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LAS VEGAS


The neon lights of Las Vegas flickered against the hotel window as I stared at my reflection in the mirror, my fingers dancing over the lace edge of a black bra. My wife Rachel had allowed me to travel in my old men's clothing, but now that we had arrived in our room it was time to dress as Sarah once more, and that was how I was to stay for the remainder of our trip.

Dressing as Sarah was the norms these days and I had been out dressed as Sarah on many occasions, in different bars and clubs, even in different cities, but there was something about the bright lights and busy streets of the strip, the dazzling aura of Las Vegas, that made this feel so different. Rachel had promised that this trip would be an adventure—I just hoped she was right. "Come on, Sam," she urged, her hands already filled with my new clothes. “Let's not waste time in this room when there’s so much to see, any so many people to meet.”

I sighed, running a hand through my hair, which was now growing longer and was styled in loose curls. "No, we wouldn't want that," I muttered, taking the clothes from her.

Rachel grinned at me, her green eyes sparkling with excitement. "That's the spirit," she said, giving me a quick kiss on the cheek. "Now hurry up. I want to see how that dress looks on you," she insisted, her voice playful yet commanding.

I rolled my eyes at her, but I couldn't help the smile that tugged at the corners of my mouth. Rachel always had a knack for making me feel both exasperated and amused at the same time—and always had a talent for picking me out the sexiest and most revealing dresses.

I slipped on the dress, a sleek, black number that hugged my curves and accentuated my legs. After applying my makeup, I looked in the mirror, and felt relieved to see myself as Sarah again. No longer was I the meek man I once was, now I was a woman with confidence, who felt sexy in her own body.

Rachel clapped her hands together, her eyes widening with delight. "Yes," she hissed, "It's just as I imagined. You look fantastic, Sarah." She stepped closer, her fingers tracing the neckline of the dress. "I can't wait to show you off to the world."

I blushed at her touch, a wave of heat washing over me. "Rachel," I warned, "You're making me nervous."

She laughed, an amused sound with just a hint of naughtiness. "Good," she said, spinning me around to face her. "A little nervousness can be exciting, but don't let it interfere with our plans. This is our special girls trip and I expect it to have a... very happy ending."

I could feel my dick swell in its chastity cage, the thought of another night out hunting for men with my wife was beyond arousing. Feeling the eyes of strangers checking me out, the subtle touches from men as we walked by, and the naughtiness of being dressed in a slutty little outfit in public—just thinking about it shifted my nervousness to excitement.

"Of course, dear. I'll be fine."

Rachel nodded, her eyes twinkling. "That's my girl," she said, handing me a pair of black heels. I slipped them on as she sauntered over to the mini-fridge, her own mini dress leaving little to the imagination. "Drink?" she asked, holding up two little glasses of liquor.

"Sure," I said, watching as she twisted off the caps and poured us each a glass. She handed me mine and clinked her glass against mine.

"To Sin City," she said, winking.

I took a sip, the spice of the liquor warming me up. "To Sin City."

We finished our drinks quickly, the alcohol already loosening me up. Rachel refilled our glasses, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

"You know, I've always wanted to experience a Vegas nightclub," she said, a wicked grin spreading across her face. "And I think tonight's the perfect night to check one off my bucket list."

I raised an eyebrow at her. "A nightclub? Don’t you want to take it easy on our first night⁠—“

She cut me off with a wave of her hand. "Oh, stop dragging your feet. We both look amazing and why would we want to waste these dresses by taking it easy?“

I took another sip of my drink, enjoying the warmth that continued to spread through me. “So you intend to find someone for tonight?”

Rachel smirked, her eyes glimmering with naughtiness. "Oh, I have every intention of finding someone tonight. But first, I want you to have some fun. I want you to enjoy the big lights of a real city, to feel the eyes of every passing man.”

I felt a shiver run down my spine at her words. The idea of being chased, of men wanting me, was both thrilling and intimidating.

“Thank you, Mistress." The words slipped out before I could stop them, a result of Rachel's dominant energy and the alcohol coursing through my veins.

Rachel's eyes widened in surprise and she gave me a slow, sultry smile that sent a jolt of arousal straight to my core. "Now that's what I like to hear," she purred, stepping closer and running a finger along my jawline. "But tonight, I want you to be more than just a pretty face. I want you to be a seductress, a temptress. I want you to help me reel in the perfect catch. Can you do that for me, dear?”

