinkling at the corners. "Great. I'm Jordan, by the way."

He extended a hand, and I took it, feeling the rough callouses against my smooth skin. The touch sent a shiver down my spine, and I quickly pulled away, tucking my hands into my dress.

"I'm Sarah," I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

The bartender slid my drink across the counter, and I picked it up, taking a long sip to steady my nerves.

Jordan watched me, his eyes never leaving mine. "You're new here, aren't you, Sarah?"

I nodded, setting my drink down on the bar. "Yeah, first time."

He chuckled, a sound that sent made me feel weak and at his mercy. "Well, welcome in. I’m glad you decided to come in tonight. Thinking about making this place your regular or just passing through?”

I took another sip of my drink, the vodka warming my throat. "Just passing,” I replied anxiously. “I just needed to get out tonight… and to find a distraction.”

Jordan’s eyes twinkled with amusement. "Well, maybe you should stay awhile. Let me buy you another drink."

Before I could respond, he signaled the bartender who quickly poured me another vodka soda. I accepted it, the ice clinking against the glass as I took a sip.

Jordan didn't take his eyes off me, his gaze intense and unwavering. "So, you said you were looking for a distraction?" he asked, leaning in even closer.

I hid behind my glass, surprised by how quickly the night was progressing as I watched Jordan’s grin widen. “I’m just looking for a little fun is all,” I managed to say.

"Fun, huh? Well, I might be able to help with that." His hand reached out, his fingers gently brushing against mine.

The touch sent a jolt through me, and I felt my heart race. I took another sip of my drink, trying ti look casual, but Jordan’s touch had set my nerves on edge, and I could feel the heat rising in my cheeks.

"You're gorgeous, you know that?" Jordan said, his voice low and husky. “I can’t believe none of these other men approached you before I did. But maybe they were just too intimidated to speak to you." He leaned in even closer, his breath warm on my ear. "But I'm not easily intimidated."

My cock was pulsing in my cage as I felt the heat between us like a tangible force. "Is that so?" I said, trying to sound playful.

Jordan’s hand trailed down my arm, leaving a trail of goosebumps in its wake. "Yes, that's so," he said, his voice firm. “When I see something I want, I go for it."

His hand found mine, and he interlaced our fingers, his thumb tracing slow circles on my palm. I could feel the heat of his touch connecting us and I felt myself leaning into him, my body betraying my nerves. It was in that moment that I knew he was perfect. The perfect cocksure man that Rachel would enjoy.

"I wish I was the same way," I breathed out.

“Why wish when you can just do it,” he said softly. “Why not at least try it for tonight?”

My chest was heaving with every deep breath, my mind swirling with possibilities. Without thinking I leaned in towards him, feeling his cheek against mine as I nuzzled up to his ear, his skin prickling under my breath as we touch. "Come home with me." The words whispered from my lips, soft and breathy, as I felt Jordan’s arms slip around my waist. His touch was firm and demanding, and I couldn’t believe I was feeling it in this way.

I gulped as he pulled me up and wrapped his arm around me, leading me towards the exist. I shivered as his hand slipped down, brushing against the top of my ass in a possessive way, as if to tell everyone else in the bar that I was his.

For now I was, at least until he met Rachel. Then he would have to make the decision for himself.


Chapter 3
Introductions


The house was dark and quiet when Jordan and I entered. I led him upstairs, searching for Rachel to show her that I had fulfilled her request. As we looked the air was thick with anticipation, and I could feel Jordan's eyes on me, his breath warm on the back of my neck.

I stopped in front of the bedroom door, my pulse increasing. I took a deep breath and turned to face him as my hand reached out to grasp the doorknob. I knew I needed to tell him the truth about tonight, but was unsure how to broach the topic.

“Sarah?” Jordan's voice was low, his eyes searching mine. “Is everything okay?”

I nodded, a small smile playing on my lips. "Yes, but…”

Jordan stepped closer, his eyes never leaving mine. "Then what are we waiting for?"

I let out a deep breath as I turned the knob, the door slowly creaking open. "There's something I need to tell you first, before anything happens."