I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry. Rachel's eyes were intense, her gaze holding me captive. I felt a thrill of anticipation, a mix of nerves and excitement churning in my stomach.

"Yes," I whispered, finding my voice. "I'll do my best, Mistress."

Rachel smiled, her eyes crinkling at the corners. She took my glass and set it aside, pulling me into a tight embrace. I could feel her heartbeat against my chest, steady and strong. She whispered in my ear, her breath hot and tickling.

"That's all I ask, sweetheart. Just be yourself and have fun. I'll be right here, watching your back." She released me, stepping back to admire me once more. "Now, let's go show this city what we’re made of.”
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THE STRIP


Rachel and I stepped out of our hotel hand in hand. Outside the city was alive, a pulsating heartbeat that seemed to echo the rhythm of my own.

Rachel walked with a confident stride, her heels clicking against the pavement, her blonde hair bouncing with each step. I followed her, my heart pounding in my chest, feeling a mixture of excitement and apprehension. The crowds on the strip were dense, a sea of people from all walks of life, each one with their own agenda for the night, just like Rachel.

I felt a sense of exhilaration as we walked, the night thick with possibility. While I had been out so many times as Sarah, dressed in these slutty little outfits that my wife had picked out for me, nothing could compare to this. Being here, in this vibrant city and walking freely as my new self felt invigorating. It felt liberating. 

It felt naughty and arousing.

The feelings were amplified by the looks I got from passersby, the catcalls and whistles, it was all new and exciting. Rachel led me through the crowds, her hand firmly grasping mine as she glanced at me with a playful smirk that told me she, too, was enjoying the attention.

I had no doubt that she would be able to find her perfect match tonight, that some lucky man in this new city would have the chance to feel my wife in a way that she hadn't allowed me in months, and I reveled in the idea. 

The thought filled me with an insatiable jealousy of this unknown stranger. My body ached for her touch, every inch of me craving the sensation of her skin against mine, but I knew I would be left to watch her again, to observe as some new man gave her the pleasures that she truly wanted—and that I couldn't give her.

I could feel my arousal swelling up in my chastity cage, the tiny device pressing against my tight panties beneath my dress. Rachel noticed my discomfort, a wicked grin spreading across her face.

"Feeling a bit... restricted?" she teased, leaning in and whispering in my ear. Her breath was hot, her voice a sultry purr.

She gave my hand a tender squeeze as she led me into a bustling casino, the bright lights feeling like spotlights on us as she weaved our way through the crowds. Despite all the sounds, the action, and the endless stimulation, I still felt like everyone's eyes were on me, watching my every move as they took in my feminized form. I could feel the lust in the air, the way it clung to my skin, and it only served to fuel my arousal further.

Rachel led us through the towering slots machines and flashing lights of the casino, her grip on my hand tightening as we approached the entrance to a nightclub. The line was long, but Rachel smiled at the bouncer, her confidence and beauty commanding his attention. He waved us past the line, his eyes lingering on me as he did so.

Inside, the nightclub pulsed with energy. The music was loud, the bass thumping in my chest, and the scent of sweat and alcohol filled the air. Rachel guided me to the bar, ordering two drinks as I scanned the crowd. Men and women alike were grinding against each other on the dance floor, their hands exploring each other's bodies with abandon.

Rachel turned to me, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “See anything you like, darling?" she asked over the music, her lips brushing against my ear. I felt my body responding to her closeness, my cock straining beneath my tiny cage.

I surveyed the crowd, my heart pounding in time with the beat of the music. There were so many people, all moving and gyrating together in a sea of flesh. I didn't know where to begin with our hunt, or who might be the right stranger to please my wife.

"See those two over there?" she asked, tipping her chin in their direction. "The blond one and the brunet. They're perfect. Exactly what I had in mind," Rachel said, her voice dripping with confidence. I followed her gaze to two men seated at a nearby booth. The blond was tall and lean, with angular features and a charming smile. The brunet was more muscular, with dark hair and eyes that seemed to smolder even from a distance. Both were dressed in tailored suits, oozing confidence and sex appeal.