He leaned over, his lips brushing against my neck, his breath hot against my skin. I shivered, goosebumps rising on my arms, and pushed the door open, unable to find the words to explain what he was walking into.

The room was cast in a soft glow, moonlight filtering through the sheer curtains and candles flickering beside the bed. My eyes flashed around the room, looking for Rachel as I wondered what I might do if she wasn't here.

Jordan followed me in, his eyes scanning the room before settling back on me. "What did you want to tell me?" he let out as his hands fondled my body in a way that said he didn't care what I had to say.

Suddenly, the bedside lamp flicked on, a brightness blinding us and causing me to gasp as I saw Rachel and another figure shirtless in bed together. I blinked my eyes, trying to adjust to the sudden brightness, until I recognized the man beside my wife: Kevin.

Rachel's blonde hair was wild, her lips swollen and red, and Kevin's muscular body glistened with sweat. His eyes widened in surprise, but settled when he recognized me. Rachel, however, simply smiled, her eyes gleaming with amusement and desire.

"Well, well, well," she purred, her voice low and sultry. She sat up higher in the bed, not caring that the blankets had rolled off her and left her breasts exposed for Jordan to see. "I didn't think you were actually up to the task so I called Kevin to make use of the night. But this is certainly a pleasant surprise.”

I felt a wave of embarrassment and shame wash over me seeing Kevin again, remembering all the times Rachel had invited him over to satisfy her, and all the times she had made me watch and clean up his cock afterwards.

I looked over to Jordan, his face filled with shock and confusion. “What the fuck is this, Sarah?” he asked, his voice shaking. “Who are these people? What's going on?” Jordan’s eyes darted between Rachel and Kevin, and then to me. I could see the anger and betrayal simmering beneath his surface, and I knew I had to act fast to save this situation.

"Jordan, wait," I pleaded, stepping towards him. I could feel Rachel's eyes on me, her amusement growing with each passing second. "It's not what it looks like."

Jordan scoffed, taking a step back from me. “I’m not even sure what it looks like. Did you bring me here for… an orgy?”

Rachel's eyebrows flicked up at his statement as if strangely intrigued by the idea of us all joining together. The look flooded my mind with fantasies of how that might happen, the four of us joined together in bed, all with one shared goal—pleasure.

But I knew the reality, and I needed to get back to it.

"No, it's not like that," I insisted, trying to keep my voice steady. "I should have told you, I just I didn't know how."

Jordan's eyes narrowed and he crossed his arms over his chest. "Then tell me now."

I took a deep breath, knowing that the truth was my only option. "Rachel... she's my wife. And Kevin, he's... he's someone she's been with before. I thought she was going to be here alone tonight. I didn't know she had invited him again."

Jordan's arms dropped to his sides, his mouth agape. "Your wife? You're married? And you brought me here to join you two?"

I could see the surprise still in his eyes, but with it now was a hint of intrigue. Still, I knew I had to explain, fast. "No, Jordan, that's not it. Rachel, she told me to go out and find a man, a man like you to bring home to her. For her.”

Rachel let out a low laugh from the bed, her eyes never leaving Jordan. "She's right. Sarah and I like to have our occasional extracurriculars, and I did tell her to go find me someone for tonight. But now I appear to be already taken.” She paused, grinning at both of us as we awaited her next words. “So I suppose that Sarah is all yours. If you want her."

Jordan looked at me, his eyes searching my face, and then up at Rachel, taking in her naked form under the sheets. I could tell that he still didn’t quite understand what was happening, but his nerves were starting to settle as he realized he might still get what he came for.

"You're okay with this?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Rachel smiled, a slow, lazy curl of the lips that sent a shiver down my spine. "Of course. I want her to enjoy herself tonight. In fact, I want us all to enjoy ourselves."


Chapter 4
Sharing


Rachel sat up further, the sheet falling to her waist, revealing more of her body. I saw Jordan's eyes flicker briefly to her, taking in her nakedness, and I felt a twinge of jealousy. "You've done well tonight, my dear, and for that I want you to feel extra special," my wife smirked at me. "For tonight and tonight alone you are free to do anything you desire. Consider this your reward for good behavior.”