"Two? You want two?" I gulped, wondering what she would need two men for.

She noticed my apprehension and leaned in, her lips brushing my ear. "Don't worry, sweetheart. Tonight is all about exploration and fun. We're here to live out our fantasies, remember?"

Her breath was warm, her words tantalizing. I felt a rush of heat between my legs, a mix of fear and excitement churning in my stomach. I had to assume that meant that she would let me feel pleasure as well, to get a taste of the forbidden fruit that I had come to crave.

Rachel smiled, her eyes sparkling with mischief as she took my hand, leading me towards the duo.

"Come on, Sarah,” she egged me on. “Let me see your seductive side come out. Go introduce us.”
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TWO


As we approached the men noticed us, their eyes flicking over our bodies, taking in our outfits and the way we moved. The blond one had a charming smile and stood up to offer his hand. "Ladies, care to join us?"

I tried to flash him a seductive smile. "Why, thank you. We'd love to,” I said softly.

We slid into the booth next to them, the brunet scooting over to make room. I introduced us, my body trembling as I felt everyone’s eyes on me, "I'm Sarah, and this is Rachel."

The blond extended his hand to me. "I'm Greg, and this is Luke."

His touch reminding me that I wasn’t dreaming. "Nice to meet you,” I breathed out.

Luke smiled at me, his dark eyes intense. "The pleasure is all mine."

Rachel gave me a pleased smile and a look that said my job was done then dove in, clearly not wanting to waste any more time on pleasantries. "So, boys, what brings you to Vegas?"

Greg signaled the waitress for another round of drinks. "We're here for a bachelor party," he said, raising an eyebrow. "And you two? Celebrating something special?"

Rachel leaned in, her voice low and sultry. "Just a little girls' trip. You know, a chance to let loose and have some fun," Rachel grinned, her eyes locked onto Greg’s.

I noticed Luke's gaze drift over to me, his dark eyes lingering on my cleavage. I blushed, feeling a throb of arousal between my legs. Rachel must have noticed too, because she gave my thigh a squeeze under the table, a silent encouragement.

“We would definitely like to have some fun,” Luke laughed. “But what kind of fun are you ladies into?"

"All kinds. The wilder, the better,” Rachel purred. “Something raw and primal, something that we can’t get back home.” She leaned back in the booth, her hand still touching me as if a leash holding me under her control. I could feel her thumb tracing slow circles on my skin, her gentle reminder to behave and play along.

Greg grinned, his eyes sparkling. "Well, we might just be able to help with that. What do you say, Luke? Want to show these ladies a good time?"

Luke's gaze met mine. "I think that can be arranged."

Rachel's grip on my thigh tightened, her nails digging into my flesh. I bit my lip to suppress a moan. The combination of Rachel's touch and Luke's intense stare was sending waves of desire coursing through me. I could feel my heart pounding in my chest, my breath coming in quicker bursts. I glanced at Rachel, her eyes glinting with excitement and a hint of danger.

She moved closer to Greg, their shoulders brushing as she spoke in a low voice. "Well then, perhaps you would like to start by taking us out on the dance floor? I would love to see how well you can move your hips.”

Greg nodded, a confident smile spreading across his face. "Lead the way, beautiful."

Rachel slipped her hand into mine, her grip firm and commanding. She led us to the dance floor, the pulsating beat of the music surrounding us like a living thing. Rachel pulled me close, her hips moving in time with the music as she ground against me. I could feel her heat through the thin material of our dresses, her breasts pressing against mine.

Greg and Luke joined us on the dance floor, their hands exploring our bodies as we moved together.

Greg's hands gripped Rachel's hips, pulling her away from me and against him as they ground against each other. Luke, on the other hand, stood behind me, his body against mine. I could feel his hard cock pressing against my ass through his pants, and it filled me with a quiver of excitement.

"You feel that, sexy?” he growled in my ear, his voice a low rumble that sent another wave of heat through me. "You feel how hard you're making me?"

I nodded, my breath coming in quick gasps. "Yes," I whispered, biting my lip at how naughty it made me feel.

Luke's hands roamed over my body, cupping my breasts through the thin material of my dress. He pinched my nipples, sending jolts of pleasure straight to my core.

"Fuck, you're sexy," he groaned. "I can't wait to feel more of you."

I turned my head, our lips brushing as he spoke. I could taste the alcohol on his breath, the scent of his cologne mingling with the sweat of our bodies.

"I want that too," I whispered back, my voice a husky plea.

Luke's hands dropped down to my hips, his fingers digging into my flesh as he ground his cock against my ass. The friction sent sparks of pleasure shooting through me, my core throbbing with need.

"Fuck, you're driving me crazy," Luke groaned, his hands moving up to my breasts again, squeezing them roughly. "I want to fucking devour you."

I turned my head to look at Rachel, our eyes locking with understanding. She watched me getting groped by Luke, a pleased smile stretching over her lips. "Perhaps we're ready to move this night along?" she asked me.

I nodded, still feeling how ready Luke was, and feeling my own growing need. I wasn't sure what Rachel had planned for me, whether or not she would let me feel any pleasure of my own, but by finding two men tonight I had to assume that I would be on the receiving end of something.

"Very well," she smirked, quickly spinning around to face Greg. She pulled him close, her lips teasing his ear with her breath, and whispered. "I think it's time to go somewhere a little more quiet... and private."

Greg's eyes bulged open with excitement then flashed to his friend. With a nod towards the door Luke knew what he meant and grabbed my hand. Before I knew it we were all heading toward the exit.
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PREPARATIONS


We all knew what was coming, the connection between the four of us was palpable as we walked back to our hotel room. By the time we returned the hunger in each of us seemed insatiable, no one wanting to wait a minute longer before the fun began.

Rachel kicked the door shut behind us as we entered, her eyes burning with desire as she took control and turned to face me. "Well, Sarah," she began, her voice a low purr, "I think it's time we give these gentlemen what they've been waiting for."

Greg and Luke exchanged an eager glance, their eyes dark with lust. They were both undeniably handsome, but it was Luke's intense gaze that sent a shiver down my spine. He had shown an interest in me since the moment we met, his eyes never ceasing to survey my slutty dress as he made me feel increasingly sexy and naughty.

Rachel stepped closer to Greg, her fingers trailing down his chest. "Why don't you take a seat?" she suggested, gesturing to the couch. "You as well," she added as she looked at Luke.

They both complied, their eyes never leaving Rachel as she walked over to the mini-bar and poured drinks. I felt a pang of jealousy as she stole their attention away from me, but I knew better than to interfere with her plans.

She offered each man a drink, bending over just enough to let them see the full show of her deep cleavage before turning her attention back to me. She handed me a drink while she grabbed me and pulled me tightly against her, clinking her glass against mine in a celebratory fashion. I could feel her passion and desire exuding itself with each heavy breath, her breasts pressing against mine. She was building up to something and I could tell that it was about to be a wild ride.

She shot the men a quick glance then returned her gaze to me, slightly tilting her head and leaning closer. I felt her lips against mine and instantly felt my body flooded with a tingling arousal, all of it culminating in my chastity cage.

Rachel’s kiss was dominant and demanding, her tongue invading my mouth with a relentless hunger. She tasted of liquor and lust, and I melted into her touch as she tugged at my dress, pulling it up to reveal my bare ass and the tiny scrap of lace that covered my ass.

She pulled back, her eyes gleaming with wicked intent. "Reach around," she commanded, "and unzip me."

My hands were shaking as I reached behind her and found the zipper of her dress. She kissed my neck as I pulled it down, revealing the smooth, naked skin of her back perfectly in sight for the two men to see. Her dress fell to the floor, leaving her standing in the center of the room wearing nothing but a matching set of black lace bra and thong. She gave me one last kiss on the lips then turned to face the men, her body on full display, and I couldn't help but admire the sheer confidence she exuded while I missed the taste of her on my lips and the feel of her hands on my body.

Greg's eyes widened, a hungry grin spreading across his face as he took her in. "Fuck, you're gorgeous," he muttered, his gaze raking over her body.

Luke nodded in agreement, his dark eyes locked onto Rachel. "Absolutely stunning," he said, his voice a low growl.

Rachel smirked, a hint of smugness in her expression. "I know," she said, her voice a sultry purr. She turned back to me and leaned closer, letting her soft cheek brush against mine as she nibbled on my earlobe. "I want you to watch tonight, to really see a woman claim her desires."