Rachel's voice was laced with a dangerous edge that made my heart race. I instantly thought of my chastity cage and felt my dick pressing against it, the arousal and pent up sexual desires undeniable. Although she said I could do anything, I knew my cage was the one thing that was completely off the table—that and her.

Jordan glanced at me, a question in his eyes, waiting for my confirmation. I saw the hunger in his gaze, the opportunity to take what he wanted, just as he came here to do.

"Did you hear that?" I whispered, trying to hide the tremor in my voice. I took a deep breath, steeling myself for what was about to come. "She said you can have me, however you would like."

Jordan looked at me, his mouth opened to answer but he hesitated, unable to find the words to express how he felt. But I knew just how to find out, and how to help him decide.

I lunged forward, taking his body in my arms as our lips met. I kissed his open mouth and he let me, and soon he kissed me back, accepting my offer. Our bodies pressed together, and I could feel him harden against me. His hands found my hips, pulling me closer, and I gasped into his mouth.

"Jordan," I breathed, my hands tangling in his hair. "I want you. I want you so much."

He growled, a low sound deep in his chest, and spun me around so that I was pressed against the wall. His body was heavy against mine, his hips grinding into me. I could feel his cock, hard and ready, and I moaned, my head pressed against the wall.

"Fuck, Sarah," he whispered, his mouth trailing down my neck. “This is what you’re into? You like being told what to do?”

His hands roamed my body, gripping my hips, my thighs, my ass. I could feel the heat radiating off him, the energy between us crackling like a live wire.

I wanted him. I needed him.

"Not here," I gasped, pushing him away slightly. "Not in front of them."

I didn't want Rachel watching, didn't want her reveling in the power she held over me. I wanted this to be mine, just for a little while.

"Yes, right here. I want to watch," my wife snapped, quickly discarding the rest of the bedding that had covered her. "But you're not the only one who’s going to have some fun." She swiftly turned her attention back to Kevin with a fierce look in her eyes. "You ready for round two? I don't want to get outdone by my maid and her random hookup."

Rachel growled as she climbed off the bed, her body glistening with sweat and desire. She walked towards us, her hips swaying seductively with each step. I felt a pang of jealousy at the sight of her, her body so confident and commanding.

Jordan's eyes widened as he took in Rachel's naked form, his breath hitching in his throat. "Fuck," he muttered, his eyes flickering between her and me. He looked like a deer caught in headlights, overwhelmed by the sudden turn of events.

Rachel laughed, a sound like velvet as she reached out and traced a finger down Jordan's chest.

"Don't worry, darling," she purred. "Tonight, everyone gets what they want." She turned her gaze to me, her eyes glinting with mischief.

I swallowed hard, unable to wonder if Jordan would prefer to have Rachel instead. Part of me wanted him to take her, to fuck my wife instead just as I had thought tonight would go, just as most nights went. Everything was always so simple then, I knew what was going to happen and I got to watch—and, fuck, I loved to watch.

But now I had to lure this stranger away from his draw to Rachel, I had to hope that he wanted me, that he would be the one to let me have my own rare taste of pleasure.

“Jordan…” I let out, reaching out for his attention.

His chest rose and fell rapidly and I could see the hesitation in his eyes, the uncertainty of what was happening. But there was also lust, raw and primal, simmering beneath the surface.

I reached out, my fingers brushing against the buttons of his shirt. I undid the first one, my knuckles grazing his chest. He let out a shuddering breath, his eyes locked onto mine. I undid the second button, and then the third, until his shirt hung open, revealing his chest.

Rachel's eyes roamed over his body, hungry and greedy. "Good girl," she murmured, her voice thick with lust. "Now the pants."

I smiled at Jordan and reached for his belt. He let me, his fingers brushing against mine as I unbuckled it and pulled it free.

"That's it," Rachel cooed, her voice like velvet. “Now show him what you can do, Sarah."

I felt a shiver of excitement at her words, a thrill at the power I held over both of them. I reached down and unbuttoned Jordan's pants, my fingers brushing against the hard length of him. He let out a low groan, his hips thrusting forward ever so slightly.