I gasped, feeling goosebumps encompass my flesh as I realized what she meant. "But there are two... and Luke..." I muttered.

"Yes, I can count," she scoffed. "And I'm more than capable of pleasing more than one man." She turned to Greg and Luke, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "I want you both to undress for me. Show me what you have to offer,” she commanded, her voice sultry and demanding.

The men complied immediately, their hands quickly unbuttoning their shirts and unbuckling their belts. In no time at all, they were both standing before us in just their boxers. Rachel's eyes roamed over their bodies, lingering on the bulges in their underwear.

"Impressive," she purred, licking her lips. “But I can’t fully appreciate your gifts in such a state. Sarah, why don't you help the gentlemen out of their last pieces of clothing?"

I hesitated, my heart pounding in my chest as I first looked at Greg. He grinned at me. "Come on, don't be shy," he urged, his voice a low growl.

I took a deep breath and stepped closer to him, my hands trembling slightly as I reached for the waistband of his boxers. I could feel his cock, hard and thick, pressing against the fabric as I pulled them down to the floor. He kicked them off, standing before me completely naked and aroused, prideful of his full length.

“Good. Now help Luke." Rachel's voice was firm, her eyes locked onto me.

I turned to Luke, who quickly pushed his boxers down around his ankles. His cock was as impressive as Greg's, thick and hard, standing proudly upright. I gathered the courage and knelt in front of him, my hands reaching for his boxers. I pulled them the rest of the way off, leaving him completely naked in front of me.

Rachel's eyes flashed with approval. "Good girl," she purred. "Now, get yourself into position to watch."
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THE SHOW


Rachel's voice was firm, brooking no argument so I knew I had no choice but to accept my fate. I obeyed, kneeling in front of the bed awaiting the show to begin.

My wife strutted towards the two men, her hips swaying seductively with her perfect ass bouncing from side to side. She removed her bra and panties as she approached them, discarding them on the floor as she joined the men on the couch now completely naked. She sat down between Greg and Luke, her hands immediately going to their ready cocks, stroking them slowly.

"So, who's going to be the first to fuck me?" she asked, her green eyes gleaming with desire.

Greg's hand reached out and grabbed her thigh, giving it a hard squeeze as it slid up her leg. "I think it should be me," he said, his voice a low growl. "I am the best man after all."

Luke scoffed, but didn't argue, simply watching as Rachel stood up and led Greg away.

"I like a man who takes initiative," she purred as she tossed him onto the bed, jumping on him like a lioness taking her prey. “But I like to take charge myself.”

She quickly straddled him, her hands pinning him down as her eager pussy slipped over his throbbing cock. I watched, my breath coming in quick gasps as she slowly lowered herself onto him, her eyes rolling back in her head as she began to ride him with slow, deliberate movements.

"Fuck. You feel so fucking good," Greg groaned, his hands gripping her hips, urging her to move faster. Rachel's head fell back, her long blonde hair cascading down her back as she began to move with more urgency, her pussy slick and wet around Greg's cock.

I could see the muscles in her thighs tensing and releasing as she rode him, each movement causing her breasts to bounce and sway. The sight of her taking control, her body moving with such fluid grace, sent a rush of heat between my own legs. I could feel my arousal damp in my panties, the ache in my caged cock confirming how much I loved to watch her with others.

As always Rachel was a spectacle, her body moving with a primal rhythm, her moans filling the room as she took charge and took what she wanted. I watched, transfixed, as she rode Greg faster, her hips slapping against his with a wet, smacking sound.

But I wasn’t the only one feeling left out. Luke soon moved closer to the action, his hands claiming Rachel's body for himself. “I can’t just sit back and wait,” he groaned as he cupped her breasts, his fingers squeezing them possessively as he released his desires on her.

Rachel moaned, her head falling back further as Luke took her lips with his own. Their kiss was hungry and wet, a tangle of tongues and lips, and Rachel responded with equal fervor. Her hands left Greg’s hips and went to Luke’s cock, her fingers pulling at his hard length as she straddled Greg with an increasing urgency.

The room was filled with the sound of their moans, all three of them feeling the sweet embrace of pleasure. The scent of their arousal filled the air, a heady mix of sweat and sex that made my mouth water and my caged cock ache.