Rachel's eyes widened at the sight, her lips parting slightly. "Mmm, looks like he's eager," she purred, stepping closer to us.

I pulled his pants down, his hard cock springing free. Rachel let out a short gasp, her eyes catching mine, her chest heaving with excitement.

“How tasty. Maybe this time I'll help you," she chucked as she positioned herself on all fours on the bed. She reached out and grabbed Jordan, summoning him towards her as her mouth opened. In an instant his throbbing cock suddenly disappeared between her lips as her eyes stared intently at me.

She bobbed up and down over his cock quickly, salivating over his entire length as she kept eye contact with me. Her gaze told me that she enjoyed teasing me and taking what I thought was mine, it was a deep reminder that she could have whatever she pleased and I would always get her leftovers.

But I wasn't the only one jealous.

From behind Kevin climbed back onto the bed, his hands grasping the plump cheeks of her ass and spreading them open hungrily. He positioned himself behind her and with one swift movement, thrust deep inside, causing Rachel to let out a moan around Jordan's cock.

I watched, transfixed as Kevin's hips moved in sync with Rachel's bobbing head, each thrust forcing a guttural groan from her throat. The sight of her taking two men at once was both erotic and humiliating, a stark reminder of the dynamic in our relationship.

Jordan's eyes met mine, his expression a mix of shock and arousal. He seemed unsure of what to do, his body frozen as he watched Rachel and Kevin. But I didn't know what to do either. Heat was growing between my legs and lust swelled in my tiny chastity cage. I had expected to feel more, to feel something, but once again I was left to watch as Rachel took everything for herself.

My chest felt tight, my breath coming in shallow gasps as I watched my wife. I gave Jordan a small smile, trying to be encouraging, but inside I was flooded with every possible kind of jealousy.

Rachel's moans filled the room, her body writhing as Kevin pounded into her from behind and Jordan's cock filled her mouth. I could see the pleasure on her face, the way her body responded to their touch. I could see the sweat glistening on her skin. She was lost in her own world, completely focused on the two men pleasuring her.

Finally, I couldn't take any more. I surged forward and took Jordan's lips, needing some part of him for myself.  He responded immediately, his mouth hot and hungry. His arms encircled me, pulling me tight against him. For a moment, we were lost in each other, the world around us fading away.

But then Rachel's voice cut through the haze. "Mmm, that's a good girl. Take what you want," she panted as she wiped the drool from her lips. "Now he's all ready for you."


Chapter 5
Release


Jordan didn't hesitate. Suddenly I felt my face firmly against the wall, his hands fumbling with the hem of my dress. He pulled it up, letting my ass feel the cool breeze of the air as he ripped down my panties and fingered my hole.

"Oh, fuck," I moaned as he teased me, making me quiver under his hungry touch.

His cock was hard and ready, pressing against my ass, eager to claim me.

“No more games,” he growled, his voice low and primal. “I’m not leaving until I cum.”

I nodded, my breath coming in ragged gasps. "Yes, please, use me.”

"That's my girl," he murmured before I felt the head of his cock press against my entrance. He pushed in slowly, giving me time to adjust to his size. I bit my lip, trying to hold back the moan that threatened to escape.

Jordan was being gentle, but the sensation of him filling me was overwhelming. I could feel every inch of him, every ridge and vein, as he slid deeper and deeper into me.

"Fuck, you feel so good," he whispered, his breath hot against my ear. "So tight and eager.”

I pushed back against him, eager to take all of him. He groaned and grasped my hips tighter, his fingers digging into my flesh as he began to move. Slowly at first, then faster, harder, until the sound of our bodies slapping together filled the room.

Rachel watched us, her eyes gleaming with lust.

She was on her hands and knees, her body glistening with sweat as Kevin fucked her from behind. "That's right," she cooed, her voice thick with desire. "Fuck her hard. Make her feel like the sexy woman she is.”

“Yes! Harder," I cried out, the word torn from my throat.

Jordan complied, his hips slamming against mine with force, filling me completely. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure coursing through my body, and I could feel my arousal building in my cage, my body and cock aching for more.

Kevin and Jordan’s grunts and groans echoed in the room as they fucked Rachel and me. I glanced at my wife, but she was no longer looking at me; her focus was on Kevin, her body writhing in pleasure.

“Fuck yes, Kevin,” Rachel moaned, her voice raw with desire. “Make me cum.”

I watched as Kevin’s body tensed, his face a mask of concentration. He gripped Rachel’s hips tighter, his fingers digging into her soft flesh as he pounded into her with wild abandon.

“Come on, baby,” he grunted, his voice ragged. “Cum for me.”

The sight of his body moving against Rachel’s was intensely erotic. I pictured myself in her position, a beautiful woman getting a rightful fuck from a real man.

The thoughts ignited my body, my breath coming in short gasps as Jordan’s cock plunged into me. I could feel my orgasm building, but I wanted more.

"Stop," I gasped, my voice barely a whisper.

Jordan slowed his pace, his breath coming in ragged gasps. "What?"

I looked over my shoulder, my eyes locking onto his. "Stop," I repeated, my voice firmer this time. "I want to ride you."

Jordan hesitated for a moment before pulling himself out and settling on the bed. His cock stood tall in the air and ready for me to claim. With a grin to my wife I turned around and straddled him, letting him enjoy the look of my smooth ass as it consumed his cock.

I could feel him twitch inside me as I slowly lowered myself down, my body adjusting to the new angle. "Oh, fuck," I moaned, my head falling back in ecstasy.

I began to move, my hips rising and falling, taking him deeper with each thrust. Jordan's hands gripped my hips, guiding me, but I was in control now. I set the pace, riding him hard and fast, my own pleasure building with each motion.

Rachel watched from just beside us on the bed, close enough to reach out and touch me. She was still on all fours, her body shaking with each of Kevin's thrusts, but I could tell that watching me embrace my feminine needs was more pleasing to her than anything.

Her eyes were wide, her mouth open slightly as she took in the sight of me and I reveled in her awe. I could feel the smirk on my face as I rode Jordan, my body growing more satisfied with each thrust.

I could feel his cock growing harder inside me, his breathing becoming more strained. "That's it," I cooed, my voice laced with lust. "You like that, don't you?"

Jordan groaned, his head falling back against the pillow. "Fuck, yes," he breathed.

Beside me Rachel suddenly crashed against the bed, crying out as Kevin gave her one final pump and came inside her. The sight of my wife's pleasure made me more desperate for my own, and more motivated to claim it. 

I rode Jordan harder, my hips moving like the cock craved slut I was becoming. I needed release, I needed Jordan to get me there before Rachel changed her mind.

I looked over my shoulder at her, her body shimmering with sweat, her breasts surging up and down with every heavy breath. Her eyes met mine, and she gave me a slow, wicked smile.

"Go on," she purred. "Make him cum. Milk his cock like a good girl."

Her words sent a thrill through me, and I pushed myself harder, my hips moving in a frenzy. Jordan's grip on my hips tightened, his fingers digging into my skin as he matched my pace. I could feel his body tensing, his cock pulsing inside me.

Rachel's hands were suddenly on my legs as she slipped down to the floor before me. She spread them open as she positioned herself between and admired my pathetically small chastity cage. She touched it softly, sending shivers through me and making me moan with desire.

I slowed my pace and she groped my balls, cupping them and squeezing them firmly. At the same time she licked the tip of my cage, her tongue flicking the little bit of flesh that poked through—my sissy clit.

I gasped at the unexpected sensation, my body tensing as my cock twitched in its cage. Jordan’s hips were moving almost erratically now, chasing his own release. I could feel his cock swell even more inside me.

“Fuck,” he grunted, his body trembling beneath me.

“Control yourself,” Rachel commanded him, her voice like whip. “Let the lady cum first.”

She continued licking my cage and pulling on my balls as if willing me to cum. Her touches made me feel so supported, so loved as I rode a stranger's cock.

Jordan was moaning beneath me, his own orgasm building and subsiding as he tried to comply with Rachel's wishes. I was feeling waves of pleasure build and build. I felt so close yet so far away, my cage denying the full pleasure that I desired.