Rachel's moans grew louder, her body moving faster, her hips slamming down onto Greg's cock with a force that made the bed shake. I could see the strain in her face, the concentration as she chased her orgasm, and it was so fucking hot.

Luke's hands left her breasts and moved to her mouth, tracing her moist lips with his finger. "I want to use this," he groaned.

Rachel chuckled as she glanced down at his erect cock, licking her lips as she acknowledge his desire. She crawled off Greg and moved to the edge of the bed on all fours, glancing up at Luke then at me before taking his full cock in her mouth. 

I watched, enraptured, as Rachel bobbed her head, her lips moving up and down the shaft of his cock until it hit the back of her throat.

"Fuck, that feels good," Luke groaned, his hands tangling in her hair. Rachel hummed her approval, letting him grip her hair and guide her movements.

Greg looked annoyed at Luke's intrusion as he rubbed his cock from beside them. He adjusted his position, moving behind my wife as he grabbed her hips and thrust himself into her from behind.

I watched as Rachel's back arched, her mouth still full of Luke's cock. Her moans were muffled, but I could still hear them, could still see the pleasure etched on her face.

Greg and Luke were both now inside her, one in her mouth and the other in her pussy. It was a sight straight out of a porn fantasy, and it was all happening right in front of me. I felt a surge of envy between my legs, my cock throbbing against the constriction of my chastity cage as I longed to feel what they did.

Luke began to move his hips, fucking Rachel's mouth with shallow thrusts. Her eyes were half-closed, her cheeks flushed, and her mouth stretched wide around his length as she took him eagerly, her lips sliding up and down his shaft with practiced ease.

Greg, behind her, was pounding into her slick pussy with increasing urgency. His hands gripped her hips, fingers digging into her flesh as he drove into her with forceful strokes.

The sight of my wife being used so rough and primally was hypnotic and I couldn't look away. My cock strained against its cage, desperate for release, but I knew that wasn't going to happen anytime soon. Rachel's control over me was absolute and she wouldn’t let me feel such sensations—but I didn’t care. I loved every second of it.

And so did Rachel.

My wife was a woman of insatiable desire, and she had no intention of stopping until she had drained every last drop of pleasure from these men. Her body was a symphony of sensation, her body moving rapidly to embrace the sensations of both cocks.

"What a fucking whore," Greg growled, his eyes turning towards me. "You like watching your friend get fucked like a whore?"

I started to nod, but shook my head instead. "She's not my friend," I let out meekly, holding back a whimper as my cage tightened with arousal from his words. "She's my wife."

"Wife? Fuck, that's hot," he gasped, his eyes widening.  "Do you like watching me fuck your wife?"

"Yes," I nodded eagerly, feeling my cock throbbing in its cage. 

I longed to touch myself more than ever, to feel any sort of pleasure as I watch the three parading theirs in front of me. Squirming on my knees before them I could feel my breath growing heavy, my lust surging.

Greg's eyes stayed locked on mine, a wicked grin spreading across his face. "You like it when you’re wife gets fucked like a slut, huh?" he taunted, his voice laced with amusement and desire. "You like seeing her take two cocks at once?"

I could only nod, my mouth hanging open in a mix of awe and lust.

“Damn, that's hot," Luke groaned, his grip on Rachel's hair tightening as he thrust deeper into her mouth. “I can tell this isn’t the first time. Your wife really knows how to work a cock, doesn't she?"

I nodded again, my own cock pulsing with desperation as I remembered how she used to work it. The memories mixed with the sound of the strangers’ filthy talk and the sight of my wife being fucked like a whore made it impossible to think straight.

"But what about you? Don't you want some cock for yourself?" Luke breathed out, his voice growing raspy as Rachel continued to suck his full length.

"Yes," I admitted, knowing that my answer was meaningless.

Rachel laughed as she popped off of Luke's cock, drool dribbling down her chin. "She always wants cock, but only gets it when I allow her—but right now these cocks belong to me," she growled as she stared at me. "Now stop talking and use me⁠—“

Before she could finish Luke pulled her by the hair and thrusted himself back inside her, fucking her face with an increased fury. I watched as his head tossed back, the returning pleasure washing over him as my wife sucked him ravenously.