I bounced harder on Jordan's cock, feeling it hit me deep inside in all the right places. Feeling him and my wife both working to pleasure me was so overwhelming, so amazing, but most of all, hearing her approval and desire for me to orgasm was driving me wild.

"That's a good girl, Sarah," Rachel purred. "Now, cum for me."

I panted, my hips picking up a furious pace. Jordan's hands gripped my thighs, urging me on.

Rachel's hand moved from my balls to my cage, giving it a firm tug. It sent a jolt of pleasure through my entire body, and I could feel my orgasm building like a tidal wave.

"That's it, Sarah," Rachel purred. "Feel it. Give in to it. Let yourself go."

I nodded, my breath coming in short gasps. "Yes, Mistress. I want it so badly."

Rachel's smile turned wicked, and her eyes never left mine. "Then do it. Cum for me, Sarah."

I couldn't hold back any longer.

Rachel's words, her touch, the sight of her so close to me, it was all too much. I threw my head back and let out a scream as my orgasm tore through me. Waves of pleasure crashed over me, the sensation so intense that it was almost painful. I could feel every inch of Jordan's cock, could feel the heat of Rachel's breath on my skin.

Jordan's grip on my hips tightened as I rode him, my body convulsing with ecstasy. Wave after wave of pleasure rolled through me, each one more intense than the last.

As my orgasm began to subside, I opened my eyes to find Rachel watching me intently, her eyes gleaming with lust and something else—satisfaction. She had given me permission to cum, and seeing me in the throes of pleasure had only fueled her own desire.

"Now, Jordan. Fill her." my wife commanded. "Show her what a real man can do."

Jordan needed no encouragement. His hips began to move faster, his cock driving into me harder and deeper with each thrust. I could feel every inch of him, every ridge and vein as he filled me completely.

"That's it, baby," Rachel purred, her hands roaming over my body, pinching and teasing my chest. "Take it all. Take every inch of his cock. Be the woman you were meant to be.”

I moaned, my body aching for more. Jordan's cock was hitting all the right spots, filling me completely with each thrust. Rachel's hands on my body, her voice in my ear, it was all too much.

"That's it, baby," she murmured. "Show him what a good fuck you can be. Make him cum inside you."

Jordan's breath hitched, and his body stiffened as he drove into me one final time. I could feel the heat of his release, the pulse of his cock as it filled me with his seed.

His body shuddered below me, his breath releasing in one long, deep exhale as he rode out the last waves of his orgasm.

Rachel watched, her eyes never leaving us, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. She looked like a cat that had just caught her favorite toy, her eyes gleaming with victory.

Jordan pulled out of me, his body glistening with sweat as he looked at me. He looked like a man who had just woken up from a wild dream, unsure of what was real and what was not. I couldn’t blame him, I felt the same way.

Rachel stood up and cupped my cheek, a pleased smirk spreading across her face. “You see what you get when you’ve been a good maid?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I breathed out, my chest heaving as I tried to catch my breath.

“Keep it up and there will be plenty more to come.”

“Of course, Mistress. Thank you.”
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My Ex-Wife’s Chastity Sissy

When Lawrence gets a mysterious invitation back to the house that he and his ex-wife Vanessa used to share, he’s surprised to hear from her for the first time in a year. Surprised, but also hopeful that she wants to take him back.

To his delight, she does. But she doesn’t want him back as the man he used to be. Instead, Vanessa has plans to turn Lawrence into the perfect partner with the use of a chastity cage. He accepts, not knowing the allure of the chastity cage or the control that he has just surrendered to his ex-wife. Two things that he will quickly learn.

Follow the story of Lawrence and his dominating ex-wife Vanessa as they form the perfect union between woman and sissy maid.
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Seduced By The Sissy Maid: Submitting to Sissification

It should have been so easy, she had hired a maid to do everything. But then Amelia walked in; all curves and confidence, with a smile that promised trouble. I couldn’t resist her pull, couldn’t stop myself from slipping up in the most dangerous way.

Before I knew it, she had me under her spell. Dressing me up, commanding me, and making me hers. Every moment was a thrill I never expected—a secret pleasure I couldn’t deny.

And I loved every second of it.
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