I stared at her, the sight of her submissive position between these strangers making my cock yearn more. I wasn't sure who I was more jealous of, but I knew that I could no longer resist touching myself. I couldn’t resist rubbing my tiny cage through my short dress.

The pressure of my palm against the small device gave me an inkling of what I needed, though even that was more than I deserved. My cock ached, my balls tight, and my skin felt too thin to contain the heat raging through me. But I kept watching, I had no choice but to watch, and no desire to stop.

Rachel was no passive participant. She was meeting Greg's thrusts with her own, her hips moving in time with his, her pussy clenching around his cock with each stroke. She reached up and grabbed Luke's cock, stroking it in sync with her mouth as it bobbed back and forth over it. Despite the two tall men surrounding her, using her holes for their own selfish needs, I knew that she was still in full control, just as she always was.

Luke's body began to tense as she sucked harder, his eyes shutting as his fingers wrapped into tight fists by his side. "Fuck!" he cried out as his body suddenly convulsed.

Rachel's eyes widened as he came in her mouth, her stroking growing faster as she helped him get every last drop of his orgasm out. He let out a deep sigh as he stumbled backwards and collapsed on the couch, his euphoria glistening over his sweaty body as he melted back into the seat.

Rachel's cheeks were puffed out when she turned towards me, her eyes finding mine as she gestured for me to approach. As always I obeyed, scooting closer and remaining on my knees, as she urged me to come all the way to her.

As I approached she quickly grabbed my head, pulling it against hers as our lips met. I opened my mouth and I felt her tongue enter, passing in Luke's cum as she kissed me.

It was salty and hot, and I could taste him as I sucked her tongue into my mouth. I reached up and grabbed her breasts, squeezing them and feeling their weight in my hands as I ground my aching cock against my thighs, still hoping for a bit of my own pleasure.

Rachel started moaning into my mouth as we made out, Greg's pounding reverberating through our kisses. Then she screamed out, breaking our lip lock as Greg's relentless assault finally sent her over the edge.

"Fuck! Oh god, fuck!" Rachel's back arched as she climaxed, her whole body convulsing with pleasure.

Greg growled, his pace increasing as he chased his own release. He groaned and slammed into her one final time, his body quivering as he filled her with his cum.

They both collapsed onto the bed, panting and sweaty. I continued to watch from my knees, awaiting my next command. Rachel turned to me, a pleased smirk spreading across her face.

"What did you think of the show, darling?" she asked me.

I adjusted myself in my chastity cage, now knowing that the aching would remain for the rest of the night. "It was a show worthy of Vegas, Mistress," I let out, trying to keep my voice strong.

She cupped my cheek and kissed me—softly this time. “And this was only the first night,” she whispered. “Just imagine what fun we’ll have tomorrow.”
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Sissy’s First Date

After a night of fun drinking with his friend Olivia, Ben is ready to call it a night and head home. However, Olivia has other ideas and convinces him to join her at her place for more fun. Once there, she suggests they play a game of Truth or Dare.

What Ben doesn't realize is that Olivia has a secret plan in store for him. As the game heats up, he ends up wearing her clothes and getting locked in a chastity cage, and it becomes clear that Olivia's playful game is part of a larger scheme—to transform him into her sissy.

Read the FULL story of Ben’s tale of transformation as Olivia unravel’s her plan to turn Ben into Becca, her new slutty best friend, and teach him what it’s really like to date as a woman.
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The Replacement Maid

Chad’s wife, Rachel, is always pestering him to help clean the house, but as the man of the house he sees this as women’s work and her responsibility. After endless fights, they finally come to an agreement to hire a house cleaner to help around the house.

This is exciting news for Chad. One of his friends had told him about a company whose cleaners come dressed as sexy French maids. He eagerly orders one and isn’t disappointed by the beautiful maid who arrives. He is disappointed, however, when he learns that she’s actually an escort and has no intention of cleaning. Panicked and needing a solution, Chad decides to become the maid and do the work himself.

When his wife finds out, she decides to teach him a lesson by locking him up in chastity and forcing him to become her maid. With the assistance of her friend Kelly, Rachel teaches Chad a valuable lesson. What his place in the house really is and why she is actually in charge.
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